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Chapter One

 


"That'll teach frigid knickers..."

"Oh yeah, it sure will, quick let's get out
of here, before she realises!"

The giggling bunch of inebriated gossip
mongers from the office clip clopped past him and his eyes
narrowed, his full lips turning down in disgust. What on earth were
they up to now and here in his club? No-one knew he co-owned the
renowned BDSM club and that was just the way he liked it. He didn’t
mix business with pleasure and it was one of the reasons he never
stayed in one office for too long.

Alerted to the presence of the newcomers by
the low wolf whistle of his
business partner, as he scanned the CCTV images in front of him,
he’d left his upstairs office to investigate. Frigid knickers
could only mean one person.
Sure enough, his cock responded with irritating predictability, as
the door to the ladies swung open and the resident of every one of
his recent fantasies sashayed past him.

At least he
assumed it was her. Gone were the no-nonsense business skirts and
buttoned up blouses she wore to the office and in its place was a
black leather Basque and skirt ensemble that left little to the
imagination. Come and get me cleavage threatened to poke a man’s
eyes out and the thigh high stiletto boots drew the gaze to the
enticing flashes of bare backside the micro skirt revealed. Her
usually tightly bound hair tumbled half way down her back,
shimmering like a golden halo. He suppressed an involuntary groan
as the subtle scent of summer flowers drifted towards him as she
shook her head, straightened her shoulders and took a deep
breath.

What the hell is going on? Protectiveness warred with fierce arousal, as he
watched her tentatively opening the door to the club and peek her
head into the gloomy interior. What was she doing? His regulars
would eat her alive in that get-up and there was only one man who
was going to sample those goods and that was him, fuck
it.

Before she
could venture further into trouble, he slammed the door shut in
front of her with one large hand, whilst pulling her back into his
long frame with the other. His hands tightened on her hips for an
instant as her leather clad behind made contact with his groin and
her shocked gasp of, “Le…let me go,” trembled through him. In fact
her whole body shook like a leaf and her eyes widened in shocked
recognition when he spun her around in his arms.

“What are you
doing here and why…? I mean…you’re....” heat flashed across her
cheeks and down her exposed cleavage, as she tried to step away
from him in the narrow hallway.

“I’m what,
lady? Do finish that sentence, if you dare.”

In answer her
gaze flickered down to his crotch, where his cock strained against
the denim of his flies. “I didn’t think, I mean this isn’t your
sort of place is it?” Confusion clearly evident on her heart shaped
features; she drew delicate eyebrows together and peeked at his
face from under her lashes.

“I didn’t
think it was yours either, but seems we were both wrong in our
assumptions, sweetie.”

She squirmed
under his intense scrutiny and the pounding in his dick increased,
when she bit into her lower lip, giving him another one of those
coy glances. He almost missed the breathy reply.

“It’s not. I’m
here with the girls from the office. It’s Serena’s birthday. They
said it was fancy dress and dared me to come along. I wasn’t going
to sit by and let them snigger at me anymore and then….” Her voice
trailed off and she closed her eyes, as the trembling in her limbs
increased and he tightened his hold on her.

Her eyes flew
open at his vicious curse and a fresh wave of red suffused her pale
cheeks. He would bet his last penny that her ass would turn that
pretty colour too and his hands itched to spank the pale globes he
glimpsed earlier.

“Since when do
you pay attention to the vipers in the office? I had you pegged as
indifferent to their games. Not that I’m complaining at the outfit,
but if you step in there, dressed like that, sweetie….” he let his
voice trail off, waiting for her reaction.

Again she
straightened her shoulders, taking another deep breath, which made
him want to bury his face in that amazing cleavage and suck the
little nipples straining the fabric of that Basque. Jeez, it was
bad enough imagining what was under those prim and proper clothes
she always wore. Seeing her wares displayed like this for any man
to taste and plunder threatened the iron control he was so proud
of. He had to get her out of here, before he did something he would
regret. He may have fantasized over her, ever since he caught sight
of her that first day in the office, four months ago, but she’d
made it perfectly clear she wasn’t interested in any man. So again,
he had to wonder why she had let herself be persuaded to not only
dress like this, but come along to this club, unless she harboured
some fantasies of her own.

He almost
groaned out loud at the images that thought conjured up.

“It was my
birthday last week and….”

“And what? You
thought you’d try something different?” The shove against his chest
surprised him and he hid his smile at her outraged expression.

“That’s really
none of your business now, is it? So, if you just let me go, I’ll
find Serena and the others and just make my excuses. I’ve changed
my mind. This was a mistake.”

“Serena and
the others aren’t in there. They split on you. I do believe you
have been had.”

It gave him
little satisfaction to see her eyes fill with sudden tears, before
she pulled herself together and flashed him one of her haughtiest
looks, the ones that had him all hot and hard in an instant at the
office. But he was damned if she was going to get away with this on
his turf.

“Well, then I
best be going.” She tried to wriggle out of his grasp, only to
freeze at the deep tones of his business partner, who approached
with a smile on his lips, until she was caged between the two of
them.

“Need a hand
here, mate? Cause you know I’m only too happy to play if the lady
wishes.”

The sudden
flash of excitement he caught in the emerald depths of her eyes
hitched his own arousal up a notch, only marred by the stab of
jealousy he felt, seeing Steve’s large hands snake round her waist.
Fuck it! He wasn’t ready to share this one. And where had that
thought come from? He wasn't usually the possessive type, but this
little bundle of curves had gotten under his skin from the first
moment he caught sight of her, looking all flustered and hot as
hell, when she'd been late for the meeting, clutching that stack of
files he needed as though her life depended on it.

“Hands off
Steve. Ms Hampton is merely in the wrong place at the wrong time,
aren’t you, sweetie. Or so she would have us believe.” He purposely
ground his erection into the juncture of her thighs, whilst
throwing Steve a warning look, which made the other man chuckle low
in his throat. He stepped away, hands up in mock surrender, his
blue eye sparkling with barely suppressed humour.

“Take it easy
James, didn’t know you staked your claim.” His chuckle increased at
the outraged gasp of their prey.

“How
dare you. I am no-one’s claim. Let alone a plaything, just because you two lover boys have
decided to try the other side!”

Steve’s belly
laugh rung round the hallway, one hand braced on the wall as if to
hold himself up.

“Oh, she is
definitely yours, James. Only you could pick someone this prickly.
Have fun taming this one.” He blocked the slap she aimed at his
cheek in one easy move, all traces of humour gone in an instant, as
he spun her around to face him.

“I don’t think
so, lady. Teach her some manners, James, or I will.”

She swallowed
at the threat visible in Steve’s eyes and James forced himself to
not intervene. This was his chance to find out how far her
submissive streak went. Instead he stepped back, crossing his arms
over his chest in a gesture of feigned indifference. He knew the
grip, his partner in crime had on her arms, hurt just enough
without causing real harm. And damn it, if her increased breathing
and the scent of her arousal in the air, didn’t give her away. Miss
Frigid Knickers definitely had some fantasies of her own, but she
would need breaking in gently and Steve’s dark desires would send
her away screeching. Besides his ever hardening cock screamed his
need to show the lady what she liked.

“I don’t
need to be taught anything by the likes of you, thank you very
much, you, you perverts. Now.
Let. Me. Go!”

* * * *

God, if her
heart beat any louder, it would surely jump out her chest. What had
she gotten herself into here and why did her blasted body not get
the message? She knew this had been a bad idea from the start. When
Serena approached her in the office, inviting her to celebrate her
birthday she’d almost said no automatically. But the sniggering
whispers of the office queen’s entourage had joined the devil
sitting on her shoulder—the one who’d niggled at her constantly
since she turned twenty five a week ago—and she’d agreed to come
along to the fancy dress pub crawl. Serena’s astonished looks at
her get-up, a soothing balm to her injured pride, until they’d
suggested checking out the BDSM club. She needed a minute in the
ladies to calm the sudden flash of excitement and pure adrenaline,
just stepping foot in this place had evoked. And now, they’d split
on her, damn it, and she was trapped against the cold wall by this
blond beefcake of a man, whose piercing blue eyes ate her alive.
The heat of his muscled body threatened to engulf her, as he
completely obliterated her personal space, his shoulders too wide
to see past them. Not that she expected any help from James
Whitley. The man was an enigma at the best of times. Impervious to
Serena’s or any other woman’s charms, he seemed cold and strictly
professional in the office, apart from the first time she'd seen
him. His eyes had raked her body up and down in a slow appraisal
that had turned her blood into molten lava and she'd done the one
thing she always did, after Adrian, turned prickly and showed him
the cold shoulder. Getting involved again, especially with a man
who had her body self-combusting with just one look of smouldering
amber eyes was not on her agenda. Besides, he'd never looked at her
like that again. In fact Serena had declared him to be gay, an
assumption he’d not seen fit to disagree with, but if that
impressive erection she’d spotted on him earlier was anything to go
by, he had to at least be bi. Seeing him dressed in jeans and a
tee, his washboard abs clearly visible through the sheer fabric,
had been like a sensual punch to the gut.

Of all the men
to see her dressed like this, did it have to be him? Unless her
unused senses were completely off, he liked what he saw and her
body reacted to that knowledge with a surge of liquid heat between
her thighs. Little did he know, that his tawny brown eyes had
starred in every one of her lust-filled dreams recently, her hands
buried in the shoulder length strands of his chestnut hair, as he
sucked her to the brink of orgasm—dreams that left her breathing
hard and unfulfilled—until she had to pleasure herself with the
hitherto unused dildo, she’d bought on impulse three years ago.

The deep
timbre of his velvety voice, demanding Steve let her go, brought
her back to the hallway, whose harsh lighting threw the ragged
facial planes of the man crowding her into sharp focus, his ice
cold blue eyes drawing her into their depths.

Shit, how
could she day dream about one man and then get all hot and bothered
by this stranger, whose hands roamed to her backside and squeezed
painfully, his fingers skimming across her anus. Her pussy clenched
and another surge of moisture soaked the scrap of material covering
her mound as his whispered words registered in her
consciousness.

“Try to hit me
again, lady and my cock will make you scream right here,” and he
thrust one finger into her wet folds, before inserting that digit
into her anus. She bit her lip at the sharp pain that zinged
straight to her clit. Heaven help her, but that felt way too good
and she couldn’t help the excited moan escaping. The wicked grin on
the man’s face, as he slowly withdrew his fingers had her screw her
eyes shut in embarrassment.

“For fuck’s
sake, Steve, let her go. I told you she’s mine!” James’ annoyed
voice, laced with unmistakable arousal had her eyes fly open, just
in time to see Steve run one hand through his short blond hair, his
eyes boring into hers. “Soon, when he’s ready and that’s a promise,
lady. And he likes to watch….”

“I won’t be
anyone’s whore!”

From somewhere
she found her voice, a breathy porn star imitation of her voice,
which increased the slumbering heat in both men’s eyes watching her
to flash point, but she had to say something to
that…that…Threat?…Promise? Good God was she that depraved that this
turned her on? She choked back the hysterical bubble of laughter at
the thought of her ex-boyfriend seeing her now. Two pairs of male
eyes devouring her, two cocks ready for action if those impressive
erections straining their flies were any indication and if she got
any wetter, she would disgrace herself. Who was frigid now?

Steve’s
mocking laughter rung in her ears, as he walked away, leaving her
to face James on her own. Cheeks flaming she didn’t dare look at
him. She worked with the man for pity’s sake. How was she ever
going to face him in the office come Monday? The silence stretched
between them, until she couldn’t stand it anymore and she looked
up. She was stunned by the brooding intensity, with which he
studied her, his eyes darkening with desire and some other deep
felt emotion that made her chest feel tight as they roamed over her
body slowly. Surely she was imagining that? He couldn't care for
her? Her breathing hitched and she could feel every lingering gaze
like a physical caress on her skin. When his eyes finally settled
on her face, his smile took her breath away completely—compassion,
desire, amusement, all rolled into one. She took his outstretched
hand without thinking. His long fingers closed around hers and
electricity arched up her arm at the innocent touch, as the warmth
of his voice rolled over her.

“Let’s get you
home.” He paused, head cocked to one side as he studied her.
“What’s your name? I can’t keep calling you Ms Hampton.”

“You
mean, apart from Frigid Knickers?” She couldn’t quite keep the hurt out of her voice and
his eyes widened slightly as he pulled her into his frame and
cupped her chin with one hand, forcing her to look up at
him.

“I think we
both know that those knickers are about as frigid as I’m gay.”

She had to
smile at the wicked grin those words accompanied and embarrassment
flooded her anew at her earlier assumptions. “Yes, well, seems
Serena doesn’t know either one of us very well.”

His hold on
her tightened marginally, the laughter lines round his eyes
increasing as he smiled down on her.

“So, your
name?”

She bit back
the groan of embarrassment, that question always evoked. “Promise
not to laugh?” And at his nod, she mumbled, “Summer Breeze Petal,
my mother fancied herself a hippy, what can I say.”

 


 



Chapter
Two

 


Whatever
reaction she had expected, this wasn’t it. He went very still,
looking down on her, the whisper of a smile kicking his mouth up.
She licked her suddenly dry lips, watching his eyes change from
amber to almost black, as he followed the small movement and time
stood still, whilst she waited for his next move.

“Why would I
laugh?” His hands went in her hair, holding the golden strands up
to the light. “I can picture this floating in the summer breeze,
covering your naked body, whilst you scream my name.”

Oh good lord!

He stood
watching her, a heated promise in the molten depths of his eyes
holding her captive, but before she could get her befuddled brain
to respond, the door to the inner sanctum of the club flew
open.

“Master James,
there you are. I won’t do it, he can’t make me and I came here for
you, and—”

His hand up in
the air stopped the petite Brunette in mid flow and Summer watched
in silent fascination as the woman blanched at the stern expression
on his face and hastily dropped her eyes to the floor.

Master
James, really? Summer
thought it wisest to keep these thoughts to herself however. The
man in front of her looked rather forbidding all of a sudden. Gone
was the gently teasing tone he’d adopted with her and his voice
could have cut glass.

“It seems you
need another lesson in obedience, Bianca, where is your Dom?”

“Right, here,
Master J.”

Summer only
caught a brief glance of a man as tall as he was wide, his shaven
head glistening in the overhead lights, tattooed biceps bulging,
expression grim, before James moved her behind him and out of
view.

“Take your sub
away and teach her some manners, Brian. If you’re not up to
educating her, I will have to assign her to someone more
qualified.”

“That’s
just my point, Master James, I want you,” the female voice whined.

Summer tried
to peek round James’ broad shoulders, as he released the hold he
still had on her briefly, to deliver a quick, loud slap to the
other woman’s backside, which brought a gasp of pleasure from her
painted lips.

“Is that what
you want, Bianca?”

Excitement
stained the woman’s face and Summer held her breath at the sudden
tension in the air, as James took a step towards the brunette. “I
asked you a question, sub. How do you answer?”

“Sorry, Master
James, but yes I want—” Another slap stopped her and she moaned,” I
mean, if that is your wish.”

Oh for
pity’s sake! Summer couldn’t quite stop her own exasperated
harrumph,
which focused everyone’s
attention on her, unfortunately. Oh Shit!

Two pairs of
male eyes roamed over her, eyebrows raised in identical expressions
and Bianca’s pout increased tenfold.

“Seems I’m not
the only one who can’t control their sub, Master J.”

“I’m not a
sub!” Summer didn’t quite manage the outraged tone she was aiming
for and she backed away from the intent expression on James’ face
as he growled at Brian, “Mind your own fucking business, Bri, and
give yours a good seeing to. And keep your eyes off what’s
mine.”

There he
went again, claiming she was his in that seductive voice of his
that shot straight to her pussy and made it impossible for her to
retaliate with any conviction. She so needed to get away from this
place and back into her normal clothes and then, maybe then, she
could deal with him. Yeah, keep kidding yourself, girl.
Her foolish heart beat faster
with silent longing every time he looked at her and proclaimed she
was his. He didn't mean that in any other way than sexual, did
he? He couldn't, they
didn't know each other and she didn't believe in love at first
sight, in lust maybe, but love?

Nonetheless
she managed to somehow lock her knees, straighten her shoulders and
stare him down, dimly aware of the other man’s murmured, “Good luck
with that Master J,” before he all but dragged a still pouting
Bianca away.

“Will you stop
calling me that? You have no right!”

She swallowed
again and her stomach churned in anticipation as he put one hand on
the wall either side of her face. His body followed, crowding her
against the wall and she shut her eyes, as his breath whispered
over the sensitive skin just below her ear.

“When
you show up, dressed like that in my club, I have every right, sweetie.”

“Your club?”
Her eyes flew open at that statement. But this just couldn’t be.
“But, you’re a management consultant.” Even as she said it, she
realised how dumb that sounded. Sure enough, he chuckled low in his
throat and released her slightly.

“Does that
exclude me from having a private life, Summer?” Amusement laced his
voice and he shook his head, before he sobered. “If you walk into
the lion’s den you have to expect to be eaten. Do you have any idea
how much trouble you would be in, had I not found you and claimed
you? That get up,” he ran an appreciative glance over her outfit,
causing her to hold her breath anew,” screams sub at anyone in this
club. Maybe you should have thought of that, before coming to play
with the bad boys.”

“I’m not
playing at anything. Serena tricked me into this, as you well know.
I would never—”

His
short laugh cut off her protests and he once again moved her behind
him with a muttered curse, as more men entered the hallway. One of
them wolf whistled loudly, when he caught sight of her.
Oh to find that
hole to hide in.

* * * *

Damn it all to
hell, he had to get her out of here. Embarrassment and anger
radiated of her in waves and every caveman instinct he'd ever had
screamed at him to take her away and make her his. Affection welled
up in him, making his chest feel tight, feeling the way her hands
on his back trembled, even as they tried to push him away. He
nodded towards the club regulars, arms crossed over his chest and
the three men kept on walking. Turning round, he once again caged
her in against the wall. Her eyes widened at his expression and he
forced a smile on his face. With her breasts flattened against his
chest, every rapid breath and tremble of her body, vibrated through
him and his cock hardened further in response. He was going to
fucking explode if he didn’t find himself inside her soon.
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