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Chapter One

Kevin McLeod left the McLeod Inc. building at nine-thirty p.m.  He was the last one out of the office.  After a ritual nod to the security guard in the building lobby, he was on the street, his head tucked down against the cold wind.  A long black overcoat covered everything but his head, and that he gave to the elements as he walked briskly toward an underground establishment—a private club tucked between high-rises.  He rapidly took the stairs down into the basement cavern.  The first fumes of cigarette smoke almost made him choke before he got used to the aroma; then it moved him into the eroticism of the steamy room.  A piece of him came home here.  The smell of leather was second to the smoke, next the perfume of expensive liquor.  His eyes adjusted to the dimness, but they never bothered to focus completely.  The blur of dark color before his eyes was the atmosphere.  And the atmosphere belonged to the city at night, when the only illumination is the moon in its waning phases, and the few stars that penetrate through the city smog, and the unnatural lamplight that gives the air its odd hue.  The only illumination in the private club was from pale burning gaslights against the walls.

“She’s here,” Marion, the hostess at the door, informed him.

“I know,” he said, giving her just half his smile.

He didn’t remove his overcoat, but let it sway about him as he moved from the entrance into the depths of the crowded room.  His eyes darted purposefully, but revealed no emotion.  Emotions were rare, not worn on his sleeve, never easily surfaced, but muted and disguised as cold—a dark kind of cold that raised chills.  Close-cropped, his hair was an average brown but neatly combed.  His face a persuasive one with defined cheeks bones and a mouth with lips that moved so beautifully one had to catch ones-self to keep from staring at them as he spoke.  His manner was on the edge, with sharpness to the point of intimidation, and with an attractiveness to make women stare and then melt away without approaching.  Not many people were comfortable in his presence.  Even if he didn’t fully understand his power over people, he used it to keep them at a distance.  No one ever questioned that distance, except Mackenzie Durrant, his lover. 

When he saw her, he was inclined to smile, but he kept the smile to himself.  He was thinking of the afternoon, just a few hours before when her eyes had flared with a rash of indignation, sparked by an unmet lust he could feel from her agitated body heat.  She’d changed her clothes since then, and was wearing the short black dress he’d given her at Christmas.  The rhinestone studded leather belt that defined her small waist sparkled when it caught a glimmer of light from one of the gas lamps.  Otherwise, she was thoroughly dark, her hose black, as were her high heels, and the obsidian earrings that dangled from the two delicate lobes at her ears and then swayed softly amidst the cascade of loose curls falling about her shoulders.  He was pleased to see the leather collar at her neck, having a feeling that she was ready for “an event” the way she’d baited him earlier.

She was talking to friends as he approached.  Not seeing him, she was surprised when he stepped in front of her.

They didn’t touch or kiss. He nodded to her instead, motioning her towards an anteroom.  They thought themselves in a more private place behind the diaphanous curtain, but they weren’t secluded at all.  The noises from the club still filled their ears: the clattering of glasses and the piped in hard rock.  Though it was never too noisy to hear someone’s whispered command at a submissive ear.  

Mackenzie felt a cold breeze wash through her staring into Kevin’s eyes.  

“Palms against the wall,” he ordered her.

Turning away from the stare, she obeyed, her hands rising above her bowed head, her feet set a foot away from the brick wall.

Kevin’s hand was under her dress.  There was little to push aside, being so short.  Her ass was bare.  As she parted her legs wider, she felt his fingers probe between her cheeks to find her wet.  He had a finger at her cunt.

“Decker and Steig want you,” he whispered to her.  She didn’t flinch so he could see, even though he was a master of reading her imperceptible changes.  “I should whip your ass hard,” he added.  “After this afternoon.”

She remembered shouting at him in frustration.  “But you won’t?” she whispered back.

“No.  I think you want it too much,” he said.  Then he snickered, knowing he’d hit a hot button the way she jerked and her cunt juiced more when he mentioned whipping.

“You’re going to make me suffer,” she said.

“Of course,” he answered.  “Now give them a good show, darling.  I’ll see you at home.”  He turned to leave, and she was shattered.  But then he turned back to raise her hopes.  “One thing I forgot,” he said, pulling something from his pocket.  It was a pair of clamps attached to a chain.  Pulling her dress up to her waist, he found her outer labia without looking and attached one small pincer on each side, high and out of the way of her vagina.  He tugged the chain to make sure they wouldn’t fall off.  “Hurt?” he asked.

“No.  But I can feel them,” she said.

“Good.  I’ll tighten them later.  Now don’t move,” he said.  He left her without saying another word.

Mackenzie didn’t want to move.  It was as if she’d been fixed to the wall with cuffs at her wrists and ankles, she was bound by command.  Kevin could have fastened her to the leather restraints embedded in the brick above her, and to a spreader bar below.  But he didn’t have to.  Not tonight.  Not when she was made so compliant by desire.  She only regretted that he didn’t lay a lash on her prickly skin.  Though perhaps the clips and chain between her legs would be enough.  As she waited, the feel of them became more acute.  

Decker came for her first, though she could tell that the black man Steig was in the room.  He would watch.  Mackenzie wanted them both, because she wanted sex badly.  She wanted the fumes of orgasm in her cunt fanned to a fire.  She wanted to rock on some man’s dick, wiggle her ass against hairy thighs and feel her breasts squeezed by vigorous manly palms.  She wanted the pain until it was swimming through her, radiating like the sun warming her skin until it was as hot as a hundred-degree beach in midsummer.

Decker had her once before, a year ago. When Kevin was pissed at her.  Her lover watched then, as the scowling blonde lothario tied her over a banister with ropes and then spanked her ass.  She never got above the pain that day, never crescendoed, never rode atop that delicious pain-curve where there was ecstasy for a submissive.  She was punished fair and square in Kevin’s book.  Decker really didn’t care what she had going on with Kevin.  He enjoyed punishing her bottom because it made him get off fast.  When he was finished flogging her rear raw, he’d taken her cunt to finish himself off.  Thinking that it was poetic, he pulled out of her, shook off his dick and left her dangling over the banister with Kevin’s harrowing stare piercing through any sense of peace she might have wanted in the aftermath.  Kevin might have walked out on her too, except that someone had to untie her.

Coming to her this time, Decker had more finesse.  No doubt deprived of spanking her by Kevin’s wishes, he entered her quickly.  She didn’t remember his cock being so large, though the last time was no judge.  She was pretty oblivious to everything.  Decker moved in her slowly.  Reaching around he took her nipples in his fingers and squeezed them hard.  As he worked her cunt, the chain at her labia became heavier with every thrust.  Kevin was in her mind, with the memory of his hands and eyes and his chill washing over her.  She could pretend she was fucking his prick.  

When squeezing her nipples was not enough, Decker moved a hand to her cunt and grabbed the chain.

“Ouch!” she whispered.

He didn’t let up.

Rocked by his hulking body, it was time to let go, let thoughts fly away, let oblivion take over, let her body lead, and her mind fall back.  When she felt his climax, she regretted the end so soon, but didn’t regret it for long, because Steig replaced him at her back side.

“I’m taking your ass,” he said.  The announcement made her angry, because she wanted him where Decker had been.  She was just a few quick strokes from climaxing herself.  But she would offer herself without a protest from her lips.  It was what Kevin designed, and because of that she wanted it too.

Steig wasn’t in her mind to hear her thoughts.  He was smearing her flowing juices on the anal opening, splashing something cold and wet down her crack and fondling her there with his fingers.  He waited for her to relax and let the entry proceed without a scream.  Being mindless, she wasn’t ready for the rape, but it would continue even without her consent.  She wished Kevin was watching, he loved seeing her taken anally.  But Kevin was on his way home by then, and with Decker vanished, it was just her and Steig.  She’d had him before at a crucial time, so there was a past for them to share, a remembered intimacy; though it was doubtful that would have much effect on the immediate moment.

“I’m going to do this fast,” he purred in her ear.  That was good, she thought.  His cock was already deep, Mackenzie knowing it would plummet further still.  Forcing her to bend over more so she might have touched the floor, though she still leaned into the wall, the man had her hips in his hands, his groin pounding against her ass. She moaned loud enough to draw several people into the anteroom to watch.  It was fierce to the end, but because she was practiced in taking cock in her bottom, she survived.  More than survived, she felt as if she was being ripped inside.  The result a tumult of sound in her ears, and lights before her eyes as a thunderous symphony came to its crashing end inside her body.

Steig walked out on her when it was finished and Mackenzie was left alone to feel that final abject place of subservience.  Both orifices empty, she slumped to the floor and stayed there, until the heavy weight of Kevin’s clamps on her labia reminded her that he would be home and warm and waiting for her.

She looked demure enough emerging from the anteroom.  Her dress was freshly straightened, the leather belt adjusted, and her hair was combed, with her hand taming the tresses as easily as a brush.  Her red lips had been left untouched.  And though she was preened and calmed enough to mingle with the people and the eroticism about her, she could only focus on the door and getting out into the night, on her way home.  Her mind not computing anything other than a hasty exit, she practically stumbled over Kevin who was sitting at a table between her and the door. 

“You’re here,” she exclaimed softly.

“Waiting for you,” he said.

His hand went under her skirt as she stood before him and felt for the clamps and chain.

“We’re staying?” she wondered.

“No.”  He rose to his feet, helped her on with her coat, and then escorted her to the door with his hand at her back to guide her.  There were feathers and leather, fashioned in an intricate design on her long shrouding coat, so that she looked as animal in her departure as her eyes looked in substance.  She remained in a basic erotic state, having not finished what Decker and Steig had started in her.

Pushed into the back of the McLeod limousine, the two lay down on the broad leather seat and discarded clothes from under their coats.  They sought skin: Mackenzie seeking Kevin’s penis, the feel of his hips, his hair, and tight chest, his muscles flexing and releasing with his movement.  Kevin tore away her stockings to have her legs naked, then helped remove the dress.  Unhooking the endless hooks and eyes of her corset, what flesh that was still confined found freedom.  

He kissed away her red lips and caressed his way down to the chain - which he tugged until she protested.  Then he pressed his erection where Decker had been, though Decker would never be where Kevin would go.  The driver drove around the city while they made love.  In the dark.  In the black of night.  In neighborhoods where there was no illumination but their hearts to see by.  They were wordless, little oohs, and ahhs, and guttural groans from Kevin the only fanfare.  With his hand between their bodies, he tugged the chain again as she was beginning to orgasm, and harder still the more she jerked her clit against him in her finishing frenzy.  She was asking for it harder, which he gladly gave her.  Once feeling her most vibrant spasm, he pressed himself towards a climax, forgetting hers.  In that instant they were oblivious of each other.  Though inside themselves they could feel hearts beating, and thighs pulsing, and lips meeting lips until they were conscious again.

As they lay entwined at the finish, the driver took them to the brownstone where they lived.  Without bothering to cloth themselves again, they gathered their broad overcoats around their nearly naked bodies to protect them against the cold, and then slipped into the night and into the house without saying a word.

***

“Get out of bed,” Kevin said, looking down at her.

“Oh, why?”  Mackenzie moaned sensuously.  Her olive skinned body lay against the cream-colored sheets and the damask rose comforter, blending in hue as if she was an element from a painting that was coming alive with the rays of the morning.

“You’re lazy,” he informed her.  He was tying his tie from memory, a burgundy one that would have a sharp knot at the neck in seconds.  He was wearing his tan suit.  Without his coat on, Mackenzie could see his hip’s gentle sway as he walked from the dressing area to the bed.  His tie in place, he had a leather belt in his hand, which he snapped against her exposed thigh.

“Ouch!  You nasty brute,” she cried.

“You didn’t think me nasty last night,” he answered her.

“I never think you’re nasty when we’re making love.”  She looked up at him with a mellow “just out of sleep” kind of smile.

“Of course, just when we’re living the rest of our lives.  Like right now,” he said.  He snapped the leather against her again, playfully.

“You really want me up, don’t you?”

“You’re going to the office with me, Mackenzie.  We have a meeting at 9:00 and I damn well better have my editor with me.”

He turned away.

“What time is it?” she asked.

“Eight,” he said, as he slipped into the bathroom.

“Dammit!  Why didn’t you wake me earlier?” she cried, jumping from the sheets.

He was smirking as she hit the shower because she was going to have to race to be ready in time.  Mackenzie was his editor-in-chief, his lover and the only woman that had ever been close to him, close enough to be under his thick skin and his immovable resolve, and beyond the ice and reserve, and the startling attractiveness that put people off so easily.  She hadn’t been intimidated by him, at least not until she understood that he was a voracious sexual dominant.   That only made her more intent on having him.  She needed to be subdued sexually, and she knew he was the man to make her surrender.

It was a war of strength against strength from the beginning.  Mackenzie wasn’t always so compliant as she’d been the night before in Shackles—the private club.

Five years before she’d been a junior editor on his staff, sometimes a very mouthy one, and as complaint as an unruly March wind.  Newly sophisticated with clothing purchased in fine boutiques, and a proud attitude to match her impressive manner, she’d taken a sometimes stodgy McLeod Inc. by surprise.  Her opinions on publishing decisions came to pervade every corner of the McLeod business.  Something sharp and witty about her mind attracted followers like a magnet - all but Kevin McLeod himself.

“You’re wrong, Mr. McLeod,” she’d announced to him, the day he first noticed her.

In a conference room with three other editors, she was the one he hadn’t bothered with, except to note that she was an efficient looking woman with voluminous dark hair clipped back at her neck, looking as if it was struggling to get free.  Something wasn’t quite right about her, but he hadn’t taken the time to figure it out because he wasn’t yet intrigued by her—despite the way his fellows found her so intelligent about his business.  But then that changed.  She made her mark on him that day more than she would ever realize.  Her comments were shrewd, and the inner beauty that she hid so well suddenly screamed in a way he couldn’t ignore.

“And what am I wrong about?” he asked her directly, after her clear assertion came quite out of nowhere.

“The book’s idiotic.  It may sell, but this is not the reputation you want to cultivate,” she explained.

“I make my reputation daily,” he countered her.

“And you don’t want anything to do with Oscar Gould,” she said defying him.

“I suppose you know why that is?” he asked.

“Because he’s a hack writer.  I had to clean up everything he did when he was with Schene Bros.  He’s a fraud with a great grin and a lousy sense of literary timing, convoluted prose, and even worse, he’ll drive an editor mad.”

“Perhaps I should let you work with him?” Kevin said, adding sarcasm to the exchange.

“You do and I’ll quit,” she replied.

“Quit?”  It was quite a statement for a junior editor who should have been clawing at any opportunity for a plum assignment.

“Yes.  It’s as simple as that.  I have limits.  Oscar Gould hit mine.”

“Following you around like a bad penny, perhaps,” Kevin wondered aloud.  His amusement with her was hard to disguise.  But neither was his admiration, or the sparkle in his eye the more they sparred.  Kevin McLeod never sparred with anyone, and his eyes rarely changed from their distinctly dark and brooding temper.

She stood firm—or rather sat—across the table, her eyes as dark and immovable as his.  Though Mackenzie’s were more changeable than Kevin’s fixed ones.  They could soften, because there was an innate softness about her, a quality of natural sensuousness.  As hard a stance as she was taking, the sensuality still poured from her like the rays of an autumn sun that make the air gleam gold.

“I’ll consider your advice, Ms. Durrant,” he nodded to her.  Apparently so swept up in her firm convictions, he had little else to say, except to adjourn the meeting.  Although as MacKenzie was about to leave the room, he stopped her, “Ms. Durrant, will you stay a moment?” 

“Yes, Mr. McLeod?”

He stared at her for a few moments without speaking in an attempt to unsettle her, though it did not have that effect.  She stared back at him with an equally intense expression.  Like two tigers squaring off, they were in that state of prickly expectation before an impending battle.

“Undo your hair,” he spoke at last.

“I beg your pardon?” She was stunned.

“Undo your hair,” he repeated.

“And why would I do that?” she asked suspiciously.

“Because I asked you to,” he replied.  She hesitated still.  “For heaven’s sake, I’m not making a pass as you, Miss Durrant, just undo the clip.”

She didn’t want to, he could see that readily; but she complied, reaching around to let loose the unruly curls.  They almost appeared to bounce off the walls when she set them free.

“There, that’s better,” he said.  “You can go.”

“How about an explanation, Mr. McLeod.”   She wasn’t budging an inch. 

“While you work here, you don’t have to hide yourself in some stereotypical business garb, Ms. Durrant.  You looked like a dowdy old spinster with your hair all tied away from your face.”

She was startled by his appraisal of her.  “And how do I look now?” she asked.

“Beautiful,” he replied, coolly.  The phone rang, and she was obliged to leave him to his call.

They were initially cool with each other, no emotion transmitted between them.  Except that in each other’s presence there was a distinguishable agitation beneath the surface of their interactions - something few people would pick up on, unless they understood the two well.  Kevin McLeod, known for his austere cool would retain that mien when Mackenzie Durrant was around.  But there was also a distinct look of interest in his eyes, and a tendency to seek her out, and her opinions, something he would rarely do with any other editor.  

Mackenzie’s agitation when she was around her boss was strictly fear, though it never showed its face that way.  Kevin alarmed her, set off unexpected sexual fires in the middle of her business days.  Refusing to call it desire, she lived with the constant dread of being in the same room with him alone, wanting to strip off her clothes and offer her body for his plaything.  By the time three months had passed with unfed hungers making their appetites soar, they were ravenous for something more than just their clipped, dispassionate conversations.  The heated exchange between them had brought their passions nearly to a boil. 

“In my office, Ms. Durrant,” Kevin McLeod barked at her as he breezed by her one afternoon.

She took a few minutes before she joined him, a deliberate move, which annoyed him since he insisted on punctuality.  

Standing in front of him, Mackenzie had the distinct feeling that she was being undressed by his eyes, even though it wasn’t lust that she recognized, but anger.

“This is unacceptable,” he said, throwing a manila folder to opposite end of the desk near where she was standing.  Picking up the file, she looked at the week’s worth of work.  The carefully compiled proposal had ribbons of red slash marks from his pen visible on every page.  “Do it over.”

Every atom in her body shot off with that command.  

“Would you like to tell me why?” she inquired, trying to remain calm.

“The conclusions are poor, ill thought out,” he said.  “It’s poorly prepared, so much so, it makes me wonder if you had some ulterior motive for turning in work of this mediocre quality.”

“You must be kidding,” she exclaimed.  “You praised me last week for my thoughtful proposals, and you revile me this week?” she asked in wonder.  “It’s the same mind that produced that proposal.”  She couldn’t figure why was he berating her.

“That’s just my point.  I expect quality from you, Ms. Durrant.  This is not.  Do it over.”

“And if I refuse?” she asked.

He sighed, as if he expected her objections.  “You’re a stubborn woman.”

“Only when my work’s attacked,” she said.

“Is that so?”  He chuckled darkly.  “There are solutions for women like you.”

“You say that as if you disdain women,” she said.

“No.  I just prefer that they own up to themselves.”

“And what is that supposed to mean?”

“You spend too much time trying to be a bitch when your nature is so much more subdued.”

“And you are a chauvinist ass,” she declared.  Her body was burning hot.  She could feel it in her cheeks, and her hands and thighs.

“Indeed,” he agreed.

“If you don’t mind,” she said, as she turned to walk out on him.

“You leave this room,” he blared, “I’ll have your ass as red as a well-spanked child.”

She spun around, not sure she’d heard him right.  Her eyes were opened wide in wonder at his declaration.  It was the last of many things he might have said, and clearly the most astounding.

“I’ve done it before with undisciplined employees and I would do it with you in a second.”

“And you think I’d put up with it!”

He smiled broadly, a cold one.

“Frankly I think you’re looking for it.  You begged this confrontation.  You laid this piece of amateurish drivel on my desk.  You were waiting for me to react, and so I have.  But perhaps it’s not the way you planned it.”  His eyes were lit strangely, in a way that made her quake more.  “Could it be that your desires are slapping your face like an angry mother?”

“You’re, you’re . . . .”  She was stumbling for words.

“Is anything I’ve said untrue?” he asked.

She shook her head in disbelief.  “I’m sorry, I can’t stay here,” she said.  She started to walk out again.

“Oh, yes you can,” Kevin said.  He hopped up from his desk and was at her side in an instant.  His hand was on her chin, gently holding it so that she was forced to stare up into his eyes.  “Tell me you didn’t want this confrontation?” he said softly.

She trembled looking at him, knowing he had her about to lie, and she couldn’t.

“I can’t,” she finally answered honestly.

“And you bungled that project to get that confrontation?” he added.

She would have admitted to murdering at that point, the way he was holding her on the edge of the instant.  Anything he said.  Just the simple touch of his hand on her chin was an erotic bliss that catapulted through her limbs and then dove right to the center of her sexual self.

“I did.”

“Then that would be grounds for dismissal, certainly cause for stern disciplinary action.  Wasting your time for what?  A month?”

