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          About This Book

        

      

    

    
      Stacie gives Vince the twelve days of Christmas to show her how erotic BDSM can be.

      Vince takes her gift seriously—he loves her enough to suppress his dominant side if that’s her choice.

      But he can’t help but hope and dream that on the twelfth day, she’ll call him “Master.”

      Romance and BDSM intertwine in this sexy-hot short story from legendary erotica heavy-hitter Andrea Dale.

      

      
        “‘On the Twelfth Day’…wherein a pair of lovers determines how deeply into the lifestyle they can bear to explore….read[s] as gritty and hot, quickly giving me a girlie-wood with [its] excellently-written sex.”

        – Jane’s Guide, April 2007

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          On the Twelfth Day

        

      

    

    
      STACIE’S HANDS TREMBLED as she untied the green ribbon that bound the Christmas present on her lap. Vince hid his smile, not wanting to distract her. They’d discussed this at length already, but knowing what was in the box—what it represented—was far more powerful than any conversation could ever be.

      Just before she opened the box, she looked up at him, eyes seeking reassurance. Now he did smile, and cup her face in his hands. The tree’s multicolored lights made ever-changing patterns like stained glass on their skin.

      “I love you,” he said. Then his smile faded. “Open it.”

      She shivered at the tone of command in his voice.

      “Oh…oh, Vince, it’s beautiful,” she breathed at her first sight of the red collar nestled in silver tissue paper. She caressed the soft leather, held it up to her throat.

      “No.” He took it from her hands. She was confused, and he wouldn’t hold that against her. “It’s mine to put on you,” he explained. “You’re giving me permission to do that—and to do whatever I want after it’s locked around your pretty throat.”

      Stacie swallowed, but her gaze was steady. “Yes.” And as he buckled it on her, she softly sang, “On the first day of Christmas, my true love gave to me…”
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      TWELVE DAYS. FROM Christmas Day through January sixth was the time she gave him to introduce her to BDSM, to guide her into submission, to give her the chance to decide if this was what she wanted for their relationship.

      He wanted it. But he loved her too much to give her up if she chose against it.

      He loved that she was willing to try.

      Day one, the collar. He let her get used to the sensation of wearing it, reminding her of her subservience. In real life, he wouldn’t make her wear it all the time, nor would he expect her to wait on him hand and foot. But for this limited time, this learning experience, he sent her off to do the dishes, nudged her chin down if she looked directly at him, reinforced for her his expectations.

      On the second day, he spanked her.

      They’d played with that a little before, with her squirming and giggling. Now, however, she took it more seriously. When he laid her over his lap and told her not to move, he heard her sharp, indrawn breath.

      One for each day, he informed her, and she was to count them off.

      “One…sir,” she said clearly. “Two, sir. Uh! Three. Three sir!”

      Progressively harder, the air reverberating with the crack of his hand against the plump curve of her ass, which steadily reddened.

      Dipping a hand between her thighs, he found how wet she was, and the knowledge made him instantly, painfully hard. He took her there on the floor so her tender flesh would rub against the carpet, heightening the sensations.

      She sobbed and tensed so hard when she came, he thought she might break apart. But she clutched him, and he told her, unable to keep the pride from his voice, that she’d done very, oh very well.
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      HE’D TIED HER hands with scarves before, so it was a natural progression to add light bondage for the third day. Fur-lined cuffs in a cheerful shade of purple, wrists and ankles. Face-up first, to toy with her nipples and nibble at her pale flesh until she begged—before she realized she wasn’t supposed to do that. He was fascinated by the progression of emotions across her face: first shocked realization and guilt, then a level of fear, and then a second realization, not of what she’d done but that she’d be punished for it.

      Although she fought to mask it, he definitely saw excitement. Anticipation.

      He recuffed her face down with a pillow under her hips and enjoyed her whimpers and squeals as he spanked her, swiftly and soundly.

      He slid his cock between her and the pillow and waited while she struggled against the urge to grind her clit against the hard length of him.

      When he finally slid into her, it was preceded by the warning not to come until he gave her permission.

      He took pity on her and told her to come when he knew she was pitching over the edge anyway. But her writhing against his cock and his hand, her relieved and delighted screams, were all worth it.
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      CLAMPS ADORNED HER pert breasts on day four. He was so fascinated, so turned on by the sight of the clamps pinching her sensitive nipples, making them pucker and darken, that he kept putting them on and removing them all day.

      It was all he could not to pull out a tiny little whip from his locked box and flick it against her imprisoned buds.

      No. Not yet. There was time for that later. But from the way she walked when wearing the clips, her chest thrust out just a little, wiggling gently to increase the sensation, he guessed that she might not be averse to stronger stimulation in the future.

      That night, he fastened the clamps so the connecting chain would reach her mouth, and he told her not to drop it, no matter what. It made the clips pull deliciously, and didn’t allow her to howl her pleasure when he brought her to orgasm with his hands and mouth and cock. Which, he knew, was the hardest thing of all for her.

      He pulled the clamps off at the very end, and her final, violent climax drove him over the edge with her.
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      ON DAY FIVE, she grew more nervous. He’d been relatively gentle up until now.

      Now, however, he started bringing out the harder stuff.

      The spanking bench, which he strapped her to so she couldn’t move even if she wanted to disobey him.

      The spreader bar, that kept her legs apart and made it harder for her to come. He put a vibrator against her clit and watched her struggle as he stroked his cock. He was heady with need, heady with what he was doing with her and how she was taking it.

      So close. So desperate. She would have turned wide blue eyes on him, pleading, if he hadn’t blindfolded her.

      He’d told her to come at will, but still she fought, the need to bring her legs together to assist her warring with her pitched arousal.

      He was so close himself, it was hard to keep his voice steady and stern. “On the count of five,” he said. “If you don’t come on five, we’ll stop, and you’ll be punished.”

      She froze, taking in his words, and then he began. “One…two…”

      She came, hard, on five. And so did he.
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      THE SIXTH DAY was much the same, only with the addition of paddles and a crop to heighten the scenario. Between rounds, he asked for her honest opinion: what she liked, what she didn’t like. She had yet to use her safeword, although she’d gasped “yellow” a few times so that he’d ease off.

      Still, she slid her fingertips over the welts he’d raised, and her smile spoke volumes.

      He didn’t overdo it, because he didn’t want her too sore for what he’d planned for day seven: New Year’s Eve.

      She’d been naïve enough to believe that when he told her to wear the panties with the remove-controlled vibrator in them, that they’d be having fun on the way to the club, or on the way home.

      Not at the party.

      “I’m going to make you come,” he said.

      “Here—now?” she gasped, and added, just in time, “Sir?”

      “Yes. Right here. At this party.”

      He’d been delighted to discover this was one of her feared fantasies.

      “But—”

      “If you don’t, I’ll spank you right here, in front of everyone.”

      Which would be worse for her? He knew the choice enflamed her. He directed her to the dance floor, thumbed the control. The music pounded; nobody could hear the buzzing. He watched her shudder and cry out, her hips grinding to a beat only she could hear.
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