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Kate steeled herself for what was to come. “What is it?”

“You know I met her because she’d done some legal work for a charity I’d been involved with. We had a few lunches together to talk about details and found we had some similar interests.”

He’d told Kate a little about this before they’d gone to Ileana’s party, so Kate knew he was referring to their common interest in the BDSM lifestyle.

“She and I became casual friends, and when she invited us to her party, I had thought it would be a great way for you to meet others in the lifestyle.”

Kate nodded. “I remember.”

“Yes, of course. The thing is, later it became clear that she wanted us to be more than friends. Since you and I were in a relationship, she must have seen this as an opportunity to get you out of the way.”

Shock seeped through her. “Are you saying that she did what she did to scare me off?”

“I’m really sorry, Kate. I had no idea she’d do such a thing.”

Her chest tightened. “So, did you date her?”

He sighed deeply. “Yes, briefly. After you and I broke up, she ensured she was conveniently around to console me.” He squeezed her hand in his. “And I missed you so much.”

Pain tore at his voice.

Kate’s heart ached at the thought of Ileana holding Matt close, whispering soft words of comfort in his ear. Then that comfort turned to passion.

The thought of that witch taking Kate’s man—pleasuring him and making love to him—made Kate ill.

Matt covered her hand with his, and the comforting warmth calmed her.


“I know you must hate me.”

Her gaze darted to his face. “Hate you?” She rested her hand on his cheek. “Matt, I could never hate you.”
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As Matt gazed into her warm and loving eyes, he couldn’t believe she was willing to forgive him for being with Illy after what the woman had done to Kate. He had expected to see hatred in her eyes.

He knew he should take this opportunity and tell her the rest, but he couldn’t do it. He couldn’t bear to see her trusting look wither and die completely. Not yet.

And it wouldn’t be fair to her. Because at least now she would accept his financial help to get her company on track again. If he told her everything now, she would probably walk away. Or more likely run.

They sat in silence for a while, both wrapped in their own thoughts, as the miles passed them by.

“Kate, maybe we can’t be together, but I want to help you. I really think that you could learn to accept your submissive nature, and I’d like to help you do that.”

“What are you suggesting?”

He gazed deeply into her eyes. “You said you trust me.”

She nodded. “I do.”

“Then I have a proposal.”

The car made a right turn, then curved around and came to a stop. Matt glanced out the car window and realized they were at the entrance to an apartment building.


“We’re here, Mr. Pearce,” the driver, whom they were still separated from by the glass barrier, said through the speaker.
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Kate glanced out the window at the familiar front door to her apartment building. She wanted to hear what Matt had to say, and she really didn’t want to say good-bye yet.

“Would you like to come up for a coffee?”

He smiled. “I’d like that.”

The driver opened her door and she got out and stepped toward the entrance. Matt spoke to the driver for a moment, then followed her.

As they walked across the lobby, Ellen came through the door from the parking garage. She smiled when she saw Kate and hurried to join them at the elevator doors.

“Hi, Kate.” Ellen smiled broadly and glanced toward Matt.

“Hi, Ellen. Matt, this is my friend and neighbor, Ellen.”

Matt shook hands with her. “Nice to meet you.”

The whole time Ellen beamed at him.

“Ellen, this is Matt. We used to know each other when I lived in New York.” Kate knew Ellen was well aware this was Kate’s ex. And from the broad grin on her face, she knew Ellen suspected they were getting together again.

If only it were true. Kate was disappointed that Matt had cut off that possibility so definitely. Yet, he had some kind of proposal for her and she was dying to know what it was.

The elevator door whooshed open and the three of them stepped inside.

“So you’re visiting from New York?” Ellen said. “Will you be in town long?”

“No, I’ll be heading back this afternoon.”


“Oh, that’s too bad. It’s a shame you and Kate couldn’t spend more time together.”

“We’ll definitely be spending more time together since I’m hoping Kate will take me up on my offer to invest in her company.”

“Really?” Ellen gazed at Kate with wide eyes. “That’s wonderful.”

“We’re going to discuss it over coffee,” Kate said, not wanting Ellen to get the wrong idea.

The elevator dinged as it stopped at Ellen’s floor.

“Well, I hope it all works out.” The door opened and Ellen stepped out, sending them a little wave as the doors closed.

“She seems nice,” Matt said as the elevator continued moving.

“She is. She struck up a conversation with me when we were in the laundry room shortly after I moved here, and I guess she could tell I really needed a friend. She stepped into that role, and I’m glad she did. I appreciate her friendship and support. I know I can call on her anytime I need it.”

“I’m glad you found someone in your time of need.” His expression grew serious. “I wish I could have filled that role for you.”

Kate shrugged. “If I’d still had you in my life, I never would have been starting out all alone in a new town.” She smiled. “I’m sure you would have let me stay with you for a while until I’d gotten back on my feet.”

When the jobs had dried up, and the payments on her Manhattan apartment continued, she’d quickly realized that she had to make a change. She’d thought about renting another, more affordable apartment after she sold her place and staying in the city until she found something, but that would have left her in a precarious situation. When the opportunity in Connecticut had come up, she’d jumped at it. If she and Matt had still been dating, however, she knew he wouldn’t have minded her staying with him while she worked things out. That would have given her the luxury of time before she’d have to make a move.

“Of course I would.” Matt’s expression tightened with regret.

“It’s okay. You couldn’t help what happened.”
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Matt nodded, but it wasn’t true. He hadn’t known about the lies Ileana had told, or what had happened to Kate, but he did know why Kate had such trouble finding a job afterward, and he could have done something about it.

The elevator came to a stop.

“This is my floor,” Kate said.

Matt followed her from the elevator and down the hall to her apartment door. As soon as he stepped inside, he knew this was Kate’s place. Bookshelves lined the walls, full of colorful books of all types. She loved books: romance, mystery, DIY, decorating, art. She had very eclectic tastes in her decor, too. She had the same beige couches with bright floral cushions he remembered, along with what looked like a new a glider rocker, and the large TV armoire her mother had given her. She used to read about feng shui and she’d told him once that a television should be hidden from view when not in use. For some reason, it was supposed to improve the energy of the room.

“Nice place,” he said as he took off his shoes.

“Thanks. Not as ritzy as your penthouse, but it’s home.” She put her purse in the closet.

“Come in. Would you like coffee?”

“Please.” He walked into the living room and sat down on the couch.


He could hear Kate moving around in the kitchen and the clatter of cups and cutlery. He pulled out his cell and checked his e-mail while he waited. Nothing urgent, just an acknowledgment from his company lawyer that they’d get right on the contracts first thing Monday morning.

Kate returned a few moments later with a tray that held mugs, cream, sugar, and a coffee thermos. She set it on the table and poured them both a cup, then put sugar and cream in hers. She knew he took his black.

Kate sat across from him on the rocker. “You said you had a proposal for me.” She seemed anxious to hear what he had to say.

“Yes. Although I don’t think you and I can be together, I do believe you’ll eventually find a man who will make you happy and I think you’ll have to face your discomfort, fear, whatever you want to call it, about being submissive. I believe if you meet the right man, and he handles things properly, I think you can be very happy.”

She looked disappointed as she sipped her coffee. “That’s not a proposal.”

“True.” He leaned forward. “What I propose is that I could help you to learn more about being a submissive so you can embrace that side of yourself.”

She put down her mug and gazed at him with interest. “How would you do that?”

“I was thinking we could spend some time together, maybe a week or so, and I could train you. Sort of an intensive training course on how to be a submissive.”

Her eyes grew keen with interest. “Train me how? I mean…would there be sex involved?”

“There doesn’t have to be. I could teach you how to serve your Master, what kinds of things he might expect of you, how you should behave.”

“But with no sex.”


“It would be like learning the theory of flying before you actually go up in the plane.”

She picked up her cup again and sipped. “But what if”—her fingertip circled around the rim of the cup—“I want to go up in the plane?”

At her words, and the sultry look she shot him, his cock swelled.

Could he really allow them to go this route even though there would be no romantic relationship between them? Then he thought about her calling him “Sir,” and assuming submissive positions, and he wondered if he could survive not having sex with her.

“Wouldn’t it make the experience more realistic? I’d learn better, wouldn’t I?”

“Well, yes, that’s true. If it’s okay with you, and you understand it won’t lead to anything else…” He sent her a questioning glance.

She nodded. “Yes, you’ve made that clear.”

He gave a single nod. “Okay, then, you’ll get the full experience.”

“I’m curious what you’ll be training me to do. Could you give me an example?”

“Certainly. Put down your cup and sit up straight,” he said slipping into his authoritative Dom voice.

She followed his instructions. As she sat up, her breasts thrust out more than when she was relaxed. He longed to tell her to take off her blouse so he could see those pert, naked breasts. But he wouldn’t. Not here. Not now. Perhaps in the future, when he had her at his home. Then he would see her naked again, now that she’d opened the door for the sexual side to be part of their training. He could hardly wait to get her into the well-equipped dungeon he had and to chain her to the wall.

“Now it’s very important that you address your Master with respect. You already know to call me ‘Sir,’ but sometimes you can call me ‘Mr. Pearce.’ Anytime you respond to me, you should use one or the other as a sign of respect. So what will you call me?” He knew asking questions was the best way to bring the lessons home.

“I will call you ‘Sir,’ Sir.”

“Or?”

“I can also call you ‘Mr. Pearce,’ Sir.”

“Good. Now I’d like you to mix it up and start using both terms.”

“Yes, Mr. Pearce.”

“Good girl.” He rewarded her with a smile. “Now, many Doms will want their subs to take a certain position. Sometimes when they first see them, or sometimes when they give a certain signal. Sometimes the position is as simple as kneeling on the floor with their eyes cast downward. Sometimes it’s something more sexual.”

“Mr. Pearce, would you give me an example of the latter?”

Damn, she was being a real minx, but he loved her enthusiasm. “Stand up and move to the middle of the room.”

She did so, but it was clear there wasn’t enough room in her small living room.

“Move the coffee table out of the way.”

She turned the rectangular coffee table ninety degrees, then pushed it against the chair, clearing enough space for what he had in mind. He grabbed one of the larger cushions from the arm of the couch and handed it to her.

“Now, turn around and get down on all fours.”

Kate sank to the floor and knelt on her hands and knees.

“Put the pillow in front of you and rest your head on it, then lift your ass in the air.”

She put her head on the pillow and, as instructed, pushed up her butt.


“Now, widen your knees.”

He watched her try, but her skirt prevented it.

“My skirt’s too tight, Sir.”

“Hike it up.”

She shimmied the fabric up her thighs and spread her knees wider.

“Now, usually you’d be naked and your Dom would want you to grab your ass cheeks and pull them wide, opening yourself to him.”

“Yes, Mr. Pearce.”

He almost gasped when Kate hiked her skirt up to her waist, revealing her totally naked ass. He hadn’t meant it as a command. And, damn, he’d forgotten he still had her panties. His hand slid to his jacket pocket and slipped inside, finding the lacy garment there. He’d found them on the bedroom floor this morning and tucked them in his pocket to give them back to her, but with the rush to leave this morning, he had forgotten before they left the house.

Kate grasped her ass cheeks and drew them apart, revealing her intimate folds. They looked slick and ready for him. His cock pushed insistently at his pants. He wanted to kneel down behind her and glide right into her welcoming depths. Right now. He ached to do it.

“Now what, Sir?”

Thank God for the distraction.

“Now, you learn that you should remain quiet until your Master addresses you. He might want you to stay in this position for minutes, or even hours, at his pleasure. When you’re like this, he might want to just stare at you. He might masturbate while he looks at you, or he might tell you to touch yourself.”

“Like this, Mr. Pearce?”


She glided her fingers along her slit, then pressed them into her slick flesh.

“Stop,” he said sharply. “You’ll also need to learn discipline.”

He stood up and walked toward her as she drew her fingers from her pussy and went back to holding her backside.

“Move your hands.”

She let go of her delightful ass and rested her arms on the pillow, her elbows near her face. He placed his hand on her warm, round ass and stroked, then pulled back and smacked her cheek.

“What do you say now?” he demanded.

“I don’t know, Sir.”

“You say, ‘Thank you.’”

He slapped her ass again.

“Thank you, Mr. Pearce.”

He slapped her three times, catching her in mid “thank” with the second slap.

“When your Master slaps you several times, wait for the end. If there’s a pause between slaps, then you can thank him. You’ll get to know what your Master likes.”

“Yes, Sir.”

Her delightful ass, so red and round, called to him. His hand stroked over it and his cock twitched. He stroked her smooth flesh, then his fingers found her folds and glided over them. He could almost come on the spot at the feel of her slick, needy opening. His fingers pressed into her a little, then withdrew, then pressed in a little deeper.

A knock sounded at the door. He jerked his hand away.

“I hope that gives you an idea, Kate.”


She lowered her ass and pushed herself to her feet. Her cheeks glowed as red as her ass. She was clearly as turned on as he was. Of course, he already knew that.

“Thank you, Sir,” she murmured, then pulled down her skirt and smoothed it with her hands.
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Another knock. Kate hurried to the door. Damn the timing of whomever it was. Kate had been going crazy with need for Matt to touch her again, and when he started stroking her, pushing his fingers inside her, desire had swelled within her. Just a few minutes more and she was sure Matt would have driven his huge cock into her, and fucked her like crazy.

She peered through the peephole. It was Ellen holding a plate. Kate opened the door.

“Hi, I thought I’d bring over some brownies for you to have with your coffee.” As soon as Ellen saw Kate’s face, her eyes widened. “I hope I’m not interrupting anything.”

“Not at all,” Matt said as he headed for the door and grabbed his coat. “I really need to get going. Kate, I’ll send over those papers on Monday and I’ll call you about setting up that appointment we discussed.”

He bent down to put on his shoes and tie them up.

“Do you really have to go now, Matt?” Kate asked.

He stood up. “Yes, I really have to get back.” Then he disappeared down the hall.

“Oh, Kate, I’m sorry. I didn’t realize that you were…Well, I thought it was just a business meeting.”

“And why don’t you think it was?”

“Well, first there’s your face. It’s flushed. And then there’s the fact that I could see the edge of your lace panties in his suit jacket pocket.”
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Late Monday morning, Kate received the papers from Matt’s lawyers. He definitely had an efficient team. Of course, knowing Matt, he’d probably already had the papers drawn up and just needed his lawyers to attend to the final details.

She looked them over. Everything was totally reasonable. After lunch, she took a walk and dropped the papers off with her lawyer, who had an office just a few blocks down from hers. He promised he’d look them over by the end of the day tomorrow and they’d meet to discuss them. She sent Matt an e-mail, telling him she’d be discussing the papers with her lawyer the next day.

That night, she dreamed of Matt. Touching her, commanding her. Making love to her. When she woke up, she masturbated to release the sexual tension thrumming through her.

God, she wanted him, and she was desolate that he didn’t think they could make a go of a relationship, but she knew he was probably right. The relationship had been failing two years ago and it was unrealistic to believe it would be different now.

Why, then, did he want to teach her how to be submissive? Would he do that in hopes of turning her around and making their relationship work?

Personally, she didn’t think it would work. She liked being submissive. She liked it too much. That was the whole problem. The only reason she was doing this was because she wanted to be around Matt a little longer, in an intimate way. And she knew, if he was training her as a submissive, he wouldn’t be able to keep his hands off her. That had been proven again and again.

So they might not be able to have a long-term romantic relationship, but they could continue a sexual relationship. For a little while, anyway.

The next morning, her lawyer called to set up an appointment for that afternoon, and they decided on four o’ clock. She shot off an e-mail to Matt. After lunch, when she returned to her office, she checked her phone messages. There was one from Matt.


“Hi, Kate. I just wanted to let you know that I’ll be in town this afternoon and will join you at your lawyer’s office. That way, I’ll be on hand to answer any questions or concerns, then we can sign the paperwork and get that out of the way. I’m hoping you’ll join me for dinner afterward so we can discuss that other matter.”

That other matter. The one where she became his slave for a week. Her breathing became labored at the thought.

As she walked down the street on the way to her lawyer’s office, enjoying the bright sunshine and relatively mild temperature of the January day, a limousine pulled up beside her and the passenger window glided down.

“Kate? Want a ride?”

She glanced over to see Matt smiling at her. Her heart began to pitter-patter. The door opened and she stepped inside. She’d been enjoying the walk, but she enjoyed seeing Matt even more. Her knee brushed his as she sat down and heat pulsed through her.

The ride took only a minute since they were already so close. Matt accompanied her into the office and they pored over the papers together. Any issue her lawyer brought up, Matt responded to with ease, and on a few points, he approved changes to the wording to satisfy her lawyer. They were small enough that they just wrote the changes in, then both she and Matt signed the papers.

Matt held out his hand and she shook it. “Congratulations, partner.”

His big hand encompassing hers felt good.

He opened his briefcase and pulled out a check, which he handed to her lawyer. It felt so official now. Matt was her partner. Shouldn’t she feel nervous? Relieved? Maybe even panicky?


In truth, she felt all those things, but they were totally overshadowed by the sense of wonder she had just being near Matt…and knowing they’d be spending a leisurely dinner together, and maybe something more afterward.

Matt smiled as they exited the building and headed for the limo awaiting them on the street. “Now, I’m taking you out to a celebratory dinner.”

They drove across town to an elegant little bistro she’d never been to before.

“So, Kate,” he said after they’d ordered. “Have you thought about my other offer?”

Had she thought about it? She’d hardly thought about anything else. Hot images of him training her filled her days, and those images came to life in her dreams. They’d kept her at a sexual height for days. So much so that she could see herself sliding right under this table and devouring his cock rather than the delectable shrimp cocktail the waiter had just placed in front of her.

“Yes. As I mentioned before, I’m very interested.” God, she couldn’t believe her voice sounded so calm. As if she were talking about a business venture, when in reality they were talking about red hot sizzling sex.

She took a sip of her ice water.

“I just wanted to make sure you hadn’t started to reconsider.”

“Not at all.” She gazed at him with blazing eyes. “When?”

He smiled. “I was hoping we could spend a week together.” His eyes heated as he watched her bite into a plump, juicy shrimp. “I can clear my schedule anytime you like.”

That surprised her, since Matt was a very busy man, with a huge corporation to manage. But then, he had a team of people to depend on. And Matt had always been able to set aside time for her. It seemed that hadn’t changed.


She had also checked her schedule in anticipation of this request. Her team was actually just past the initial stages of their latest project and things were going smoothly.

“I could arrange to get away next week, or if that’s too soon, maybe—”

“Next week would be perfect.” His smile lit his face and she longed to grab his hand and drag him out to the limo where she would proceed to rip his clothes from his very broad, muscular body and devour him.

Over the rest of dinner, he talked about arrangements. The driver would pick her up at her apartment on Friday afternoon. He asked if she could get off a little early so she wouldn’t lose the whole evening traveling. By the time they finished dinner, they had the details sorted out and he talked to her about running a business in a less hectic place than New York and how she had adapted. She carried her end of the conversation, but all she could really think about was what would happen when he dropped her off at her apartment. Would he come up for a drink?

Would he stay the night?

On the ride to her apartment, her heart thundered in anticipation and she couldn’t help glancing at him from time to time, wondering what he was thinking. Their conversation had petered out and they rode mostly in silence. When the driver finally pulled up to her door, she turned to Matt.

“Would you like to come up for a drink?”

“No, I’m afraid not. I’ve got an early meeting in the morning.”

Disappointment rocked through her, but he took her hand and kissed it, his warm lips brushing her skin. “But I look forward to seeing you Friday.”


The driver opened her door, then saw her to the building entrance and opened the glass door for her, too. She glanced back at Matt and smiled, then proceeded into the building. Damn, she didn’t know how she’d last until Friday.
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Kate gazed out the car window at the huge mansion as the driver opened the door for her. He carried her bag up the steps and rang the doorbell.

Seconds later, Matt opened the large, oak door. She smiled at the sight of his strong, handsome face.

“Kate, so nice to see you.”

The driver placed her bag inside the door, then took his leave. Matt closed the door behind him.

“Would you like some dinner?” he asked as he took her coat.

“No, I ate on the trip here.”

There had been a selection of prepared food available in the limo: sandwiches, salads, a fruit plate, even pizza slices. She hadn’t been particularly hungry—she’d been totally preoccupied with what would happen with Matt this evening—but she ate something anyway because she hadn’t wanted to waste time with dinner once she got here.

He picked up her overnight bag and led her up the stairs to a large bedroom. She was disappointed when she realized it wasn’t his. He set her bag on a bench by the window. There were no clothes in the bag because he’d told her to bring only the clothing she wore. He would be dictating what she wore this week as part of her training.

He pointed at items on the bed. “Put that on and leave your clothing folded outside the room, then meet me downstairs in ten minutes. On the dot. I’ll be waiting for you in the living room.”


“Yes, Sir.”

Her insides tingled at the exchange. He was starting right into it.

He left the room and closed the door behind her. She gazed at the black leather items sitting atop the pristine white bedding. She walked over and lifted the boned corset, and realized it would not cover her breasts. She sifted through the items and did not see a bra.

She stripped off her clothing and folded up her suit and blouse, then wrapped the corset around her midsection and hooked it up. She found a leather thong and pulled it on, then stared at the four straps with buckles still lying on the bed. Finally, she realized they were ankle and wrist cuffs and she put them on. Finally, she put on the five-inch steel stiletto heeled shoes.

She glanced at herself in the mirror and blanched at the sight. Was that really her? The corset pulled her waist in tight and the high heels made her legs look incredibly long. Her breasts, totally bare, seemed larger than usual in contrast to the tight black leather hugging her torso. Even more so with her hard nipples thrusting forward.

She crossed to the door, but as soon as she pulled it open, she realized she’d be walking through this big house half-naked. He probably had staff and someone might see her. She glanced at her watch and realized she had no time to think about it, since she had less than a minute until Matt’s imposed deadline. She glanced around quickly before she laid her clothes outside the door, then she walked carefully down the stairs, gripping the banister tightly. She wasn’t used to shoes this high.
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Matt’s breath caught as Kate stepped into the room, her naked breasts swaying as she walked. He was glad he’d given the staff the week off to leave them privacy, but he hadn’t told Kate that yet.

“Good. Now, stand in front of me.”


She walked toward him, then stopped a few feet in front of the armchair he sat in. He stood up. Then he stared at her breasts. Round, creamy, soft. As he watched, her nipples went from slightly hard to jutting straight forward, the aureoles pebbling. He longed to lean forward and take one into his mouth, then savor it as he stroked it with his tongue. Then he’d suck, slowly at first, then long and hard until she moaned in delight.

But that’s not what this session was about. He wouldn’t actually touch her this evening.

Slowly, he moved around her, scrutinizing her body. The contrast of her white skin with the black leather was seductive. The leather top made her already small waist appear even smaller. The high cut of the thong paired with the extremely high, slender heels accentuated her long, shapely legs. And her ass, so round and firm, was completely exposed.

“Do you like me looking at you?”

She hesitated, and he knew she probably found it unnerving, because as beautiful as she was, she had doubts about her body and didn’t like it being scrutinized too closely.

“Well?” he prompted.

“I’m not sure, Sir.”

He suppressed a smile. Her desire to be touched was warring with her discomfort at being examined.

“Go and get the riding crop sitting on the table by the window.”

She glanced around, then walked to the window and returned with the black leather stick and handed it to him. He took the handle and walked around behind her. He dragged the end of the crop over her shoulder, then down her arm. He glided it over her waist, then back up to brush the undersides of her breasts. She stood perfectly still, but he could sense a change in her breathing.


He walked behind her, and stroked her round ass with the stick. Then he drew it back and smacked it across her left cheek. Very lightly, but he knew it would smart a little. She gasped and the skin reddened a little.

“A good sub wants to please her Master at all times. That means, she likes what he likes. If he enjoys examining her body, she learns to enjoy it, too, because a Master’s greatest pleasure is his sub enjoying his attention, and vice versa. Do you understand?”

He could tell she was a little confused. The truth was, he knew she enjoyed his looking at her; she simply had to push past her uncertainty. A good Master knew what his sub liked and would only push her when he knew it would enhance her pleasure.

He walked in front of her and was taken aback at the deep anxiety in her eyes.

“Kate, what’s wrong?”

She stared at the floor, but he could feel the tension in her. “Nothing, Sir.”

He tucked his hand under her chin and gently lifted her head until she was looking at him.

“Kate, step out of the role for a minute. Now tell me, what’s bothering you.”

“I don’t like the crop.” Her voice came out tight with tension.

“Okay, we’ll put it away.” He walked to the fireplace and put it down on the mantel, then turned. “Why didn’t you tell me?” he asked, in a coaxing, encouraging tone as he walked back to her.

“I…didn’t want you to think I don’t trust you. I do, but…”

Damn, he was such a fool. “The whipping. I’m sorry, Kate. But remember that you can step out of the role anytime you want. You have control in these scenarios. Just like in the past, use your safe word.”

Her face visibly relaxed.


“Do you remember your safe word?”

She nodded. “Triangle.”

“Good.” He smiled at her, then stroked her cheek and leaned in for a tender kiss.
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Kate’s anxiety diminished as soon as Matt put aside the crop, and now with the soft kiss, it drained away completely. As Matt’s lips brushed hers, his hand cupping her face, she melted against him. His arm slid around her waist and he drew her tight to his strong, muscular body. She felt safe with him. She totally trusted him. The riding crop had just triggered memories that caused her insides to churn.

Now, with his strong arms around her, and her naked breasts crushed against his solid chest, heat wafted through her, and her nipples swelled. He was big and hard and masculine. He would command her to do things. To please him. And to please her. Her insides quivered.

He drew back and smiled at her, then his face returned to the dispassionate expression of her Master and he stepped back. He sat on his armchair again.

“Come here.”

She stood in front of him and he gazed at her breasts, at his eye level. He continued staring. She felt the tingle of desire as they tightened and protruded straight out. He lifted his hands and stroked the sides of her breasts, then cupped them. Her nipples pushed into his palms and her insides coiled with need.

“You have lovely breasts.”

“Thank you, Sir.”

His thumbs stroked her nipples, sending sparks flittering through her. Then he took one nipple in his mouth and licked.


“Oh, Mr. Pearce. That feels so good.”

He cupped her ass and drew her closer, then sucked hard. She gasped at the sharp, delightful sensation. He shifted to the other nipple and sucked it lightly. Too soon he released it, then eased her back a half step and gazed up at her.

“Now touch yourself. Show me what you like.”

“Yes, Mr. Pearce.” She touched her nipples, brushing them lightly with her fingertips. They were damp from his saliva.

“I want you to touch your pussy.”

She glided one hand down her stomach, then over the leather crotch.

“Wait. Take off the thong.”

She quickly disposed of the panties, then stroked over her folds. He watched intently as she glided between them to the moisture already pooled in her opening.

He caught her wrist and drew her hand from her dripping pussy, then took her index finger, glazed in her juices, into his mouth.

He licked it, then sucked. As he pulled it deep into his mouth, his wet, moist flesh pulsing around it, her core clenched in need.

He released her finger. “You’re delicious. Now, kneel down and unzip me.”

“Yes, Sir.” She knelt in front of him, gazing at the big bulge in his pants.

She unfastened his button, then drew down his zipper, careful not to touch his bulge so she wouldn’t be punished. Because punishment would delay her from putting her lips around that bad boy.

“Now reach in and pull out my cock.”

She smiled. “Yes, Mr. Pearce.”


She reached inside his boxers—a fine silky cotton fabric—and wrapped her fingers around his big, wide shaft. It was so hot and hard, pulsing in her hand. She drew it from the fabric and admired it as it stood straight up, thick and solid.

She wanted to lean in right now and glide her lips along his length. To have him erupt in her mouth and swallow all he gave her.

“You don’t need to respond with every command. Okay?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Good. Now, take off your clothes.”

Reluctantly, she released his big cock and stood up. She unfastened the hooks down the front of her bodice and peeled the leather away, then dropped the garment from her shoulders and tossed it aside. She shivered in excitement as she stood there totally naked, except for her shoes, and he sat fully clothed, but with his huge, throbbing cock pushing from his pants, at full attention.

“Go sit on the chair across from me.”

She had to stop the “Yes, Sir” that leaped to her tongue. She walked the few feet to the other chair, then turned and sat down.

“Open your legs so I can see you.”

She sat with her knees wide apart and quivered in need as he stared at her most intimate parts..

“Touch yourself. Give me a sexy show.”

She stroked one nipple with her fingertips while she slid her other hand to her soft folds. While her nipple throbbed between her pinching fingers, she stroked her slick flesh, then glided a finger inside her hot, wet opening.


“Are you wet?” he asked.

“Yes, Mr. Pearce. Very wet.”

She stroked over her clit and her insides clenched.

“Are you touching your clit now?”

“Yes, Sir.”

She vibrated her fingers over it lightly, watching him as his big hand wrapped around his cock and squeezed.

“It feels so good, Sir.”

“Are you getting close?”

She vibrated faster. Pleasure rose within her.

“Oh, yes, Sir.”

“Keep stroking that sweet little clit.”

She stroked harder, feeling the pleasure build. It wouldn’t be long.

“But I don’t want you to come.”

Oh, damn. She arched against her hand, so close she could barely stop it.

“But I’m so close, Sir.”

“Stop.”

Damn it! She stopped touching herself, need burning through her like a branding iron.

“Come over here.”

She walked to him.

“Kneel in front of me and lick my cockhead.”

She knelt in front of him and gazed at his huge cock. She leaned forward and licked the tip, tasting the salty pre-come. He was rock hard for her.


“Hold it and suck it.”

She wrapped her hand around the thick, throbbing shaft and drew it to her lips, then swallowed him inside. His huge mushroom-shaped head filled her mouth. She sucked, and glided down, taking half of him, then she slid back again. Sucking harder, she glided down again, then back.

“Okay, stop.”

Slowly, she released him. He stood up, drawing her to her feet, too. Then he turned her around.

“Sit.”

She sat on his chair, still warm from his body. He knelt in front of her and pressed her knees wide apart, then leaned forward. She gasped as he licked her sensitized clit. Two thick fingers glided inside her and she clenched around them.

“You are so fucking wet.”

He sucked on her clit and she gasped again, her head falling against the back of the chair as she arched against his mouth. His tongue teased her mercilessly, then he sucked again. Pleasure shot through her, then waves of ecstasy erupted within her. Pulsing. Washing through every cell.

She moaned as he continued to suck and lick, his fingers thrusting in and out.

“Oh, Mr. Pearce. I’m—” She gasped again as he sucked hard. “I’m coming.”

She wailed her release, her fingers coiled tightly in his dark wavy hair.

“Sir, please fuck me now.”

He kissed her clit, then leaned forward and licked her nipple, then gave it a quick suck.

“I was going to just ease into things tonight. No actual fucking.” He smiled. “But you have been such a good little sub.”


He took her hands and drew her to her feet, then guided her behind the chair and pressed her forward against the back of it. Standing behind her, he stroked her long hair from her neck and nuzzled, sending tingles through her. His big body leaned against her, his hard cock throbbing against her back. She longed for that big cock to be inside her as he swept her hair from her back and tossed it over her shoulder, then nuzzled her neck again.

He wrapped his hand around his cock and guided her until she was bent over the chair back, his mouth still playing over her neck. His cock glided between her legs, stroking her slick folds. Her vagina clenched as she anticipated the invasion of his pulsing, rock-hard member. His lips slipped from her neck as his shaft stroked over her folds again. Oh, God, she was desperate for him inside her.

“What the hell?” he exclaimed.

To her utter disappointment, his cock fell away and his hot body shifted. His finger stroked down her back.

“Kate, these scars…”

She tensed as he drew her to her feet and turned her to face him.
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Matt had been just about to drive into Kate’s sweet wetness when he’d seen a series of angry red scars on her back. Now she stared at him with wide, vulnerable eyes.

“Were these from that night? That guy?”

She nodded.

“Oh, fuck, I’m so sorry, sweetheart. I had no idea…”

She’d told him the guy had whipped her, and he’d heard her screaming in her dreams, but he’d still had no idea how bad it had been. To leave scars like that…Fuck.


He tugged her into his arms and held her close, stroking her hair. “I wish I had been there to protect you.”

“It’s okay. I’m okay,” she said.

“No, it’s not okay.” Fuck, he wanted to kill the guy who’d done this to her. He wanted to keep her in his arms forever and protect her from the world.

“I’ve been such an idiot. Punishing you after what you went through. Kate, fuck, I was such an insensitive ass to bring out the riding crop tonight.”

“No, Matt.” She stroked his cheek, gazing at him with wide eyes. “You spanked me that first time because I asked you to, then later because you knew how much I liked it. And tonight, you could tell I was nervous and you asked me about it. Then you put it away.” She kissed him softly. “I know I can trust you.”

He captured her lips again, possessing her mouth with passion. “Of course you can trust me. I love you.”

He swept her into his arms and carried her up the stairs and into his bedroom. He placed her on the big bed and prowled over her.

She smiled up at him. “Oh, please, Mr. Pearce.” Her delicate fingers wrapped around his aching cock. It twitched in her hand, pulsing with need. “I want you to fuck me.”

She pressed his cockhead to her wet folds, and he glided inside her, unable to stop himself. Fuck, she was so hot and wet around him. He groaned as she tightened around him in an intimate hug.

“Oh, God, Kate, I want you so much.”

He drove deep and she moaned.
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Kate almost fainted at the intense pleasure of his huge cock filling her to the hilt. “Oh, yes, Sir. Please fuck me hard.”

She was still elated at his proclamation of love.

He drew back and drove deep again. His lips nuzzled her neck as he drew back. Then he glided forward. She wrapped her legs around his waist, opening wider for him. This time his cock filled her even deeper.

Pleasure rocked through her and she moaned. Soaring higher as he thrust again and again. His body pounded against her, filling her with his hot marble shaft over and over. She groaned as sweet bliss spilled through her, then erupted into a cataclysmic orgasm.

She hugged him tight to her. “Oh, Matt. Oh, yes.” Then she wailed so loudly, she feared she’d wake the neighborhood. He ground against her and grunted, spilling inside her in a wash of heat.

Then her consciousness shattered and she rode the wave of ecstasy.

Finally, she fell against the pillows, gasping for air.

He nuzzled her neck and she smiled up at him.

“So, you love me,” she said coyly.

As soon as she said it, she regretted it. The light in his eyes flickered and went out, then he drew back. His cock slipped from inside her and she felt empty. Physically and emotionally.

“Kate, I’m sorry, I should never have said that. I meant it when I said I would never hurt you, but…” He shook his head and drew away from her.

Her heart pounded, but she drew in a deep breath. “Okay, I get it. I’m pretty tired.” She pushed herself from the bed and walked toward the door. “I’ll see you in the morning.”


She waited for him to protest, but he didn’t. She would love nothing better than to curl up against him and sleep in his arms, but instead, she walked down the hallway to the guest room. She kicked off her high-heeled shoes, stripped off the ankle and wrist cuffs, and glanced around. She had no nightgown or pajamas, so she climbed into bed naked.

[image: image]

Matt threw his arm over his head on the pillow and stared at the ceiling, glowing in the soft illumination of the moon. He wished things had gone differently two years ago. That he and Kate hadn’t slipped apart.

That Ileana hadn’t ruined everything. That party showed there was a wedge between him and Kate that he hadn’t really known existed. The pain he’d suffered because of Kate walking out on him had been intense, ripping his heart to shreds. All because of Ileana.

And then, after Kate had gone and Matt was suffering from a broken heart…He would love to blame Ileana for what happened, and she had certainly played her part, but he had to take responsibility for his own actions. He was the one who had ultimately betrayed Kate.

He rolled over again. All he could do now was to try and help Kate find her future happiness. The question was, would she even stay for the rest of the week?
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Kate walked into the huge tile and glass shower in the guest room’s en suite bathroom and turned on the water, then leaned into the warm spray. Matt had texted her a few moments ago, telling her he’d left some clothes outside her bedroom door and asking when she’d like breakfast.

In the shower, she pressed the shampoo dispenser on the wall and lathered up her hair. He was being sensitive, giving her a little more time before she had to face him, knowing it would be awkward after him saying he loved her, then taking it back.


She thought about the clothes Matt had left for her. At the door, she had found a bag with a thick, fluffy robe, and a pair of jeans with a cozy sweater. The latter was not exactly what she imagined he’d like her to wear during their week of sex, especially hot Dom-sub sex.

She rinsed the lather from her hair, then reached for the other dispenser and pumped body gel onto her palm. It smelled like magnolia blossoms. She stroked the gel vigorously over her body. Normally, she’d delight in the rich lather and the exotic scent, but right now she was too distracted.

Did Matt want her to leave? He might find it uncomfortable being around her now. Or was he just making it easier on her if she wanted to go?

She glided her hands over her breasts, swirling over the nipples. Their next encounter was bound to be awkward, but she really didn’t want to give up a week with Matt. Her nipples puckered as she thought of Matt’s big, muscular body. She wished he was here right now, scrubbing her clean, stroking over her naked body. She glided her hand down her belly and between her legs. The slickness there was not just soap.

Thoughts of his big cock, gliding into her, filling her more than her fingers ever could, sent her hormones into overdrive. Within seconds she was leaning against the tiled wall, shuddering her release, while the shower water still poured over her.
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As Kate walked into the kitchen, Matt looked her up and down and she knew he was assessing the fact that she wore the robe he’d left for her rather than the sweater and jeans.

“Good morning,” she said.

“Good morning. Why don’t you sit down and I’ll pour you a coffee. Breakfast is almost ready.”


He stood up to get the coffee, then returned to the table with the pot and filled her cup.

“About last night…,” Kate said as he sat down at the table. She knew Matt and she could tell he was going to try to push her away. She decided to address the issue head-on.

Matt raised his eyebrows.

“When you said you loved me, it threw us both off a little,” she continued. “But that doesn’t mean we have to end this week together.”

His gaze shot to hers.

“You were going to ask me to leave, right?” Her lips compressed. “The jeans and sweater you gave me to wear are far from sexy attire for a submissive.”

“I thought you’d want to leave.”

“Matt, you told me before we came here that you weren’t interested in rekindling the romance between us. I knew that coming here. I realize that last night we both got caught up in being together again. We remembered how we felt in the past.” She stared into his dark blue eyes. “But I realize that’s all it was.”

At least for him.

She stood up, and stepped toward him. “I don’t want to leave.” She stroked his hair, loving the feel of the waves under her fingertips. “I want to make this week work.”

He grasped her hand and held it. “Kate, if you’re hoping I’ll fall in love with you…if you think you’re in love with me…”

She shook her head. “I know that’s in the past. We won’t talk of love again, except to say”—she smiled and drew her hand from his, then leaned close and pressed her face near his ear, his dark hair caressing her cheek—“I love being with you.”


She untied her robe and let it fall open, then pushed the table back and stood in front of him. His gaze dropped to the narrow opening over her chest, locking on the visible swell of her breasts. She took his hand and guided it under the fabric, then pressed it to her naked breast.

Settling on his thighs, facing him, she stroked over the bulge in his jeans. “And I love having sex with you.”

Matt seemed thoroughly mesmerized by her words and actions. She tugged down the zipper of his jeans, then wrapped her fingers around his twitching cock.

“And I really love having your big cock inside me.” Her lips danced along his angular jawline.

When she started to glide downward, he curled his fingers behind her head and cupped it, then drew her forward. His mouth matched with hers and he thrust his tongue into her depths. She opened, allowing him to possess her mouth. He stroked, caressing every surface. His tongue tangled with hers and they undulated together in a passionate rhythm. When he released her mouth, she gasped for air.

“Now, kneel down,” he demanded, slipping her hand from his cock.

She smiled and crouched down, gazing at his enormous cockhead peering out of his jeans, Matt’s hand firmly around it. He brushed the head against her lips and she opened. His cockhead glided into her. She wrapped her lips around him as the corona filled her mouth. She sucked on him, loving the feel of him filling her.

Slowly, he moved forward, pushing his cock inside her. She sucked and squeezed as he glided deeper. He filled her mouth and her throat.


He groaned. “God, you feel so good around me.”

She sighed at the delight of giving him pleasure.

He reached down to her face and stroked her cheek.

He thrust into her mouth, as if making love to her. In and out. Pleasure washed through her, then he groaned and jerked deep. Hot liquid flooded her. More and more. Filling her with heat, and lust for more.

When he finally pulled his cock from her mouth, she cried out, “Oh, God, Sir, please fuck me.” Her insides churned in need. She had to have him now.

He drew her to her feet and backed her against the well. She clung to his shoulders as he pressed his big cockhead to her dripping wet opening.

His lips trailed along her jawline, sending heat simmering though her. “I’m going to fuck you now. Fill you so deep…” He nipped her neck. “Possess you so fully, that you will have no doubt I am your Master.”

“Oh, yes, Sir,” she pleaded. “Fuck me.”

His cock drove into her, filling her deeply. His cock was long and thick. He stretched her beyond belief. Pleasure rippled through her, filling her entire being.

She wrapped her arms around him. “Make me come, Mr. Pearce.”

He drove into her. Again and again. Mercilessly.

Filling her with such intense pleasure she thought she’d explode.


“Oh, yes.”

The nerve-tingling sensations of his big cock filling her, his hard body ramming her against the wall, his lips pressing against her temple, all combined to drive her to a level of bliss beyond the mere physical world.

She gasped as his cock drove deeper still, then she wailed, clinging to his shoulders. Every nerve ending burst with pleasure and she surrendered to their shared ecstasy.
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The doorbell rang and Kate put down the newspaper and glanced toward the door. Should she get it? Matt had told her there was no staff on duty this week and he had apologetically gone to the office for an hour or so, despite it being Saturday, because his assistant had called with some kind of emergency that couldn’t wait until after Matt’s week off.

The doorbell rang again. She decided she might as well answer it. She went and opened the door. Her heart stammered when she found herself face-to-face with Ileana.

“What are you doing here?” Kate demanded.

Ileana pushed past her and waltzed into the house. “I think the better question is, what are you doing here?”

Kate’s eyes narrowed as she followed the woman into the kitchen. Ileana opened the fridge and helped herself to one of the blue glass bottles of imported water Matt kept chilling in the door, then grabbed a glass from the cupboard without skipping a beat. Clearly the woman knew her way around the house.

“I know that everything you told me about what happened at the party was a lie,” Kate said.

“Matt had nothing to do with that man.”


Ileana smiled at Kate as if she were genuinely amused. “Well, aren’t you the little genius? Too bad you figured it out eons too late.”

Ileana strode into the living room as if she owned the place. Kate followed her, feeling a little like a pet dog trotting after its master.

“So, have you seen his dungeon yet?” Ileana asked casually. “It’s much more elaborate than mine.”

Kate remembered the harsh feel of Ileana’s dungeon, with chains hanging from a cold brick wall and a selection of whips and floggers displayed on a wooden table.

She wanted this woman to leave. Just having this treacherous person here sent shivers down her spine.

Ileana switched the radio station from the soft music Kate had on to a hard rock station. “It’s in the basement and well soundproofed.” She glanced at Kate with a wicked smile. “No one would hear you scream.”

Ignoring the queasy feeling in the pit of her stomach, Kate planted her hands on her hips. “I know what you’re trying to do and it’s not going to work. You drove Matt and me apart before, and I won’t let you do it again.”

“Did you know Matt and I were a couple?”

“He told me you dated briefly, but it didn’t mean anything.”

Ileana nodded. “I see. That’s what he told you.”

Kate crossed her arms. “That’s right.”

Her eyebrow flicked upward. “So why did he propose to me then?”

Kate’s breath caught, but she knew it was a lie. “I don’t believe you.”


Ileana’s lips turned up in a predatory smile. “I know you don’t.” She reached into her shoulder bag and pulled out an iPad, then flipped it on. “But I have proof.”

After a few touches of her finger on the screen, she turned the device to face Kate.

Shock careened through her as she stared at a picture of Ileana and Matt together, Matt slipping a huge diamond ring on her finger, Ileana beaming like…well, like a woman who’d just been proposed to.

Kate glanced up at the woman’s smirking face.

“There’s a lot you don’t know about Matt. Shall I fill you in?”
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