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BE MY VALENTINE, SIR

Elizabeth Coldwell




Dedication

For Lord T




Be My Valentine, Sir

 

“But you promised…” Jason tried not to whine down the phone line.

“I know. And I never thought I’d get called into work on a Sunday. Things have been crazy these past couple of days.” Adrian sighed. “I’ll make it up to you, I swear.”

He knew none of this was really his master’s fault. Blame me for having a Dom with such a high-flying career. Adrian’s job as a music industry lawyer often saw him working six days a week and spending endless hours in meetings, both in his office and via conference call in his study at home. Earlier in the week, Adrian had come home with the news that one of his clients was being sued for plagiarism. DJ Swiss had spent the last month topping charts around the world with his insanely catchy dance tune, The Special One. Now some songwriter no one had ever heard of had crawled out of the woodwork, claiming he’d written the exact same melody a decade earlier. He was demanding substantial financial compensation for being ripped off. Adrian had been working overtime, trying to discover whether there would be a case to answer in court.

“When this is all over, we’ll go away somewhere for a few days. Tell you what—I’ll book us into The Hideaway. How does that sound?”

It sounds pretty good. Jason and Adrian had spent a memorable Christmas at The Hideaway, a boutique hotel in the New Forest that catered to those into the BDSM lifestyle, and had a fully equipped dungeon for the exclusive use of guests. And now Jason’s mind drifted to thoughts of the punishment he’d received at his master’s hands in that dungeon—the feel of the flogger Adrian wielded so expertly, striking his naked, bound body over and over. But it still doesn’t solve the immediate problem.

Today was February 14th, Valentine’s Day, and he’d planned to give Adrian a night to remember. It would all begin when Adrian stepped through the door after his regular Sunday afternoon run. Jason had vintage champagne chilling in the fridge, ready for him to serve to his master. He intended to cook him his favourite meal of steak in peppercorn sauce with a green salad and crusty bread, washed down with a glass or two of good Margaux. Then they’d head upstairs, following a trail of dried rose petals Jason had laid up the stairs and along the hall. Jason would run a bath for both of them, perfumed with sandalwood and ylang ylang oil, designed to create a sensuous, arousing mood. He’d wash every inch of Adrian’s gorgeous, muscular body before drying him off with a fluffy bath sheet and leading him into the bedroom. The covers had been strewn with more rose petals, and candles stood by the bed, ready to be lit. Jason intended to serve dessert in bed—strawberries dipped in white chocolate. Of course, some of the chocolate would drip onto their naked bodies, forcing them to lick each other clean. And once they’d eaten their fill, Jason would present Adrian with the gift he’d hidden in the bottom drawer of the bedside cabinet…

But Adrian had never made it as far as putting on his running gear. He’d received a phone call from DJ Swiss’s representatives in the States that had sent him dashing off to his office in search of some files, and now it seemed all of Jason’s plans were in ruins. Though we can still spend time together, Jason reassured himself. As soon as Adrian’s found what he’s looking for, he’ll come home. My preparations won’t go to waste.
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