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Dear Reader, 

This story was originally published under my pen name, Isabel James, as Santa’s Whip. It’s a special treat for a cold Christmas Eve. This short novella will tantalize your senses as you share the hot, sexy, and exciting journey of a couple who have reached a crossroad in their marriage. 

A desperate wife

A husband with a secret

A marriage at a crossroads

A recipe for the beginning of the end of a twenty-three-year relationship? Or would Caleb’s deviant plan to add some spice to their marriage be just what was needed to save it? 

Zoey Thomas was at her wits' end. Their twins had left for college in LA, and suddenly, her amorous husband had become the master of celibacy. So sexually frustrated, she even toyed with the idea of renting a lover for an afternoon! 

That is, until a gift containing a slinky black dress, silky nylons, and killer heels arrived with an invitation to meet him on Christmas Eve at the exclusive Club Solace, brought a flare of hope. 

Then she uncovered what was at the bottom of the box ... 

A black crop with the engraving, Santa’s Whip. Had her husband completely lost his mind? 

Would Zoey be ready for what secrets the night might reveal? Or had Caleb’s invitation just backfired and threatened to blow their entire life to smithereens?

Editor's note:

I felt her jealousy. I felt her anger. I felt her betrayal. I also felt her desire. Santa's Whip does not disappoint; a fast-paced, erotic tale that will toggle your emotions and your libido for a truly very Merry Christmas.  

I wish you well and hope you will enjoy this story.

Warmest regards,

Linzi Basset
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​Chapter One
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“You do know those cream puffs are going straight to your hips, right?” 

Zoey Thomas defiantly popped another puff pastry into her mouth. “My hips are fine ... all curvy and round, like it’s always been.” Her face turned into a grimace of distaste as she gulped down the already cold tea. Her nude fingernails looked dainty and feminine as she wiped her mouth with the monogrammed serviette of Central Bistro on Arch Street in Boston MA, where an upbeat Parisian vibe pervaded the lively nook specializing in classic French plates and pastries. “Besides, who cares? I’m an old married woman, remember?” 

Trish Flanders tapped her long and perfectly manicured, bright pink nails on the table as she scrutinized her best friend closely.

“Don’t tell me you and Caleb still haven’t talked about your intimacy issues?” 

“Intimacy issues? Call it what it is, Trish. We don’t have sex anymore. No fucking, Nada! And it’s not because I have a problem.” She stabbed the cake fork into a cream puff and waved it around. 

“It’s refreshing to hear you talking so openly about sex. When you were younger, you clamped your ears closed when the dreaded ‘S’ word was mention.” 

Zoey smiled. “Good lord, I remember. Sometimes it makes me wonder just how much excitement I missed in my younger years because my parents were overly conservative. Caleb was very patient and taught me there’s no shame in appreciating the beauty of our naked bodies or exploring the pleasures we get from them. He liberated me over the years, so to speak.” 

“Yeah ... so much so that you can’t live without being fucked for a couple of weeks,” Trish tried to lighten the mood.

“If it had only been a couple of weeks, I might’ve agreed. I’m so sexually frustrated, I’m considering renting someone for an afternoon quickie.” 

Trish burst out laughing but sobered as Zoey glowered at her. “That’s the craziest idea I’ve ever heard you come up with. Caleb will murder him and then start on you.”

“As if. He’s clearly lost interest in me.” The cream puff had turned into a deconstructive gooey mess. “I just don’t get it, Trish. In all the years we’ve been married, we’ve never had any intimacy problems. He jumped my bones all the time, wherever, whenever.” She looked at her slim yet seductively curved body. “Have I changed that much? Yeah, I know I’ll be forty-five next year but I’m still firm, my boobs are perky and my skin is smooth and relatively wrinkle free. I take care of myself.” 

Her pixie face—small, delicate and perfectly heart shaped, furrowed in a frown. She tossed her long blonde hair back and it slithered in luxurious strands down her back. She sighed with her full lips drawn in a pout. “Is there such a thing as a twenty-three-year itch?” 

“It might be that he’s struggling to adapt now that the twins have decided to finish their studies in Los Angeles. I’ve read an article about that once.”

Zoey slanted a look at her sideways, her chin resting on her palm. “Shouldn’t I be the one affected? They’re my little girls, even though they’re almost twenty-two, and we’ve always been closer than he is with them.” 

“Maybe so, but don’t forget that he’s their protector. He knows better than anyone how vulnerable young girls at college are. Young studs sniffing at their heels and—”

“Okay, I get it, but still, it’s not normal. He doesn’t even react when I try to seduce him. I feel so inadequate! We’ve always been honest with each other and could talk about anything ... now ... it’s like there’s this huge wall between us and I have no idea how to break it down.” 

“Have you tried talking to him about it?” 

Zoey’s sigh dragged out of her like molasses from a spoon. “Yes ... in my mind I’ve had tons of talks with him, but the moment he walks into the house, I turn numb.” 

“That doesn’t sound like you at all. You have to at least try, Zoey. It’s the only way you’ll get to the bottom of it.” 

“I know, but I’m scared.” 

“Why?”

“What if he’s acting like this because ...” a shudder wracked through her frame, “there’s another woman and he doesn’t know how to tell me.” 

“Now you’re being ridiculous. Caleb will never cheat on you.” 

“I wish I was as sure as you. He’s been working long hours all of a sudden and I hardly see him.”

“Come on, Zoey, think about it. He adores you and you’re still as madly in love with him as always.” 

Trish folded her legs and swung the top one back and forth as she sipped her iced tea.

“Have you considered that he might be going through male menopause? Men lose their sex drive at an early age, right? He might be embarrassed of ... you know ... as you said, you always went at each other like rabbits and now he can’t get it up.” 

“I never thought about that.” She blinked as she looked around. The chilly winter weather was perfect for enjoying the early morning sun where they were seated at the window of the Bistro. “Isn’t he too young, though?” 

“How should I know? I’m not an expert on men.” 

“Ugh! I tell you, if I have to masturbate for much longer, I might as well be single again.” Zoey didn’t even wince at her own words. That act in itself would’ve given her mother a coronary attack but to her it was proof that she had shed the conservative jacket long ago and now enjoyed exploring her own sexuality as a result. She looked around. She waved a server closer. “Another pot of tea, please.” 

She plastered a smile on her face and blithely pushed aside her woes. The more she thought about Caleb, the more depressed she became. “So, four days to Christmas. Do you have anything planned for Christmas Eve?”

Trish’s gaze flitted away as she looked around. Her fingers pulled at a strand of her long red hair. Zoey’s eyes narrowed on the telltale sign. “Come on, out with it. I know you. What are you hiding from me?” 

“Remember I told you about Declan’s brother?” 

“Your neighbor, Declan?”

“Yes, I met his brother, Steven, six months ago and we’ve gone on a couple of dates. Well, a lot more than a couple, actually.” Her cheeks bloomed with color. “He’s different than any of the men I’ve ever dated.” Her eyes turned dreamy. “A lot like Caleb, really ... you know, forceful, dynamic ...” She hesitated as she looked at Zoey. “He’s a Dominant.”

Zoey’s eyes widened. “Like in those BDSM books kind of dominant?” The two of them had stumbled across the genre at a book club they attended and had become hooked on the Dom/sub dynamic. Zoey had secretly been having fantasies about her and Caleb in similar scenarios. 

“Yes, and I have to tell you ... he has opened my eyes to a whole new world.” 

“Wow ... you ... ehm, has he tied you up? Whipped or flogged you?” 

“Tied up and spanked me and I have to be honest, girlfriend, I’ve never had an orgasm like I did that day.” She smiled coyly. “We’re advancing to flogging next.” She leaned closer and whispered, “We’re going to an exclusive BDSM club on Christmas Eve.” 

“So that’s why I only hear about him now.”

Zoey tried to visualize her lifelong friend in bondage with her ass covered in red stripes. A sudden flush of heat seared her loins ... similar to how her body reacted when she read about such scenes in Linzi Basset’s Club Cove books.  She had always wondered how it was possible to be aroused through pain. 

“Are you shocked?” 

“Shocked no, surprised maybe.” She studied her intently. “I know how the stories describe a strong woman needing to submit, but I find it hard to picture you in such a situation. You have such a high profile job, you’re assertive and the iron lady of the corporate world as the Chairman of Federal Banks. I guess I find it hard to picture you as a submissive woman.” 

“Sexual submissive. He dominates me sexually and I fucking love it. For once, I don’t have to worry if I’m doing things right. He takes charge and I’m only too happy to be in his caring hands. I think it’s in my blood ... I absolutely love to be dominated.” 

Zoey poured the tea the server had just placed on the table. A small frown played between her brows. What they’ve just discussed rang true in her and Caleb’s day to day lives ... well to an extent. As a Blue-Chip business consultant with her own company and a staff complement of over two-hundred head, she had always ruled with strict assertiveness. In her office and in the boardroom, but Caleb had always been the one to take the lead in bed. He was powerful and knew what he wanted. He could bend her like a pretzel until she begged him to end her misery. It had always made her feel vulnerable and yet, she’d never opposed him. It had felt good not to be the one in command. To just relax and let him guide her. It excited her and at times, she’d secretly wanted him to do more.

She’d been brought up in a very conservative home and when they had started dating, things had been rocky, especially the first time they had made love. She’d been overwhelmed and scared by his forcefulness. She had been young, just having turned twenty-two; she hadn’t been as self-confident and assertive as she was now. She’d ended their relationship, telling him she couldn’t handle his roughness, that he was sexually too powerful for her. A cold realization washed over her as for the first time in twenty-three years, she recalled his words. 

“I’m a sexual dominant, Zoey. I can’t change who and what I am. If you can’t accept me as I am, I’m afraid you’re right,”  

Secretly, she had hoped he would be willing to change and stay but he had walked away. She’d been devastated and believed it was the last she’d see of him, but two months later he had returned. 

“I can’t stay away, Zoey. I love you and I need you in my life.” 

“But ... what about ... you said ...” she stammered, overcome by the vision of the man she loved with all her heart in front of her.

“I’ll always have a dominant nature, my love, but I don’t need it as much as I need your love.” 

They were married within two months and the twins were born ten months later. 

Zoey had been too young and naive to understand what Caleb had meant at the time. Now, the reality of those words slammed into her like a whiplash. 

He hadn’t just been a sexual dominant, what had been hidden behind his words was that he had given up a BDSM lifestyle that was, and probably always would be, part of who and what had defined him as a man ... a Dominant, and she had taken it away from him. Unknowingly, but she had. 

Oh god! Why have I never thought back and remembered? Is that what’s wrong in our relationship? Now that the kids are grown, has he decided he wants to go back to it?

Zoey was slain bare at the thought that maybe Caleb had come to regret the decision he had made all those years ago.
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Zoey yelped in surprise as Caleb caught her around the waist when she walked past his chair and pulled her onto his lap. Her fresh, sweet aroma beguiled his senses; sparking the familiar craving he felt whenever he sensed her presence. He hugged her against his chest and nestled his nose in the luxury of her silky hair.

“Hmm ... you always smell so nice.” His arms tightened as he slumped lower in the plush lounge chair. “No, don’t move. I just need your closeness to relax me.” 

“How about a nice massage?” She sighed and leaned against him as he drew tender circles on her back. “I’m sure I’ll be able to soothe the tight knots in your neck.”

“That would be nice but it might cause a different tightness in another place.” 

Zoey leaned back and stared at him. Another rebuff. It shocked through her body to settle in a heavy hurt inside her heart.

“Would that be such a bad thing?” She could hear the yearning in her own voice. Surely, he must realize it had been months since they’d been intimate? God knew she’d settle for a quickie at this stage!  

He peeked at her through one eyelid before it lazily closed again. “No, but I have a very early flight to catch in the morning, so I need to get some shut eye. I’m dead on my feet, babe.” 

“Flight? Where are you going? It’s four days 'til Christmas. Surely business can wait until next year?”

“I thought I mentioned the trip to you?” He looked at her through half-lidded eyes. “Hm, it’s been so busy, I must’ve forgotten. I’m sorry, babe, but this deal could open doors for the company globally. It’s an opportunity we can’t pass on.” 

“We? Is Stan going with you?” 

“Yes, he’s picking me up at four am.” 

“Where are you going?” 

“Florida. We have back to back meetings for three days. We want to have the deal signed, sealed, and delivered by the time we return on Christmas Eve. It’s the only time they can fit us in. We don’t want to take the chance that they’d change their mind if we wait until the New Year.” He kissed her briefly on her lips. “Don’t look so worried, honey, I’ll be back on Christmas Eve.”

Caleb and his lifelong friend, Stan Roux, were partners in a software development company, Secure Systems, specializing in designing highly encrypted security systems and protocols. The FBI and CIA were two of their biggest clients. 

He pushed her off his lap and got up. He stretched his strong body lazily and groaned as he felt the tight pull in his muscles. He’d been playing a tactical game with Zoey for the past six months, hoping to ease her into what he had planned for Christmas Eve. He studied her closed expression. The sexual frustration was visible in every tight line of her body. He’d been patient for twenty-three years, gradually preparing her for a new lifestyle, and now, with the kids out of the house, he believed the time was ripe to push her. 

And if she runs screaming out the door? What then, Mr. Clever? Just what the fuck will you do then? 
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