
        
            
                
            
        

    
	BROKEN Charm

	by Pebbles Lacasse

	[image: Image]

	
 “Broken Charm” 

	© 2022 Pebbles Lacasse. All rights reserved.

	© Copyright Registration Number 1193789

	 

	This book is to be sold to ADULT AUDIENCES ONLY. It contains adult situations, explicit sexual scenes and graphic language which may be offensive to some readers.

	 

	All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without written permission in writing from the publisher, except by reviewers, who may quote brief passages in a review. The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in prison and a fine of $250,000. 

	 

	This is a work of fiction. Names, places, characters, and events are the product of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to any persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental. All sexually active characters in this work are 18 years of age or older. 

	 

	ISBN 978-1-989979-24-2

	 

	Cover design © 2022 cover artist Pebbles Lacasse 

	First Edition July 2022

	Cover Model: Susan Gerth

	Published by Pebbles Lacasse

	www.pebbleslacasse.com

	Edited by: Off the Shelf Editing

	 

	
Dedication

	 

	I’m so pleased to have gotten to know Susan Gerth over the past few years, and will forever be appreciative of her kindness and supportive nature. My gorgeous friend blew me away when she offered me her photos for my book cover.

	How can I thank this woman enough? There’s no denying Susan Gerth is a beauty; just look at the cover of this book! But her appearance isn’t why I consider her a dear friend. It’s her sense of humour, enormous heart, and supportive nature that won me over.

	This Canadian born model is a social media creator, and featured and published in numerous publications around the world. This ambitious full-time mother of two wonderful boys is an entrepreneur, and runs a very successful health and wellness salon.

	Susan has always been an active individual. She’s competed in bodybuilding, and placed at the national level in Women’s Figure at several events. She’s an avid hiker and outdoorswoman, too.

	If you’d like to see and know more about this incredible woman, please follow her on social media. 

	 

	Here’s how to follow Susan:

	https://www.instagram.com/kandi.model/

	https://www.notgentlemanlycigarsmokers.com

	https://www.facebook.com/groups/291413941824848

	https://onlyfans.com/kandi21

	https://linktr.ee/SmokinSusan

	To book Susan for modeling: Chris@theNGCS.com
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	“Mistress Scarlett…” A deep but whispered voice calls to me. “It’s time to wake up.”

	With a groan, I roll to my back, yawn, and stretch my legs and arms, as if trying to reach for the footboard. The leg stretch feels especially good after the hellish workout I had with Colby yesterday.

	Without acknowledging my bedfellow, I sit up, tossing the covers aside. My hands fold over the edge of the bed as I stretch my back by arching and lifting each shoulder as high as possible, ending with another groan. That damn knot beside my shoulder blade still hurts. I’ll get Ted to rub it out later. Right now, I have to pee.

	After a quick bathroom visit, I return and collect the key from my nightstand. Before I went to sleep, I handcuffed Ted to a spindle on my dark walnut headboard and told him not to go anywhere. Obviously, he can’t, and that’s why I find it funny.

	Ted smiles as I slip the key into the handcuff attached to the bed and unlock it, but I leave the one on his wrist. I allow him a few minutes to relieve himself. He leaves the door ajar, knowing he isn’t allowed privacy.

	The shower starts, and I enter the bathroom, where Ted holds the glass door open for me.

	“Ted, wash me.”

	Without hesitation, the thickly built man steps in behind me, and I stand under the hot water. I love the way the heat seers my flesh, turning my tanned hue a deep red. Ted holds a pool of shampoo in his hand, waits for me to step from under the water, and then massages it onto my scalp. With him towering over my 5’7” frame, he manages with ease.

	I rinse, and then the deep brown-eyed man coats my long, dark strands in conditioner and whirls it atop my head to affix with a clip. I wash my face, and he rubs me down with a sudsy loofah. My legs spread, and he washes my undercarriage with great care and tenderness, but not enough to warrant punishment for taking sexual enjoyment from the task.

	After I rinse my hair and body, I step out into Ted’s waiting arms, who holds a fluffy white bath sheet, and he wraps it around me before tucking in the edge to keep it snug. I bend forward, and he wraps my hair in a turban-towel. I leave the bathroom to allow Ted two minutes to wash himself.

	What the hell am I going to wear today?

	The left side of my walk-in closet is lined with a variety of long dresses that promise to accent my thin, muscular figure. To the right hang all my lingerie, leather gear, latex, and silk clothing; everything and anything to scream my dominance. The centre houses my regular street clothes and workout wear, which is my goal this morning.

	I lay my pale blue spandex shorts and matching sports bra on the bed. I sit in the black metal-framed chair perched before my make-up table with the large matching mirror. Ted chooses a pair of socks and a thong for me and sets them beside my chosen outfit.

	While Ted’s towel-dried hair points in many directions, he massages my long hair with argan oil-coated fingers and then blow-dries it. He brushes the strands and then twists them into a loose braid while I lotion my face. When I rise, he coats my body in lotion, and then leaves while I dress. By the time I’m slipping my feet into my workout shoes, he’s returning with a steaming mug of coffee.

	“Thank you, Ted. You may go,” I say as I take the mug from him. 

	He bows, and then his tight ass sways over thick thighs as he scurries from my bedroom.

	That man enjoys being my submissive. I enjoy his company, even though he isn’t permitted to speak without permission. Having him beside me when I shut my eyes is a comfort. I don’t have romantic feelings for Ted and never will. Our relationship is strictly professional… Well, sort of. It’s mutually beneficial to us both, and we’re friends, I suppose.

	Ted visits four times a week: Tuesday, Wednesday, Friday, and Sunday, if I permit. He does whatever I ask, which is usually catering to me. He cooks and cleans, bathes me, dresses me, when I tell him to, and remains on his hands and knees for me to use as a footrest when I watch television or read a book. The man’s content to remain motionless for hours without complaint.

	The benefit of our relationship for him is that he can shut off the decision-making aspect of his brain. Ted’s a clinical doctor with his own practice, and he has to make tough decisions and stay sharp while he’s on the job. It’s stressful and draining. When he’s here, there are no decisions to be made, and he can relax his mind.

	It’s a rare occasion when we have sex, but not unheard of. If he’s been exceptionally well-behaved, I’ll allow him to masturbate while he eats my pussy, but he’s only allowed to cum after I do. Every so often, I’ll fuck his ass with a strap-on, or allow him to lie flat on his back while I ride him to take my pleasure. He can finish himself off only after I dismount him. He isn’t to touch me unless he asks permission first, or I instruct him to.

	There are rules to be followed, and if he breaks them, he gets punished. Sometimes, when he’s feeling frisky, he’ll step out of line because he wants my attention, punishment, or both. My favourite punishment is to make him wear a cock cage with a weight attached while he stands at the end of the bed, holding the metal footrest with his legs spread and a penny resting on his nose. He’s forbidden to move. If he drops the penny, I add weight to the cage. The task is harder than you think.

	About a year ago, I left him for almost an hour. By the time I got back to him, his legs were shaking, and he was crying. I felt bad and sat on my make-up chair with him on the floor so he could rest his head on my thighs and cry until he felt strong again. After that, I’ve kept a closer eye on the time.

	I hop down the stairs to the open-concept main floor with my braid bouncing against my back, and head to the kitchen to get my protein drink and jug of cold water. The large windows lining the west wall of the loft reveal a sky lined with dark grey clouds, promising a hot, muggy day with showers. The grimness of it has me thankful I don’t have to go outside today.

	My runners slap the hardwood floor as I tread down the hall, turn, and follow the glass wall to the entrance gap at the end. Through the glass, I watch Colby pull down on the weighted cable to work his latissimus dorsi muscles. I refer to them as wings.

	Colby is my best friend. He’s also a dominant and understands the pressures and pleasures of this lifestyle. He’s not my boyfriend, but he likes to say he is when people ask. The man is my best friend, nothing more. That’s not to say he hasn’t hounded me to push our relationship past that level. I simply have no use for the bullshit concept of love.

	Love is a useless emotion. It makes people do stupid things like marry, which gives your spouse half of your possessions should the relationship fail to live up to the hype. People have killed in the name of love. Thanks, but no thanks. Don’t even get me started about cheating spouses! That happens way more often than their spouses know.

	Being alone and able to make my own choices without input from anyone else works well for me. I do what I want, when I want, and how I want. If people don’t like it, they can fuck off.

	“Hey, woman! You’re late,” Colby teases as he eases the weights into their resting position.

	I set my water jug on the pewter-coloured, vinyl-composition tile floor, and then step onto the 10’ x 10’ midnight-grey floor mat. My legs spread shoulder-width apart. With my fingers weaved together behind my back, I bend forward, allowing gravity to pull my arms for a good stretch. Damn, my legs are really feeling yesterday’s workout.

	“I’m not late. You’re early.” I stand and lunge side to side as I groan through the stretch.

	Colby chuckles. “Stiff?”

	He rolls his right arm while he holds his shoulder and fails to restrain a wince. That’s the shoulder he injured when a submissive passed out and he lunged to catch the man before he hit his head on the metal bench to his left. The man was bigger than him and had an epileptic seizure. Thankfully, my submissive, Dr. Ted, was here to tend to both men until the ambulance came to take them to the hospital.

	Ted hid in the next room until they left. The last thing he needs is to have the paramedics tell everyone at the hospital they saw him dressed in a gold half-shirt, locked cock cage, and a collar with a charm that says BITCH dangling from the front loop.

	The man who had the seizure was okay after a short stint in the hospital, but Colby dislocated his shoulder. He had surgery to repair something, but he never wanted to talk about it, so I don’t know the extent of the damage. Muggy days like today often make it ache, even though he’s in a temperature-controlled building.

	Colby stands and comes to kiss my forehead. “Good morning, beautiful.”

	“Good morning, Colby. I don’t know about you, but my thighs are feeling it today. I won’t be working on legs for a week, and certainly won’t try to keep up with you.” He laughs while I pull each arm across my chest. I twist and feel the stretch in my back, too. “So, what’s on the agenda for today?”

	He points at the dark-grey floor mats and the two treadmills positioned side-by-side facing one of the floor-to-ceiling, ten-foot-wide window panes. “How about some yoga after a twenty-minute run?”

	“I said no legs!” I hiss, and then groan when he points demandingly to the machines. “You’re a fucking asshole.” Why did I give him full control over my workout schedule? He’s a slave driver… It suits since he’s dominant.

	Colby laughs. “Hey, you asked me to whip your ass into shape, and unless you want me to actually whip your ass, get running.”

	He pinches the corners of his hand towel and spins it until it’s tight, and then thwaps it toward my ass, earning him the reward of my yelp, even though it doesn’t make contact.

	“It’ll be a cold day in hell before I allow you to whip me,” I say as the machine revs to life at a steady walking speed.

	Colby steps onto the second treadmill. He sets his speed, shrugs as he smiles, and says, “A man can dream. Can’t he?”

	“Yeah. Keep fucking dreaming.”

	Twenty minutes later, we’re both huffing and puffing, and my legs feel like cooked noodles. I hate cardio workouts, but they’re a necessary evil. I want to be in my best shape to better physically dominate men and, on the rare occasion, women.

	“What are your plans after this?” Colby asks.

	I sag to the floor, and we stretch our bodies along our straight legs while holding our feet. Well, I hold my feet and rest my head on my knees, but Colby can barely grip his toes with his fingertips, which is still impressive for a muscle head.

	“I have to call Cindra to come and look at the spanking bench in the blue room, and I have to restock the bar. Other than that, not much.”

	He rolls backward until his weight rests on his shoulders, and his legs rise high in the air. “What’s wrong with the bench?”

	I copy his position. “The knee pad came off.”

	“That shouldn’t be too hard to fix,” he says and lies flat while stretching the length of the mat.

	I lie flat but don’t stretch. Instead, I flop like a starfish. “You’d think so, but the bottom bolt broke through the wood. It has to be taken apart and replaced, and I don’t have time to do it. Well, I do, but Cindra could use the work.”

	Colby sits up and crosses his legs in front of him. “Oh, that’s right. Her dog had emergency surgery because he choked on a bone or something. Right?”

	“Yeah. He ate an entire beef knuckle. They came to learn he’s allergic to beef and everything swelled inside him. The bone wouldn’t pass into his stomach, so they had to go in and get it. He’s doing okay now, but it was a major surgery and expensive. A Mastiff is in the giant dog breed category, and that means astronomical vet bills. So, if something needs repairing, she can handle it. Besides, she does great work, and it saves me from having to do it.”

	He grins and leans back on his hands. “So, what you’re saying is that you have most of the day free.” My apprehensive nod has him excited. “Good! You can come shopping with me. I have to pick up some groceries, and we can do some Christmas shopping.”

	I scoff. “I’d rather make a list and give it to Lana or buy everything online. You know how much I hate shopping for other people.”

	He stands and rubs his glistening forehead with his towel, and then his chest. “I know, but you’ll be with me, and we always have fun.”

	With a sneer, I say, “Fine! I’ll go, but I won’t enjoy myself.” 

	“Yes, you will,” he says with a grin and offers me his hand, which I take, and he pulls me to my feet.

	As I pick up my water bottle and pop the top, I fire back, “Fine! I’ll go. There’d better not be a lot of walking after that.” I point my water bottle at the treadmill and then lift my leg up and hold my knee to my chest. My groan has him snickering.

	 “The walk will do you good. It’ll help work out your aches. If you don’t keep moving, you’ll seize.” He swats my ass when I turn to leave the gym. “You can’t resist a day with me, even if it means shopping, because you love me.”

	I grimace over my shoulder and scoff. “I tolerate you. I’ll be ready in half an hour.”

	Again, he laughs, but I wasn’t joking. Not completely. He means a lot to me, and if he weren’t in my life, I’d miss him terribly. I’d feel alone, even when socializing with my other friends. Colby is my best buddy.

	My hand presses to my stomach as I climb the stairs to my bedroom and watch Colby stride across the main floor toward his suite. Imagining him abandoning me carves an empty pit inside me that has me feeling nauseous.
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	After a quick shower to wash my sweaty body, I call Cindra while on speakerphone and slip on a white thong and bra, a pair of slim-fit black jeans, and a white spaghetti-strapped top, and then tuck it in. Next is the black belt with the three dangling chains that span hip to hip and hang only a few inches. It’s pretty and adds a sexy flair. My hair is pulled into a high ponytail before I apply a little pressed powder, eyeliner, blush, and lipstick. There’s no need for mascara since my lashes were done last week. With my purse under my arm, I slip my feet into my short, black, two-inch leather boots with the decorative gold studs on the sides.

	Colby’s sitting on the overstuffed, C-shaped black leather sofa when I start down the stairs. He looks up as Marian, my housekeeper, passes me, carrying a well-organized carry bucket of cleaning supplies.

	She smiles and whispers, “Good morning, Scarlett.”

	“Good morning, Marian,” I reply with a smile. “Colby’s dragging me out shopping for Christmas gifts,” I roll my eyes, “but I called Cindra to come fix something in the blue room.”

	“I’ll let her in when she arrives,” she says and continues up the stairs. Knowing how much I hate shopping, she giggles and teases, “Enjoy your shopping trip.”

	While suppressing a laugh, I snap back, “Don’t be a smartass!”

	She replies, “If I don’t offer smartass comments, you’d think I wasn’t feeling well.”

	My head tips and my eyes widen. “That’s true. Well, get back to work. I’m not paying you to sass back to me.”

	We both smile as we continue our opposite directions on the stairs.

	Colby stands in front of me and pinches my chin with his thumb and forefinger, as he often does. His blue eyes take me in as his deep voice praises me. “You look sexy as fuck. The workouts are doing you justice.” My eyes roll, and he releases my chin. “Are you ready to go?”

	With a nod, I step around him and push the heavy glass door open. We take his black luxury SUV I gifted him for his birthday last year. The car he was driving was twenty years old, at least, rusted almost to the frame, and it dog-tracked from a rear-end collision some years ago. It wasn’t safe, and I worried. The SUV is one of the safest on the road today. For a week, he refused to take the key and argued with me. He finally accepted the gift when I expressed my concerns for his safety and faked being on the verge of tears. I had to admit I didn’t want him to die. He wanted me to say that I’ll love him forever, but he knows I never will.

	The first stop is at an adult novelty and clothing store. He needs to pick up a new flogger because the leather on the handle of his favourite one is unravelling. I’m so used to seeing that purple and black flogger draped over his shoulder with him dressed in one of his leather harnesses, leather pants, and boots. His muscles bulge from his slim figure, and the diamonds on his gold nipple piercings catch the light. I’ll admit he’s sexy as hell, and he knows it.

	We’ve never had sex and never will. He’s my friend, and that’s as far as it goes, not that he doesn’t pester me daily to give in to my desires. I know the sex would be amazing, but an afternoon of fun would change our dynamic and eventually kill our friendship. So, no. I need him too much.

	While we’re here, I pick up some items we sell out of almost every weekend; a dozen of each variety of nipple clamps, twenty mini-vibrators, four boxes of different-sized condoms, and a replacement rubber sheet for the queen mattress set up in the wet-room. Last weekend, someone accidentally poked a hole in the rubber sheet, and the replacement I ordered online hasn’t arrived. We may need this sheet because people love that room.

	The cashier is new, and doesn’t know me. The wide-eyed, open-mouthed expression she wears as I pile more items on the cash counter has me giggling.

	Colby picks up a pair of leather shorts, a new harness, a five-meter rope, and the red and black flogger he came here for. As the cashier scans my items, I take the rope from Colby’s items and hand it to him to put it back on the shelf. “I have plenty of rope.”

	His head shakes in defeat, but he drops his items on the counter and puts the rope back.

	The cashier says, “That’ll be—"

	Before she can continue, I hand her my black card and watch her eyes widen. Yeah, you little cunt, I’m loaded. She scans the card and hands it back with the bags, and then scans Colby’s items as he returns to the counter.

	“I’m paying for my stuff.” He glares at me insistently, so I give in. “I should have my own rope.”

	“I have lots of rope. Just take what you need. If it’s not going to rub genitals, it can be washed.”

	“It’ll be bound tight against Tina’s pussy, so…” he says, and hands the cashier his gold card.

	The way her face flushes when he sports his best dreamy eyes at her is amusing. The poor girl wouldn’t know what to do with a man like Colby. What a hard lesson that would be for her. He’d spank her plump ass until it was red and hot.

	I pat his snug, black t-shirt covered chest. “Don’t toy with the woman.”

	He winks at her and says, “But she’d be so much fun to toy with.” Her jaw tenses, and she swallows as her eyes shift from him to me and back to him. “You wouldn’t by chance be into bondage, pain, and rough sex, would you?”

	Her face flushes almost purple and her hand visibly shakes as she tucks a wad of black hair behind her ear. “I, um… I haven’t… I don’t know…”

	I tug his sleeve. “Leave the poor girl alone. Let’s go.” I turn to her and smile. “It was nice to meet you. Tell Brenda that Mistress Scarlett says hello.”

	Brenda is the owner of the shop, and I know her well because I spend so much money here. If I ever need anything, all I need to do is ask Brenda to find it, and she’ll get it for me, no matter what it is. She isn’t into our lifestyle and has never taken me up on my invitations to visit Kiss Me Hard, my private BDSM-themed club.

	Next, we stop at the mall and wander into stores Colby shows interest in. All I can think about is my sore legs and how much I’d rather be soaking in my hot tub.

	He helps me choose a diamond-encrusted owl pendant necklace for my mother, who loves owls for some unknown reason. For my father, I buy a sailing vessel in a bottle. The store’s owner said it’s a well-known ship among enthusiasts. Unlike me, my father’s quite knowledgeable about these things. I’ve already purchased a warm winter coat for Marian. I saw the one she wore last year. It didn’t look warm enough, and winter is on its way. Since Cindra is a member of the club, I buy her a black leather harness with a fat dildo and a pair of tall leather boots with a three-inch heel. I’ve never seen her in high heels. Her long legs would look great in them. It doesn’t matter if she never wears the boots, but it’ll be fun if she does.

	Lana is my assistant, and I have no idea what I’m going to get her. It’s a toss-up between a year’s worth of spa treatments, a year’s worth of hair care products and salon visits, or a vacation, which she desperately needs. She does a lot for me, and I appreciate her efforts. Any time of the day or night, she’s available to me, and I like that. Lana knew that aspect was a requirement of the job when I hired her. She’s been with me for almost three years and can almost read my mind. I’d hate to lose her, so I pay her extremely well, and I spoil her when it’s appropriate.

	Colby stops at the grocery store next. We each get a carry basket since we don’t need many items. Lana already shopped for the household items and weekly groceries, so I follow Colby around. If something sparks my interest, I put it in my basket.

	He walks straight to the fresh foods aisle and stops at the ginger roots. When he seeks the perfect piece, his wicked grin flashes. His brows wave when he looks at me from the corners of his eyes; his sharp features allow him to look devilish when he wants to.

	It doesn’t take a genius to know why a dominant sadist would purchase ginger; it’s not for tea. “Who’s ass is the ginger for?”

	“Tina. Last weekend she was feeling brave and asked if she could try it, but I didn’t have any.” He tosses the piece into the air, catches it, and holds it up between us as his mouth twists into a diabolical sneer. “But I have a piece now.”

	My brows lift and I lick my lips. “I want to watch her squirm, if she’ll allow it.” 

	I know she will. Tina loves an audience.

	Cole has three playmates; all women. They know of each other and that he isn’t about to commit to any of them. They’re his female versions of my Ted. He tells everyone he’s waiting for me to come into the light and let him love me. I’ve told him countless times to find someone else.

	I smell the fresh mint and place it in my basket. There’s nothing like fresh mint tea after a long day. “She knows it’s going to feel hot, like her asshole’s tingling and burning, right?”

	He smiles wide enough to reveal his straight, snowy white teeth. “Yeah! She said her friend told her all about it and the explanation made her even more curious. So, I said I’d be happy to help her experience it. It’s Tina… damn good chance she’ll love to hate the burn.”

	As we walk past the prepackaged salad bags, Colby stuffs four in his basket, as well as other random vegetables.

	“Is there anything you’ve done to her she didn’t like?” I ask and smell a peach. My mouth waters, so I toss three into the basket hanging from my elbow.

	“She didn’t like my fist in her ass. I never thought she’d call mercy for anything, but that was too much.” My twisted expression makes him shrug. “I wouldn’t have attempted it if, in her questionnaire, she hadn’t checked off that she wanted to try it. So, we tried it. She didn’t like it.” He shrugs and his hand waves in a check-mark. “Hard limit.”

	I ask, “Did she not like the stretch?”

	He shakes his head and looks for employees before tossing an almond in his mouth from the bulk food bin. “She said it hurt too much, and she couldn’t get past it. She can take two cocks in her ass, so it’s not like she’s tight.”

	A woman in her fifties whips her head around and stares wide-eyed and gape-mouthed at Colby. He meets her eyes, turns to face her while he flashes his sexy eyes, and winks. Her cheeks flush and her shoulders straighten before she smiles shyly and turns to push her cart toward the bread aisle.

	I elbow him. “You shouldn’t flirt with the housewives.”

	“Why not?” he asks and walks backward to remain facing me. “She’ll go home and have sex with her husband, maybe even anal because now it’s in her head.”

	My finger spins to get him to turn before he trips. “And she’ll be picturing you, not her husband. I know.”

	“And what’s wrong with that, Scar? She can imagine she’s with me if it helps get her off. Besides, who cares? Her husband will never know the difference, and she isn’t hurting anyone. Let her eat cake!”

	He turns when he sees the edges of my lips lift and halts before he walks smack into the cart of a man in his sixties.

	The man scolds him. “Easy does it, young man.”

	Colby apologizes and then bumps his elbow against my shoulder when I laugh. He says, “You were going to let me walk into that man.”

	“Absolutely,” I reply and toss a box of tampons at him.

	Cole slaps at the box wildly, hoping to catch it, but it falls to the floor despite his efforts. He picks it up and tosses it into my basket.

	We pay while the man in line behind me doesn’t stop talking to me, no matter how many times I try to end the conversation by turning my back to him. He goes on about nothing remotely interesting to me, but it is to him. It’s obvious he finds me attractive by the way his eyes continue sizing me up. Colby finds my annoyance humorous. Fine! This is the universe paying me back for letting Colby walk into the cart.

	Our last stop is at the cigar shop to see if Gary has any we haven’t tried. Cole and I enjoy a good cigar. He and I smoke and sip whiskey several times a week under the stars with a fire flickering in our gas fire pit. Those moments alone with him are about as romantic as I get with anyone, because I can relax and let my guard down. We’ve gotten into some pretty deep conversations.

	He’s the one person I can be myself with. I’m just me, and he’s just Cole.
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	It’s ten minutes past four when we arrive home. There’s plenty of time to get myself ready and set up the bar and playrooms for the six o’clock opening. Cindra has fixed the spanking bench, and Lana’s downstairs in the club, setting up for me.

	Along with taking care of my needs, Lana tends to the little things that keep the club running smoothly. I’m not exactly the most reliable person. Lana keeps my schedule. She has a list of what needs to be ordered for the bar and playrooms, and she shops for clothing and other items needed that haven’t been picked up with the general groceries, which is Marian’s task. Lana’s almost exactly my size, which is convenient. When I don’t have time, she shops for outfits I require for special events. What more could I ask for in an assistant?

	I’ve decided to give Lana a two-week vacation for two in Baha at a private resort for Christmas. Hopefully, I can manage without her that long.

	I dress in a tight, red, mesh long-sleeved shirt, and a red leather skirt decorated with suspenders wide enough to cover my nipples. My three-inch red heels have silver studs up the back to match the stiletto heel. My hair is brushed and left to hang naturally, and my make-up is sparingly applied, aside from my deep pink lipstick. The mesh shirt allows the ink needled into my shin to shine through. My legs wear nothing but lotion to brighten the decorative art on my strong gams.

	The small, private elevator outside of my bedroom takes me past the main floor and into the basement. Taking the twenty-two open-concept stairs to the main floor and then walking through my home to the back stairs down to the club would take too long.

	My heels click the dark grey and white marbled vinyl-composite floor as I exit the elevator and make my way past the security door and into the club. Lana, Marian, and Colby are the only other people to know that code. The last thing I need is some random jackass rummaging through my personal dwelling.

	In less than an hour, the club’s lighting will dim for ambiance, and the music will thump through the entire club with the tempo of a quick heartbeat. The private rooms will be lit with shades distinguishing them by their titles. Since there are three private rooms, giving them colour names is more proficient. One room has two private shower stalls that accommodate up to three people and an open area mimicking one you’d see in a high school and contains four showerheads with a drain in the centre for group showering or wet play. To the right of that room are the toilet stalls. The doors can be left open, should watching or being watched be their kink.

	After checking to ensure there’s toilet paper in each stall and the stacks of towels have been replenished, along with the variety of shampoos and soaps, lubricant and condoms, I check Cindra’s repair of the spanking bench in the blue room. She did a great job!

	The red room is in good order, aside from the extension chains that have been hung on the wrong hooks. The hoist needs to be raised higher so nobody hits their head on the heavy hook dangling at the end of the thick chain. It’s strong enough to bear the weight of a small car. That would hurt.

	“Lana,” I call out as I near the long, arced bar with the cherry-stained oak top, lined with matching stools cushioned in black leather. “Did the rum and tequila arrive?”

	My eyes scan the rows of glass shelving with a hundred bottles of alcohol from the cheapest to the most expensive whiskeys. I cater to a financially varied crowd, but few earn below six figures.

	Lana points to the bottles and says, “Yeah. I put these out, and there are two cases of each in the back. Also, the new pinot you ordered arrived earlier than expected.” She hands me a bottle and turns to get a screw to pop the cork.

	“That was quick. Did you taste it?” I ask and read the label. 

	“Not yet. I was waiting for you.” Lana hands me the opener, so I twist it into the cork and pull it free with a pop. She sets out two glasses and I pour. “I cleaned the new nipple clamps and other merchandise you bought today. There’s still several items on display, so I put most of them in the drawer.”

	There isn’t an actual store; not in the common sense. People can buy sex toys, whips, condoms, lube, and many other sexual aids, but they don’t pay in cash. My staff scan their purchases, and the member signs their name with a stylus. Every three months, we charge their credit card under the name Drahems Sik, which is Kiss Me Hard backwards. It’s a simple switch but enough where the anonymity of their purchase shouldn’t be questioned by anyone seeking to blackmail them.

	We sip from our glasses and moan. It’s smooth with no lingering aftertaste, which I like. These bottles of pinot grigio came from a local winery not well-known to a lot of establishments. Colby’s parents visited it a few weeks ago and loved their wine, so we placed an order. They often take tours of breweries and wineries, and their recommendations benefit the club.

	Lana offers to pour more into my glass, and I nod enthusiastically. She pours herself only a few sips worth, but fills mine halfway.

	As I lift the glass to the light to see through the golden liquid, I ask, “Did the new woman start? What’s her name? Katie?”

	Lana snickers. “Her name’s Katty.”

	“I’ll try to remember. Do you think she’d be willing to change her name for my convenience?”

	Lana twists her mouth and tightens her brows. “Probably not, but I can ask.”

	“It’d be a big ask. I’ll just try to remember.” I sip my wine and swish it in my mouth before swallowing. “Has she come in yet?”

	“No, but I’m expecting her any minute.” Lana looks up at the surveillance screen showing the outside of the building. A woman’s standing at the employee door and looks nervous. “Speaking of…”

	My hand waves, and I round the bar with my glass in hand. “Don’t stop what you’re doing. I’ll let her in. There are a few things I have to go over with her, anyway.”

	My staff is paid very well. I expect them to follow a certain code of ethics, adhere to my rules, and keep their mouths shut about what happens here. Their hiring depends upon them signing an NDA—non-disclosure agreement—before they ever set foot in my club. The last thing we need is a high-profile member’s name splashed in the tabloids.

OEBPS/images/image-2.jpeg
C@ifaﬂm One





OEBPS/images/image.jpeg
PEBBLES LACASSE






OEBPS/cover.jpeg
PEBBLES LACASSE

wek





OEBPS/images/image-4.jpeg





OEBPS/images/image-1.jpeg





OEBPS/images/image-3.jpeg





