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I'll give you what you're afraid to ask for…
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Chapter One


 


Avril tried not to
listen to the two women sitting behind her on the bus, but it was almost
impossible. There were only a few people on board, and, although they spoke
relatively quietly between themselves, it was hard to ignore the subject they
were chatting about. 


"So, are you
going to the anniversary party?"


"You mean the
one at Miranda's house?"


"Yes. I'm
really excited about it."


"Unfortunately,
both Master and I are on duty that weekend, which means we can't go."


"Oh, that's a
shame. I always enjoy the parties that members hold outside of the actual
club."


"Yes, me too.
Master Ash told my Master he wants to make the outside parties a regular thing
if everyone enjoys this one and if enough people step up to host them. He said
they'll rotate between home and venues."


"Oh wow,
let's hope it happens. It's always much nicer mixing with other people in the
BDSM scene outside of the actual club. I always love going to munches. You don't
have to worry about saying something wrong. Let's face it, it isn't something
you talk about in regular conversation."


"Hell yes.
I've had to bite my tongue several times, worried I'd say something. If you
slip then people give you this weird stare, and they act as if you're insane or
some kind of pervert."


"Ha. Imagine
people's faces if you said you're a submissive and your partner is a Dom who ties
you up and flogs you all the time."


"Probably get
reported to the nearest police officer."


"You're not
joking. Imagine saying you belong to a club called Silk Rope and everyone there
is into BDSM, probably get the place raided."


"So funny.
People really don't get the unbelievable pleasure from being with a Dom."


"Hey, did you
hear Master Steven ended up refusing to take on that new sub?" 


"He did? You
mean that girl Sandra? Why?"


"Yes, Sandra.
She kept telling everyone how much she loved pain and how no Dom had ever been
able to satisfy her. Said she was an absolute pain slut and asked if there was
anyone at Silk Rope who would be able to make her happy. Apparently Master Ash
was suspicious, but he told her he would let a Master who loved giving pain
help her. Master Steven was away for a couple of weeks, but when he came back
she jumped at the chance to be with him.


"Anyway,
after one session with Master Steven she ended up screaming blue murder, called
red after less than half a dozen hits. Said she would have been hurt badly if
she hadn't called red."


"What? You're
joking, what an idiot. I'd heard there’d been some want-to-be who got caught
out."


"Yep, that
was Sandra. She left. She hasn't been back since."


"So that's
why I haven't seen her."


Both women laughed.


"That's
funny! Mind you, Master Steven is a
real sadist even if he is gorgeous. If she thought she could fake it with him
she was at the wrong club."


"True. My
Master gave me to him once to punish me, only five hits with his hand, but, my
gosh, he really hurt!"


"Mine's
threatened me with him a few times as punishment. Now I'm really careful. I
think I'd pass out if he whipped me even once."


"Isn't it funny?
I can't even stand a paper cut, but when my Master flogs me I get that excited.
But I have to admit if it was a sadist like Master Steven or Master Peter who
hit me I think I'd curl up and die. I know I really couldn't handle even the
tiniest level of pain either Master would want to give."


"Me too, I
know I definitely couldn't handle it. Only a true masochist could. But still
that whole pain-pleasure thing is such a turn-on. I love it."


Avril wondered why
she kept getting these little shivers of excitement at their conversation. She
couldn't stop listening even if she wanted to. She was hooked.


"Oh yes, when
my Master tells me to strip off and he picks up a flogger I can't wait for him
to hit me. But if it was Master Steven or Master Peter I know I'd be crying red
even before the first strike."


"True, when I
was waiting for my Master last week I was watching Master Peter with Renata.
I'd be screaming red after one hard stroke of a cane, but Renata was screaming
for more and then she had this massive orgasm and he hadn't even touched her
clit!"


Unfortunately, at
that point Avril's work stop came up, but as she stood, she glanced at the
speakers as she passed them to alight from the bus. Both appeared to be in
their mid- to late thirties. In fact, they seemed perfectly normal. Nothing
would ever indicate these two were into some kind of kinky sex thing. 


Avril worked for a
large company that manufactured drinks—soft, energy, milk. Over the years,
she'd fought her way up and over the man-based field to become the head
promotional officer and loved her job, but today her mind simply wasn't on it. 


On and off
throughout the day Avril kept going through the conversation she'd heard. It
had actually intrigued her, and she spent the day trying to ignore the way her
mind kept drifting to the ache between her legs. Just the fact that she could
feel some tiny tingles had her amazed, and she wondered exactly what, and
where, this club they'd mentioned was. She knew her mind just wasn't on her tasks
as she kind of coasted through the day. That night when she arrived home, she
fed her large, lazy mastiff George then made a quick stir-fry before settling
on the couch with her laptop. Opening it up, Avril wondered where to start. 


Of course, she
knew the term BDSM. She thought most people would. She had a vague idea about
Doms and submissives, knew about people getting tied up and hit, but that tiny
bit was the extent of her knowledge. Perhaps she should start there, start with
the basics. Typing in the term threw up millions of sites. Okay, maybe she
should read the first one—Wikipedia, then go from there. 


Talk about an
eye-opener! Avril discovered a whole new world. A world devoted to many
alternative sex practices she could never have imagined. Some of it horrified
her, but some made her wriggle on her seat, her focus once more between her
legs. Maybe, just maybe, this was what she'd been searching for all her life
and never really knew.


She'd had lovers
in her youth. Several in fact, but none could satisfy her and none stayed long.
The truth was, most considered her emotionally cold and sexually frigid.
Ruefully, Avril thought she could count on the fingers of one hand the number of
times she'd actually been excited. That was why she'd only had many one-night
lovers—none stayed when they couldn't stimulate her. Certainly, she had been
told she was frigid so often, she was now sure it was true. One lover even went
as far as to say “sex with a lump of wood would have been more exciting”. It
turned her off dating, off sex, and she’d thrown herself into her career
instead.


So here she was, a
woman of fifty-two who had rarely gotten aroused, even more rarely climaxed,
and yet who yearned for love. 


What the hell was
wrong with her?


The last person
she'd slept with was way too many years ago, and yet he'd actually managed to excite
her. She had an orgasm with him, but she'd had to throw him out of her house. Only
thinking about him had her cringing.


They had dinner
once, and then on their second date they'd had sex. He'd actually hit her hard
during sex. The touch of his hand smacking her bottom, then her breasts had
been such a turn-on, and she'd responded, amazing herself. Unfortunately, he
wanted to keep hitting her outside of the bedroom. 


The sex was great,
and on their third date he'd hit her even harder and she loved it. Afterwards
they'd gone into the kitchen, and Avril went to pour them both a glass of wine.
Unfortunately, that was when he decided she needed to be hit all the time.
There was no way she would allow herself to be abused. Pain during sex was one
thing, but the minute he touched her outside the bedroom it was over before it
had a chance to begin. 


She’d threatened
to call the police, and luckily for Avril, he took her at her word. He’d left
her house, and she'd not seen or heard from him since. Since then she'd been
even more wary about getting involved with anyone. That one brush with physical
and verbal abuse was enough for her. Add to it those who'd told her she was
frigid and Avril figured it wasn't worth the risk, so instead she'd spent the
last eight years celibate.


But in the back of
her mind was the undeniable fact—she'd gotten aroused from being struck hard
during sex. 


More important was
the fact the more the blows hurt, the more excited she'd gotten. She'd even
begged him to hit her harder the second time they'd had sex. That was probably
why he’d decided to use her as a punching bag. Liking the pain made her think she
must be some sort of deviant, and somehow Avril had tried to pretend it never
happened. Instead she'd pushed it deep down in her mind, never to face it again.


Yet now she'd
heard about an alternate lifestyle that didn't frown on any sexual deviations.
She'd listened to those women describing being hit. All those old feelings had
surfaced, and Avril knew it had “tickled her taste buds”, so to speak. She
wanted to know more. The things she read excited her. Reading about being hit
with floggers, whips, crops, canes, and realizing exactly how many people
enjoyed the pain, only reinforced her desire to know more. Perhaps that was
what she'd needed all her life. 


But would it be
safe? Would the people there be genuine and not into abuse?


She'd already been
shown how easy it was to be deceived by a partner. What if this club was just a
front for people who enjoyed physically abusing others? If she investigated
this interest, went further than merely reading about it, then it would have to
be somewhere that took her safety very seriously. But how would she locate this
club? Would they help her? Maybe she was too old. Possibly they only took
younger people. Still, she was determined to see what she could find out. Maybe
this was the one chance left to her to find out the truth about herself.


Racking her brains
trying to recall the name of the place the women had mentioned, she typed in
the word “clubs” into the search engine. Lots of information came up about
clubs—football, baseball, chess, dancing. Thousands and thousands.


“Duh! How stupid
am I?”


She added the term
“BDSM” and put the word “club” in inverted commas. This worked. Now it showed
lots of clubs all over the world. Adding in her location, she searched again.
This time the top link was for a place with the name Silk Rope. There were no
others within a hundred-mile radius. The name stirred a memory as she recalled
the women mentioned their club as something about silk and ropes. This had to
be it, and she clicked the link.  


The website of
Silk Rope was elegant and tasteful. It didn't actually give much away, merely
that it was a venue for an alternative sexual lifestyle and it emphasized
safety for all. It mentioned BDSM, gave a few tantalizing details, but she
discovered you had to be a member to login and get more in-depth information.
Although it did say it was open from Thursday evenings right through to Sunday
nights. 


Avril found
contact information, a mention of the date of the next munch, whatever that
was, and alongside it was a link for new members. Opening the link, she
discovered that once a month the club held an information evening for people of
all ages, provided they were over twenty-five, who were interested in learning
more or in joining. On that night full details of the club were released and
the specifics of what it catered to. She looked at the date for the next
meeting—this Friday.


Surprised to see
there was a one-hundred-and-fifty-dollar fee merely to attend, Avril guessed it
was probably there to weed out those who thought it would be a great way to ogle
at naked people. It also stated the fee included a two-night one-on-one
hands-on instruction deal. As well she needed to bring a current doctor's
certificate clearing her of any STDs and that she had no underlying heart or
health problems that would be averse to physical exercise. Before she had a
chance to change her mind, Avril booked a place, paid her fee, and then sat
back, wondering if she'd done the right thing. 


She called into a local
doctor's surgery and got tested. Somehow, she made it through the rest of the
week, and if she seemed distracted at work nobody mentioned it. She knew most
of the staff referred to her behind her back as the Ice Queen. She had a reputation of not having any humor and being a
stickler for work and nothing else. Avril knew she gave the appearance as being
a hard-ass bitch, but to survive in this cutthroat world of men she had to
stand her ground, not let any of them walk over her. Her being distracted seemed
barely noticeable by the staff as she tried to go about her work. 


When she arrived
home Friday evening, after her shower, she opened her wardrobe and wondered
what she should wear. Dressed in white panties and matching lacy bra, Avril
stared at her clothes. Most were power suits—pantsuits or skirts and blazers.
She mainly wore jeans on the weekends or sweats but didn't really have any good
casual clothes. She actually used the suits to hide behind, preferring to
portray a successful but definitely unapproachable woman. 


What would someone
see if they really studied her? If they tried to see past the mask she showed
to the world? Avril considered herself pretty. Would they think she was a woman
in her fifties? Would they like her? She was a healthy and fit woman, just with
ample flesh. Avril doubted she'd ever be a slim model type—she loved food too
much. 


She twisted her
hair into the chignon she always wore in keeping with the Ice Queen persona. Then, sighing loudly, she shook her head, and
in the end, she pulled out a suit—a dark green skirt ending below her knees,
which she teamed with a crisp white blouse and black shoes. Pulling on the
matching jacket, Avril picked up her bag and keys, gave George a pat on the
head, and left. 


Punching in the
address in her car's navigation system, Avril took off. All the way to the
location she felt sick. Her insides were tied up in knots, and she kept
contemplating turning the car around and going home. It was only the fact she'd
never run from anything in her life that forced her to drive on. 


Entering the
complex through a set of massive gates within a high brick wall, Avril thought
she'd actually vomit. It was as if her stomach was boiling as it churned and
roiled. She burped, and all she could taste was bile. Reaching the car park
alongside a massive building that she thought was like an old Georgian mansion,
she pulled into a space then sat in the car, her hands visibly shaking. She
rummaged in her handbag and found a peppermint to suck on to take away the
horrid taste in her mouth.


Could she do this?



The car park was
three-quarters filled, and she could see people walking to the stairs and
entering the building. The information evening was to start at seven, and it
was now ten to. Time to man up.


Fuck!














Chapter Two


 


"Dammit, it's
only a meeting!"


Trying to convince
herself to move, Avril reminded herself she wouldn't be stripped off to let
some stranger hit her as soon as she walked in the door. This was only to learn
a few things. She could walk away after tonight and never come back. She gave
herself a pep talk, and then, steeling herself, Avril got out of the car. She
pushed down her nausea and headed across the car park then up the stairs.
Opening the door, she entered a large, welcoming lobby, tastefully decorated,
and with several couches and a desk, behind which was a formidable looking man.
He appeared as if he could snap her in two without breaking up a sweat.
Nervously, she approached him, and he gave her a friendly smile. 


It was as if the
sun broke through the clouds as he grinned down at her and said in a warm, amiable
voice, "Here for the information evening? My name's Stan. "


Her voice cracked
as she stammered, "Ye-yes."


"Do you have
your receipt and certificate?"


She handed them over.


"And I'll
need your driver's license."


Fumbling in her
wallet, she gave it to the man, who photocopied it, then gave her a form. 


"Can you fill
this out please? It only has your name, address, and contact numbers. You also
need to sign the bottom to say you won't discuss the things you hear or see
tonight outside the club except with members. If you recognize anyone you will
not speak to them here or discuss things you see with them outside the club
unless they approach you."


"Oh, okay, I
understand."


Quickly, Avril
filled in the paper and signed it. She handed it back, and Stan gave it a quick
read, then witnessed her signature.


"Great,
thanks, Ms. Thomson. Now if you'd like to go through that door there. You will
need to leave your bag in one of the lockers, then come back here."


He pulled out a
card from many inside a small, round glass fishbowl and handed it to her. On
the outside was a locker number. 


"If you enter
the number written inside this card on the keypad then press reset you can
enter a five-digit code of your choice. Once you've done that, press ‘set’ and
it's all yours."


She nodded her
thanks and went through the door he'd indicated. Too nervous to look around,
Avril only concentrated on finding the correct locker. She then put her bag inside
and locked it. As she was heading back to the desk, Stan gave her another
lovely smile.


"All
ready?"


She nodded.


"If you go
through that doorway on the left, it leads to the offices and to the small
conference room. Take the first door on the right and you'll find a few other
people in there for the information night. Enjoy your evening."


"Thanks,
Stan."


Following his
directions, while trying to look calm but shaking inside, Avril went through
the doorway and into a long hallway. The door Stan had indicated was open, and
she entered a medium-sized room. There were about two dozen chairs scattered
around and several couples, who all seemed to be in their twenties or thirties,
plus a couple who she thought were in their forties. All stood around, and
Avril got the impression they were as unsure as she was. Avril almost lost her
nerve and walked out, but as she went to turn aside door opened and two men
entered. 


There was no way
they would ever be missed. Both were tall—very tall and attractive. Avril thought
one was in his mid-forties, while the other appeared older, maybe in his early
fifties. They were both dressed in black shirts and black leather pants with
well-worn, clean, heavy black boots. The older man seemed like the sort you
wouldn't pick a fight with, a firm body with a hard glint to his eyes. She was
surprised at the instant magnetism she had to him. He had scruffy dark hair,
graying at the sides with piercing gray eyes and looked in need of a shave,
although Avril thought maybe it was done on purpose. Avril got the impression
those eyes wouldn't miss anything as he surveyed the room. They focused on her.



She stood still,
frozen to the spot under his unblinking gaze. She knew she'd blushed as she
dropped her head to look at the floor. He scared her a little, but at the same
time she thought he was one of the most attractive men she'd ever seen. The
other man cleared his throat.


"If you could
all take a seat, we'll begin."


Avril would have
taken a seat at the back, but one of the couples smiled at her and indicated a
seat near them, right in front of the older man. She had no choice but to take
it. Feeling self-conscious, she sat primly, her hands folded on her lap, her
legs together with her feet tucked neatly under the chair. He quirked an eyebrow
then turned his head away for a moment.


"Right, good
evening, everyone. I am Master Peter, and this is Master Steven."


Avril gave a
little start. That was the name those two women had mentioned—Master Steven,
the sadist. Actually, they'd mentioned both men, but this Steven had intrigued
her.


"As you
guessed we are both Doms, actually Masters. During the course of the evening
you will hear a lot of terms—Masters, Doms, Mistresses, subs, slaves, et cetera,
and we'll try to ensure you understand a little about them all by the end of
this evening."


He smiled warmly
at everyone, but Avril’s hands wouldn’t stop shaking as she held them tight
together. She could actually hear her blood pounding rapidly in her head as she
tried to appear cool and calm.


"This club was
started to cater for the needs of people who do not adhere to what we refer to
as a quote, 'vanilla lifestyle'. We are extremely selective in our membership
and have been operating for almost thirty years. The requirements to join are
strict from only accepting people over twenty-five to insisting on lodging
regular medical tests. The fees are very high, and we make no apologies for
that. But it does mean your safety is uppermost in our minds. We do not
tolerate any type of abuse—verbal, physical, or mental. Anyone violating any of
our rules would be immediately banned. There are no second chances. And to
reinforce our displeasure, we would contact several other prestigious clubs
about the behavior of the person concerned. Safety for all is paramount. Everything
here is safe, sane, and consensual."


Avril wondered exactly
how much the fees were if he admitted
they were very high. She was gratified to hear of the safety aspect, and she
gave a quick glance at Master Steven but quickly dropped her gaze self-consciously
again as he caught her look.


"So as to the
various forms of BDSM we cater for at the club, there's very little we don't
accommodate. Let's start at the beginning." He held up his hand and with
each term counted with his fingers. "The term BDSM covers, one BD—Bondage
and Discipline, two DS—dominance and submission, and three SM—Sadism and
Masochism. So, basically it means those who enjoy being tied up, those who like
to be disciplined, from others who enjoy a little light spanking to heavy pain,
right through to those who indulge in the more extreme forms like
auto-eroticism and some knife play. We have people who like to bind others,
those who enjoy wielding a crop, and so on. You must always remember, BDSM is a
consensual exchange of power between two people.


"We do not
allow breath play, urolagnia—that's golden showers—or coprophilia—scat, feces
play—for several reasons, mainly the health and safety aspect of them. 


"The three
terms cross over, which means a person into SM may also be into bondage, or
someone who is a Dominant may also be into discipline, and generally are, and
so on."


He gave his
audience a moment to think about what he'd said before continuing, and Avril
was extremely glad she didn't have to see people playing with poop or pee!


"We like to
think we are very much on top of the safety aspect. We have all our Masters,
Mistresses, and experienced Doms and Dommes assigned as Dungeon Masters, or DMs.
We work on a roster system, and there are always several DMs patrolling
throughout the club continually. They wear a distinctive armband so you can
pick them out easily. All the while they ensure no one breaks any rules,
there's no hint of abuse and that everything is safe, sane, and consensual.
You'll hear the term—SSC a lot."


It gave Avril a great
sense of relief to know that people weren't able to do whatever they liked
without any sort of rules or someone to oversee and enforce them. 


"If you
aren't accustomed to the lifestyle, I can assure you that you will see things
which will shock you." Master Peter gave a grin and winked at Steven as if
sharing a joke before he spoke again. "Things that to the uninitiated will
seem like abuse but know that every single person is here because they enjoy
what happens to them or love what they do to others." He stressed the next
sentences rather forcefully. "No one, and I mean no one, is forced to do
the things they participate in. It is an agreement they have chosen to accept.
This is not abuse; this is consensual enjoyment."


Master Steven
hadn't spoken. He looked formidable as he leaned against the front table, his
long legs stretched out in front and his arms and ankles crossed. Avril thought
that, although he seemed relaxed, he was like a panther, alert and ready to
strike at the slightest whim. Avril got the impression he viewed them all as
potential prey, and she gave a shiver. He caught it, and once more that mocking
eyebrow rose. She pulled her attention back to Peter and tried not to keep
glancing at Steven.


Peter then talked
about various types of BDSM in a more in-depth way, and Avril wanted to squirm
in her seat but somehow resisted when he began talking about flogging and
whipping before going on to discuss bondage. After he finished, he asked the
couples what they were interested in.


"Well, my
girlfriend and I like being tied up. I mean she does, but I'm frightened I'll
hurt her. We thought someone here could teach us how to do it safely."


"Very smart
of you. Nothing turns a person off faster than being tied too tightly or the
wrong way. We have several people who teach rope work. I'm sure we can
accommodate your desires easily." 


Peter pointed to
another couple, the older ones.


The husband
cleared his throat and glanced at his wife, who nodded, "I have a high-pressure
job. I—I'd like to be able to come home and know my wife has everything under
control, if you know what I mean."


"You mean
you'd like to be her submissive?"


"Er, yes, I
guess that's the word. I want to do everything I can to please her while she
gives me orders. I don’t want to have to make any decisions about our um … our
sex life."


"And what
about you, do you want to control your husband?"


"Very much indeed.
I get such a kick when he lets me take charge."


"Sounds like
you both have discussed this and now want to take things further."


"Most
definitely. We've been trying things at home. We’ve enjoyed it very much, and
now we'd both love to learn more."


Another couple
were also interested in bondage and discipline while the final couple, the
Ryans, admitted they wanted to see if a “little smacking” in the bedroom would
be exciting.


Avril wanted to
shrink down in her seat as she hoped Peter wouldn't ask her, all the while
knowing he would.


"And you,
Miss?"


"I … I don't
know. I'm not sure."


"Surely you
must have some idea of the reason that drew you here." He consulted a
clipboard on the desk, then dropped it down again. "Ms. Thompson?"


She nodded. Hell,
this was horrid. Everyone was now looking at her.


"Maybe."
Her voice squeaked, and she felt herself go red and hot as blood rushed to her
face. She cleared her throat and sat up straighter. "Ah, pain, I want to
explore pain and being hit."


Steven quickly turned
his interest to her, and she thought she saw a tiny quirk of his lips. They
were nice lips, full, and Avril licked her own as she admired them, then tore
her gaze away from him. 


"Then in that
case, Ms. Thomson, we can certainly accommodate you."


Avril didn't know
whether to be pleased or terrified.  


"Right. Now
we're going to take you into the club proper. Please be aware, we will not take
any of you through the entire club tonight—we don't want to scare you
away." There was a titter of nervous laughter, and Avril's pulse raced.
"Tonight is kind of a sneak peek at only the things you've expressed
interest in, the milder aspects of the lifestyle. Then we'll have a drink
together and something light to eat in the lounge to discuss things
further."


He picked up the
clipboard again and referred to it, scribbling something. Steven pointed out
something on it, and Peter looked at him in seeming surprise.


"Really?"


Steven nodded, and
for some reason it got Avril extremely nervous. Peter then assigned the couples
out. Peter took three couples—the ones who were interested in bondage, another
who'd thought they'd like to learn a little discipline, and the Dom-sub couple.
Avril watched Steven as he pushed himself casually off the table. The guy
scared her, and she thought he found her amusing and perhaps naïve, but at the
same time she couldn’t ignore the attraction she had for him.


Avril thought
she'd drawn the short straw as Peter spoke, "Ms. Thomson, you will go with
Master Steven along with Mr. and Mrs. Ryan."


Oh, double fuck!














Chapter Three


 


Steven had noticed
her as soon as he and Peter walked into the room. She would be hard to ignore
in any situation. Beautiful but with a definitely unapproachable demeanor. He
wondered what had drawn her to the club. He couldn't help his reaction when
she'd sat perched on the chair, her hands held tightly in her lap. His cock had
twitched. He got the impression she was as nervous as all hell and, if she
could, she would have run from the room. He caught her looking at him a few
times and once thought she'd given a start when Peter introduced them both.


It was when Peter
pressed her and she admitted she wanted to explore pain that his cock gave an
even bigger twitch. It had surprised him. She didn't seem the type to be a pain
slut. Of course, Steven thought her idea of pain would probably be a few gentle
little love pats on the bum. All the same what had really surprised him was his
own reaction. 


Steven hadn't been
in a relationship for years, preferring to use the unattached club subs for a
few nights rather than get involved. His last relationship had ended over
twelve years ago when out of the blue his sub of five years decided she no
longer wanted to live in the lifestyle. She wanted to get married, have
children. As she put it, she wanted to be “normal”. Steven had been shocked. He
certainly hadn't been in love with her but had cared for her deeply. Because he
hadn’t seen it coming, it had shocked him to the core and actually knocked his
self-confidence for a while. 


He decided rather
than risk his heart, even though it hadn't been broken, he would remain on the
fringes from then onward. Now he'd seen a woman who ticked all the boxes for
him.


She appeared curvy
and lush, beautiful but unapproachable, and the highlight was she wanted to
explore pain. Steven thought she was around the late forties mark, but she had
that clear skin that made it hard to tell her exact age. Her hair was twisted
in some sort of complicated fold thing. Her lovely green eyes were staring ahead,
but every now and again he caught her glances. He enjoyed looking at her because
she was a plus-sized woman, and Steven loved larger women. 


Steven was a
sadist like Peter, and he did enjoy taking a woman to the edge. Flogging her,
whipping her, inflicting enough pain to ensure she slipped into pleasure. But
most women didn't like to take the amount of pain he enjoyed giving, and for
that reason he'd been forced to “tone down” his sadism, much to his regret,
until he could find a true sexual masochist.


He knew Peter had
been surprised when he indicated he would take charge of her. Peter had
obviously thought to instruct her himself and allow her to speak with his wife
about the lifestyle as he usually did with those interested in pain. In fact,
Steven was surprised in himself. He didn't want to get involved with anyone,
but she was like a challenge—unapproachable, cool, and haughty. And if there
was one thing Steven liked it was a challenge.


She'd appeared
shocked when Peter assigned her to Steven, and he had to hide a grin. Nodding
to her, he led her and the Ryans out through the door and into the main part of
the club with the other group. Peter pointed to the lounge area near the bar.


"That is the
lounge, and we also serve food. There is a small dining area alongside the
lounge where members can have a light meal—finger foods, and sweet treats. And
here's the bar. There is a limit of one alcoholic drink but as many soft drinks
or juices as you wish." 


Peter moved away
with his group as Steven went on to explain to his little bunch that the cost
of both light foods and drinks was covered in the membership fees. He showed
them the large lounge area and the dining room alongside. The lounge was
already half filled with members. He wondered how Ms. Thomson was coping with seeing
all the naked flesh on display. Several Masters had their subs kneeling before
them, and most wore clothing that left little to the imagination. A Domme
walked past leading her leashed sub. He was naked except for a cock cage. She
greeted Steven then continued on her way. 



He led his charges
through the lounge and turned right into the first scene area. For the nights
when there was an information evening, club members knew the first three or
four stages either side downstairs would only be used for the “gentler” aspects
of the lifestyle. So this one was mild by BDSM standards—it was a spiderweb. On
it, a naked woman was being repeatedly tapped very lightly with a flogger. He
heard the swift intake of breath from his student. 


Mm, that’s intriguing. He stood behind
Ms. Thompson as several more soft blows landed on the woman's breasts and
smiled to himself when he heard Ms. Thompson's tiny whispered groan.


They walked
between the couches set around the stage. On one a naked woman was sucking a
man's cock while on another a naked man knelt on all fours on the floor, his
mistress resting her feet on his buttocks while she chatted to another
dominant.


Steven took the
three of them into the next scene area to see their reaction. This time it was
a St. Andrew’s cross with a woman tied face down on it. The woman screamed—loudly,
shouting for the man hitting her to stop. She begged as each strike of the
leather crop left an angry red welt across her ass cheeks.  Steven snuck at glance at the beautiful woman
beside him. Her eyes had dilated, her nose widened, mouth slightly open. The
other couple seemed a little shocked, and Steven got the impression their idea
of a “little smacking” would only be limited to hands or maybe the gentle
caress of a flogger.


He would show them
one last scene to be sure—the fuck bench. He wouldn't take them any further
along or upstairs where some of the more intense scenes would be playing out.
They never liked scaring off potential members by overwhelming them too quickly.
Instead here he knew Evan had his sub on the bench tonight with Simon to help. It
would appear to be an intense scene as far as newbies were concerned. This
would give him an idea of how much pain the three charges wanted. When they
arrived, he stood between Ms. Thomson and the Ryans, listening and watching
carefully to their reactions.


The sub, Denise,
was lying face down on the bench with her ass in the air, her wrists and ankles
restrained. Simon was hitting her hard with his flogger, much harder than the
two previous scenes, and already her back was bright red. Steven knew Denise
was no true masochist, although she did enjoy a certain level of pain. Except
for Peter's wife, Renata, there were no true sexual masochists in the club.
Steven knew there was no way Denise could handle the volume or strength of the
pain he longed to inflict. 


They watched as
each strike landed. Denise would scream, begging for mercy in between panting
loudly. The couple beside him turned away, and he thought the woman looked ill.



Right, they definitely only want to indulge in light
spanking. 


He glanced down at
his other side. Ms. Thomson had leaned forward, seemingly subconsciously. When
each hit landed, she gave a shudder, but it wasn't of fear. At least judging by
the increase in her breathing and the flush to her face, she was becoming
excited.


Evan had been
playing with Denise's pussy, and now he rammed his condom-covered cock deep
into her. Ms. Thomson's groan was much louder this time. He was sure she was
unaware of her reaction as Steven's own cock swelled tightly, and
uncomfortably, in his leathers. He waited until Denise's screams for mercy
became screams of delight as she climaxed. The woman alongside of him had been
subconsciously panting softly in time with Denise. 


Interesting.


He led his little
gang back to the lounge where Peter had just settled his group in with drinks.
An unattached sub greeted them with a tray filled with glasses of white wine
and fruit juices. Ms. Thomson chose the juice, turned away, and he grinned to
himself as she took a large gulp, then wiped the frosty glass across her
forehead before turning back to the others after draining her glass. Another
sub circulated with a tray of canapés, but he noticed Ms. Thomson declined them
in favor of another juice.


What would she
look like after she'd been ridden hard? Would she be excited after he'd caned
her savagely? Would that polished exterior crack under his blows?


Peter invited
everyone to sit around his chair, well within listening distance.


"So, you've
had a very small taste of what may interest you. Any questions?"


Mr. Ryan cleared
his throat. "I don't think either of us could cope with the level of pain
from those hits we saw."


"That's fine.
Many people enjoy only a light spanking." He turned his head to Steven.
"I imagine this was heavier?"


Steven nodded.
"Not the first two but we did finish with Denise, Evan, and Simon."


"Ah, yes. She
enjoys a certain level of pain. Mind you, she isn't a sexual masochist, far
from it. A sexual masochist would require more pain, but Denise does have a
high desire for some hurt to climax."


One of the other
couples from Peter's group spoke up. "That rope thing we saw, is it hard
to learn?"


"The Kinbaku?
It does take a while. In fact, the Master you saw believes he is still learning
despite studying it for over twenty years."


"Oh, that's
disappointing."


"In saying
that, you can learn basic knots fairly easily, and then if you find you enjoy
it, Master Kaden does take on students."


"Really? Oh
great."


"Ms. Thomson,
did you enjoy what you saw, or do you think you'd prefer a much lower level of
pain?"


Steven rubbed a
hand across his mouth. He could almost read her thoughts. Something along the
lines of “did he have to ask me that?” She gave that deer in the headlights
stare, but it surprised him when she straightened up and faced Peter.


"Yes, I liked
it. I, no, I wouldn't like it any lower, I don't think."


Steven would have
groaned in delight if it wouldn't spoil his image, but he did catch the raised
eyebrow at him from Peter. He gave him an imperceptible nod. Peter would know
he was claiming her if she decided to come back.


"Do you think
you'd like it higher?"


She blushed a
bright red, but she did nod, then stammered, "I don't know, maybe. I'd
like at least what we saw last. Yes, yes, I'm pretty sure I would, but I guess
I'd have to try."


"Don't be
embarrassed. I know the questions we ask are deeply personal, but if you decide
to explore the lifestyle…” He looked at everyone before continuing. “And this
applies to all of you—then you need to be completely honest. We wouldn't like
to match you with someone like Master Steven if even a light smack made you
grimace."


Mrs. Ryan’s face
held a puzzled stare. "Why? I mean what would happen if Master Steven took
someone under his wing?"


"Master
Steven is a sadist, like myself, Mrs. Ryan." 


Steven caught the sudden
wide-eyed look from Ms. Thomson. If he wasn’t mistaken it seemed like desire
mixed in with fear. "We both enjoy inflicting a very high level of pain on
our submissives or partners. My wife is both my sub and a true sexual masochist."


"Oh."


Mrs. Ryan squirmed
uncomfortably in her seat at the thought. Steven glanced at Ms. Thomson, but
she'd dropped her head down and he couldn't see her reaction. 


"Don't worry,
the rest of the Doms and Masters here prefer giving a much lower level than we
do and some give none at all."


"So, what
happens next?" one of the other men asked.


"That, of
course, is entirely up to you. Your fee gave you tonight's discussion and tour,
and it also gives you two consecutive evenings of, shall we say, enjoyment. You
have two weeks in which to come back and try. If you don't take advantage of the
offer in that time, I'm afraid the option is then lost."


"What happens
if we do?" one of the younger men asked.


"You'll be
assigned a Master, Mistress, or senior person who will take you under their
wing for the two evenings."


"Does that
mean we have to have sex in front of everybody?" the unmarried couple's
female asked in a terrified voice.


Peter laughed. 


"Heavens no.
You will be expected to experience a little of whatever you're interested in.
It wouldn't make sense to come to learn if it interests you and then sit on the
sidelines. For example, you and your boyfriend are interested in bondage. The person
you would be placed with will demonstrate various techniques and you would be
tied. You would both learn the safety aspects and your partner would be taught
a few basic knots."


"I don't have
to be naked, do I?"


"No, but I
would suggest you wear something close fitting, like a yoga outfit. You can, of
course, choose to be naked or perhaps semi-naked. It's entirely up to
you."


Mr. Ryan cleared
his throat. "What about my wife? I mean we'd like to investigate some
light hitting. What should she wear?"


"I'd suggest
it's better to be done on bare skin." His wife looked as if she'd faint as
Peter continued. "Perhaps a skirt that could be lifted and some brief panties
or a thong."


"Thank
goodness, I don't think I could show my hoo-ha."


There were a few
titters from the group, and Mrs. Ryan blushed.


"You have to understand,
Mrs. Ryan, you actually feel the strikes better on bare skin. So, it's up to
you how much or how little you want to expose. The same goes for you, Ms.
Thomson."


She nodded, brief,
quick one, and finally gave Steven a long, level glance before dropping her
green eyes to her hands. Steven wondered what was under those clothes. He
thought she was large busted, although with that jacket on it was hard to tell
exactly.  He only knew she appeared full
figured. He’d love to have her naked and strapped to a cross. 


Damn! I hope she comes back. I want to see more of the
delectable Miss Thomson. 


The group spoke a
little longer on what was involved, and one of the couples asked what the
difference between a Dom and a Master was.


"Good
question. In this community, Silk Rope, a Master is someone who has been in the
lifestyle all their adult lives and has earned the respect of their peers. They
are considered the level all Doms within Silk Rope hope to achieve. In their
fields they are the top, the most experienced. I must add not all Masters here
at the club are Doms. For example, our rope Master isn’t a Dom, and Master
Steven here doesn’t consider himself a Dom although he likes to have a
submissive. Whereas I most certainly am a Dom. Outside of Silk Rope, in some
communities, a Master is someone who lives the lifestyle 24/7. They do not have
a submissive. They have what we class as a slave. All decisions are made by the
Master or Mistress both inside and outside the bedroom."


"A slave?
That's horrible!"


"No, Mr.
Ryan. It is by choice, as are all dynamics in the lifestyle. Remember SSC. The
Master-slave relationship is negotiated between the Master and the slave the
same way as the relationship between a dominant and his or her submissive. The
person who is the slave has decided that is the lifestyle they want, they
desire. We have one couple who live that type of relationship and have done for
over fourteen years. For them it is the ultimate power exchange. Remember everything
in our lifestyle falls under the safe, sane, and consensual banner."


Mr. Ryan gave a
shiver. "I guess I understand, but I don't get it."


"It's merely
one aspect of the lifestyle, Mr. Ryan. It all boils down to choices and
desires. And, most importantly, to consent."


"I suppose
so."


"There are
people in the vanilla world who would see your desire to hit your wife during
sex as abuse. They would want to see you locked up, yet for you two it is you
and your wife's choice and desire."


Mr. Ryan nodded
his head, seeming to understand Peter. "True."


Peter added,
"Personally I don't get breath play or scat play, but if someone desires
it then that's their choice. I certainly don't think any less of them."


"I get you,
thanks for explaining it so well."


Peter glanced at
his watch. "If there are no further questions then we'll call it a night.
It's almost eleven. Remember you have two weeks to decide if you'd like to come
back for your two sessions’ trial. As you leave tonight, Stan will give you a
list of fees and membership rules. It will give you time to decide what you
want to do. If you do want to take advantage of the trials then please ring the
club and let us know. I'll leave a list at the front desk of which person would
be most suited to guide each of you."


The evening broke
up with hand shaking and thanks as they escorted the group into the front
foyer. Ms. Thomson seemed thoughtful but did thank Peter and Steven. Her voice
had a husky quality to it that was a turn-on. Steven really wanted to hear her
scream, to hear her beg for mercy as he thrashed her. 


Ah, a man can but dream.


 














Chapter Four


 


Avril wondered how
she managed to stand. Her legs were weak and wobbly, but she was determined not
to show how she really felt. She couldn't stop shaking as she followed the two
Masters from the lounge and into the foyer. 
Her mouth was dry, her blood rushing through her veins, and in her mind,
she could still hear the moans of the women she'd seen. She'd been glad of the
chance to get herself under control in the lounge but wasn't sure she did a
very good job. Still, she resolved not to let the man, Steven, see how much she
was affected both by the things she'd seen—and by him. But, judging by the intense
looks he'd given her a couple of times, she had the distinct impression he
could see right through her pretense. 


On top of it all,
part of her was in total shock—she'd been excited and still felt it!


After collecting
her handbag, somehow, she made it home in one piece, and then she almost threw
herself into a cold shower. She needed to calm down, the things she'd seen, the
way those men control the situations, the hits—the obvious pain.


Even after her shower
she was still turned on. Who would have believed it? Who on earth could get
excited by watching someone getting whipped? Feeling pain?


Only her.


She was a woman
who'd never gotten excited until now, but more importantly, she was damn
aroused! Lying in bed, she remembered every detail, the way those women had
screamed, the way each hit had made her wish it was her body stretched out. The way that last woman had been taken.
She'd been fucked—no other way to describe it. And she'd climaxed, screaming in
pleasure when she came! Avril wished it was her. She wished she were the one
stretched out, tied down, and whipped by—by Master Steven.


Fuck, this is crazy! I don't even like the man! He
scared me.


Still, she fell
asleep to dream of those all-seeing gray eyes staring at her, of the way his
eyebrow lifted, the tiny quirk of his lips. 


Over the weekend
she kept going over what she'd seen and what she'd felt. She'd always had a
fairly high tolerance for pain but had never associated it with sexual
excitement until those couple of dates with the dickhead. 


But after Friday
night? Oh wow, she'd actually craved it. Her dreams had been filled with being
struck hard—very hard by Steven. And she'd woken after each dream aroused.


That had never
happened in her life. Never!


Would she go back,
or wouldn't she? And if she did, what on earth could she wear? A thong? She'd
only wore one once and discovered exactly how uncomfortable it was. The piece
of string rubbing between her ass cheeks had her spending most of the time trying
to lift it out. Bikini panties? Well yes, she could wear them, but regardless
it would mean her ample curves would be on display. 


And what about
higher?


Those women had
been hit on their backs, their breasts as well as their thighs and bums. She
could wear some nice underwear, but the trouble was she'd be showing
practically everything to whoever happened to walk past. Could she show off her
body to strangers like that?


Yes, she accepted
she was large and curvy with wobbly bits and loved her shape, but it was a
different matter altogether to let strangers see her. Then, of course, she'd be
mortified if anyone commented on her size. 


All the next week
she vacillated between “yes” she'd go and “no” she wouldn't. She came up with
all the reasons she could think of not to go, then all the reasons she should,
even going as far as to write out a pros and cons list. The truth was, she
wanted to experience it just once. She needed to know if she really did need
pain to get excited. It seemed obvious, but there was the very real possibility
it was only because of watching. She'd never watched anyone have sex before,
never watched a porn movie. Maybe it was all some kind of voyeuristic pleasure
and excitement. Maybe the pain thing wasn't real.


Being honest at
last, she understood she'd have to try it firsthand. She'd have to bite the
bullet and go. She wasn't getting any younger, so maybe it was time to face the
truth for once—maybe she was made to get excited from pain. Or maybe the ugly fact
was she really was frigid—a true Ice
Queen in name and nature and her excitement was merely from seeing
something very new and extremely sexual.


The weekend came
and went, and she still hadn't decided. Avril only had four more days, and then
she'd have lost her chance. Thursday at lunchtime she went out to a local mall
to the bank and to buy herself some lunch, and she passed a lingerie shop
having a sale. She glanced in the window and thought there'd be nothing to fit
her. She was about to walk by when a sign caught her eye: “we cater for
plus-size”. Maybe that was fate. She went inside. No harm in looking.


Trying to appear casual,
she went through the racks of underwear before she spied a set that would be
perfect—a deep maroon color, the lacy bra plunged down while the panties were a
high cut brief but mostly lace. In fact, the cheeks of her butt would be mostly
bare, kind of like a thong but without the discomfort.


It surprised Avril
that she could find such a sexy set in her bra size—46E. Before she could
change her mind, Avril brought them and a black set that was similar but had
tiny sparkles on the lacy cups. Guess
I've made my decision.


When she got home
that evening she rang the club and gave her name before she changed her mind.


"I wanted to
come in for the two introductory evenings. My name is Thomson."


"Ah yes, Ms.
Thomson. I have you on the list. How about this Saturday and Sunday night?
Master Steven is free."


"Mast—Master
Steven?" she squeaked in shock.


"Yes. Master
Peter has indicated that you would be best suited with Master Steven."


Oh shit, no time to back out now.


"Are you
absolutely sure it's with Master Steven?"


"Most
definitely."


Shit, bum, shit. Oh fuck!


"Are you
still there?"


"Oh sorry.
Yes. I'll. I'll be there."


"Excellent.
Seven o'clock both nights."


"Seven, thank
you."


"Goodnight.
We'll see you on Saturday."


Oh my God, oh my God!


What the hell had
she done? Master Steven was going to see all her wobbly bits and her bloody big
boobs. Fuck!


To say Friday at
work was crazy would be an understatement. She had to put the final touches on
a campaign due out on Monday, and her mind really wasn't on it. She kept
writing herself notes to remind herself what she was doing. On Saturday she had
to go into work for a few hours, but she felt sick and it must have been noticeable
because her secretary asked her if she was all right.


"You haven't
been looking okay for the past few days."


"I've got a
headache, Gail. I'll take something for it."


Headache? Hell,
that would be mild compared to how her stomach felt. 


Butterflies? Heck,
there was this huge flock of damn great big birds in there. In fact, Avril was
convinced there were a few dozen ostriches, leaping around, trying to escape from
her tummy.  


Somehow, she
managed to make it through ‘til one when she left the office. Everything had
been completed for Monday morning when she'd hand everything over to the
publicity team. All the same, she wasn't sure how she'd managed it with her
mind only half on the job. When she got home she greeted George, then sat down
on the floor to have a serious talk with him.


"Am I stupid,
George? Do you think I should ring and cancel?"


He stared up at her
with those wise puppy-dog eyes then licked her.


"So, you're
saying I should be brave?"


He gave a little
bark.


"Thanks."


She hugged him. He
rolled onto his back, demanding a belly rub in payment for his wise words. Then
she took him for a walk and afterwards cleaned the house mindlessly, anything
to stop herself from worrying about what this evening would bring. All she
could think of was seeing Steven, and having those gray eyes fix their gaze on
her body. Just the thought of him was enough to make her heart flutter. 


Finally, it was
time to get ready. After feeding George, she showered. 


A few years back
she'd decided to get laser treatment on her legs, underarms, and pubic area.
Now she only had a thin strip—a sort of almost full Brazilian, so at least
there wouldn't be any stray hairs showing. Avril put on the maroon underwear
and examined herself critically.


Her boobs were
almost spilling out, but they tended to do that no matter what bra she wore
unless she put on her sensible granny full bras. The lace was more see-through
than she'd anticipated—her areola and nipples were completely obvious. Too late
to do anything about them. Knickers next. 


Oh my! 


Her ass cheeks
were well and truly on display. The high cut brief was the same thin lace with
a narrow band of fabric around the top. She was very tempted to drag them both
off and pull on a sensible set of underwear. She stamped a foot.


"Dammit! I
can do this! I've beaten men at their own game. I can easily show off my curves
to a stranger! I’m no wimp!"


Not exactly
certain her pep talk had worked, Avril pulled on a simple black dress and
jacket. After dragging on a pair of stilettos, she grabbed her keys and wallet
and left the house before she lost her nerve after saying goodnight to George.
All the way to the club she kept chanting, “I can do this. I can do this.”


Her nerve almost
faltered when she parked, but she took a deep breath and walked proudly up the
stairs.


"Good
evening, Ms. Thomson, isn't it?"


"Yes. Hello,
Stan."


"I'll let
Master Steven know you're here. Take a seat."


She perched on one
of the couches in the foyer and waited a few minutes. Master Steven strode in.
He was more formidable than she remembered, more magnetic than the dreams she’d
had of him. He wore black leather pants and those black kick-ass boots. Avril
thought his white shirt was silk. Unbuttoned halfway down, it showed off his
broad chest with a sprinkling of gray hair. The stare from those gray eyes
bored into her as she stood. He held out his hand, and she shook it nervously.
It was like touching a live electric wire!


"Evening,
Miss Thomson."


"Hello."


He looked her up
and down, and Avril got the impression he was stripping her in his mind. His
next words kind of confirmed that thought.


"I hope you are
wearing something suitable under that dress."


She swallowed.
"Um. Yes."


"Shoes and
jacket in a locker. Come back here to me. Oh, I'll let you keep the dress on
until we start."


“Okay” came out
rather choked as she took the card Stan held out to her and almost raced into
the changing room. Shaking badly, she threw her shoes, jacket, and bag into the
locker, and tried hard to memorize the code number, even though it was one of
her own choice, before she shut it then went out to Steven.


"Follow
me."


As he led the way
into the club proper, Avril was glad of the plush carpet under her feet. She thought
she would have left sweaty tracks if it had been wood. He went into the lounge
area and stopped. There was a bag beside one of the couches. 


"Now, Miss
Thomson, there are a few rules for tonight. The idea of these two evenings is
to give you a true feeling of what it would be like. So firstly, you will call
me ‘Master’ or ‘Sir’. You will acknowledge my orders with a 'yes, Sir' or 'yes,
Master'. First question, and please think carefully before replying. Would you
prefer a private room or are you comfortable being on display?"


"I can be in
a private room?" she asked, relieved. He nodded. "Private room
please, Sir."


"Follow
me."


She didn't answer,
and he stared at her. His glare was not pleasant.


"Oops. Sorry.
Yes, Sir."


He turned on his
heel, picked up the black bag, and left. Avril had to walk fast to keep up with
him. He went upstairs and along a corridor, then opened the door of a darkened
room. Flicking a hanging card on the door to say the room was now occupied,
once inside he turned on the lights. They were dim but didn't hide any corners.
There was a large bed taking up part of the room. Then she glanced around and
saw a large settee. A St. Andrew’s cross against one wall, a bench, and a
couple of chains hanging from the ceiling completed the room. Master Steven
coughed to get her attention.


"You've
indicated you want to experience pain."


"Yes,
Sir."


"How
much?"


"I honestly
don't know. Um … Sir."


"Sensible
answer." He closed the door behind them. "Why do you think you want
to experience pain?"


Oh shit, this is private.


"I think it
excites me. Um, Sir."


"Can you
trust me to give what I think you can take?"


"I … but—"
Hell, she wanted this. Time to man up. "Yes, Sir."


"I will push
you way past your comfort zone, Miss Thomson. I can't keep calling you that.
Your name?"


"Avril,
Sir."


"Avril.
Nice." He actually gave her one of those mouth-quirk type smiles.
"Strip off."


"Pardon?"


Patiently, he
said, "Remove the dress, Avril."


"Oh. Yes,
Sir."


Feeling self-conscious
she unzipped the dress with shaking hands. Now he was going to get an eyeful.
Could she do this?


"I'm waiting,
and you don't want to keep a Master waiting."


She closed her
eyes, took a huge breath in, and swallowed. Slipping the dress from her
shoulders she let it drop to the floor and stepped from it. Covering herself
with her hands, she dropped her gaze to take in anything but Steven.


"Hands by
your sides and look at me!"


His voice brooked
no refusal. Avril quickly obeyed him and almost gasped when she saw the obvious
admiration in his eyes. That was a surprise.


"Very
nice."


He walked around
her, then stood in front, very close, well into her personal space, and she
felt intimidated but thrilled.


"You do realize
I am going to possibly touch you intimately tonight as well as hit you."


"You
are?"


"That's 'you
are, Sir'."


"Sorry,
Sir."


"Yes. I am,
but only if you give me your permission. Remember SSC."


He reached out and
with only one finger, ran it from her lips down to just above her ample
cleavage. She shivered at his caress. She never thought a simple touch could
excite, but his did.


"If at any
time you want to stop your safeword for tonight is 'red'. Say that and
everything stops immediately. But, Avril, think cautiously before you use it.
You will be pushed tonight, but I will always be in control. If at any time you
are unsure you may use the word 'yellow'. Understand?"


"Yes,
Sir."


"The word
yellow will mean you are uncomfortable and want to discuss things before
continuing. If you still feel strongly we will stop that activity. Do you understand?"


"Yes, Sir.
Red to stop, yellow to discuss."


"Why are you
here?"


The question put
her off guard. She thought she’d already told him.


Could she tell the
truth? "I want to see if I need pain."


"There's more
to it than only that. Tell me, and don't even think of lying."


Oh bugger.


"I'm not very
good at sex, Sir."


"Explain."


Oh fuck, what the hell does he want—all the gory
details?


"I don't get
excited."


"Why do you
think being hit or having pain will arouse you?"


She knew she
blushed. Her blood seemed to surge to her face. This wasn't part of the lesson
surely.


"Answer
now!"


"I did, Sir.
Twice."


"You mean you
had sex twice while someone hit you and it excited you?"


Fuck, this guy wants to know everything!


"Yes,
Sir," she managed to whisper through gritted teeth.


"And other
times?"


"Nothing."


"Pardon?"


"Nothing,
Sir." 


Suddenly she was angry,
all these personal questions. How could she tell those things to someone she
didn't even know? A stranger dominating her? "I'm frigid, okay! Every man
I've slept with told me the same thing. So there!"


"Oh. So, the
little kitten has claws. Pull that anger in, Avril."


She stood there,
breasts heaving as she tried to calm down. Why on earth had she lost her
temper? She never did. Drawing in a huge gasp, she exhaled loudly.


"Better?"


"Sorry. Yes,
Sir."


"I understand
these questions seem private, but if I'm to help I have to know. I need to know
if you truly believe you need pain rather than if it only seems like an
interesting experiment."


"I think I get
the reasoning, Sir."


"I understand
you’re nervous, but I don't appreciate unwarranted anger. I think you need to
learn who is in charge."


He walked over and
sat on the edge of the bed.


"Come
here."


Avril stepped
hesitantly to him. He took one of her hands and before she knew what was
happening, she was over his knee.


"You will
accept ten hits with my hand for losing your temper."


She stiffened. What the fuck?


"You will
count each one."


She didn't answer.


"Fifteen."


"What?"


"Twenty."


"Oh fuck. Um
… yes, Sir."


"I'll ignore
the expletive—this time."


Before Avril had a
chance to reply he struck—hard! She'd expected a sort of gentle pat, but this
seemed full-force. She let out a scream.


"Count."


"One, one,
Sir," she stammered.


Another landed on
the other cheek just as hard, and she felt tears come to her eyes as she
whimpered, “Two, Sir.” 


Avril lifted her
hands and tried to cover her bottom, but Steven pushed her hands aside as he
rubbed her cheeks then landed another two smacks, one for each one. Somehow,
she managed to count through her tears as she tensed her whole body. Once more
she tried to hold her hands across her cheeks to stop him, but he snarled at
her and she dropped them quickly.


Perhaps this
wasn't for her. Maybe she should simply call a halt and forget all about pain
and being hit. He landed four more, and as she was about to call “red”
something weird happened. She began breathing faster, her pulse raced, and she
felt her nipples harden. She felt her tension lessen as the next two landed,
and even she could hear the difference in her voice.


It sounded
breathless, huskier. "Ten, Sir."


His fingers caressed
her cheeks, and she felt herself lift her hips to meet his hand as it slammed
down to hit her again. Then she felt him slide her panties down before he hit
her again. She began panting her replies. When he reached nineteen she was
practically moaning. He gave her the twentieth.


"Twenty, Sir."
Somehow, she managed to squeak it out. He stopped, and she wanted more. There
was no denying she was aroused, needy, and wet.


"No,
Sir."


"No
what?"


"More, Sir,
don't stop," she managed to groan out.


She felt his hand
on her cheek. It rubbed then ran between her cheeks. She raised her bottom.


Touch me, oh for God’s sake, touch me. I need to come. I need your hands on me.


"That's
enough for the moment."


Avril felt
devastated. She wanted more; she wanted relief from the ache inside her. She
needed to climax. Never in her life had she felt the way she now did. Her
excitement was so strong, her arousal actually was unbearable. She wanted to
grab his hands and shove them between her legs. Avril couldn't hold back her moans.
She wanted to beg him.


"Tell me,
Avril. Ask me."


His whispered
voice shot through to her core.


"Touch me,
Sir, oh please, I beg of you."


"Do you give
me permission to make you come, Kitten?"


"Oh please,
Sir."


Her bottom stung
like she'd been stabbed with a thousand knives, but she was extremely excited.
Avril wanted him to hit her again. She wanted him to make her climax. Her pussy
throbbed with arousal.


“Avril, are you
certain you want this? Do you understand what you are giving me permission to
do?”


Frantic with need,
she almost screamed, “Yes. Yes, Sir. I want you to make me come. I want you to
hit me more. Yes, I give permission. Please!”


He grunted, and
she felt that hand make lazy circles before he struck her ass again several
times. His hand grazed her flesh, and then it dipped between her legs. He
pushed her panties all the way down until they dangled off one foot. Then she
felt his fingers touch her wet slit. They rubbed between her ass cheeks, and he
pinched her clit almost brutally. She screamed in delight.


A finger slid
between her wet pussy lips while his thumb pressed hard on her clit. His other
hand found her breast, slid between the lacy fabric and skin and began pulling
at her nipple. A second finger slid into her pussy as he pinched her nipple so hard
that she shrieked with the hurt, but at the same time her pussy quivered. 


"That's it,
little Kitten, come for me now."


The fingers
tightened on her nipple and twisted it painfully. Avril couldn't hold back. She
screeched as her body shook, her orgasm grabbing onto his fingers. Relentlessly,
he pumped his fingers in and out, all the while pulling and twisting on that
tender nipple until she grew hoarse from her shouts of joy. 


She lay limp,
panting, trying desperately to get air into her lungs as he sat her up and onto
his lap, pulling her head onto his chest. Avril had no strength to do anything
but cling to him. When she finally gave a loud sigh as her breathing returned
to normal, she felt him kiss the top of her head.


"Well, little
Kitten, I think we can safely say you are not frigid."


His voice sounded
as if it were filled with laughter, and she raised her head to look at him.
Those gray eyes crinkled as he gave her a hundred-watt smile. It flipped her
heart.


"Oh."


"I'll let you
recover fully, and then we'll explore a little deeper."


Suddenly Avril realized
her panties were now on the floor. She squirmed and tried to pick them up.


"Leave them.
You don't need them."


"I … I
don't?"


He cocked his head
and frowned.


"I don't,
Sir?"


"Better. No, you
don't. If you behave, I may let you come a few more times."


Avril was sure her
eyes were like saucers as she stared at him, "A few more, Sir?"


"Of course. As
long as you give me permission to continue. That was only the beginning, and we
have all night and tomorrow night to educate you. Now stand."


Oh fuck!














Chapter Five


 


So, Miss Prim and
Proper was far from that. 


She had this confident
yet, at the same time, terrified façade, but then she'd lost her temper. He saw
beneath that mask she wore she was really a wildcat. And that body?


It was all he
hoped for and more. Those breasts—huge, full with large, dark areolae and
nipples big enough to clamp and torture. He was pleased she had ample padding
on her body. A woman like that wouldn't buckle under a man’s weight, and she'd
be very comfortable to hold and caress.


So she believed
she was frigid? Interesting.


He’d find out more
about the men she'd slept with later. First, she needed to know from the outset
who was in charge and the consequences of her anger. It would also give him an
insight into whether her desire for pain was genuinely attached to arousal. Ten
slaps would certainly give him an idea.


He'd grinned when
she made him increase it to twenty. Plenty to tell. She obviously expected
something gentle to start with, a little love pat, but Steven had no intention
of being tender. She wanted to know about sex and pain, then let her. Although
he did hold back a little for the first ten, it was obvious she was getting
excited. The last ones were full-force. His hand stung a little from how hard
he'd hit her, and in the end, she'd begged for more. Merely listening to her
screams gave Steven such a hard-on. 


 It had been too long since he'd been able to
give a woman the pain he longed to inflict. All those years of trying to make
himself believe he didn't need a woman in his life suddenly shattered as the
woman on his lap shouted and shrieked each time his hand bit her tender flesh.
All at once the years of living on the fringe, trying to protect his heart, seemed
meaningless. 


Now he
wondered.  


Steven tried to
push down his own excitement, the rapid beat of his heart, the sudden tingle as
his hands touched her bare flesh. Was this the woman he'd been made for? Could
he risk his heart? Could he take a chance on finding happiness?


Now she was
standing before him, her face flushed from her first orgasm with him, wearing
nothing but a bra. How far could he push her? How far dared he take things? She
was stunning standing there, her breasts heaving, and the little strip of pubic
hair. He could smell her arousal, sweet and heavy.


"Now, Kitten,
we can leave things like this or you can let me show you more of what pain can
do. You can get dressed and walk out that door or you can stay and learn."


There was fear
written in her face, but she licked her lips, her eyes still dilated. He had
his answer even if she hadn't voiced it. He waited, content to stay silent, to
give her the chance to think things through. Finally, after about three
minutes, she drew a huge breath.


"I'll stay,
Sir."


"Wonderful,
Kitten. I'm very proud of how brave you are." 


He could almost
see her purring at his words. She was a natural sub as well as a pain slut—she simply
didn't know it yet. The next thing was to push her and see if she really was a
sexual masochist as he suspected. Not many women had got that excited the first
time they'd been struck by hard him. In fact, he could only recall two.


"Do you
remember the two words I gave you?"


"Red and yellow,
Sir."


"I will be
watching you very carefully. If I think you've had too much, regardless of what
you think, I will stop. Understand?"


She replied,
"Yes, Sir." He could see the fear emanating from her.


"I'm going to
push you, Avril, push you hard, but if you really want to explore the whole
pain thing then this is the only way."


"Oh."


"Understand I
won't hold back. There’s still time to change your mind."


"No. No, I
want to know." She shook her head. "No, that's wrong. I need to know,
Sir."


He smiled warmly
at her. Not many women would be brave enough to hand over their safety to a
stranger who intended to flog them, and especially one who they knew was a
sadist.


“Then once more I
need you to give me permission. I need to know you have made this decision
without coercion, that this is what you want.” 


“Yes, Sir. You
have my permission to hit me. Um … to make me er … come. I completely
understand what I am saying and asking for. I understand the consequences,
Sir.”


“Excellent.”


Satisfied that she
understood everything that was about to happen and truly wanted it, he pointed
across the room. "Go to the spiderweb and stand with your back to
it."


Hesitantly, she
walked to the web, her body stiff as he followed her. He ignored the fact she
hadn't acknowledged his request. The air filled with sexual tension, and Steven
could almost taste her fear as well as her excitement.  He admired the view from behind. Her ass
glowed red.


"I will give
you a choice. Normally I would make any decision, but as you have no knowledge
of BDSM I will allow you to decide this time. You can either be restrained
hands and feet or you may hold onto the ropes, your arms outstretched and your
legs apart. But understand, Avril, if you let go, I will stop. Your
answer?"


Once more she
thought. He liked the fact she didn't reply immediately but considered each
request. Avril examined the soft silk rope webbing then looked at the
restraints dangling from them. She ran her very feminine small hands across
them, and Steven wondered how it would be to have her hands caress him. How
their softness would touch his harder skin.


"I'll hold
on, Sir."


"In that case
I want you to lie face down on the web. You can hook your arms through the
ropes then hold on if you prefer."


"Yes. Thank
you, Sir."


He watched her
self-consciously step onto the web and gingerly lie forward, hooking her arms
as he'd suggested. He forced her legs wider apart, then stepped back to admire
her body. The cheeks of her ass were still a little pink from his previous
smacks, and Steven was pleased he could still see the imprint of his hands. He
grinned. Soon they'd be bright red again.


What to use?
Should he go gently or should he test her limits?


He picked a
flogger from his bag, best to warm her up first. No matter who was in front of
him he would always start slow and soft, but this was someone who'd never had
their skin kissed by anything except lips until now.


Carefully, he
worked the flogger over her buttocks, thighs, and back. 


As the first
stroke caressed her body, she flinched and cried out loudly, but with each
additional touch he saw her body language begin to change until she was almost
leaning into the hits. Her screams went from painful screeches to husky desire as
he changed to a crop. 


Starting
delicately, he plied it across her back until he could hear in her moans and
groans that she could easily accept more. Tapping her ass, her buttocks, her
thighs, he slowly increased his hits, and he reveled when she began shrieking.
He could smell her arousal—heavier now. He examined her face, the way she lay
and knew delightedly she could handle more.


Going to her, he
whispered in her ear, "Time to up the ante, little Kitten. Do you want
more or should I stop now?"


"Ah, please.
Please, Sir, more,” she managed to gasp, her breath catching with each word.


Going back, he
began using the crop harder but still nowhere near full strength. He sent it
whipping across her body until her ass and thighs glowed red and were hot to
the touch. Her shoulders and top of her back matched her butt cheeks. She was
lolling, hanging from the restraints, panting, but she never let go. Time to
give her the reward. He threw the crop aside.


Steven pushed his
hand between her cheeks and rubbed forward. His hand grew coated in her thick
creamy juices as he pinched her clit and felt her begin to shake. Inserting two
fingers into her hot, wet cunt, Steven pumped them in and out as her muscles
clamped down on them. Her orgasm gripped his fingers, and with his other hand,
he smacked her ass several times—full strength.


She screamed and
came again, harder this time, on his hand. 


She kept
screaming, shouting, her voice blissful, "Ah! Yes. Ooh!"


His heart leapt
joyfully—yes, he was fairly sure she was a sexual masochist!


Definitely no
normal woman would have taken the amount of pain he'd dished out on their first
time. Even Denise would have a lot of trouble accepting it all. Avril’s flesh
would have been shocked by his onslaught, and yet she'd taken it all. His cock
throbbed hard in his pants, uncomfortably rubbing against the leather. Steven
was sure he'd only have to gently tap it and he'd come. As he quickly untangled
her, she fell limply into his arms as he lifted her off the web. He carried her
over to the bed, arranging her carefully on her stomach. Steven began rubbing arnica
cream all over her back and the tops of her legs where he'd hit her, all the
while telling her how proud he was.


Her skin was hot
to his touch and vivid red as he massaged the cream into her. Steven selfishly
hoped there would be a few bruises to remind her of what he'd done. Once he
finished he draped a blanket over her, settled alongside, then pulled her
close. She hadn't spoken, her eyes glazed as she sank far into sub-space, and
Steven was satisfied. It would be interesting to hear what she had to say when
she came back to earth.


Steven felt
comfortable with her in his arms. She fitted perfectly. At one point she
stirred and snuggled in tighter. Steven couldn't help himself, and he kissed
her neck, her face. 


"Such a
beautiful little kitten. So brave."


When he felt her
sigh and knew she was coming back down, he kissed her head softly again.


He felt her tense.
Now she'd figure out she was half naked still, and she'd think about the things
that had happened. Would she run?


"Welcome
back, Kitten."


She pushed herself
off his chest and blinked a few times, trying to remember.


"What? I. What
happened to me?"


"Here drink
this juice and I'll tell you." 


Picking up a glass
that he’d placed earlier on the table alongside, he watched as she drank most
of the juice, then stared at him.


"You have
experienced what we call sub-space. It's when your body gets flooded with
endorphins and adrenaline. Makes you feel super good and more often than not,
you are on such a natural high, you're so very relaxed that you simply drift
off to sleep."


"Oh."


She moved slightly,
widening the distance between them as she took in his words. 


"It is part
of the reward I guess you could say. Orgasms and a natural high."


"I … it
was."


She appeared a
little confused as he put a hand under her chin and lifted her head, making sure
they had eye contact.


"Tell me the
truth. Was it all you hoped for?"


She blushed, and he
really liked that about her.


"Um,
yes."


"I can assure
you there is no chance you are frigid."


That blush deepened,
and she dropped her head. 


"Avril, look
at me. Honestly, it's nothing to be ashamed of. You are an exciting woman who
reacted to her desires."


He had to strain
to hear her voice as she whispered, still keeping her head downcast, "It's
embarrassing, Sir."


"Why on earth
should it be? I enjoyed it immensely. I'm sure you did as well. We both
consented to do it, so please don't spoil it by feeling guilty."


She nodded, then
after a few moments lifted her gaze back up at him. 


He could see
determination written on her face as she said, "You're right. I … I did enjoy
it, Sir."


He smiled warmly
at her. He'd love to kiss her passionately, love to suck on those amazing tits
of hers and bite them until they bruised. Instead, all he could do was smile.
They were strangers, albeit they'd shared some extremely intense moments, but
strangers still and her permission hadn’t been extended to kissing and
fondling.


On top of that he
didn't want to push her any further on this first time. He could see she wanted
to leave, her memories now filling her head, and she needed time to sort
through her feelings. To accept the way her body had reacted, the knowledge
that she wasn't sexually frozen.


"I'll get
your clothes."


He left the bed
and gathered up her panties and the black dress. Going back to her, he passed
them to Avril. She clenched the blanket tighter and grabbed them.


"Bathroom over
there." He pointed and almost laughed as she scurried timidly off the bed
and into the room.


Steven took the
time to rearrange himself. His cock was damn uncomfortable. He considered using
one of the unattached subs later, but it simply wouldn't be the same. It
wouldn't be Avril. No, he'd put up with it until he got home, then a shower and
a hand job would take care of it.


She came out
hesitantly. Steven held out a hand and, fortunately, she took it.


"Avril, I
enjoyed this evening immensely. I hope you did, too."


"I did,
Sir."


"No need for sirs
now, our playtime is finished. Tell me how you feel?"


"Weird. Kind
of, I don't know. Chilled out I guess."


"You aren’t
sad, don’t want to cry?"


"Hell
no!"


"Excellent.
Tomorrow night we'll discuss things further. I'll meet you in the lounge area
at seven."


"Thank
you."


Steven walked her
out to the entrance of the ladies’ lounge area.


"You're sure
you’re okay?"


"Yes. I think
I’m really good."


"Perfect.
Goodnight, Avril."


"Goodnight,
Sir."














Chapter Six


 


All day Sunday it
felt as if Steven were walking on thin ice. Too many thoughts were churning
around in his mind. He kept wondering if Avril would be there that night or
would she change her mind once she'd had time to think through what had
happened. When he drove to Silk Rope in the evening his stomach was knotty,
upset, and he wished he hadn’t eaten, even though it was only a light snack. He
honestly couldn't remember feeling this way about a woman before. There was actually
something very special about Avril, and he couldn't wait to see her again.
She'd been in his thoughts all night and all day.


Carrying his bag
upstairs to the room he'd booked, Steven then went back to grab a fruit juice
while he waited, unsure how this evening would unfold. Would she come? Finally,
after seven the phone behind the bar rang, and Scott answered it, then nodded
to Steven as he hung up.


"Your
playmate has arrived."


Steven couldn't
explain the sudden rush he got at Scott's words. He nodded his thanks, quickly
finished his drink then walked swiftly to the foyer.


"Good
evening, Avril."


"Hello."


She wore a simple
dark green dress that brought out the highlights in her lovely big green eyes,
eyes that at the moment were filled with apprehension and maybe a little desire.
She'd obviously checked in—no shoes or bag, and Steven felt the need to take a
deep breath and expel it, realizing he'd been on tenterhooks wondering if she'd
come.


"Shall
we?"


"Yes,
please."


He led the way
through the foyer, the lounge area, then up the stairs to the room he’d
reserved earlier. Opening the door, he stepped aside to allow her entry, then
flipped the occupied card and shut the door. She had stopped in the center of
the room, and Steven walked up to stand close behind her. He could smell the
shampoo she used—coconutty, as well as the light perfume, something citrusy.
For some silly reason it reminded him of the “Lime in the Coconut” song. He
took another deep breath, enjoying the scents, then whispered.


"Tell me how
you feel about last night?"


"Last
night?"


"Yes, now
you've had time to think about what had happened."


"I-it…" 


He walked in front
of her and could easily see the embarrassment on her face, but he had to know
how she felt. If there were the slightest hint of regret or remorse then he
would tell her no more.


"Avril, it is
vitally important that we discuss this. I don't want to hurt you in any way. If
you think it was too much or you’re unsure about any part of it, you must let
me know. Honesty between people is important, always is, but in this world, it
is vital. People can get hurt because they aren't forthright and open."


She took a deep
breath. 


"I liked it.
I liked it all. It … it shocked me. I never thought I would ever get very
aroused, and very excited. I mean, I kind of did but didn't. I can't really explain
it."


"Did I hurt
you?"


"Yes. No. I
don't think you did. I." She cocked her head trying to find the right
words. "It hurt, I won't lie." She gave him a little rueful type of
grin. "It hurt me a lot, more than I ever imagined."


"Was it too
much for you? Did you at any time want to stop?"


She shook her
head, "Yes. No. This is very hard to explain."


"Try, Avril.
Tell me."


He could almost
see her thoughts churning through her mind. He waited as she tried to go
through them, tried to articulate.


 "At the start, in the beginning, I wanted
to scream red, but I hung in. I can remember thinking ‘I have to try, I have to
know’. Then after maybe a dozen hits everything changed. It shocked me because
the more it hurt, the more I wanted it, too. With every strike I got more and
more excited. I didn't want you to stop. I actually wanted it to hurt more, if
that makes sense."


"Thank you.
Yes, I understand, and I do know this is hard for you to speak openly about
it."


She replied with a
little grin. "Hell, you're not kidding."


"But you do
understand the reason?"


"Yes. Yes, I
do. I can see if I gave you the impression that I wanted more but really didn't,
then I could get hurt or it could turn me completely off."


"That's
right. If you decide to continue with this after tonight you'll find it will
become easier to talk things through."


"I guess it
will."


"So tonight.
Tonight, we'll explore things a little more."


He noticed her
face change as if she was worried about something.


"Am I
weird?" she blurted out, and Steven laughed.


"If you are
then I am, too, and so are millions of other people who live in the lifestyle.
No, Avril, you're not weird. You merely have different needs, that's all. As I
have different needs and thankfully both of our needs mesh together
perfectly."


"Oh. I think
I understand. For a moment I thought I was odd."


She gave him
another tiny grin, and his heart did this funny double beat. 


"For the
final time I’m going to ask if I have your permission to continue in every way."


“You have.” 


“Then remove the
dress.”


She reached behind
to unzip it, then let it pool on the ground around her feet before stepping
from it. Tonight, she wore a sexy black set of underwear with tiny sparkles.
The fabric was transparent, and her ample curves made his fingers itch. He
would love to kiss every part of her—from her toes to her hair then start all
over again. He wanted to see her body glowing red and burning hot from his
flogger. He wanted to see her tender flesh covered in angry welts from his
crop. He wanted to mark her body as his, to bite and hit until she'd bruised
all over with his ownership.


Damn! 


His cock had grown
with every thought and now pressed agonizingly against his trousers. This woman
was turning him inside out, and he hadn't even struck her tonight. She stood
silently waiting as he gathered himself. It wouldn't do to strike her until he
was under complete control. After a few more deep breaths, he stepped closer to
her. Her eyes were wide, her lips slightly parted.


Gruffly he said,
"You've earned fifteen with my hand. You've forgotten to give me my title
tonight."


Her mouth formed a
perfect circle, and then she whispered, horrified, "Sorry Sir."


He walked to the
couch and sat then patted his knees. Hesitantly, she came toward him then
draped herself over them. He rubbed her ass cheeks through the thin fabric
before lifting a hand and bringing it down hard on her flesh. She gasped.


"Count,
Avril."


"One … one,
Sir."


"Better."


He landed the next
four in quick succession as Avril screamed loudly with each strike. She
squirmed against his legs, trying to lessen the blows. A few times she tried to
cover her ass with her hands, but by the time he'd reached ten, her voice had
turned husky, her screams to groans, her body melting into each hit. The next
five had Steven feeling the discomfort of having his cock erect and pressing tight
against her body. Her body was tantalizingly close, teasing at his dick, making
him wish she, and he, were naked. When he stopped she was moaning, panting and
he heard her murmuring.


"More,"
she moaned very softly. He could barely hear her.


He slipped her
panties down and struck the gorgeous round globes of her ass four more times—simply
because he could. Her arousal scent was very strong in his nose, sweet and
enticing, exciting him more, as he slid his fingers between her legs. She moved
them apart for him, and he ran them up and down her sodden slit then lifted his
fingers to his mouth.


She tasted like
honey, and now it was him who wanted more. He wanted to watch her scream and
squirm as her orgasm overtook her. Dropping his hand once more to the hidden
slit, he pushed two fingers inside. They slipped in as if her channel was made only
for them, and with his thumb he pressed against her clit.


"You may
come. Later I will make you hold back your climax, but for now come."


He pushed harder
against her clit and at the same time bit down hard on her shoulder. She
screamed and writhed as her cunt clamped tightly onto his fingers. It pulsated
and throbbed as her body shook, even reaching through to his cock pressed
against her. It was as if her cunt would never let go of his fingers. 


After allowing her
a few minutes to recover Steven stood, lifting her easily, and, setting her on
unsteady feet, he pushed her toward the spiderweb. Making her lie face down he
picked up the restraints and cuffed her wrists to the frame. He forced her legs
apart and bound them with the cuffs


Damn that bra's in the way.


Worried the hooks
may cut her flesh when he hit, Steven unhooked the bra then began flogging her
until her back began to turn pink and she was moaning loudly. He doubted she
even realized the bra was undone as he plied the flogger up and down her body,
admiring the way her flesh glowed.


Walking around the
front of her, Steven stared carefully into her face then examined her body
language. Yes, she could certainly take more. So, merely because he enjoyed it,
he pushed the front of her bra down and pulled hard on both nipples. Her
responses were all he could hope for and more. Her mouth slackened, and her
eyes dilated more, her breathing heavy. She was heading into sub-space already
as he tugged her nipples until they hung through the webbing. Then Steven hit
them hard with the flogger.


She mewled as he
reached between her legs and twisted the bead of her clit. That was all she
needed as she screamed and writhed through another climax before shutting her
eyes, her whole body drooping. Steven quickly unbound her and carried her to
the bed. Once there he rubbed cream onto her body before wrapping his arms
around her and holding her close after first unzipping his fly to give his cock
a little relief.


He could lie this
way forever—she was really a delightful handful in his arms—but gradually he
felt her come back and felt her body stiffen as she must have guessed she was completely
undressed.


"My clothes!
Oh my God, I'm naked."


"Relax,
Kitten. I was worried if I hit your bra, the hooks would dig into your body and
perhaps cut it."


She was concerned,
unsure.


"Oh.
Sir."


She still looked
worried and pulled the light blanket closer around herself. Steven smiled at
her then stood and gathered her clothes. He dropped them alongside her then sat
on the bed and took her hand.


"No need for Sir
at the moment. We're only talking. Call me Steven."


She nodded but
frowned.


"But we were only
talking before and you punished me."


"True, but
not once did you give me my title. I would have expected it when you greeted
me. You also did not acknowledge my request to remove your dress."


"Ah. I
understand."


"Avril, this
has been a very rapid and extremely brief introduction to the lifestyle. There
are many other things I'd love the chance to show you. You can be assured that
for you pain is a necessary and welcome ingredient in sex. There is no way you
can ever consider yourself as being frigid. You are a warm, sensual, wonderful
woman who would excite any man."


She gave him a
very doubtful stare.


"It's true.
Believe me."


"Maybe this
is really a one-time thing, Sir. I mean Steven. Maybe after a few more times
I'll simply go back to how I was."


"Definitely
not. Avril, you can't possibly believe that! You're very responsive, so
exciting. I've loved the chance you've given me to show you a little of my
world."


She smiled then.
It lit up her whole face, and Steven wanted to wrap his arms around her and
never let her go. 


Instead he smiled,
too, then said, "I sincerely hope you come back to the club."


"I'd have to
join."


"Yes."


"I'll think
about it."


He didn't want to
beg but heard himself say, "Will you please come back?"


She shrugged.
"I can promise you I'll seriously consider it."


Steven wondered if
he should tell her because he was the co-owner he could give her a cut rate or
easily waive the fees, but then realized she had to make her own mind up
without any interference from him trying to sway her decision.


"Will you let
me show you more if you come back, please?"


"You want to
see me again?"


She sounded
surprised that he would.


"Most
definitely, yes. Who wouldn't? You're a very attractive woman, extremely sexy,
and to be honest, I loved hearing you."


"Shit. Oops.
I mean, damn."


He laughed, and
she actually gave him another tiny smile then slid from the bed, gathering her
clothes and almost racing into the bathroom. When she came out Steven had
rearranged his cock rather uncomfortably and zipped up. He stood and smiled
when she reached the bedside.


"I'll be
checking in on you over the next seventy-two hours."


"That's not
necessary, Master, um, Sir."


"It's Steven
remember, and actually it is necessary. I'll also give you my cell number in
case you feel any anxiety or issues."


"Fine,
Steven." 


She replied a
little huffily, not understanding, but she took the card he gave her with his
mobile number.


"Listen to
me, Avril. This is very important. Very occasionally after an intense scene,
the submissive can go into what we call sub-drop. It's when all the endorphins,
when the natural high, finally dissipates and you're back to normal. If
sub-drop happens you will get depressed, as if what you did was wrong, and you
may even think you’re worthless. You may actually be physically sick, have a
headache, and be very tearful."


"I'm fine,
honestly, I am good."


"I know you
are at the moment, but I wouldn't be much of a Master if I didn't explain
things to you. This is all new to you, and, to be frank, neither of us know how
you will react. You have my number, and if you feel anything over the next few
days you need to call me immediately. I can help you through it.
Understand?"


"Yes."


"Promise you
will call if you don't think anything isn’t right."


"I … okay,
Steven."


"Good. I'll
ring you tomorrow regardless."


"Okay, thank
you."


Still holding her
hand, he led her from the room and down through the club to the entrance of the
ladies’ changing area and lockers. She turned to face him when he stopped.


"I honestly
do want to see you again, Avril."


"Thank you
for tonight and Saturday night, Steven. It's been, well—an eye-opener, I guess
is the best way to explain it."


"I'll talk to
you tomorrow, check how you are. I really hope you will come back. Goodnight
and thank you."


"Goodnight."


She opened the
door and went inside. Steven stood there for a moment, feeling a loss. What if
she decided not to come back? He'd be extremely disappointed.


Ha. So much for keeping my heart safe.














Chapter Seven


 


Steven drove home
on Sunday night, after Avril left, continually thinking about her. She'd seemed
bright and cheery when she'd left the club, even if a little snippy and
overconfident. Sadly, she'd admitted she wasn't sure about coming back to the
club. Steven didn't know if it was the cost of the fees or if she genuinely was
having second thoughts, which would be a shame because she was certainly a
sexual masochist. 


Still he figured
she needed time to face the fact and then come to terms with it, probably
something that wouldn't be done from only two sessions or just thinking about
it overnight. 


Monday, he got
caught up at work. He owned a very successful plane charter company that
catered to the rich and famous. He had a few client meetings that day, and it
wasn't until one in the afternoon that he had time to ring and check on Avril.


"Good
afternoon, Avril. It's Steven Bray. I’m ringing to see how you’re
feeling."


"Go
away."


"Pardon?
Avril, are you busy? I'm sorry, is this a bad time to call?"


"Just leave
me alone. Go back to your skinny models and leave me be."


This isn't right!


"Avril, how
are you feeling?"


"Why the fuck
do you care? I'm only some old fat woman who you thought was good for a laugh.
Well, never again."


Damn! It sounded as if she'd slipped deeply into
sub-drop. He needed to get to her immediately.


"Avril, are
you ill? Do you have a headache?"


"For goodness’
sake, aren't you listening? Get lost! I said leave me alone. You've done enough
already!"


With that she hung
up, and when he rang back she didn't pick up. Calling the company driver,
Barry, he was driven into the city. He'd been given a copy of Avril's details
when he said he'd be the one supervising her and knew where she worked, had her
home address and phone numbers.


"Wait here,
Barry. I shouldn't be too long."


"Certainly, Mr.
Bray."


Steven raced
inside, the man at the front desk asked him who he needed to see.


"Miss
Thompson, Avril Thompson."


"Fourth
floor."


"Thank
you."


When he took the
elevator to the fourth floor, the door opened onto an airy reception area.


"I'm here to
see Miss Thompson."


"Certainly,
I'll ring through."


Damn. She may refuse to see me. I didn't think of
that!


A few minutes
later a woman came out.


"I'm Ms.
Thomson's secretary. Did you have an appointment?"


"No, but you
will take me to see her immediately."


"I'm sorry, sir,
but—"


He cut her off.
Using his best Dom voice, he ordered, "You will take me now. It's vitally
important I see her this minute."


She appeared
flustered but asked him to follow her. She led him past a series of offices and
an open-planned office area. Then she stopped at the closed door of a large
corner office. He nodded his thanks as she sat back at the desk outside the
room, watching him curiously as he pushed the door open. Avril had her head on
the desk but lifted it as he slammed the door shut loudly.


"What are you
doing here? Get out!"


"Avril,
you're coming with me now."


"Get out now
before I call security!"


"No. Look at
you, you're not well."


She had dark circles
under her eyes, and he could easily see she'd been crying. He'd gotten the
impression this was a woman who never cried. It confirmed his worst fears.


"Please leave
me. You had your fun."


"Stop
that!"


"Why? Don't
like to hear the truth? Well, you had fun with the old fatty, with the Ice Queen, so now get lost."


He took two steps
and practically lifted her out of her chair.


"You will get
your bag. You're coming with me now."


Struggling against
his hold she shouted, "I am not!"


"Yes, you
are, little Kitten. You're experiencing what I explained as sub-drop. It
sometimes comes after a very intense session or, in your case, someone new to
the lifestyle."


She stared at him,
shock and worry on her face.


"Go." A
gasp, then she whispered, "Please go away."


"No, Kitten.
Come on. Where's your bag?"


She didn't answer
but gave a downward glance. He pulled open the bottom drawer of her desk and
lifted out her handbag. 


"I'm not going
with you! I can't simply leave!"


"Avril, if I
have to put you over my shoulder I will. You are leaving with me, and you're
coming now."


Taking her hand,
he almost dragged her from the room.


"My
shoes!"


He allowed her to
pick them up but didn't bother waiting until she put them on. Opening the door,
he pulled her out.


"Miss Thomson
won't be here for the remainder of the day."


Avril had to
almost run to keep up with him as he dragged her along. He knew she wanted to
scream and shout but didn't want to have the staff watch. All the same, judging
by the stares and smirks they were given, Steven was pretty sure they would be
the talk of the office for the next few hours, if not days. He didn't care. He
needed to get her home and look after her before she lapsed any deeper into her
depression.


Settling her in
the car, he directed Barry to drive them to his house. Avril slumped, wedged up
against the side of the car, not speaking.


"Talk to me,
Avril."


"No."


"Please,
Avril, this is serious. You're experiencing sub-drop. You need to talk to me,
to let me help you."


"Take me home,
then go away."


"I'm not
going to do that until I'm sure you're okay."


"I'm
okay."


Trying to remain
patient with her, he said, "No, you're not."


In a huffy voice
she said “fine” and turned her head to stare out the window, but he could see a
few stray tears run down her cheek. Steven tried to take her hand, but she
jerked it from his grasp, glared at him, then went back to staring out the
window. She refused to answer him from that moment on, and the drive to his
house was finished in silence. When they pulled up at the front door, Steven
thanked Barry and told him to go home and that he’d see him in the morning. He
practically manhandled Avril into the house and took her into a formal sitting
room.


"Right. We're
going to talk."


"Why? I'm
useless. I should never have gone. I’m only an old, frigid, and fat woman. I
know everyone is laughing at me."


"No, my
little Kitten, no one is laughing at you. You are certainly not frigid or old,
and don't you ever call yourself fat again. You are a beautiful, sensuous
woman. Any man worth his salt would be proud to have you as his partner."


"I'm
not!" she wailed and promptly burst into tears. 


Steven removed his
suitcoat and sat. Then, holding her tight, he pulled her onto his lap and cradled
her. Fortunately, she clung to him as she cried, and she howled loudly, without
thought, as he murmured words that really had no meaning, merely letting her
hear the sound of his voice. Letting her know she wasn't alone, that he was
with her. Finally, she stopped crying and buried her head in his chest. He let
her rest against his body, waiting until he thought she was strong enough to
talk.


"Do you have
a headache?"


"Yes, but it
isn't bad."


"I'll get you
something for it."


"I don't want
anything."


He sighed.
"Avril, you will have something for it. I'll force it down your throat if
necessary."


It was obvious how
grouchy, how angry, and how upset she was. She growled, "Fine." 


Steven held back
his grin as he sat her back onto the couch and walked to the doorway, then left
the room, returning soon with a glass of water and two tablets.


"Take
these."


He stood over her
until she took the tablets. Then he sat down again, lifting her once more onto
his lap. She resisted at first, holding herself stiff, but then she appeared to
realize he had no intention of letting her go. She still seemed a little teary,
but about three-quarters of an hour later she sighed heavily.


"Better?"


"I think I am."
She rubbed a hand across her face. "I don't understand. What's happening
to me? I … I never cry."


"Kitten, I
explained to you about sub-drop. You should have rung me this morning as soon
as you didn't feel right."


"I thought …
I thought I was." 


Steven was angry. She
would have known she wasn’t behaving normally. 


"Avril, you
knew you weren't right. Even if it was simply a headache you should have rung
me."


She looked up at
him, her eyes huge and glistening. "I didn't want to bother you."


His anger deflated
at her words. "Kitten, you would never bother me. I told you if you felt
different to call me."


"I thought I
was only some stupid, fat, old woman."


"Hush, you
are far from stupid, and you certainly aren't old. Believe this, Avril, if I
ever hear you call yourself fat again I will put you over my knee and spank you
so hard you won't be able to sit down for a month!" Her eyes widened, and he
thought she was shocked as he added, "And believe me you won't enjoy it at
all!"


She continued to
stare at him in surprise.


"When did you
last eat?"


She shrugged.


"This won't
do. If we continue this relationship then you need to listen to me and to care
for yourself properly."


She retaliated,
her voice shrill. "Relationship? What relationship?"


"Avril, you
saw what happened on Saturday and Sunday. You discovered you needed pain to
excite you, and I'm the man to inflict it. I'm very attracted to you. You can't
turn your back on your desires."


He was surprised
to hear anger in her voice when she spoke. "I … I don't. This is—shit.
You’re crazy!"


"Why?"


"You can't simply
tell me we're in a relationship."


"Why
not?"


"Because I
don't know you."


"Kitten, nobody
knows the other person when they start something."


"But this is
different."


With quiet
patience he asked, "And why is that?"


"Because."
Her words rushed out. "Because you only want someone to hit."


He laughed and
gave a sigh of relief. She certainly seemed to be out of the sub-drop. 


"That's true,
but then you need someone to hit you, which means we're perfect together."


"You don't
even like me."


"Who
says?"


"Well. I
mean. Look at you."


Steven had no idea
what she was saying. Her anger was still there, but at the same time there
seemed to be confusion and insecurity.


"I don't
understand."


"Forget
it," she mumbled as she took an inordinate interest in the floor.


"Am I to
understand there is something about my looks that means we can't begin a
relationship?"


Steven had to
listen carefully to hear her whispered comment.


"You're too
fucking handsome for your own good."


He stifled a laugh
as he asked tongue-in-cheek, "I still don't understand. So you prefer ugly
men. Would you like me more if I had hideous scars on my face?"


"Now you're
being sarcastic."


"Yes."


"Argh."


"Are you
prepared to accept I find you attractive?"


"Maybe.”


“I do.”


"What's with
all this? Why do you keep asking me things?"


He shook his head.
She was rather infuriating but endearing. He lifted her from his lap and sat
her back onto the couch.


"Sit
there."


Avril rolled her
eyes and grumbled under her breath. When she spoke, the sarcasm in her voice
was unmistakable. "Yes, Sir."


He snorted as he
walked into the kitchen and poured out a glass of fresh juice. Taking it back
inside, he handed it to her. She shook her head.


"Drink
this."


"I don't want
to. I want to go home."


"Ah, Kitten,
do you have to fight me all the way? Just drink this. Can't you simply accept that
we like each other and see what happens?"


Her turn to sneer
and snort. "Listen, I’m okay now. I guess I understand what happened and
why you came to the office. We aren't going to see each other again, so please
accept it."


He stood over her
and felt like shouting. 


He took a breath. "No.
I will not, little kitten.”


“I’m not your
kitten! Take me home and leave me alone.”


“For goodness’
sake, Avril! Surely you proved to yourself Saturday and last night that pain
and sex for you are intertwined."


"Yes, but it
doesn't mean I have to act on it."


"So you
intend to spend the rest of your life having boring, unsatisfying sex?"


"No. I won't
have any."


Steven couldn't
hold back his raucous laughter. She may not recognize it yet, but Avril was a
passionate, sexy woman. She needed to see it, needed to see they'd fit perfect
together—like the correct pieces in a jigsaw puzzle.


"Stop
laughing at me!" 


"Listen to
yourself. How old are you? Forty-six, forty-seven?"


"Fifty-two."


"Interesting,
you certainly don't look it, but that's beside the point. So, you intend to
spend the next thirty or forty years celibate?"


She lifted her
chin. "If I have to. I've lived that way the past eight years, and I know
I can do it."


Steven put the
juice on a low table, grabbed her arm, and pulled her upright. He then sat down
and pulled her over his lap. Using one hand firmly to hold her in place, he
unzipped the skirt she wore with his other hand and wriggled it up around her
waist. Her panties went down next. She was screaming, wrestling all the time,
trying to get to her feet as he landed the first slap. He put all his force
into it, and her angry shout bounced around the room. Another four spanks quickly
followed as she tried to block his smacks with her hands. Her screams became
louder and louder as he held her hands away. 


Grinning to
himself, he gave her another four, and, as he knew she would, she began to
wriggle into them. Her screams had changed—now they were of excitement, of her arousal.
He gave her two more, as hard as he could, stinging his own hand. Her cheeks
were glowing red and burning hot as he leaned forward and bit down hard on one.



Rubbing his hand
back and forth across both cheeks as she was moaning he asked, "Do you
want more?"


"Ye-yes."


"Tell
me." 


"I want
more."


"Ask
properly."


"More. I need
more please, Sir."


He gave her
another five in quick succession, and her groans were such a turn-on. Steven
ran a finger between her cheeks and along her pussy. She was drenched. Time to
get to the point of the exercise.


He touched her
clit, and she gasped delightedly. Then he removed his hand.


"Tell me you
need pain. Tell me we'll give this a try." 


Swiftly, she
turned her head to glare up at him, daggers in her eyes. 


"I won't give
you what you desire until you tell me you need this as much as I do."


"No." Filled
with resolution, she shouted. 


"Okay."


He set her on her
feet. Her skirt settled around her hips, but her panties dropped to her ankles.
She stood, her whole body heaving in both arousal and anger, but she didn't
even attempt to pull the skirt completely down to cover herself.


"You can't!
You can't leave me like this!" she screeched.


"Can't
I?"


"Damn
you!"


"Probably.
All you have to do is admit what you need and accept it."


She stared at him,
shocked. "Damn you to hell!"


He would have
loved to adjust himself. His cock was swelling painfully, but he didn't want to
spoil the effect. He laced his hands behind his head and casually stretched out
his legs.


Fuck, that hurts!


Offhandedly he
moved so his dick wasn't quite as constricted. She shook her head back and
forth, and he could see the thoughts running through her head as plainly as if
she said them aloud. 


She tried to stare
him down, then shook her head. "I won't say it. Fuck you!"


"Your
choice."


She pulled down
her skirt. It was very obvious there was an internal fight going on, and he was
confident which side would win—she needed him. He thought she was extremely
sexy, so amazing, standing there, glaring at him. She stepped out of her
panties and grabbed them. Her whole being was aroused and in need, and she was
absolutely magnificent.


“This is—this is
blackmail!”


“No. It’s proving
a point. You need to accept who you are or else you are going to spend the rest
of your life in denial, pretending, not living life to its fullest.”


Avril stared at
him. Her eyes bored into him. He tried to look relaxed and unaffected by her.


Betrayed by that gorgeous
body, she glared and spat out, "Fine! I need pain."


"There, that
wasn't that hard, was it? Now ask me nicely."


Through gritted
teeth, she growled, "Please don't stop, Sir."


"Mm, we need
to work on your manners, but for the moment I'll accept that. Strip."


"What? You've
got to be joking."


"Oh, Kitten.
You'll soon learn I don't joke about things like that. Now, you will remove
every stitch of clothing by the time I count to ten or that's it. I'll pack you
in a car and send you home."


"You
wouldn't!"


"One,
two."


"No!"


"Three. Four.
Five."


"Bloody,
fucking arrogant men," she grumbled under her breath. 


"Did you say
something?" 


He had to press
his lips tight together to stop himself from laughing. She dropped the panties
in her hand, almost tore her blouse off in her anger and pushed down the skirt.
She stood facing him in only her bra.


"Six. Seven.
Eight."


She reached behind
and undid the bra. Taking a big noisy breath, she removed it and stood before
him. This was the first time he'd seen her standing fully naked before
him.  


By God, she's gorgeous! 


Her anger had
brought a flush to her whole body. She stood there, glaring at him furiously,
her chest heaving. Time to introduce her to his playroom.


"Follow
me."


He stood and glanced
down at her. She was furious as he lifted an eyebrow.


Through those
gritted teeth she snarled, "Yes, Sir."


He really wanted
to wrap his arms around her and tell her things were going to work out, but he
doubted she'd appreciate it. It surprised him how much he wanted her, how
quickly she'd managed to wrap around his heart. He led the way through the
house and up the stairs to the room alongside his bedroom. Opening the door, he
stepped aside and pointed across the room.


"You will go
straight to the St. Andrew’s cross. Understand?"


She nodded.


"I didn't
hear you."


"Yes, Sir."



The sarcasm and
anger were still strong in her voice, but he ignored them.


"Better."


She walked past
him, held her head proudly, and entered the room. Steven noticed she faltered
when she saw what was in there, but then she straightened and walked to the
cross. 


"Face
me."


He quickly
restrained her wrists, then knelt and fixed the cuffs to her ankles, spreading her
legs well apart.


"You really
have been very disobedient. We'll discussed punishments later, but for the
moment I intend to prove to you exactly how much of a sexual masochist you
are."


"I am
not!" she screamed in denial. "Maybe I need pain, but I'm no
masochist!" 


Steven merely
smiled and shook his head. 


“Kitten, I’m about
to prove to you what you are. I promise if you don’t get off on the pain I’m
about to inflict, I’ll take you home and never bother you again.”


She spat.
“Promise?” 


“I promise.”


Part of him knew he
was going to enjoy what came next, but a big part of him regretted it. This was
going to be a difficult session for them both, but he couldn't think of any
other way to reach her, to make her finally see who she was, what she was, to
accept it. It wasn't a good idea to do this so soon after her sub-drop, but
this really would be his one and only chance. If he let her leave now it was
extremely likely she'd retreat from the truth about herself. The pain he was
about to inflict on a newbie would be exciting only to a masochist.  He would have to make sure his aftercare was
especially intense, and he'd ring her a few times over each of the next few
days to make sure she was coping. 


Stepping close, he
slapped one inner thigh hard. Then he did the same to the other. Her eyes
widened at the suddenness of it, but he followed with a slap to one of those
breasts. Her nostrils flared, and she clamped her lips tight, obviously
determined not to make a sound. He pinched a nipple and twisted it hard—she
couldn't hold back her gasp. Stepping behind, he opened a drawer and removed a
bag of common wooden spring pegs and some thick string. 


Steven returned
back to her. 


"You will say
'thank you, Sir' when I finish decorating. Do you understand?"


Her answer was
wary, filled with apprehension about what he would do. "Yes, Sir."


This was
definitely going to hurt, but it would prove the point once and for all.


"What's your
safeword?"


Avril's eyes
widened with her trepidation, but he noticed they were also dilated with
arousal.


"Red,
Sir." 


He nodded. 


Carefully he
draped a long loop of string across each breast holding either side in place by
tying the string ends to a peg and then pegging her flesh. She gulped.


There was now a
long loop of string falling between her legs. He then placed one peg on the
nipple he'd twisted, making sure he pegged the string as well, and her swift
gasp with each peg was his reward. Pulling the other nipple, he added a peg to
it. She gave a little “ouch”, and he thought she was shocked. Enjoying himself
immensely, he placed a line of pegs across each full breast, ensuring the
string was caught by each one as well as her skin.


Her breathing had
increased rapidly. He watched her carefully, and she was ready for more. A few
pegs around her navel, then he pegged onto her outer labia. It was obvious to
him that she was well into the pain now, gathering it to herself and letting it
wrap around her. Her breathing was rapid, through her nose—little panting
breaths, her eyes closed. He could hear soft mewls in the back of her throat as
she embraced the pain.


It wouldn't take
much now to send her skyward. He decided he'd save pegging her clit for another
time. This would be enough to start, enough to prove his point.


He pulled gently
on the string. It made the pegs tense, pulling and pinching at her flesh. She
opened her eyes rapidly, screaming loudly, but it was a scream of arousal, of
bliss, as he noticed those eyes glaze over.


He touched her wet
pussy. It was soaked as he pushed a finger into her cunt. Her mewls became
moans as he moved a finger in and out.


Time to give her the
first orgasm.


Hooking his finger,
he found that rough spot and began tapping on it at the same time he pulled on
the string gently in a matching rhythm, enough to send waves of pain across her
body. She shouted even as Steven felt her muscles grab his finger in a vise-like
grip. She shuddered, her head thrashing back and forth. He waited until the
spasms subsided, keeping his hand still as she lolled.


Now for the
zipper.


He knew exactly how
much this would hurt. He held his breath and with his finger still inside her,
he pulled hard on the string. It ripped off the pegs, and her screams were so loud
they echoed around the room, filling his ears. Then, with her mouth still open
in a silent scream, she came on his hand again, and this time it seemed to last
forever. Suddenly, she slumped, leaden on the cross frame.


Steven quickly
unbound her and carried her into his bedroom, laying her gently on the bed. Her
body was a mass of angry red welts where the pegs had been, but she was still
moaning, still in the throes of the pain and her climaxes. She’d certainly
bruise after that. He grabbed a tube of arnica and rubbed it carefully into her
body. 


Making sure he had
juice within reach and a few squares of dark chocolate, Steven took off his
vest, belt, and shoes, undid his pants, and settled his cock more comfortably
before getting onto the bed and pulling her into his arms. He'd almost come
himself, so intense were the feelings she'd generated. The way she'd taken the
pain—and he knew exactly how painful those pegs ripping off were. Once, a long
time ago, he’d had it done to him. He’d only been pegged around the chest but couldn’t
bear the pain it caused. Just remembering the agony when they were ripped off made
him flinch, and at the time he’d practically screamed the place down. 


Maybe once she
came back to earth, she'd accept she was a sexual masochist. If she didn't
after that, then nothing he could do or say would change her mind.


It was about an
hour and a half later he felt her begin to shake. He held her tight as she
started to cry, whispering to her.


"I'm very
proud of you. You are such a brave girl. My beautiful Kitten." She cried
for a good ten minutes, and then her sobs began subsiding as he continued.
"You make me honored to be your master, you took so much pain. My clever,
clever Kitten."


She gave a sigh
that shuddered across her whole body. Then finally she raised her face to squint
at him through tear-soaked lashes.


"Hello,
Kitten." Avril searched his face, and he smiled. "I'm very proud of
you."


She still didn't
speak but didn't take her eyes off him.


"Tell me how
you feel?" 


She shrugged. He
reached across and took a piece of chocolate, then popped it into her mouth.
She looked surprised.


"Your sugar
levels will have dropped. Here, drink some of this."


Her hand shook so much
that he had to hold the glass to her lips as she drank thirstily.


"Better?"


Another nod.


"Did you
enjoy that? Tell me honestly."


She licked her
lips and marveled. "Yes."


"Wonderful."


He put the drink
back on the side table as she leaned her head against him. He let her relax
until she fell asleep again, and Steven was left with his own thoughts.


In such a short
space of time, Avril had somehow managed to take him out of his own comfort
zone. She'd shaken his belief that he wouldn't get involved with anyone again,
that he didn't need anyone. Instead, he wanted to protect her, nurture her, and
show her all the delights of his world. He wanted her to turn to him, to depend
on his strength, to trust him, to place herself in his hands.


He wanted her to
love him. 














Chapter Eight


 


She woke.
Everything came flooding into Avril's mind as she remembered what had happened.



The pain, the
glorious pain!


Somehow it had
blurred—the pain became intense pleasure. The more pain, the more pleasure, but
at the same time it hurt excessively and yet she craved it. Her body seemed to
beg for more until she thought she'd explode. She recalled the moment when he'd
pulled the pegs off all at once.


The intense agony!


It was
excruciating, yet she reveled in it. It wrapped around her, her heart pulsing
out a rapid beat. She felt released, and she felt triumphant as she floated on
the pain.


And her orgasm?


Her whole body had
climaxed. That second orgasm, when the pegs were ripped, felt as if she
splintered into a thousand pieces. It was wonderful, exhilarating, breathtaking—intensely
painful. There was this delightful lingering ache on her body from the pegs,
and even that felt simply wonderful.


Steven was right—she
finally admitted it to herself. 


Saturday night,
then Sunday, and now today had proven beyond a doubt that she and pain were two
halves of a whole. Never in her life had she enjoyed sex as much as she had,
although there had been no intercourse. Idly she wondered what it would be like
to have Steven inside her when the pain rolled across her body, when the burn,
the agony took her to a whole new level.


Now it was time to
admit it all, to face who and what she was. 


Avril knew it
would be hard to admit such a thing, but at the same time she knew she had to.
Softly in her mind she gave herself the title, and it didn't hurt. It didn't
change her. Instead, it satisfied and calmed her. At last she knew who and what
she was. Avril tried the words out in her mind once again.


I am a sexual masochist.


Even thinking of them
gave her a tingle. A third time she said them in her mind. I am a sexual masochist. It felt right. It felt at last she knew
who she was. Time to be a little braver, time to say it now aloud.


She mouthed,
"I am a sexual masochist."


Nothing happened.
The world didn't explode. Time to say them a little louder.  


In wonder, she
whispered, "I am a sexual masochist."


She heard Steven
give a gentle laugh. She peeped up at him, and he smiled broadly down at her.


"At last. How
does it feel to admit the truth?"


"Freeing."


"As it
should."


"It's—I don't
know. Inside I’m different. I’m more alive."


"I'm very
glad, little Kitten."


And Avril knew
immediately he was telling the truth. He tilted her chin and stared deep into
her eyes, his beautiful gray gaze sinking deep into hers.


"Can we talk
about us, Avril?"


"I don't. I
guess so."


"Avril, you
excite me. Your body drives me wild, and when I hit you, it sends me
insane."


"It
does?"


"Of course.
You don't think this is only one-sided, do you? I get off on the pain, too, the
pain I inflict on your beautiful body."


"Oh."


"I told you I
was a sadist."


"I know, but
I actually thought you liked hurting only. I didn't think it was exciting for
you."


"Yes, I love
hurting you, but it's as exciting for me as it is for you."


Embarrassed she
murmured, "But you don't … you know."


"Come?"


She nodded.


"True, but I
get such a high, such a buzz. For me it's almost the same."


"Tell me what
will happen if I agree."


"Well, firstly
we have to talk about things. I don't want to give you more than you can take.
I'm confident I can judge your levels and I’ll get better as we go on, but we
do need to discuss them. We also need to discuss the sexual aspect of
things."


"Sexual? Isn't
that kind of what has happened?"


"Partly. But
full sex would be on the menu as well."


She nodded.


"So, I would
need to know your hard limits, the things you don't want to do. There's also
the submissive thing."


"Submissive?"


"I am a
sadist. I’m not a Dom, but I am a dominant man, so I do need you to obey the
things I say during our sex games. I expect you to commit to me, to accept me
as your master."


Warily she asked,
"Are we talking about the bedroom or all the time?"


"The bedroom.
As Peter explained on the introduction evening, Masters at Silk Rope aren't necessarily
full-time dominants. I've tried being a Dom, and I’ve also tried the 24/7 thing,
and it's too much pressure to make decisions for another person all the time.
The responsibility is far too great, or at least it was for me. I prefer to be
the boss of our sexual games. Anyway, you're a smart, talented woman. I doubt
you'd hand over control to anyone outside the bedroom."


"I couldn't,
and I wouldn't."


"But in
it?"


"You mean it
would be like the things we've done this far?"


"Yes."


"I can do
that."


"I want you,
Avril. Want you more than I've wanted a woman for far too long. And I don't
mean only in the bedroom. I want to get to know you, to find out everything I
can about you. But know this. In the bedroom I will push you. I will make you
wish we'd never met, but I promise, if you give me permission, I will do
everything in my power to make you happy."


"Honestly?"


"Very much indeed."


She couldn't
really imagine a man as powerful, as attractive as him would want her.. Yes,
she was confident and self-assured. She was reasonably attractive, or at least
she thought she was, but he was so much a man, so masculine and forceful. He
was watching her face intently, and she saw him frown.


"What was
that thought?"


Avril rolled her
eyes. Hell, can't I have any secrets?


"I'm
waiting."


It came out in a
rush. "Why do you want me? You're powerful, you're attractive."


Steven sounded
angry, his eyes narrowing. 


"You are special.” He smiled then. “I
look at you and I see a confident woman. A woman who is very beautiful and very
alluring. A woman who excites me. A woman who doesn't realize how lovely she
is."


Avril was shocked.
Searching his face, it appeared very much as if he was telling her the truth.


"I…" She
really didn't know what to say to him. “I am confident. I’m proud of who I am,
but I’d really only consider myself pretty.”


“Not just pretty,
you’re breathtakingly beautiful.”


“Oh.”


"There is
something I've been wanting to do since I first saw you."


Nervously, she
asked, "What?"


"This."


He took her face
between his hands and captured her mouth with his. This wasn't some nice kiss.
This was a man stamping his ownership, and she melted against him. His lips,
his tongue, his mouth, took charge, and she was helpless. She gave him
everything he wanted, and he took it all and more. It felt as if he'd stripped
her bare with that one kiss as he claimed her, and she welcomed it. When his
lips finally released hers, she was puffing as if she'd ran a marathon.


"I'm going to
enjoy kissing you, Kitten, every single chance I get."


His body was against
hers. One of her legs lay across him, and it was impossible to ignore his hard
erection. That, more than anything he'd said, convinced Avril that he really
did want her.


"Tell me what
you were thinking when I said I wanted you."


Seems he didn't
miss much. It confirmed her first impression of him. If she allowed this
relationship to develop, she'd be spending her time opening up to him. Telling
him what she felt and that would really take her out of her comfort zone,
perhaps even more than the pain.


"I'm waiting.
I expect total honesty between us, Avril. Always."


She licked her
lips.


"Like I said
I really didn't think a man like you would be attracted to someone like
me."


"Why on earth
not? Look at you! I keep telling you you're beautiful. You have the kind of
body I worship. Why wouldn't I want you?"


She shrugged.
"I actually thought you'd like the skinny model type, the younger
woman."


He gave a shiver.


"No, thank
you! I like a woman who can take my punishment, a woman with meat on her bones
who won't buckle when she's underneath me, when I'm fucking her hard, when I'm
whipping her. You are the gorgeous woman I want."


He lifted her hand
and kissed it.


"Want more
proof?"


Before she could
reply, he pushed her hand down the front of his open pants. His hard cock
almost leaped gleefully into her palm.


"That's what
you do to me. I've been half-erect ever since I saw you when I walked into the
conference room."


God, he really does want me! At least sexually.


"I came home
on Saturday night and jerked off thinking about you, Kitten."


Feeling daring, Avril
wrapped her hand around that cock, and Steven gave a little moan.


"Be careful,
I'm ready to burst."


The woman she was
took over—the confident, no-nonsense one. The one who took control in the
boardroom. She unzipped his pants fully and lowered her head. His cock seemed
huge, but she licked the top, the pre-cum salty in her mouth. Steven threw back
the covers and moved so she could reach him better. He slid his trousers down,
and she cupped his balls.


"Maybe I want
to fuck you."


Avril felt rather bold
as she stared up at him and said, "Maybe you can do it later."


With that she took
him into her mouth and began to suck. Avril had no idea what had come over her.
She'd never voluntarily given a man oral sex, but she wanted this, wanted it
with all her heart. He fisted a hand in her hair, and then she felt him pull
out the pins, letting it fall down. 


"Suck it
hard, Kitten."


He lifted his hips
in time with her sucking, and she used her tongue, licking and wrapping his
cock. With her other hand she massaged each ball. He began thrusting harder,
deeper until she gagged, but he wouldn't let her up. 


"You started
this, Kitten," he gasped, as his thrusts increased.


Accepting the
truth of his words, she tried to breathe through her nose. All at once he
pushed her head down hard onto his cock and she had trouble getting any air. He
groaned loudly as she felt him spurt his load down her throat. She had no choice
but to swallow it all or else choke. When she sat up, taking a huge gasp of
air, she was surprised. He looked rather formidable. He seemed a little angry,
and she quaked. 


"You know
next time I won't let you get away with that."


"But I—I
don't understand."


"I'm the one
in charge. Much as I enjoyed that, in future you will wait until you're
told."


"Oh. Oh, I …
yes."


"Yes?"


"Yes,
Sir."


"Tell me why
you did it?"


"I … I didn't
think it was fair. You'd not come, Sir, and you were aroused."


He laughed, a
hearty, strong laugh that shook him.


"Oh my,
little Kitten. As a sadist, I often don't." He held out his arms, and she
let him engulf her. "Come. Kiss me."


Shyly, she pressed
her lips against his. His hands held her tighter, one against the back of her
head. She wanted to explore his mouth, his tongue, but naturally, he took
charge again, and she was left breathless once more. He lifted a handful of her
hair that now fell across her breasts.


"In future
when we play you will wear this in a braid. That way I can control you better,
Miss."


"Yes, yes,
Sir."


They lay together
for a while. Avril felt different. She couldn't explain it even if she tried.
Maybe it was her acceptance of who she was, or maybe it was Steven. Whatever it
was, she intended to stay this way for the rest of her life. She thought about
Steven. He scared her a lot of the time, yet she trusted him implicitly. She
thought he was a man of honor, a man who wouldn't accept second best. A man who
would push her, control her, but always put her safety first. She wondered what
this relationship would mean.


"You're
thinking again."


She grinned up at
him. "Sorry. Can't help it." 


He sat her up and
searched her face. Those gray eyes of his seemed to reach all the hidden
corners inside her.


"You do
understand this isn't merely a sexual thing, Avril. I don't have a partner. I'm
not in a relationship. I honestly want you. It isn't only a sadist and his
masochist. I want the whole enchilada. I intend to discover everything about
you. I intend to take you out. I intend to become an intrinsic part of your
life both inside and outside the bedroom."


"You
do?"


"Of
course."


"Wow."


He grinned at her,
kind of a shark-like “I'm going to eat you up” grin, and she shivered. Being
with this man would test her, would push her far beyond anything she could
imagine. She wouldn't be the same person she was, but actually she wasn't now.
She wasn't the same woman who’d walked nervously into the BDSM club a few days
back.


"Talk to me,
Kitten."


"I'm not who
I was."


"No, you're
not. Instead you're the person you should be, the one who is honest with
herself finally."


He was right.
She'd been skirting around this for years, pushing it deep down, trying to hide
what she wanted.


"Kitten, this
is very important. If you ever feel like you did this morning you have to
promise me you will ring immediately. I don't want to find you that down ever
again."


"I honestly
didn't understand." She thought back to how she'd felt when she woke this
morning, remembering how she’d sobbed in the shower. "I honestly didn't
connect it to last night or to Saturday night. I thought about ringing you, but
then figured I'd be fine. I…" She took a deep breath and rushed on.
"I didn't want to bother you."


"I
understand. I know you didn't, but now you do know and in future if it ever
happens you know what to do. Promise?"


"I promise.”
She was worried as she asked, “Will that always happen? Will it happen tomorrow
or the next day?"


"I hope not.
Honestly, I think it was because it was your very first time. Both nights were
intense, and it hit you mentally, emotionally, and physically. As well you were
trying to deny who you are."


"That's true,
I did. I was…" How to explain it? "I feel different today than I did
after the other two nights. It's hard to explain."


"Try."


Damn, this openness is harder than facing who I am. Avril took a big
breath and sorted through her feelings, her thoughts.


"Well, I felt
okay after last Saturday. I was relaxed, and everything was good. Last night was
good, too, but on the way home I felt kind of sad, yet today I’m clear-headed.
I know I’m very satisfied and very happy, much more than then. When you were caring
for me on Saturday and Sunday, it was great, but this time it felt, um, more
meaningful, I guess would be the best way to describe it."


"You were
probably still nervous at the club. I imagine it would have been difficult for
you to come, difficult to hand over control to someone. Especially someone you
didn't know, a stranger. You were probably not willing to completely relax, and
that only increased the risk of sub-drop."


"Yes, that's
it, but I have to admit I'm still nervous."


"Of course
you are, this is very new. Then add in the fact you didn't trust me, still
don't, but the trust will come the more we learn about each other."


"This is all very new."


"I think I
should take you out and feed you. I'll go and find your clothing. The bathroom
is through that doorway."


Avril waited until
he'd left the room then got to her feet, dropping the blanket back onto the
bed. It was all very surreal, and she felt as if she were in a dream. Opening
the bathroom door, she got a surprise. It was enormous, a huge shower big
enough for at least four people with a tiled bench sort of seat attached to one
wall. There was also a lovely, big, free-standing tub. She looked at her face
in the mirror above the twin hand basins. 


In shock, Avril saw
her eyes, her cheeks were reddened. Her face was blotchy, and she had those
crazy panda eyes from her mascara running because of her crying. How on earth
could Steven have looked at her with that much desire when her face was such a
terrible mess from being that upset? She washed her face then looked down her
body and gasped. There was a line of bruises starting to show across her
breasts. She was running a hand across them when Steven came into the room
through a different door. He put her clothes on the bench and had a tube of
cream in his hand. She felt embarrassed but understood that he'd already seen
her naked and at her worst.


"I brought
your bag up, too. Oh, and this is arnica. It soothes. Good for swelling and
bruises, keep it. I'll let you rub it on although I've already put some on the
marks."


With that he
walked out, leaving her a little stunned. Still she rubbed the cream on before
dressing. Her hair was a mess as she ran a brush through it. Who knew what had
happened to the pins, so she'd have to leave it out. She only had lipstick in
her bag, and judging by the way Steven had kissed her, she thought it wasn't a
good idea to put any on.


Picking up her
bag, she opened the door Steven had come through, discovering it led back into
his “play area”. Steven was sitting on a couch, his long legs stretched out and
crossed at the ankles in front of him and his hands behind his head. He smiled
when she entered and stood.


"I like your
hair like this. Remember to braid it when we play."


"Um, okay,
er, Sir."


"Remember you
also don't need to call me ‘Sir’ outside of playing, unless you really want
to." He winked. "Steven will do or Steve."


"Thank you,
Steven. I keep getting mixed up."


Sitting back down,
he patted his lap.


"Come
here."


Hesitantly, she
approached and sat primly on his knee. He pulled her close then kissed her
again, and she was thankful she'd hadn't bothered with the lipstick.


"I know how
much I'm going to enjoy kissing you, Kitten. Feel okay?"


"Yes."


Setting her on her
feet, he stood once more then took her hand. While leading her downstairs,
Avril had a chance to quickly glance around. The house was enormous, light and
airy, but it seemed huge. She came to the understanding this man was very
wealthy.


"Is there any
food you don't eat?"


"I'm not that
keen on Chinese."


"Then in that
case, we'll eat Italian tonight."


He took her
through to a garage and inside was a big dark SUV and a huge, powerful-looking
motor bike. He settled her in the SUV and got behind the wheel. Driving out,
Avril became aware she hadn't paid any attention when they drove into the
property as they rode down a long, pebbled driveway and out through a set of
gates that opened automatically when they approached.














Chapter Nine


 


Steven drove
expertly, and Avril sat back in the comfy leather seat, trying to relax. She
was surprised to see it was close to seven-thirty by the dashboard clock as
Steven pointed out various places as they drove, and it wasn't long before she
began to enjoy his company and feel more at ease.


They swung into a
car park, then parked, and he helped her out of the car and held her hand as
they walked along the street and into a small Italian restaurant. Steven held
out her seat and made sure she was comfortable before he, too, sat. A waiter
brought over menus, and Avril studied hers with slightly shaking hands. It had
been so long since she'd been on a date, and this wasn't simply a date. This
was the beginning of her new life as a masochist as well there was a very real
possibility this was the start of a relationship.


Steven looked over
the top of his menu.


"What would
you like?"


"Um, not sure,
there's too much to choose from."


"I don't
suppose you'd let me pick something for you?" he asked hopefully.


Avril studied him
across the table, and he gave a sheepish grin. "I know it sounds silly,
but I'd like to be able to care for you and because I'm a bossy bastard that
means taking as many worries and tasks off you as I can."


A laugh tried to bubble
its way to the surface as she watched him. "I don't know that choosing a
meal is that much of a task, Steven."


"Well no, but
you know what I mean."


"So, you'd
really like to be able to choose my meals?” Innocently, she asked, "Am I
allowed to cut them up or would you do that, too?" 


Steven let out a
roar of laughter. 


"Touché."
He reached across the table and touched the back of her hand. "I'm
sorry."


She grinned back
at him, "Actually I don't mind as long as you make sure it's something I like."


It was as if she'd
given him a present as he turned on a huge smile. Avril got the idea if she
allowed this relationship to develop she’d have to get used to his bossy ways.
To tell the truth, she actually like the idea of him looking after her. He went
back to studying the menu then spoke. 


"Would you
like crab linguine? I've had it here before, and it's delicious."


"Sounds
lovely."


He put the menu
down then gave their orders when the waiter returned. 


"Do you like
a white wine?"


"Yes."


“Sweet, dry?”


“Either, I enjoy
both.”


He ordered a
bottle of Pinot Grigio and settled back in his seat, a rather self-satisfied smirk
on his face.


"So, tell me
about your work. Seems like you have a rather good job if the corner office is
anything to go by."


Avril found
herself telling him all about her job, working her way up through the ranks,
and trying to make it in a man's world.


"Ah, so
that's where the power suits and the 'hands off' look come in."


"Yep."
She gave a rueful grin. "Can't afford to let them see me as anything but a
cold-hearted bitch."


He laughed.


"And now we
both know that you are anything but."


Blood rushed to
her face, and Avril took a mouthful of wine to cover her embarrassment. 


"Steven."


He cocked his head
as he replied. "Yes?"


"I don't know
about this submissive stuff. I don't think I am."


"I think you
are. I think you work that hard at being in command of things all the time.
When we're in the bedroom you can simply hand over control to me. Like I said,
I no longer consider myself a Dom, but at the same time I do need your
submission. You won't have to worry, won't have to think. All you'll have to do
is do as I say and enjoy."


"Oh. I guess
when you put it like that."


"Kitten, I
intend to give you all you're afraid to ask for. I intend to make you
unbelievably happy."


Avril didn't know
how to answer that. She could see he honestly believed all he said, and part of
her was afraid, very afraid. She was falling deep into his spell, and if this
didn't work Avril knew she'd be in for heartache. Fortunately, their meals were
placed in front of them and the talk turned to foods.


It was close to
ten forty-five when Steven dropped her back at her home. He walked her to the
front door, took the keys from her and then stared down into her face after
unlocking the door. He reached out and gently ran a finger down her cheek, and
Avril was surprised at how much it affected her.


"I'm going to
miss you. I can't begin to tell you how much I loved meeting you, playing. I'm
out of the office the rest of the week, but I'll try and keep in touch. In
saying that, I’ll definitely contact you over the next few days to make sure
you’re okay and make sure you ring if you think you’re slipping into sub-drop.”


That scared Avril.
“You don’t really think that’s going to happen again, do you?”


“Honestly? No, I
don’t, but you must always be aware of the possibility and never ignore it like
you did.”


She shivered. “No
way I’ll pretend I’m okay. I don’t want to go through that again.”


“You will come
back to the club, won't you?"


"I … I think
I will."


"I really
hope you do, but I won't pressure you. It has to be your decision."


"Yes, it
does. Thank you for accepting that."


He leaned down and
captured her lips. Avril clung to him as he took command and sent her soaring. Hell, the man can kiss! 


"Goodnight,
beautiful. I'll ring when I can."


"Goodnight,
Steven, thank you for dinner and thank you for, um, for getting me through the
drop thing."


He returned her
keys, and after a light peck on the cheek he left. Avril watched him back the
car down the driveway, then went into the house. George practically leapt into
her arms. She had a doggy door for him that opened with a gadget on his collar
whenever she wasn't home. Now he followed her down the hall and into her
bedroom. 


"Oh, George.
I've got that much to tell you I don't know where to start."


Sitting on the
bed, she took a deep breath and thought about everything that had happened
since Saturday night. She felt very different. It was hard to explain even to
herself. Once she'd acknowledged what, and who, she was, it was as if this
great weight had lifted from her and she became the woman she had always been
destined to be. She actually felt sexy and alluring. For some strange reason
she now believed she was more powerful, stronger in herself and in her mind. She
told George everything, and he sat in front of her, looking at her face in
silent adoration.


Just speaking
about it gave her strength. At first, she spoke haltingly. Then she recalled
the touches, the smacks, and the pain and closed her eyes. Finally, she
finished speaking. George’s demeanor was the same he always had. He didn't see
her any differently despite how she felt. Laughing, she got to her feet and
went into the bathroom. Stripping off, she had a quick shower and noted her body.
The bruises across her breasts now stood starkly out against her pale skin.
They were tender to touch and when she dried herself off she remember to rub in
the cream that Steven had given her.


Staring in the
mirror, Avril traced her fingers along the line of bruises. "It’s like he's
stamped his ownership."


It surprised Avril
that she wasn't upset. Instead she felt all mushy and warm inside at the
thought. She was a woman who had always fought for control and now? Now she was
considering handing over part of that to a man. Avril guessed this was what
Peter had been talking about that first night—the exchange of power. If it
meant unbelievable orgasms like she’d experienced, she was all for it,
especially with a man like Steven.


Throwing on a
nightie, she said goodnight to George and crawled into bed. She thought she might
lay awake thinking about everything, but the next thing she knew her alarm
clock was waking her.


On Tuesday morning
Avril had to admit she was reluctant to go to work. She knew she'd face stares
after Steven's entry and their dramatic exit yesterday. She glared at the alarm
clock for at least ten minutes before finally getting out of bed, dressing and
heading in to work on the bus.


With her head held
high, Avril sailed through the offices to her room, hardly breathing. She kept
her eyes focused ahead and hoped she appeared as unapproachable as ever. Her
secretary, Gail, gave her a pointed glance, but she ignored it as she entered
the office and pushed the door closed. Once inside, she leaned back against the
closed door and sagged a little. Avril took a breath, pushed off, and then
settled in her chair behind her desk.


Getting stuck back
into work soon pushed thoughts of Steven into the background, but still every
now and again her mind wondered about him. Around eleven he rang her.


"Hello,
Kitten. How are you?"


"I'm
fine."


"No
headaches? No feeling down?"


"No, nothing.
I feel great."


"That's good
news, but promise you'll ring me if you get down or headachy."


"I will,
Steven. Honestly, I don't want to go through that again."


She heard someone
in the background and Steven saying he'd be there in a moment.


"I have to go,
but I'll check in later."


"I'm okay,
you don't have to."


"I know, but
I like hearing your voice."


She laughed as he
said goodbye and hung up. Avril had a warm, cuddly feeling. No one had ever
been that concerned about her before, and it made her feel cosseted and cared
for even if Steven was only worried she'd slip into sub-drop.


Late that
afternoon he rang again to check up, then told her there was a possibility he
wouldn't be able to ring her at work the next day.


"I've taken
some clients down south, and now I'm stuck around here for the remainder of the
week before returning them Friday. It will be a little crazy, which means I may
not be able to check in with you as much."


"Don't worry
about me, Steven. I’m honestly okay. I didn't get to ask you what sort of work
do you do? We spent too much time discussing mine."


"I run a
charter company. Had to fly a bunch of people down to the border, then to a few
other places over the next few days before we return on Friday. Kind of crisscrossing
the country."


"You're a
pilot?"


"Sure
am."


"Oh
wow."


"Anyway, even
if I don't ring, remember I'll be thinking about you. Oh, and if you think you’ll
heading to sub-drop make sure you send me a text immediately and I'll ring you
as soon as I can to solve it. If I’m still away, I’ll make sure someone is
there to help you."


"Thank
you."


"I'm missing
your voice. I miss hearing you scream, watching your skin turn red under my
hand. I miss you."


With that he hung
up before Avril could reply, and she actually felt herself blush at his words.
Not only that, she could almost detect the sting of his hand against her skin,
and, amazingly, she felt excited.


What was happening
to her? Shaking her head, she threw herself into work and tried to push Steven
to the back of her mind with little success. Over the next days he sent her a
couple of texts simply asking if she was okay. Then on Thursday right after
lunch he called again.


"How's my
kitten?"


"Steven!
Hi."


"Did you miss
me? I've missed you."


She laughed.


"Have you
decided if you're going to come back to the club so we can play?"


Avril had thought
of nothing else. It would cost her an arm and a leg, but she knew she could
afford it. She had accepted who she was, and this would be the perfect way to
enjoy her new life.


"Yes. I
decided I'm going to join."


"Oh, Kitten,
that's wonderful news. I'm very glad, but listen, you don't have to pay
immediately. I can sign you in as my guest until you're absolutely
certain."


"You
can?"


"Yes. I'll
let the front desk know. It will mean you are sure before you fork out the
cash. Mind you, I already know who you are."


"Oh, do you,
Master Steven?"


"Mm most
definitely, and I know you do, too. Honestly, Avril, I'm very happy you agreed
to come back. I want to learn all there is about you."


"You
do?"


"As if you
didn't know." Avril could hear the laughter in his voice. "Will you
come on Friday night? I could pick you up."


"Yes, Steven,
I'll definitely come, but I'll have to meet you there. I have a big meeting all
day tomorrow, and I'm not sure what time I'll finish. Sometimes they go on ‘til
six or seven."


"Okay, I understand.
I won't get back until late myself. How about I meet you in the lounge at
eight?"


"That's
sounds good. Yes."


"Great, I'll
make sure Stan knows you'll be there and you are my guest. I can't wait to show
you my world, Avril. I honestly think we are going to be perfect
together."


"Thank you,
Steven. I guess time will tell, but I have to admit to wanting to learn
more."


Gail came in,
gesturing and waving a handful of papers at her. Avril understood she was late
for a meeting she'd arranged, and she nodded at Gail.


"I have to
go, Steven, but I'll see you tomorrow night at eight."


"Bye, Kitten,
I’m looking forward to it."


"Bye."


She hung up and
stood. Avril followed Gail from the room and spent the next hour and a half
trying to concentrate on work. On Friday she actually managed to keep all
thoughts of Steven and BDSM from her mind. It was an extremely busy day as she led
the meeting. By five-forty everyone was tired, but they'd solved a few major
roadblocks and fortunately, everyone was ready to call it a day. Avril walked
back into her office, kicked off her shoes, and sat down. She had twenty
minutes before the next bus home was due.


Avril closed her
eyes and leaned back in her chair, thinking about all that had happened and how
different she felt. Steven consumed her thoughts and her dreams. She ran a hand
across her chest. The bruises had faded to a sickly yellow color, but each time
she thought of them she felt a thrill. She had no idea what the future held for
them, but Avril was excited. He'd awakened a new life in her. She could almost
feel the kiss of a crop on her body, taste him take control of her mouth, the
way he took possession of her. The man had such control, he was very forceful
and yet there was a tender side to him that actually surprised her.


She remembered how
he'd acted when she had sub-drop. The way he'd stormed into the office and
dragged her off, threatening to throw her over his shoulder like a caveman but
then he had held her so tenderly as she cried. Cried? 


Hell, that wasn't
the word for it. She'd wailed and sobbed like some demented creature. She
recalled how concerned he'd been. Then he'd known she had a horrid headache,
yet she'd been grouchy instead of grateful when he told her she had to take
something for it. He'd settled her on the couch, ordering her like he was her
owner, then walked to the living room doorway.


In the doorway!


Avril leaped up
straight in her chair in shock.


He'd lied!














Chapter Ten


 


Steven was very
keen to see Avril that night. He'd landed the jet at four after the flight
back. After going through the landing checklist then clearing out the plane, he
handed over all the paperwork from the flight and charter to his manager,
Warren Prudeau. The plane would now be invaded by the cleaning crew—they'd
clean it thoroughly and refit it, ready for the next charter.


It had been a busy
week. Tuesday morning he'd flown a popular rock and roll band down south in the
Learjet Challenger 650. They had used Bray’s Charter many times before, and each
time had specifically asked that Steven be their pilot. Not wanting to lose
their patronage, Steven had always readily agreed. The band had three gigs—one
in town Tuesday night, one Wednesday five hours away, and another a short
flight east for Thursday night. Then on Friday he'd flown them back to their
home city before coming back home. He and his copilot, Bradley Wilson, were
both glad to be back at base and home.


Avril was going to
meet him at the club at eight. After finishing his logs and saying goodnight,
Steven drove back to his house arriving a little after seven. By the time he'd
showered and dressed it was close to seven forty-five, but the club was only
fifteen minutes’ drive, which meant he should arrive a few minutes after eight.
Steven was hungry, but he'd grab something once he arrived at Silk Rope and met
up with Avril. 


He'd only walked
in and greeted Stan when his phone beeped to say a text message had come
through—he'd check it after saying hello to Stan. Going into the lounge he
couldn't see Avril. Perhaps she was running late. Maybe that's who the text was
from. He pulled out his phone from his bag and read the message.


Sorry but something's come up & I can't make it,
Avril.


Fuck.


Maybe it was
something to do with her work. He knew she was high up and had deadlines to
meet, knew she'd had some big meeting on today. He remembered she told him that
sometimes they went late. He sent back a message.


Understand. See u 2morrow night, same time, same
place.


There was no reply,
but it didn't concern him at all. She was probably busy. He went into the
dining room and grabbed a salad and quiche as well as a coffee. His good friend
Kaden Turner was sitting alone at a table. Steven joined him.


"Hi, Steve,
just get back?"


"Yep. Much as
I love getting big charters, I absolutely hate rock bands. They're very noisy
and demanding. Honestly, this lot is always a bunch of prima donnas, but at
least I can charge them a small fortune."


"Must be your
age showing."


"Very funny.
I'm sure the year between us makes a big difference."


"Just saying,
you have to know you're getting on. Fifty-three already, soon you'll be
sixty."


"Remind me
when it's your sixtieth and I'll rub it in."


 "I'll still be young and virile. Say,
where's that gorgeous creature you were with last week?"


"Avril? She
was going to come tonight as my guest until she paid her fees, but something
came up."


"Ooh, do I
detect interest in your voice?"


"Piss off,
Kaden."


"Ha, I do.
Don't tell me the great Master Steven's finally caught!"


"Shut up,
you're spoiling my dinner."


Kaden had sat
grinning at Steven across the table, and Steven knew he'd seen right through
him. Fortunately, Kaden turned the conversation to more mundane things, but
Steven's mind wasn't really on it. It surprised him really, how much he was
missing Avril. Finally, both men finished eating, and Kaden said he was off to
find someone else to torment but Steven had lost interest in staying. He
decided to go home and catch up on his sleep. He’d see Avril tomorrow.


Late Saturday
afternoon, Steven sent off a text message to Avril.


Would u like me 2 pick u up 2night?


About fifteen minutes
later he got a reply.


Sorry, not coming.


Fuck, don't tell me she's having second thoughts! What
the hell?


Y not?


Maybe she was
still caught up at work.


I've changed my mind. I've decided I’m not pursuing
this any further.


This wasn't right.
Avril had admitted on Monday who and what she was. She'd told him several times
through the week she was looking forward to coming to Silk Rope. What on earth
had made her change her mind this suddenly?


Why?


I just have, goodbye.


Please tell me y Avril.


She didn't answer,
and Steven waited ten minutes before sending her another text, but she ignored
that as well.


Fuck this! I need to sort this out now. I want to see
her, need to see her.


Steven went into
the garage and jumped onto his Kawasaki Ninja ZX-10RR motorcycle. He roared
down the drive and out onto the road. The ride to Avril's house took twenty
minutes, and the whole time Steven wondered what on earth had happened to make
her change her mind this radically. He practically leapt off his bike after he
pulled into her place. Thumping hard on the door, he heard a dog barking wildly,
and then Avril opened the door. She seemed very unhappy to see him.


"What are you
doing here?"


He pushed past her
only to encounter a huge dog, that barked and growled ferociously at him. 


No way was he
going to let a dog put him off, so he stared at it and commanded, "Stop!
Sit!"


The dog
immediately quietened and dropped to its haunches, staring up at him as if he
knew he'd found his true Alpha. Avril, on the other hand, was staring at him in
shock.


"Please
leave, Steven."


"No, I will
not, at least not until you tell me what the fuck happened to make you change
your mind. When I spoke with you yesterday, you were joining the club and now?"


She shook her head,
and he indicated she should move away from the door. She stared at him a moment
longer then slammed the door shut resignedly. He followed her down a hallway
and into the kitchen. They both heard a whimper, and Steven glanced back to see
the dog looking mournfully at them from where he still sat at the doorway.


"Come."


The dog bounded
happily down the hallway and dropped to the ground adoringly at Steven's feet.
Steven studied Avril. She seemed on edge, nervous.


"I'm waiting,
Avril."


"I changed my
mind, that's all."


"Rubbish!
Don't lie, Avril."


"I don't have
to give you a reason."


"Actually, I
think you do. We—there's a connection between us, Avril. I deserve to know why
you changed your mind."


"Please just
go away."


Steven knew this
wasn’t sub-drop. This was something else. But what the hell could it have been
to make her change so radically in such a short period of time?


"For goodness’
sake, Avril! We're not going through this again. I'm here, and I'm staying here
until you give me a good reason as to why you changed your mind."


She merely stared
at him, and he thought her eyes were too shiny as if she would start, or had
been, crying. Giving her head a tiny shake, she turned away and went to move,
but Steven grabbed her arm.


"Please,
Avril."


"I will not
play second best."


Completely
confused, Steven asked, "What on earth do you mean?"


"Oh, please
stop playing dumb, Steven. I caught you out. I refuse to be some guy's
plaything."


This is getting weird. What the fuck is she going on about?


"Let's assume
I have no idea what you're talking about, Avril, because I really don't. Tell
me what you mean?"


"I thought
that was obvious. I know you're married. I'm not prepared to share your bed
with your wife."


"Wife?
Married? I'm not married."


"Well, your
partner then. I will not be second fiddle to another woman. Never!"


"Who told you
I was married or had a partner?"


"No one told
me. I saw you, so you can't deny it."


"Fuck, Avril.
I honestly don't understand what you're saying. I can assure you I'm not
married, nor am I in a relationship with anyone. I told you that on
Monday."


She all but shouted
at him, "And you expect me to believe you? You expect complete honesty
from me, but then you don't bother telling me the truth."


Steven was getting
angry. This wouldn't do. Somehow Avril had gotten this weird idea, and nothing
seemed to convince her otherwise. 


He pushed down his
feelings and said as calmly as possible, "I am telling the truth. Why on
earth do you think I'm not?"


"I saw her. I
saw the both of you together." 


Perplexed, Steven
could only stare at her. He'd been away all week, so how on earth could Avril
have seen him? Anyway, he'd spent all his free time playing cards with Bradley.
He lifted his hands in puzzlement and shrugged.


"Please don't
even try to deny it, Steven. I'm not some gullible little girl. I know what I
saw."


"When and
where did this mysterious woman appear?"


"At your
home. I saw her on Monday."


"Monday?
Monday when I was trying to get you back from the sub-drop?"


Steven was now
more confused.


"Yes. I
remembered yesterday. I remembered her coming into the doorway when you stood
to get me the headache tablets. You put a hand on her shoulder, shaking your
head and pushed her from the room. So, I suppose you're going to tell me I
imagined her."


He laughed with
relief. "That was Anna you saw. She's my housekeeper. She and her husband
have been caring for this house, and before that, my old house and the grounds,
for the past fifteen years. They’re good friends."


Suddenly, Avril
looked mortified.


"House …
housekeeper?"


"Yes. She
heard you crying and came to see if she could help. She'd just finished
cleaning the house."


"Housekeeper?"


"Oh, Kitten,
come here."


He opened his arms
and waited. It would have to be up to Avril if she came to him. She still
stared at him—shock and remorse on her face. She bit her bottom lip, trying to
hold back her threatening tears.


"I … I'm so sorry,
Steven."


"Come here,
Kitten. Please, we can talk about it." Finally, she took the few steps to
reach him, and he wrapped his arms around her. "It's okay. Why didn't you simply
ask me who she was?"


"I thought
she was your wife. I thought you were trying to keep her a secret. You had that
playroom, and I saw her in the house and then you were bundling her from the
room."


"Why didn't
you ask me on Monday?"


"Actually, I
forgot. So much was happening all at once that I only remembered yesterday. I
was thinking about what had developed and the living room, and then I remembered
how you'd been very concerned about my headache, then gotten me tablets and
juice and suddenly I recalled seeing her."


"You should
have asked me yesterday."


He had to strain
his ears as she murmured, "I was angry."


Steven moved
toward the kitchen island and lifted her easily onto it. Now he could see her
face properly.


"Why were you
so angry?"


"I just
was."


"That's not
an excuse, tell me."


She squirmed,
embarrassment showing on her face.


"Kitten, I've
told you we must have complete honesty between us. Now tell me."


"No, it's
nothing really."


"You do know
you are infuriating."


Indignantly, she
retorted, "I am not infuriating."


"You are. You
won't talk to me. You won't tell me why you got so angry. You do know you could
have solved this with a simple phone call? You exasperate me."


"Well, if I'm
that much trouble then leave me alone!"


"Oh no,
Kitten, you don't escape that easily. Tell me why you were this angry."


She shook her head,
and Steven glared at her. Finally, she sighed. Then she said, her voice soft,
"I didn't want to share you with anyone. I didn't want to play second
fiddle.”


Steven got a surge
of excitement. Unless he was grossly mistaken she'd been jealous. Did that mean
she liked him more than she gave out?


"Oh, my
little Kitten, you won't ever be second place with me. You'll always be number
one."


He could tell she
wasn't wholly over her embarrassment. But then all at once her face changed, as
her shame took over. 


With her face downcast
as she studied the floor, she said, "I'm truly very sorry, Steven. I
shouldn't have done that. I should have given you the chance to explain instead
of making stupid assumptions. I remembered seeing her, and everything seemed to
kind of implode. I was still dealing with who I was and with the sub-drop thing.
Accepting there was a chance for a relationship between you and me, and then I
thought…” She took another deep breath. “I honestly thought you just wanted a
plaything. It really hurt me."


"Kitten, look
at me." He waited until she lifted her head, her eyes glassy with unshed
tears. They filled her eyes, and he knew it wouldn't take much before they spilled
over. "I can understand how you must have felt. But now this is behind us.
It's over and done with. It was simply a misunderstanding. This is why it is
vital that we talk about everything, why I demand complete honesty from both of
us." Those tears seemed ready to burst forth as he added, "Don't get
upset, don't cry."


"I can if I
want to."


She sounded like a
little lost girl, and he smiled.


"Well yes,
you can, but there isn't a reason to. I'm not angry or upset."


One stray tear
finally escaped to run down her cheek as she looked at him, staring into his
face. He reached out and gently brushed it from her skin with the ball of his
thumb. She leaned into his hand.


"I'm really
sorry."


"Enough,
Kitten. All forgotten."


She nodded and
sighed. Steven knew exactly how awful it must have been for her to think he was
married and intended to have her around as a plaything, despite him saying he
wanted a relationship and was single. She'd only learned she was a sexual
masochist that day and then thought he wanted a toy, thought he'd lied to her.
If it had been the other way around he'd have been furious. He kissed her
softly and felt his cock jump when she kissed him back.


"I'm guessing
the only male in your life is this monster."


"George?"


"That's his
name?"


"He was all
mine, but somehow I think he's switched allegiance to you."


Steven grinned at
her and bent to pat the dog's head. George immediately rolled over, and Steven
crouched down to rub his tummy.


"He's a nice
dog. I'm glad he was noisy when I arrived. I don't like thinking you're alone
in the house."


"I'm not sure
if George would attack anyone, but he'd certainly make a lot of noise and he
always growls at strangers. Actually, I'm surprised he obeyed you."


Steven got to his
feet and put his hands either side of Avril. 


"Ready to let
me take you to the club tonight?"


She smiled, her
whole face lighting up as she nodded.


"Promise one
thing, Avril. Promise me you'll talk to me in future. I don't care even if it's
only something trivial. As long as we always talk to each other there will
never be another misunderstanding like this."


She nodded.
"I will, Steven. Hell, I still feel stupid."


He kissed her
forehead. 


"Don't be.
Come on, get dressed and let's go."


He lifted her from
the bench and held her, resting his head on the top of hers, taking in that
same coconut scent of her hair. Finally, he let her go.


"I won't be
long."


She left the room,
and Steven bent down to the dog.


"Well,
George. I hope you don't mind sharing because I intend to be in your mistress's
life from now on."


The dog wagged his
tail so much his whole back-end was jiggling back and forth as well. Steven put
his hands both sides of the dog’s head and rubbed. George gave a little doggy
groan of bliss as Steven settled on the floor to pet him. Ten minutes later
Avril came into the kitchen, sliding her arms into the sleeves of a jacket. She
wore a matching skirt with a cream top, and to Steven's eyes she was beautiful.
He was especially pleased to see she'd braided her hair for him.


He stood and gave
her a quick peck on the cheek. 


"Can I use
your bathroom?"


She pointed the
way, and he used the facilities then washed his hands. He followed Avril to the
front door before hitting his forehead with his hand. 


"Damn! I
forgot. I rode my bike over. I was so worried I jumped on it and never thought.
Do you want to follow me?"


She grinned at him.
"Perhaps we should take my car. You can put your bike in the garage."


"You don't
mind?"


"No. Maybe
one day you'll take me for a ride on it but not tonight."


"Deal."


They walked to the
garage, and Steven rolled his bike into it when Avril backed her car out. She
got out the driver’s side and handed him the keys, then slid into the passenger
seat.  














Chapter
Eleven


 


When Steven and
Avril walked into the club, Steven told her he'd wait in the lounge for her
after she signed in. He'd already advised the staff that Avril was his guest so
she had no problems. Stan did give her another form to fill in, telling her it
was a more in-depth one that all members had to complete. She put her shoes, bag,
and coat into her locker after filling out the paperwork and signing it.
Returning it to Stan, she then padded out to the lounge, where Steven was
talking to a tall, dark-skinned man dressed in what she was coming to think was
the Dominants’ preferred garb of black leather pants and black or white shirt. 


"This is
Avril. Avril, this is Master Ash. He is the co-owner of the club."


"Hello,
Avril."


His deep voice was
silky, dark, and held hints of power.


"Hello,
Master Ash."


Ash was as tall
as, or maybe even a little taller, than Steven, and she had to admit he was a
very attractive, if formidable, man. She had the impression he was of Indian
descent, and he was much more muscular than Steven. Steven was more athletic, but
Ash was all muscle and width. His dark brown almost black eyes seemed to see
deep inside her. He had an intense and powerful presence that couldn’t be
ignored. But at the same time there was something about him that scared Avril.
He had the same air of confidence as Steven, but there was something almost
threatening about him. Avril got the impression it would be impossible to hide
anything from him. She'd also hate to be at the focus of his anger. 


"Steven
informs me you're thinking of joining us."


"Yes. I … I
really enjoyed the introduction evenings."


Another Dom called
out to Steven, and he excused himself.


"Steven tells
me you appeared to be a sexual masochist."


Avril felt very
embarrassed but answered softly. "It seems that way."


"Don't be
embarrassed, Avril. You'll find people are very upfront and honest in the
lifestyle."


"So I'm
learning."


"I'm pleased
you seem to be getting on well with Master Steven. He's been alone for too long,
and he's been holding back on who he is."


His statement
puzzled Avril. "Holding back? I don't understand."


"There is
only one sexual masochist in the club, and that's Master Peter's sub, his wife,
Renata. We all know Steven has pegged back his desires, for want of a better
way to describe it. He's not using his full potential as a sadist. Naturally,
there is no way he would ever subject a partner to something they couldn't
handle, but because there is no other masochist within the club that means he
isn't fully satisfied and hasn't been for a long, long time."


"Oh. I think
I understand."


“Yes. He does
teach students about safety and how to use things like crops and paddles
without damaging, but, of course, that doesn’t fulfil his needs. It means if
you are a masochist and, if the two of you form a partnership, he will finally
be able to be the full man he is again and you will find he is the perfect
master for you."


"I hope
so."


"Avril, if
you have any concerns and you think you can't talk to Master Steven I'm always
available."


"Oh. Um,
thank you, Master Ash."


Avril thought it
was hard enough to be honest with Steven, but she'd doubted she could ever be
upfront with a man as powerful and scary as Ash.


"I know at
first this is all very confronting and you may find opening up hard, but we are
all friendly and ready to help."


He appeared about
as friendly as a hungry black bear inviting a squirrel into his den, but she
managed to say, "Thank you, Sir."


She felt an arm
come around her waist and stiffened until she realized it was Steven.


"Hope you're
not scaring her, Ash?"


"Me?
Never."


Steven roared with
laughter.


"Very funny,
Ash."


Ash bid them both
goodnight and walked away. Avril felt a little relieved as Steven moved her
toward the stairs, then into a private room.


"How long
have you known Master Ash?"


"He was my
friend before the club opened."


"Oh, so he's
been your friend a long time?" 


"Yes. I know
he seems rather stern, but he actually isn't."


Avril glanced down
at the floor then whispered, "He's a bit scary."


Steven gave a
laugh. 


"So, I've
been told, but Ash is a good man. When you've been in the club for a while and
get to know him, you'll discover he’s also a good friend."


"I'll take
your word for it."


Steven took her
hand and led her to a couch, then sat, pulling her down alongside him.


"We need to
discuss limits."


"Limits? I
saw them on that sheet I just signed but wasn’t sure what to put."


"Yes, limits
are things you will never do, things you may consider doing. If we are to make
this work then both of us need to be upfront about our likes and dislikes. I
wouldn't like to do something to you that you didn't enjoy, and in the same way
I imagine you wouldn't like to know I was doing something that wasn't pleasant
to me."


"Oh, yes,
that makes sense, but you have to understand, Steven, this is all new to me. My
sex life wasn't all that exciting."


"Tell me
about it. Why wasn't it exciting?"


"It just
wasn't," she mumbled.


"Kitten, look
at me." He waited until she turned her head and looked into his face.
"I completely understand this is difficult for you, but it really is
important. I want to make our experiences together something wonderful for us
both, and unless you're upfront about everything, I could end up making you
very unhappy."


She nodded.


"Am I right
in saying you rarely were aroused in your past relationships?"


Avril felt her
cheeks redden as she nodded once more.


"You
mentioned being hit during sex. Was that when you realized you needed something
more than only plain old missionary?"


She gave a gulp
and understood Steven was going to keep at this until she opened up. She
sighed. Somehow, she’d have to get used to this frankness between them.


"Hell, I
didn't really know, didn't understand. Yes, I'd rarely gotten excited until
that time, but then he … um."


"He
what?"


"He decided
after the second time we had sex to use me as a punching bag."


Steven's arms came
around her, and he pulled her close.


"Oh, Kitten,
I'm very sorry you had to be subjected to that. Tell me what happened?"


She shrugged. "Guess
I was lucky. I ended up with black eyes and bruised ribs. I’ve never discussed
it with anyone. I was ashamed."


“There’s more to
it than that. Please, Avril, please tell me everything. You’ll feel better if
you talk about it.”


“Well.”


She took a huge
breath. Maybe it would be better to get this out in the open. She had never
trusted anyone enough to tell them about it, thinking they’d judge her. In fact,
she’d tried to bury it from herself as well. Now this was her chance to finally
rid her mind of what had happened.


“I’d met this guy,
and he seemed nice. We had sex twice. During the first time he asked if he
could hit my butt, and I agreed. I’d never had anyone do that, and I kind of
thought ‘why not’? But after the second time he punched me in the face,
knocking me over. I was opening a bottle of wine for us. When I fell he kicked me
and bruised my ribs badly. Somehow, I managed to stagger to my feet amid the
broken glass and wine from the bottle scattered around the floor.


“He started
swearing and calling me all the obscene names he could think of and raised his
arm to hit me again. I'd backed myself against a wall and grabbed my phone off
the counter. I started to dial 911. Thankfully, I think it scared him. He stopped
and backed off. But then he'd sneered at me and said if I liked getting hit in
bed then it stood to reason I should enjoy it all the time.”


“Fuck! What?
That’s crazy.”


“Yep. I was still
scared that he might try to hurt me more. My face hurt, and my nose was
bleeding. He told me women should enjoy being punched and that all the other
women he’d dated had. I waved the phone at him and said if he ever contacted me
again I’d would report him to the police. Told him I was taking pictures of
what he’d done to my face.”


“Did he leave then,
or did you have to ring the police?”


“He was furious at
me threatening him and poured out another stream of verbal abuse, told me I was
lousy in bed, like a block of ice. But thankfully he did leave, although not
before he tossed a wineglass at me.”


She felt Steven
kiss the top of her head.


“I was such a
fool.”


"Never! You must
realize now he was the fool, not you. He was only some prick who wouldn't know
how to treat a woman and thus resorts to violence and abuse."


Avril actually did
feel better now she’d spoken about it. She knew it hadn’t been her fault later
on, but all the same it was embarrassing and hurtful.


"I know, but
it still hurt. I mean, I actually had enjoyed the two times we had sex,
something I'd never really done before, and then he had to go and turn into
some violent, crazy man."


"So that was
the only time someone had given you pain during sex?"


"Yes. Mind
you it wasn't much. He slapped my bottom a few times and—" Oh hell, this is really embarrassing! "Well,
I wished at the time he'd hit harder because I liked it. That made me feel like
there was something wrong with me, especially when he seemed to think I wanted
to be assaulted all the time."


"There is nothing
wrong with you. Kitten, never be ashamed of who you are and never be ashamed to
ask for what you want."


"I'm
learning."


"Good girl.
So as far as limits are concerned. Are there things that you would never
consider doing?"


"I really
don't know. I mean I wouldn't like to be cut or bleed or have someone strangle
me."


Steven shook his
head and gave a shiver. "Neither would I."


"Tell me
things you don't like to do. Maybe it will help me. This world is really new,
and I did read a little about it. I couldn't believe the number of things
people do to each other. Quite frankly, some of it scared me."


"Scares me,
too. Well, as you know I get off giving someone pain. I love to be able to
inflict it on a partner who can take as much as I dish out. It's a big turn-on
for me, and, as I mentioned the other day, it's my high. But I do enjoy full sex,
but for me it has to come at the end of a session of inflicting pain."


"Okay, that
makes sense."


"As far as
the sex side goes, I enjoy normal intercourse, and I also like anal, like to
think it's that pain-pleasure thing for my partner."


"I … I've
never had anal."


"Do you want
to take it off the table?"


Avril was about to
say yes but then began thinking. She'd heard women talking about anal sex and
how much they'd enjoyed it. Maybe it would be foolish of her to say no to
something she'd never tried merely because it scared her.


"Maybe I
could try, then decide?"


"Good idea. Rest
assured, Avril, it isn't something that we'd do immediately. For your own
comfort you need to be acclimatized, your body stretched to accommodate my
cock. I'm not that mean a sadist that I would want to put you off something
forever simply because I rushed things."


"Stretched?"


"Don't worry,
Kitten, I can assure you it will be pleasant, and if you think it isn't we can easily
put it on the hard limit ledger."


"Okay."


"I know you
don't mind oral sex, but what about things like gags, blindfolds?"


"I can't see
them causing a problem."


"Kitten, as
your body becomes used to my using crops and floggers I'll want to go to things
like canes and whips. Do you see this as a problem?"


"Do they hurt
more?"


"Yes. They
also leave marks, but I would always make sure I treated them after our
sessions. I would try not to scar your beautiful body, but you have to accept
there is always a possibility that one of my hits may break the skin in a way
that would scar. Quite often caning and whipping does leave open welts, but I
am proud of the fact I generally don't hit deep enough to leave permanent scars."


"So, this
would be after my skin has toughened up a bit?"


"Yes, but if
you say yes to it you also have to accept the danger that is inherent in caning
and whipping."


"I imagine
there is a danger in using the things you already have."


"Definitely,
but I always make sure I don't lash out willy-nilly. I always make sure I'm in
complete control during our sessions."


"Why? I mean
I get it, but, how can you? Shit, I mean you get excited."


He gave a sexy
grin, and Avril felt her heart flip.


"That's part
of me being a sadist, part of who I am. I guess you could also say I’m also a control
freak during sex, kind of strict. Yes, I do get excited, but I am always aware
of the risk you are taking and the trust you've given me. Your welfare is
foremost. But I do get excited. Excited for you is letting go and accepting
everything I dish out, whereas I am always under control. That's what makes it
exciting for me. No matter how excited I am I have to always be in control—that's
the difference."


Avril blurted out,
"But sometimes you have sex."


"Oh, my
dearest Kitten, rest assured we will be having a lot of sex. That delightful
body of yours was made for a man to sink his cock into, and I intend to take
advantage of it a lot." She blushed as he continued. "I intent to eat
your delicious cunt, fuck it, and fuck your ass, your mouth, every part I can.
And I know how much you'll enjoy it."


His crude words
made her gasp, but she also felt a tendril of excitement. She couldn't believe
it. This man was turning her on with only a few dirty words and because she
knew he intended to give her pain. He gripped her chin between his fingers—hard.


"You'll like
that, won't you? You'll scream for me to fuck you, to shove my cock deep inside
your cunt. Tell me! Tell me how much you want it."


"Ye-yes."


"Say it,
Avril. Say you want my cock in your cunt. Say the words."


She gulped.
"I … I want your cock in my cunt."


"Mm,
beautiful. I think I need to hear you scream now. I want you naked, writhing
under my crop, begging me to fuck you."


She stared at him,
unable to move her head from his grasp. He kissed her then—roughly, harshly,
once again stamping his power over her, and she melted against him. His
whiskery bristles rubbed against her skin, rasping, abrading, and she loved it.
It was a hint of the pain to come. It excited her.


When he broke the
kiss, he forced her to her feet.


"Strip."


"Yes."


"Yes
what?"


"Oh. Yes,
Sir."


Avril went to turn
her back on him, but he grabbed her arm.


"Always face
me when you strip. Never be ashamed of your gorgeous body. It's beautiful."


The funny thing
was, she was beginning to think she truly was beautiful with him. She stood
proudly and saw him sitting there, his legs wide apart, and already she could
see the bulge between them as his cock began to take an interest in her. She
undid the buttons on her blouse, then slid it off, never taking her focus off
Steven. He watched her intently as she unzipped her skirt, let it drop, and
stepped out of it. Next to go was her bra, and then finally she removed her
panties. 


Never before had a
man stared at her as intently as Steven did. He seemed to devour her as his
eyes caressed her every part. It excited her, and she found herself beginning
to breathe faster.


"Today you
will learn the delights of the flogging bench. Come."


"Yes,
Sir."


He led her to a
sort of leather-clad horse thing and instructed her to kneel then lie forward
onto the main chest bench. Her knees were spread wide apart, and she couldn't
hold back a tiny gasp as Steven encircled each ankle and locked them in place.
He then locked her wrists on separate arm rests either side. Because of the
angle of the main part of the bench, her ass was now high in the air, and
absolutely nothing was hidden from Steven's view.


"Mm, delightful.
Such a pretty cunt."


She tested her
bindings and found she couldn't move. Her breasts were jammed tight against the
padded leather of the bench, hurting, but it only added to her excitement as she
felt Steven's hand come down hard on an ass cheek.














Chapter
Twelve


 


Even though Steven
and Avril had played before, tonight felt like the first real session for
Steven. He felt they'd cleared the air on a lot of things, plus Avril had
accepted she was a sexual masochist. Tonight, he intended to show her who was
in charge and how much pleasure he could give her.


She was delightful,
locked onto the flogging bench, that cute ass stuck up in the air, her legs
wide apart, giving him a gorgeous view of her cunt—and it was very sexy, shiny
with her arousal. He landed one hard slap on her ass and admired the way the
imprint of his hand suddenly bloomed on her flesh. This was what he loved—knowing
he hurt her, knowing she was able to take whatever he inflicted. 


Avril had cried
out in pain with that first strike, and his cock twitched in appreciation. In
quick succession, he landed three more, and with each she screamed—loud. He'd
give her another half dozen then switch to a flogger.


He saw her writhe
against her bindings, trying to pull away, and he gave a laugh. This was what
he lived for. She flinched as he landed the last one. Her ass cheeks were
glowing red, and handprint after handprint now overlapped each other on her
gorgeous skin. Lifting out his flogger, he walked to the front of the bench and
examined her carefully. Despite her screams, her eyes had dilated and she
panted.


The
scent of her arousal filled the air, and he hummed happily to himself as he
plied the flogger across her back, her ass, and her buttocks. He could hear the
change in timbre of her screams. She was beginning to sink into the pain,
letting it envelop her and holding it tight. Time to up the ante. 


Steven carefully let the strands of the flogger
caress her wet cunt—she flinched. He did it once again and was rewarded with a
moan. A little harder this time, listening carefully to her, watching her like
an eagle, reading her body language. 


Yes! She was fine. She was enjoying the pain he
inflicted!


If anything, the aroma of her cunt was stronger,
sweeter. He couldn’t resist
running a finger through her thick honey-like juices, then brought it to his
mouth. He licked his finger, savoring—she tasted sweet just like he knew she
would.


For the next ten minutes he worked the flogger over
her body, enjoying her moans, her little panting screams. Steven decided to
finish off with a few hits from his crop to see if he could actually make her
come without any other stimulation except the crop on her clit, her cunt.


Once more he was
rewarded with a scream. He could hear her pants, louder. Steven carefully let
the strands of the flogger caress her wet cunt—she flinched. 


Carefully, he
aimed.


Carefully, he
struck.


Right on her
clit—she screamed loudly, but it was a scream of ecstasy. Once more he flicked
that glistening pearl with the crop. She was gasping hard. Then she switched to
nose breathing, and he could hear the loud exhaled rapid breath as the crop
grazed her clit, brushed her cunt. 


Would she?


Two more and he
had his answer—she roared his name.


He could actually
see her pussy, her cunt, throb, and his laughter of joy filled the room as he
quickly untied her and carried her to the bed.


Laying her face
down, he quickly checked her body. None of his hits had drawn blood, but her
body was a mass of angry welts. Steven traced his finger along some of them,
grinning with happiness. Then he began treating each one with arnica before
gathering her in his arms and settling. 


Avril hadn't
spoken. Her eyes were fixed on some point within her imagination. He could hear
her rapid breathing, and when he put his hand over her heart, he thought it was
trying desperately to burst through her chest. As he watched, she closed her
eyes, and he heard the change in her breathing as she settled into a more
normal rhythm. Suddenly she gave a loud sigh and curled closer into his body. 


Steven couldn't
believe his luck, couldn't hold back his grin of happiness. They were made for
each other, he was certain of it.


Yes, he still
hadn't given her all the punishment he longed to and that would take a while to
reach that level, but the way Avril responded, the way she leaned into the pain,
he truly hoped she didn't change her mind when things became more intense.


He had to hold
back a laugh when she began to snore—little soft puffs, but it endeared her to
him even more. He sighed and settled down to wait until she woke, his mind reveling
in his luck at meeting her. 


Steven had no idea
how long they lay there. All he knew was he felt happy and very content waiting
for her to wake. Finally, she seemed to take an enormous breath, and he felt
her body tense a little as she woke. She opened her eyes and peeked coyly through
her eyelashes at him. Steven gave her a smile.


"I've been
asleep."


"That you
have."


She pushed herself
off his chest and sat up a little, pulling the blanket across her breasts.


"I had an
orgasm!"


She sounded so shocked
that for a moment Steven could only laugh. Finally, he said, "That you
did."


"But you, we,
there…"


"No, we
didn't, but I figured there was a good chance you were so aroused by the pain
that a few hits on your clit would send you over the edge and it did."


"I didn't
think it was possible."


"Anything is
possible. You have to understand, Kitten, as a sexual masochist you need the
pain, and once aroused it's similar to having sex. You get the same intense
feelings, the same excitement."


"It's
amazing."


"Over the
coming weeks we'll both learn what suits you best. We'll learn the level of
pain that can make you climax and what sort of stimulation you need. I intend
to make you come a dozen times in a session eventually."


"A dozen?"
She began laughing and for a few moments couldn't stop. "Do you know
before I met you I could probably count on one hand the number of orgasms I've
had in my entire life!"


"Well I
intend to make up for that."


"Anyway, I
don't know that it's possible for a woman to have that many."


"Me neither,
but we'll find out together."


She kept watching
him, partially in amazement and partially in fear.


"Don't worry,
Kitten, we'll both have fun experimenting."


She shook her head
at him and then grinned. It lit up her face, and Steven had a sudden thought
that if she decided this wasn't for her he'd have a broken heart—already she'd
wrapped herself in it.


"How are you
feeling?"


"Great but…"


"What,
Kitten? Are you okay? Do you feel sad?"


She rolled her eyes
then said, "I was going to say I was hungry. I didn't eat today. I was
kind of upset."


He hit his head
with a hand and said, “Sorry.” 


Steven sat up then
got off the bed, collecting her clothes.


"Come, put
these on, and I'll take you downstairs. Then we can come back up here
later."


She scuttled off
the bed, and Steven was pleased that this time she picked up her clothes and
walked confidently into the bathroom without bothering to cover herself. When
she came out he took her hand.


"You know I
should buy you a kimono. Then you wouldn't have to dress, and you could easily
wrap it around you if we decided to eat."


"Are you sure
they'd allow it?"


"Kitten,
people are naked. A kimono certainly wouldn't raise any eyebrows."


"Oh damn,
yes, I forgot I'd seen people without clothes."


They walked down
the stairs and into the small dining area. Steven led her to the counter where
various small dishes were available. 


"Are you
fussy about what you eat? Those pastries are always delicious, and they come
with a few different dipping sauces."


"Sounds good
to me. I don't want anything really heavy. I mean … er."


"I
understand," he replied with a lifted eyebrow and a grin.


She blushed as
Steven gave Calder, the man behind the counter, their order as well as fruit
juices for them both. Steven carried the tray to a vacant table, and they sat.
He noticed Avril sat rather gingerly and knew her ass would be tender. It gave
him a warm feeling to know he'd caused it. He was pleased when Avril ate
without hesitation, commenting on the various tastes and flavors. He discovered
they had similar likes when she told him she loved the peanut sauce and the
sweet chili.


When they finished
eating, he leaned back in his chair and looked over at her. She had the
appearance of a woman who'd been well-satisfied. Her hair, although in a braid,
was messy with tendrils dangling around her face. There was a soft glow about
her, a glow of contentment and acceptance.


Kaden Turner came
into the dining area and grabbed a coffee. He spied them and came over, pulling
up a chair and reaching out a hand to Avril. She grasped it, and he turned it
over and kissed it. She laughed as he dropped it.


"Hello,
beautiful lady. I'm Kaden. You can call me Kade."


"Hello, Kade,
Avril."


"So, have you
decided to make do with ancient Master Steven here or would you prefer to try
someone younger and more handsome? I'm certainly available."


"Get lost,
Kaden."


Kaden took on a cast
of such unhappiness. "Oh, Avril, he knows how to cut me to the quick.
Ignore him, beautiful. Just say the word and I'll be your master."


Avril was grinning
madly as she said, "I'm sorry, Master Kade, but I'm promised to Master
Steven."


"Oh no! My
heart is broken."


He dropped his
head onto his hands, sobbing loudly, and Avril's laughter rang out. Steven
suddenly was very happy. She'd joked with his friend and had said she was
promised to Steven. He liked the sound of that. Ash came in and gave a puzzled stare
at Kaden. He came to the table and tapped his friend on the shoulder.


"What
gives?"


Kaden lifted his
head, his face a mask of abject misery. "She refused me, Ash. She refused
to let me be her master in favor of this old uncouth sadist."


Ash shook his
head.


"You know,
Kade, I'll be damn glad of the day when you get hooked. I intend to cheer and
shout."


Kaden glared at
his laughing friends indignantly. "What's that supposed to mean?"


"You're the
class clown, Kade, but one day you'll meet a woman and want to get all
lovey-dovey. She's going to think you're simply a joke and instead she'll only
laugh at you."


"Ow. You've
hurt my feelings, Ash."


Steven and Ash
couldn't stop laughing, and even Avril had a smile on her face.


"That's
impossible, you fool."


Kaden picked up
Avril's hand. "Tell them they're wrong. Tell them any woman would fall
madly in love with me."


"Mmm, not
sure about that if you're the clown they make you out to be."


"Ah, I'm
shattered!"


Everyone was
joining in the laughter, and Steven took Avril's hand from Kaden's grasp.


"Go find your
own woman. This one is mine, and I'm not sharing."


Avril gave him a
look that sent tingles down his spine, and he found he liked the idea of her
being his alone. He suddenly pushed back his chair and practically dragged her
away to hoots and howls from the other two men. He almost ran up the stairs,
with Avril running to keep up with him. When they reached their private room,
he didn't give her a chance to catch her breath. Instead he fastened his lips
on hers and kissed her. She clung to him and seemed surprised at first, but then
she gave back as much passion as he gave her.


He kissed her as
if she were the only woman in the world, and at that moment it felt like she
was. He tried to put everything into that kiss, tried to show her that he
really did want her. When they finally broke apart, Steven wasn't sure who was
panting more. Avril searched his eyes, and he wondered what she read in them. She
gave a tiny nod then laid her head against his chest, and he touched her face, running
his fingers down her cheek as she leaned into them.


"Avril?"


She raised her face,
questioning.


"Avril, I
don't want to share you. I want to be the only man you turn to."


"Oh."


"I know this
is crazy, but maybe you'll come to think the same way."


"I … I don't
want to share you either. I think you should have realized that from my mistake
today. I'm not the sharing type."


"Then in that
case I'm very happy."


He pawed at her
clothes until she was naked before him again. He stepped back and drank her in.
Those luscious curves of hers drove him crazy. He reached out and pulled at a
nipple, and she groaned softly.


"Go and stand
near the cross," he ordered gruffly.


"Yes,
Sir."


Going to his bag
he pulled out a pair of clover clamps. Without giving her a moment to get her
breath, he fixed her wrists to the cross then clamped one nipple. She hissed
between her teeth, and he grinned as she held her breath when he set the other
in place. He admired his handiwork, then reached out to flick each one, drawing
a loud gulping shout from Avril. 


"Ow."


"When you
find your body accepting the pain from these I'll add weights. When a weight is
added it causes the clamps to tighten."


Her eyes were wide,
and he kissed her nose then picked up his crop.


"Now I can
fasten your legs apart or you can stand with them at this distance." He
used his foot to move her feet wide apart. "But know if you move them I'll
stop immediately. In other words, you will get no reward for being a bad girl.
Choose."


She looked around,
down at the cross, at the cuffs then back at Steven.


"I'll keep
still, Sir."


"Very
good."


Steven doubted she
would, but it was all part of the game. Before she had a chance to breathe, he
struck—across her thighs, and he had to hide his grin when one leg jerked and
moved inward.


"Tsk, tsk.
One hit and you failed."


"Sorry, Sir.
Please, Sir, please give me another chance."


"One and only
one."


She stretched her
legs apart and braced herself against the cross and he lifted the crop over his
head then brought it down on one tender breast. She screamed but didn't move
her legs. Enjoying himself immensely, he plied the crop all over her body,
being careful to avoid those areas over her kidneys. He paid particular
attention to her breasts and knew how much pain she must be in, but she stood
proud. He gave one of the chains on a clover a little tug, and she opened her mouth
in a soundless scream.


Wait until I remove them, he thought
maliciously.


He noticed her
eyes begin to glaze, her moans getting sexier by the minute, and Steven's cock
reacted, pressing tightly against the leather of his pants. It felt as hard as
steel, and he reveled in her power over him.


He kept up his
punishment, and Avril let the weight of her body hang from her arms as she sank
into the pain, eyes closed. Amazingly, he saw her body judder and shake as an
orgasm took hold. Another half dozen hits and she seemed as if she was flying
far away. He dropped the crop and undid the cuffs, letting her body drape over
his shoulder. He carried her to the bed then admired his handiwork. Her torso
and thighs were crisscrossed with his welts, the clamps biting hard onto her
nipples. She groaned, and Steven couldn't resist any longer. He pulled out a
condom, tore off his pants, and rolled it on.


She'd opened her
eyes and watched as he pushed her legs apart, then sank his cock deep inside
that wonderful pussy. It wrapped around his dick, enveloping it in its heat as
he began to pump in and out. Avril locked her ankles behind him, allowing him
to go deeper. He leaned forward and took a nipple, clamp and all, in his mouth,
and bit down. Her screams shuddered against him as she erupted with her orgasm.


Her cunt grabbed
onto his cock, and he thought it would never let go. Her body kept gripping
then loosening on his dick as her muscles spasmed. He kept thrusting hard, his
balls slapping loudly against her flesh. With her nipple still in his mouth, he
bit down again and slammed his cock in harder. She screamed—another orgasm
shook her even while the first was still waning. It blew his mind, and he shot
his load. He shouted, dropping her nipple from his mouth, and he jerked as the
condom filled with his cum.


They were both
panting as if they’d run a marathon, and when Steven pulled out all he could do
was fall to one side of her. He lay there, getting his breath back, then rolled
onto his side.


"Ready?"


She raised her
eyes languidly, a somewhat puzzled look on her face. Before she could answer he
removed one clamp.


To say she
screamed would be an understatement. He swiftly began suckling her nipple,
circling and teasing with his tongue until he felt her body relax, but only marginally.
With one hand he began playing with her clit, and then without warning he
removed the other clamp. With a silent scream, her body tensed as the blood
rush back to the tender nub, but at the same time she climaxed. He sucked,
licked, and blew on it until she began breathing again.


When he felt she
was okay, he rubbed cream onto her body, then pulled her close, kissing her
eyelids, her cheeks, the corner of her mouth, then finally her lips. She clung,
limp, drained, but still attempting to fly, and he finally held her tight as he
let her soar away into the night.














Chapter
Thirteen


 


Steven drove Avril
home and seemed reluctant to let her go when he kissed her goodnight. He made
arrangements to pick her up at five Sunday night, intending to take her to
dinner then off to the club. She watched as he started his bike and left, and
then she went inside. After fussing over George, she headed to the shower then
changed her mind and settled in the bathtub instead. She wanted to think. She wanted
to go over everything that had happened, everything she'd felt. It was almost
as if her mind was so full she simply didn't know where to start. She needed
one of those wands and bowls from Harry Potter to take out some of the thoughts
in her cramped head.


Laying her head
back against the rim of the bath, she stared down her body. Even though Steven
had rubbed all the cream into her, she could see bruises everywhere, and her
nipples were extremely sensitive. Yet despite the bruises, the soft ache that
still lingered, Avril felt amazingly happy. She thought perhaps she was still
in sub-space a little, and she smiled. 


Part of her still
couldn't believe that she was a sexual masochist; part of her still thought
that when the novelty wore off she go back to being frigid and dull. But the
sensual part of her knew otherwise. It knew this was what she craved, this was
what her body had been made for. She doubted many other women would have
orgasms just from being struck. Casually tracing the bruises, Avril wondered
how long it would be until Steven would take things to the next level and use a
cane. It scared her, but at the same time it excited her. Just the thought of
it had her tender nipples peaking. 


I can't believe how much I love pain!


She recalled how
the first hits stung so painfully, but then there was this change, this sudden
shift in her perception and the pain was still there, but in her mind, it felt
different. Every part of her body came alive, her senses heightened. She thought
she could sense her blood rushing to the areas of her body that had been
struck. She could hear the sound of the air whooshing past, hear the thwack of
contact. The smells bombarded her nostrils—her arousal, Steven's masculine
aroma, the leather in the room, the faint hint of perfume. Her sight seemed
magnified. The things in her direct line of sight seemed so detailed—the
carpet, the strands of her hair that had fallen forward, the leather grain of
the bench. She licked her lips at the memories and realized even her sense of
taste was heightened. She recalled that she could still taste the freshness of
toothpaste from when they'd kissed, could recall a rusty iron flavor and came
to the conclusion she must have bitten the inside of her cheek when the first
few hits had landed.


But overriding everything
was her excitement at the pain. It wrapped itself around her, cocooned her with
its power, teased at her body, arousing every part, promising to give her such
climaxes as she'd never experienced if she simply allowed it to engulf her, to
overtake her—and she gave it all it wanted. Even better, it lived up to its
promise. It delivered the most amazing orgasms that Avril didn't think were
possible. The grin on her face grew larger as she lay enveloped in her memory.


Avril wasn't sure
how long she lay there, but finally got out of the bath and went to bed. It was
probably only ten minutes later her phone pinged—Steven.


Just wanted 2 say goodnight


She grinned as she
wrote, goodnight 2 u 2


Missing me yet?


Hey I can't give 2 much away


Lol. I'll admit I miss you already


It gave her a
glow, a feeling of, dare she say, love. Of being wanted.


I'll let u sleep. Goodnight Kitten


Devilishly, she
wrote, Goodnight Sir


The next day,
Avril cleaned the house and washed. When Steven arrived, he took her to a Thai
restaurant, and Avril enjoyed merely sitting and talking with him. He was a
different man outside of the private room. Here he was relaxed, the need to be
in control pushed down a little as he talked of his work and asked more about
hers. He seemed genuinely interested in what she had to say, asked intelligent
questions, and complimented her. She was fascinated by his job, to fly people
all over the country, the world, and the names he casually dropped astounded
her. She revised her thought that he was a merely pilot who took people out
sightseeing or on occasional trips, especially when he casually remarked that
he owned the company. Avril asked him about the plane he flew and was stunned
when he told her the company had five helicopters and ten planes of various
sizes, including a new Global 7000, which could fly from the US to almost any
country in the world nonstop.


"Aren't
planes expensive to buy?"


"Yes, but
it's an asset for me to have both small and large planes available. I'm
negotiating to buy a Boeing BBJ at the moment." 


She shrugged her
shoulders. Avril had no idea what that was but guessed it was important. 


"So, are we
talking big bucks here?"


"Well, the
Global cost me seventy-three mil. The Boeing will probably work out around a
hundred and fifty."


Avril gulped. She
knew Steven was rich, but this was ridiculous. Nearly two hundred and fifty
million for two planes!


Shocked, she
asked, "Why? I mean why do you need two such expensive planes?"


"Well the
Global can fly around the world, but it only seats up to nineteen whereas the
Boeing I'm interested in can carry thirty-two in luxury. It's already fitted
out with lie-flat seats, lounge, dining room, and kitchen galley."


"In a plane?
Oh wow."


"You have to
understand the clientele I cater to. They are the rich and famous. They want
luxury, and they demand all the bells and whistles."


"Just can't
get my head around those prices. I guess the charter costs must be through the
roof."


"Well if you
want the best you have to pay for it. The average hourly rate for my charters
is between twenty to twenty-five thousand for something small, and it goes up
to seventy thousand."


"An
hour!"


He grinned across
the table.


"Don't forget
they cost a lot to run. We need to pay pilots, cabin crew, fuel, landing fees,
food and alcohol. The list goes on and on."


"Well, it actually
makes my head spin thinking about it. How did you get into this? I mean you
don't suddenly wake up one day and say ‘I'm going to fly people around the
world’."


He laughed, a good-natured,
genuine laugh.


"My father
was a pilot. He had a few planes, and it seemed natural that I would learn to
fly. He did charters, and I joined the business. We were lucky. It went from
strength to strength when we took on a couple of popular rock bands. Very soon
we were the preferred charter for the rock industry, and the rest, as they say,
is history."


"Is your
father still alive, your mother?"


"Both still
fighting fit. They live in Italy. Dad bought a villa there about fifteen years
ago, and, when he retired, they up stakes and moved there."


"Do you get
to see them?"


"At least
once a year, sometimes more, and they come over, too. Although I do wish they
still lived close. What about your parents?" 


""I lost
Mom when I was thirty-two to cancer and then Dad to a heart attack, ten years
back."


"Oh, I'm very
sorry, Avril. Do you have any brothers, sisters?"


"No, it was only
me. Do you have siblings?"


"No, single
child, too. I like to think Kaden, Ash, and Jake are my brothers. I've known
them practically all my life."


"Oh, I didn't
realize you all knew each other a while. I thought you must have met at the
club."


"Jake and I were
in kindergarten together. We're both fifty-three. Ash and Kaden are fifty-two.
Ash lived a few houses away, so we kind of grew up together. He and Kaden
became mates at elementary school, and somehow we all ended up hanging around
together."


"I can't
remember meeting Jake."


"Jake's away
on another major building project. Sometimes he's away almost a year. He's an
engineer and owns his own company. He should be back next week. I think you'll
like him. He's the most responsible one of us all."


Avril had to laugh
at that comment.


"Gee, sounds
like you've all done well. Ash owns the club. What about Kade?"


"He's a motor
mechanic. Like us all, he owns his own business, very successful. Gets work
from all over the country. One of the leading lights in customizing cars, hot
rods, and he also restores old ones."


"No offence,
but I think the man is too handsome for his own good."


He was around
Steven's height with piercing blue eyes and messy light brown hair and that
crazy joking personality.


"Yeah, he was
always causing trouble when he was younger. The girls always flocked to him,
and he was a bit of a player but not anymore."


"So, he
really doesn't have a partner?"


"Nope, which
is sad really because he's actually a great man despite his corny joking."


"Okay. So,
Kaden's the class clown, Jake's the sensible one, Ash's, well, he's scary. What
are you?"


"I'm yours.
I'm the man who can inflict pain on you and make you come screaming."


Avril blushed
furiously, and she was sure there was moisture pooling between her legs.
Steven's eyes never left hers, and she was sure he knew exactly what his words
had done.


"Tonight, I
intend to flog you so hard that you won't have any screams left, and then I'm
going to fuck that wonderful pussy of yours until you've come at least three
times."


Breathlessly she
managed to gasp, "Thr-three?"


"At the very
least."


He leaned back in
his chair and drank his coffee smugly. Avril was certain if she dared to pick up
her cup, it would spill way before she got it to her mouth. He watched her like
a cat watches a mouse, and somewhere in the back of her mind she wondered if he
knew exactly how fast he'd hooked her. She couldn't walk away from him now.
He'd have to shove her out the door and refuse to see her again. Her thoughts
startled her, and she noticed Steven cocked his head in puzzlement.


Avril prayed he
wouldn't ask what she'd just thought, and fortunately she was saved when a
waiter came over and asked if they wanted anything else. Steven declined and
gave the man his card for the bill. It was close to eight when they reach Silk
Rope, and as soon as she crossed the threshold Avril’s muscles tensed in
excitement at what was to come.


Steven waited
while she put her shoes, bag, and jacket in her locker. Then she joined him in
the foyer. They walked into the club proper, and Steven took her to a room,
this time on the ground floor. He put his bag of tricks on the couch, then
turned to her, pulling her into his arms, and kissed her.


His kisses were so
demanding and extremely forceful. There was no way she could refuse his tongue
entry to her mouth. From the bottom of her feet to her head, her skin tingled
as if hit by electricity. There were goosebumps rising fast along the back of
her neck.  He pushed the back of her
head, moving her even closer until he was satisfied with the kiss, and then he
released her.


"Strip."


She quickly shed
her clothing and watched him.


"From now on
when we enter, unless I say otherwise, you are to strip, then kneel on the
flogging bench. Understand?"


"Yes,
Sir."


She moved quickly
to the bench and climbed onto it, her breathing becoming faster with each
breath. Steven moved to her head.


"I intend to
warm your body up each session with my flogger and crop first. If you're a good
girl I might even use a paddle."


"Thank you,
Sir."


Avril lost all
track of time as Steven began. From that first strike when it hurt and she was
tempted to scream red to when she fell into the pain, it simply kept getting
better and better. How on earth could she ever explain to anyone the feelings?
It would be impossible. 


She grabbed onto
the agony, the burning, and the aching and rode it. It took her to places
unknown. She soared, and she screamed. She panted, she came and came and came.


When Avril finally
returned to earth it was to see Steven's beautiful gray eyes staring at her and
she felt her heart leap. The look in his eyes was that intense and definitely possessive.
No one had ever looked at her the way Steven did now, and she couldn't help the
blush that invaded her face, her body. He smiled. She loved the way the corner
of his eyes crinkled, the quirk of his mouth, when he did.


"Hello,
Kitten. Back with us?"


She stretched
languidly. Then she replied, "Yes. I’m good."


"How's the
body?"


She made a
tentative movement and felt a few little niggles, little aches.


"Not too
bad."


His voice filled
with concern. "Where are you sore?"


"It's
okay."


"No, Kitten,
tell me. Where?"


"My back and
my boobs."


"Roll
over."


Avril rolled onto
her tummy and Steven pushed a pillow under her head then began massaging her
shoulders, really digging into the tight muscles. At first it hurt, funny how
it was a different hurt, but then, as her muscles loosened, it felt wonderful.
He worked his way down her back, and by the time he told her to roll over she
was very relaxed.


He picked up a
tube of cream and rubbed it into her boobs. She glanced down and saw bruises
stark against her pale skin. Steven had that smug grin on his face as if he
were glad he'd marked her. Avril couldn't even remember moving so he could hit
the front of her, but obviously at some point she had.


Unfortunately, or
maybe fortunately, his attention to her breasts was beginning to have an effect,
and she saw her nipples pebble and peak.


"Do you know
I love how responsive you are? I love the way I can touch you and see your body
react."


"I never was
before." Daringly, she added, "It must be you."


He searched her
face, then crushed his lips onto hers. Avril fought for breath as he plundered
her mouth. When he lifted his head, she was frightened by the intensity of his eyes,
the intensity of her feelings.


His voice was
brusque as he said, "I'd better take you home. It's late."


Avril wondered if
he was sharing the same worried thoughts as she was—this was too soon. They'd only
met such a short while ago! 


Maybe it was
because of the type of relationship this was. This was extremely intense, or maybe
it was simply because it was a new sadist-masochist dynamic. Whatever it was,
if he decided this wasn't going to work Avril knew she'd be devastated, and it
scared the hell out of her. She shook her head as she followed Steven from the
room.


Too soon. Too soon to get in this deep emotionally!


But it was too
late. Avril knew deep down she was already seriously hooked on him.














Chapter
Fourteen


 


Steven drove Avril
back to her house. Both of them were surprisingly quiet on the return journey.
He had no idea what was going on inside Avril's mind, but in his, his thoughts
were racing. Suddenly this wasn't simply a sadist-masochist dynamic, it wasn't
only about a sadist finally finding a masochist. He'd already told Avril he
wanted them to see if they could make a go of things outside the club, but the
intensity of his feelings stunned him.


He wanted her. He
wanted to be the one who held her when she cried, who made her laugh. He wanted
to be the person who cared for her when she was ill, the person who she shared
her worries with. He wanted to grow old with her and share his hopes and
dreams. 


When they arrived
at her home he didn't want to leave her. He didn't want to drive away. He
wanted to be able to walk inside with her, to sleep in the same bed, to wake to
her beautiful smile every morning.


And it shocked the
hell out of him.


What if she didn't
feel the same? What if the reason she was quiet was because she was having
second thoughts? What if she said “no more”?


He walked her to
the front door, took her keys, and unlocked the door. She smiled up at him, a
different smile. She was hesitant, and his stomach heaved.


 In his mind he crossed his fingers as he
asked, "Will I see you through the week?"


"I don't
know. I have a busy week." He wanted to scream, his heart lurching, but
then she added, "Maybe we could meet for dinner on Wednesday, if you're
not doing anything?"


"I'd love to.
Have a few charters this week, but nothing that will stop me from seeing you.
Can I pick you up from work Wednesday, maybe around five?"


"I'd like
that."


"Then it's a
date." 


He kissed her then,
and fortunately, her kisses felt the same, the same intensity, and the same
passion. He broke off when George kept nudging at his leg. He bent to rub the
dog’s head.


"You've got a
friend for life with him. I'm sure he thinks you’re his alpha, and now I'm way down
the totem pole."


Steven laughed as
he stood.


"He's a smart
dog. I'm sure he knows you belong on top."


"I hope he
does."


"Goodnight,
Kitten. I'll see you Wednesday."


"Night,
Steven."


He kissed her
again, softly, gently this time, then tore himself away.


The next three
days he was distracted. He kept worrying that Avril might decide to break off
their chance at a relationship. Tuesday, he sent flowers to her work to make
sure he was in her thoughts, and she texted him when she received them.


Steven the flowers r beautiful. U shouldn't have


Of course I should


Thank u


Are you missing me?


Lol


RU?


Yes


Good. See u 2morrow at 5


U will


Bye gorgeous


Bye


Wednesday he left
work early. He'd no charters to fly that day. These days he tended to only fly
when the client requested him or if his other pilots were booked up. Today all
his pilots were out on jobs, and his manager, Warren, had everything under
control, which meant he could leave the offices in his capable hands.


After running an
errand—a special present for Avril, he dressed with care in a dark gray suit
then headed to Avril's office. The reception was different this time when he
went to the front desk. The girl behind the desk gave him a big smile then rang
through. Avril's secretary came out wearing another huge smile. Then he was
ushered through the office to Avril's room. Judging by the looks he got, people
well recalled the last time he was here. Maybe they were wondering if he
intended to drag her off again—he was afraid they'd be disappointed.


Avril was on the
phone when he arrived, but he was pleased to see her eyes light up when she saw
him. He saw the flowers he'd sent were on the corner of her large desk, making
him pleased.


He walked to the
window and studied the skyline through the glass until she finished her call.
Then she stood and came around the desk to him. He took both her hands in his
and bent to kiss her gently. Of course, the gentle kiss turned harder as he
breathed in the fresh scent of her hair, the sensual, oriental smells of the
perfume she wore, the feminine smell of her. At this rate he'd end up fucking
her on the desk. He pushed away slightly and smiled at her. She was wearing a
dark blue suit with a white blouse, and he thought each time he saw her she was
more beautiful than ever.


"Ready to
go?"


"Yes."


He waited until
she collected her bag and logged off her computer, then took her hand as they
walked through the now-emptying office. Escorting her to his car, he settled
her in the passenger seat then got behind the wheel.


"I've booked
us a table at Rivers."


"Oh perfect.
I haven't been there for ages. It’s a lovely place."


They drove out of
the city and about forty minutes later pulled into Rivers, a restaurant, as it
name suggested, right on the water. It was always popular, but he'd managed to
snare a table for them probably because it was mid-week. Their table was right
alongside the glass fronted window that overlooked the river, and he was
especially pleased when Avril kissed his cheek in delight.


They had a relaxed
meal and talked about everything and anything. He found her interesting—smart
and well-read. It felt as if their relationship was entering a new phase as
they chatted. They talked into the night and reluctantly left at eleven when
the staff began clearing. When he reached her home, he walked her to the front
door, carrying the gift he'd bought.


"This is for
you."


"Me? Steven,
you don't have to buy me gifts."


"I know that,
but I wanted to, and you can use this."


"Come in for
a moment while I open it."


He unlocked the
door and greeted George, then followed Avril to the kitchen. She undid the
ribbon around the large box then removed the lid. Moving aside the tissue paper
she gasped as she lifted out a beautiful Japanese kimono.


"Oh, my
goodness." She beamed up at him. "It's stunning!"


One of the subs at
the club owned a business catering to the BDSM world, and she had a few of
these gorgeous kimonos. Steven had been lucky that she'd just received new
stock from Japan, which meant he'd had the choice of five. Avril ran her hands
across the matte silk, tracing the design and caressing the fabric.


"Do you
really like it?"


"Like it? Oh
hell, I love it!"


She slid her arms
through the silk sleeves, and he saw the color was perfect on her. The top half
of the sleeves and kimono were black with dusky pink and light plum peonies,
cherry blossoms, and off-white filler flowers, but then it bled down to white
with the same flowers covering it. It was lined in a very light, soft, dusky
pink matching the cherry blossoms. Steven couldn't have been any happier to see
her in it. 


“Steven, it’s so
beautiful. I’ve always wanted a kimono.”


"My friend
gets them from Japan. She's actually one of the subs, Denise. Her partner is
Evan. He's a Dom."


"Oh, I
remember her." She blushed, and Steven figured she'd recalled that first
night when Denise had played with Evan and Simon. She looked down at the kimono,
lifting an arm and scrutinizing the design.


"Steven, this
is truly amazing! It's gorgeous! You really shouldn't have. This would have
been very expensive."


He smiled at her then
and shook his head then ran a hand down her cheek.


"You're worth
every cent. You are so beautiful."


She pulled the kimono
closed, her eyes glowing with happiness.


"Remember it
goes left over right. There's a sash to go with it, be a bit awkward trying to
tie it with an obi, but the sash will work for you."


"Steven, I
don't know what to say." She lifted an arm and rubbed the sleeve softly
against her cheek. "No one has ever bought me something this wonderful.
Thank you."


Avril stood on
tippy-toes and kissed him. He wrapped her in his arms and kissed her back,
hoping this meant she wouldn't break the relationship off before it had a
chance to get going. He was surprised at his insecurity about the relationship.


"I'd better
go. I've an early flight tomorrow, have to leave at five-thirty."


"Oh hell,
Steven, you should have told me. It's midnight!"


"Don't worry,
Kitten. It's not a long flight, and I get to rest during the turnaround."


She nodded.


"Can I take
you to dinner on Friday night then to the club?"


"I'd like
that."


"Will I pick
you up from work around five?"


"Can you pick
me up here about five-thirty? I have to go out, have to check up on one of our
campaigns, and then I'll come straight home rather than go back to the
office."


"Of
course."


With that he
kissed her again then reluctantly took his leave with Avril framed in the
doorway still wearing the kimono.


Friday afternoon
Steven received a text from Avril, and when he first saw her name he panicked,
thinking she was calling it off again, but then he relaxed when he read it.


Caught up with a client. Can we skip dinner & go 2
the club?


How about we grab something 2 eat there?


Perfect, sorry about this


All good kitten. What time should I pick u up?


7?


Perfect


Thanks


When he arrived at
her house a few minutes before seven she opened the door wearing the kimono,
and he was puzzled.


"Silly I know,
but I wanted to wear it as soon as I could. I figured you wouldn't mind if I only
wore my underwear underneath it."


At her words his
cock leapt into action. He could imagine peeling the kimono off, revealing her
body. Maybe one day she'd feel confident enough to not even bother with
underwear.


"Mind? You’re
kidding. You’re amazing, you look perfect."


She blushed and
then picked up her handbag and followed him to the car. When they arrived, Stan
greeted them and began talking while Avril went into the changing room. About
five minutes later she came out, and they walked into the club proper. Steven
felt very proud to have her beside him. They went through the bar and lounge
areas where several people greeted them before entering the dining area. They
sat at a table after ordering a selection of pastries and a small cheese board.


Steven couldn't
take his eyes of her. She was delicious, and he couldn't wait to strip her off
and get that pale skin of hers red. They'd almost finished eating when Kaden
came over. He actually had the audacity to kiss Avril's cheek, and Steven felt
jealous when she grinned up at him and laughed gaily. Kaden pulled out a chair
and sat.


"So how is my
favorite masochist?"


"I'm
good."


"Ooh, I bet
you are. When are you going to let me play, too, Steven?"


"Never!"


"Aw, go on.
I'm sure Avril would like a change now and again."


"I'll say
this very slowly for you because I know how hard it is to get things through
your thick head, Kaden. Never, no way, nope. Avril will not be playing with
you."


"Mm, that
seems kind of final. You sure?"


"Yes, now get
lost."


He leaned so he
could lay his head on Avril's shoulder.


"Tell the
nasty man you like me, Avril. Tell him I can play."


She'd been
laughing all through the exchange, and now she patted his head.


"I wouldn't
dare, Kade. Remember he wields a whip and he's a sadist."


"Damn. Forgot
that, he's just as likely to use me as target practice merely to warm his arm
up."


"Exactly! So
be a good boy, Kaden, and find your own woman. Stop hitting on mine."


Kaden lifted his
head and whispered sotto voce to
Avril, "He loves me really, you know. Just doesn't like showing it in
front of you in case you get jealous."


Steven realized
his possessiveness was really showing, so he forced a grin, which made Kaden
laugh.


"Look at him!
He’s like a fucking shark."


"Grow up,
Kaden!"


Kaden only grinned.
"Think I'll go for a wander."


With that he stood
and once more kissed Avril's cheek.


"I'm still
heartbroken. By the way, can I tell you how sexy you are in that outfit?"


"Thanks, Kade."


"Leave!"


"Okay, I'm
going."


 He sighed dramatically before heading off
through the lounge.


"I'm sorry,
Avril."


"Don't be. I
like him. He's really silly, but he's rather endearing and, as I said, far too
good-looking."


Steven didn't know
whether to be pleased or upset at her pronouncement. Still he guessed it was
better that she liked his friends rather than finding them unbearable, although
he was a little upset that she thought Kaden attractive. He stood and took her
hand. Her face changed from amusement to arousal in a split second as Steven
rushed her from the room.














Chapter
Fifteen


 


The weeks and
weeks flew by, turning into months, and Steven and Avril fell into a routine.
If their schedules allowed they would dine together at least once a week,
sometimes more. If they didn't manage to meet up they spent hours on the phone
talking, getting to know everything possible about each other.


Friday, Saturday,
and Sunday nights were spent at the club. They went a few times on Thursday
evenings but preferred the other nights. They joined in the monthly munches,
and Avril soon knew most of the regular members of the club.


Usually on the
weekends they did something together, except for once a month, on a Saturday
afternoon Steven would generally hold a class, teaching the correct and safe
use of equipment, especially crops, paddles, and the like. Avril tended to get
her hair done, go window-shopping, or wash George then meet Steven after his classes.



More often than
not Avril slept at his house, bringing George over on Friday nights. They'd
been to see several movies, an art gallery exhibition, once to the museum. 


Jake came back,
and Steven was pleased when he and Avril hit it off immediately. The three men
seemed to decide Avril was another sister, and very soon they were teasing and
joking with her. She had even asked Kaden and Jake to help her when her car
wouldn't start and Steven was away overnight. 



They'd picnicked,
joining Kaden, Ash and Jake for lunches or dinners a few times. They'd vegged
out and watched DVDs together on the couch at Steven's eating pizza and
popcorn. One Saturday they went for a long leisurely drive through the mountains,
stopping for lunch before returning back to the city. 


One Sunday lunch,
together with Kaden and Jake, they spent at Ash's parents’ home where Avril was
introduced to the delights of Indian cooking and the close-knit family unit.
Ash was a different man around his family. He was gentle and loving, especially
with his paternal grandmother, who obviously adored him. Steven often ate at
the family's house, and he hoped Avril would like them as much as he did.


When they drove
back to Steven's house late that afternoon all Avril could do was speak about
the family and how much she liked them. Steven was happy—and relieved. 


Another weekend
Steven flew her across to the next state where they stopped overnight. He'd
found a delightful old house that took guests. It was situated in the mountains
alongside a river. They spent time walking through the trails surrounding the
inn and making love. With each outing Steven found himself getting deeper and
deeper involved. 


He wondered what
Avril thought of their relationship. 


She seemed to
genuinely enjoy his company outside of the club. They shared so many likes and
enough dislikes to keep things interesting. Steven honestly believed they could
make a go of a permanent relationship. He knew he really wanted them to start
living together, but how to ask Avril?


Whilst at the club
their S and M relationship soared. He'd introduced her to the delights for both
of them in caning, and she loved it. Steven could see she was accepting more
and more pain as he gradually increased the strength and power of his hits.
She'd also been introduced to anal sex—albeit slowly and carefully. He'd been
using anal plugs, gradually increasing the size until she was now at the stage
where Steven could use his cock. The thought of fucking her virgin ass had him so
aroused, but he wanted to make sure it was a wonderful experience for her.


They had a late
lunch one Sunday at a tiny Italian bistro they'd found a few weeks earlier,
after wandering through an antique and mixed wares market and had now arrived
at the club. Avril changed into her kimono while Steven waited in the lounge. Then
together they went into a private room Steven had booked. As Steven watched in
anticipation, Avril slid the kimono from her body and walked confidently to
kneel on the flogging bench. He pulled off his boots and his shirt, then padded
across the room to run his hands across her skin. He loved touching her, making
her skin goosebump whenever he ran his fingers lightly down her side.


Starting with his
flogger, he warmed her body until her back and ass cheeks were a delightful
shade of rosy pink. Switching to his cane, he began lightly, gently tapping
across her buttocks, her shoulders, and her ass until her moans of delight
became more insistent. She tried to speak, but her pants made her only gasp—one-word
requests of “more” or “please” or “yes” as he plied the cane.


He loved watching
as the welts formed knowing the pain he was inflicting on her, delighting in
her ability to take all he could dish out. As he listened her panting changed—he
now knew her little “tells”. When she began breathing rapidly through her nose,
he knew immediately she was very close to coming. This was the moment Steven
had waited for. Quickly he unzipped, dropped and stepped from his pants, throwing
them across the room toward the bed. He rolled on a condom after pulling a tube
of lube from his pocket. Another few cane strokes, she was moaning, mewling, as
he covered her ass in lube then began playing with her clit at the same time he
rubbed his thumb and pushed it into the puckered rosette.


When he felt her
push back against his thumb, he introduced a finger and began scissoring. Her
little pants of “ah” were such a turn-on as he widened her channel, adding more
fingers. At last he had stretched it enough, and finally after all the weeks of
preparation, he held his cock at the tight entrance.


His flogger was at
hand, so he gave her four swift hard strokes then pushed forward with his cock.
It was excruciatingly painful not to slam into her, but Steven used all of his
control to slide in very slowly. He used one hand to push into her cunt, the
warm, moist channel welcoming his fingers as he inched his cock forward to her
tight ring. Avril tensed, holding her body taut for at least twenty seconds.
But Steven knew she couldn't keep it up, as suddenly she relaxed her body and
he felt the muscles of her ass grip his cock to pull it easily past the
barrier. He pushed ahead gradually until finally he was seated in that tight
glove.


Pinching her
cheeks, he began thrusting slowly back and forth. She gave a loud groan as he
sped up. The sound of his balls slapping against her flesh almost made him come,
but he wanted to make sure Avril came first. Using his fingers, he fucked her
cunt in time with his thrusts, making sure his thumb pushed and rubbed her
clit.


Steven felt her
tense then scream so loud that he was sure they would hear it downstairs. Her
cunt muscles squeezed his fingers hard as he pounded his cock, thrusting in and
out fast, until he knew there was no way he could stop himself from spilling
his load. His shouts joined Avril's as he came, and he couldn't resist leaning
forward and biting down hard on one ass cheek. She screeched as he felt the
strength in his legs weaken. Before he fell, he pulled his now deflating cock
from her ass and kissed her cheeks. Gently he carried her to the bed, laying
her on her stomach. Then, going into the bathroom, he moistened a cloth to
clean her once he'd disposed of the condom and washed his hands.


After applying his
tender ministrations and rubbing cream over the angry welts, he rolled her over
and into his arms. She lay limp. Between her two orgasms and the pain, she'd
drifted far away, and Steven was well satisfied with her first experience of
his cock in her ass. He really hoped she would be, too. Surprisingly, Steven
drifted off to sleep himself and woke feeling Avril's fingers toying with the
hairs on his chest.


"Kitten! You
should have woken me."


"Why? You seemed
very peaceful. Besides I'd had a lovely sleep, too."


"How are you?
Not too tender, not sore?"


She blushed and
shook her head.


"No, I mean I
can feel my…" She blushed again. "You know. Anyway, it isn't hurting.
It's kind of a weird feeling but nice."


"As long as
it doesn't hurt."


She sat up and got
off the bed.


"Have to use
the bathroom."


Steven admired her
body and as she turned he saw his teeth marks—stark on her butt cheek and felt
rather pleased with himself. When she came back she stood beside the bed, her
hands on her hips, eyes flaring.


"You bit me
again!"


"Guilty."


"Don't act that
pleased."


He reached up and
pulled on an arm, tugging her down onto the bed.


"I couldn't
resist. You have such a beautiful ass, and I wanted to give you a little extra
pain."


"Extra pain?
A little extra stamp of ownership more like it."


"Does it seem
like that? I'm sorry. I don't want you to ever think I own you. Think of it as
a love-bite with teeth."


She shook her
head, rolling her eyes at the same time then grinned. "You're
impossible."


Steven pulled her down,
that way he could kiss her and was relieved when she gave him back as much
passion as he gave her. She was fast becoming an addiction that he couldn't get
enough of—it was as if he lived and breathed her.


Their kisses
became urgent, and Steven fumbled in the pocket of his discarded pants for
another condom. It was as if they had both lost all control. Steven slammed his
cock into her brutally, and at the same time her fingers were digging into him,
pulling him down, making him push in even harder. She wrapped her legs around
him, and he pummeled into her body. Both seemed uncaring if either hurt the
other. It was raw, feral passion that burst over them both. When she came,
Steven rammed his lips against hers, capturing her scream in his mouth, and it
sent him over the edge.


With his cock
still embedded in her, Steven rolled over until she lay on top of him, their
hearts beating loudly in the same rapid rhythm. She lay gasping, her head on
his shoulder, and Steven stroke her hair, her back, and her arms. Anywhere he
could touch, he touched—his beautiful kitten. 


"Steven?"


"Yes, Kitten?"


"Steven, do
we have to use condoms? I mean I know you do when you fuck my bum but the other
times."


"It's up to
you, Kitten."


"I'd rather
not. I can get tested again."


"No need, you’d
only gotten tested when you signed up for the info night, and my last test was
two months ago. I've worn a condom always, and I know you haven't been sexually
active for a long time."


"Then we can
forget them?"


"We
can."


Steven couldn't
help the rush of desire he felt. The fact she'd requested they not use one
meant she was comfortable and trusted him. They lay relaxing after their
frenetic lovemaking, and then Avril spoke.


"I need to
pay my fees, I can't keep coming as your guest. It’s been months. It’s a wonder
Ash hasn’t complained."


"He won’t."


"No, I should
pay."


He cleared his
throat. "I have a confession to make."


She sat up leaning
on her elbow, a worried look on her face.


"You know how
Ash owns the club?"


"Yes."


"Well, he
actually has a partner—me. We own it together."


"You? You own
the club?"


"Yes."


"I—you … oh shit."


He laughed and
kissed her nose.


"So I
actually made you a permanent member ages ago."


"You what?
I'm a member?"


"Yep, a full
member."


"I don't know
what to say."


He shrugged.
"Nothing to say. Like I said I own half the place, which means I can do
whatever I like."


He thought she was
going to protest, so he kissed her. When he finally released her and lay back
against the pillow, she stared down at him.


"Nothing I
say will make you change your mind, will it?"


"Nope."


"Then thank
you, thank you very much."


"You're extremely
welcome."


 Reluctantly, he took her home around eleven
after picking up George from his house. She was a little quiet, and Steven
figured it was because of what he'd told her about her fees. He wished for the
hundredth time that they didn't have to part. They lingered at the front door
kissing and holding each other.


Driving home, he
felt pain. She should be with him, all the time. Avril's hold on his heart was that
tight, it felt painful. He wished he could sleep at night with her alongside
him. A few times in the past couple of weeks she'd agreed to sleep at his house
through the week. Weekends were now spent together, and now he felt such a loss
when he reached across the bed to find she wasn't there. Somehow, he had to
tell her how he felt, but at the same time he was scared. 


What if she didn't
feel the same?


What if she wanted
to keep the relationship on the same footing it now was?


He'd have to
accept it. There was no way he could give her up. He would simply have to hope
eventually she'd change her mind. Hope that, ultimately, she'd come to love him
as he now loved her.


That week he saw
her for dinner on Wednesday, then had a charter that took him away until Saturday
afternoon. He managed a few phone calls to her, and they exchanged a flood of
text messages.


Avril had to
complete something for work on Saturday, then again on Sunday morning. Steven
had asked her to spend Saturday night, but she'd had to refuse. So, he picked
her up around two on Sunday, and they ate, then went off to Silk Rope. Once she
changed, they went straight to a private room to play. After she stripped off
and knelt on the flogging bench, Steven warmed her body up with plenty of hits
from his flogger and a paddle before he sent her to the St. Andrew’s cross.
Once there he cuffed her ankles and wrists, then set clamps on both nipples.
When he had her spread-eagled on the cross, Steven flogged her ass so hard the
red angry welts stood to attention. She panted, she screamed, and he thought
perhaps he should give her a small rest before caning her, and then he'd fuck
her.


"I think I'll
give you a break."


"Hell, why?
I'm not a wimp."


"What did you
say?"














Chapter
Sixteen


 


Avril knew she was
in trouble as soon as she back-answered Steven. The words had barely left her
mouth when she wished she could take them back. Steven's gray eyes turned their
now icy glare on her, and she shrank against their coldness.


"Sir! I'm
sorry, Sir! Sir."


He gave a small
shake of his head, and she knew she wasn't going to like whatever it was that
was about to happen.


Steven went over
to his bag, bent and removed what appeared to be a sort of chain dog leash, but
it split into two chains at one end. Avril didn't like the glint in his eye—this
was either going to hurt her more than she was accustomed to or else she was
going to be pushed way out of her comfort zone.


"What is your
safeword?" 


Even his voice
held anger.


"Re-red,
Sir."


He fastened the
two ends of the leash, one to each of the clover clamps already biting into her
nipples. The extra weight tightened the clamps, making her gasp loudly. Then,
with a malicious grin on his face, he rummaged in his bag. Then he did the damn
peg- and-cord zipper trick again. Between the few dozen pegs decorating her
breasts and down her body to her outer labia and the clamps, Avril began to get
that excited floaty feeling. Undoing the cuffs on her wrists and ankles, he
then clipped her wrists behind her.


"We're going
for a little walk."


Her eyes widened.
Surely, he didn't intend to take her out into the club? All she wore was a pair
of clamps and a zipper of pegs and cord that hid absolutely nothing!


He moved toward
the door, gently tugging on the leash in his hand. She was in such shock that
the pain of his tugging didn't even register.


What?


"Sir. Please,
Sir. Red, Sir."


He looked down at
her.


"Speak."


"Sir! I can't
go out there!"


"You can, and
you will. Punishing you by hitting will not work. You would enjoy it too much.
It's time you put your fears aside. You are a desirable woman who should show
the world her beautiful body.”


"No! I can’t!
Sir?"


"I will give
you one chance to decide. Red, I stop. Green and we take things to the next
level."


Tears were filling
her eyes, threatening to spill down her cheeks. How on earth could she do what
he asked?


"Steven,
please! I can’t!"


"Your choice,
Avril."


His eyes had lost
their coldness, and Avril could see his anger at her previous behavior had
vanished. Instead they watched her steadily, allowing her to make her decision.
Avril knew he would be disappointed in her if she didn't go outside. He would
never show it, but she knew it would be there. She didn't want to disappoint
him. She wanted him to be proud of her.


Could she do this?


Could she walk through
the club for all intents and purposes naked? She wasn’t ashamed of her body,
but what scared her was letting everyone in the club see her naked. She and
Steven had only ever played in private. Now he intended to push her way past
her comfort zone.


Fuck it!


If I can make it in a man's world, I can do this.


The breath she
took was ragged, loud, and throaty. It blocked her voice. 


She cleared her
throat and, before she could change her mind, squeaked, "Green, Sir."


Her stomach
flipped at the look he gave her. 


"I'm very
proud of you, Kitten."


Avril fairly
glowed with his praise. It was worth every single nervous shiver she knew she
was having. Without giving her a moment to compose herself, Steven opened the
door and stepped out, tugging gently on the chain lead.


I can do this. I can do this.


Out into the
hallway she walked. 


She kept up her
internal chant as she lifted her head proudly, despite wishing she could crawl
into a hole. The weight of the chains was making her breasts burn, and she
tried to walk faster, that way Steven couldn't pull at them. As well, the pegs
were tugging at her flesh, and with each step they jerked and jumped. She
grabbed hold of the pain and let it take her to her happy place as they walked
deeper and deeper into the club. 


"Nice pet,
Master Steven."


"Mm, like to
play with that, Master Steven."


They reached the
stairs, and how she managed to walk down them she'd never know. With each step,
the pegs on her labia rubbed. They teased at her clit, and she wondered how she
would be able to keep upright. More people passed them.


"Ah, Steven,
if ever you'd like to share, I'll definitely be in it. Your sub is
delicious."


Avril heard the
comments and felt strange. She found she wasn’t afraid anymore. Avril must have
slowed a little because Steven pulled hard on the chain, and she groaned as a
fresh wave of pain shot through her. It went directly to her clit, and she had
to hold back her moan. 


Steven reached the
bar and sat easily. He ordered himself a juice and tugged the lead when she was
slow to reach him, her admirers still raining comments on her.


"Stand
alongside me."


"Yes,
Sir," she managed to answer without a groan of delight. At last she could
keep still.


He kept one hand
on the chain and made sure the tension was kept on it. Her breasts were pulled
out, and between the clamps and the pegs, her pain was exquisite. Steven seemed
to be ignoring her, but she knew very well he was aware of every little
movement she made. Her arousal deepened as the throbbing of her nipples, the
ache across her body from the pegs, increased tenfold. Her body was still
singing from the earlier flogging, and now she folded herself into the pain.
She began breathing in and out quickly through her nose, feeling tears running
down her cheeks as Steven picked up the string to give the cord a little tug
and each peg pulling exquisitely on her breasts, her stomach, her labia, sent more
delicious ripples of pain across her body.


"Master
Steven."


"Hello,
Master Ash."


"Your little
sub seems uncomfortable. I think she needs some relief."


Steven regarded
her, and Avril thought he knew exactly how close she was to begging him to let
her climax.


"She's been
rather naughty. This should teach her not to back-answer."


"Ah. Still
she appears a little like she's beginning to enjoy this."


Steven examined
her intently. "Mm, you're right, Master Ash."


He yanked the
leash hard, and Avril screamed.


"Much
better."


"If she's a
good girl I may even let her come, but she needs to be very good."


Avril had pressed
her legs as tightly together as she could with the pegs, and she was squeezing
her pussy muscles trying to get relief from the excitement. The more pain he
inflicted, the more she needed to climax. 


Another master
came to the bar—Master Jake.


"That's one
beautiful sight, Steven. I love the sounds she's making."


Avril hadn't realized
she'd begun whimpering until the master spoke. 


"Yes, isn't
it delightful, Master Jake?" Ash agreed. "I think we all should hear
more, Master Steven."


Steven nodded to
Ash then began to jiggle the chain up and down while at the same time tensing
the cord. Each movement sent a burst of agony through her. She was sure her
wetness was now running down her thighs and knew she couldn't last much longer.
Being on display, her near-nakedness and the pain were tormenting her. She
needed relief; she needed to come.


"Yes, I agree
they are rather delightful but not really loud enough yet."


Still keeping the
tension on the chains, Steven leaned over and flicked one nipple hard—Avril
screamed, loudly. A flick to the other and she shrieked. 


"Ah, that's very
lovely, Master Steven. She sings truly beautifully."


Steven stood and
leaning forward whispered in her ear, "Are you going to behave?"


She managed to stutter
through her excitement, "Ye-yes, Sir." 


Using one hand he
moved her legs apart and ran his hand upward. When he held it up, she could see
through her tears that it was glistening from her juices.


"Legs apart,
I know you're trying to make yourself climax, naughty Kitten." 


Regretfully she
managed to shuffle them wider apart. 


"Are you
enjoying the pain, little Kitten?"


"Yes, yes,
Sir."


"Tsk, naughty
girl. You're here to be punished not for enjoyment. Maybe I shouldn't give you
an orgasm."


"Sir! Please,
Sir."


"Do you want
to come?"


"Oh yes, please,
Sir."


Ash and Jake
standing next to Steven laughed. Steven grinned maliciously then pulled the
chain so hard Avril almost fell. Her nipples, her breasts, and her labia felt
as if they were being ripped from her body. She began shouting, pleading with
Steven, ignoring the faces watching her. All she wanted was relief from the
climax burning to come. 


She saw Steven
tense the cord and knew exactly what was about to happen. Before she had the
chance to hold her breath, he ripped the cord upward and outward and the pegs
flew off in every direction. With his other hand Steven touched her clit and
said the magic word, “Come.”


Avril couldn't
believe how hard her orgasm was. She screamed loudly, her body shaking from her
toes to the top of her head as she felt herself begin to fold, to fall to the
ground, but Steven caught her easily and lifted her over his shoulder. 


To the sound of
applause and cheering, he swiftly carried her back through the club, up the
stairs to the private room. Once in there, he removed the clover clamps to more
screaming.


The agony of the
blood returning to her nipples had her sobbing loudly, and she could barely breathe.
The pain across her body flooded through, delighting her, sending her even
further into orbit. Her whole body was on fire. It throbbed, it burned everywhere,
but then Steven's mouth was on each nipple, sucking gently, laving them, and
easing them. She clung to him as she shook, and it felt as if her orgasm was
still rolling hard across her. She felt his mouth on her labia, on her clit, as
yet another climax shuddered through her. Then he wrapped her tenderly in a
blanket and took her in his arms.


Her pussy still
spasmed, echoes of her orgasm still convulsing through her body. She closed her
eyes and let her body drift along on the currents of her pain-pleasure as the
agony slowly lessened and the endorphins in her brain sent her mind floating
away from the pain.


She woke a few
hours later feeling thoroughly used. Her breasts, her labia still felt very
tender. They tingled, but Avril could see at some point Steven had rubbed arnica
into all her aches, her welts, her bruises. They still glistened from the cream,
and she could see a pattern of bruises where the pegs had bitten into her skin.
She sighed and moved in his arms.


"I'm really
proud of you. I had intended to punish you by not letting you come, but you
were very brave. You deserved the reward."


"Thank you,
Sir."


"Steven.
We're not playing now."


"Steven."


"Shall I let
you into a secret? I almost came myself when you did, it was fucking exciting, it
was fucking amazing."


"You
did?"


"Hell
yes."


She felt his arms
come tighter around her as he captured her mouth. The kiss was raw, passionate,
and almost feral as he took her. To Avril it felt as if he claimed her as his
possession, his own, yet again. She could only cling to him as his savage kiss
tore her emotions to shreds. She felt tears run down her face from the
intensity. 


When he finally
released her mouth, he gasped raggedly, "Avril."


They sat staring
at each other, both overwhelmed by what had happened. Her heart thumped, and
her lungs felt as if they couldn't get enough air. She could hear her blood
pounding through her body. She was stripped bare as she let those gray eyes rip
into her soul. She had to face the fact she'd fallen in love with him. In these
months of being together he'd taken her heart prisoner.


"Tell
me."


Her voice barely a
whisper, "What?"


"Tell me
you're mine. Tell me."


Even his voice
held possession, though it was still gravelly, rough. She nodded, but he wasn't
satisfied. He gripped her chin painfully hard between his fingers.


"Tell
me," he demanded.


"I'm … I'm
yours."


"Tell me you
love me."


Her eyes widened.
How could she admit it to him when she'd only recently admitted it to herself?


"Avril, tell
me," he pleaded.


Her tears started
afresh.


"Avril,
please, I have to know."


There was a
quality in his voice that she'd never heard, an insecurity. She realized he
really needed to know, needed her reassurance.


"I … I love
you."


His huge sigh of
relief was overwhelming, and she felt his arms pull her close to his body, his
mouth close to her ear.


"Thank
goodness. I love you, Avril. I never expected this, never thought I'd find love
but now. Avril, my Kitten, I adore you."


She tried to turn
her head, to look at his dear face. He released her a little, just enough. It
was there, written on his face, plain as the sun in the sky.


"I do love
you, Avril. More than I ever thought possible."


"I—I can't
really believe this."


"Neither can
I, but it is true, my dearest, darling Kitten."


It felt as if her
heart leapt up and down inside her chest. Her whole body felt as if it were
glowing, as if Steven had whipped every inch. She felt elated and amazed.


"Are you
sure, Steven? I mean, maybe it's simply because you found a masochist."


"No way! No,
it isn't only that. Maybe it was at the first, but the more I've been with you
the more I wanted. I think I fell in love with you in that first week we met.
Of course, the sadism is part of it, but it's a small part. There's more to
this. I want to see you all the time. When we're not together I miss you. It's
like this pain in my chest that only goes when I see you. I want to know
everything about you, what you love, what you hate. Do you understand?"


"Yes. I do, I
feel exactly the same way."


"Then let's
take this to the next level. Move in with me, live with me, let me show you my
world while you show me yours together."


She searched his
face. Could she take this step? Could she accept their love and become a
permanent couple?


"I …
yes."














Chapter Seventeen


 


Steven wasted no
time. He insisted they move in together the following weekend. 


"We're not
kids, Avril. We both know what we want and how we feel."


"I know, but
it’s such a big step and it's only been a little over four months."


"Yes, it is,
and I know it hasn't been long, but I'm sure about us. I can't imagine my life
without you. I want you beside me. Honestly, Kitten, I love you, love you more
than I could ever have thought was possible. I don't want to waste another
minute."


"Okay, let's
do it because I don't want to be without you either."


After sitting down
with her in the kitchen of her house they discussed whether they'd move into
Steven's then buy a new house together or stay at Steven's. Avril’s house was
nice but really small, and Avril truly loved his home. It was large and airy
and built on a large block surrounded by trees. The house was only five years
old and had all the mods and cons you could think of. To one side was a two-bedroom
“guest house” where Steven’s housekeeper and her husband, Greg, lived. Steven had
a swimming pool with a Jacuzzi in the yard as well as a large covered area with
outdoor furniture and a large barbecue. The whole property was fenced off, which
meant George could have lots of room to run, and she knew how much he enjoyed coming
there. Earlier Steven had even Greg fit a dog door for him. 


In the end she
told him she wanted to live in his house. They talked about her home and
finally decided the smartest thing would be to rent it furnished. Avril would
only take a few select pieces to Steven's house—her queen-sized bedroom suite
was antique. It had originally belonged to her grandparents, and Steven
suggested they set it up in one of his spare bedrooms as he had a king-sized
bed in the master bedroom.


Then Avril and
Steven sat down with Anna and Greg to reassure them both that nothing would
change.


“Anna, I’m the
world’s worst housekeeper. I work full time, and to know I don’t have to do
anything when I come is absolute heaven.”


“I’m glad, Avril. I
was worried when Steven told me you were moving in. What about cooking?”


“What happens at
the moment?”


Steven nodded,
then said, “Well, sometimes I eat out, sometimes I cook something. If the gang
are coming around Anna is great. She cooks stuff for me.”


 “I really haven’t done much in the way of
cooking, Avril, unless needed. But I do make sure the pantry, fridge and
freezer are always stocked.”


“So, can we
continue that way?”


“Of course. And
any time you’d like me to cook, just ask. Even if you decide you want me to do
it full-time, I have no problem. I really enjoy cooking.”


“Thank you so
much, Anna.”


The following
Saturday Ash and Kaden helped move Avril’s things and then stuck around for a
barbecue. Jake had gone off again to a work site for a few months. Avril had
finally seen past the formidable exterior of Ash and now liked him as much as
she liked Kaden and Jake. She discovered beneath his stern and commanding demeanor
was a caring, passionate man who loved his family. He was unattached and told
her he was a confirmed bachelor, despite his parents trying to set him up with
every single Indian woman they met.


It surprised Avril
how quickly she and Steven fell into a routine. Their life at the club was as
wonderful as their life away from it. Avril had to pinch herself at times for
reassurance that it was all real. Throughout the week whoever came home first
would begin cooking unless they'd arranged to dine out. They went to the
monthly Tuesday evening munches and took their turn at selecting a venue and
acting as hosts. George acted as if he'd lived there forever, and as far as he
was concerned Steven was top dog and could do no wrong. If Avril or Steven
didn’t have time to walk George, Greg had taken to doing it, and George was
lapping up all the attention.


Avril's trip into
work took a little longer, but she quickly discovered she could catch an
express bus that meant the journey only took another nine minutes than the one
from her old house.


She noticed people
at work were talking to her more, greeting her, acting friendlier, and she realized
her Ice Queen persona had defrosted
quite a bit. She'd always planned to retire early, at maybe fifty-seven or
fifty-eight. She had managed her finances well and had a small investment from
the money she'd inherited when her parents died. Avril knew she could live a
very comfortable life from it without giving up on life's little luxuries. She
didn't want to be one of those people who worked themselves to death, and when
she mentioned her plan to Steven one Monday evening when they were relaxing
after dinner, he totally agreed. 


"I don't know
how many people I’ve known about who've worked until their late sixties and
then a year or two after they retired, they died. I don't want that. I want to
enjoy my life."


"I'm the same.
I've actually been scaling back the amount of flying I do, leaving it to the
younger pilots. Of course, there are some jobs I simply can't refuse, but I'm
thinking by the time you retire I'll probably be only in the office once a week
and taking the occasional flight."


"Do you have
to retire? I mean is there some sort of age limit?"


"Well,
commercial pilots retire at sixty-five, but private ones don't have an age
limit. I also have to have a medical every two years, and that started when I
was forty. Before that it was every five years."


"So that
means you have to retire from flying charters in twelve years."


"Yes, but I
want to have done with that long before then. I'll still fly to keep my license
current, and anyway I love piloting, but charters? No thanks."


Avril was pleased.
It would mean they could spend more time together, but she wanted Steven to
know she wasn't broke, wouldn't be hoping he would finance her.


"I have some
money," she blurted out.


He regarded her as
if she was a little crazy, then smiled. "I imagine you do, Kitten."


"Oh hell, I
meant I wouldn't be a burden to you when I do retire."


"Sweetheart,
you would never be a burden, and anyway I have more money than sense."


"Damn it,
Steven!" She wished she could explain it better. "You know what I'm
trying to say. I have money invested. I won't have millions, but I'll have
enough."


"My dearest
woman, I don't care if you were in debt millions. You and I are going to spend
the rest of our lives together. As far as I’m concerned, my money is now your money
as well. You'll actually have to get used to the fact that I can afford to give
you a heck of a lot more than you would ever imagine. We can travel. We can do
things you've only dreamed of. You and I, together."


"Oh."


"Now enough
about worrying. You will never be a burden to me, and I know I'm going to love
spoiling you rotten."


"Oh
heck."


He merely laughed
at her then swept her into his arms and kissed her. Every thought, every worry,
disappeared as his lips took possession of hers. At that moment he could have
given her a multi-million-dollar plane and she would have accepted it
cheerfully as long as he kept kissing her. When he released her, he searched
her face with a serious expression. 


"You do know
you have to marry me, don't you, Kitten? I want the world to know we belong
together."


"Marry
you?"


"Of course. Heck,
I was going to do this properly. I had it all planned."


"You did,
hun?"


"Yep, I was
going to take you flying, then dinner at some remote location before I got down
on my knees, but I can't wait." He dropped to one knee and took both her
hands. "Will you do me the immense honor of becoming my wife? I love you very
much."


Avril felt her
eyes fill with tears, and for a moment she was speechless. She could only nod.
Steven leaped to his feet and gathered her in his arms. 


He was murmuring
across the top of her head, "I love you. You are the only woman in the
world I've ever loved. You make me that happy."


"I, oh,
Steven, I love you, too, dearest."


He kissed her,
then dragged her to his office. Steven made her sit on the desk while he opened
the safe.


"Close your
eyes."


Avril felt him
slip a ring on her finger, and then he told her to open her eyes. She glanced
at him. He appeared to be holding his breath as she gazed down. On her finger
was a huge round brilliant cut diamond, tension set, with the diamond nestled
safely between the two arms of an open platinum band. Avril thought it was the
most beautiful ring she'd ever seen, and she promptly burst into tears.


"It's…" Sniff. "It's…"


"Kitten!"


Finally, she
managed a sort of sentence, "I-it's beautiful," as Steven hugged her
tight.


Avril felt him
relax as he kissed her hair, then her cheeks, her eyes, her nose.


"My darling,
darling, Kitten. Come here."


He kissed her
properly then, but his kiss turned into his usual possessive, hungry
fierceness. She felt the same. She felt she needed to let him know how much she
needed him, how much he meant to her. Their kiss turned even more savage. She felt
him tearing at her clothes and knew she was doing the same to his. Suddenly
they were both naked, and he pushed her back onto the desk, papers flying
everywhere as he swept them aside. To say he pounded into her would be an
understatement.


He fucked her.


No other word for
the savage way he took her, and she encouraged it, screaming for him to go
harder, deeper, to hurt her. He bit down on one breast, his teeth sinking into
her tender flesh, and she screeched as an orgasm took her to the next level.
Steven grunted, pummeling into her, and then he shouted her name and she felt
him fill her pulsing channel with his cum. He fell forward then, his weight on
her, and he tried to roll off, but she held him fast. She needed his weight,
his power as she began to cry again.


In fear he almost leaped
off her, lifting her and carrying her upstairs to their bedroom. 


"Kitten, I'm
sorry, don't cry. I didn't mean to hurt you, I'm sorry."


"No." She
sobbed between her tears. “I’m … I'm happy."


Stunned, he studied
her, then started laughing. He flopped onto the bed beside her and took her
hand, lifting it to his lips. They lay, gathering their breath, letting their
racing hearts drop to a semblance of normal rhythm. Finally, Steven rolled onto
his side then gave a sheepish gasp.


"Oh baby, I'm
really sorry. Look." 


His bite mark on her
breast was angry and raw. In one place it had pierced her skin and was now oozing
a little blood. He jumped to his feet and went into the bathroom, coming back
with a tube of cream, which he gently rubbed into her wound.


"It's okay,
honey. We both got a little carried away, and I know you. When you get savage
you bite."


"Savage?"


"Yep,
savage." She kissed his cheek. "But I love it."


"Oh, my
dearest, Avril, what did I do to deserve a wonderful woman like you?"


"Guess we're
made for each other."


"Guess we
are."


"Steven."
She waited until he looked at her. "My ring, it's very beautiful. I love
it."


"I'm glad. I
had it made weeks ago when you agreed to move in and I prayed you’d like
it."


"I do. Love
it almost as much as I love you."


Somehow, they
managed to stir enough to sit in the bathtub and relax. 


Avril wasn't sure
how she made it through the week. She had to pinch herself that many times. She
was really touched when on the following Wednesday her secretary called her
into the staff room. It seemed everyone was there, and they presented her with
a beautiful cake and a cut-glass vase filled with lovely flowers. She had to
hold back the tears as she thanked everyone. Gail whispered to her that most of
the women were envious of her. They were all a little in love with Steven,
especially since that first day when he'd dragged her like some wild caveman
from the office.


Life was perfect.
She and Steven talked about wedding dates and decided they would marry in three
months’ time, in September—around the eighth month anniversary of when they
met. Neither wanted a big wedding, only something intimate with their friends.


Jake, Ash, and
Kaden were overjoyed when they told them, and after talking it over, she and
Steven decided to marry in the club then go onto to Rivers for their reception.
Steven took charge and booked the date, leaving Avril to find a wedding dress.


She thought life
couldn't get any better except maybe when they married. Steven wanted them to
spend the honeymoon in Italy. His parents were coming out for the wedding and
staying for two months to catch up with their friends. They would stay at the
house, and Anna and Greg would make sure they were okay while Avril and Steven
took over their Italian villa and relaxed under the Mediterranean sun for a month.


The following
Friday Avril left work at five then went home to shower and change. She was
meeting Steven at the club as he was flying somewhere. Kaden had offered to
pick her up so she wouldn't have to drive her car home. They arrived at the
club around six forty-five. Avril locked her bag away, and then the two of them
joined Ash and Iain Nelson, one of the friendly unattached masters who Avril
enjoyed talking to, for coffee while she waited for Steven to arrive. When Iain
and Ash finished their coffee, both men went off to begin their DM duties,
leaving her and Kaden to chat.














Chapter Eighteen


 


Avril sat waiting
in the lounge. Kaden had left to find someone interested in being tied up.
Steven had told her he would be there no later than seven-thirty. At lunchtime
she'd found this great little shop that stocked all sorts of crazy underwear
for plus-sized women, and now she was dressed in a deep red corset with
matching bikini pants under her kimono and she hadn't bothered sashing it. Her
breasts kind of rested on top of the corset. Never in her life would she
imagine she'd be fine showing her body to all and sundry, but here she was with
her big boobs on display. Of course, this change had come about since the
evening Steven had made her walk naked through the club.


About seven-thirty,
Peter Rogers' wife, Renata, stopped and sat with her while Peter was talking
with one of the other members. Avril really liked Renata. They had become firm
friends over the past months, not only because they shared the same kink, but
because they held similar interests and respected each other. Renata was a
paralegal with a large firm not far from where Avril worked, and they often had
lunch together, their friendship growing stronger as each week passed. She and
Steven had had dinner with the couple a number of times. Peter came to collect
his wife about fifteen minutes later.


"Steven not
here yet?"


"No, Master
Peter. He said he'd be here at seven, but he must have gotten caught up with
the charter."


"Probably."



He held out his
hand, and his wife stood then followed him out of the lounge area and up the
stairs. A few other people went by. All acknowledged her, and some stopped and
had a few words with her. It made Avril realize how much she felt relaxed and
at home with these people. By eight, she had a tingle of worry. Steven wouldn't
normally be this late. Maybe she should ring him. Perhaps his car had broken
down? He’d been talking about buying another lately, even though the SUV was
only three years old. Getting to her feet, she went into the changing area and
used her mobile to call him, but it went direct to voice mail.


She couldn't hide
the sick feeling in her stomach. Going back to the bar, Avril got a fruit juice
and tried to push down her unrealistic fear. During the next hour she tried
time and time again to ring Steven, each time with the same result. Around
nine-thirty she saw Ash come into the lounge area where she'd gone for the
twentieth time. He bore down on her, his whole being tense and worried.


"Avril, come
with me."


"Master Ash?
What's happened?"


"In my
office."


Fearfully, she
followed him from the lounge and through to his office. Along the way he asked
Kaden to come with them and the fear Avril had been feeling began to increase.
Ash opened his office and gestured for her to sit.


"Avril."
He took her hands in his. "Avril, Steven's plane is missing."


"Missing?"
Puzzled, she shook her head. "Ash, I don't understand."


"There was a
mayday call and then nothing. It's presumed the plane has gone down somewhere in
the Okanogan-Wenatchee National Forest."


Avril could only
stare at Ash. She’d heard the words, but they didn't make sense, didn't sink
in. She peered from him to Kaden. Kaden was pale and in shock as Ash leaned
forward, staring up into her face.


"Avril, do
you understand? Steven's plane crashed somewhere in the mountains. That's all
we know."


His words finally bored
into her brain. Wrenching her hands from his, Avril tried to get to her feet.


"No. No! I
have to go! I … I have to…"


Fuck, what could I do? Where could I go?


"I'm going to
the charter offices. They'll have all the latest information. Would you like me
to take you?"


Avril put a hand
across her mouth, and that sick feeling she'd had made her swallow bile. She
nodded frantically.


"First we
need to get you home and changed." He looked at Kaden. "Will you
follow in Avril's car? I don't think it wise she drive."


"It's okay. I
brought Avril so that way she and Steven didn't have two cars here."


Avril was still
trying to come to terms with what Ash had said when Kaden added, "I'm
coming to the offices as well."


Avril knew exactly
how much Ash, Kaden, and Jake loved Steven. These two were probably feeling as
bad as she was. Ash stood.


"Get your
things and we'll meet you in the foyer."


She nodded and
almost ran down the hall, ripping her locker open and getting her bag. She met
the two men in the foyer where Ash was talking quietly to Stan, Finn O’Malley,
and Nico Morelli, a master who was also a police detective. The three nodded to
her, and Stan took her hands and kissed her cheek.


"We're here
if you need anything, Avril."


"Thank, thank
you."


Nico had his hand
on Ash’s shoulder and said, "Make sure you keep us in the loop, Ash. This
is terrible. I’ll be on duty tomorrow at the station if you need anything."


"I’ll let you
all know. Thanks, Nico, if we need you, I’ve got your cell number."


She, Ash, and
Kaden went outside, and Kaden settled her in the front seat then climbed into
the driver's seat. Following Ash, Kaden drove quickly to her and Steven's house
and she raced inside. George went crazy when the two men walked in. He loved
playing with them but soon settled when Ash told him to sit and when they
patted him. Ash told Avril he would find Anna and Greg to let them know what
had happened and reassure them everything was being done to find Steven. Avril
changed into a pair of jeans and shirt, grabbed a jacket and went to the two
men. All the while she kept chanting under her breath, “He's going to be okay. They'll find him okay.”


The drive to the
offices where Steven's charter service was located was done in silence. Avril
could find no words, her mind in turmoil. Instead she sat twisting her fingers
or wringing her hands together. They drove in through the open airport gates
and across the edge of the tarmac. 


Bray's Charters’
offices were all lit up. Every office’s lights shone brightly through the
darkness. Kaden helped her out of the car, and the three walked up to the main
office. It seemed to be filled to overflowing with people. Fortunately, they all
knew them and they were ushered into a smaller but no less crowded office. Ash
and Kaden shook hands with the tall, sandy-haired man about forty-five whom
Avril had met plenty of times before—the office manager, Warren.


"Any news,
Warren?"


"Nothing, Ash.
Avril, are you okay?"


She could only
stare blankly at him as he took her hands. "Avril, Steven's a great pilot,
the very best, and Allan Foster knows what he's doing. If anyone can make it
it's those two. Come, sit down."


He led her through
the forest of people and sat her on a hard, wooden folding chair. 


Ash looked worried
as he asked, "What's happening, Warren?"


"They’ve had
to call off the search tonight. It's too dark, and there's rain over the
mountains. The search’ll resume at first light."


"Do you have
any idea what happened yet?"


"Not really.
Allan was clocking up his last hours on one of our big Learjets so he could get
his license upgraded. Allan was piloting it when Steven called in the Mayday,
said they'd had multiple bird strikes, and then the radio went dead."


"Were you
able to pinpoint the area where they may have gone down?"


"Western edge
we think. They were heading back here when it happened. They may have veered
off course. We honestly don't know. That area's not the easiest to search. It’s
pretty rugged. All we can do is hope they spot wreckage from the air."


Someone fought
their way into the room with a tray filled with coffee. Kaden put a cup in her
hand, and she sipped it absently. She finally peered around. Someone was
standing in front of a huge map of the area, and there were pin flags on it. He
was pointing them out to someone and saying they showed the route before
contact was lost. Another person was yelling at someone down a phone, shouting
that he didn't give a fuck if he woke up the entire neighborhood, he wanted
someone called Edward to call him immediately. 


Avril glanced at
the half-empty paper cup in her hand and saw how badly her hands were shaking.
She wanted to curl up into a ball and howl. This was a nightmare. She needed to
wake up and find Steven was beside her in bed. Somehow, she was hanging it all
together, but if she lost it now she doubted she would ever be able to stop
crying.


The night seemed
to really drag by. People came and went. Most she'd met when Steven had taken
her flying or into the offices. They all came and spoke with her, trying to
reassure her Steven and Allan were capable pilots, but she could see the truth
in their eyes—they weren't at all confident the men had survived. She thanked
them, drank more coffee, and waited. She heard Kaden talking to Jake on his
phone, filling him in on what they knew and promising to keep him in the loop.
Jake was still away on some large project, and she'd only seen him a couple of
times recently when he'd flown back for a few breaks.


Time dragged on,
and still she waited until she felt the atmosphere change and glanced at a
large wall clock. Almost sunrise. People tensed as the day began to lighten. A
phone rang, and Warren answered it wearily.


“Yes. No, we sent
them home to sleep.”


“You want four
helicopters and a couple of light planes, easy done.”


“What? Yes, we
will."


He hung up.


"Okay search
is starting again. Hey, Greg!" Another man who'd been walking the office passed
came in. "Greg, can you get the planes and the choppers in the air? Search
and Rescue are about to go aloft, and I said we'd coordinate our people from
their base. Is Dave Brown in yet to fly one of the choppers? He'll be our squad
leader."


"Yeah, he's
doing the final checks at the moment and should be in the air in five. We've
got four small planes all fueled up ready, and the pilots have all
arrived."


"Thanks, keep
me in the loop please. Make sure all the pilots know to speak with Search and
Rescue to get their search areas and then they should coordinate with
Dave."


"Sure,
boss."


Ash came over to
where she sat. Her butt was numb from the wooden chair, and she wriggled to get
comfortable.


"Avril, how
about I take you home to get a few hours’ sleep?"


"No. No, I'm
not leaving, Ash!" She searched his face and pleaded, "Ash, I just can't."


He nodded and,
touching her shoulder, gave it a squeeze before leaving the room. Time
alternately sped up, then slowed down. At times she thought the clock had
stopped, and other times she couldn't believe how fast it went. Around eleven
Ash came back into the room. He was followed by Pierre Laurent, the chef from
Silk Rope, who held a large tray covered in sandwiches. Ash himself had another
tray with yet more coffee. After handing out coffee, he took one of the
sandwiches from Pierre's tray and gave it to her.


"You need to
eat, Avril. Take this."


"I'm not
hungry."


"Please. You
know very well Steven would yell at me if I didn't take care of you."


She shot him a
look. His eyes tried to smile as she nodded and took the proffered food.
"You know I don't believe you."


"You should.
Where you're concerned that man is all protective."


Her eyes filled
with tears, and she almost caved in completely. Somehow, she managed to pull
back her tears and fear.


"Oh, I know
you're right."


She unwrapped the
sandwich—bacon and egg, still warm—and bit into it reluctantly. But as soon as
the first mouthful hit her stomach she realized she was hungry and ate the
rest. Her head throbbed, and she thought she'd overdosed on caffeine but still
they waited. Each time a phone rang everyone would appear extra tense, holding
their breath until whoever answered shook their head. Then people would go back
to pacing, staring into nothing, watching the clock, drinking coffee—anything
to keep going.


At times Avril
felt like screaming. A few times she got up and walked around, went to the loo,
stepped outside, and still they all waited. Her boss rang, and she merely said
curtly she wouldn't be in and had no idea when she would.


"I'm sorry,
but something personal's happened. I'll ring next week. I have no idea when
I'll be in."


She knew she
should have told him more, but at that moment irrationally all she could think
of was Steven might try to call and she wanted the phone free. 


Three-ten. The phone
on Warren's desk rang, and once again everyone stared at it as he answered.


"Hello? … They
have? … What about—oh, okay. … Yes, thanks."


He hung up. His face
had paled, and everyone stared at him expectantly.


"One of the
search planes has spotted wreckage."


Avril's heart
dropped then pounded so loudly she was sure everyone could hear it. Her mouth
went dry, and she had trouble breathing as he went on.


"Copters are
going to the area now. It's in the Central Ferry State Wildlife Recreation
Area."


Someone quickly
went to the map and held a finger over it, tracing the area.


"That's way
off their flight plan! It’s as if they’d doubled back.”


Warren nodded as
someone else asked the question they'd all been wanting to but were too scared
to.


"Any signs of
life?"


"No, the
plane appears to be pretty banged up. There's one wing torn off, wreckage
everywhere."


Avril could tell
by the sound of his voice that this was the expected outcome—people rarely walk
away from plane crashes.


Is it possible to die of a broken heart?


Avril bit down
hard on her bottom lip. Warren and Ash stared at her, their faces filled with
anguish and pity. Avril could easily see they were sure Steven and the other
man were dead. She couldn't stand it, couldn't bear their looks of pity and
sorrow. Leaping to her feet, she roughly pushed her way through the offices to
the outside. It was as if she couldn't breathe, no matter how hard she tried.
The air felt heavy, thick, pressing down hard on her oppressively. Mouth open,
she bent forward gasping, swaying, and trying hard to get air into her lungs.
Light-headed, she felt arms come around her, holding her.


"Breathe,
Avril. Come on, take a breath, baby."


She shook her head.
She wanted to scream, but nothing would come out and nothing would go in. She
was dizzy and would have fallen had Ash not held her. Then she gave a huge gasp.
It sounded as if she were choking on the air that she at last drew noisily into
her lungs.


"That's it.
Breathe again."


She drew in gasp
after noisy gasp until she could finally stand upright. Ash turned her in his
arms and pushed her head against his shoulder as she finally allowed the sobs
to shatter her body. He held her upright as she wailed, her legs definitely not
strong enough. Avril couldn't hold back her screams of grief. 


"No, Ash,
please no! He can't be dead, he can't be."


"Hush, baby.
Come on, don't give up hope yet."


She screeched, "But
they said there aren't any signs of life."


"I know, but
until they find bodies, I refuse to believe my best friend is dead."


Avril gazed up at
him through her tears. Inside her chest, her heart pounded as if she’d run a
marathon. It was as if it were trying to burst through her ribcage. Her lungs
burned as if the air she was breathing were on fire.


"I love him so
much it hurts."


"Of course
you do, and he loves you."


"It hurts, it
hurts fucking badly.” She sobbed, “I want to die, too."


He gave her a
tissue and wiped her eyes with another, then wrapped his arms around her again,
rocking her gently as if she were an infant.


"Keep strong,
dear one. I know you can. We all can only wait. We simply have to keep hoping,
baby. We can’t give up yet."














Chapter
Nineteen


 


Suddenly they
heard shouting, and Ash turned his head quickly. 


"Come on, let
see what's happened."


Avril was
reluctant to go inside, but Ash was holding her still and dragged her indoors. Huge
smiles greeted her. 


Did this mean— Was
he—


Warren met them in
the crowded room. "They found them. They're both alive!"


"Alive?
Steven's alive?"


"Yes!
Amazingly someone local spotted the wreckage and drove out to check. He rang
for the paramedics. Both men have been injured. That was why there were no
signs of life. They were already on their way to hospital."


"You sure?
He's alive?"


"Yes, Avril.
Your man is coming home. We don't know how badly injured either of them are at
this stage, but they are both definitely alive."


A fresh round of
tears, this time of relief. She could hear Ash and Kaden questioning Warren,
but she couldn't understand what they were saying. All she knew was Steven was
alive. Finally, she felt Ash squeeze her.


"Baby, we're
going to see them. They've taken Steven and Allan to the hospital in Brewster.
Warren's rung the hospital and is flying us there in one of the charter's
helicopters. We'll be leaving in about half an hour. Come on."


"Fly? We're
going now?"


Nothing seemed to
make sense. Her mind was still trying to grasp the wonderful news that Steven,
and Allan, were alive.


"Yes. It should
only take us a little over an hour and a half."


Avril was perched once
again on the wooden chair. Ash had made her sit then took the seat alongside,
holding her hand. Kaden left the room as Avril heard dozens of conversations echoing
about her. She tried pinpointing in on Warren's. He was apparently talking to
Allan Foster's ex-wife and offering transport. Ash squeezed her hand.


"Allan's been
divorced about ten years but has two children. He and his ex are on good terms.
She'll be able to tell the kids what's happened. They live in the city. He
doesn't have a partner."


Warren came over
to them and knelt down on his haunches.


"Allan's ex
is going to get the kids from school and tell them. She's going to contact the
hospital and then if Allan is still admitted we'll fly them over tomorrow. The
helicopter's almost ready to fly, and we've posted the flight plan."
Warren gave her knees a squeeze, "You'll see that fiancé of yours very
soon. Let's get to the 'copter."


"I can't
think properly."


"Crazy isn't
it," he said with a huge grin.


Kaden came back
into the room and gave her a hug, then shook hands with Ash.


"Ash, you'll
ring me as soon as you see them both? I’ve called Jake and filled him in. If
you need us, just yell. I also phoned Stan and Finn. They’ll pass the word
along."


"Thanks, Kade,
I'll fill you in once we know their condition. I'll definitely keep in touch as
soon as I know what's happening."


Kaden folded her
in his arms and kissed her cheek. Then he thumped Ash on the shoulder before
pushing his way out. 


Avril still
couldn't comprehend it as she whispered to Ash, "He's really alive?"


Ash laughed gleefully
at her as they ran toward the waiting helicopter. One of the ground crew helped
settle her in, and in no time, they were in the air. Avril had always wanted to
fly in a helicopter, but she couldn't recall anything of this trip. It was
surreal. She kept thinking someone was going to say they'd made a terrible mistake
and Steven was dead. 


When they landed
in an open area opposite the hospital, the pilot told them he'd stay at the
local airfield until they needed him to return later that evening. Warren told Ash
and Avril he would arrange something to bring them back tomorrow whenever they
wanted to. It was after seven when the three of them entered the hospital and
Ash made enquiries.


"Please take
a seat. I'll let the medical staff know someone is here for the two injured pilots."


Once more Avril
sat on a hard chair and waited. A number of people came to Warren. Apparently, they
were part of the Search and Rescue teams. Warren thanked them all on behalf of
the company. Avril shook hands with so many different people, thanking them as
well, and their caring and good wishes threatened to overwhelm her.


Two men from the
National Transportation Safety Board (NTSB) came into the reception area,
telling Warren they had already secured the scene and would begin the
investigation.


"From first sight
of the area those two were very lucky men. There's ample evidence of the bird
strikes on the engines and the front of the plane. How they managed to land the
plane and survive is beyond me. There's a fucking great hole ripped from the
cockpit down to the back from where the wing was torn off."


"They're both
great pilots."


"I spoke with
Allan Foster when they first arrived here. Steven apparently took over the
controls when the accident happened. The large flock of birds, geese Allan
thinks, hit the front screen, took out the engines, and Allan got a face full
of glass and a dead bird. He said he didn't think anyone would have been able
to land the plane except Steven. It was one of those bloody flukes that should
never happen.


"Steven
somehow managed to turn the plane around before they lost height rather than
crash in the mountains and through some miracle glided in and landed it. Where
it is, it's fairly level compared to the mountains and not too many trees, but
Allan said Steven was in control the whole time, kept a cool head. That man's
got more fucking huge balls than a dozen bulls. Sorry, Miss."


Avril shrugged.


"Anyway, my
crews at the scene have got the black box recorder, cockpit recorder, and the
notes. I'll be back to interview them both formally through next week if you
could let them know, Warren."


"Will do,
Chuck. I'm only thankful they both survived. We can replace planes but not
people."


"I'll give
you copies of all the reports when we've finished for your insurance company as
well."


"Thanks,
Chuck."


Both men shook
hands with her, Warren, and Ash, and then they left. Another twenty minutes
passed until a harried-looking woman went to the front desk. The receptionist
pointed them out, and she came to them. It was about ten minutes after eight—five
hours since they'd found the wreckage, but over twenty-four since the plane
went down.


"You both
here for the two pilots?"


"Yes. I'm
Warren Prudeau. I work for Steven Bray. I'm the manager at Bray’s Charter Company,
and this is Avril Thomson, Steven's fiancée, and Ash Siddiqi, his business
partner."


"Right, come
this way where we can talk."


She led them into
a small room with a number of couches and sat. Avril had Ash's hand in a death
grip as the woman spoke.


"Right, I’m
the doctor in charge of emergency tonight. Mr. Foster is in surgery at the
moment. He has a badly broken right leg that needs to be pinned. He also has a
broken collar bone, a number of facial lacerations, and a large hematoma to his
temple. Mr. Bray underwent surgery first. His condition was critical when he
arrived. He needed blood as he had a ruptured spleen, which has now been
removed. He also has a large number of lacerations, which required stitching. Apparently,
the front window burst inward on Mr. Foster, with the glass spraying across the
cockpit, cutting both of them. Mr. Bray's right arm is broken in two places but
has now been set. He also has some nasty lacerations on his upper right arm,
which required a lot of stitches."


"Can I see
him? Steven Bray, please," Avril asked fearfully. 


She needed to see
Steven for herself.


"Mr. Bray is
up on the ward now. Mr. Foster's surgery should be over in about half an hour,
and then he'll be admitted to a ward. Visiting hours finished at eight-thirty,
but we'll let you stay until nine-thirty. Mr. Bray will be kept in for about a
week, and Mr. Foster should be able to go home in a day or two."


She directed the
three of them to the private room, and Avril's legs felt rubbery as she walked
into the room. Steven had his eyes closed. He was pale, his face etched in pain
as she reached the bed. His face had a number of cuts and a few stitches. As
well she could see a long, jagged wound on the top of his right arm held
together with numerous stitches as well as a plaster cast below.


Avril could barely
speak as she tentatively touched his left hand. "Steven?"


He opened his
eyes.


"Kitten!"


Avril couldn't
help it. She burst into tears. Relief flooded through her body as she tried to
blindly grab his hand. 


"Don't cry, Kitten.
It's okay. I'm okay."


"I thought,
we thought—I thought you were dead."


"It was hairy
for a while, but we're both safe."


Ash pushed her
down into a chair, but she refused to let go of Steven's good hand, holding it
in a death grip. He couldn't take his eyes off her as Ash touched his shoulder
and shook his head.


"You scared
the piss out of me, you bastard."


"Scared it
out of myself as well."


Warren was shaking
his head as if he couldn't believe Steven was alive. "What happened?"


"Things were
fine. We were close to home and flying over the mountains when this fucking
great flock of birds came out of nowhere. Lost one engine immediately and a
couple hit the cockpit windows. The other engine was hit but still had power
although it was coughing badly, and I knew it was going. I thought Allan was
hurt bad. Fucking great dead bird was in his face! We were both covered in
glass, bird feathers, blood, and shit. I took over—he couldn’t see properly
through the blood. I knew we were going to lose the engine, so I turned the
plane around. We'd only recently flown over a fairly clear area, and I thought
it might be the only chance for us to make it. That was, if I could get the
plane back there."


Tears were still
running down Avril's cheeks as Steven continued. She couldn't believe he was
here, that he was alive.


"Got off a
part mayday call. I'd just finished the turn, and we’d gone for maybe a minute,
maybe two, back toward the clearer area when the second engine died. We glided
down and just hung on. Beats me how the fuck I got the bird on the ground. Hit
a tree and sheared off a wing as we plowed into the dirt. We both got thrown
around, despite the belts. That was when I broke my arm and Allan's leg got
busted. I got a hit on the head, and when I came to, I was hanging out the
missing side of the plane." 


"Shit, man!
You were fucking lucky!"


"Tell me
about it. I honestly thought we were goners. Seeing the ground come rushing
toward us, the fucking trees. Hell. All I could think of was you, Avril. I kept
thinking I'd finally found someone to love forever and now I was going to
fucking die!"


He looked at her,
squeezing her hand.


"Kitten,
don't cry."


"I can't help
it. I thought … I thought I'd lost you. I couldn't bear it. I can't live
without you."


That started a fresh
round of sobs as it sank in to Avril exactly how close she'd come to losing
him.


"It's okay,
Kitten. It's over, and I'm okay."


"I … I
know," she stammered. "But I was terrified."


"You and me
both. I shit myself."


That had them all
laughing from relief, and Avril found it difficult to stop. Finally, she
breathed deeply and gazed at Steven. Somehow, he managed to wink at her through
his bruised and battered face, and she knew everything was going to be okay.
Ash asked him about his injuries.


"Well my
arm's busted and cut up. Got a few stitches in my head and these ones on my
face. The doc said I'd ruptured my spleen, and they took it out."


"The doctor told
us you were bleeding internally."


"Yeah. Said I
was lucky. A few hours and I'd be dead. Warren, you need to thank the guy who
saved us. I don't know his name. I guess the hospital will or the cops. If he
hadn't come to investigate I'd be dead."


"We’ll get
him, don't worry. I’ll get Nico to find him."


"Good. I want
to shake his hand."


"You will.
Just get yourself better."


"Honey, does
it hurt?"


"Yeah. Wish I
was you and could enjoy it, but instead it fucking kills. Was worse at the
crash site. I thought my guts were on fire, and I think I passed out a couple
of times from the pain in my arm and my stomach."


Avril finally was
able to smile. The thought of a sadist hurting had a funny side to it. A nurse
came into the room. 


"I'm sorry,
but we're going to have to ask you all to leave. Mr. Foster's surgery is
finished and he’s in his room. He's going to be fine. But both men really need
to rest now."


Avril didn't want
to leave, but she could see the lethargy creeping over Steven. He was still
pale, and she knew the nurse was right. Still it didn't make it any easier to
leave. She dropped his hand when Warren and Ash came to Steven's side. Both men
gently shook his hand and promised they'd see him tomorrow. The two men left to
check up on Allan. She wanted to cry again at the thought of leaving Steven.


"I'm okay, Kitten.
Truly I am."


"I know. I
don't want to go, but I know you need to sleep, to get better."


"I'm tired.
It's all catching up on me."


"Sleep, hun.
I'll see you in the morning. Warren's taking care of everything."


"I love you,
Kitten. You're what kept me alive. I knew I couldn't leave you."


Avril felt another
round of tears spill down her face. "I love you, I truly do."


He lifted her hand
to his mouth and kissed it then tugged her closer. She kissed his lips
carefully, then straightened. 


Pain and tiredness
were evident on him as he said with a weary tone, "Tomorrow, Kitten. I'll
see you tomorrow."


Avril nodded as
his eyes shut, and she left the room to join the others now waiting in the
corridor for her.


"The chopper
is going to take us back. I'll get things organized and that way he can fly you
here in the morning, Avril."


"Thank you,
Warren. I appreciate that."


"Ash, will
you go with Avril? I'll have to get things organized at the office. There's a
lot of paperwork to do, plus we have a number of charters."


"Of
course."


"I'll arrange
for the chopper to fly you over at nine in the morning and to pick you both up
around six in the evening. By then you should know how things stand with the
two of them, when they can be released."


Avril was grateful
to Warren. She'd wondered how she'd get from A to B. 


“I’ll see if I can
find somewhere to stay nearby while Steven’s in the hospital.”


“Good idea,
Avril.”


They flew back,
and Ash drove her home in the early hours of the morning. Greg greeted her at
the door, and she told him all she knew. 


“Ash is picking me
up around eight-thirty. I’m going to see if I can find somewhere to stay near
the hospital.”


“Thank goodness
both men are safe. If you need anything, just ask. Go and get some sleep now,
Avril.”


“Thanks, Greg.”


She didn't think
she'd be able to sleep, but as soon as her head hit the pillow she was out. 














Chapter
Twenty


 


Steven was kept in
the hospital for a week while Allan was discharged two days after his surgery.
Avril booked into a motel nearby, spending each day with Steven. He was told by
the medical staff that because he no longer had a spleen, he would be
susceptible to infections. They suggested he keep his immunizations up to date
and to avoid people with colds and illnesses. Finally, he was discharged and
flew back with Avril in one of the company's helicopters. Steven was glad when
Avril told him she'd taken another four weeks’ leave from her job. He was still
trying to come to terms with almost dying, and simply the fact of having her
around made it easier.


They had a steady
stream of visitors during the first few weeks home as people reassured
themselves he was okay. Anna kept the kitchen supplied in cakes and coffee. Allan
Foster's ex drove him across one day, and it was an emotional meeting between
the two men. Neither had spent much time together since the accident, and each needed
to see the other. Nico had tracked down the man who had found the crashed plane,
and Warren arranged for him and Steven to meet one day. Steven couldn’t thank
the man enough. He wanted to give him a reward, but the guy wouldn’t accept
anything until Steven finally got him to agree to a joyride for his family in
one of the company’s helicopters. 


Avril wanted to
postpone their wedding until Steven was back on his feet completely. The spleen
surgery would take a few months to recover from, and his cast would be on for
at least six weeks, but he refused.


"I came damn
close to death, Kitten. So close to the two of us losing each other. I refuse
to wait any longer. The restaurant is booked, and we're holding the service at
the club. I'll be fine. It will be about eleven weeks since the crash, so my
cast will be off and my stomach should be fully healed."


The first time
they went back to the club, Steven was overwhelmed by the amount of emotion
shown to him by everyone. He wasn't able to do much, but he and Avril enjoyed
sitting in the lounge and talking to their friends. It reassured him. It reaffirmed
that he was alive as he sat and watched. 


By the end of the
third week at home Steven was getting antsy. He was used to being active, to
work, to play, but at the moment he was forced to accept help from Avril and
their friends. If he wanted to go somewhere he had to accept someone driving
him. He knew no one objected, but it was galling. His stitches had come out,
but with the cast on his arm and the tenderness in his stomach, he was mostly
still house-bound.


Avril went back to
work on the fifth week since the plane crash. She was taking six weeks off for
their wedding. Steven knew she needed to get back to the office where things
were piling up despite having a team that were trying to cope with the work.
Her phone hadn't stopped ringing, and he knew she was both angry and resigned.
He also knew she didn't want to leave him. 


By her third day
back at work he could see exactly how torn she was. He knew she loved her work,
but something had changed. They were sitting outside, and Avril was tossing a
ball about for George to chase in the yard when she cleared her throat.


"Steven, I've
been thinking. I want to leave work now. This has scared me so much. I don't
want to waste time anymore, hun, and I want to spend as much time together as
we can."


"Are you
sure, Kitten?"


"Yes. I've
been thinking about it a lot lately. I took those few weeks off when the
accident happened, and since I've been back at work I really can't get into the
swing of it. It truly isn’t the same. I used to love it, but these past three
days have been a drudge. I honestly can't work up any excitement for it."


"A lot has
happened, Kitten, so maybe you need to give it some time."


She was silent,
staring out into the yard, ignoring George nudging the ball at her feet. Steven
wondered what was going through her head. She'd been the rock all through this.
The only time she'd cried was that first night in hospital. Since then she'd
taken charge and he'd come to love her even more. He heard her sigh loudly and
look across at him.


"Would you be
upset if I left work, if I retired?"


"Upset!
You're joking, I'd love it. I can't fly at the moment, and, like you, I've been
rethinking my future. I'll still do the occasional charter, but coming this
close to death makes you see things in a whole new light."


Her eyes glossy
with unshed tears, Avril nodded. She said, "I know. That's why I want to
leave."


"So, what
will you do, my dearest? When will you leave?"


"I was taking
most of September off, then half of October because of the wedding and our
honeymoon, but instead I'll leave. The wedding is in seven and a half weeks. I'll
give the company my notice tomorrow. That will give them plenty of time to
select a replacement and for me to hand things over."


He didn't want her
to regret her decision in a few months’ time, but at the same time he was
overjoyed. "Only if you're sure, Kitten. Don't do this for anyone but
yourself."


"Oh, I'm
definitely sure, hun. I've been thinking about it since the accident. And then
when I went back to work on Monday I knew then I'd honestly lost my interest. I
don't want to spend the next few years in a job I no longer want or like."


"As long as
you've thought it through carefully."


"I
have."


"Then I'm
very glad."


He wrapped his
arms around her shoulders, pulling her close, and she rested her head on his
chest. Steven thought his heart might burst with happiness knowing Avril was
leaving work. He would never force her to, but the knowledge she was going to
be with him full time was exciting. He wanted to take her traveling, to show
her the world. Since the accident, other pilots had taken over his duties, and he
also had to get medical clearance before he would be able to fly again. Steven
imagined it wouldn't be until late January or early February until he got the
all clear. Warren would give his charters to the more senior pilots, so there
was no need for him to rush back to working. The office ran like clockwork, and
now he could sit back and enjoy the rewards of the business.


There was also the
investigation into the crash. There had been a preliminary hearing, which had
cleared him and Allan of any wrongdoing. In fact, Steven had been commended on
his ability to land the craft and save both men's lives. The final report
wasn't due out until February, but Warren had told him he'd been given inside
information that since the hearing the crash would officially be put down to
the bird strike with neither man at fault. It would mean the insurance would
cover the cost of replacing the plane and that, in turn, would mean little
disruption to their charter services.


****


One night at the
club six weeks after the accident, Steven overheard Avril tell Ash she was
ready to murder him, and he guessed he'd been rather short lately. Avril was at
work, and he missed having her around. Jake had gone back to finish overseeing
his latest project in another state. Ash was busy running the club, and Kaden
had driven across country to pick up some vintage car a customer wanted him to
restore. Steven hadn’t run a class since the crash and was bored out of his
brain at having to side on the sidelines, twiddling his thumbs. He’d even got
Greg to drive him to the office, but he ended up annoying everyone there and
Warren sent him home.


On top of that
Steven was upset he couldn't give Avril the pain she loved, even though she
assured him she didn't care. At the same time, he was sick of the cast. He was
right-handed, and it was very awkward attempting things with his left. He came
over to where she was sitting with their friend and kissed the top of her head
before slumping into the couch alongside her.


"I'm sorry,
Kitten."


"Sorry?"


"I know I've
been a pain lately."


"Ha.
Someone's been listening to our conversation, Avril."


Avril blushed.


"It's okay,
Avril. Don't know why you put up with me. I've been a pig, haven't I?"


"Well. Let's
just say you haven't been the friendliest person to live with."


 Ash had roared with laughter as Steven leaned
over and kissed Avril. She grinned at him and said, "Thank goodness that
cast comes off in a couple of days."


"At least it
will be off for the wedding, my friend."


"Yes. I'm
damn glad of that! Didn't really want to get married with it still on."


After Avril drove
them home that night, they lay in bed, and he pulled her close.


"Kitten, I'm
really sorry."


"I know you
are, hun. I know it's only because you can't do the things you want."


"I can't give
you what you need."


"What on
earth do you mean?"


"Pain, I
can't give you the pain you need."


"Steven Bray!
Don't you dare worry about that! I almost lost you. Now I have you, that's all
I need, and in case you hadn't noticed I get damn excited when we make
love."


"I know, but
I also know you're missing out on the things you enjoy."


She pulled out of
his arms and stared down into his face. Her green eyes were wide as she shook
her head.


"You are truly
wrong. With you I have all I need. Yes, at the moment there isn't the pain I've
come to love, but I know once you're fully healed we'll get back into that side
of our lovemaking. But until then I'm one very satisfied woman."


"How did I
get this lucky as to find you?"


She smirked at him,
then kissed him. Steven let her take charge for a moment or two then took over.
This woman meant more to him than life itself, and every day she reinforced his
love. He forced her tongue back into her mouth with his own, his lips overpowering
hers as the kiss deepened. Even if he spent the rest of his life kissing her,
it would never be enough.


 Avril's hands caressed his body when they
broke apart. She sat up and pulled the nightgown over her head then swung her
leg over him to sit across his hips, careful not to put any extra pressure on
the scar across his abdomen.


"Shall I show
you how you excite me? Shall I show you how much I now get aroused even without
pain?"


He lifted his
eyebrows in answer, and she wriggled suggestively. His cock reacted
immediately, bumping against her ass, and Avril gave him a smug grin. 


"I would never
have thought it possible, but you've made me who I am. I love pain, but with
you I can get excited. I get aroused by only seeing you. I love you that
much."


She reached behind
with one hand and grasped his length, rubbing her hand up and down his engorged
shaft. If anything, it made Steven even firmer as Avril lifted herself to begin
rubbing her wet pussy against his cock. He managed to hold back his groan as
she slid his hard length inside her hot cunt, closing her eyes as it sank deep
within her. 


Steven allowed her
to set her own pace, delighting in the feel. His cock fitted snugly inside her,
wrapped tight in the pulsating walls. He began to lift his hips, thrusting
deeper still. Avril's lips parted as she rocked back and forth. Steven slid his
good arm down between their bodies to find her clit. At the same time, her marvelous
breasts bounced closer and closer to his mouth. He opened it and bit onto a
nipple. She moaned. His fingers twisted her clit as he bit down hard, and Avril
came.


The tight walls
spasmed around his cock, gripping it, squeezing it, and Steven lost it. Her
nipple dropped from his mouth, but he caught the soft flesh of a breast. Biting
down hard, he came at the sound of Avril screaming his name in delight. Her hot,
silky cunt milked his cock, draining every last drop as he set her breast free.
Steven pulled his hand from between them as Avril fell forward onto his chest,
her heart beating hard against his. All he could do was thank whatever God
there was that she was in his life as they both tried to settle their gasping
breaths.


"Kitten, I
love you."


"You excite
me, Steven Bray, like no man has ever done before. I could never have imagined
what it would be like and now I can. It's heaven."


He wrapped his
good arm around her, drawing her close, and she snuggled up into him.


Three days later
Steven had his cast removed, and Avril arranged a dinner with Ash and Kaden to
celebrate. It was only five weeks ‘til the wedding, and Steven couldn't wait.
He told their friends he was bored at home with nothing to do. In words he
thought she regretted as soon as they were out of her mouth, Avril suggested he
take over finding the cake and flowers as she hadn't done either. Ash had stared
at her in shock.


"Avril, are
you sure? He's likely to pick dandelions."


Her eyes had
widened at she peered at Steven. "You will
pick something nice, won't you?"


"Of course,
although I always did love dandelions."


Ash and Kaden had
laughed at her reaction as she thumped his arm. Steven knew she wished she
hadn't made the offer, but now she had he intended to show her that her faith
wasn't misplaced. When their friends left he and Avril cleaned up and were
relaxing in the bathtub.


"Do you have
any regrets, Kitten?"


"Regrets?
About us?"


"Yes."


"Definitely
not! I can't wait to be your wife. You're the best thing that ever happened to
me."


"I love you
so much."


He tightened his
arms around her. Truly, he couldn't quite believe how much he loved her and how
happy he was.


"I love you,
too, Steven. I can't imagine life without you." He felt her tense in his
arms. "When they found the plane wreckage I…" 


He twisted her to
face him, and tears were spilling down her cheeks.


She sobbed. "All
I could think of was how was I going to survive without you."


"Kitten,
don't cry."


"I can't help
it. Every time I remember that—"


Steven pulled her
close, holding her tight against him as she sobbed. He knew she'd held her
fears, her worries deep inside. She hadn't cried since the hospital. He let her
sob herself out until she drew a huge breath.


"Better?"


She nodded against
his chest. "Yes. Don't know what came over me."


"Kitten, you
haven't really faced what happened. Ash told me about the waiting all the time
at the office. He was really worried about you."


She lifted her
head, and he could see the fear clearly written on her reddened face.


"I couldn't
breathe! I tried, but I couldn't. I think I would have died if Ash hadn't been
there. It was like all the air had gone, that my lungs wouldn't work. I was completely
distraught. I think I lost it, lost my hold on reality for a moment."


"It's over,
Kitten. I'm alive. Put it behind you now. We're going to be married in a few
weeks. We're going to live the rest of our lives making amazing memories and
lots of love."


She finally smiled
at him and dropped a kiss onto his chest.


"You know,
you've never told me what motivated you to come to the club?"


Avril laughed,
then said, "It all stemmed from eavesdropping one morning on the bus to
work."


Puzzled, Steven
lifted an eyebrow. Avril launched into the tale of overhearing the two women on
the bus and what it had led to.


"So, if you
hadn't listened in, you would never have come to the club?"


"Probably
not. I would never have connected pain and sex and BDSM. You know I've seen the
women a few times at the club and actually told them what I did. We've had a
few laughs about it."














Chapter
Twenty-One


 


The two of them
drove to the club one Friday night. Steven was in high spirits. His cast had
been off a few weeks, no more stitches, and his stomach felt as good as
new.  The last few times they'd played
he'd been able to inflict the pain they both loved, and he was now confident he
was fully recovered from the ordeal. When they arrived, Steven had to attend to
something in the club office with Ash, and Avril wandered into the lounge to
wait for him after dropping her shoes and bag in her locker. Kaden was
finishing a coffee so she sat with him. 


"Ah, my favorite
masochist! How are you, little sis?"


"I'm great,
Kade."


"How's the
plans going for two weeks’ time?"


"Good. My
dress is organized. We found a dress for Renata to wear as my bridesmaid, and the
big boss has finally found someone to take over my job."


"Hell, he's
taken long enough, I thought you handed in your notice as soon as you went
back?"


"I did. I
actually thought when I'd taken the four weeks off after the crash it would
have given him ideas on who were the likely candidates who could do the job,
but no. He's decided to bring in someone new. It's crazy really because there
are two people on my team who would have been perfect. They have the experience,
and they know the products inside-out. I'd actually recommended them both when
I gave my immediate boss my resignation, and he agreed they were perfect."


"Ah
management, usually they don't get it at all."


"That's true.
Anyway, this new person is starting next week, which means I have just under
two weeks to get them up to speed. My last day is the Wednesday."


"You're not
sorry you're leaving, Avril?"


"No way! My
heart's honestly not in it anymore, and knowing Steven is going to be scaling
back means we can travel if we like. He can't fly until after the final medical,
which he's been told won't be until late January or February."


"At least
he's got the cast off now."


Avril shook her
head. "Thank goodness. He was driving me crazy. Now he can get out by
himself and annoy people."


Kaden joined her
laughter. "We all love him like a brother, but man, has he been a
pain!"


"At least you
didn't have to live with him."


"That's true.
Ash was seriously thinking of offering you a room in his house, that way you
could have a break."


"I'm glad he
didn't. There's a good chance I would have said yes and who knows what trouble
that would have caused."


Kaden gave a burst
of raucous laughter, but then he appeared a little thoughtful. "Say, have
you seen the new woman?"


"What new
woman?"


"She joined a
few weeks back. You probably haven't seen her because you and Steven haven't
been in as often while he was out of action. Someone said she came from another
club, don't know for sure. I think a couple of the guys have spoken to her, but
they didn't get much out of her. But it's odd. She only sits and watches. She has
declined all offers to play."


"Maybe she's
not a sub, maybe she’s a voyeur."


"Hell, I
didn't think of that. Must be what it is. I can't remember if we've ever had a
voyeur at the club before. I know there was one at Threshold a few years back."


"What does
she look like, Kade?"


"I'd say
she's around your age. A beautiful woman, too. She has brown hair, light brown eyes,
guess she’s your height, Avril."


"Oh, now I
know who you mean." She gave Kaden a warm smile. "She's a sub."


Kaden cocked his
head. "How do you know?"


"I spoke to
her. She was in the dressing room when I was putting my things away before I
came in here tonight. She admired my kimono when I said hello. She did come
from another club. Didn't say too much really. She did say she transferred here
because she moved into the area to care for her mother. Told me she's not new
to the lifestyle, asked if I'd been here long. When I said I'd been here almost
eight months and I was a masochist she told me she's a submissive."
Kaden's eyes lit up when Avril added, "Oh, and her name's Emily."


"Well, that's
interesting. Guess she wants to get the idea of the place before she plays. I
know there are several single Masters and Doms who have been lining up to play,
so she'll have plenty to choose from once she lets it be known that she's
ready."


"Yep, you're
right, Kade. I bet you'll join the line, too."


He winked at
Avril. "Well, you never know, she may really enjoy being bound."


She gave a laugh
and shook her head. Steven had come into the lounge. He bent and kissed her
before sitting.


"Hey, Kade.
What line are you joining?"


"Thought I
might try my luck with the new sub. She hasn't paired up with anyone yet, so
there's hope for me."


"Just don't
tell her any of your jokes."


"Ah, man,
that hurts. Tell him I'm a good catch, Avril."


"Yes, you
are, as long as you don't start being the class clown."


"Et tu, Brute?"


Kaden clasped his
hands over his heart, and seemingly miserable, shook his head. Avril could only
roll her eyes at his antics as he stood and staggered off to their laughter as
if the world was on his shoulders. 


"That man is
going to regret his humor one of these days."


"I hope not.
I think he's funny, but if he comes on the wrong way to a woman she might think
he's only joking when he's trying to impress her."


"At least
he's settled down. When we were younger he'd have that many women dating him at
once. Ash, Jake, and I had no idea how he managed it or how the hell he
remembered all their names. Thankfully he settled down about ten or fifteen
years ago, except the last few years he's gone the other way and rarely
dates."


"I do hope he
can meet someone nice."


"At least he’s
open-minded, Kitten, not like Ash, who's a confirmed bachelor."


"Ah, you
never know. One day someone might sweep him off his feet. Jake, too, he's been
alone too long I think."


"I guess the
four of us are loners, or should I say the three of them now. I've found the
best woman in the universe, so they'll have to find the second-best."


"I do love
you, hun."


Steven reached
across the table to Avril, his eyes darkening as he said in a husky voice,
"Ready to play?"


Avril couldn't
believe that those three simple words could get her this hot and bothered. Her
blood rushed to her face, and her heart sped up as he stood, held out his hand,
and pulled her to her feet. He held her close for a moment.


His breath against
her ear sent shivers down her spine as he whispered, "I intend to make up
for all those times I missed thrashing you properly."


He turned on his
heel, grabbed his bag and headed up the stairs. Avril raced behind him as he
stormed down the corridor to find one of the vacant rooms with a bed and opened
a door. Flipping over the card, he slammed the door closed behind her. Avril
slid the kimono from her shoulders and let it fall to the ground as she
sashayed to the bench and knelt on it. She heard Steven come up behind her,
heard him breathe in the scent of her hair, her perfume, her arousal.


"You minx!
Lie forward."


"Yes,
Sir."


Steven buckled the
cuffs to her ankles and wrists, and she heard him open his bag of goodies. Her
heart pounded, and with her breath ragged, her body tensed as she waited for
that first strike. When it came, it forced the air from her lungs with a rush.
The lash stung her flesh as she clamped her lips together. Three more hits
followed—each burning, each sending a bolt of agony through her. The temptation
to call red was very real as another three landed, and the tears were pouring
fast from her eyes from the pounding hurt Steven was inflicting. 


Then it happened.


She welcomed it.
At once she felt the change as she allowed the pain to embrace her, as the
agony sent ripple after ripple of desire through her body. She reached out to
it, let it caress her, hold her, wrap about her tenderly. Steven plied the crop
over her skin, sending her spiraling higher and higher. She couldn't stop her
screams, couldn't hold back the pleas for more as the terrible pain kissed her.
She heard its whispers, heard its promises as it delivered her into sheer
ecstasy. 


A quick whoosh
from the crop struck her clit, and all the promises made from the pain came to
fruition as an orgasm rocked her body. Its throbbing added to the glorious,
agonizing torture. The pain bit her body as the crop descended time and time
again. Avril lost track of time, she lost her identity, and she lost where she
was as she embraced her tormented body. It lifted her away as another climax
rocked her, and she knew no more. 


She woke to find
herself cradled against Steven's strong body, her back against his front. A
sigh of relief, of happiness, of fulfilment escaped her mouth, and she felt
Steven's lips against her neck, nibbling and kissing.


"Have I told
you how much I love you? Told you how you excite me more than I ever thought
possible?"


"You may have
mentioned it once or twice."


His body shook as
he laughed.


"I've missed
our sessions." His mouth came against her ear. "Shall I tell you
something?"


Avril turned her
head to gaze into his dear face.


"I fucking
came! That last climax of yours was amazing. I was already hard as a rock, and
then you were screaming, shouting incoherently. Your body was covered in beautiful
welts, and I let fly with a huge strike. Fuck me—I came!"


"Oh my gosh.
You did?"


"Yep. Never
thought it was possible but now I know. Mind you, have to clean my leathers
now."


It was Avril's
turn to laugh at the wry expression on his face.


"I think we
can manage that."


He pulled her
around ‘til she was lying against him, his cock knocking against her pussy.


"Now I need
to come again, inside you."


"Then fuck me.
Sir."


Steven needed no
second invitation. He pushed her legs roughly apart, then slammed his cock
inside her. Taking his weight on his hands he plummeted into Avril, and she
locked her ankles around him. Bending his head, he bit down hard on a soft
breast, and Avril shuddered. Her body was still singing from the previous pain
he'd inflicted, and the hard bite was enough to tease her senses into another
climax. Steven shouted, and his thrusts became frenetic as his own orgasm
began. She felt his teeth tighten on her soft skin as they both came. 


Steven opened his
mouth to shout her name and push deep and hard inside her. His arms gave out,
and he fell beside Avril, the two of them panting, gasping for air. 


When they
recovered, Steven seemed sheepish as he said, "Kitten, I'm sorry."


Puzzled, Avril stared
at him then down at her breast where his eyes were fixed. An angry bite mark
stood stark against her skin, beads of blood in several of his teeth
indentations. 


"You really
have this thing about biting." She tried to sound angry but couldn't. This
was part of the man she loved.


"I know. I
try to be gentle, but sometimes I truly can't help it. I'll get the
cream."


"I think you
just like branding me."


"You may be
right, Kitten. I do want the world to know that you're mine alone."


Avril could only
laugh at his admission.














Chapter
Twenty-Two


 


Saturday dawned
bright and sunny. Avril had spent the night at Renata and Peter's house. Ash
and the others were taking care of Steven, although Peter said he worried the
three of them might be worse than Steven. Steven's parents had arrived through
the week and assured Avril they'd take care of all the males. She and Renata
went off to have their hair and makeup done while Peter promised he'd check on
the men before picking the girls up when they were finished.


Avril had
originally decided on a short wedding gown, but when she and Renata were searching
for one, Renata suggested she try on a long gown as well. Avril wasn't as sure,
but when she allowed the store manager to select a long dress, she wondered if
perhaps she had found the gown. When
she walked out to show Renata, the look on Renata's face told it all. Avril had
turned to examine herself in the full-length mirrors and got the shock of her
life. She looked amazing.


The gown had a
lace off-the-shoulder corseted bodice with tiny lace illusion cap sleeves. The
skirt was taffeta with an overlay of fine, soft tulle. The lace from the bodice
flowed down to part of the top skirt and then on the side and back hem of the
cathedral train. It was truly a gown of simple elegance that took her breath
away. 


 A couple of weeks later they’d found a pleated
skirt of almond-colored satin georgette, a sheer back, and an intricately
embroidered bodice for Renata to wear. 


At first, Avril
was going to have her hair twisted up in a fancy up-do, but when she remembered
how much Steven loved it out, she decided to go with a braid. She'd been
relieved to discover Steven's choice of flowers had been dusky pink hyacinths
with crème-de-menthe and dusky pink roses. She had some of the roses woven into
her braid. Peter collected her and Renata, taking them back to his house for a
glass of bubbly to calm the two women down.


"I'm damn
nervous! This is worse than the night I came to Silk Rope for the information
evening."


"I remember
that night. I have to admit I was very surprised when Steve indicated he wanted
to take you on the tour."


"Why, Peter?
I mean I know he hadn't been involved with anyone for years."


"Just for
that reason. We'd had info evenings where women had expressed interest in pain,
but he'd always made me take them." Peter laughed and gave his wife a kiss
on the cheek. "I think he was hooked that first night."


"He scared me,
but at the same time I was very attracted to him. Mind you, when I rang for my
two trial nights and Stan told me it was with him, I panicked. Actually, I
think I swore a few times when he told me."


The three laughed,
and then Peter glanced at his watch. "If I have any chance of getting you
to the club on time, I think you two better go get into your finery."


Avril felt her
stomach drop to her feet. Her mouth dry, she gulped but could only nod her
head. Renata giggled as she led Avril upstairs and helped her into the gown
before slipping into her own dress. When she looked at Avril, her eyes filled
with tears.


"You are truly
beautiful. I remember my wedding day. I really hope yours will be as
wonderful."


The two women
hugged. Avril tried to hold back her tears as she peered at herself in the
full-length mirror. The woman looking back at her was so different from the
woman she was eight months ago. She still had the same confidence, the same
drive, but this woman knew who and what she was, and it showed. She was now
very self-assured and at peace with herself.


"Ready?"


Avril grinned and
said, "Most certainly."


"Then let's
go wow your man."


As they descended
the stairs Peter was standing at the bottom with the two bouquets. His jaw
dropped, and then he gave a wolf-whistle.


"Oh, my
goodness. I get to escort the two most beautiful women to the ball. Avril,
Steve is going to faint with joy when he sees you. You are breathtaking!"


She thanked him as
he handed her her flowers. 


"The cars are
here to take us. Kade insists on driving you, Avril."


"I know. He
told me the other day when he and Ash came over for dinner. He's driving me,
and Jake is driving you and Renata."


"Did he tell
you what cars he's using?"


"No. I thought
their own."


"Well, they
are his pride and joys. Wait until you see them."


Just then Kaden
and Jake came inside. It was Avril's turn to admire—the two of them were very
handsome all decked out in their wedding finery. 


Kaden hooted, then
said, "Very nice. I still think you should dump the old guy and marry
me."


"I keep
reminding you he's a sadist, Kade. I don't think you could handle the pain he'd
dish out if I left him for you."


"Damn, you're
right."


Jake came over and
took her hand then kissed her cheek. He whispered, "Steve's the luckiest
man in the world. I love you, little sister."


Once more Avril
felt like crying. These men were all wonderful. Jake, Kaden, and Ash meant the
world to her, which was why Jake and Kaden were going to escort her. Ash was
Steven's best man, and when Avril asked the other two if they would walk her
down the “aisle” they had both gotten emotional as they agreed.


Peter bundled
everyone outside, Renata holding Avril's train. Avril jerked to a halt when she
saw the two cars. Speechless for a moment, she could only stare before turning
to Kaden.


"I thought
you never took these on the road."


"Sis, for you
I'd drive them to the moon and back."


In front of her
was a 1951 very pale green Chrysler Windsor DeLuxe and 1949 cream Cadillac 62
convertible coupe with a light tan soft roof. Kaden led her to the Caddy and
opened the door.


"I left the
top up, so that way your hair doesn't get all messy. I figured old Steve would
think you'd been playing hanky-panky with me."


"Oh, Kaden,
only you would say that. I do love you."


He gave her a
sweet kiss, then made sure her gown was safe inside before shutting the door.
The ride to the club took about twenty minutes. When they arrived, a
photographer was waiting to take pictures of the wedding party. Avril was sure
she had pretended to alight the car at least six times, and then they had to
pose alongside the cars before heading to the gardens beside the entrance to
the club. Finally, the photographer was satisfied and allowed them inside—for
more photographs.


Then it was time. 


A dear friend of
Ash's was presiding. He was a marriage celebrant, and at one time had been a
club member until he met his wife and left the lifestyle. Avril's nerves now
took an astronomical rise as Jake and Kaden stood either side of her.


"Not too late
to change your mind."


"I'll stick
with my decision, Kade."


Peter gave her
another cheek kiss, then one for his wife before heading into the main club.
Renata arranged Avril's train and grinned.


"All
ready?"


"Let's do
this."


Renata pushed open
the door and entered. Avril and the two men followed her through to the lounge.
The setting in the lounge area had been rearranged, and now there was an aisle
to walk down. Everyone stood as the party entered, and Avril had to try to breathe
properly as she stepped closer to the man she loved more than life itself.
Steven was beaming. He had a huge grin on his face as she finally reached his
side. Jake and Kaden both gave her a cheek kiss, then stepped back to sit down.



But not before Kaden
whispered to Steven, "She still refused me, you lucky bastard."


Avril winked at
Steven. He wore a pale gray suit with a pastel pink striped tie. She thought he
hadn't looked so handsome. He looked extremely masculine and possessive as his
eyes met hers. 


"I love you,
Kitten," he whispered as he took her hand.


Somehow Avril
remembered her vows as the ceremony sped past. Steven's voice rang out solid
while hers was muted, her throat thick and raspy. Finally, the magic words “I
now pronounce you man and wife” were uttered, and Steven pulled her into his
arms. His kiss was as forceful and as demanding as it always was, and as usual
it left her breathless. 


They turned to
face their friends to admit cheers and applause.  There was much kissing, handshaking, and what
felt like thousands of photographs as they spoke with everyone. Steven's
parents told her how happy they were. Since she'd met them, Avril couldn't
believe how lovely they were. She had felt an immediate connection to them
both. Steven's father, Vincent, was an older version of Steven while his
mother, Gloria, was a tiny, petite thing. They'd spent hours talking and
getting to know one another, to the delight of the four of them. Avril and
Gloria shared a tear and a cuddle before Ash wrapped Avril in a bear hug and
lifted her off the ground before setting her alongside Steven.


"Thank you
for making my best friend, my brother, so happy. I love you. Now you're officially
a sister to me as well as to Jake and Kade."


"I love you,
too. I love you all. You're the best brothers a woman could ever have."


Somehow, they made
it outside for even more photographs despite Kaden suggesting they take some
with Avril lashed to the St. Andrew’s cross. More photos, and then finally she
and Steven got into the back of the Caddy and Kaden drove them to the
restaurant. Steven wouldn't, or couldn't, stop kissing her, and she felt the
same way. Her heart was singing.


"Well, Mrs.
Bray, it's too late now. You're well and truly mine."


"I think I
was yours that first night I saw you."


"I know I
thought you were mine. You've made me truly unbelievably happy, Kitten. I can't
quite accept it."


"I’m the same.
It’s kind of magical, surreal, isn’t it?"


The restaurant was
amazing. Each table had a centerpiece of the pale pink hyacinths. She and
Steven sat at the head table with Renata, Ash, Jake, Kaden, and Steven's
parents. What followed was a blur of laughter, delicious food, speeches, and
even more photos until it was time for their first dance. Steven swept her into
his arms as they waltzed onto the dance floor. 


"You are that
beautiful, you take my breath away. This dress, hell it's … fuck it's as
beautiful as you."


"You scrubbed
up pretty good yourself, hun."


They danced with
everyone at least twice, or that's what Avril thought. Her feet were beginning
to hurt, and she thought her face was fixed in a permanent smile. She threw her
bouquet and had to smirk when her old secretary, Gail, caught it. She'd been
dating one of the company’s accountants and had let slip she'd love to marry him.
He eyed her speculatively when she smelled the flowers she'd caught. The room
burst into hysterics when Jake caught the garter. He hadn't even attempted to
catch it, but it had landed on his folded arms. Kaden found it especially
amusing as he pulled Jake into a hug and fluttered his eyes at him. 


"So, my
darling, when are we getting married?"


Finally, it was
time for one last dance, and Steven claimed her again.


"I can't wait
to get you home and thrash you so hard you'll scream red."


Avril burst out laughing.
"Anyone else saying that, I think they'd be arrested on the spot."


"Thank
goodness Mom and Dad are staying at Ash's tonight. I intend to make you scream so
loud it will be heard down the street."


"Heavens I
hope not!"


"You will. And
then I'm going to fuck you. You will be in such pain, you'll have at least six
orgasms."


"Only
six?" she laughed.


"Oh, my
beautiful kitten."


He captured her
lips there on the dance floor, and Avril lost sight of everything except the
man holding her tight in his arms. He'd seized her heart, her soul, and she
knew she could never live without him.














Chapter
Twenty-Three


 


Finally, the
celebrations were over, and Kaden drove them home in the Caddy. Steven couldn't
quite believe Avril was finally his wife. So much had happened in the past
eight months, and it culminated in this night. He couldn't keep his hands off
her, couldn't stop kissing her—his wife. Kaden kissed and hugged Avril, then
shook Steven's hand before pulling him into a bear hug.


"I love
you."


"Get out of
here, you great lug. I love you, too."


They watched as
Kaden drove off. Then opening the front door, Steven slammed it closed behind
them before picking up Avril. Carrying her up the stairs, he took her into
their bedroom and set her on her feet. He studied the dress and wondered how on
earth she'd gotten into it. Beautiful as it was, it had to come off.


"I love this
dress, but how the fuck do I get it off you?"


"All those
buttons at the back."


He turned her
around. "Fuck, Avril! There has to be at least a hundred!"


"I don't
think there's quite that many, hun," she answered, a playful lilt to her
voice as Steven's hands fumbled at the tiny taffeta-covered buttons.


They were very
small, and he was all fingers and thumbs. Finally, he managed to get a few
undone, so he pressed his lips onto her soft skin. It had the ability to make
her catch her breath. He heard her little gasp and the increase in her
breathing. With each additional button being undone he would kiss her back,
gradually working his way down until finally the gown slipped to the floor
around her feet like a pile of foam. He held her hand as she stepped from it to
stand before him dressed in tiny white lace panties and a pair of white, lace-topped
stockings and her shoes.


He stared at her.


No, that was wrong.
He wanted to devour the sight of her. Wanted to imprint it on his brain
forever. His wife, his beautiful wife. He grabbed her hand and literally
dragged her from their room and into the playroom. Before she had the chance to
catch her breath, he clamped both nipples. He practically threw her onto the
whipping bench and locked her wrists and ankles, dragging off her shoes and
throwing them aside. Then quickly removing his jacket, vest, and shoes, Steven
ripped off his tie and unbuttoned his shirt. He almost tore it off as well,
then stood there admiring her in only his trousers.


"I love these
panties, but I'm sorry, my dearest, they have to go."


"Yes,
Sir."


Steven grabbed his
emergency scissors from where they hung and cut through the crotch.


"I'll buy you
another pair, a dozen pairs."


"Thank you,
Sir."


His wife was on
display, her pretty, sexy wet cunt begging for a fuck. He kissed her ass cheeks
before he grabbed his paddle and proceeded to strike every part of her body he
could reach. She bucked and strained against her bonds. Avril was shouting,
begging him to stop as he landed hit after hard hit until he heard it—that
magic sound he adored. The way her voice changed. It became husky, pleading.
Then there was a breathy quality to it as she tried to speak, but only gasps
and groans came out. It became thick with desire, with her excitement. There
was a sweet tang to the air—the scent of her arousal, as her cunt glistened and
gleamed as her juices flowed thick and fast.


It was such a
turn-on as she grunted and moaned. He switched to a crop, knowing how much she
loved the sting of it as it whipped back and forth across her body. As much as
it was a turn-on for Avril, it was exactly the same for him. His cock had
hardened and now pushed against the zipper of his trousers, his briefs suddenly
too tight, too constrictive. 


Her ass was a
delightful shade of red, angry welts crisscrossing it and her back, her
shoulders, the tops of her legs. She was well into the pain now as he began
striking her inner thighs, gradually getting higher and higher until he hit her
clit. Her screams echoed around the room, and, as he watched, her body
convulsed. He could actually see her cunt spasm as an orgasm ripped through.
Quickly, he added weights to the clover clamps then used the crop another dozen
times. It seemed as if her climax wouldn't stop as another rippled across her
cunt.


Steven wanted to
wait, but his own excitement matched Avril's. Quickly divesting himself of his
trousers and briefs, he slammed his cock into her hot, throbbing cunt. Grabbing
both buttocks hard, sinking his fingers into her already tortured flesh, he
pounded into her. Avril was so far gone into the pain, into the orgasm. Her body
kept shaking, gripping his cock, sending echoes of each climax through him. It
took all his strength and willpower to hold back his own, but he knew he
couldn't last much longer. Bending his head, he bit down on her ass cheek,
biting the tender, reddened flesh hard. Another climax.


She screamed.


And he screamed as
his own orgasm rocked him. Barely able to keep on his feet, he managed to undo
the cuffs and somehow carried Avril to their bed. She was lost, wrapped well into
the pain as he caught his breath. A few moment later he was able to tend to her
body, to care for the ugly welts now decorating it. He loved seeing them, loved
knowing how much agony he'd inflicted on her body. They were proof of their
sadist-masochist love.


Tenderly, he
wrapped a blanket around them both and held her. Soon he'd have to take off the
clamps, but he wanted to wait until she was awake. It would give her another
orgasm, he was sure, when he removed them.


About forty
minutes later he felt her sigh, her body moving slowly as the pain subsided and
she came back down to earth. When she glanced at him, he kissed her, savaging
her mouth, giving her no doubt she was his. Avril could only cling to him
weakly. When he broke the kiss, he took one clamp off and was rewarded with her
silent scream. Her mouth, her eyes, opened wide. But no sound escaped from her lips
as the blood rushed back to the tender nub. He gave her a moment to embrace the
pain, then took the nipple in his mouth, sucking, licking until he felt her
body stop shaking. Time for the other.


This time he
spread her legs and once more pushed his cock deep inside her cunt. When he was
fully seated, he removed the other clamp. As he suspected, she came. Those cunt
muscles refused to let go of his cock as he tried to thrust in and out. She was
flailing her head back and forth, yelling incoherently. It was all Steven
needed to come again. He felt his cum fill her as he took the almost fragile
nipple in his mouth. Sucking hard and laving it, caressing it, he felt Avril's
heart slowly return to a more normal rhythm, her breathing relaxing from the
rapid pants. They lay basking in the afterglow of their lovemaking. He held her
hand, their fingers intertwined as they lay. 


"I'm sorry,
Kitten."


"Sorry? What
now? More bites?"


"Yes, but I
promised you six orgasms and I think you only got five."


She grinned.


"I doubt my
body could handle another. My clit is damn sensitive."


"Oh, Kitten!
I'm sorry, let me make it better."


Before she could
answer he moved to settle between her legs. Gently licking, he caressed the
swollen red nub with his tongue, then sucked. He felt her fingers on his
shoulders, digging in as he continued his ministrations. 


"Steven!"
she screamed.


He glanced up but
continued to lick and suck. Her eyes were wide, her breath rapid again, her fingers
tightening as he sucked harder. She yelped and came in his mouth. Delighted, he
licked and sucked her cunt, her clit, her sodden lips, drinking in the sweet
nectar until he felt her orgasm recede.


"Six," he
said with a satisfied smirk.


She lay gasping,
her mouth open, but she did shake her head and grin. Getting to his feet,
Steven went into the bathroom to run a bath. Going back to Avril, he dragged
the stockings and the ruins of her panties off then picked her up and threw her
over his shoulder.


"Steven! Put
me down."


"Me caveman,
you my woman."


She thumped him on
his back, so he bit her bum, which made her start laughing. Getting into the
tub, he lowered her, then settled in front of her. She looked wonderful. Her
cheeks were flushed, her hair mussed, those nipples were still an angry red,
and he knew her back and ass were covered in welts. She had the glow of a well-satisfied
woman. She splashed his face.


"What's that
smug grin for?"


"I'm glad I
could live up to my promise."


"I doubt you
could have wrung another from my body. I’m honestly that drained and
relaxed."


Steven twisted her,
that way she could lie against his chest.


"You just lay
there, Kitten, I'll take care of you."


"I know you
will. You always will."


"I
promise."


He washed her and
himself, and they lay until the water became cool. Getting to his feet, he
helped Avril from the bath then wrapped her in a towel. Treating her like a
precious piece of porcelain, he dried her, then carried her into their bedroom
and settled her on the bed. He picked up the gorgeous wedding gown and, going
back into the playroom, carefully draped it over the bench. He gathered his own
clothes and put them alongside. They'd worry about them tomorrow. They weren’t
flying out until Monday morning. When he went back to the bedroom, Avril had
fallen asleep, so he climbed into bed alongside her and she snuggled into him
as she usually did.


It took him a
while to sleep. A jumble of thoughts flitted around his head. Their wedding,
the night's play, and the first night he'd seen her. He recalled that second
night when she'd been angry at him for asking questions. He'd fallen hard for
her then as she stood and railed at him. Her anger shaking her body, she’d seemed
like a queen—his queen. 


He remembered the
plane crash, remembered how he’d honestly believed he was going to die and all
he could think of was Avril. He'd actually cried thinking they would never be
together. Then he'd passed out from the pain and loss of blood, thinking that
was the end. Her name was on his lips as everything had gone dark. To say he
was amazed, overjoyed, to find himself alive would have been a gross
understatement. The doctors had actually told him his heart had gone into
overdrive when the paramedics had arrived and they had to make him calm down,
threatening him all sorts of medical treatments if he didn't. 


Yes, his life from
now on would be perfect. With Avril by his side there was nothing they couldn't
do. She was his rock, his love, his masochist.














Chapter
Twenty-Four


 


They arrived back
home on Wednesday, October eighth. Warren had arranged one of their charter
flights to bring them back, and he had a car at the airfield so Barry could
drive them to their house. Both had thoroughly enjoyed their honeymoon, but
both were glad to be home. Although they'd managed to play, it simply wasn't
the same as being in their own house or at the club. They spent Thursday with
Steven's parents before sending them out of state to visit friends on the
Friday morning. 


Avril was sad,
tears in her eyes as she said, "I'm going to miss you both."


"We'll spend
a week with you in two weeks before we go back to Italy. Steven's promised to
celebrate Vincent's eightieth birthday before we go, so make sure he doesn't
forget."


"I won't
forget, Mom, don't worry. I'm going to arrange something special for Dad. You
don't have to do a thing. We'll have a great party."


They bid the
parents a fond farewell. Steven had one of his charter aircraft flying them
across country, and he knew Avril was upset to see them go. He had spoken to
his parents before the honeymoon about moving back, and both had said they would
consider it. Steven hadn't spoken any more about it but had his fingers
crossed.


He hadn't told
Avril. It would break her heart if it didn't happen, but this morning just
before they'd gotten onto the plane, his father had whispered to Steven that
they had definitely decided to come back. He and Gloria had spoken at length
while the others were on their honeymoon. In the end they decided it made
perfect sense to move back. They both missed being with Steven, and now they
had a daughter to spoil. They had decided they would sell the villa. 


"It will take
us a couple of months to get our affairs in order and organize the villa."


"I'm damn
happy, Dad."


"I think we
should be here by the end of January, at the very latest. That's only three
months away."


They already had
an agent searching for a property for them to buy near Steven's.


"We've told
him what we're looking for and what area, and he's promised to keep in touch.
Once he finds anything suitable, I told him to contact you and you and Avril could
check it out for us."


"I will, Dad.
You have no idea how glad I am, and Avril will be over the moon when I tell
her."


Vincent told
Steven he and Gloria would tell Avril themselves when they came back for a
couple of days before they flew home to Italy.


"Promise you
won't tell her, we really want to surprise her."


"I
promise."


He was very happy.
His parents were both getting older and less steady on their feet, and his
mother would be seventy-eight next birthday. He knew how much Avril liked them,
and they her, so the knowledge they would soon be living back in the area made
him extremely happy and at peace. He'd always worried they would get ill or
fall and he’d be stuck on the other side of the world.


A final round of
hugs and kisses then they were off. They went back home feeling a little flat,
but George soon had them smiling again. George had greeted them as if they'd
been away for ten years at the very least when they first arrived home. Now
back from the airport, they spent half an hour playing fetch and reassuring him
they were really home. 


"Shall we go
to the club tonight?"


"I'd like to.
I've missed everyone."


"Me too. I
shouldn't have insisted no one contact us. I wonder how they all are."


"Ha-ha, I
knew you'd miss them, too. I told you not to tell them that."


"Yeah, you
were right, Kitten, but I didn't want them interrupting anything."


Avril took
Steven's face between her hands and kissed him. "I love you, Mr.
Bray."


"Love you,
too, Mrs. Bray."


They had a light
meal, and then Avril dressed in a corset and her kimono while Steven pulled on
his leathers. They drove to the club, and Stan greeted them warmly when they
entered. 


"Hey, you
two. How was Italy?"


"It was
wonderful, Stan. We loved it."


"We've missed
you here."


Avril put her
shoes and bag in her locker while Steven chatted with Stan. She rejoined the
men, and then she and Steven entered the club. They wandered through the bar
area and into the lounge to see Kaden sitting with Peter and Renata. The three
leapt to their feet, and there were hugs and laughs all round. Finally, they
were able to sit and relax. Kaden flopped down on one of the couches alongside
Avril and Steven.


"Hey, welcome
back. You'll never guess what's been happening."


 


The End
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Chapter One


Anabelle


 


After I’d unpacked and had a cuppa, it was finally time to
do nothing more than relax. I’d come to a nice secluded private beach resort to
recharge for a few weeks. The landowner had built seven luxury villas along a
one and a half kilometer of beautiful beach shoreline, each villa separated by
plenty of trees and shrubs. From every place it was impossible to see another,
and it gave the impression of being in the middle of nowhere and all alone.
Exactly what I needed. It was mid-May, Monday the fourteenth, to be exact. Two
whole weeks of relaxation. When I’d signed in and collected my key, I’d been
told two villas had occupants—a couple who would be leaving the next day while
the only other villa in use was booked from tomorrow until my last week.


Perfect!


These were not the sort of cabins you’d find in a caravan
park—these were the epitome of luxury. Each one as large as a two-bedroom
house, fitted out with no expense spared. I’d been assured that nothing was too
much trouble. The manager had confidently told me if there was anything I
wanted, all I needed do was pick up the house phone and it would be
delivered—twenty-four hours a day.


In the online brochure, when I had been searching for
somewhere to stay, the villas had looked lovely, but now, in real life, they
were even better. Large, discretely hidden among the trees, the whole front
open to the beach and a “couples or singles only” policy. I was assured the
place was safe and secure. I could confidently leave the building open with no
concerns of anything being stolen or of anyone entering.


Built on the headland, and open to the general public, was
also a restaurant tucked at the entrance to the complex. 


I’d parked my car in the undercover garage, gone up the
stairs, and walked onto the long, wide, covered patio facing out onto the clean
sands of the beach, complete with a table, chairs, sun lounges, and a barbecue.
With each step, my body unwound from the tight spring I’d kept it in for over a
year. While unlocking the glass front door, I discovered I could push the whole
front wall of glass to one side and it folded magically away. 


The entire house was open planned with large, polished
off-white floor tiles except for the bedroom and bathroom.


A split level meant I had to go up three stairs to the
kitchen, a sleek masterpiece of dark wood and light marble. A well-appointed
pantry was hidden away and a big double-doored fridge was well-stocked with
food. When booking, I’d been asked about my food preferences, foods liked and
disliked. It meant looking into this pantry and fridge was like looking into my
own. Milk, fresh meat if I ate it, and vegetables would be delivered every
three days—perfect. Freshly baked breads, cakes, and pastries would be
delivered daily—all I needed to do was ring in my order early in the morning.


A beautiful fruit basket stood on the counter with three
bottles of Moscato, my choice, as well as a lovely arrangement of fresh
flowers. I put the Moscato in the fridge after picking a tuberose from the vase
and tucking it behind my ear.


One side of the house had sliding doors which opened onto a
small tiled patio with a heated lap pool and a Jacuzzi. I’d definitely be
taking advantage of them!


Investigating further, I went up a dozen steps leading into
an enormous bedroom with a king-sized bed. A thick, plush, and very soft beige
carpet had me scrunching up my toes in delight. I stood with my back to the bed
then flopped backward onto it, a huge grin on my face. More gifts—chocolates on
the bed bounced across it as I landed on a fluffy bathrobe. The view of the
beach took up the whole glass wall which could also be pushed aside. Getting to
my feet, I ate one of the chocolates while I discovered another covered patio
above the main living areas of the house. Close to the window, two chairs set
either side of a low coffee table. 


The whole place was light and airy with high ceilings and
simply reeked of opulence. 


The bathroom shone as the final jewel in the crown.
Beautiful marble and gleaming glass, with an enormous shower and a
free-standing bath which was set in front of a huge window. Again, the wall
folded opened. Here, the glass was frosted, and if I was worried someone could
see in, I could keep the glass closed. Although being on the second floor of
the house, I doubted anyone could.


The bathroom was on the corner alongside the bedroom. I
could imagine myself lying back in the tub, sipping a glass of wine while
watching the waves roll onto the sand or studying the wildlife in the forest
alongside. The enormous shower had glass walls so I could see all the tree
ferns and shrubs. I thought it would give the illusion of showering outside.
Unlit candles were scattered on the benches and the sides of the tub.


The large covered patio stretched across the front of the
house, tiled with the same tiles throughout the lower levels of the house. With
only four steps down, I would be able to crunch the sand under my toes. I’d
certainly be sitting and reading if I didn’t feel like going down onto the
beach. In my mind, these few weeks would re-invigorate me. I hoped to recharge
my batteries, accept what had been happening over the past few years and move on.
I intended to come back a whole new me, one who no longer cowered behind the
door or who looked a people with distrust. 


I’d selected the villa on the very end because it butted up
to the National Park. I’d been told each morning and evening the local wildlife
came out to feed on the grass alongside. It would be wonderful to see later,
but now it was time to forget the rest of the world and soak up the atmosphere.
It was time to forget the past and relax.


I changed into a pair of ragged shorts—cut-off jeans,
actually, and a long-sleeved t-shirt. After tossing my shoes under a chair on
the patio, I headed down to the beach and stood admiring the view for at least
ten minutes. It was almost three in the afternoon and the view was spectacular.
This private beach had a headland of rocks either end. As I was close to one
end, I had a myriad of rock pools, as well as beach front to choose from to
investigate. It delighted me to see an enormous rock at the mid-tide point
attached to the long rock shelf. It was large enough for at least two dozen
people to sit, and on one end it had been worn away enough to have formed a
sort of backrest. It would be perfect to sit and read on, providing it didn’t
get covered by the incoming tide. I’d have to check.


Wandering down to the water’s edge, I gingerly let the
gentle waves leap about my feet. It was cold but not unbearably. This year the
summer in Eastern Australia had been the hottest on record and had lingered
through March and April with temperatures in the high twenties and early
thirties. Even now in May it was still warm, and I figured it was the reason
why the water wasn’t so cold. In fact, I probably could have swam comfortably,
even though this beach was on the far south coast of New South Wales.


Wading along to the start of the rocks, I began poking in
rock pools while keeping one eye on the incoming tide. As I clambered about, I
found a sun-heated rock pool to sit and paddle my toes in. Tomorrow, if I could
remember, I’d bring my camera down and get some shots of the Tasman Sea, the
waves, and the rocks, but today was all about exploring.


I worked my way along and over the headland until I came to
a high buff that blocked my way. 


I stretched and began to unwind. I needed this big time. I
couldn’t remember the last time I’d truly switched off. My work had been tiring
for a great many years. I was thankful I now had excellent staff and could
safely leave things in their capable hands. After decades of hard work, I’d
made it as a successful high-end bridal designer and dressmaker. My boutique
was based in Hornsby, and my staff were generally run off their feet with all
our orders. 


At last, I could pick and choose who I designed for and how
much I charged. I was in demand. My business had gone from strength to
strength, until now—at fifty-five, I had eight on my staff, a home, well, an
apartment, actually, in Asquith, no debts, and a decent bank balance. Enough
money to splurge on this holiday in such an exclusive place.


 In my mind, it was
the perfect place to get away from everything and everyone.


And one person topped the list—my stalker—Ed Baines.


Just over a year and a half ago, I had dated Ed for maybe a
month. We went out maybe three times, at the most four—and before you ask, no,
I didn’t sleep with him. It didn’t take long to discover he was a manipulative,
arrogant bastard, and I quickly got out of the relationship before it even got
started. Unfortunately, he didn’t like the fact I said no whenever he asked me
out again. 


At first it was the odd phone call or email saying ‘hello’,
‘would I like to go out for a meal’. But with each refusal, he got angrier and
angrier. The next six months he stalked me in earnest.


After the first month, I started living on my nerves,
waiting, wondering when he’d do something. In the end I went to the police, but
not much could be done without proof. 


Ed was interviewed but expressed surprise and sorrow that I
was being subjected to stalking. 


Following the advice of the police, I changed my landline
phone number and got a new number for my cell phone. Changed all my email
addresses, although I did have to keep my business one. 


All those months of continual harassment had made me afraid
to go out unless I had someone with me. I had become afraid of my own shadow.
Afraid to answer the phone, to check my emails, to even open the door. 


I became withdrawn, rarely leaving the protection of my
home. Before all of this, I’d been a confident, single woman with the world at
my feet. But that all changed as I became reclusive. 


No one could understand why I was withdrawing. They thought
with the threat of Ed gone, I should have been okay, and to be honest, I should
have been. But I couldn’t, I couldn’t trust anymore. It was all I could do to
live from day to day. 


I tried, I tried hard to push past the terror, to live
again, but each time I ended up acknowledging the fear rising up to choke me. I
became a loner. Only two couples stuck by me—Becky and Cass Lees, and Charlie
Lyton and Justin. I had no idea what I would have done without them. They saved
my sanity. They held my hand when the darkness threatened and helped me as I
slowly tried to rebuild my life, my confidence. It took me almost a year, but
at last I reached a point where I could see people without thinking they might
hurt me. Slowly, I rebuilt my trust.


It was Cass who suggested I get away and recharge. It was
him who convinced me I was ready to take this next step. He was the reason I
now breathed in the clean salty air. And as I took in that deep breath, I knew
he was right.


Clambering back over the rocks, I reached the edge of the
rock shelf and watched the waves crashing against it, the salt spray
invigorating.


I couldn’t help myself, I took a deep breath and shouted,
“Okay, Anabelle Rowley, it’s time to get rid of the past and grab life again.”


Sitting down, I dangled my legs over the edge of the rocks
touching the water with my toes. I knew I’d get wet but I didn’t care. I wanted
the sea to cleanse me, to make me whole again. Except I didn’t expect the set
of waves that followed. Within less than a heartbeat, I was soaked to the skin.
After my initial shock, I started to laugh and it was good to be able to. Maybe
it was the first real laugh I’d had in many months.


After getting to my feet, I walked back to the beach,
dripping. I still couldn’t wipe the grin off my face. It was as if I were a
little kid. Taking a quick glance to make sure no one was around, I did a
little dance on the edge of the sand, kicking and splashing the water. I was
wet. I figured I may as well go the whole hog and dived in under a wave. It was
cold, but as I paddled about, I was sure this was one of the best things I’d
done in the last ten years.


Finally, I thought I better get back to the villa. I’d
started shivering a little and needed to put on some dry, warm clothes.
Revitalized, I climbed from the water and walked up the beach. A late-afternoon
chill was creeping into the air as the sun sank lower. I must have been out for
a few hours. I went inside and quickly jumped into the shower after peeling off
my wet clothes and throwing them into the bath. I’d chuck them into the washer
later. The hot water warmed my chilly skin. I closed my eyes and raised my
face, letting the water run all over my body. I washed the salt and sand from
my hair then finally got out.


Wrapping a towel around myself, I padded into the kitchen
and was surprised to see it was almost four twenty-five. I went to the fridge,
opened the door, and stood staring in. Wasn’t sure what I wanted to eat, but I
did know I couldn’t be bothered with cooking despite the large chef cooker.
Shutting the refrigerator door, I picked up the menu from the restaurant and
studied their room service list.


Mmm, yum.


After picking up the house phone, I ordered myself a nice
vegetarian lasagna with a mango salad and a Macadamia nut cheesecake to be
delivered around six-thirty. After giving my villa number, I hung up, pulled on
some underwear, jeans, and a long-sleeved t-shirt. I dragged a pair of fluffy
socks on my feet and surveyed the outside view.


I watched the sun sink behind the distant mountains. It had
almost disappeared when the last rays hit the water, turning it golden as I
stood on the patio. Although I’d only been here a few hours already, I felt
different. I thought I could at last truly free myself from the past.


****


The next morning, I woke early. I’d left the glass wall open
and had fallen asleep watching the moonlight play on the water, snuggled under
a thick warm comforter. Now the sun just crested the horizon and it was simply
stunning. Orange, gold, and yellow streaks hit the wispy purple-edged clouds
and bounced across the surf. The wave crests turned gold as they broke. I sat
up in bed, mesmerized by the spectacle. I was sad that within ten minutes the
morning show was over as the sun slowly rose higher and the day brightened.
There were heavy, dark-purple clouds on the horizon and I wondered if that
meant we were in for a storm later in the day.


After getting out of bed, I dressed in a pair of
three-quarter jeans and a long-sleeved t-shirt. In the kitchen, I studied the
fridge contents and settled on mushrooms, poached eggs, and multi-grained toast
for breakfast with a cup of tea. Once I had it made, I sat on the verandah to
eat and watch the world go by. 


All at once, I realized I had a visitor—actually three.
Right in front of the entrance were three kangaroos. I sat as quietly as I
could. The receptionist had warned me these were wild ’roos and not to feed
them. As long as I was careful around them, there shouldn’t be a problem. I
would remember not to get between a male and any of his harem. These three were
females and two had joeys in their pouches. While I watched them eating the
grass, another six bounded in. 


It was obvious who the boss was. A large, well-developed
male spied me and stared. I almost buckled under his in-depth gaze and his
glare never wavered. The other five were two more females and three youngsters.
The big boss decided a closer investigation was warranted. With one bound, he
came onto the patio then proceeded to sniff around, getting closer and closer
to me all the while. I held my breath as he reached my side. 


Keeping very still, I murmured softly, “Hello there.”


This big boy reached maybe around one and three-quarters of
a meter, or six feet in the old scale, if he stood straight upright. His
muscles would have made a gym junkie very envious. He put a paw on my hand as
it lay on the chair arm and studied my face. Leaning forward, he sniffed me. I
looked at that paw on my hand with each sharp nail as long as one of my fingers
and hoped I’d pass muster. If not, he could inflict serious injuries in less
than a heartbeat.


Still keeping his paw on me, he inspected the table and
spied my half-eaten breakfast. A half hop and he pinched a slice of toast. So much for not feeding them. I
carefully moved the plate further onto the table—multi-grain toast I didn’t
mind, but I didn’t think egg was a good idea for a kangaroo. He finished eating
the toast then realized the plate was well out of his reach.


He glared at me as if to say, “I was going to eat that,” but
he sat back on his heels and turned his head to gaze across at his family. I
was thankful I obviously passed the test as he casually went back out to his
girls and joined them eating grass. 


It was a truly wonderful experience. I’d seen ’roos
thousands of times, fed them in local zoos and animal parks, but this was the
first time I’d been up close and personal with wild ones. Although I guessed
they’d really be considered semi-wild. After finishing my breakfast, I watched
my visitors for about a half an hour as they worked their way back into the
bush. 


Getting to my feet, I said, “Okay, time to start this
holiday properly.”


 


End
of sample chapter
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