
		
			[image: cover]
		

	
		
			[image: cover]
		

		

		

		My Darling Jocelyn

		by Lizbeth Dusseau

		ISBN: 978-1-939916-24-2

		Original Copyright ©1995 Lizbeth Dusseau

		Smashwords Edition

		

	
		

		Chapter One

		

		On The Night Of The Full Moon . . .

		

		The Executive Retreat was at the Hawks Nest Lodge for the third year in a row. On Lake Tahoe’s north shore in January, drifts of bright white snow piled high around the rustic facade of the stately mountain dwelling.

		“I don’t normally like people taking my freedom from me like this,” Reggie said wearily to his next in command, Dwight Carroll.

		“But it’s a good management choice, Reg,” Dwight replied. “You need to let your guard down every once and a while.”

		Reggie chuckled, knowing Dwight was always thinking company first. It was why he relied on him so much. “It’s a curious mix this year,” Reggie said.

		“We’ve made a lot of changes in your executive staff,” Dwight acknowledged.

		“I don’t know half the people here,” Reggie remarked looking down from the second story balcony to the enormous living room, with the grand stone fireplace that covered an entire wall with mountain rock, built sometime in the 1930’s.

		It was lunch, the mood was light, and if the blizzard predicted for later in the day didn’t materialize, many of his employees were planning to ski. So far the social aspects of the retreat were a success, while the working part had been less than Reggie had hoped for.

		“You need to get more involved with them,” Dwight suggested, nodding to the faithful masses below.

		“I haven’t before.”

		“But at least you knew their names.”

		“Ah yes, put on the charm and polish and go meet my people. Isn’t that what I have you for?”

		Reggie could be charming. Dwight and everyone else knew that. His classic blond hair combed neatly back with just the perfect wave in the front, the aristocratic high cheek bones, definitive nose, sharp jaw line, and the tight five foot eleven build, he intimidated most men, while he created the most profound sexual response in most women.

		He was cool, so cool that he could sweep a room with an arctic chill in seconds. And he was wickedly hot, the fiery heat of his flaring rhetoric went to the heart of matters he cared about, whether it was business or his personal passions. He ruled his company by intimidation, but of a very devious sort; few realized what manipulative power he had over them because they were so taken with the exterior package that altered with such practiced skill, he took speech away, and with it the power to challenge him.

		Under the surface, he was hardly as daunting, but few people got so far under his skin to realize that.

		“You’re sounding exceedingly cynical,” Dwight observed. He’d learned to listen to what his boss didn’t say as much as what he did.

		“Am I?” Reggie hadn’t thought about it that way.

		“Your love life sour?” Dwight asked.

		“I have no love life.”

		“And why’s that? Look at those women down there, any one of them would drop their pants for you in seconds.”

		“I don’t doubt,” Reggie said with a soft sad smirk. “But maybe that’s not what I need.”

		“Your games not going so well?” Dwight inquired. He knew of his bosses’ darker passions in a vague sort of way, though he’d never been a witness to them, and he never wanted to.

		Reggie stared out dispassionately to the group below. “Games,” he said. “That’s what it is,” he answered with added cynicism, leaving his second in command with yet another obscure comment. Dwight could only guess at the meaning behind it. Reggie suddenly turned to him. “Does Cassie have those reports ready?”

		“I doubt it. I don’t think Cassie was up for a working holiday. Last I saw of her, she was waving her fanny at Jason Sturbridge. You take her out of the office and that girl is real ditzy blonde.”

		“Cut the inference, Dwight. I’ve known dozens of brilliant blondes.”

		“Company included,” Dwight joked.

		“Of course.” He seemed to be lightening his mood, but it might only last a few seconds.

		“Well, I’m afraid your top notch secretary is going to need one of those firm reprimands you administer so well, if you want to get anything done that’s company productive. I haven’t seen a lick of work from her in two days. But frankly, I think things are going well without the work sessions. The company needed a breather like this.”

		“Perhaps, but it’s still not what I wanted, and I don’t like my subordinates changing my plans as if they were in charge.” His irritation was starting to show. “Send Cassie up here, I think it’s time the brat and I had a little chat.”

		

		Reggie sat down in a plush leather chair and looked out the expansive window toward the lake. The loft room was his favorite for the wide view, the tall pines framing the picture with a beauty only nature could create. He granted his father that much for having placed the Lodge perfectly on this site.

		“Reggie?”

		He heard Cassie’s sweet voice behind him, and without looking back at her, he motioned his secretary with a wave of his hand to a seat in front of him, directly in front of the big window. The attractive and usually efficient young woman sat down across from him, remaining on the edge of her chair, knowing the conversation would not be particularly easy. She could see the annoyance in the way his jaw twitched just ever so slightly. She’d seen it a number of times before.

		“I’m sorry, sir,” she immediately said, trying to circumvent a lot of questions. Might as well get straight to the point, she was thinking.

		“Do you always fall apart in such situations, Miss Ryan?” he asked pointedly.

		“I’ve been preoccupied, sir. But I really didn’t think you cared about those meetings. After all, everyone is really having a good time relaxing. And well,” she blushed, “Jason, Mr. Sturbridge, has been getting awfully cozy.” Her eyes glimmered as if she had a school girl crush.

		“Perhaps he’d like to attend your strapping,” Reggie suggested.

		“Sir?” she looked up at him meekly. “Is that really necessary? I mean this is supposed to be a fun weekend. I would think even you could relax enough to allow a few imperfections to go unnoticed. And if you really want those reports, I could have them in thirty minutes, tops.”

		“I’m not in the mood to argue with you, Cassie. The reports are late, the work sessions have been running late, if at all, and because of the storm that’s likely to hit, we’ll not finish the agenda. I consider that your responsibility, and yours to atone for. You know how wasting time annoys me.” He was as cold and calculating as she’d ever seen him, even though she was certain there was something more than just her screw-ups aggravating him.

		“I’m really sorry,” she apologized again.

		He looked at her with the same frigid expression she’d seen so many times. It always unnerved her, even though it turned her on. They’d had an agreement from the start of her employment, and though in recent months they’d appeared to go in more separate directions, there was still a tacit understanding that certain situations would be handled in a particular manner, for both their satisfactions – for Cassie to play out her submission under the austere eye of Reggie’s dominance.

		“There’s a room at the end of the hall. Strip for me. I’ll be there in five minutes.”

		“Strip?” she countered very carefully. He rarely demanded that much. In fact, not since the very early days of her employment as his executive secretary had he strapped her without a stitch of clothing. The thought made her positively raw with excitement – and fear. It was bad enough that this was such a compromising place for punishment, the idea that it would go on under this roof while her peers were downstairs engaged in light hearted social conversation was positively chilling.

		“You heard me,” Reggie said sharply.

		

		In the ‘room down the hall,’ there was a dresser, a chair, a free standing full length mirror and a bed, nothing else. Would they use the bed? she wondered. It had been a long time since they’d had sex after a punishment. In spite of her growing affections for Mr. Sturbridge, the thought of her boss screwing her like crazy when the strapping was over was not at all upsetting. It was certain to take the edge off the raw sexual heat she would feel before this session was over.

		As Cassie pulled her sweater over her head, she found herself looking directly in the mirror. She jerked a little, surprised by her own reflection. She was wearing a cotton sport bra that clung to her like skin. Her hard nipples poked through the fabric so even the dark aureoles showed beneath. The longer she stared at herself the harder her nipples became from the chill in the air, and likely the excitement.

		Each article of clothing that dropped away sent Cassie deeper into a submissive state of mind. She remembered how she’d deliberately sought Reggie out for his unique fascination with submissive women, having heard of him from a casual acquaintance. One brief discussion was enough to suggest Reginald Harold could meet needs in her no other man could even fathom. Of course she was reluctant to tell most men her private cravings, thinking they’d assume she was either hopelessly depraved or nuts, at best in a league outside their own. Reggie, on the other hand, had never questioned her desires, but complemented them with his dominant ones.

		In two years, there were times he sexually ignored her so coldly she thought he would never touch her again with hand or strap. Other times, he played with her mind and body as if he was Heifetz playing a Stradivarius. He had the cunning to peer inside to corners of her sexual soul she didn’t know were there. And her only response would be a satisfied “Ah yes.”

		

		Cassie was wearing ski pants. Removing them, and the long johns beneath, shed the last of her casual ‘corporate secretary on executive ski retreat’ image. Unclothed, she was nothing but submissive, knowing full well that at least on some subconscious level she’d created this faux pas for a purpose.

		Reggie walked in just as she finished, just before she sat down on the bed to wait. He eyed her coldly as he held a leather spanker in hand, and wordlessly motioned her over the foot of the bed. She smiled nervously, though he did not.

		The bed-rail was a perfect height for punishment. It must not have been the first time he’d punished a woman here for him to know this; though it was the first time for her at the lodge. With the rail hitting her at the top of her thighs, her torso could rest comfortably on the soft white bed. But it was all the comfort she’d have.

		Reggie found her bare backside a pleasant view; her sculptured body was as perfect as any woman’s he’d ever been involved with. She had a firm small waist and a lovely swell above and below, as her chest flared to accommodate her round breasts with their pink nipples. Below, her hips fanned out into a glorious behind. The taut tempting heart shape pose her bottom made when she bent over even showed the pouch of her pubis below.

		Cassie always cringed before a strapping began, and this time was no different. That anticipation thrilled the dominant, Reggie, knowing that the waiting submissive was really petrified of that first stroke. She was perfect, a woman he’d chosen for that perfection. In the back of his mind he harbored thoughts of her that put her into a different category than most. He’d once considered the possibility of love, though nothing materialized. He assumed it was his own inadequacy that kept another perfect woman distant. And yet, while it was never her body that was a problem for him, it was her essence he had trouble with.

		

		Standing back he took aim, and bringing the implement forward, the leather cracked against her ass fiercely. The smack awakened her every nerve. The punishment began slow and methodically. She deserved the harshest treatment, one that would go on for some time with an orderly precision. The manipulating little bitch had defied his instructions for the meeting, made a mockery of the retreat, and then expected that a hearty chastisement would make ample amends. It made him furious.

		Reggie’s anger soon made him forget ‘slow and methodical’, precise and orderly. He let the spanker sizzle.

		“Ah gawd!” the girl roared, even as tried to squelch her loudest cries, being mindful of the noise and where she was. Though as the spanker snapped harder yet, she was losing control of her replies. Her “ah nos…”, “Oh pleeeese…” and “gawd nooooos,” came in as rapid fire staccato as the smacks of the leather against her skin. She was smart enough not to try and run from the punishment. Then of course, she never would. After all, she’d practically asked for it. But as Reggie continued the grueling swats, the pain was becoming difficult to bear.

		It was then that she dug in, became more submissive still, going into that place where she liked it this fierce. In that place of surrender, she craved that hellish edge of hurt, that all consuming feeling knocking out every bit of sass and bite inside. While it was happening, it was sheer torture, especially at the point when Reggie wasn’t pausing even for a second. She didn’t think she could stand another blow. But in the end, getting punished this way was a fine and jubilant cleansing, something to relish when it was over.

		As Reggie finally slowed the frenzied pace, he saw the plump round targets of Cassie’s ass, as wild a red as he could make them. In places they were tinged with purple, at that point where more would come close to breaking the once smooth skin. It had been the perfect discipline, and with an unexpected abruptness, he stopped and dropped the paddle to the floor.

		

		Cassie waited in silence. It seemed deafening after the sound of leather and flesh making contact, and the accompanying roars of woe that had filled the tiny upper room. In that quiet interim, Reggie caught his breath while his secretary did the same.

		The moment that followed was not one Reggie relished. Normally at this juncture, he would offer some stern reproach to his well worked submissive, or simply descend on her and take pleasure from her heated body. But the feeling that flowered inside him this time was uncommon, nothing like every other time, and it was quite distinct. Not the kind of man to mull things over, Reggie made decisions swiftly and this one was no different.

		“Cassie, this is the last time this will happen,” he announced. “Another deliberate foul up like the one you’ve made this weekend, there’ll be no corporal punishment. I’ll do what most executives would do with incompetent secretaries. I’ll fire you.”

		Cassie was too shocked to speak, and by the time she was able to find any words at all, the door behind her had opened and closed, and she was left in the room by herself to absorb the surprising message.

		

		***

		

		When Reggie descended the massive wood carved staircase to the great room, the cool reserve of the last half hour had been replaced by a charming grin. Few would sense the turmoil under the surface calm and congeniality. Even Reggie would not acknowledge it while there were people expecting his leadership, easy efficiency, and social good humor. He didn’t particularly like this public persona, though it was one he performed well, and Dwight was delighted to see it at last.

		“Storm’s building bad, Reg,” Dwight told him as he approached. Reggie looked out the two story window, seeing the snow beginning to fall so heavily he could hardly see past the trees, let alone the lake beyond.

		“Sort of knocks out all our plans,” Reg remarked, almost as if he was disappointed that the retreat would abruptly end.

		“So what would you suggest?” Dwight let him make the final decision.

		“Better pack up,” he replied. “We certainly don’t need everyone bedding down in here.”

		Dwight agreed. “Where’s Cassie?” he asked. “She’s supposed to have all the room reservations handled.”

		“She’ll be down momentarily,” Reggie said. “If she has any courage at all.”

		Dwight ignored the inference. “You leaving too?” he asked.

		“I’d planned to stay a few days, call it that vacation you wanted me to take.”

		“Cassie staying too?” Dwight asked.

		“No,” Reggie snapped abruptly. The only emotion he’d show was the trace of anger remaining in his voice.

		

		The retreat dismissed minutes later and everyone scrambled to leave, either for lodging in town or to get out of the mountains altogether. It might be a long drive out. After showering his employees with a few well timed remarks to cap the retreat’s business aims, he socialized for a few minutes, and then retreated upstairs to wait for the quiet he was accustomed to at the lodge to descend around him.

		

	
		

		Chapter Two

		

		An hour later, Reggie thought the last of his employees was gone when he heard Dwight shout a goodbye from below, and the huge front door clicked. Dwight’s rented Cherokee roared outside, and then slipped quietly into the snowy beyond.

		

		Reggie took a deep breath.

		The peace was freedom to him.

		The quiet regenerated his spirit, though it allowed the annoying moments with Cassie to return, along with a twinge of regret. Regret, not that he had ended their two year game of dominance/submission; but that it had to end. He didn’t want to count the times that he faced such dead ends with women.

		Thinking the silence would go on all night, he was startled to hear the sound of paper crackling, as if someone was fast thumbing through a magazine. Jumping from his chair, he walked toward the balcony, and looked down to see an auburn-haired woman sitting on a couch below, making her way through the pages of some journal.

		Taking the stairs quickly, Reggie was at the landing when he finally spoke.

		“Who are you?” he blared without an ounce of friendliness in his voice.

		The woman looked up at him, her face a rosy pink, and with eyes so green he could even tell the color from the distance between them.

		“Jocelyn Killian,” she answered plainly, with a delicate smile breaking out across her lustrous face.

		She was chewing gum and Reggie hated that.

		“And what the hell are you doing here?” he asked, as he continued down the stairs to the main floor.

		“My car’s not starting,” the woman answered. “I called the garage down the road. They should be here soon.” She glanced at her watch.

		“When did you call?” he asked.

		“Forty five minutes ago, maybe,” she replied, not at all ruffled that she’d seen nothing of a tow trunk, and the snow was getting heavier each minute that went by.

		“Where were you an hour ago when everyone was leaving?” he asked.

		“Building a snowman outside,” she said. She offered up a glorious smile that lit her face so Reggie couldn’t help but be pleased by the fresh, natural beauty of her infectious style.

		Still, he hated the way her lips smacked as she chewed her wad of gum.

		“You were building a snowman?”

		“Oh! It’s been years since I’ve done anything so frivolous, I couldn’t help myself. And if you don’t mind my saying so, things were getting rather boring in here.”

		“Who are you?” Reggie asked again, realizing that he’d never laid eyes on the woman.

		“Jocelyn Killian,” she repeated.

		“I know that, but who are you?”

		“You mean, why am I here?” She had a sweet smirk on her face.

		He waited silently for an answer.

		She rose from her seat, “I’m a management consultant, Killian Management Resources.” She held out her hand to Reggie. “Dwight hired me for a six months productivity study.”

		“Ah!” Reggie remembered now. “So I hired a firm that builds snowmen?”

		“This was a pleasure event I was told,” she said. She was still chewing gum, and it still annoyed him. But he was not at all annoyed by her looks, especially the delicate changing green hue of her sparkling eyes. He recognized a warmth and tenderness from her that seemed odd considering the hard driving reputation of her firm.

		“Well,” he said, “we should have met before when we could talk, and we’ll certainly have to make arrangements when we’re in the office, Tuesday perhaps. But now, we’d better get you down the road before you get snowed in with me.”

		“Um, my car?” she reminded him, walking to the window. He joined her looking out at the fast falling snow.

		For just an instant standing close to her, Reggie felt her warm body graze against his own. He liked the feeling though the sound of gum smacking lips was too much. “Would you please put that gum in the trash!” he said when she turned around.

		The request shocked her, but taking the graying gum from her mouth she looked around for a place to deposit it, finding a wastebasket near.

		“Maybe, I should call the garage again,” she said. She could tell her welcome was running out.

		While she made her call, Reggie disappeared into the kitchen and returned moments later as Jocelyn Killian put the phone down.

		“I’m afraid the garage won’t be coming out with the tow truck,” she said, feeling a little lost for what to do next.

		“I see.”

		“They said they were flooded with calls, and getting all the way out here would be too difficult.”

		“Perhaps I should try to get your car started,” Reggie offered. He walked toward the door, grabbed his jacket and set off for the silver blue Mazda, the only car remaining other than his own. He knew that even if he could get Miss Killian’s car started, it might be extremely difficult to get it down the drive. But not wanting an uninvited house guest for the evening, no matter how pretty she was, he decided he had to try. Climbing into the vehicle, Jocelyn handed him the keys, and with a little patience he toyed with it until he had the engine running.

		“You’re a miracle worker!” she exclaimed. But as Reggie put the vehicle in gear, he looked around seeing that nearly a foot of snow had fallen and more was coming down. The green eyed woman was going nowhere that night. He turned off the ignition and sat back in the seat, an unequivocal expression of disgust on his face. Jocelyn instantly sensed his irritation.

		“Why don’t I try, what would it hurt?” she suggested.

		“You’re not leaving here,” Reggie snapped. “Not tonight.” He exited the car and closed the door, trying not to slam it.

		Returning to the Lodge, the two spent five minutes dusting themselves off in the doorway, neither comfortable with the situation or the gloomy silence.

		

		“Well, Jocelyn Killian, there’s a room, upstairs, second door on the left, down the hallway. The sheets are fresh and you can sleep there tonight,” he informed her, maintaining a formal and uneasy distance.

		“I’m sorry for the inconvenience,” she apologized. “I should have had someone else try when it didn’t work for me.”

		“Nothing we can do about it now,” Reggie conceded.

		Jocelyn stared at him with a curious expression on her face. “You know for a man that can be so enchanting, you are cold as ice.”

		He looked surprised, not by the assessment, but the fact that she would so easily voice it. “And that’s a problem for you?” he asked.

		She continued to stare at him. “No, I guess it shouldn’t be,” she said. She sighed heavily, picked up her over-night bag and went upstairs.

		

		An hour later, Jocelyn came downstairs to see Reggie sitting by the fire he’d just stoked.

		“I hope you didn’t expect me to stay in my room,” she said.

		“No, not at all.” His overt annoyance seemed to have disappeared. “In fact, I made some sandwiches and there’s some chili you can microwave in the kitchen. Help yourself.”

		Jocelyn was slightly warmed by the more amiable Reggie, and she quickly padded off to the kitchen. She was famished. Returning to the living room, she sat down with her dinner, and for the first time looked about the enormous room with a careful scrutiny. She found Reggie’s taste in furnishings unique, seeing some unusual decorations on the walls. She was tempted to ask about them, but sitting across from her in an easy chair, he was so engrossed with work papers, she kept mum.

		“That was very good, thank you,” she said, finishing the meal. “I’ll just take this to the kitchen.”

		Reggie looked up and nodded at her absently.

		Returning from the kitchen, Jocelyn wandered about, taking some time to inspect a curious exhibit on the far side of the great room. Attached to the wall was a display of ancient leather paraphernalia, whips, leather collars, chains, straps and a variety of implements like nothing Jocelyn had ever seen before. The intention of this collection eluded her.

		“What’s all this?” she asked, too intrigued to contain the comment.

		“They are tools for punishment,” Reggie said.

		“Really?” she replied.

		She ran her hand along a leather strap and shivered.

		“Punishing who?” she asked.

		“Bratty woman,” Reggie said arrogantly.

		She nodded, getting pictures in her head that were strangely compelling.

		“They’re quite old,” she remarked. “I suppose they were used a very long time ago.”

		“I use them now,” Reggie informed her.

		“Now?”

		“Miss Killian, I am a sexual dominant. There are times in my sexual practices that I use such instruments on needy females.”

		A warm feeling began to rise deep in her belly, something not unfamiliar. But it was odd to attach it to these strange curiosities. “You use this strap on a woman’s ass?” She was dumbfounded at the thought.

		“When it’s appropriate.”

		“And when is that?” she probed.

		“When they ask for it, when they misbehave, when they piss me off, and when they ask a lot of questions.”

		“Oh. I suppose I’m bothering you?”

		“It’s beyond that point,” he said. “When I’d planned to have a quiet weekend, I end up with a loquacious and mechanically inept management consultant.”

		“You must really practice being an ass.”

		He looked at her piqued, all the more that she would snap at him and he had no recourse to reply the way he was used to. “Did you sign a contract with Dwight?” Reggie asked.

		“Yes. $30,000, two months, iron clad. $10,000 every month thereafter.” She smirked at him as she turned away, and waltzed toward the back of the room. For good measure, she drew two sticks of juicy fruit from her pocket and put them in her mouth, making sure to smack her lips like a teenager just to annoy him. She’d never met anyone quite like Reggie Harold. He was certainly one of the most handsome men she’d ever laid eyes on, he was clearly the most arrogant, and without a doubt the most cold.

		Jocelyn continued her journey through the downstairs room. “Awfully big house for just one man. You ever share this with anyone?” she asked.

		“Many times,” he said flatly as he continued with his reading.

		The fire crackled, and Jocelyn smacked her lips. It was all the sound in the room for a time.

		“Are you going to be this annoying to work with on a regular basis,” Reggie blurted out.

		Jocelyn whipped around and focused her complete attention on the man. “I’m hardly louder than your fire,” she replied.

		“But that is soothing, and you are not.”

		“Well you don’t have to get surly. Then again, I suppose you’re used to being this way.”

		“I rescue you tonight, give you my food and a place to sleep. It seems you could accommodate my need for quiet,” he snarled.

		“You know, I don’t have to put up with men like you, and I can certainly tell when I’m not wanted.” Jocelyn marched up the stairs angrily, as Reggie watched her lovely rear end swish back and forth in the skin tight leggings. She mounted the staircase and then disappeared into her room.

		Going back to his work, Reggie was hardly aware of her reappearance until he heard the latch on the front door click. Jumping up from his chair, he went to the foyer to see Jocelyn walking out the door bag in hand.

		“Where the hell are you going?” he bellowed.

		“I told you, I don’t have to stay; I’ll get that car to town if I have to push it, or maybe I’ll just hike,” she said, her green eyes flashing.

		“That’s the stupidest thing I’ve ever heard!” Reggie exclaimed.

		He had her by the arm, but Jocelyn wrenched away from his grasp and bolted out into the cold snow. He barreled after her until he realized that he only had his slippers on, and he had to return to the Lodge to find his boots. By the time he reached the door again, Jocelyn was in her car, gunning the engine and spinning the tires in the thick snow.

		Making his way swiftly toward the vehicle, Reggie tried opening the driver side door. “You little bitch,” he seethed, when he found it locked.

		To that comment Jocelyn turned to him and glared with a saucy triumphant expression.

		He was appalled by her foolishness. He’d never met anyone quite like her. Standing back, he coolly raised his eyebrows, shook his head and finally turned away, as she watched him through the window. She was going nowhere in this godawful snow and they both knew it. However, twenty feet from the house, he heard the car door open and Miss Killian emerge. Expecting her to follow him, he was surprised to turn and see her making her way through the snow toward the road. He called to her, but she refused to acknowledge him, if she heard him at all. Taking off after her, he caught up with the determined redhead, and grabbed her by the arm.

		“Don’t be ridiculous!” he said.

		“Get your hands off of me!” she roared.

		“Then get back in the Lodge, you won’t make it to the road.”

		“No!” she barked.

		“I’ll carry you then.”

		“I’d like to see that!”

		To her shock, Reggie jerked her bag from her arm, picked her up and carried her to the house over his shoulder.

		“My stuff!” she protested loudly when they reached the front door.

		“Get inside and I’ll go back for it.”

		It had been a long time since Jocelyn had allowed a man to order her around like this, but her better judgment won out over anger, and she relented.

		

		Once he was back inside again, Reggie eyed the sassy redhead with an icy hot expression. They were standing in the back of the great room face to face, just a few feet apart.

		“I ought to blister your ass for that!” he said, thinking aloud.

		“Oh really? Well, why don’t you?” she snapped nastily.

		That was enough! He made his decision in an instant. The challenge was out, and taken. “You don’t have to ask twice, bend over,” he said, pointing to one of the leather chairs in the living room. He was already drawing his leather belt from his pants.

		“Oooo, just like daddy’s,” she mocked him.

		“You want it or not?” he asked.

		“If you dare!” Jocelyn was enjoying herself, having no idea what she was getting into; but the night had been so boring up to that point, how could a belt across her bottom be that bad? Might really spice things up. Sashaying her rear end like a two bit whore, she moved to the leather chair. “But, I thought spankings were suppose to be over the lap,” she said, as she looked back at him with a taunting pout.

		“You don’t deserve that much,” he snapped.

		Pushing her down against the chair, Jocelyn’s bottom became a delectable target, raised high and ready, clearly a perfectly spankable butt: two firm cheeks pressed against the tight lycra ski pants. Reggie could almost see the crack between.

		Letting his leather belt sing though the air, it landed squarely on the center of Jocelyn’s bottom. She hardly flinched, though then why should she with all the padding between her bare skin and the leather belt. A good dozen repeated smacks, and she was hardly affected by the blast at all.

		Deciding he’d never get his message across or vent his own anger, Reggie grabbed the waistband of her pants. Finding no snap or button, he simply jerked them down with a rough yank. The long johns and pants came down at the same time, to reveal her luscious naked buns. Not even the faintest blush had risen on her creamy white dimpled skin.

		Jocelyn was flustered not expecting to be so exposed.

		“You want it, you’ll get it the ‘right’ way,” Reggie informed her coldly.

		“Go ahead, you vile man,” she seethed, even as she grit her teeth, wondering exactly what it would feel like to have herself strapped naked.

		She didn’t have long to wait to find out, as Reggie was ready with the belt, laying six swift cuts on the center of her ‘virgin’ behind. The pain was fierce from the beginning, and she cried loudly as the thrilling snap of leather against her skin sent a shock wave though her system that awakened every bit of sexual energy in her body. The crude mix of pain and pleasure was an unexpected aphrodisiac. She’d heard of such things, but would never have believed it without this experience with reality.

		The back of the leather chair was a perfect complement to the pain, allowing her to grind her crotch into the soft animal hide as if she was screwing a lover. The impact of each smack just amplified the erotic sensation. It was like dynamite in her highly aroused body. And yet, even as Jocelyn’s sexual heat climbed to a peak, the burn on her bottom was becoming so dear, it was hard to tolerate the pain. And after a time, she began stamping her feet in a little dance, and then issued forth with a lusty howl. “Damn it stop!”

		“Oh no,” Reggie responded readily. “You wanted it.”

		“But, I don’t now!”

		“Then why aren’t you running off?” He punctuated each remark with another snap of leather on her flaming ass. The ruthless dominant could see distinct lines, where the belt hit, but mostly the blush was all just a vibrant red blur on the once white skin. They jiggled as she squirmed, jiggled even more when the belt snapped against them.

		After her protest, he modulated his strokes, some soft, some hard, and Jocelyn continued to respond. When he softened, she almost began to purr with delight, and when he laid one or two really fierce smacks on her sore ass, she howled all the more. And still, she didn’t threaten to run, not even once. He could keep this treatment up for a long time, keep the fiery redhead on the verge of ecstasy and pain, happy, crying, bewildered and eventually content when he finally finished. He knew content would come in the end, it always did to any well spanked submissive, and it would to Jocelyn Killian, too.

		Just before the end, he dropped his aim to the lovely swell of tender flesh just at the base of her bottom, and then he drifted lower still to the top of her fine firm thighs, just to allow a new fresh sting to impress on her that this was punishment not just some sexual interlude. She let out a spirited howl and demanded he stop.

		But he was finished anyway, and he walked off without saying a word. Reggie returned to his chair, while Jocelyn remained bent over, her red naked bottom exposed to the cool of the air, and the nothingness that remained in place of the hot minutes of spanking.

		She was slow to stand, her limbs feeling awkward – the position had been more uncomfortable than she thought.

		One quick glance at her flushed face and Reggie could see she’d been crying real tears. And her stare was almost alarming. A little fright, a little awe, and a good deal of lust stared him in the face. And then a sassy smirk.

		“I know why you like this,” she said, as she reached down to pull up her pants. It was a bit of a struggle getting the tight garment over her sore posterior.

		Reggie looked at her coolly. “Oh?”

		“You’re turned on, aren’t you?”

		“I punished you Miss Killian for acting like a seven year old brat, why would that turn me on?”

		“Because it did me,” she said, as she waltzed toward the man, her green eyes glimmering seductively. She dropped between his legs and moved toward his crotch. Without saying a word, or asking his consent, or even letting on exactly what she had in mind, she reached for the belt that was now at his waist again, and began unfastening it.

		“You want more?” Reggie asked, looking down in an uncharacteristic daze.

		“Oh, yes, I want more,” she purred, as she licked her lips. She undid the button, and then the zipper, and then reached inside his pants to find a swelling prick. Removing it ever so carefully, her lips were over the head, her whole mouth descending on Reggie’s generous manhood. It only stood to reason that a man like Reggie Harold would have a first class prick.

		It was a feat of some magnitude for this woman to get so far inside Reggie’s space, especially on a first night. Not since he was a horny twenty year old had any woman been this forward with him. He was well practiced in keeping females at a distance, only letting in ones that he could clearly control. But this was the dead of winter, in the middle of a blizzard, and this enchantress of a female witch had appeared out of nowhere…maybe somewhere beyond the clouds there was a full moon…

		The sensations were too good, unexpected and very strong, too compelling to pass up, too delicious to push away even to maintain his practiced control. Once his cock was rock hard, he lifted the auburn haired woman from his crotch, and pulled her up on his lap. They struggled like teenagers to remove her pants again; but when her bottom was naked, she sat on his cock, the two working together to move her up and down on the contented prick.

		She leaned down over his face, her long wavy locks tickling his cheeks as she kissed him with tender lips, and a tongue reaching out to play with his opening mouth.

		They groaned together, though not loudly, as if they were respectful of the stolen quality of this moment, both doing something they never would have done on any other occasion.

		There must have been a full moon…

		She climaxed in the midst of the screwing, sometime just before he did.

		And though he might well have been finished with the lovemaking, one throbbing moment in Jocelyn’s cunt wasn’t enough to celebrate the bizarre night in the woods; she was only beginning. With a winsome smile on her face, with her green eyes gleaming brightly into his cool ones, she unbuttoned the crisp starched shirt, finding his tanned and muscled chest. She stroked it ever so gentle as he lifted a well manicured hand to her face and caressed it with bittersweet awe.

		They landed on the deep leather couch locked naked, pressed tightly together for the long night. He had no idea how many times she came, he came three by three a.m.. And when they were sweating hot from sex and the heat of the burning fire in the grate, they remained clutched together naked, neither one wanting to move, communicating silently, because neither one wanted to speak and risk shattering the bliss.

		When the fire in the fireplace finally died away, and the Lodge cooled down, Reggie pulled a soft wool blanket over them to keep them warm.

		There they slept.

		

		***

		

		There was a fresh morning sun coming through the east window, and a sparkling fresh winter cold outside when Reggie woke. There was no Jocelyn beside him, but there was the distinct smell of coffee in the air.

		Rising, with no wearable clothes, his strewn about the floor, he made his way to the downstairs bath and found a robe hanging in a closet. Making his way in the direction of the delicious smells of breakfast, he found Jocelyn in the kitchen, wearing just a white T-shirt and a pair of big shaggy slippers.

		“You like your eggs scrambled?” she asked.

		“Fine,” he answered, as he looked at her breasts pressing against the front of her T-shirt, and her bottom pressing against the back.

		He couldn’t help himself, leaning out to pat her ass cheeks.

		“Sore?” he asked.

		“A little,” she said.

		“So you liked being spanked?”

		“Now what do you think?” she said. She took the liberty of kissing him on the mouth, briskly, like a regular lover might.

		“You want to try another one?” he asked. The round bobbing mounds were so tempting.

		“It might ruin breakfast?” she said, though there was an invitation in her eyes as clear as the one she’d given him the night before.

		“We can always start that over,” he suggested.

		There was something driving them, something left over from the exuberant night. The connection they’d made was still intact, the memory of their moments together from the spanking to the lovemaking inspiring them to something more.

		Taking her hand, he led the willing Jocelyn into the great room, and making a detour by the wall of implements, he grabbed an old wooden paddle from the wall before he led her to the couch.

		“Over the knee, this time?” she asked.

		“I think you deserve it,” he said, a tease in his usually cool eyes.

		Jocelyn found herself shivering, her legs trembling they were so weak with excitement.

		“Is this going to hurt?” she asked.

		“Yes.”

		“Really hurt?”

		“Get over here, Jocelyn!” his voice sounded stern, but not at all angry as he’d been before. He pulled her to his side and then drew her over his lap. “I don’t do this often,” he told her. “Just with particularly naughty brats like you.”

		The wooden paddle landed with a good sharp smack on her right rear cheek. A second smack then landed on the left. And then what followed were steady efficient blows, alternating cheeks back and forth, so he could see her lovely spanked bottom in the bright light of day.

		“This really stings,” she exclaimed after the first nasty dozen.

		“And it will even more, and you’ll like it,” he vowed, as he kept up the fierce pace.

		“Oh, no, oh no,” she wailed loudly, she could hardly call this pleasant. Finding the sensations so strong, she even put her hands across her bottom to stop him, though that didn’t happen. Instead, he caught her fingers with the wood. “Yeow!” she blared.

		“Serves you right, keep your hands out of the way.”

		“But this is too much,” she yelled.

		“But it’s turning you on,” he came right back, though he lightened his delivery for a moment.

		It was hard to deny that the spanking was arousing her again. Some things you do once and love, but they never have the same impact that they do the first time, but this was different, so very very different. Maybe it was the man as much as it was the spanking.

		Once she got used to a new level of intensity, Reggie raised the pace again, and she was howling madly, her legs flailing, her arms trying desperately to stay clear of her sore bottom, even though she wanted to protect it. He repeated the process for at least ten minutes, surprised to find that this ‘non-spanking’ woman was certainly taking to the treatment in an extraordinary way. And in spite of her protest, she was still sexually aroused, no different from the night before.

		“Had enough?” he finally asked, once her rear cheeks were exactly the shade he wanted them.

		“Yes,” she readily replied.

		He gave her several more sharp smacks then laid the paddle down.

		For a time, he rested his warm hand on her hot ass, and massaged it gently, letting them both enjoy the burning feel of her well-spanked flesh. She moaned, her lovely voice making enjoyable sounds for his often jaded ears. And after a time, he pulled her up to his lap, and let her rest her aching bottom on his thighs.

		“You acted like you were really mad,” she said. “I thought we were just having fun.”

		“I was mad,” he said, though he hardly sounded like he was.

		“Why?” she asked.

		“I hate you chewing gum, and you did it deliberately.”

		Jocelyn wasn’t sure if he was really serious about her annoying and deliberate fault, or if he was kidding. He had the strangest way of being obscure behind all the cold and ice, the blue eyes and the starling good looks.

		“Well then,” she told him, “I’ll only chew gum when I really really want to annoy you,” she replied. And she kissed him on the nose.

		No one had ever kissed him on the nose before Jocelyn; and unable to abide that kind of nonsense he pushed her off his lap.

		“Where’s the scrambled eggs,” he said, as an uncomfortable feeling of warmth was beginning to penetrate the chill inside him.

		For her part, Jocelyn didn’t take notice of the awkward moment; instead, amused by his curious expression, she scrambled to the kitchen and finished making breakfast.

		

		They sat across from each other over a plate of eggs and bacon and buttered toast. “I never eat like this,” she said, “but I don’t often fuck like I did with you.”

		“Oh?” he said, maintaining his classic cool which she found fascinating, but definitely intended to correct.

		“You mean you do that all the time?” she asked curiously.

		“Not really,” he conceded.

		“Maybe I should have you try out all those nasty implements, if the belt and the paddle worked so well?” She blushed, her warm, charming face was something he could get used to.

		“You’d like that?” he asked.

		“Never have been into kinky stuff, but what the heck, I can do anything at least once. In fact, that spanking you just gave me…I’m ready for everything else…” Her playful eyes teased him with the same kind of seduction that she employed the night before.

		“Is that so?” Reggie said, consenting to nothing. “Then again, maybe we should see about getting your car shoveled out.” With that comment, the erotic mood was abruptly broken.

		“Yeah, you’re probably right. Can’t have me messing up your peace and quiet for too long I suppose.”

		“Last night was last night, and very enjoyable, Miss Killian. But we do have a working relationship to maintain,” he reminded her.

		“Ah yes,” she answered, wondering just how they would get along when they were out of the woods and there was no full moon.

		

		Reggie was almost disappointed when the wrecker came later that morning, and towed the rental out of the snow. After his driveway was plowed, Jocelyn would be on the road in no time.

		“I almost wish they hadn’t gotten it out,” she reflected back his feelings, when they stood in the January sun, saying goodbye. “But now that they did, I have no excuse. I have a plane to catch, and an early meeting in the morning. As it is, I’ll be lucky to get home tonight with the weather what it is.”

		“Then I suppose you’d better go,” Reggie said, feeling something nameless tugging at him.

		They exchanged smiles, but no more tears, and no more spanks before she left. And when she did leave, he watched her blue sports car speed out the long drive and disappear, an unusual longing remaining in the place of Jocelyn Killian and her great green eyes.

		

		Reggie never, ever went to bed with a submissive on a first encounter. Then again, he wasn’t so sure Jocelyn was a submissive at all. In spite of the fact that she’d enjoyed the rough spanking he’d given her, she didn’t need him, and didn’t seem to want anything from him but a good time. So different from all the other women he spent time with the last ten years. It was a refreshing change.

		

	
		

		Chapter Three

		

		The auburn haired Jocelyn Killian was on her way to the accounting department when she was hailed by a commanding voice rising above the din of noise coming from the secretarial pool.

		“Miss Killian!”

		She whipped around, seeing Dwight, twenty feet down the corridor. His expression was grim.

		“Yes?”

		“Reg wants to see you.”

		“Now?”

		“Now.”

		“That’s not possible,” she replied as she was about to turn around and resume her journey past the executive offices to the other end of the building.

		“Miss Killian, please,” Dwight called again.

		“Mr. Harold can wait,” she retorted. Giving him a pleasant and very provocative smile, she turned and walked away.

		

		***

		

		Two hours later Jocelyn stood in front of Reggie’s desk, arms loaded with files, and a self-satisfied beam on her face.

		“Miss Killian, when I ask for your presence in my office, I suggest that you not be late,” Reggie admonished her.

		“Excuse me, sir, but the authoritarian crap doesn’t exactly work on me.”

		“I can see,” he said, leaning back in his chair, and gazing at the remarkable woman.

		“Now, if we can get on to business, I’ll be presenting my findings to you.” She smiled at him pleasantly.

		“By all means,” Reggie said. “But I want my executive staff here for your report.”

		“If that’s what you want,” she replied. She’d learned to be as cool and unfeeling as the man behind the imposing desk.

		A half hour later, with the executive staff of twelve huddled around a conference table, Jocelyn began her presentation. In a pure voice, with sass and warmth and charm oozing from every melodious turn of a phrase, she laid out the initial findings of her report, everyone staring at her with rapt attention. She could have told them that the company was rapidly going bankrupt and they’d be delighted to listen. As it turned out, the summary of her work so far was almost that bad.

		“Gross disorganization in your accounting department, which could easily lead to sloppy records and financial mismanagement…an inflexible hierarchy…a stilted rapport of management with staff…” While her tones were strictly non-judgmental, her findings were condemning. Eleven executives looked at her astounded, only Reggie remained unconcerned.

		“Ms. Killian, is there anything positive to report?” he asked.

		“Much,” she said with a smile. “You have some very talented employees, with brilliant minds, however their ability to perform to their maximum capability is hampered by the general structure of the company hierarchy. They’re simply not flourishing in this autocratic environment.”

		“Autocratic?” Reggie repeated.

		“That’s what I said. I have dozens of recommendations and plans to implement. We can discuss them now, or wait for appropriate committee meetings.”

		“Can you suggest an overall explanation for your conclusions?”

		She smiled, trying not to be smug. “There’s a rampant dissatisfaction and general cynicism in this company. Such attitudes always start at the top, the very top.” She made her point without an ounce of guile, though she looked straight at the Chief Executive Officer, her eyes fixed with a stare it was difficult to imagine from those stunning green eyes. There was a breathless silence until it was so uncomfortable that several middle managers were squirming. Only Jocelyn and Reggie seemed perfectly complacent in the otherwise prickly moment.

		“Of course I’d like a copy of the report for my review,” Reggie finally said, still showing no emotion.

		“Of course.”

		“Then we’ll discuss and implement the changes. In the meantime, I’d like a meeting with you in my office, Miss Killian. I sense there are a few matters that you’ve not mentioned here.

		“There certainly are,” Jocelyn agreed.

		No one had a clue what they were talking about, though their exchange left everyone assuming Jocelyn had specific comments to make regarding individual employees.

		

		***

		

		There was a soft breeze of fresh air bathing the high-rise office—a special air filtration system Reggie had installed in his office to make it easier to work in the airtight in building. Jocelyn could feel the air tickle her neck. If she closed her eyes, she could have imagined herself outside in spring, and at the moment, that would have been a delightful alternative to what she was doing.

		“I wonder how personal feelings might have influenced your findings, Miss Killian,” Reggie asked her, breaking into her pleasant reverie with the question.

		“Why would you think that?” she replied. She sat in front of Reggie, in the same icy stare down they’d been having for two weeks – since Tahoe. It was just an hour after she’d made her initial report to his executive staff.

		“A gut feeling,” he said.

		“My, how nouveau of you to suggest you run this company on gut feelings.”

		“Your sarcasm is uncalled for,” Reggie said.

		“Anything I say could be uncalled for,” she replied.

		Reggie pushed away from his desk, and rose, walking toward the enormous windows that made up one wall of his elegant office. Staring out at the city, he was far too high up in the office building to see anything but tiny cars, and tinier people down below. Most of his view was of other gray and glass buildings; though on a less foggy day, he could see the Lake between the skyscrapers, and ships and even sailors and the clear blue sky beyond.

		“I would hope that your study wasn’t clouded by a few moments in Tahoe,” he said, not bothering to look at her.

		“I know my work, Mr. Harold. I’ve been in dozens of companies. You hired me because you knew something was amiss in yours. Whether I succeed with my work, and the company progresses from this point, is in direct proportion to the self-honesty of those in the highest levels of management. I’m sorry that you’re the highest in this company, but that is a fact that is painfully apparent. It starts with you.”

		“This company is not suffering, Miss Killian. We’ve had the best year we’ve ever had, this last year.”

		“But you’re not satisfied. Otherwise, you wouldn’t be paying me the big bucks.”

		“I’ll take a look at your findings, and let you know how I want to proceed from there,” he said brusquely, as he returned to his desk. “I don’t see any further need for your services until I’ve made my own conclusions.”

		Jocelyn stared at the devastatingly handsome face wondering how he could be so unfeeling.

		“You’ve paid me for my work, I would suggest that you let me do it, and not let your ego get in the way.”

		“You think it’s ego? I think it’s prudence. I’m not going to initiate sweeping changes with little thought, especially when profits have been good.”

		“You want more than good.”

		“I doubt you know what I want,” he said.

		Jocelyn stared at the man for some moments, trying to think of some way to crack the ice.

		“You know, Reggie, you are by far, the coldest mother fucking bastard I’ve ever had the opportunity to work with. I wonder that you could have a company here at all.”

		Reggie looked up at her, startled by the unexpected reproach.

		“That sounds personal,” he said.

		“Believe me, it is,” she said, her eyes suddenly sparking, two weeks’ worth of hurt rising. Where she’d squelched the feelings like the pro she was, this little bit was now getting through. And she really didn’t care.

		“Ah, to see those eyes flash again,” he said with a smile.

		“You are despicable!” she said.

		“And you’re out of line, Miss Killian.”

		“Someone damn well better be around here.”

		“This is personal, isn’t it?”

		“My report isn’t biased, but this conversation sure is.”

		“Then why don’t you get it out of your system, or we could have a difficult time ever working together.”

		Jocelyn was ashamed of herself, but once headed down this path, there was little way she could suddenly turn about for any kind of graceful retreat.

		“Tell me,” he prompted her.

		“This is strictly between you and me,” she said. She took a deep breath not knowing how she was going to get through the next sixty seconds. Another deep breath and she could begin again. “I’ve met men in my life that have abused me one night, and then been cool in the morning. I’ve had my one-nighters, and my share of cads. But I’ve never had a night like the one we had, I’ve never connected with someone so magically, I’ve never shared the intimacies of my body the way I did with you to find there was nothing, absolutely nothing days later. I can’t believe you’re that heartless.”

		“Then you’ve been talking to the wrong people.”

		“I’ve talked to no one.”

		“I think you’re missing the point, Jocelyn.” It was the first time since returning from Tahoe, that he called her Jocelyn. “Tahoe had its merits, but you need to understand, a relationship with me would never be that bed of roses.”

		“Really?”

		“I’m a sexual dominant. What I fantasize about for you is not so sweet as rolling all over a soft leather couch. If you thought the gentle spanking I gave you was a taste of my domination, you have a good deal to learn about me. I don’t think you have the temperament to face who I really am. And I certainly don’t think you’d find the man I am worthy of your love.”

		She was totally amazed by his confession, but not persuaded. “And how do you know that?” she replied, intending to press her point.

		“Lots of experience. I’ve known a lot of women in my time, a lot of submissive and dominant women. You’re not a sexual submissive.”

		“But you don’t really know that. You don’t know what I’d do in a relationship with you. You can make all the assumptions you like, but you can’t really say for sure.”

		“About this I can.”

		“You know what I think? I think I really got inside you. I think I shook you up so much, you’re running as fast as you can to stay away from me.” The merry expression in her eyes was difficult for him to watch.

		He stared at her for some moments, all cold on the outside, though there was an unexpected fire moving in him.

		“You’re one haughty bitch, Jocelyn Killian,” he said. “I’d dearly love to tame your pride. Whip you into shape.”

		“They why don’t you try?” she asked.

		It was the same brand of taunting she’d used at the lodge, when she dared him to spank her ass. It was so damned appealing he couldn’t turn it down.

		“You have no idea what I’ll demand. And when you go running away from me, I won’t shed a tear.”

		“Maybe you should let me decide what I can take and what I can’t.”

		He shook his head. “You don’t understand.”

		“And is that a reason not to try something?” she said. “Maybe you don’t understand what you have to lose.”

		Where his face had been so chilling in its cold resolve, it was thawing enough to allow a more amiable expression to appear. “You came in here despising me, why are you pursuing this so avidly?” About that he was bewildered.

		This time there was no snappy retort. She took his question seriously, but had no easy answer.

		“I don’t know why,” she said. “That’s as honest as I can be. The attraction is remarkable, the desire compelling, but I’ve had that before. So I really don’t know why I want a relationship with you. I just know I’d like to try.”

		There was a softer expression on his face, the woman was breaking through his barriers again, and just as she didn’t know why she was inciting this affair, he wasn’t certain why he was allowing it. He never would have in the past, but then he’d never met anyone like Jocelyn.

		“It’s eleven,” he said looking at his watch. It took him only a second to return to a cool, clipped demeanor. “We’ll go to lunch at one. Don’t be late.”

		Completely perplexed, Jocelyn took too long to leave.

		“You’re dismissed, Miss Killian,” he ordered her out. She was fast to exit the office, the strangest feeling of fear traipsing though her body everywhere.

		

		***

		

		She was in his office at ten minutes after one.

		“You’re late. The first mistake of any good submissive,” he said.

		“You can forgive me,” she said. “I was doing your company’s business.”

		“I don’t really care,” he answered.

		“Well then, you can spank me now,” she said.

		“When you ask for it?” He looked as if she’d gone mad. “I’m hungry, let’s go.”

		

		The two climbed into Reggie’s Porsche, taking a path that wound through the city streets to a quieter neighborhood where Jocelyn expected some small cafe. They stopped in front of a shop instead, Jocelyn perplexed by what seemed a change in plans. Examining the shop’s facade, she guessed it was some kind of women’s apparel store, but it was difficult to tell.

		Inside, the two were greeted by a small woman, with eyes that lit up the moment she saw Reggie. While she must have been over fifty, she had a sensuous attitude that made her appear much younger. She wore her dark hair in a bun, and was dressed in designer suite that was perfect for her somewhat stocky build. There was a soft graceful smile on her red lips.

		Approaching them, she went immediately for Reggie, planting an affectionate kiss on his cheek.

		“Monsieur, how long it’s been!” she exclaimed. “No fine ladies to bring to me?”

		“It has been a while,” Reggie conceded.

		She looked at Jocelyn. “Ah, but this one?” She was definitely interested in the sultry auburn haired beauty on Reggie’s arm. “What would you like? Something lace? Or perhaps…” Her eyes were lighting jubilantly with her thoughts.

		“A corset, Marie,” Reggie interrupted her spirited musings.

		“Ah, mais oui. Something?” She eyed Reggie with a mischievous glimmer. “Very snug, I should guess.”

		“Oui. Very snug.”

		“To remind her of her place.”

		Jocelyn stood submissively beside the man, in awe of him, Marie and whatever this device the two were concocting for her. The woman eyed her top to toe with beady eyes, making judgments all the way. “She’ll have to strip,” she said, as she moved to the opposite end of the shop and rummaged through several large drawers filled with old fashioned women’s under garments.

		“Take off your clothes, Jocelyn,” Reggie ordered.

		“Right here?”

		“Yes.” There was no discussion in his voice.

		Modesty was never important to Jocelyn Killian, but to undress in broad daylight, in the middle of a clothing store was going to extremes, even if it was a deserted shop, in a deserted neighborhood. But, it was a test. She read that clearly in the cool clear tones of Reggie’s voice. For an instant she wondered why she was doing this. But then she remembered, even as she doubted herself, that he turned her on so much she couldn’t think of giving him up, even if it meant sacrificing her modesty.

		“Jocelyn, Marie can’t fit you properly unless you remove your clothes.” He was being firm but exceedingly kind, interrupting the conversation in Jocelyn’s head.

		Casting him a squeamish smile, she began to unbutton the powder blue suit jacket she was wearing, revealing a lace teddy underneath. Marie had returned to her side, and she allowed her to take the jacket from her. Trying not to feel too intimidated, she reached around behind her and undid the clasp of her skirt and let the garment drop to the floor. There was just the teddy, thigh high hose and her heels remaining. Perhaps that was enough.

		“We’ll see about the stockings, they’re rather pretty,” Marie said, approaching her, and playing with the satin roses on the top of the stockings. “Take the teddy off,” she ordered, looking up at Jocelyn. There was a pleasant smile, but it was laced with daggers in her eyes, a stunning contrast.

		Lifting the shoulder straps, Jocelyn pulled each side of the teddy down, and though reluctantly, she finally pushed the stretchy fabric from her chest. She was naturally endowed with round firm breasts, with pink aureoles and small brown nipples. Naked in the cool air, the nipples tightened instantly.

		“You’d be surprised how much the lace hides, Mademoiselle,” Marie said, as if that explanation was necessary to motivate the last revealing move that bared Jocelyn’s tummy and pubic mound.

		The feeling of vulnerability was appalling. Stripped. Naked. Exposed. She felt as if these two could read her soul as easily as they could see her bare body.

		Marie became instantly busy measuring her breasts, her chest, her waist and hips. The touch of her fingers made the yielding Jocelyn shiver.

		“Perfection!” Marie exclaimed. She mumbled to herself in French. And at one point Reggie answered her back in French.

		Pretty bold of them, assuming she didn’t know the language, Jocelyn thought to herself. Too bad she’d studied Spanish.

		Scooting across to the other side of the room, Marie searched her cabinets again, and finally pulled out what she’d been looking for. Returning to Reggie and the bewildered woman, she smiled broadly.

		“It will suit a novice,” she said. She immediately went about the task of putting the simple tailored corset around Jocelyn’s middle, fingers flying. The redhead was quickly surrounded by the garment with stays and hooks, and top to bottom laces in the back. Marie tugged at the laces from behind, pulling them with firm hard jerks.

		“Ouch! I can’t breathe,” Jocelyn exclaimed.

		“You’ll get used to it,” Reggie said, admiring the perfect fit. It made the hourglass of her figure more pronounced, her slender waist more slender, and laced as tightly as it was, the flair to her hips and breasts below and above gave her a most elegant line.

		“Look in the mirror, mon cherie,” Marie purred.

		Almost afraid to look, the headstrong Jocelyn hesitated. Her shyness came from the most unexpected feeling of surrender descending through her. The corset became a mantle of submission – a word and a state of mind that she was still unaccustomed to.

		“Jocelyn, look at yourself,” Reggie prompted, a no nonsense sternness in his voice.

		Raising her head to view herself in the mirror, she saw another woman staring back at her, not the one she saw each morning, not the one that undressed in her room at night. This one made her shudder. The corset had obviously struck a chord in her, one she was unaccustomed to play, though it felt good now.

		The corset rose high enough on her chest to accentuate her breasts, though it didn’t cover them. Standing out so boldly, her tits and nipples took a much more prominent place on her already alluring body. The front of the corset was beautifully shaped, edged in lace so that it framed her pubic mound as if it was a jewel on display. And when she glanced in the three-way mirror at her rear end, her full round bottom stood out as if it was waiting to be screwed or spanked.

		“Ah, if I were young, I would have her myself,” Marie said, in complete admiration.

		“The corset will do, Marie. You have nylons to match?” Reggie asked.

		“Certainly.” The woman scurried to her cabinets again and pulled out a pair of fine silk stockings. Removing the ones Jocelyn was wearing, Marie helped her put the new ones on. Then the woman turned Jocelyn around so she was facing the mirror again. The entire effect of her new underclothes was startling, the most startling aspect was the crude rush of arousal that was moving through her body. She was afraid her desire might show – if Reggie and Marie were to look closely between her legs where her female juice was beginning flow.

		“Such a fine moment, Monsieur Harold,” Marie gasped in awe. “Would you like the paddle?”

		“I can see the possibilities,” Reggie agreed, scrutinizing his submissively attired female executive. He was relishing her transformation, a moment of triumph for him. But he had other plans in mind for Jocelyn and her new corset. “Not today, Marie. Though the corset is perfect. You’re inspired as usual.”

		“Merci, monsieur, and perhaps you’d like to fit her with some leather costumes. I have some very naughty designs I know you’ll appreciate.”

		“We’ll have to see them later,” Reggie told her. “For today the corset will do.” He turned to the still bewildered Jocelyn. “Get dressed and we’ll go to lunch.”

		Jocelyn breathed a sigh of relief knowing she wasn’t going to be spanked. But lunch? The idea of eating was the furthest thing from her mind, especially when the waist cinching corset had her bound so tightly, she couldn’t imagine putting a thing in her stomach. “You want me in the corset?”

		“That’s what it’s for. You’ll wear it the rest of the day,” Reggie answered her.

		There was just her skirt and suit coat to put on, and that done, she looked as presentable as she had when she arrived at the shop, although there was a decidedly different aura to Jocelyn Killian, one perplexed, aroused, and embarrassed all in the same rare instant.

		Jocelyn walked out of the shop on Reggie’s arm, a pleasantly happy Marie waving to them as they left.

		

	
		

		Chapter Four

		

		Just as Reggie instructed her, Jocelyn wore the corset three days in a row. Though for three days he ignored her. Except for business, few words passed between them.

		Jocelyn was wary the entire time, looking for a simple glance, a change in his voice, some softness in his otherwise cool demeanor.

		He’d said some lovely things to her at lunch after the trip to Marie’s. Sitting in a bustling city restaurant with the restrictive garment about her middle, she couldn’t forget that she was wearing it. In a very real way, it made her his, as if she actually belonged to him. The idea was absurd, but it aroused her anyway. Even though no one knew about the corset, she felt vulnerable and exposed.

		Reggie complimented her on her poise. He even smiled once when he looked at her. She’d caught him eyeing her while she was busy eating a messy chicken sandwich. She got the distinct impression as she stared at his passive face that he adored her. But she’d never tell him she had these thoughts about him. He’d certainly deny it.

		The lunch over, the spell, or whatever witchcraft had been woven around them disappeared. It reminded her of Tahoe just before she left. Reggie had a way of drawing inside himself so quickly, she couldn’t catch the act when it happened. It was just suddenly there, the cool, the detachment, while all the enchanting charm simply vanished.

		Three days with little encouragement in their bizarre relationship, Jocelyn was uneasy. On the fourth day, she was in his office, arranging a report on his desk, a half dozen files there to illustrate the point she would be arguing about for the next half hour. She sincerely hoped that it would not be the kind of confrontation she had with him nearly every day. He was the most exasperating man to work for, picking apart every little detail of her work with a master’s cunning eye. He was too intelligent for his own good, she thought. He processed details like a computer, but to grasp the subtleties, the feeling part, that was as mystifying to him as she was.

		“Did you wear the corset today?” Reggie asked her. He came up behind her without her knowing he was in the room.

		Jocelyn jerked around.

		“Good god! You scared me.”

		For an instant, his warm hands steadied her, placed tenderly on her shoulder, an instant’s worth of concern appeared in his expression before it vanished. He dropped his hand to his side.

		“Did you wear the corset?” he repeated his question.

		She cringed. Not one word about it for three days. Why today?

		“No,” she answered truthfully.

		“Oh?”

		“No. It’s horrible getting it on, I have to twist it around, and I can hardly tie it. I didn’t think you really cared, since you’ve be ignoring me.”

		“Go home and put it on,” he said.

		“What?”

		“You didn’t follow my instructions. Go home and put it on. I want it on you when I punish you.”

		“But…”

		“You’re on my time. Do as I say.”

		“I can’t believe…you’re out of your mind!”

		He glared at her. “Don’t argue with me.” His anger made her shiver in the strangest kind of way. There was lust behind the brusque exchange, but not simple lust. An affair with Reggie Harold was a lot more complicated than that. “This affair of ours is what you wanted. Or have you changed you mind as easily as you counter my wishes?”

		She remembered her vow to him, how she swore that he couldn’t know her heart. But was it silly to follow his demands? she wondered. Likely, it was silly and ridiculous and childish. But without having to even search herself, Jocelyn was aware of the compulsion to please him and surrender to his demands. Her only disappointment was, she’d been on the raw edge of sexual heat for days now, and he was still offering no relief. Maybe it was time to take him again, to wile her way into his lap, unzip his pants and remind him of the other benefits of their relationship. After she’d returned home for the corset, of course.

		

		Jocelyn was angry with herself all the way home, all through the nasty struggle to put the corset on, and all the way back to the office. She fought with herself every second, thinking this obsession with Reginald Harold was insane. To make matters worse, when he ignored her after she returned to the office she was furious. The gall of the man to avoid her. After he’d drawn her away from important meetings for something as trivial as a corset!

		

		“Miss Killian, in my office.” She heard his voice interrupting her meeting. He stood in the doorway of the conference room as she was explaining spread sheets to several of his managers.

		She stared up at his impassive face.

		“Now,” he clarified. He left the room before she could reply.

		Jocelyn gazed at the empty space for a moment and then resumed her work, while the three middle managers standing around her desk stared at her, waiting for her to leave.

		“I’ll see Mr. Harold when we’re finished,” she stated. Her look was nearly as piercing as his. “This is certainly as important as anything he has to say to me right now.”

		An uneasy tension prevailed for ten minutes, until the reports were finished, and the three managers were on their way. Then, taking a deep breath, Jocelyn left her desk and walked down the hall to Reggie’s office.

		

		Inside Reggie’s inner sanctum, she found the man sitting at his desk pouring over paperwork, not bothering to look up. She waited at least five minutes before she spoke, although she was fuming the whole time. “I suppose this is some penance I’m paying for not following his highness’s orders?” she snapped, impatiently. The anger that had been brewing all day long was turning livid.

		Reggie looked up from his work. If he was moved by her sharp tongued remark, he didn’t show it. “I suppose you have more to say before I begin with you?”

		“Yes, in fact I do. If you intended to infuriate me, you certainly have. If you intended to be rude and unkind, you’ve been that, too. I’m not clear the game you play, but I promise, I will outlast you.”

		He smirked.

		“Don’t you dare smirk at me!”

		“Take off your clothes,” he said.

		“My clothes, here?” she said, the second time in two days responding to such a command.

		“Take off your clothes,” he repeated.

		“You’re going to punish me?” she asked, finally remembering what he’d said just before he’d sent her home.

		“Take off your clothes,” he repeated, the third time he spoke as calmly as he had before.

		And that third time shook her resolution to be angry. Whether it was fear, or lust, or shock motivating her, she let herself calm to his calm repose. Without really understanding what was happening to her, she was moving into his world.

		Undoing the buttons on her black suit, she pulled the coat apart. The corset remained, her breasts bouncing on top of the sturdy undergarment, then settled in against her chest. Slipping the skirt off of her hips, it was on the floor, Jocelyn not bothering to pick it up. Naked now, she stood before him, finding that she was actually a little scared. She felt vulnerable and very small, feelings she was unused to, though she found them curiously titillating.

		“Thank you,” Reggie said. “You can stop there.”

		Her only response was silence, the only one required.

		“Have you ever been caned?” he asked.

		She looked at him horrified.

		“Of course not,” Reggie said, remembering that she was no natural submissive. “I saw how much you admired my cane in the display at Tahoe. It seems only appropriate given your classic attire.” Viewing her carefully, noting the subtle emotions playing across her pretty face – confusion, arousal and a bit of fear. He liked where the scene was headed.

		Rising from his chair, he left Jocelyn standing before his desk while he retrieved a cane from a closet on the far wall. The long, glimmering implement took her breath away at first glance. It was worse yet when he whisked it through the air, and it sizzled ominously.

		“It will leave marks on your ass if I want it to,” he said.

		“You wouldn’t,” she blurted out. Dozens of held back protests came down to those two words.

		“You can grab your ankles, or you can rest your palms on the table,” he gave her the choice.

		He saw her trepidation, her faltering poise.

		“This is my world,” he reminded her. “I could think of a host of grievances I have with you, your haughty attitude, your disobedience with the corset, your snappy tongue, to name a few. But the fact remains, what I really want to see is you bend over with your naked ass facing me, this cane laid across your bare behind. It’ll be my great joy to see the nasty lines etched in your skin when I’m done. I want to see how you respond to pain.”

		Hearing this, she trembled even more. But nonetheless, she heeded his instructions and turned around toward the coffee table. Bending over, palms on the flat surface, she waited, feeling as if her legs might just collapse beneath her, they were so weakened from the strong emotion. The only heartening thing in the whole episode, somewhere in the middle of Reggie’s speech, Jocelyn saw what she was looking for. It was that adoration again, and a trace of affection. What a curious man he was, with such curious desires.

		The impact of the first cut practically knocked her from her feet.

		“Oh, my god, noooooo!”

		The second cut was worse, because the pain of the first hadn’t yet died away.

		“God noooo!” she wailed again.

		She stamped her feet, wiggled her ass, and begged him not to strike her again. Though in the middle of her passionate plea, the third cut landed, and a searing shot of heat brought tears to her eyes. In the middle of her tears, the fourth cut landed. Why she stood firm surprised them both.

		“Oh, please, Reggie!” She was beginning to sob.

		She heard the whizzing sound, recognizing it as the beginning of the pain. The fifth cut landed.

		“Oh, not another one!” she pleaded with him. Though the sixth cut followed fast.

		As soon as he was finished with the six, Reggie was on her backside. He steadied her with his hands and began to massage her, the warm caress combining with the hot heat of her aching bottom. She was sobbing and groaning again, though it was purely sexual this time.

		He unzipped his pants and withdrew his erection. Parting her legs, he felt for the soft mellow warmth of her pussy. With an unexpected tenderness, he entered that delicious female space and began his rhythmic movements. Becoming more vigorous with each thrust, he gathered her close to him in his arms so they moved as one body. His quick orgasm hit them both hard, the final sharp thrust exploding places in her where she never knew there was such rich sensation. His hands completed what his cock had begun, bringing her to a final orgasmic spasm as she rocked against him, writhing and groaning, not wanting the pleasure to end.

		

		His arms remained around her, even when his climax was over, and hers was just a memory, even when the stifling air began to cool. She fell back against his chest, against the starched shirt that was wet and wrinkled, where she could feel the buckle of his belt on her back, and the scratchy feel of his pants rubbing on her raw bottom.

		“Did you cut the skin?” she asked him.

		“Is that what you want?”

		“No!”

		“I could have done that with the cane, you know.”

		“And it would have hurt even more?” she wondered.

		“I don’t know. I’ve never been caned.”

		“But did you cut the skin?” she asked again.

		“No, I didn’t. I didn’t want to.”

		His hands roamed her body, caressing her breasts, and dropping lower to fondle her between her legs. She could have easily come again.

		“Will you have me once more?” she asked, a little more submissively than Jocelyn Killian would have before.

		It was a request no dominant should grant with a submissive so fresh and untested. Perhaps it had been a mistake holding her so long after the cumming was over. She assumed too much. Reggie was certain of that. But the thought of another few minutes wrapped arm in arm was too appealing to ignore, and the thought of taking her to a climax again ignited his need to control.

		This time he wanted to see her face when she came. In the same back to front position, he toyed with her cunt, bringing her to an edge again, though before she orgasmed, he laid her down on the sleek black coffee table, and forced her legs wide. Making her look him in the eye as he played with her cunt with one hand, he held her hands in his other hand – a strange kind of bondage.

		She climaxed with a distinct vacant expression as if she was running away in her own body to some distant place. The look in her eyes faded with her; and when the moment passed, she returned to look at Reggie with a warm smile, her face like that of an innocent seeing something extraordinary for the first time.

		

		Reggie left her lying on the table while he scooped up his clothes and retreated to his bathroom at the far end of the office. When he returned a scant five minutes later, he was dressed in impeccable form. Either he was a magician or he had a change of clothes in his bath, Jocelyn thought.

		She hadn’t budged, reclining still, legs wide.

		“You stay there, and the cleaning staff will have a treat tonight,” Reggie said, when he returned to the room.

		She hummed something nonsensical and flashed him a broad Jocelyn Killian smile.

		When he was behind the desk again, he took back the air of the cool executive. “Get dressed, darling,” he said, and he began to shuffle through his papers. “You are getting that report I wanted, aren’t you?”

		“You mean the one you prevented me from doing all day?” she asked, as she rose from the table.

		“I want it before you leave tonight,” he said.

		While she dressed, Reggie took a time out from his work to watch Jocelyn straighten the corset, and the hose, in which there was one long horrible run from the toe to the top of the stocking. When she was about to pull the skirt back on, he made her turn around, so he could view her bottom. He said nothing, but watched as she hid away the crisscrossed lines on her ass and zipped the skirt.

		“I probably look a sight,” she said with a sigh, turning back to him as she buttoned her jacket.

		“You can finish that off in the bath,” he said. “Just don’t take too long. I want to get out of here by eight.”

		

		***

		

		It was ten minutes to eight when Jocelyn appeared in his Reggie’s office. She had the long overdue report in hand and presented it to him.

		“So, we’re going to dinner,” he said, taking the report from her hand. Not glancing at the file, he got up and grabbed his suit coat from a chair in the corner.

		You’re not even going to look at it?” Jocelyn said, annoyed.

		“My, how quick we change from peaceful to high-strung,” he said, observing the bite in her voice. “Maybe you need a few more cuts of the cane?”

		“Oh heavens no, but…”

		“Hush. I’m hungry and so are you.”

		He reached out for her as he was on his way toward the door, kissing her cheek with rare affection.

		

		***

		

		The deli was crowded, the tables cramped, Jocelyn and Reggie finding a tiny table in the back corner, only slightly away from the bustle of activity.

		“Food here’s great,” he said.

		“I know,” she agreed. “I used to live in a flat down the block.”

		“Rotten neighborhood,” he remarked. A genuine look of concern in his eye, as if he was thinking of her walking the rough streets of this part of town.

		“I know that, too. Fought off drunks here more than I’d have liked. Thankfully they were drunk.”

		“So, what landed you in this avenue of despair?”

		“It was hardly despair at all. I was starting my own company. I needed a place in the city. This was all I could afford. And the apartment was nice, really nice, big rooms, fresh paint, totally luxury,” she joked.

		He chuckled, her beguiling face and especially the clear captivating drama in her green eyes made it easy for him to laugh.

		“You’ve never been poor have you?” she asked.

		“Once.”

		“Really? When?”

		“I flunked out of law school, and my father threatened to disown me. He did cut off all my money.”

		“So what did you do?”

		“Started making it. Ground floor success story. Someone will write a book about me someday.”

		“My you’re smug.”

		“I’m well practiced.” He looked at Jocelyn’s bright face. She glowed in the dingy light of the deli, like a pure radiant star amidst the odd gloom of the place. Her lustrous hair almost sparkled.

		“Oops, don’t say too much, you might really tell tales on yourself,” she said.

		“I should be careful of you. I’m beginning to think that you study people as much as I do.”

		She smiled, liking his lighthearted mood. “So, if daddy cut you off, how’d you get the place at Lake Tahoe?”

		“I inherited his money, in spite of his disapproval of me. He had no other progeny, and by the time he died, I’d made a good deal of money. His viewpoint of me was tolerable by then, I so suppose the inheritance was not too bitter a pill to swallow.”

		“You sound cynical.”

		“And you think that’s bad, optimist that you are?”

		“I am an optimist. I look for good in people and I have a huge heart.”

		He couldn’t deny that, she was the kind of woman who easily enchanted people with her wit and good humor. But she didn’t put on raucous displays, and he liked that too.

		“Eat your sandwich,” he ordered her, returning to his own.

		“Hard to talk about such personal things, isn’t it?”

		“I don’t do it often.”

		“That’s too bad.” There was not a trace of judgment, just outspoken observation.

		“So am I passing your tests?” she asked, after she finally polished off the food on her plate.

		“It shouldn’t be a test at all. It should be something you desire.”

		“I do.”

		He looked at her, disbelieving. “Since we’re into candid answers, you tell me, why do you need me, Jocelyn Killian? Why this pursuit? I’m way out of your routine, nowhere near your usual brand of lover.”

		“You think so?”

		He glared at her, expecting a real answer.

		“Frankly, Reg, I don’t need you. Why do I want you?” She paused, trying to find the best way to put into words feelings that were unclear, even to her. “I suppose, it’s because you’re so fucking handsome, and you turn me on. And even more, I look at you as a counterpoint to every other man I’ve ever known. You notice I’m not married, and I never have been, so I’ve obviously not been involved with the right man, yet. You intrigue me. Despite what you say about yourself, I think there’s this sumptuously warm, sexy, subtle man cloaked by all that cool. I believe there’s substance there inside that prickly heart.”

		“And you think walking around in my world you’ll find whatever it is you think is behind this façade?”

		“I already have, that first night. You were reckless, Reg, letting all that passion out. Believe me, if I thought you didn’t care about me, and I mean really care, I wouldn’t spend another minute with you.”

		He sat back to eye her with a sharp edged glint in the steely blue eyes. “I’ve been careful with you, Jocelyn” he said. “But the gloves are coming off. We’ll see if you really want me then.”

		His remark had no effect. “You’re so sure I’m going to turn away from you. You must really have a poor image of your worth.”

		“I know what I’m worth. We’ll see if you value what I offer.”

		“You haven’t thrown me yet.”

		“This is not a challenge match, fought in a ring. This is life, my life, me. Don’t toy with it.”

		“I wouldn’t think of it. I wouldn’t hurt you for anything. But I do think I’m dangerous for you. You might have to redefine who you are, take another look at the man behind the beautiful image. There haven’t been many women who’ve made you do that, have there?”

		“Just one, and she rejected what she saw.”

		“Then she didn’t look far enough.”

		“No kid gloves,” he said, without further comment.

		“No gloves,” Jocelyn repeated back, her heart more willing than ever to walk into the unreal dream of Reggie’s private domain, convinced he’d find as many surprises there as she would.

		

	
		

		Chapter Five

		

		“We take the train through Germany, the scenery is lovely especially this time of year.” Reggie was sitting at his desk, the unexpected proposal taking Jocelyn of guard. It was a week after their last major rendezvous of heart and body. She’d been content to have him in short doses – busy as she was with a company to run, and mountains of work, and Reggie becoming ever more demanding of her time in his own business.

		“Why do you want to take me, I’m not an employee?”

		“I want your observations.”

		“Ah, I’m surprised you value them.”

		“I do. You should know that.”

		“You fight them tooth and nail.”

		“Sharpens your vision to have it challenged. But what do you say, you going to take the trip or not?”

		“A week?”

		“Six days.”

		“Any other arrangements you have in mind?”

		He smirked. “You can count on it,” he said. His crisp voice had that remarkable edge, as if he was just about to tell her to strip for him. She wouldn’t have minded it in the slightest gazing at that quality in him, whatever it was, the one that drove her mad with sexual longing. She could practically taste the desire on her lips.

		“It will push half my life aside when I can hardly afford to,” she said.

		“It’s your choice, if you can’t you can’t.”

		He was not so charming with that remark, and took a phone call before Jocelyn could answer. She thought he’d never get off, and was tempted to leave in the middle of the drawn out conversation. However, if he wanted her to leave, he would have shooed her away with his hand. He’d done that before.

		“I’ll arrange it,” she said, when he was finished.

		“Good, we fly out Sunday night.”

		It was Thursday. Hardly four days to get ready. She moved quickly out his office door, knowing she had a lot of rearranging to do.

		As much for love and lust, as business. He hadn’t said it, but she was sure there was something wicked up his sleeves. It was like him to provoke situations with surprise attacks. If she relished an adventure, this would be it.

		

		***

		

		The rumbling train jostled her body into an erotic attitude. She was hopelessly romantic in picturesque old world settings, and the landscape of Germany was moving her into a pleasantly altered state.

		Reggie sat beside her, both of them settling into the train ride through the mountains. Jet lag knocked out any desire for conversation or any attempt to pick away in tiny measures at the vast unexplored territory in their understanding of each other. It was a long day, and a long night traveling with a near stranger, whose presence at her side did nothing but arouse her. Constant arousal was painful without some kind of fulfillment.

		She knew that Reggie’s choice of travel was deliberately motivated by her presence on this trip. It set the mood for things to come, though only time would reveal the purpose.

		

		They slept nearly three hours, through two stops and a meal. They were more tired than hungry.

		Waking, Jocelyn stood up in their small compartment and stretched, letting the life return to her aching limbs. What she’d give for a long warm bath, a downy bed, and a decent night’s sleep. It was a hazard of foreign travel not getting the rest she needed.

		“You look good like that,” she heard Reggie comment. Turning around, she saw he’d awakened too and was staring at her.

		“Like what?” she asked.

		“With your hands over your head. Your torso stretched taut that way.”

		She was reaching overhead to find something in her bag. Her short sweater pulled away from her skirt showing a naked tummy below. He could probably see her breasts from where he sat.

		She smiled, found the book she was looking for, and sat back down across from him. Opening the paperback, she tried to read.

		“Stop that!” she said, noticing Reggie’s unwavering gaze.

		“What’s that?” he asked, innocently.

		“You’re staring at me.”

		“And why not? I’ve always found your body devastating to look at. That’s why you’re here now.”

		“I hoped it was because you valued my business acumen.”

		“But I do. I’m simply glad your opinions are packaged so beautifully.”

		“You haven’t really mastered the art of giving a lady compliments, have you? That was shameless?”

		“You’re wrong there. I’ve mastered it all. I’m just giving you what I want you to hear.”

		“That figures.”

		She tried reading again, even though her skin was prickly, crawling under the heat of his scrutiny.

		“Raise your skirt,” he suddenly said, jumping into the private space in her mind once more.

		She peered up at him, knowing the game was beginning. And the excitement of that possibility made her anxious, but not so much she’d be obvious. Still poised, still gazing at her book, she raised her long wide skirt inch by inch until it was at her knees. Then, she raised it an inch more.

		She read the same paragraph in her book a half dozen times, after each time realizing that she hadn’t comprehended anything her eyes had seen. She was waiting for the sound of his voice again and another command.

		“Part your legs and pull back your skirt,” he said at last.

		She stared at him again, and replied silently, with a half smile on her burgundy red lips. Raising her skirt to mid-thigh, she opened her legs so he could see between her thighs. How far he could see, she wasn’t sure. Continuing with her reading, she managed to get through another two paragraphs of nonsense, thinking it might be better just to give it up, but then, it was a fun game. And the next move was Reggie’s.

		Nearly a half hour later, Jocelyn was really reading the words in the paperback getting into the story. She almost forgot that her legs were wide open, though she didn’t miss Reggie’s occasional glance between her parted thighs.

		“Put down the book,” he finally said and she was all too ready to comply. Now, open your sweater.”

		This time she stared at him directly as she followed the order, seeing in his eyes the same expression she often saw from him when he was in this dominant state of mind. Was he aroused? she wondered.

		Three small pearl buttons completed the task. Letting the sweater fall away on either side, he glimpsed her white lace bra.

		“Remove it,” he continued.

		Wiggling out of the garment, she let it drop to her side.

		“And the bra,” he added.

		She unfastened that, too, and tossed it away.

		“Your skirt,” he said nodding to the silky garment remaining.

		So dispassionate, unemotional, not a flicker of anything passed over his impeccable cool face.

		The skirt she buttoned down the front for easy access – how convenient. Undoing it was as easy as undoing the sweater, and when she’d completed the process, she opened the skirt to reveal her white satin garter belt. No panties. (That hadn’t been a direct order, but his ever increasing effect on her was obvious. For hours at a time, she caught herself thinking like a submissive, doing little submissive things Reggie would appreciate.)

		“Come here, Jocelyn,” he said.

		The physical distance between them was small. Though in attitude, they were miles apart. She breached the two feet and was immediately forced to turn around, Reggie pushing her over, her head hitting the seat she’d just left. Jocelyn welcomed his hand on her bottom and thighs, and the gentle exploration brought out the gnawing desire that had been hidden inside for hours, unexpressed. She responded to him, moving against his hands, asking for more.

		“You want to tell me what happened to the corset?”

		“It’s in my suitcase.”

		“Did I tell you not to wear it?”

		“No, but I thought I’d be more comfortable traveling without it.”

		“A submissive female wouldn’t mind the discomfort as long as she’s pleasing her master.”

		“Yes, well, it’s that submissive part that I’m not so sure of.”

		He slapped her ass. “As if that weren’t already obvious.” He slapped the opposite cheek then continued with his fondling caress until he heard her begin to groan.

		“You love this don’t you?” he said.

		“Oh, my yes!”

		He slapped her ass again, and she liked that too.

		The gentle fondling became more vigorous, the slaps more regular, her bottom reddening with his efforts. One hand slipped underneath to find her cunt moist and warm.

		“How easily you’re aroused.”

		She groaned happily, thinking this one of the most lewd things she’d ever done, though it was just one in a long line of many lewd things Reggie had put her through in the few weeks of their curious relationship. Practically naked, practically standing on her head in the small train compartment, while the train wound its way through rural Germany, there was a surreal quality about it. Was it really even happening?

		Reggie brought her back to reality regularly with a firm smack to her ass cheeks. He continued fondling her, bringing her almost to orgasm several times, but sensing the climax building, he backed off each time, denying her the pleasurable climax. And then, when she least expected, a finger slipped inside her rear door, pressing beyond the sphincter.

		“You’ve been taken here?” he asked, as the finger moved gently in and out.

		She seized up for a moment and then relaxed. “No,” she answered. The unplanned pleasure of that place, like someone shooting darts inside her, made her scared and hot and wild.

		“Then you will be tonight.”

		He put his plans into words. Maybe it was easier that way; knowing what to expect made her less frightened.

		It had grown dark outside. The train would be stopping in a couple hours, where they’d disembark for the night, take a hotel room, and then resume their trip in the morning on another train. Between then and now, Reggie planned to fill the moments with his unusual erotic theatre. The object of his plans had been primed. He’d see just how far she was willing to go.

		

		Withdrawing both of his hands from her body, Reggie stood up, and began to rummage through a travel bag. Jocelyn tried to rise, though Reggie barked a command to remain where she was, and so she did.

		When she turned her head to see what he was doing, he had a length of rope in his hands. He intended to bind her. Briskly pulling her to her feet, he brought her hands in front of her in prayer fashion, and fastened them together securely. Tying them to a bar overhead, she was stretched as tautly as she’d been when reaching for her paperback.

		“Spread your legs,” he ordered.

		She spread them wide.

		“Wider,” he demanded. With each command he became more gruff.

		Legs wider still, her body immobilized by the physical and psychological bondage, she didn’t have to guess what would come next.

		A wide strap began to flail on her back side. The unforgiving leather brought the craziest sensations to her already aroused flesh. Not like any other punishment, this one didn’t hurt as much as torture her with feelings so rich she could hardly stand them. When she relaxed into the strokes, something in her would fly free for just a minute, though the pain would capture her back and she played seesaw with the fine agony.

		Reggie in his most dominant form applied the leather lash with an attentive zeal, seeing Jocelyn’s rear beginning to glow red, her thighs and ass a ravishing hue. He sensed her willingness, an unforeseen letting go that reminded him of the best of submissives when their hearts were where their fondest desires belonged. That she responded so well that it made him all the more eager to continue. And the two moved together in this erotic bliss for what seemed like an hour.

		He finished when her bottom was bright crimson.

		Untying her from above, though leaving her wrists still bound, he pushed her to the floor of the compartment and knelt behind her. His hands were on her ass again with gentleness and fierce slaps that moved her to an erotic edge one more time. She wanted to cum. All that fire he raised in her, she wanted to cum. But he was fingering her asshole again, one, then two, then three fingers thrusting into the tight space so she thought he’d rip her apart.

		“Oh, my god, no!” was the first real protest she uttered.

		He backed off, and had her thinking he would stop. But he returned moments later with his hand swathed in cream that made the entry easier. She swooned to feel the savage heat plummeting through her. His hand in her ass moved from gentle to vigorous to ruthless in force. Despite the fear that raced though her body, alongside the generous thrill, she didn’t balk.

		At last, he moved in close behind her, removed his hand thrust his cock inside her ass.

		“Ohmygod!” she cried out, not too loudly.

		He moved deeply inside her rear hole, penetrating her as never before; she didn’t want him to stop. She cried and purred and uttered all kinds of nonsense which only inspired him more.

		The violation was exquisite, and painful, and the most overpowering thing she’d ever endured. At the very end, his arms were around her waist holding her as he fucked her. She was tempted to go limp when he finally let loose with a terrific orgasm, but he held her tightly against him until his pulsing cock softened and dropped away. After he’d caught his breath, he toyed with her pussy, bringing her to a powerful climax.

		They rested together in the pull out bed until it was time to dress and disembark the train an hour later. He wouldn’t untie hands her until the hour was over, ensuring the captive nature of her mind. Small kisses on her ear in the relentless silence were the antidote to a feeling of loneliness that welled within her. She was wondering where the next day would take them, and more importantly, where this relationship was leading them both.

		

		They slept side by side that night in the hotel bed, both exhausted. They didn’t make love, they didn’t need to.

		

		***

		

		“How are you doing today?” Reggie asked her on the train in the morning. They’d had breakfast in their room, had showered and dressed with casual pleasantries of a couple who had been together a long time. This question referred directly to the status of her bottom.

		“I’m sore,” she answered.

		“It’s my preferred method of making love,” he said. His head had been in a newspaper, hers in her book, and because there were people around them in the train car, they had to speak quietly.

		“Oh,” she replied.

		“That bothers you?” he asked.

		She thought for a moment.

		“No. I don’t think so.”

		He read for a while before he spoke again.

		“Tonight will be something to dream about for days,” he said.

		“What’s tonight?”

		“I’m taking you to a German leather bar.”

		She was instantly nauseous. Not because the idea didn’t intrigue her, but she wasn’t sure her psyche could handle another outrageous night. One rude event piled up on another bordered on too much. She communicated her displeasure in her expression.

		“Something wrong?” he asked.

		“I wanted to do something quiet,” she replied.

		He instantly cringed, and drew into himself.

		“You don’t have to flash me that look,” she said.

		“You don’t have to balk at my plans.”

		“There’s no equal in this relationship, is there?”

		“No,” he stated flatly. “Is that where the problem lies?”

		“I never said there was a problem,” she snapped. “I just need to know all your rules.”

		“That’s simple. Do what I tell you to. There isn’t much room to get confused there.”

		This time she cringed.

		“Or maybe you’re not ready for it,” he suggested.

		“I’m more ready for it than you are for real intimacy,” she said.

		“Is that statement supposed to annoy me?”

		“Absolutely! Are you annoyed?”

		“I refused to be annoyed.”

		He might say that, she thought. But he was annoyed.

		She smirked, just so he could see, but he didn’t return the expression with one of his own. Instead, he returned to the morning paper, and she didn’t hear a word from him until they arrived at their destination.

		

		***

		

		“Ah, who is this charming beauty?” Jocelyn was greeted by Reggie’s German counterpart with a most attentive grasp of the hand and look in the eye. She refused to act like the bimbo on his arm, and she started to speak up, only to have Reggie interrupt her.

		“She’s assisting me in my meetings,” he explained.

		“Your secretary?” he asked.

		“Not exactly,” Reggie replied.

		The two men spun off speaking German which Jocelyn didn’t understand. An occasional glance at her made her think that they were talking about her, though she couldn’t be certain. When Reggie left her by herself in a room of German speaking strangers, she was becoming more irked as the long minutes ticked on.

		The affair was some kind of reception, partially given in honor of Reggie’s arrival. There were gracious German toasts, Jocelyn could tell by the way everyone responded. All she could do was smile. For a while she had the feeling that everyone was speaking German just to keep her from knowing what they were saying. She knew it was an absurd thought, since they were in the middle of Germany, what did she expect?

		“How are you doing?” Reggie asked her at one point.

		“Bored stiff.”

		“Why?” He looked surprised.

		“It should be perfectly obvious to you. I don’t speak German. I can’t see what good I’m going to be, if your negotiations are in a language I can’t understand.”

		“Don’t worry, they’ll be in English. Just look pretty for a while longer and we’ll be moving on.”

		“Look pretty? Is that my function? You’ve got to be kidding.” Jocelyn picked up her purse from the couch and walked toward the door of the reception hall.

		“Where are you going?” he asked.

		“Shopping. I’ll see you at the conference room, let’s see—” She glanced at her watch. “How about an hour?” She stormed out, and with another businessman at his shoulder, Reggie let her escape go unchallenged.

		

		***

		

		At lunch they were shooting darts toward each other. The promised conferences Jocelyn was suppose to attend didn’t happen. She was put off again, listening to more German, with a few English translations just for her benefit. She was beginning to think that she was nothing more than an attractive accessory for Reggie, which only made her furious.

		Slipping out of the luncheon with a gracious smile, she left him assuming she’d just gone to the ladies room. She returned to their room instead, and she was just drawing her bath water, hoping a long soak would soothe her nerves, when Reggie entered.

		“Jocelyn,” he snapped.

		She went about her business in the bath, ignoring him, though when he burst through the door she wasn’t surprised.

		“This is a childish snit,” he accused.

		“No, this is womanly revolt,” she retorted.

		“You’re expected in a meeting in a half hour, get dressed.”

		“So, I can listen to these pompous asses bark at each other in German?”

		“This is all English. You remember this is a working trip.”

		“It hadn’t seemed that way to me,” she said dryly. “So far my function has been strictly sexual and decorative. I could be home tending to my own million dollar company, being a hell of a lot more useful then I am here.”

		“Am I paying for this trip?”

		“Oh, does that mean I’ve been bought for the trip like a whore? Is that what you think of me? Maybe I was naive to believe you had enough in you to call you human.”

		The indictment stung, and his expression was deadly. She almost thought he’d slap her, but he didn’t. Maybe she deserved it, but she was pissed as hell for good reason.

		“I’m sorry,” she acquiesced, though there was little giving in her body language.

		“You know, for a nearly naked woman you’re treading on dangerous territory. What I’d like to do…”

		He didn’t say it, but she knew.

		“I bet you would,” she couldn’t help herself from snapping.

		“Get dressed, now.”

		It was another of those commands she should have challenged, but maybe it was wiser to say nothing.

		He turned away from her and slammed the bathroom door behind him.

		Letting out the bath water, Jocelyn found her clothes in the closet and dressed, while she heard Reggie pacing in the other room. It took just five minutes to be ready, which should have pleased him, though he wasn’t showing pleasure in anything. There would be silence all the way back to the conference room, any attempt to repair the damage would fail. This would take cooling down time, and a lot of diplomacy on her part. She wasn’t sure she wanted to bother.

		

		The meeting was conducted in English start to finish. Reggie consulted with her a half dozen times, Jocelyn appalled by the high level of negotiations that were being discussed, the amount of money involved, and the intricacy of the bargaining. She was thankful that her comments were useful to him. He did trust her insight in this matter, even when her clear thinking comments were contrary to his line of thinking. She did have a knowledge of his company that he respected, and he was right to bring her along.

		

		“You were spectacular, Jocelyn,” he whispered as they left the conference room side by side. He had a smile on his face, their earlier sparring apparently forgotten. She was happy about that. Maybe they could forget that unfortunate moment in the bedroom, but she had a feeling that that wasn’t possible.

		“Thank you,” she said.

		There was another reception after the meeting, though this one was more enjoyable, with at least half of the participants speaking a language she knew. However, as soon as she and Reggie were in the more relaxed environment, Jocelyn detected a subtle disquiet in her blue-eyed associate. Though he said nothing, she had a gut feeling that the earlier row had not been forgotten after all.

		

		Dressing for dinner in their room an hour later, she chattered like some perky kid. It must have been the pent-up feelings that needed some expression. Even if she wasn’t saying anything particularly important, she needed just to talk. She also hoped her cheery comments might ease them into the rest of their evening.

		“Would you shut up,” Reggie finally barked, as he was adjusting his tie in the mirror, listening to her go on about something that was of no concern to him.

		“What’s got you pissed?” she asked. “I thought you were in a good mood?”

		“I was.”

		“But I’m annoying you. Isn’t that too bad,” she quipped.

		“You want to start again?”

		“That wasn’t my plan.”

		“But that’s where you’re headed.”

		“So, what the hell have you got to be pissed with me about, didn’t I salvaged your business this afternoon?”

		“I wouldn’t put it that way,” he said. “You may have been brilliant this afternoon, but it’s more personal matters that I’m going to blister your ass for.”

		“Blister my ass?” She looked astounded.

		The belt was already in his hand, not initially intended to be laid against her butt; but he took an instant liking to the idea. He had the perfect opportunity right in front of him, with Jocelyn half naked in garter belt and bra and nothing else, looking as ready as he’d ever find her.

		“You don’t mean it, not now! We’re going to be late for dinner.”

		“I don’t really care.”

		He was sitting on the bed, she was over his lap, and the belt was coming down on her bottom before she could breathe again. The snap of the leather created a quick sharp sting, reminding her that her ass was still sore from the night before.

		“Ouch, stop it now!” she cried.

		He’d hardly hit her, but for some reason this hurt her more than she could believe, than all the other punishments; this one stung like a thousand sharp arrows arriving on her ass, their biting impact more than she could take from the start.

		“Reggie stop!” she ordered him, as if he’d bother to listen to her. “Why are you doing this!”

		Oddly, he did stop, if only for an instant.

		“Some paddlings, my darling Jocelyn, I do for sex, others strictly for punishment. I’ll let you guess what this one is.”

		He snapped the leather belt against her burning ass a few more times before he spoke again.

		“You were way out of line this afternoon and you know it.”

		The leather was producing lines of red across the already flaming red bottom.

		“I apologized,” she tried defending herself, between her anguished protests. “Ouch that hurts!”

		“It’s a good thing you proved your worth in the conference room today, otherwise, I’d likely send you packing.”

		“You would not! Ouch, stop it!”

		“Oh, I would,” he told her. The leather met her ass until the jiggling, quivering flesh was hot as firecrackers on the 4th, until Jocelyn’s wails were one endless stream of unrelenting protests, and until Reggie was nearly worn out himself holding her flailing body in place.

		He pushed her to her feet when it was over, holding her hand tightly in his so she wouldn’t be tempted to run away.

		“Get this straight, Jocelyn Killian, you’re right about one thing. I do feel. Very deeply. What I feel for you goes beyond anything I’ve felt for any woman ever, but if you think brutalizing me with your harangues will get me to share myself with you, you’re sadly mistaken. You walk me into this affair of ours with your smile and your charm, but not your tirades. It’s beneath you to be a shrewish bitch.”

		She gazed at him stunned.

		“God, I feel like shit!”

		“Good, you deserve every minute of self torture.”

		She wondered how serious he was. At least he was calmer than he’d been. Certainly his words were fuel for thought, though it didn’t seem like the right time to talk about it.

		“I’m sorry. I was being irrational, and that’s not like me. I suppose I did it to get you to react.”

		She could tell he accepted her apology by the way his expression changed.

		“But then, it is hard to be rational when I’m in love,” she added. Being in love was the best description of what she was feeling, even if it felt strange telling him so.

		There was a tiny waver in his cool demeanor hearing her confession of love.

		“You’d better not say things like that without having all the facts in hand,” he said.

		“I think I do,” she replied.

		He knew better.

		

	
		

		Chapter Six

		

		Reggie pulled from his suitcase a dark green leather dress intended to match her eyes, and contrast with her rich auburn hair. It conformed to the shape of her alluring body, with the form-fitting garment clinging to her as tightly as the corset, pushing her breasts into a full cleavage, and covering just enough of her thighs so not to be indecent.

		“But when I walk the tops of the stockings…” she exclaimed as she paced their hotel room from end to end.

		“Where you’re going it’s fashionable.”

		“Didn’t know you appreciated raunchy sluts so much.”

		“Now you do,” he said.

		He was pleased, very pleased. She’d be appreciated in the company they’d keep that night. The German nightclub was a wild place where Reggie gathered with his old friends for their unique brand of entertainment. It had been too long, he thought, since he’d been to the underground habitat of leather freaks and fetish fiends and all around kinky sorts. It fit his mood, and he wondered if it would fit Jocelyn’s.

		“Another piece of your world, I assume,” she said, staring at herself in the mirror.

		“Another piece,” he nodded.

		“Different from dinner, I suppose?”

		“Very,” he replied.

		Dinner had been with business associates, her attire, sexy but nothing like this. She would have been happy to stay in their room for the remainder of the evening, but Reggie was ready for something else.

		He reached out and ran his fingers through her glimmering hair, seeing the red highlighted by the glow from a lamp. Impulsively he kissed her lips. He was rarely this affectionate, but she made him so.

		While this spontaneous affection was a little uncomfortable for him, putting on one of his many alter ego personas was not. It would be a pleasurable experience. For himself that night, he chose a black silk shirt and black pants, but no leather. He preferred buying it for the women in his decadent life, to wearing it himself.

		

		With Jocelyn on his arm, they found a taxi in the street outside the hotel, and made the trip to the nightclub in silence. Jocelyn was looking as nervous as he’d ever seen her. Such composure most of the time, he found her nervousness charming, just like every damn thing the woman did was charming.

		On the street again, Reggie held her arm as they descended a dirty brick staircase to the basement level club. He could hear the sounds of soft jazz beyond the door as he knocked – the doorman recognized him readily. Stepping inside, Reggie was delighted to see that the crowded place was exactly as he remembered it.

		“Guten Tag,” Marc greeted him with a hearty hug. “How enchanting,” he then turned to Jocelyn, speaking in perfect English and bowing as he took her hand. The gesture was out of place in these crude surroundings, but not out of place for Marc.

		“Your table, there on the far side,” he said, pointing toward one near the stage where the jazz band played something mellow.

		Reggie watched Jocelyn’s eyes peer about the room, seeing the several dozen oddly attired people with a degree of fascination. Her nervousness had fled, and there was even a fleeting smile on her face. The costumes were as raunchy as he remembered them from well over a year ago. Lots of leather, and a few bare female breasts, and skirts so short that plump asses hung out beckoning pinches and slaps.

		“Ah, Reggie,” the bleached blonde Candy moved on him the moment she saw him.

		“What are you up to, slut?” he asked. The two kissed and broke apart just as quickly. She had thick red lips, a frenzied mop of short cropped hair, and three sets of round hoop earrings dangling from her ears. Her breasts were practically naked in something gauzy and glittering, though her ass end was well covered in snug leather pants.

		“I’m looking for someone to have my ass,” she said.

		“There’s no one here?” Reggie responded in disbelief.

		“Oh, but no one like you, darling,” she purred.

		“I’m here just showing Jocelyn around,” he said, as a way of introducing the woman on his arm.

		“Oh, you’re taken,” the blonde said, sadly disappointed.

		Reggie smiled. “Be a love and get us drinks, two Schnapps.”

		“Sure,” she said, and she swaggered away, giving her affections as easily to the next man that passed by.

		“Reg, where’ve you been!” Another welcome greeting, this time from Hans, a man in full leather regalia, pants, vest and arm band. A studded collar at his throat. He was Reggie’s height, and of similar build, but dark where Reggie was blond and fair. “Look at her,” Hans said, turning to Jocelyn. His hand went to her face and stroked it gently as if she was a pet. “And she’s available?” he asked.

		Reggie looked at Jocelyn, her infinitely cool expression a little surprised by Hans’ meaning.

		“She’s not ready,” Reggie replied.

		“Ah, too bad. Does she take it up the ass?”

		“Very well,” Reggie replied smugly, as if he was the only one that was going to know that.

		Hans placed his hand on Jocelyn’s rear, and gave it a few teasing pats. “You’ll have to go behind the wall later, I’ve got something perfectly heinous planned.”

		“We wouldn’t miss it,” Reggie said, as he moved off, leading Jocelyn to the empty table without another interruption.

		“What did he mean, am I available?” Jocelyn asked when she could finally comment on their welcoming. “And I’m not ready?”

		“Shared submissives are common in this place,” he said, looking at her face to see what kind of expression appeared there.

		“You’d share me with another man? Give me away to be screwed by someone else?”

		“I’ve done it dozens of times,” he said.

		“But with me?”

		“Why would you be any different?” he asked, becoming colder than he’d been in some hours. She was different, he knew that, but he wasn’t planning to tell her.

		“But I’m not ready?” she wondered at that comment.

		“No. You can count yourself lucky for tonight.”

		The blonde was at their table serving their drinks, and with the jazz band playing they listened.

		“What makes me ready?” Jocelyn asked, still curious about the odd conversation with Hans.

		“You are when I decide you are, if you’ll ever be ready,” he added. “You reminded me a few days ago that you hadn’t balked, don’t count on that continuing.”

		She seemed to take the comment at face value, and he watched her body begin to move with the music. She seemed caught up in the sounds, and for several minutes he saw her mood change with the changing rhythms. Suddenly turning back to him, Jocelyn grabbed his hand.

		“Let’s dance,” she said. Already on her feet before he could launch a protest, she had him standing, and since they were practically in the middle of the dance floor anyway, they were moving body to body seconds later.

		She was like a cat, eyes of savage hue in the smoky gray light of the room. Her sensual gyrations provoked an instantaneous response in his crotch. Damn! The woman would have him creaming his pants like a schoolboy if he didn’t watch out.

		“You move really well,” she whispered, all her seductive allure was on the outside beckoning him to come inside her mystic aura.

		“Been a long time,” he admitted, kissing her offered lips.

		“I bet,” she said, pulling away.

		“You’re smashed, aren’t you?” Reggie said, seeing Jocelyn become more bold.

		“No. Just happy,” she retorted. “This place isn’t that bad at all.”

		“You haven’t seen everything yet.” He smiled. Happy was rarely a word he used for himself, in fact he didn’t think much about his state of being. He just went on the same way day after day. But there were things about Jocelyn that lightened his mood, when he let them. Seeing her provocative body in dark green leather, deliberately seducing him with every lusty move, was one.

		“Things are getting hot behind the wall, Reg.” Hans was whispering the message in his ear, just when he was in the middle of being mesmerized by the dancing woman in front of him.

		Reggie nodded and grabbed Jocelyn’s hand, pulling her to the back of the nightclub to the brick wall, and the small door that took them into the ‘bowels,’ as the place was affectionately called.

		There was already action going on in the dimly lit room, a tiny crying German wench was draped over a padded bar, with a dominant applying a strap to her naked ass. Jocelyn cringed the instant she saw the scene, the girl’s wildly red behind, and her thighs as crimson as her butt.

		A thick wooden dildo had been shoved in her pussy, and she was mercilessly fucked with it until she let out a different kind of wail, in tribute to her cunt grinding against the leather bar as she came. Lifted from the apparatus, the girl was happily limp, falling into another woman’s arms. The other woman stroked her kindly. “You learn a good lesson, Else,” she admonished her.

		As the two passed by Reggie, the older and dominant woman smiled at him. “You bring your wench to get strapped, Reg?”

		“To watch,” he said.

		“Train her, she could use it,” the woman remarked, as she gave Jocelyn a quick but thorough inspection. “Remember what I taught you.” She led her just punished submissive away, as Reggie and Jocelyn moved further into the room.

		There was a stage at one end with chairs in front in a semi-circle. Other punishment paraphernalia, like the bar the young woman had been bound to, was scattered haphazardly about. However, the scene about to play for them would be on stage, Hans’ Theatre of the Dark, as he called it.

		The room quickly filled with people from the outer nightclub, watchers of an absurd play. When the curtain rose on the small elevated platform, there were two players, two women, sitting in chairs. Each wore a leather skirt, and leather halters that left little to the imagination. Their large breasts seemed to be bursting from the tiny garments. Their arms were tied behind their chairs so that the prominent bobbing tits stuck out lewdly from the women’s torsos. One was blonde, the other brunette, other than that, they were quite similar with tousled curls atop their heads, mountains of flashy eye makeup, and brash red lipstick. There were black boots on their feet to match their skirts.

		As the light dropped on the audience, the spotlight blazed on the bound women. Hans wandered toward the stage from the audience with a riding crop dangling from one hand. He took his place on the platform before the two women, acting as if he was inspecting them. Swiftly, going behind the brunette’s chair, he tugged at the ropes, which appeared to release the woman enough for her to rise from her chair. Hans jerked her to her feet with her hands remaining bound. Led to a crude sawhorse on the other side of the stage, she was thrust over the top, and to everyone’s surprise the leather skirt was one-sided. Her bare ass hung out, her pussy showed, and it was obvious to all that there was a substantial dildo in her rear.

		Once Hans had secured the woman to the sawhorse, he moved on the blonde. In like fashion, she was untied, pulled to her feet and thrust over the wooden bar. Like the brunette there was no backside to her skirt, and a hefty dildo violated her ass end.

		Two taut rears, side by side. One more generous than the other, but there was plenty of flesh to redden on both.

		“Ladies, and gentlemen,” Hans said turning around. “My submissives, my brats, my lusty wenches for your consideration. They’re to be chastised tonight for foul crimes, both recently guilty of disobeying me, and having the audacity to challenge me to this affair tonight. You see how meek they are now; like little lambs, they’ll play for your sympathy. But know, they’re saucy wenches in need of discipline. I should like to lay this riding crop on their asses later. But only after they’ve been strapped or paddled. I’ll leave that up to you.” He smiled playfully, though there was something foul in his eyes. “Who’ll be the first? Pick your implement and give them each a good ten.”

		There was a flurry of conversation in the room, and then one fierce looking man stood up, and sauntered toward the stage. Brusquely picking up a wooden paddle, without a word, even a single comment, without an instant’s hesitation, he laid the paddle on the brunette first, with ten fast paced smacks. Moving on to the blonde, he repeated the process. Handing the paddle to Hans, he returned to his seat.

		The two women on the platform had shrieked at the severity of the quick sustained blows; though they calmed quickly when it was over. What was not so quick to calm was the red on their ass ends, for the most part appearing in one specific section of their bottoms. This dominant didn’t care about making the whole flesh burn as much as he wanted the punishment to be painful.

		Before the next dominant approached the platform, Reggie looked at Jocelyn’s mesmerized face. Taking her hand in his, he squeezed it so she would acknowledge him. Her look was inquisitive and cautious. She didn’t know what to think. He dropped her hand, so she could resume her observations, though she leaned over to Reggie and whispered, “You’d do that to me?”

		“I already have, haven’t I?” he said. He thought of the train when she was tied being similar enough. These two would be ass-fucked before the night was out.

		She didn’t reply, but turned her attention back to the stage.

		A second dominant was already aiming a broad strap at the two behinds. His plan was different than the other man’s. He alternated between the rosy rears, letting leather fly and land with sharp cracks against their jiggling flesh. The cries were woeful, though there was plenty of time for each woman to recoup before the next cut hit.

		The scene went on with the bratty wenches feeling the force of six dominants, two woman and four men wielding their fastest, best and most fierce blows across the offered asses. When the preliminaries were complete, their buttocks and thighs were blazing red, top to bottom, ghastly raw in some places. It was hard to believe that Hans would allow more, but there was. His riding crop was the last insult to play across the punished flesh. The women screamed, though by then, there was a quality to their agony that was not so dire as erotic. They moved within their bonds in such a way that had the audience squirming.

		Jocelyn was squirming in her chair, blushing as if it had been her. Her entire being was flushed and wanting, Reggie finding it difficult himself to stay to the end for wanting her.

		After a dozen swishes of the crop on each rear end, Hans and another lucky dom moved to the two women and planted cocks at their pleasure. When the dildos dropped it was clear where they’d thrust their pricks, though it was not easy to see from the angle of the audience. As the fucking commences, the crowd began to disperse – many were too hot to wait, and took their partners to private rooms within the club. Others remained in the theatre and let the crowd watch.

		Having had enough himself, and knowing that Jocelyn had had enough as well, Reggie grabbed her hand and led her from the steamy room out a back door and down a corridor that led to the back exit. They were in a brick alcove where the basement stairs led to an alley, not the street. Stopping there, Reggie bared her behind and felt for her crotch, finding her sopping wet. He would have preferred to have taken her ass, but he knew she was sore from the day before. Her pussy would do for his swelling prick. Leaning her back against the brick wall, he picked her up by the ass so she was at the appropriate height for fucking, and then withdrawing his erection, he thrust inside her, listening to her sweet gasp of pleasure as he nestled inside her steamy hole. Jocelyn wrapped her arms around him so he could feel her hot body against his. She fell into him completely, no protests, no woeful sounds issuing from her lips. So compliant and open and willing, he thought he was melting into nirvana.

		She breathed hard for a few minutes, an orgasm mounting; and with a sumptuous sigh she squeezed against his cock. Her body tightened and then released. Reggie climaxed in the midst of a pounding fuck, and kissed her as he came, their mouths meeting without design or plan. It seemed the way it should be, this unexpected intimacy not waiting for them to think about it to make it happen. It was a natural product of a bond that was rapidly taking control in the tentative relationship.

		

		***

		

		Waking the next morning, Jocelyn found Reggie sleeping peacefully in the bed beside her. She remembered collapsing from exhaustion, not as much a need to sleep, as a need to repair her psyche with the thoughtlessness and emptiness of sleep. Emotions on overload, there was so little to say and so little energy to speak. She and Reggie had said almost nothing after they left the alley behind the nightclub.

		In the light of morning, throwing on a pair of sweats, she munched an apple while she wrote him a brief note. Grabbing a hastily packed bag, she left.

		

		It was odd being in a foreign country when she wanted comfort. There were no well remembered streets, no landscapes that she’d gazed on so often that she knew every inch of them by memory, their familiarity a solace. Each new thing that caught her eye threatened to take her mind from her mood and her quandary. But at least she was away from the boiling pot and the small place of madness that had grown inside her unannounced. Some decisions you make foolishly, she decided, without thinking them through. Hadn’t he warned her? Hadn’t that dear man warned her?

		To call him dear seemed a misnomer, but that was how she thought of Reggie. He was so peacefully sleeping. Her sleep had been fitful.

		

		She drank coffee and ate a pastry at mid-morning in a street side cafe. The sun was just beginning to warm the old city, the picture-book loveliness of the cobblestone streets and slightly sagging ancient buildings around her made her smile. An old man bicycled by and tipped his hat, his craggy face opening into a broad grin as he passed. Children in the tiny park across the street shouted while they played some game. It made it difficult to brood.

		She roamed the streets for several hours, and was enormously hungry by four that afternoon. She stopped long enough to buy a feast in the market; and taking that and a half dozen bags in her hand, she found a small hotel overlooking the river to her liking. She checked into a single room, planning to extend the tranquility a few more hours.

		

		***

		

		The meeting had already begun by the time Jocelyn arrived the next morning. She could have kicked herself for being late. But would ten minutes matter? She straightened her blue skirt at the front of the door, pulled down on the white tunic blouse, and gave her hair one last flounce. She hated dressing in a hurry, but this day it was unavoidable. It was regretful that Reggie wasn’t in the room when she returned to the hotel.

		

		“Miss Killian, it’s nice of you to join us,” Reggie said, looking very much relieved when he saw her attempt to slip into the conference room unnoticed. Making a display of her tardiness however, the room of fifteen businessmen turned to stare.

		“I apologize, please don’t let me disturb you,” she said smiling.

		“We hadn’t really begun,” Reggie acknowledged. “Gentlemen, I’d like a moment to confer with my assistant before we begin.”

		Reggie quickly exited with Jocelyn on his arm.

		“Where the hell have you been?” He turned to her with a scowling face when they were at a safe distance from the conference room.

		“I left a note,” she reminded him.

		“Twenty-four hours!”

		“You’re angry, aren’t you?”

		“No, I’m not angry. Furious, enraged, violently mad…” he considered them all aloud. “They don’t begin to touch the feeling I have for you right now.”

		“I worried you?”

		“Twenty-four hours?” He was moving easily between hot-fired rage, and cold-fired fury.

		“When I need to think, I disappear,” she explained. “I guess I never told you.”

		“You don’t have to now. Your demonstration makes it perfectly clear. You realize that I’ve called hotel security and the police to find you.”

		“No, Reg,” she looked chagrined that he would take such measures so readily. “The police are looking for me?”

		“They wouldn’t be doing anything about your missing until this morning.”

		“I’m sorry.”

		“Sorry doesn’t cover it.”

		“The door of the conference room cracked an inch or two, and a young lieutenant belonging to some businessman peeked out the door.

		“Hadn’t we better get back to the meeting?” she asked.

		“I’ll be getting back to the meeting, you go to our room and stay there till I’m done.”

		“But you need me in there.”

		“I sure as hell don’t need you at my side when I’m so fucking furious with you I could whip your behind bloody! Now get to the room and don’t go anywhere, nowhere. I don’t know when I’ll be back.”

		

		***

		

		It was the penance she was paying for being thoughtless, being banned from the business meeting, imprisoned in the hotel room by Reggie’s decree, and made to wait for hours to find out the fate of this latest scene in the bizarre drama of their relationship.

		When Reggie finally came through the door, it was nearly five o’clock, and Jocelyn was munching a cracker she’d ordered from room service. She popped up expectantly, trying to get a glimpse of his mood.

		All the hot fires had ceased to burn, or at least they were well away from the surface. He was as cool and calm as the typical Reggie. He was functional and businesslike walking into the room, depositing his briefcases on the table where they belonged. Going into the dressing room, he removed his tie. After that, he took off his suit coat and hung it in the closet. He hadn’t said a word.

		

		Returning to the room, he stood for a second looking the place over as if he’d never seen it before. Scrutinizing the bed, the sitting area, and even her. The purpose of his cursory glance was unknown. She assumed he was merely thinking.

		“I’m sorry,” she offered the apology.

		“Damn right you’ll be sorry.”

		“I had to have some time away, we’ve been so close.”

		“I thought you wanted close,” he replied.

		She took a deep breath.

		“I do.”

		He allowed himself to look perplexed so she’d explain.

		“Occasionally, when things get too hot for me to handle in a relationship, I disappear for a while. It’s just time off. I thought you might be able to use it, too.”

		“To worry?”

		“I did leave the note.” It seemed as if she was repeating a conversation they’d had just hours before. At least this time he wasn’t so irrationally furious.

		“That was good for about two hours. Vague as it was, I expected you back mid-morning. I’d have given you time away, Jocelyn. Hell, I need it too. But I don’t need it worrying like crazy every moment, wondering if you’re safe in a city you know nothing about. Dammit!” he blared. Cold was turning hot again. Though his eyes remained steely, she felt the flood of hot emotion rising in him.

		“Perhaps you need to punish me?” she offered in a halting admission, the guilt that was claiming her was beginning to demand some kind of retribution. Anything to alleviate the uproar.

		“You’re damn right. I’ve just spent the last couple of hours trying to decide just how.”

		“You’ve spent hours?” she wondered aloud. “The meetings were over two hours ago?”

		“Yes. I needed the break from you,” he said accusingly.

		“I suppose you did.”

		

		She sat in a chair by the window, he stood several feet away in the open room, his eyes glaring. She was screaming to herself, “do something, do something, do something!”

		“Let’s just make this simple,” he finally said.

		Not knowing what that meant, Jocelyn watched as Reggie undid cuff-links on his starched white shirt, and carefully rolled up the sleeves. It was serious business he was about to begin, and it terrified her wondering how he’d punish her this time. So clever, so devious, so harsh. The forms this chastisement could take might be the most alarming of anything she endured at his hand.

		“I suppose you were testing me,” Reggie said, as he approached her.

		“Testing?”

		“Wondering if I would be angry with you for disappearing.”

		“I don’t think so,” she answered, not having thought of that at all.

		“C’mon Jocelyn, you think I’m testing you, why wouldn’t you do the same with me?”

		“But…”

		“I read women well.”

		“Okay, maybe I was testing,” she conceded. “But I never thought about it consciously.”

		“Well you can think about it while I’m spanking you.”

		He sat down in the chair opposite her, and reached out for her arm and pulled her over his lap. Lifting the waistband of her sweat pants, he pulled them down to reveal her naked rear, not a stitch, her flesh all pink and waiting, any marks he’d made there before had already vanished. That was good, he thought. A nice clean slate. Pulling the pants off completely, he threw them off out of his way, and surrounding her waist with his arm, he aimed for her jiggling buttocks.

		Her cheeks clenched and relaxed and then clenched while she waited in breathless silence for him to begin. Thankfully, she didn’t have to wait long. He began with his hand, laying sharp stinging old fashioned smacks on the surface of her skin.

		She was surprised how much it hurt.

		Old fashioned it was for an inventive disciplinarian, simple and sweet, it had its own message. Over the knee, the palm of his hand, spanked like she was a little child who’d run away from home.

		“Oh Reg, my god, this hurts!” she cried, after a good dozen smacks were making her bottom very warm.

		His hand came down over and over so he could see the imprint of his fingers right over top of the rising red blush. He focused the treatment on the center of her bottom cheeks, going back to that fleshy spot again and again, until it was hot, and she was trying to squirm away from the next smack. Giving her a reprieve from that tender place, he peppered her all over, catching her ass on the sides and dropping to the tops of her thighs, where she squealed even more. And still, he returned to the center of her ass cheeks where it burned the worst.

		“Ouch, oh no, ouch please, ouch ouch!” She wiggled and cried and felt the sting as the most appalling thing she’d ever felt, though it was not the most painful. The leather could be painful. Wood seemed more painful still. This was something that demanded more from her than she expected.

		The warmth of his body, the fresh emotions, the way he held her, the attitude of anger, hurt, worry and care mixing into a concoction of rare quality. The intimacy was alarming her. She’d need another twenty four hours alone to figure this out. She certainly wouldn’t over his lap with him smacking her bottom.

		She started to cry, though the spanking didn’t cease. If anything Reggie was more determined with his task. Her bottom crimson, he’d take it beyond any previous punishment. If he had to keep it up an hour he would, until all the tension between them was exhausted, and the blank slate was really a blank slate again.

		“Pleeeese, Reg,” she wailed between her nonsensical cries, “C’mon, please!”

		“You’re a woeful penitent,” he remarked, even as his hand continued coming down.

		At least he was beginning to slow what had been an awesome pace.

		“Oh, I am, please.”

		Finally, giving her one last quick flurry of smacks, the spanking was over, and he pushed her off his lap, where she collapsed to the floor.

		“Get up!” he ordered immediately.

		He was obviously still angry, but the fire in his eyes had dimmed, and there was a calmer man appearing.

		“I really worried you, didn’t I?” Jocelyn said, as she rose, and looked at him with tear stained eyes.

		“Sit down.”

		“You wouldn’t want to…” her eyes glimmered as seductively as her body was moving. She was thinking sex, the sexual heat inside her was on a rampage.

		“No, I don’t want to make love now. I’m not done with you.”

		“You mean you’re going to punish me more?” she jumped on the idea.

		“That depends.”

		“On what?” She looked terribly forlorn.

		“On what you say to me in the next sixty seconds. And if you don’t sit down right now, I’ll take you over my knee and wallop you again.”

		She sat down across from him, feeling righteously humbled when her sore bottom reminded her how hard he’d laid in to her.

		“Now, suppose you tell me why you had to disappear. If you have doubts about our relationship. You’d better spell them out now.”

		She hesitated only for a second, he would never tolerate her stalling.

		“Doubts? It wasn’t like that,” she began. “But my head was so cluttered with stuff, I needed time to sort it out.”

		“Why didn’t you say something?”

		“I had nothing to tell you.”

		“You could have told me that your head was ‘cluttered with stuff,’ and you needed time to sort it out. I understand that kind of move.”

		She looked up through a lock of hair that fallen over her eyes. “I didn’t think our relationship was that open,” she said.

		“Well then, maybe it should be, if we have this kind of messy result to look forward to.”

		“And what would you have said, if I had talked to you?”

		“I’d have told you to take all the time you needed. Remember, I haven’t been the one encouraging this relationship.”

		“And that’s what worries me,” she replied.

		“Oh? What else worries you?”

		“That you’ll try to take me places I can’t go.”

		“The other night?” he speculated. “What disturbed you about that?”

		“That you’d put me on stage the way those women were.”

		“I’ve done that with my submissives,” he conceded.

		“I know. And you talked like I was a submissive in training.”

		“I’m not sure of that,” he said.

		“That’s what I mean, Reg. I worry that I’m not going to live up to your expectations, and at the same time, I’m not sure if I want to anyway. Your world fascinates me, but I don’t know if I have a place there. What I really want is you.”

		He listened carefully. He’d never had a conversation like this one, never been close enough to any woman to speak this way. “You know what worries me, Jocelyn? I wonder if suddenly you’ll take off on me, leaving me with all these emotions I’ve resurrected for you hanging out all over the place.”

		“Then this is difficult for both of us,” she acknowledged.

		He eyed her for some time before he spoke again.

		“So, what conclusions did your hours of contemplation bring you to?” he asked.

		She hedged, realizing that being open with Reggie wasn’t easy, and the longer she was with him, the more she opened herself to be hurt.

		“I do want a relationship with you,” she confirmed. “I don’t know what else to say right now. The other night alarmed me, but it didn’t scare me away.”

		“Then perhaps we should spend more time communicating our feelings, rather than guarding them.”

		“Strange to hear you say that,” she said.

		“I don’t think so. I’m a practical man, communicating seems the most practical solution. But you start this running away crap again, and I’ll be tanning your ass more than you can bear.”

		“I’m glad I shake you up,” she said.

		“You do that,” he agreed. “You may think I’m a cold and emotionally distant, but sometimes, Jocelyn Killian, you’re as enigmatic as a spring wind.”

		“Doesn’t that make me more endearing?”

		“Infuriating perhaps, endearing, I’m not sure. I do know that you are, without a doubt, the most brilliantly creative business women I know, and side by side with that is the most perplexing streak of mischievous brat I’ve run into in a long time. And yesterday, you managed to add reckless into your pot of screwball tricks.”

		“I think I’m self sufficient, and I forget there are people that care about me. It’s happened before.”

		“Well, it’s not going to happen with me again, you hear. I’ll go for the cane next time, and it will not be love taps. There will be welts on that butt of yours. I swear.”

		“Welts?”

		“Yes, welts. Speaking of which, come here and turn around I want to see your ass.”

		She obeyed readily, presenting her bottom to him, for him to stroke and caress. There was no trace of the spanking by that time, except the elevated warmth of her bottom cheeks and sensations that were continuing to flame her sexual heat. Moving from her ass cheeks to her anal cleft, his hand pressed tightly to the moist sexual places.

		He stood to have a better angle. And when he slipped his fingers into her juicing cunt, she fell back on him letting the waves of pleasure move through her. Her female nectar moistened her back door, so two fingers could easily slip beyond the sphincter.

		“Oh gawd!” she gasped.

		“I want you here, go climb on the bed.”

		Jocelyn wanted him anyway he’d take her. Though the thought of him inside her rear again made her shiver thinking how wild those sensations were. She climbed on the bed, positioning herself on hands and knees then waited for him to return.

		Reggie was as gentle with her as he’d been the time before. He greased her then worked his fingers inside. Only then did he back off and press the head of his cock inside her rear door. By then the entry was easy, and the fuck that followed a savage violation.

		“Oh, my god! Damn it fuck me!” she roared, hardly aware of what she was saying.

		He answered with his swift sure prodding prick going deep into the dark channel.

		Sharp bursts of energy ripped through her. She was cumming in seconds, and crying and whimpering, and moving back against him with an obscene eagerness. His prick was nearly as fast responding, and within a few seconds, the two were collapsed together on the bed in a sweaty heap, completely worn out.

		

		“Maybe I should run out on you more often, for this kind of result.”

		“You’re forgetting your ass?”

		“No, I’m not forgetting my ass. I rather liked that,” she said. “You held me on your lap and spanked me, that was awfully intimate for a cold, cruel dominant. And it was very sexy.”

		“Trust me, you give me cause to do it again for something that stupid, and it will not be sexy.”

		“We’ll see,” she replied saucily.

		“You’re going to behave, my darling,” he advised her.

		“Oh, you never know,” she mused aloud. “You said yourself, I’m a mischievous brat.”

		“And I’ve already warned you, recklessness in women is not a favorite trait.”

		She tried a smile for good measure, thinking his mood should be softening. “Recklessness is what happens when I’m in love,” she said. It was the second time she’d mentioned love to him, she wondered if his response would change.

		He turned over on his side, and made her do the same, so that they were face to face and he could look her in the eye.

		“Loving you is not going to be easy for me, Jocelyn,” he said. “I’m not ready to say those words.” He wasn’t cold at all, but he was serious and completely honest.

		“Then I won’t ask you to, not yet,” she said simply. That was okay for Jocelyn. It wouldn’t be okay forever, but his simple honesty was enough for now.

		

	
		

		Chapter Seven

		Reggie came to her door at seven.

		“My goodness this feels like a real date,” she exclaimed. She was wiping dusting powder off her black dress.

		“We can pretend it’s not,” he said.

		“Oh, heavens no!” She wrapped her arms around him and gave him a wet kiss. “You don’t suppose we could spend a few moments…maybe…the bed’s warm.” Her expectant face was almost too much for him to resist. Her smile and her green eyes were what had gotten him into the relationship in the first place.

		“My, you are horny,” he said.

		“So?”

		“Finish getting dressed,” he said, as he walked her into the living room.

		She sighed, retreating to her bedroom.

		Reggie sat down on her couch and began thumbing through a magazine.

		“So who are these people I’m meeting tonight?” she called to him from the bedroom.

		“Will and Alexandra.”

		“You’ve known them long?”

		“Will forever, Alexandra…” he stopped suddenly and didn’t finish his answer.

		Jocelyn came to the door and looked at him.

		“Alexandra what?” she wondered. She wanted to see his face when he replied, though he wasn’t likely to give anything away. “A lover maybe?”

		“No. A submissive. She’s always been Will’s.”

		“But you had some kind of relationship?” Her curiosity was piqued.

		“I trained her,” he said.

		“Trained?” Her eyes widened in wonder.

		“I’m a sexual dominant, Jocelyn. I think that was one of the first things I ever told you about myself.”

		She remembered.

		“So what did you do?” she asked. She was intensely curious about what he meant by sexual dominant, submissive, trained…the words were intriguing. She knew a lot about the sexual part, she knew what she’d seen in the German nightclub, but there were still pieces of the puzzle missing and until now she’d been too afraid to ask.

		“Why don’t you ask Alex?” he said.

		“I don’t even know her,” Jocelyn replied.

		“You will tonight. You ready to go?”

		“Just about,” she said. She went back into the bedroom to finish her hair and contemplate the mystery of her lover’s other life.

		

		***

		

		Alexandra rushed in the door, seeing Will busy in the kitchen.

		“What the hell are doing, you’re late, you look like shit, and we have company coming in a half hour.”

		“Oh my god, Will, I forgot.”

		“You forgot Reggie? That’s bull shit. We talked about it this morning.”

		“Well, I forgot anyway,” she snapped.

		“What is going on with you?” he asked, moving away from a cutting board where he was chopping vegetables.

		“I’ve got a splitting headache, and I’m not really interested in this dinner party you’ve arranged.”

		“You know, you’ve been snapping at me for two days. If I didn’t know any better, I’d think that Reggie’s showing up has got you spooked.”

		“It does not.”

		“Stands to reason, doesn’t it?” he went on. “First time you’ve seen him since the wedding. In fact, we’ve hardly seen him since we got back together. You and me entertaining him in our new apartment. And a girlfriend no less. Could it be you’re jealous?”

		“If I were jealous of every woman that Reggie was with, I’d have turned green a long time ago. Besides, I don’t know how you can say that when I very deliberately chose you – and it wasn’t even a tough decision.”

		“Come on, Alex. You’ve always fancied that you had a place in his heart.”

		“What heart?” she replied sarcastically.

		“I think that bothers you.”

		“What?”

		“That Reggie just might have a heart after all. And you weren’t the one that found it.”

		“You’ve got to be kidding.”

		“I think I’m right.”

		“Well, you’re wrong, Will Kozak, you’re dead wrong. Reggie was a phase and that was all. It’s over. I can’t understand why you’d think that I still have something for him.”

		“You’re still not completely comfortable being a submissive, Alex, and Reggie always pushes that button.”

		“Oh, you think you so?”

		He smiled.

		“Don’t you smirk at me like that,” she snapped, her voice rising in volume, pitch and intensity.

		“Alex! Cool it! You’re sounding like a fuckin’ shrew.”

		“I’ll be a shrew if I want to!” she blared angrily. “And as far as I’m concerned, I may not come out of my room all night.”

		For all his patience, Will was pissed.

		“That’s enough. You march yourself into the bedroom, and be ready and out here in five minutes or…”

		“Or what?” she snarled. She turned on her heel and walked off.

		Will never liked her turning her back on him, especially during an argument. And this one he considered one of the most stupid they’d ever had. It was obvious what the problem was. She was sometimes too damned stubborn to admit it.

		“Get your ass back here!” he ordered.

		“NO!” the angry response came from the bedroom.

		“You’ve got ten seconds, brat.”

		This time she didn’t respond. But the door slammed, and that was all that Will was going to take. Damn it! The brat could be as mature and level headed as anyone he knew, but when it came to sexual matters it was like playing Russian roulette. This time he’d had enough.

		Grabbing a wooden spoon from the kitchen counter he stormed through the bedroom door, finding Alex fuming on the other side. He was sure that she was just waiting for him to arrive. Taking her arm, he rudely pushed her ‘bottoms up’ over the end of the overstuffed bedroom chair, and began spanking the living daylights out of her behind. After a dozen good hearty swats, he stopped.

		“Unbuckle your jeans,” he ordered.

		“Will, please, I’m sorry.”

		“Good. You’ll be even more sorry when I’m finished. Unbuckle your jeans.”

		Reluctantly rising from her spot, she looked back at him with a half angry, half sorry pout.

		“Do it!” He glared at her for good measure.

		She saw little choice, there was no way out of this mess, without enduring it. Undoing her belt, the button, and the zipper, she let her jeans drop to her feet.

		“The underwear,” he added.

		She drew her fingers under the waistband and pushed her underwear down her hips. It got stuck halfway down her legs at her knees, but that was enough.

		Will pushed her over the chair again and began to paddle her naked rear cheeks with a savage intent. They were already blushing pink when he began again, but that was hardly the color they would remain; they were well on their way to a wild shade of crimson. And if he wasn’t satisfied, and she wasn’t bawling like a baby, he might go all the way to purple.

		It didn’t take long to reach the crimson stage with the furious smacks of the wooden spoon peppering her bottom. The sting was fierce, the heat unbearable, and Alex was crying like a child in no time.

		“Oh, I’m really sorry, I really am,” she wailed when she had the chance.

		The spirited dance of the wooden spoon continued for several more sharp smacks, and finally Will stopped.

		“If we didn’t have company coming in a few minutes, I’d keep going.”

		“Oh please!” she pleaded softly, using the very sweetest voice she had.

		He gave her two hot whacks just for good measure and then pulled her to her feet.

		“Now my fine bitchy brat, you get dressed, put a smile on your face, and act a gracious hostess to both of them. And if there’s one miffed remark, one nasty retort, I’ll cane your ass when they leave, better yet, I might just do it while they’re still here. I’m sure Reggie won’t mind at all.” She looked her most penitent. He was just one wrong word away from starting all over, so his expression suggested. But she wouldn’t let that happen, and have him punishing her through their guests’ arrival.

		“I am sorry, hon, you’re probably right about Reg.”

		“I know I’m right, but we’ll talk about it later.”

		He turned to go back the kitchen. “And wear a skirt, something hot and sexy,” he yelled to her as he left.

		

		***

		

		Reggie pushed the doorbell at Will’s door; seconds later his friend answered.

		“Hi, good to see you,” Reggie said, as he and Jocelyn were ushered into the apartment. This is Jocelyn Killian, Will Kozak,” he went on to introduce the two.

		Jocelyn smiled at the man. Such a contrast he was from Reggie. Relaxed and warm, with gentle eyes and a handsome face that seemed genuinely pleased with her on first impression. Will was altogether more down to earth that her own lover, a lot like men she’d been with and fought with in the past. This man could be an easy friend, though not a lover.

		“Where’s Alex?” Reggie wondered.

		“Recuperating.”

		“From what? She been sick?”

		“No, smarting.”

		“Ah, I see,” he replied.

		Will ushered them into the living room where they sat down on the soft leather sofa.

		“You have a lovely apartment,” Jocelyn said, as she looked around. “Reggie says it’s new?”

		“Just moved in two weeks ago. We have some more decorating to do; it’s a bit difficult putting two distinct and different styles together. Alex and I struggled with that for years, so this time we decided to start over with a completely new place and see if we could make it work without a lot of past shit getting in the way…that is ‘past shit’ both physically and metaphorically,” he added with a grin.

		Reggie seemed to appreciate the comment, though Jocelyn wasn’t sure what he meant.

		“I’ll go see if I can get my bride.” Will excused himself and disappeared into the bedroom.

		“What did he mean by that last comment,” Jocelyn asked Reggie.

		“Will and Alex broke up for a while a year ago, and they just got married a couple of months back. I suppose they’re trying for a fresh start.”

		“I see,” Jocelyn replied.

		Reggie didn’t comment more.

		

		When Will appeared again, Alex was at his side. Her smile was soft, though her blue eyes were not sharp and clear as Reggie was used to seeing. She looked like she’d been crying. Her blonde hair was held back in a clip, her makeup fresh, and the short blue dress she wore showed off her lovely long legs.

		“So you’re recuperating I hear,” Reggie said, rising from his seat for a quick embrace and kiss on the cheek.

		“You checking up on me?”

		The remark was just a little too sharp to suit Will and he glared at her.

		“Ooops, I’m suppose to behave myself,”

		“Since you haven’t been?” Reggie asked.

		“Oh, I have been. I’m being the model wife, believe me. Will’s going to think I’m boring before long I’m so damn good.”

		“Sure,” Will said sarcastically.

		“Let me see your ass,” Reggie said.

		“Oh Reggie, no, please!” Alex quickly retorted, though she tried to keep the comment playful.

		“Show him, Alex,” Will interrupted.

		She blushed easily, her neck and face turning a little more pink.

		Reggie sat back down next to Jocelyn, while Alex turned around and pulled up her skirt. She was naked underneath, except for garter belt and hose. Without her panties, it wasn’t difficult to see where she’d been spanked. There was just a faint pink remaining, less vivid than her blushing face; but there were a few spots where the skin had been especially roughed up. The evidence might last a while.

		“Pretty as ever,” Reggie remarked.

		“I’m sure you’d think so,” Alex replied. She stood up quickly, and then plopped herself on the couch opposite her former dominant.

		“She’s on her best behavior tonight,” Will informed him. “On threat of getting caned if she doesn’t behave. Keep an eye on her while I’m in the kitchen, will you?”

		“Despite your current woes, Alex, you two do look happy,” Reggie remarked.

		“Thank you for saying so,” Alex said, as if she was genuinely surprised that Reggie would even mention their domestic bliss. Meanwhile she eyed the auburn hair woman at Reggie’s side, not his usual sophisticated date – that is when he actually dated. She was far more basic in her appearance. She was beautiful as Alex would expect, the gorgeous hair, the green eyes…Alex could be instantly envious, but she wasn’t, seeing the kind of pair the two made.

		“Have you and Reggie been together long?” she asked the lovely redhead.

		“It’s hard to describe when we got together,” Jocelyn began. As soon as the conversation switched to the topic of his own relationship, Reggie got up.

		“Excuse me. You two get to know each other, you might see a lot more of each other in the future.” He strolled into the kitchen.

		“I’m sorry about that…that bottom thing. But then, if you’ve been with Reggie any time at all, you know his inclinations.”

		“All too well,” Jocelyn said. “There’re times my bottom burns brightly too.”

		“Really? Though I’m hardly surprised.”

		“And you’re married now?” Jocelyn said.

		“Four months ago. Reggie didn’t mention that to you?”

		“No. But we really haven’t had time to talk of friends. It’s just one of those things that hasn’t come up.”

		Alex nodded.

		They liked each other, but weren’t ready to say so. There was a lot of mystery behind both women that the other didn’t know. If there was the possibility for friendship, it seemed remote until they’d covered questions they had of each other, and their relationship with Reggie.

		Moments later their conversation was interrupted by Will announcing that dinner was ready. Jocelyn’s puzzlement about the attractive blonde was a subject that would be left to percolate in her psyche, resurrected at another time, if there was to be another time.

		

		The conversation at dinner was light-hearted and jovial, the four managing to speak of things in common. Though toward the end of the meal, Reggie and Will were talking of the past, their shared past, sharing stories about their sexual adventures. It was a puzzle to both Jocelyn and Alex whether this was intentional or just an accident. But when they began talking about the clubs they’d frequented before either woman was in their life, and the antics they engaged in, there was a chilling silence from the two women.

		“You know, Will, this train of thought is hardly appropriate with Jocelyn and me here,” Alex finally said.

		Jocelyn could see the woman was frustrated. Just as frustrated as when she had dozens of Germans around her and she didn’t understand their language. At the moment though, Jocelyn was simply bewildered by the whole evening and not planning to say much of anything.

		Will cast his wife a piercing glance. All the warmth that Jocelyn had experienced from him was instantly vanished, and for that moment, he was a replica of Reggie, in a different body and clothes.

		“No, I’m serious, you two,” Alex argued. There was little malice in her voice, but she was still annoying Will.

		“If you two want to go have your own conversation between yourselves, please do, we’re not stopping you,” Will said.

		“I was trying to make a point,” Alex came back, more adamantly this time. She was rising from the table, taking her plate to the kitchen when Will reached for her arm and the plate clattered to the floor.

		“You forgot what I told you?” he asked her.

		“Forgot what?” she asked.

		“Maybe Reggie and Jocelyn would like to see the cane on your ass.”

		“I wasn’t trying to be rude or flip,” she answered exasperated, though her tone was conciliatory.

		“Go get the cane,” he said.

		“But…”

		“Doesn’t matter, I’ve decided anyway. You’ve annoyed me, brat. I’ve ignored far too long… but not today.”

		“But with company, please,” she whined.

		“Good god, Reggie’s probably taken care of your butt more than I have, and Jocelyn gets her ass end paddled. I don’t think there’s any reason to hold back on that account.”

		“Oh but…” She tried to wrench away from his firm grip.

		“Go get the cane, Alexandra,” Reggie’s voice shot out with its familiar air of authority.

		For an instant the rebelling blonde was in the middle of a nasty quandary…

		…One Jocelyn could relate to. The redhead shivered herself, knowing that Alex was not going to win any battle here. She dreaded the outcome she was sure to witness.

		“I don’t really want to see this,” Jocelyn whispered squeamishly to Reggie.

		“You can damn well stay here and see it, unless, of course, you want to be the center of attention?”

		Jocelyn was instantly silenced. She thought of the horrible punishment scene she’d witness in Germany. But that had been theatre, an offbeat S&M club. Here in someone’s house, it was like walking into their bedroom, or worse.

		When Alex returned with the cane, Jocelyn relived the moment of her own caning, as she watched the sassy blonde ordered to bend over. Right there at the dinner table, Will rose, approached his wife’s rear and began to lay nine sharp cuts across the Alex’s white behind. Why nine, that number was a secret between husband and wife that neither guest was privy to.

		Jocelyn was horrified by the way the red lines appeared on the surface of Alex’s fair skin. They stood out as brash statements of her surrender. It was an unwilling surrender, Jocelyn could see the defiance in her, desiring insurrection; but it wouldn’t happen this day. She thought the once sweet Will as ruthless her own Reggie. Maybe it was easier that Reggie didn’t cloak his dominance with all that warmth. It might be easier to know where she stood. Then again, Reggie could be as impulsive as this man was. Perhaps that was a trait of dominant men, they didn’t deny their whims, their darkest impulses turned into fact with a turn of a phrase, a glance of the eye, or a sudden command.

		Each line on Alex’s bottom drew a passionate wail from the woman. The tears she’d shed before they arrived were obviously flowing again.

		Such humiliation!

		Jocelyn wanted leave, but she didn’t dare. She was ready to leap to her feet, but Reggie would only have brought her back with a firm hand. She had the distinct impression that he’d live up to his word and cane her here, too, if she tried to bolt. They were a cozy group with similar bizarre inclinations, and if Reggie wanted to take her a step further in her initiation into his world, this would certainly be a perfect place. It even crossed her mind that she had been set up to see this performance, though she could hardly believe that Alex would consent to this treatment just for her benefit.

		The seventh cut made Jocelyn jerk away as if was happening to her. It was so fierce that it practically knocked Alex from her feet. The blonde started to bolt, but Reggie, not Will, lurched forward and grabbed her by the arm. There was an instant when their eyes met, Reggie capturing the not so submissive woman in a deadly stare. What Jocelyn witnessed was the hold her lover had over the woman – one that perhaps even Will didn’t have.

		“You’re fighting it again, Alexandra. Don’t,” he said in his steeliest voice, as his eyes made a cold journey into her mind.

		The comment was all she required for Alex let go her fight and resumed her position. The last cuts paled in comparison to the earlier ones. The confrontation was obviously over.

		

		***

		

		Jocelyn and Reggie drove away from the Kozak’s apartment in silence.

		“You’re quiet,” Reggie finally broke the silence, noting his normally loquacious Jocelyn was in a sullen pensive mood.

		“Lots to think about,” she said.

		“My friends disturb you?”

		“I don’t know about the caning,” she said.

		“It didn’t arouse you?”

		“I suppose it did in a weird sort of way. I don’t think it should have.”

		“What is, is,” he said.

		“Did it arouse you?” she asked.

		“No,” he replied.

		“That surprises me,” she said.

		“Alexandra fights herself so much, she was staging a rebellion, but that gets a little dreary sometimes.”

		“It does?” Jocelyn pondered aloud, not expecting him to say that. “Was she the other woman that tried to get inside your heart?”

		The comment stopped Reggie cold. Only after a few chilly moments did he reply. “She was.”

		“And she didn’t go far enough, I wonder why?”

		“I wouldn’t let her.”

		“Why was that?”

		“Because I knew she’d be happier with Will. I think the two of us are too much alike.”

		“What do you mean by that?” Jocelyn was completely confused.

		“We’re perfectionists. We both need a milder kind of energy to counteract our intensity.”

		“That’s interesting.”

		“Why?”

		“It’s almost an admission of imperfection,” she said, laughing.

		“Haven’t I done that before?”

		“Never in business, and rarely when it’s personal,” she replied.

		“Well see? I’m changing. That should make you happy.”

		“That depends on what changes,” she said. “Most of you, I wouldn’t change for anything in the world.”

		“That’s good, because I think most of me is perfect to a fault.”

		Jocelyn laughed again, the melody of her mellow voice touched him in places that had been too long denied the opportunity to feel.

		

	
		

		Chapter Eight

		

		Jocelyn walked into Reggie’s office and directly past his desk. All protocol aside, she moved around his chair, and standing behind him, she leaned in and began rubbing his shoulders.

		He sat up straight. “To what do I owe this forwardness?”

		“My extreme affection for you,” she replied.

		“And business manners are out the window?”

		“Business manners?” she questioned him. “Humph. Let’s see, you strip me down to nothing in the office and screw me. That’s not a breach in office decorum?”

		“You were wearing a corset,” he reminded her, she’d put him in a good mood the minute he saw her.

		Jocelyn ran her hands down his chest. “Well Reg, this is a special occasion that warrants this attention. I don’t want you to forget me.”

		“Why would I forget you when I have your beautiful face and exasperating mind roaming about my office every day?”

		“That’s the point, darling,” she said. “All this togetherness is coming to an end.”

		“Oh, the contract’s up?”

		“The boss isn’t paying anymore,” she reminded him.

		“I was advised by my ‘business consultant’ that I didn’t need you anymore,” he said, with a pleasant smirk swiveling about in his chair.

		“Your consultant is a wise woman, a little daft when it comes to personal matters, but she’s a whiz in business,” she smirked back.

		“I thought you still had a couple weeks of work left?”

		“Rick and Warren can take care of it. But the big bucks powerhouse has to move on. I’m flying to London on Monday for three weeks.”

		His face was expressionless. Where it had bordered on jovial, there was now nothing there. Jocelyn drew her hand through his hair pushing it off his face. “You’re working too hard, why don’t you come with me?”

		“That’s as much a laugh as your going with me to Germany.”

		“But I did go.”

		“So you did.”

		“Besides, how will I know how to behave if I don’t have you around?” she asked.

		“I’m sure you’ll figure it out.” There was a chill in his voice she didn’t like. Ever since she announced her leaving, the all too familiar wall that hid Reggie’s softer nature was resurrecting itself piece by piece.

		“My, I expected something more than this,” she replied. “I can’t tell what you’re feeling.”

		“Maybe because I’m not feeling anything in particular.”

		“You’re not going to miss me?” She scrutinized his expression, looking for some small clue pointing to his thoughts. He hadn’t answered her. “Are you upset about something?”

		“Not in the slightest. The company is running smoother than ever, thanks to you.”

		“I was hoping we could get to something more personal.”

		“Yes, I’ll probably miss you, at least by the third day. But you’ll be back, won’t you?”

		“I’ll be coming home. But to you? That would depend on the welcome I get,” she said, feeling very much annoyed. “You know, it seems for once you could drop this cool reserve and be a little more emotional.”

		“That wouldn’t be like me, Jocelyn,” he said.

		“No, I suppose not.”

		She frowned and turned to walk out of the office.

		“You want to go out Saturday night?” he asked before she could get to the door.”

		She looked back.

		“No. I like to get lots of sleep before a trip like this, and I have to get up at the crack of dawn Monday morning.” Her chill was as obvious as his.

		

		It was two days later, Saturday in the early evening. The sky was in that odd stage between daylight and night, where there is no specific color, but a blend of many that made the interior of Jocelyn’s apartment glow almost iridescent. She’d been working on some paperwork for her trip, her dining room table amass with papers.

		The knock on the door was brisk and efficient.

		Who would be landing at her home now? she wondered. She had plans to burrow into her cave for the night and let the sumptuous cocoon comfort her.

		Answering the knock, her heart jumped, then raced, then began to turn angry when she saw Reggie at the door.

		“Was I too brusque with you the other day?”

		“When?”

		“In the office.”

		“You’re always brusque.”

		“If you don’t want to invite me in, I’ll leave.”

		“No, no, please come in. I’m just lazily getting ready for this trip.” She walked into her living room, Reggie following. Reaching the far wall she gazed outside to the approaching evening, feeling ever so lonely. “So is this suppose to be a apology?” she asked. She was having a horrible time being haughty with him, but he deserved it.

		“It could be, an acknowledgment at least.”

		“Oh?” she waited for more.

		“You’re leaving for three weeks is irritating. Not having control of you is just as irritating.”

		Jocelyn looked at him seeing all the multitude of things that she’d seen in the man for weeks carrying her away again. She was like a child with a school girl crush, resurrecting her emotions for him over and over again with just the smallest encouragement. This was big time encouragement, Reggie coming to her.

		He walked toward her, to run his hand along her face, and trace a line along her jaw with a single finger. A distinctive feeling ignited between her thighs that she felt all the way to her crotch.

		The first kiss was gentle. In fact, all of Reggie’s kisses were gentle, simple, coming out of the cool of his demeanor, not the heat that laid on flashing stokes to flame her sex with fire. He was a very patient lover when he chose to be. It was a moment to try her patience when she was ready to have him fling her to the bed or floor or anywhere and screw her.

		This time, it was all silent, wordless. Even the pleasured gasps of mounting arousal were muted. Everything was measured in simple touches.

		He left her standing while his hands explored her. She touched him lightly, but didn’t explore in return, being content to receive. When his hand lifted the bottom of her T-shirt to find her breasts, it was two tender fingers that found her nipple and gently pinched it. He was standing so close to her, she could feel his hard-on jerk inside his pants, as his fingers teased the tiny bud a little harder each time he squeezed. She was tempted to move against him, but she remained immobile.

		There was no wild raging river of sensation crashing through her as there had been so many times before. Infinitesimal things moved her, like his breath with the faint aroma of coffee lingering, and the distinct scent of his cologne, which she’d come to associate with sexual passion. The hand not on her breast, went to her bottom and brought her groin into his, so she could feel more intimately than ever the brewing heat inside his pants. Locked so closely together, there was still some distance between them. In the physical sense it was small, but emotionally there was still an immense wide canyon. The sheer cliffs of that canyon were too dangerous for them to explore. Though moments like this one shortened that distance and made the danger much less ominous.

		One hand slipped inside her pants to find nothing but skin against it. Smooth Jocelyn skin. As his hand grazed her bottom, Reggie remembered the wild array of hues he’d seen on that flesh, how he’d tasted her sweat and the perfume of her musky female spaces. He remembered how he’d watched her move in orgasmic delight.

		As he continued the slow erotic tease, Jocelyn realized that this was one place, for all their arguments and struggles for control, where she was content to let him have control, and take her to the realms where he reigned, where his cunning was as impeccable as his visage, and his insight into her body was more exact than even she could imagine.

		The kisses on her mouth became more insistent, his tongue began to explore her, his hands moved more vigorously, too. She couldn’t help herself. She began groping him at will, and soon the two were moving inch by inch toward the bedroom, ready to tumble into the messy sheets of her unmade bed. She always made it every morning but this one. Now, it looked like she’d just fucked someone there, but he didn’t seem to notice.

		He moved her about the bed, his arms leading her as if they were dancing. One article of clothing after another was cast away, landing on the floor until they were both naked. His pants, her T-shirt, his shirt, her pants, the slips of underwear, until there was nothing at all to separate them but their own reluctance.

		Jocelyn would have been happy to have been pressed crotch to crotch, breast to chest, with mouths kissing madly. But he upended her so her cunt was in his face, and his erection was at her mouth. The mutual oral manipulation wedded her to him in a baser way. The intimacy was more demanding in this carnal pose. She explored his body, as he explored hers in every heated place, with tongue and hands and probing fingers. In the wet heat of evening, they felt like one body.

		She wanted him inside her, his wide prick capturing her, demanding, determined, prodding hard, seeking a completion for them both.

		Explosions ripped through their bodies. And the silence they’d observed all through the act ended with animal cries, one deep, and one of a higher pitch. The finale was being arm in arm, silent once more, allowing themselves to return to a reality hardly as easy as the sphere of pleasure from which they’d just emerged.

		

		It might have been an hour later. They might have dozed during that time. Now Reggie was bending over the lounging Jocelyn, completely dressed.

		“I won’t interrupt your need for peace any more. I just wanted to say goodbye properly.” He left her the way they’d begun, with the tiniest of kisses, that could have led her away again into the world of their sexual fortune.

		She gazed up at his vanishing form in silence.

		“Dammit!” she moaned, throwing a pillow toward her bedroom door when he was gone. She could have run after him, asked him to spend the night, but he was too swift for her. Her consciousness was still scattered about the room, thinking of sex and bliss and sex and bliss. She let him walk out without answering for himself or committing to anything or discussing what was foremost on her mind – their future.

		

		***

		

		All Jocelyn could think about on the way to London was the trip to Germany, and the trip home from Germany, and the dinner with Will and Alex, and the Saturday night before she left…and every other moment she’d spent with the man she loved.

		Did it matter that he hadn’t said I love you? Did it matter that this relationship was an emotional rollercoaster ride? Did it matter that she was often out of control and vulnerable to the whims of a man that remained a mystery to her? She liked adventure, and mystery, and high drama. But what would it be like with him if it was forever? Could they live with that kind of intensity? And why was she even considering forever, he’d made no suggestions that he thought of anything beyond the present moment.

		And of course, there was that dreadful word, submissive.

		Reggie was likely right from the start. She was no sexual submissive. She loved to submit sexually, but there was a big difference. An attitude mostly. She’d seen it in Alexandra Kozak. There was a quality in the woman that required relinquishing everything, which seemed so right for her, even if she still fought it. Submissive was a state of being Jocelyn wasn’t sure she understood. To her, submitting to Reggie meant wild sexual theatre and kinky fun, and the hottest sex she’d ever had. But he’d have a hell of a time if he thought he’d ever ‘train’ her.

		And if he was right, if he knew she wasn’t submissive, why the hell was he going into their relationship with such passion?

		The plane landed on foreign soil where she’d make her home for three weeks. She hoped before the trip was over that she’d have a few things figured out.

		

	
		

		Chapter Nine

		

		“Miss Crandall, is it?” Reggie said, eyeing a young blonde woman seated in front of him. She couldn’t have been more than twenty two, fresh out of college, looking to nab the secretarial assistant opening. How like Alexandra, and a dozen other young things that had paraded through his life. Delicate, creative, industrious, and no doubt submissive. There was that same old thrill charging through his body eyeing such a creature.

		“Yes, sir,” Shelby Crandall replied.

		She was sitting on the edge of her chair, trying to hide her nervousness, but her hands were already sweating. She’d already been approved by Dwight and this was her final interview. It would be the most difficult for her; but for Reggie it was just a formality.

		“I’m not an easy man to work for, Miss Crandall. I’m told I’m rude and cold. In fact, I’ve been recently warned by a high priced efficiency consultant to lighten my autocratic tendencies in running this company. I’m afraid, I only make cursory efforts in that regard, much to my consultant’s disapproval. You’ll have to be willing to put up with my temperament.”

		“Funny you should say that. I rather thrive in that kind of temperament,” Shelby Crandall replied, cocking her head sweetly.

		“Really?” He’d have to tell Jocelyn that there were people that responded favorably to ‘rude and autocratic bosses,’” he smiled to himself.

		“And sir, I would consider working for this company a major step forward in my business career. You’re company is so well respected.”

		“It’s a plum of a job,” he agreed. “And it’ll be difficult to get up to speed, but I’ll demand that. I don’t have ‘training’ periods. You’ll be expected to perform from day one.”

		“I’ll give it my very best, sir,” she replied.

		“Well, I think that’s all I need,” Reggie said. “You can go now.” He started to attend to some papers on his desk while the young woman rose from her chair and moved toward the door.

		“Mr. Harold,” she turned back, interrupting her dismissal. “I…uh…”

		“You have something to say?” He looked so annoyed with her, she wondered if she should speak. “If there’s something else, Miss Crandall, please speak.”

		“Yes sir, I…uh, well I’ve been…it’s been mentioned to me that your autocratic methods extend to certain disciplinary practices with some female employees?” She looked at him for confirmation. Her knees were trembling more than ever.

		“You heard that, where?” Reggie asked.

		“Her name was Margo…” she answered.

		“I remember her,” Reggie replied. Another blonde – though they weren’t all blondes. Margo was a tiny little thing who liked to be tied up and spanked. The tying up was very important. He remembered mostly the time he’d caned her. She was practically orgasmic before it was over. “Margo suggested what?” Reggie asked the trembling young woman.

		Shelby Crandall wasn’t sure it wouldn’t be better just to flee, but she’d already gone this far, how could she retreat?

		“I have certain submissive tendencies that require certain treatment,” she explained.

		“What kind of treatment is that?” he asked.

		“Sir. This is hard to say.” She was starting to falter.

		“Let’s have it all since you’ve chosen to begin this line of conversation.”

		“I have a need for good discipline, for my bottom to be spanked or paddled or…” She hesitated to go on.

		“I’ve given up those practices,” Reggie informed her. “These are more dangerous times to be taking liberties with females in a company like this.”

		“Even willing females?” she asked.

		“I’ll keep the thought in mind,” he said, briskly trying to return to his work.

		“I am quite serious, sir,” she made her final comment.

		“Unless you want me to flog you right now, I’d suggest that you better get that pretty ass out of this office.”

		“Yes sir,” she replied. She considered the conversation a positive sign, even if Mr. Harold was noncommittal.

		

		***

		

		Three days later, the nervous Shelby Crandall was in his office again. This time she was standing in front of him with the remains of a report in her hand. Reggie had gone over it with a cursory eye, marking it with the bold stripes of a red pen. He handed the document back to her.

		“I’m sorry, sir,” she said, meekly. This her first task for him, and she’d failed miserably. She was too scared to ask questions of him, and that was her undoing. Her guessing was all wrong.

		“It’s poor first try,” he said. “Have the corrected file on my desk by five.”

		“Yes, sir, I will.” She left hastily.

		

		It was seven o’clock before the file finally appeared in front of Reggie. Though the report was perfect this time, he was annoyed by the delay.

		“Miss Crandall, I hope your future work will be accomplished a little more efficiently,” he said.

		“I’m sure it will be. I was just…”

		“Excuses aren’t necessary. Top quality work is. You may go.”

		Reggie could almost see the thrill of delight run though the young woman as he made his stern rebuke. He smiled to himself, thinking how easy it was with the right woman. Jocelyn, good god! She was a bother, but the damnedest bother he’d ever known. She’d never in a million years be like Shelby, or Alexandra or Margo, or any of the others. Finding even the thought of her refreshing, he took a few minutes to think about her, wondering what time it was in London.

		

		Shelby Crandall was in his office several days later, along with Dwight and her immediate supervisor. It was a grim conference. Two days late on important company deadlines was something Reggie did not abide.

		“There have been some good reports coming in on your new assistant,” Reggie observed, trying to soften the message that would follow. Jocelyn would be proud of his effort. “But,” he continued, “we seem to have a problem with Shelby’s accuracy. Let’s handle it.”

		It was just that simple, the meeting was over.

		“Miss Crandall,” Reggie called to the woman, as she was on her way out. She was the last to leave. “One more thing.”

		“Yes, sir?”

		“Close the door,” he directed.

		Shelby closed the door and moved back toward Reggie’s desk.

		“If you are deliberately trying to rouse my passions for discipline again, I think you should be careful. I have given it up. The last secretary I had didn’t believe me, and I fired her when her work started to suffer. She challenged me and lost the game. Do you understand?”

		“Yes sir,” she replied.

		There was a sad look on the girl’s face, almost despondent. At least it furnished Reggie with the answer he was looking for. The mistakes in her work were so contrived, it was obvious what she was looking for.

		“I hate being manipulated.”

		“Honestly sir…” she started to defend herself.

		“That will be enough,” he interrupted whatever whining explanation she had and waved her off.

		

		Several days of perfect work from his new assistant pointed to the young woman’s ready reform. He actually enjoyed Shelby’s youthful body gracing the executive offices of the company. Since Jocelyn had left, there hadn’t been anyone quite as charming or arousing. She certainly couldn’t hold a candle to his lover, but she was a pleasant diversion, including her well rounded bottom, that no doubt would take a good deal of deserved punishment.

		After the first unfortunate forays, Shelby Crandall seemed to be working out well. However, an early morning executive staff meeting gone awry changed all that.

		Intended to start at eight o’clock sharp, the young assistant was nowhere to be found. The rest of the staff waited for a half hour, but when she didn’t arrive, they went on without her. Unfortunately, since half the meeting concerned Miss Crandall’s reports, there was little point to the gathering. Ten minutes of quick discussion and Reggie dismissed the rest of his staff.

		At nine o’clock, Shelby Crandall finally dashed from the elevator and moved rapidly toward her office. She was flustered and about ready to spit out her bevy of explanations when she saw Mr. Harold in a discussion with his secretary.

		Shelby waited impatiently, but instead of acknowledging her, Reggie picked up his brief case. “I don’t have time now,” he said, as he brushed past the young woman on his way to the elevator. “We’ll be talking about this when I return,” he said grimly. He disappeared from sight before she could speak again.

		

		When Reggie returned to the building, he immediately called the new assistant into his office.

		“Miss Crandall, you have an explanation for this morning? And please, I want the short version.”

		She took a deep breath. “I’m sorry sir, I overslept. I think my alarm clock broke but I’m not sure. I wasn’t aware of it until I turned on the radio.”

		“You overslept!” he looked at her in disbelief.

		“Yes sir.”

		“That is the lamest excuse I’ve ever heard.”

		“But it’s true.”

		“And no call to the office?”

		“I was in too much of a hurry, I knew how important this meeting was. But, I guess there’s really no adequate excuse.”

		“No, I think not. You’re not being at the meeting changed this entire day, you have no idea the impact.”

		“So, I suppose you’re firing me?” she asked. Certainly this had to be the last straw. The beginnings of her career were having a less than sterling impact on the company.

		“No, I’m not,” Reggie replied.

		“No?” She looked surprised.

		“Miss Crandall, it takes too damn much time to hire someone who’s supposed to be as intelligent and efficient as you. I’m a practical man, and a fair one. I simply can’t afford to fire you.”

		“Oh, sir, thank you. I promise, this will never happen again.”

		He eyed her with a fixed look that made her shiver instantly.

		“This blunder of yours however, will not be ignored. Since you made such a point of telling me of your inclinations for discipline, I’ll give you a treat. Though I doubt you’ll want a repeat performance. At least let’s hope not.”

		The young woman’s eyes were wide with wonder. Thrill and fear were dashing through her slight frame in the same instant. Her knees were suddenly weak, and for the most inexplicable reason, her bottom was already burning and her boss had not yet laid a hand on her. Shelby had spent many a night rehearsing just such a moment in her mind, allowing the idea of the handsome Mr. Harold spanking her bottom to excite her beyond belief. When he informed her that it would not happen, that only doubled her desire. She had visions of making the man so angry that he’d finally break down and do the act. Apparently she’d done just that.

		But now, as much as she’d fantasized about this happening, facing a real punishment was appalling. She’d never had a full-fledged punishment. Lots of playful spankings with one boyfriend. And while this was straight out of her fondest fantasies, the reality was far more suspenseful and scary than she ever imagined.

		She watched intently as Reggie moved to his desk and opened a bottom drawer. When he rose, she saw the leather spanker in his hand. A lightning bolt of alarm darted through her body.

		When he approached, his stance was firm, his eyes cold and his expression grim. With his jaw set tight, and his imposing stance, all that remarkable dominant male presence made her quake to her very core.

		“Are you wearing underwear?” he asked.

		“Yes sir.”

		“Remove it.”

		She blushed immediately, but knew to comply. Lifting her skirt, she managed to pull away the panties from her hips with a quick tug, removing them without revealing too much of her private parts. She wasn’t sure if modesty really mattered, considering the fact he’d be baring her behind in a few minutes anyway.

		With that task accomplished, her little white panties just a tiny spot on the floor, she looked up at him meekly.

		“Bend over the desk,” he instructed.

		It was the last she saw of his face and the spanker until the punishment was over. She closed her eyes tightly, too afraid to even look. Everything else that followed was straight from her daydreams.

		Shelby felt his hands lifting her skirt. She felt the air on her bare skin, wondering all the while what he was thinking. Did he admire the shape of her bottom? Did this arouse him the way it was arousing her, the way the men in the spanking stories she read were aroused by the sight of a naked bottom? Did he have other designs for her, the same designs she had for him? She had the most exhilarating feeling of delight rushing through her. She almost smiled, she was so happy…

		At least until the first smack hit. That first fierce blow jolted Shelby so much she was practically knocked from her feet.

		“Oh, my god!” she shrieked.

		The first smack was followed by an untold number of others, one right after the other. The burn, the sting, the heat, the pain…it was far more intense than her fantasies told.

		“Oh, I can’t stand this!” she wailed, hoping he’d hear her woe and end it. But that wasn’t the plan. Mr. Harold was clearly in charge.

		No matter how much she wiggled and wailed and jumped up and down, he kept up the spanking.

		“Settle yourself, Miss Crandall, or this might go on forever,” he warned.

		She gritted her teeth and tried to stop her dancing feet, but each new smack leveled on her bottom just made the whole horrible thing worse.

		“Please no, please stop!” she cried over and over again.

		After what seemed like a hour, though it was really only a couple minutes, Reggie slowed the pace, though he laid especially hard biting smacks on the center of her bottom, one right on top of another.

		“Oh, god, please stop!” she wailed, and she slumped down so he couldn’t level the next smack on her burning behind.

		“I’m sorry, I’m really sorry,” she cried. “But please.”

		Reggie stood back waiting.

		Shelby worried that he wanted to begin again, but when she looked up at his placid face, she sensed he was finished, too. Gingerly rising to her feet, she faced her boss with a bowed head, admonished, embarrassed and thoroughly overcome.

		“I suppose you’ll be more careful of your job performance. I hope the desire for spanking has finally been realized, and you won’t be manipulating another confrontation. You got just the basics today. Anything further would be much more harsh. I’ve used a cane liberally in the past. But then, I’d like to give up this kind of theatre, Miss Crandall. My charity will not extend to another foolhardy escapade like the one this morning. Is that clear?” he asked.

		“Absolutely, sir,” she replied.

		“You may go now,” he said.

		Shelby wasted no time getting to the door, but the minute she was there, she heard Reggie’s voice call her back.

		“Miss Crandall,” he said.

		“Sir,” she whipped around looking at his face. It hadn’t changed.

		“Your panties?’

		“Oh, yes sir,” she said, blushing. She quickly retrieved the fallen garment and made a hasty exit.

		Leaving his office, Shelby tried not to be noticed. And to her surprise, the atmosphere outside Mr. Harold’s office was perfectly normal. Not one sidelong glance, not one stare or snicker.

		“His office must be soundproof,” she thought to herself.

		As she scooted off toward the restroom to repair herself, she knew that this had been the very worst thing that had ever happened to her, and yet, there was the most awesome feeling of warmth and lust racing through her. She could have masturbated on the spot… if she’d had the time. She blushed to herself thinking how wicked it all was. Her fantasies would now be all the more inflamed by the stimulating moments with Mr. Harold and his leather spanker.

		

	
		

		Chapter Ten

		

		Reggie stood on the edge of the hot tub looking down at the bubbling hot water.

		“You coming in?” Will looked up at him and asked.

		“Yeah, for a while. I should be getting back.”

		“Back to what?”

		“I have some work at the office,” he explained, settling in across from his friend. He’d had a hellacious work out so he was aching all over, that good kind of ache after strenuous exercise. It had been good therapy for a day too filled with too many reminders to suit him.

		“You know, Reg, you look stressed. Something bothering you?” Will asked.

		“Not my usual relaxed and peaceful self?” he joked.

		“Hell no.” Will waited a moment before he said it. “It’s Jocelyn, isn’t it?”

		“She’s been gone two weeks.”

		“God, you’re probably horny too,” Will snickered.

		“That’s not my problem. I can have all the sex I want,” Reggie replied.

		“Can you now?” Will didn’t believe him.

		“You trying to say something?” Reggie looked at his friend suspiciously.

		“Yeah, you don’t have all the sex you want because you want it with Jocelyn,” Will went right straight to the point.

		Reggie stared off for some minutes. The thoughts in his head were as agitated as the water around him, one bubbling cauldron. He didn’t really like the heat in either place.

		“Dammit, Will, I’m breaking every relationship rule I’ve ever had.”

		“And is that a problem?”

		“For me it is. I’m courting a woman who’s as strong and pig-headed and controlling as I am. And I’m cherishing every minute with her like I was an eighteen year old kid. I wasn’t even like this when I was eighteen. I’m used to my life one way and she’s tearing all my order apart.”

		“That sounds serious.”

		“I warned her, she couldn’t be the submissive I needed. And so she practically demands we begin a relationship. And now I’m in a relationship that I never wanted.”

		“So now you don’t know how to let her down gracefully?”

		“No, I don’t want to let her down gracefully, I don’t want to let her down at all.”

		Will shook his head. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen you this way.”

		“What way?”

		“You’re smitten.”

		“Smitten, good god.” The word made him shudder.

		“You’re more than smitten, you’re fucking in love with the brat.”

		“In love?”

		“Look at yourself. She’s gone, you’re miserable, how else would describe your state of mind? You’re right, you’re just like an eighteen year old school kid.” He tried to keep from laughing.

		“Will, she’s not the kind of woman that I’m accustomed to. I’ve been a sexual dominant for years and it’s satisfied me. And now, something else comes along that’s so absurd and I have my friends telling me I’m smitten.”

		“You should have heard Alex after you left the other night.”

		“What did she say?”

		“The same thing. Let me see…I quote, ‘Reggie is hopelessly in love, and the first opportunity I get I’m going to throw it in his pretty face’.”

		“I’ll paddle her ass for that one,” Reggie said dryly.

		“But, it’s true.”

		“It’s true.” He shrugged. “I tested myself today. A little spanking aficionado, little nymph of a naughty brat, just hired her. And I find out after she’s already on the payroll that she likes to be ‘disciplined.’ My God, I was going back in time, way back, farther back than Alex, farther back than…”

		“So you paddled her butt, then what happened?” Will asked.

		“I didn’t say I paddled her butt. I told her I was out of the business.”

		“But you paddled her anyway.”

		“She was a charming little thing,” Reggie admitted. “But I don’t want to do it anymore. It isn’t what I need. It’s a lot more complex than that, and a lot simpler too. I need something more substantial.”

		“And that’s Jocelyn,” Will said, as if he knew it all along.

		Reggie sighed deeply, the warm eyes of his nurturing friend had helped him pick up pieces of broken plans a number of times in his life. He’d helped Will, too, mostly with Alex. It was a good gift to give a friend as good as Will. If he was going to admit anything, it was a perfectly good time and the easiest place he’d find. “And that’s Jocelyn,” he repeated Will’s remark as if it was mantra to be repeated over and over, just to see how well he could handle the news. He’d thought around the idea for days, for weeks in fact. All his musings on the nature of himself and his bizarre relationship boiled down to this one fact.

		

	
		

		Chapter Eleven

		

		Jocelyn picked over the fruit in the tiny grocery store, looking for something choice. Nothing seemed to suit her, and she ended up putting a little bit of everything in the basket. Quandaries, puzzles and decisionless days were never her best. Two days back from London, however, and she’d still not reached an answer to her present haunting problem.

		“Jocelyn, is that you?” a female voice cut through her thoughts.

		She turned.

		“Alex!” The lovely blonde’s amiable face appeared just steps away from her. “What a surprise to see you here.”

		“I don’t come down to this market often, but I love the produce. The best in town don’t you think?”

		“Exactly,” Jocelyn replied. Such a change from weeks before when she first met the woman. There was none of the tension that was present in that first and very bizarre evening.

		“You know we really should get to know each other better,” Alex said. “Our dinner party, well you know how that ended up. I’m really sorry. I was a little screwed up about the whole thing. Reggie has always had a way of shaking me up so much, I manage to screw things up even more. Of course, that’s in the past.”

		“Reggie does have a distinct effect on people,” Jocelyn agreed.

		“Speaking of Reg, he dropped by the other night and said you were in London?”

		“I just got back.”

		“So you’ve called him?”

		“No, I haven’t,” she admitted. “I really needed some time to myself.”

		“I can understand that. Reggie’s pretty intense.”

		“Frankly, Alex, I’m not so sure that there’s going to be a relationship.”

		“Really?” There was a look of concern on her face.

		“Would like to go to coffee?” Jocelyn suddenly asked. It was a spur of the moment idea, but it seemed absolutely perfect for the situation.

		“Now? Sure. I have about an hour before I’ve got to get home.”

		

		The two women completed their purchases in the market, and walked down the street together to a small street-side cafe.

		“Let’s go inside,” Jocelyn suggested. “It’s quieter.”

		Alex followed the woman to the back of the restaurant where they found a table in one corner. They ordered lattes from a smiling faced teenage girl.

		“If you don’t mind my observation,” Alex said, as she admired Jocelyn and her beautiful mass of auburn curls, “You look unsettled. Not that I know you very well, but I picture you being very self-assured.”

		The waitress returned with their cappuccino, and the two women waited for her to leave before continuing.

		“I am unsettled,” Jocelyn taking a sip of her latte. “And I’m not used to this kind of thing paralyzing me. I hate it. I don’t do it in business and usually never in my personal life. But…”

		“But Reggie is a different sort of man,” Alex said, getting straight to the point.

		Jocelyn didn’t have to answer, the two women were on a common wave length. “You know him well, don’t you?”

		“I know of him. But know him? I don’t know if anyone could. Maybe you.”

		“You’re giving me too much credit.” Jocelyn smiled.

		They drank their coffee in the comfortable quiet, the kind of quiet where women get to know each other, sense their feelings for someone they hardly know and make conclusions on a potential friendship.

		“Do you mind my asking you some personal questions?” Jocelyn finally ventured.

		“About my relationship with Reggie?”

		“I realize it’s a little forward, but then Reggie told me to.”

		“What do you want to know?”

		“I know a lot about his dominant sexual inclinations. I know some of what he’s done in the past, but it’s all a little vague. Reggie says he trained you? I asked him what that meant, he told me to ask you.”

		“Now isn’t that a typical Reggie response.” Alex laughed.

		“Is this too personal?”

		“Not really, I don’t think you’ll go blabbing this everywhere.”

		“Oh, no, please, I just want to understand him.”

		“I can’t tell you what ‘training’ means for every submissive. In fact, I don’t really think he ‘trained’ me in the official sense, if there is an official sense. He did help Will and me through a very tough time. For many years, I was haunted by sexual fantasies, wild, crude, nasty fantasies. I didn’t know what to do with them. When Will came along, I thought I’d found my knight in shining armor, he was so perfect. For a while the fantasies died away and good sex with him was all I needed. But then, like some caged beast, the fantasies came roaring back and threatened to ruin our relationship. That was when Will suggested that I see Reg.”

		“You lived with him, I gather?”

		“For several months. Not too many people have friends like Reggie. I guess we can be glad that Will had one. I don’t know much about his relationships with other women, though Will told me that he took certain women and helped them live out their darkest desires. That’s what he would do for me.”

		Jocelyn watched Alex’s eyes, how they glazed over with an obscure appearance, as she slipped away from the restaurant and Jocelyn and back into memory.

		“I was young and naive and very scared. But my desire was unstoppable. Reggie spun a web of control around me that took me into this very odd sexual world. You notice his eyes and his chiseled face, the cold reserve, that incredible aloof persona. I thought I’d fallen into heaven. A wild carnal heaven. I’d do anything he said, just to have him talk to me, and command me, demand things of me that I’d never done, indecent and absurd things. It really didn’t matter. I did it all as his submissive.”

		Jocelyn followed her new friend into her peculiar place, trying to look with her eyes into what Alex had experienced.

		“He set up situations for me, and required that I submit to his sexual demands. He dressed me in exotic clothes, and gave me to other men who used me. They tied me up and spanked my bottom until it was raw, and then took me in the ass. As much as I often resisted the extremes he demanded, my months with him were deeply satisfying. There were softer scenes too. Group sex with women and men, when I discovered my bisexuality. I learned that the bounds of my real sexual appetites were very wide, and that at the very core of my sexuality, I’m basically submissive.”

		“This was what you’d fantasized about, these scenes Reggie created?”

		“Many times. But don’t get me wrong. Our relationship was hardly blissful. I was angry that he wasn’t going to be my lover. He demanded all these things and at best, he stood back and watched. Sometimes he completely ignored me once he set his plans in motion. It was a savage thorn in my side that he didn’t want to have me for himself, and it became my goal to become his lover.”

		“You were never lovers?” Jocelyn asked.

		“Only at the very end. The first time Reggie took me into his world was about four years ago. I wanted him so much that I forgot about Will altogether, and he knew that. Just before it was time for me to leave him, he gave me my great desire. He set up a scene that ended with just the two of us. That night, we tried to make a connection, and everything should have been perfect. I’m still not sure what happened. But after all he put me through, and considering his very intimate knowledge of me, the lovemaking was so impersonal. I was betrayed by his coldness, his inability to give back to me what I really wanted. There was so much inside me that I wanted to share with him, but he wasn’t able to go there. He seemed okay with that. But I certainly wasn’t.”

		She paused letting the old sadness claim her again.

		“I realized then that he wasn’t the man I really needed. I finally got my head on straight and moved back in with Will where I belonged.”

		Jocelyn let the story settle, wondering for herself why Reggie would go to such lengths with a woman, when he asked for so little for himself.

		“But you’ve been with him more recently, haven’t you?”

		“It was just a short time, and it was very different from the first. Will and I separated because of a stupid mistake I made. Will suggested that if I wanted to make amends, I submit to Reggie again, which was the last thing I ever wanted to do. But…I wanted Will enough to humble myself before the master and take my lickings.”

		“So he punished you?”

		“It was pretty personal this time. He focused on my ass. It makes me burn even now to think of it. My poor bottom should be callused as much as he spanked me, and caned me, and strapped me. He did it all. This fair ass was blushing regularly. And even now, there’s something about the way Reggie disciplines me that’s unique. Will has his own technique. But he doesn’t have the same command as Reggie. I think it’s because Will loves me, which makes a big difference. Reggie loves to abuse rear ends, of course you likely know that.”

		“I do.”

		“This second time, he was still cold and distant. But for the first time, I saw a crack in his steel-plated armor. Like he wanted something more. Not necessarily from me, but from some woman. Frankly, I think his friendship with Will prevented him from going very far with me. He’s intensely loyal. Though we did make love, if you could call it that. It felt like two lonely, empty people coming together, finding some kind of bond in that. But it was never anything that could last. When the time was right, he turned over the reins to Will.”

		“And you’re no longer in love with him?”

		“I don’t think what I felt was ever love. You can’t love, really love, what you don’t know.”

		“But he can still make you obey him?” She recalled the night in Alex’s apartment.

		“He can still remind me of who I am, when I find myself faltering. But that’s not love, Jocelyn. That’s mortal fear. The situation you’re thinking of a few weeks ago, he was one step from joining Will in his battle with me. And I had no desire to have my ass end burning more than it already was.”

		In the long silence that followed their eyes met. Some curious union begun between them. Something in common and something opposite in their natures made a blossoming friendship.

		“You’ve been on a wild ride,” Jocelyn observed.

		“And you too I gather?” Alex asked.

		“It’s why I’m hiding away in my apartment not calling him, because I don’t know what to say.”

		“How about the truth?” Alex suggested.

		“I’m afraid of how he’ll take it. I can’t imagine letting him down, how he’ll take the hurt. If he’ll hurt at all. But I also know, I can’t have the relationship he wants.”

		“You need to talk to him Sitting in your apartment avoiding Reg and trying to figure it out will get you no answers.”

		She nodded, looking into Alex’s understanding face. “You’re a wise woman,” Jocelyn observed.

		“As wise as you are, I’m sure. Why don’t you join Will and me tomorrow. We’re going out on the lake, just a little gathering of friends, nothing fancy at all. He has access to this terrific yacht that belongs to his uncle, and he takes it out a couple of times a year.”

		“Sounds terrific. Reggie going to be there?”

		“Will tells me he was flying to Boston for a couple of days. I’m not expecting him.”

		“I’ll think about it, the water and fresh air might be enough to soothe my soul.”

		Alex smiled warmly, like a woman who knew herself well, even though Jocelyn had already seen enough of her to know otherwise. It was comforting, considering her own small struggle.

		

		***

		

		The next morning, Alex grabbed the jangling telephone. Her happy conversation suggested that she’d scored some triumph. Hanging up, she made the announcement, “She’s coming!”

		Will stood in the kitchen with a carton of milk in his hand taking a long drink.

		“Who’s she?”

		“Jocelyn.”

		“You invited Jocelyn? I thought she was in London?”

		“She’s home.”

		“Reggie doesn’t know that.”

		“I know.”

		“He doesn’t know. Is she running out on him?”

		“Not if I can help it.”

		“What are you cooking up?” he asked his wife suspiciously.

		“You know we had that conversation about Reg the other night. I think they really want to be together, they just don’t know it.”

		“And you’re going to see that they do?”

		“I’m just giving them the opportunity to see each other, since there seems to be a little impasse there.”

		“It’s likely to backfire, babe, and you know what that means?”

		“Yeah, Reg will be blistering my ass for interfering. And you know, I don’t care. He’s a friend. I consider it the least I can do.”

		“You’re on your own with this.”

		“But you won’t warn him?” she asked.

		“Hey, I’m out of it. As far as I’m concerned, Jocelyn Killian will be crashing our party without invitation.”

		Alex put her arms around him, kissing him affectionately. “You really are a darling.”

		“You watch your ass, Alex,” he warned, gently patting her bottom. “I won’t protect you from Reg, you know that.”

		“Did I ask you to?” Her lips formed the most tantalizing smirk, which made Will lean in and kiss her again.

		

	
		

		Chapter Twelve

		

		The water was like glass. The sun beamed joyfully in a sky dotted with white puffy clouds that suggested it would be a perfect day to enjoy the lake.

		Alex was glad that Reggie was already on the boat when Jocelyn arrived. He was in the stateroom below going over nautical stuff with Will. She greeted the exuberant woman with a smile and a rush of excitement. It had been sometime since Alex had such a delicious time manipulating anything. She couldn’t wait to see Reggie’s face, and Jocelyn’s, too. She wasn’t sure how the woman would react; she might well be sacrificing a friend doing this. But Jocelyn needed a little shaking up. She certainly didn’t need to be hiding from Reggie.

		“I’m so glad you’re here,” she said, as her arm surrounded the woman’s inviting body. For an instant, she could imagine other things with Jocelyn, her desires for women not having totally vanished; they’d simply been squelched since her marriage to Will.

		“You couldn’t have picked a better day. I admit, I’m chicken. I don’t want to go out on choppy seas. I didn’t make my final decision until I saw the morning sky and listened to the weather report.”

		Alex ushered her to the other end of the vessel, to a small group of friends. After the introductions, when it seemed like Jocelyn would add perfectly to their conversation, she left to other hostess duties. She figured Reg and Jocelyn could meet by accident. She’d done all she could.

		

		***

		

		They were a half hour out of port when Reggie, getting restless, moved topside for a breath of fresh air. It was a startling day on the water, with colors so brilliant that it took his vision extra time to take in what his eyes were seeing. At first, looking toward the bow of the boat, he thought it was some kind of mirage, the auburn hair floating on the current of air like a movie picture in a slow motion. The woman’s bottom was dancing, not to some tune, but simply swaying, as it moved to some inner rhythm and melody that only she was hearing.

		He walked cautiously toward the alluring female, wondering if she’d suddenly turn into another woman and disappoint him. And if she didn’t, if it was Jocelyn, why was she here, when she wasn’t due back from London until the following day?

		“Jocelyn,” he hailed her from five feet off, speaking loudly so she’d be certain to hear him.

		She jerked around, recognizing the voice.

		“Good God, I thought you were in Boston.”

		“Who told you that?” he asked.

		“Alex.”

		“Alex lied to you.”

		“I guess so,” Jocelyn replied.

		“Just as you lied to me,” Reggie said.

		“What do you mean?” she asked. For a moment, it totally slipped her mind that she’d returned early from Europe and had yet to tell the man in front of her.

		“You’re returning from London tomorrow. That was the plan, I believe.”

		“I came back three days ago,” she admitted.

		Used to drawing inside himself, he was so well practiced that Jocelyn wouldn’t know. But he knew. He could feel the tightness growing, feeling the past few months rapidly falling away from him as if they’d never happened.

		“I needed some time away,” she explained.

		“Three weeks wasn’t enough?” he asked.

		“Not after I talked to Alex yesterday. Listen Reggie,” she went on before he could question her further. “I didn’t expect to see you here. I really didn’t. And I’m sorry, I’d never have shown up like this if I knew you were coming. Your old girlfriend obviously got her jollies thinking that she could arrange our being together. But what I really need is a little more time.”

		“Longer yet?”

		“I got in so much trouble before, I’ll tell you right out. I’m not running away, I just need a few more days.”

		“A few more days for what?”

		“I need to think, feel, do what I do when I can’t decide on things.”

		“What do you need to think about?” he asked.

		“Hey, I thought you said you understood my occasional need for solace,” she challenged his question.

		“I do, but if it’s about our relationship, we’ll discuss it now.”

		“You’re not being fair.”

		“I’m being perfectly fair. It’s obvious that you and I don’t communicate well from long distances, our phone conversations were ghastly. I’m not particularly happy about waiting another few fucking days to see you. If you have something to tell me, do it now.”

		“You sound angry,” she said, seeing his grim expression. Though she couldn’t quite tell what was going on in his mystifying mind.

		“Maybe.”

		“You know, perhaps you deserve this. I’ve been trying to spare your feelings, but maybe you don’t really care.”

		“What the fuck are you talking about?” He was demanding and bewildered at the same time, a man used to being in control, not in control at the moment, and not happy about it.

		“Reggie, I can’t be the submissive woman you want. I can’t be trained the way you trained Alex. I don’t want to be given away for sexual thrills. I don’t want to be led and manipulated and ordered into living out fantasies. I don’t have this wealth of fantasies. I’m not like Alex. I’m not that complex. I am a very simple woman who wants your love and nothing more. And I’ll do just about anything with you sexually, because I love the sex we have. I love it crazy and bizarre. You can tie me up, whip my ass, and screw me anywhere you like. But I’m never going to be that surrendering woman. I don’t have this deep seeded need inside my soul to yield, for you to play me like a dancing puppet. I just can’t, and that breaks my heart.” There were tears in her eyes when she finished. “Goddammit, I didn’t want to get all whimpering like some ninny,” she added.

		“You don’t look that way to me,” he said. “You never have.”

		“Thank god,” she said. To her surprise, Reggie didn’t seem at all upset by her speech.

		“I think we have a major misunderstanding here, Jocelyn. And it’s likely as much my fault as it is yours.”

		“What have I misunderstood? I’ve lived the best I could in your other world these last few months. It all seems pretty clear to me what you want.”

		“Jocelyn, I don’t want you as a submissive, like Alex, or any of the others. I don’t want you to be anything but yourself.”

		She looked bewildered.

		“Granted, sometimes you’re annoying, and you’re certainly not what I’m used to. But what I don’t need in my life is another Alex. As delightfully charming as she is, she can be a whining brat, which gives me plenty of reason to spank her. But she never gave me what I really needed. I don’t want to train you, I don’t want to share you with anyone else. I realized that in Germany. I like the fact that you don’t need me the way all the women in my life need me. I hired a new secretary at work while you were gone. She’d heard rumors about me, and suddenly I’m paddling her ass because she wants to live out her fantasies. I don’t want that anymore. I want you.”

		“You’re serious?” Jocelyn said, thinking for a minute that she was in the middle of a dream.

		“As serious as I’ve ever been.”

		“Oh, my god, I am going to cry. What the hell am I suppose to do?” she said. “I had it all figured and now you change it all.”

		“You could give me a kiss hello,” he suggested.

		She moved to him, looking into his eyes, and gave him a simple peck on the lips. He took her chin in his hand, and the next kiss lasted a little longer.

		“This is a novel feeling for me. New territory. I think it’s time,” he added, just before he put an arm around her and led her back to the railing at the bow. They could see the yacht was making its way smoothly toward some far horizon that seemed as endless as the present instant. They remained there taking time to let the two previously horrifying minutes settle inside them.

		“I never imagined you’d respond this way,” she finally said.

		“Well, Neither did I,” he replied.

		The yacht picked up speed and the water leaped enough to splash their faces with cold foamy liquid. They jumped back, laughed at themselves and went inside to get dry.

		

		***

		

		You two look like lovebirds,” Alex said, walking toward them with a tray of hors d’oeuvres in hand.

		“You know you deserve one hell of a beating, my manipulating brat,” Reggie said.

		“You sound so stern, but you’re laughing inside,” she chided. “Besides, I’d gladly take a good one just to see this look in your eyes.”

		“And what look is that?”

		“The ‘I’m in love with the woman on my arm look’,” she replied.

		“I’ll have to watch that,” Reggie said.

		“No, you won’t,” Jocelyn said, nudging him. “Not after what you just told me.”

		“I haven’t said I love you,” he reminded her.

		“You will,” she answered confidently.

		

		

		On the night of another full moon . . .

		

		Jocelyn dashed into her apartment. She was running late. Tearing off her clothes, she ran to the shower. If she was lucky Reggie would be late, but he was never late; and she knew she wouldn’t be that lucky this night. He’d only prompted her a half dozen times about their plans. They were very specific, some reception that he had to be at eight o’clock sharp.

		As soon as Jocelyn was out of the shower, she heard the doorbell.

		“Dammit!”

		She answered the door with just a towel around her.

		“I’m sorry I have no excuses, I’ll be ready in five minutes,” she said. Giving him a swift peck on the cheek, she was racing back to her room. She thought she saw Reggie laughing at her obvious distress.

		It was fifteen minutes before she returned to the living room to find Reggie not at all annoyed.

		“You’re looking surprisingly happy,” she said. “I thought you’d be stark raving mad, the way you were so adamant about time last night.”

		“Actually, I find your distress enjoyable.”

		“Thanks.”

		He was also admiring her. The blue dress with the cut out bodice allowed him to see her cleavage almost as plain as day, and the skirt was riding dangerously high on her legs.

		“You like it?” she said staring down at herself. “It was supposed to be a real surprise, but I think I’ve blown it with this crazy beginning. Really, Reg, I’m sorry, we’re going to be late, aren’t we?”

		“No,” he replied.

		“No? I thought this thing we’re going to starts at eight.”

		“Cocktails at eight, the program at nine, we have a few minutes.”

		She didn’t know whether to be relieved or mad. “You mean to tell me that I busted my butt to get ready, and we don’t even have to leave right now?”

		“No. In fact, I have just enough time to redden your ass.”

		“What! You’re going to spank me now!”

		“Yes.”

		Reggie pulled Jocelyn to the sofa with him, right over his lap, her wiggling bottom the center of his vision.

		“You’ve got to be kidding! I just got dressed and you’re going to mess me up.”

		His reply was all in the movement, raising her skirt, though he hardly had an inch to raise since it was already so short.

		“Panties!” he said, surprised to find them.

		“Please, Reg,” she tried again. “You’re doing this just because I was late, good god that’s ridiculous.”

		“I’m spanking you because I want to see your bottom red, and I want you sexually aroused all night.”

		His hand came down with a half dozen sharp smacks.

		“And because you didn’t call me when you got home from London, little bitch, and because there’s no excuse for being late.” He sounded as if he could go on forever listing her offenses. His hand came down with an emphatic smack.

		“Ooo, ouch, oooo, please.”

		It was an instantaneous burn, though as he continued, his hand was so ungodly warm, and his lap so firm, and the heat undeniably stimulating. She felt his growing erection under her, which was solace for the pain. She couldn’t wait to enjoy it when he was done.

		“Oh, ouch! Damn that hurts!” she cried.

		His hand continued peppering her bottom, the staccato smacks expertly applied. He knew how to make her ass burn hot with arousal and pain in the same instant.

		“Please Reggie stop!” She didn’t think she could stand it anymore. But just when it became too intense to bear, he began to massage her flesh between the smacks. She wanted him to start spanking her again.

		When he suddenly stopped and unceremoniously pushed her off his lap, she landed on the floor. Catching her breath, she moved toward him, her eyes like a voluptuous jungle cat. She pulled up to her knees in front of him and began to rub his thighs. She was ready to make love and assumed he was, too.

		“We could go on, Jocelyn darling,” he said, staring down at her. The glimmer in his eye was positively wicked. “But we do have to get to the reception.” He stood up abruptly leaving her on the floor.

		“What! No sex?” She was astounded.

		“No.”

		“You’re miserable…”

		“You’d better watch what you say,” he warned, very much in command.

		“But…”

		“Don’t say a word, just let yourself enjoy what you have now.” It was a deliciously classic Reggie smirk on his cool face.

		

		It was a horrible way to begin the night, but Reggie was right, she was hot all evening long. The craving need was an ever present gnawing in her. One glance from him, one feel of his hand, the tiniest kiss to her ear, he kept seducing her until she thought she would explode. And still, he offered no relief.

		

		Later that night, they were in the Porsche, high on a hill eyeing the full moon.

		“So I suppose that spanking is part of this relationship whether I like it or not?” Jocelyn mused aloud.

		“You know it is,” he replied.

		“I was just checking. I was wondering if you were going to drive me mad like this on a regular basis.”

		“I’m driving you mad?” he asked, as if he was as innocent as a lamb.

		“You know you are, you’ve been all night. Spanking me and leaving me the way you did. And then fondling me every chance you got…positively wicked!”

		“Get used to it. Torturing you is one of my favorite pastimes. You may not be submissive, Jocelyn, but you will submit to some things. I am dominant, and that’s not going to change.”

		“I don’t want you to,” Jocelyn said.

		The exuberant expression on her face was easy to watch.

		“That’s good.”

		“But how do I know if this thing between us is going to last?” she asked. “Good god, we don’t even know what to call it. What if you suddenly change your mind and leave me hanging?”

		“And what if you change your mind?” he countered.

		“I’m serious, Reg. We could be at this impasse forever, couldn’t we? And then all of sudden one of us gets a little too much and it’s over.” She was sounding hopelessly sad.

		“There is one solution,” Reggie said.

		“What’s that?” she asked.

		“You can marry me.”

		She pulled back from him in shock. “You’re asking me?” She couldn’t have been more astounded.

		“Yes, Jocelyn, I’m asking you. I’m not ordering you. I’m not commanding you. Just a simple question.”

		“You haven’t even told me you love me.” She looked at him earnestly, waiting. It was as much a command as he’d ever obey.

		“I tell you all the time by how you’ve made me change. But for the record, my darling Jocelyn, I do love you.” He was almost smiling, but not quite. He was sincere.

		“Good god. You’re smothering me with surprises.”

		“Too many?” he asked.

		“No, not too many. It’s what I want. But never in a million years…

		“Never in a million years did I think I’d be saying this to any woman. It must be the full moon,” he said, gazing toward the sky, and the bright yellow orb floating in the otherwise dark night. Clouds were tiptoeing in front of it, so it disappeared from sight, and then reappeared again as bright as ever, like the moon was playing a celestial game of cat and mouse with the night.

		“When’s this going to happen? Getting married?” she asked, still trying to decide if he really meant what he said.

		“That’s up to the bride,” Reggie replied. “I’d fly to Las Vegas right now if you wanted.” He wasn’t joking.

		“Bride. My god, listen to that word. That makes you a groom. You really want to marry me?”

		“You’re the first woman I can honestly say I loved. And I have no desire to have you walk out on me. I don’t even want to worry about it. You may not need me, Jocelyn Killian, but I do need you.”

		“Oh, my god. I do need you, Reg, exactly like you are right now.”

		He smiled, actually smiled. “I had the feeling you did,” he answered her with just a trace of haughtiness returning to his voice.

		She didn’t mind. In fact, it made her shiver, made her think of sex, of being tied, and bound, and screwed. It made her think of hot fucks and slow moving lovemaking, and letting the man take her into his world and out again for all the wild things, and even the peaceful bliss that comes when the wildness is over.

		“So where do you want to get married?” he asked.

		“Humm, let me think. How about in Tahoe?” she said. “The next full moon, perhaps. Maybe it’s a good luck charm.” The smile, the green eyes, the curious twinkle took him back to the night at the Lodge.

		He chuckled darkly and started the Porsche, zooming off high speed in the direction of that clear unclouded moon.

		

		

		More Lizbeth Novels you won’t want to miss . . . .

		

		The First of the Alexandra novels . . .

		

		ALEXANDRA’S AWAKENING

		This first Lizbeth novel was published some years ago and is now out of print. This revised and edited Pink Flamingo version recounts an erotic story in the tradition of THE STORY OF O.

		This tale of sexual awakening tells of a young contemporary woman, Alexandra, coming to terms with the expansive and often crude fantasies that have haunted her for years. On the advice of her understanding lover, she agrees to submit to a sexual dominant, who requires her to face her greatest fears, and her most thrilling desires. Alexandra learns to appreciate and gain power over her once perplexing sexual lust, and finds in the process, where her true desires lie.

		Though written from a woman’s perspective, by a woman, this is NOT a novel for everyone, as it includes exhibitionism, graphic bondage and discipline, anal sexuality, female bisexuality and group sex - in addition to the more traditional forms of sexual expression.

		

		Alexandra’s Dilemma

		A provocative, hot fired sexual escapade. A reluctant Alexandra knows that the only way back into her lover’s heart is to submit to a well deserved and exacting punishment meted out by his friend, the merciless Reginald. Once “well trained” by this compelling dominant, she breaks a promise to herself, never to surrender to him again. She returns for a rousing and creative chastisement, that not only pays her debt to her lover, but reminds her of the sexual thrill of submission.

		

		Jocelyn & Alexandra

		A Sensuous Romp Into Exiting New Temptations — On vacation with Alexandra, Jocelyn discovers that her sexual lusts go much further than she ever expected, when she lands in bed with the inviting blonde temptress. Back home, Jocelyn finds even more to provoke her erotic imagination when disciplining her naughty maid becomes a provocative treat.

		In this next novel in the continuing Alexandra Series, Jocelyn reveals her own bisexual and dominant traits, while she and Alex continue to learn some very necessary submissive lessons from their darling dominants. Conniving and devious as always, Reggie and Will enjoy the thrill of tormenting these bawdy women with their unexpected sexual escapades. Brimming with suspense and erotic adventure, this tale takes some startling twists, resulting in a spellbinding finale. (Also includes some unique discipline scenes and anal sexuality.)

		

		Jocelyn’s Rebellion

		A Desperate Liberty – With Jocelyn Killian’s high-profile consulting business taking a sudden nose dive, the sassy redhead turns into one rebellious lady, running away with her scoundrel lover from the past, Ian. While Jocelyn’s on her impetuous erotic ride through Europe, her husband, Reggie, turns to another submissive woman, and it looks as if the dominant/submissive “match made in heaven” is forever doomed. Only their dear friend, the irrepressible Alexandra, holds out any hope that their uncommon relationship can survive.

		In this wild tale, it’s not just Jocelyn rebelling, but the sensuously submissive Alexandra who once again pays for her lusty excursions in infidelity. She too wonders if her perpetually rocky romance with her husband, Will, can survive. This novel would not be complete without plenty of spanking, bondage, anal sex & a host of graphic dominant/submissive sexual encounters to ignite the reader’s wickedly naughty fantasies.

		

		To order these titles or for a complete catalogue

		Of Lizbeth Dusseau’s Erotic & Spanking Fiction…

		Pink Flamingo Publications

		P.O. Box 632, Richland, MI 49083, 1-877-629-0051

		E-mail: catalog@pinkflamingo.com

		Website: http://www.pinkflamingo.com
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