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    Dedicated to the four people in my life who share my BDSM  journey:  My Mike, who is my other half. My Kitty, my bestie in all things, for too many years to count. Geoff, a strong Dom, who is helping Mike find his way in a world that is new to him. And Peter, who taught me what a Daddy Dom should be and still watches over me, though our relationship has ended.  


Thank you so much, I couldn't have done this without you.
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There aren’t too many times where I get presented with the opportunity to deliberately write a story that portrays BDSM in a positive light; this is one of them. The Leather Persuasion series is about showing people that BDSM isn’t about abuse, being taken advantage of, or just the giving and receiving of pain. 

BDSM is so much more than that; it’s intimacy, honesty, communication. It can be about love and connection. Yes, there’s bondage, and pain but there is a huge list of activities included in these four little letters: B D S M. It’s a world unto itself that allows for very powerful relationships to happen. 

And it’s far more mainstream than you may think. Your physician, your neighbour, the uptight mouthpiece in the PTA, the buttoned-up fourth grade teacher, and even that prim bespectacled bank teller you frequent could all be in the Lifestyle in one way or another. 

There are different levels of involvement. You could be someone who only plays on the weekend and is only Dominant or submissive for the hour or two you’re in a scene (playing). You could be someone who is submissive who has a Dom/me (male/female) but only allows them a certain amount of dominion over you.  Or you may be someone who is of a slave mindset, someone who submits 24/7 to someone, entirely and completely.  None of that is wrong.  And even in those levels there are different gradients of submission and Dominance. 

We play Safe, Sane and Consensual (SSC), or we play Risk-Aware Consensual Kink (RACK).  These mean that we negotiate; we talk openly and honestly about what we can (or will) do, about the time, about the way things are done, even about the things we say and how we say them. 

We are constantly learning because only in learning can we continue to be safe and risk-aware. Only in learning can we continue to grow. 

BDSM is a way of life for millions of people, whether other people agree with it or not. The same could be said for some religions. (that’s a joke, folks)

There are a few people I’d like to thank for helping me write this. 

First, I want to thank whomever inspired the inscription on the inside of Alina’s collar. I’ve been in love with the line for well over a year and I’ve finally found somewhere wonderful to use it. It’s spent a long, long time sitting on a Sticky Note on my computer. 

Crystal and Edward, for allowing me to be a part of it. 

Mike, for dealing with me while I write. It took him a while to figure out how to live with a writer but I think he may have the hang of it now. I love you, even if you do drag me out of the house when I have a deadline. We always have fun together, no matter the reason we’ve gone out, so I don’t mind. I love our time together.

My best friend Kitty and my sister Miranda.  They are my alpha readers, the ones who are the best at giving me feedback. Thank you so much for your help and your comments. 

Thank you, readers, for buying the book. Don’t forget to buy the others in the series!

Catherine
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Chapter One


[image: ]




Alina Walsh stands in the tiny, seaside airport in Virginia Key, Miami Florida with a large smile plastered on her face. She is there waiting for a seaplane to take her to one of her favourite places and she is going with her two favourite men: her Master, Luke Hamilton, and his best friend, Charlie Hunan. The three of them are going to the exclusive Leather Persuasion, a BDSM resort, a little slice of heaven where being Luke’s slave in public was not only acceptable but totally expected. 

The plane is running behind, though, and Alina paces a little in the alcove.  She is impatient, it is true, but only because she simply can’t wait.  The resort is one of the few places where she is allowed to be of service to both of these men, to touch both of these men, to have both of them touch her, and to be able to do it all publicly. 

This weekend, too, will give her a chance to give into one of her secret thrills – exhibitionism. They were heading to LP to give a seminar about percussion play. Percussion play is also her favourite thing; spanking, flogging, whipping and something they use therapeutically: drumming. Drumming is the rhythmic use of sticks as a massage method.

Alina turns in her pacing and lifts her eyes to the love of her life. Luke stands quietly talking with Charles. Both loves of my life, she amends to herself. God help me, but I love Charles just as much as Luke. Just then Charles glances at her and catches her eye. He curves those thick lips at her in a warm smile that causes a small flood in her panties. She sighs softly and turns her dark blue gaze back to Luke. 

He is thirty-nine but his English complexion gives him the appearance of a man almost ten years younger. At six-foot-one, he towers over most of the people in Miami. (Of course, most of them are seniors, Alina giggles to herself.) The sun turns dark blond hair light and when he looks at her, a ray of suns hit his face, turning his pale blue eyes almost white. The effect makes her shudder so she hurries over to him. 

Luke holds out an arm, pulling his girl close against him, tucking her curvy hourglass figure against his sleekly muscled form. He has a cyclist body – long, lean muscles, well defined legs, a round ass she loves to grab as he pounds into her, and flat abs. “What’s wrong, pet?” he asks.

“Nothing, Master,” she replies quietly as laid her head against his shoulder. “Just a little premonition that I might lose you.”

Luke sweeps her around into a tight hug and kisses her deeply. “Never, my immortal. You will always be mine.”

Alina melts against him and smiles. “I love you, my Master.” She gazes into his eyes, smiling as he says the words back, but finds herself struggling not to include Charles in the words. 

“misdjjn dfkmdk dkfjdkld Leathsdfk lkgfdlssion dkflkjrding eri!”

“Um...What did they say?” Charles glances quizzically at the large speaker attached to the pole nearby.

“I think they said the plane has finally arrived.” Luke chuckles as Alina giggles.

She chimes in, “I think it’s at pier seven. I was looking at the schedule earlier and that seems to be their dedicated pier.”

“Good girl,” Charles murmurs. “Shall we head that way then?”

“Yes, for sure.”  Luke agrees and waves a porter over to transport their bags and the custom chest they have with them. 

Alina walks beside the luggage, keeping an eye on the chest. It’s made of darkly stained oak with brass strapping on the edges. While it travels horizontally, it opens standing on one end to reveal their collection of percussion toys. There are a few new ones in there that they didn’t have in their trip the year before and she is quite excited.  There is one paddle in there that is about twelve inches long, with several holes in it. It kind of whistles through the air a bit before it lands on your ass and...

“Girl!”

The annoyance in Luke’s voice makes Alina snap to attention and she wonders how many times he’s called for her. “Yes, Master? I’m sorry, Master.” She hangs her head, looking up at him through her lashes.

Luke gives her a look of reprimand then smiles at her. “Apology accepted. Now, climb into the plane, my sweet.”

Inside the DeHavilland Turbine Otter seaplane, the pilot holds a hand out to her and smiles. “Welcome back, Miss Alina.” 

Alina accepts the hand and smiles. “Thank you, Dalian. I’m looking forward to this trip. How are you?”

Dalian pulls her up the short ladder as Luke gives her a boost. “I am jus’ fine, Miss, jus’ fine. Find yerself a seat. You and Misters Luke and Charles are the only ones flyin’ out this round.”

“Alright, thanks.” She lets go of the big Cuban’s hand and settles on the left side, in a window seat by the wing strut. 

Luke and Charles follow her and Luke nudges her out of the window seat to the one beside it as Charles sits in a seat on her other side. She wriggles happily as she becomes the meat in a Dom sandwich. 

Behind them the luggage is loaded, the door is pulled shut and Dalian walks up to the cockpit.

Alina leans against Luke and watches as the pier becomes a thin line that disappears completely as they reached their altitude and turned toward Trunk Bay, where Leather Persuasion made itself home.

The flight doesn’t take long, Alina, Luke and Charles are long-time friends and have a deep relationship; conversation flows easy and naturally, as does the laughter.  Soon Dalian is landing at the LP private island. The landing is a bit bumpy but Dalian handles it smoothly and sidles up to the LP pier perfectly. Waiting there is a trio of resort submissives and a luggage trolley; all three are women and all three are all dressed in loose white blouses with mandarin collars, that lack buttons entirely and are tied just below the bust. Each of them displays round breasts hugged by lacy bras in different bright colours. Each white blouse is paired with a pleated skirt that barely cover their asses, (which are not otherwise covered; a wash of air from the plane’s prop shows they wear thongs). Two of the girls are tan, one is naturally dark. All three wave at the passengers when the passenger windows turn briefly to the pier before docking.

Charles rises as the plane came to a halt and offers a hand to Alina. “Come, girl.” 

Alina slides her hand into his and electricity sizzles from every point of contact to travel to her nipples and clit. “Thank you, Sir,” she nearly gasps as she stands.

Luke stands behind her, puts his hands on her hips and presses against her. Those fingers bunch up the summer dress she’s wearing until he can touch skin. He chuckles as she shudders with pleasure. He lifts one hand and turns her head so he can capture her mouth. She moans into the kiss.

Charles, not to be outdone by the kiss in the one place he cannot have, sucks her index finger into his mouth and slowly lets it slide back out as his tongue caresses it.

Alina’s knees weaken as she nearly orgasms on the spot. 

Only a discrete throat clearing from a short distance away prevents them from continuing. “Perhaps the Misters would care to play with their toy in their cottage.” Dalian makes the statement firmly but politely. 

Luke slowly breaks the kiss as Charles releases Alina’s hand. “Of course, Dalian; our apologies. She’s just so delectable.” Luke grins at the other man, who was neither submissive nor Dominant, just Pilot. He had authority on his territory: his plane. If you didn’t behave, you didn’t get back on.

And since the other pilot was a bit of a jackass, this trio prefers to book with Dalian; so, they take themselves off his plane and let themselves be greeted by the girls on the pier.

“Greetings! Welcome to Leather Persuasion!” says the chirpy blonde.

“How may we serve you?” The redhead bats her lashes at Charles. She is no fool and likes to play. She saw the play go down in the plane and figured out that the blond male was in love with the girl. She doesn’t think the big hunk of dark chocolate is doing more than just playing with her and she is determined to make sure he knows she is available.

“You are Luke Hamilton, Alina Walsh and Charles Hunan, here to do the seminar on percussion play?” The third one asks in a surprisingly husky voice.

Alina looks closer as Luke answers in the affirmative and realizes that the person speaking is trans, or at least a cross-dresser; she makes a note to try and find her later.

“If you will allow us to take your bags to your cabin,” number three continues as the redhead sidles closer to Charles, “I am Jules. Mister Lance is waiting at the front desk to check you in.” She notices the dark glance Alina gives the redhead. “Christie and I will take the chest to ensure it does not get damaged. Suzette can take the rest of your bags on the trolley.” She grabs the redhead by the back of the neck and points at the toybox. 

Christie sulks as she stomps over to the trunk. She stands there, waiting, as the other two girls load the luggage on the trolley. 

Alina, Luke and Charles stride ahead, leaving the subs to their petty differences, and trusting that the luggage will end up in their cabin. They arrive in the main hotel lobby and Alina lights up as she spots the concierge. With a glance at Luke for his permission, she hurries forward, holding out her hands as she speaks. “Lance! How is my favourite Architect of Adventure?” 

Lance turns and grins as he hurries to meet her halfway. “Darling, I’m the only such architect in the world. People come to me from all over to have me organize their fun.” Lance brushes her cheek with a kiss then leans back to look at her. “Well, well, you’ve been making some changes. You look good.” He draws out the oh sound in ‘good’ as he twirls her around in a slow circle. “You’re what, a size fourteen now? And, honey, you’ve never worn colours so bold; fire looks good on you. Hawt.” He winks and gives a little kitty roar before squeezing her hand and turning to Luke and Charles with a bow. “Mister Luke, Mister Charles. How delightful to take in the two of you again.” He addresses them as Luke has asked him to in previous visits.

Luke watches as the buff blond in the blue blazer, (How’s that for a tongue twister? He thinks to himself in sudden amusement.), rakes his eyes over his girl and relaxes. He leans over to Charles and whispers, “You remember Lance, right?”

“Yeah,” Charles responds in a low voice. “Isn’t he bi?”

“What’s your point?”

“He’s eyeing up ou- your girl there like she’s a Christmas cookie.”

Luke chuckles. “Lance would never do anything inappropriate. Where else would a boy from Flatbush get to pretend to be British while living out his fantasies? He would never cock this job up.” 

“Boy? He’s thirty-eight if he’s a day.” Charles takes in the look Luke gives him and chuckles.  “Right, and I’m the one whose been in the Lifestyle longer. I know it’s been a couple of years since I’ve been here with you, I’ll get with the program soon.”

Luke nods just as Lance turns to them. “Lance. How are you doing?”

“Very well, Mister Luke, very well indeed. How could I be anything but?” Lance cuts his eyes over to Charles and puts one hand on his hip. “Mmm I see you have brought the very delectable Mister Charles back with you.”  Lance suddenly becomes rather effeminate as he points one finger at Charles. “You, Sir, are super fine and are going to be sought after.” He opens his mouth to make another comment but hears a soft angry sound from behind him that he’s pretty sure didn’t make him past him so changes his mind. Instead, he goes back to the lobby counter and looks at the computer screen.

“Let’s get my favourite VIP members checked in. You are doing the percussion seminar this week, we have the ballroom booked for you, along with the furniture you requested. Your cabin is ready for you, with the addition of a bed in the main room.” He looks from Alina to Luke to Charles and back to Alina. “Are you sure you wouldn’t like an additional cabin for Mister Charles?”

Alina glowers at Lance briefly as Luke shakes his head. “No, we’re fine with the current arrangement.” 

“Alright then, you’re all set!” Lance nearly chirps at them in a sudden burst of good humour. “Paul here will drive you across the grounds to Cottage Four.”

“Thank you, Lance,” Luke says with a smile.

Lance nods then waves at Alina as she turns to trail Paul, who is sashaying his way to a luxury 6-seater golf cart with Luke and Charles already turning to follow.

An hour later, they are supplied with food and drink and seated on the deck. They can just see the ocean through the trees, and hear it crashing against the rocks. As one, the three give a deep sigh of release. 

“This, if I may say so,” says Alina, “is the life.”

“Oh?” asks Luke. “You like being waited on hand and foot?” He gestures to the resort girls unpacking behind them in the cottage. “Perhaps you’d like to Top for a while?”

Alina blushes. “No, it’s not about that, Master. It’s the atmosphere, it’s the stress draining away, it’s being here with you and Sir and all our friends here. It’s knowing that we can be free about our relationship without judgement or fear of repercussions.”

Luke studies her for a moment while Charles snickers. “She’s got you there, mate,” Charles says. “You can’t make assumptions about this woman’s brains.”

“No, no I cannot.” Luke finally chuckles and Alina sags a bit in relief as he pats his thigh. “Come here, girl.” 

Alina grins and practically flits from her chair to his lap where she stretches out half on him, half beside him. He wraps his arm around her and they begin to discuss the flight from their home in New Brunswick. “That woman with the straw hat wider than her shoulders!” Alina giggles. “What was she thinking? Never mind the width, the ostrich feathers on it coming from the back end of that tiny little Styrofoam – I’m assuming it was Styrofoam – bird were hysterical!” 

“It was purple and red,” Charles adds. “And not even good purple and red. They were almost neon. And she wore it with a yellow sundress. In November.”

“And silver go-go boots,” Luke says with an eye roll. “If you ever dress like that, my girl, I will remove your collar, replace it with a set of chains worthy of Mr. T, and a neon orange, patent leather catsuit with open breasts then parade you on Yonge St amongst all the Queens led by a leash made of LED Christmas lights.”

They’re all laughing when Lance discretely clears his throat from behind them. “Excuse me, Mister Luke. Might we discuss the seminar?”

Luke waves him forward. “Come in, Lance, of course. Take Alina’s chair, sit, we’ll talk.”

Lance looks almost horrified at the offer. “I could not, thank you.” He walks forward and looks around. Spying a footstool, he almost delicately lowers himself to sit on it and sets his clipboard on his lap. “You have the play space on the beach booked, North Beach for personal play, of course,” he says as if it’s the best beach to play on and therefore the only one. He continues, “And Ballroom One for the seminar, which you’ll be doing on the afternoon of the sixteenth, that’s the third day from now.” Lance looks at Luke like he’s asked a question.

Luke nods. “That’s right. We will require the St. Andrews Cross, a spanking bench, a whipping post, a massage table and a large comfortable chair. You said when we checked in that the furniture has been booked.”

“I did. They have.” Lance looks at his notes. “This is your fourth time doing the seminar but the first time you’ve brought Mister Charles to assist. Why have you brought him?”

Alina smiles at Charles, who winks back, as Luke answers Lance. “Charles has spectacular talent with a single tail whip, the cat o’nine, and other such things. He will be discussing technique and safety.”

“Oh, that sounds lovely.” Lance gives Charles an appraising look like he’s suddenly thinking how much fun it would be to be under such a man – talented, tall, strong, delicious looking chocolate skin. Charles gazes back then looks to Alina and back. Lance nods almost imperceptibly. “And will you be giving your usual talk?”

“More or less,” Luke replies. “We’ll be discussing how to find out if you both want to try this; starting out; safety; toy types; choosing what works for you; how to use them. We also have one other topic, something we discovered this year when Alina hurt her back. We’ve done extensive practical research into it – drumming as a health benefit.”

Lance frowns. “I’m not familiar with that.”

Alina speaks up. “Not many people are, though we have found a few Lifestylers with chronic health issues who use it.”

“What is it?” he asks.

“Now, now,” Luke says with a finger wave. “If we give away everything, what are you going to get out of the seminar on Sunday?”

Lance gives him a tight smile. “As you wish, Mister Luke.” Lance hates not knowing everything that goes on. Luke and Alina have been VIP members for a few years now and Lance knows well them enough to know that if Luke doesn’t want to tell him, he won’t say a word. Aggravating man, Lance thinks fondly as he stands up. They are among his favourite people. 

Lance looks from one to the other of the three of them, seeing the chemistry between them, he decides to leave the question of the resort BDSM checklist alone; it’s quite obvious they won’t be needing anyone else to play with. The thought that they will be a trio by the end of the trip flits through his mind and his smile turns genuine. “I will leave you to your evening.  Thank you for your time.”

“Not a problem, my man. Have a good night.” Luke smiles back and the three of them watch silently as Lance leaves, taking the girls, who are done unpacking, with him. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
v

/7

. TIED TO THE BEAT






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png
GXO+—





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





