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Prologue
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Kade Walker

Growing orchids taught me about the value of patience. If you wanted the flowers to bloom, you had to wait. You had to be diligent, deliver everything the plant needed, nurture its growth, and provide the perfect conditions. You couldn’t rush the process. It couldn’t be accelerated. The orchid blossomed in its own sweet time.

Looking back, I wished I’d cultivated them from a younger age. How many of the women I’d taken and slain would have survived if I had only applied the orchid’s rules? Running my fingertips over Tiffany’s soft skin, I blew out a breath at the litany of terrible, sordid memories. The list of lives I had snuffed out was longer than I wanted to remember.

As a younger man, I’d been heady with power, with little desire to nurture anything except my satisfaction. Tiffany was the first I yearned to look after, the first I’d chosen to flourish at my fingertips.

“It’s okay,” I whispered, relishing her tiny whimpers. “You’re safe.”

Though safety, I realized, was a relative concept. She may well have expected to be safe in her own home, but I had infested it and changed all the rules. Now, Tiffany’s safety relied upon her ability to please me. Now, everything was different.

Wide eyes met my assertion, her lips struggling around the gag I’d shoved into place. Forced onto her belly, her ankles and wrists were bound with the same black ropes I’d used before.

“It’s necessary.” I met her gaze, ensuring she understood before I rose from her easy chair.

“I’ll be back soon. Then we’ll talk more, and you can send your message to your boss.” I resisted the urge to roll my eyes, although I desperately wanted to. Tiffany’s obsession with her career was one fetish I intended to suppress. A woman as wonderful as her deserved a life of sensuality and pleasure, not heavy caseloads and courtrooms. I would give her life the meaning she’d so frantically sought but failed to find.

Her breathing was ragged as I stalked away, heading out to the landing. Following the blood stains, my gaze landed on the place she’d flung the bloodied knife, and my fingers rose to the dressing at my neck. A part of me still couldn’t believe she had attacked me, that she loathed me so intensely, violence with a knife had seemed like a good plan. Glancing back, I caught her despairing expression, my arousal simmering as she squirmed in the ropes. Technically, the spreader bar at her ankles meant she hadn’t needed binding there, but I’d been having too much fun to stop. Instead, I’d wound the rope around every limb, ensuring she was thoroughly fettered and adequately photographed. Even though I had cameras littered all around the place, I intended to keep a thorough record of her struggles with the images captured on my phone, so I could relish Tiffany’s plight whenever the urge struck.

Ignoring my burgeoning need, I headed down the hall to the house’s main bathroom, where Tiffany kept an extensive first aid kit. Away from her distracting mewls, I could give the laceration some proper attention. Finding the kit under the basin, I watched in the mirror as I peeled away the dressing. The bleeding had stopped, but it was vulnerable to infection. God only knew how long she’d kept the blade by her bedside, but its condition had hardly been sterile. I found antiseptic cream and applied a thin layer to the wound before putting on a fresh dressing. Hopefully, that would suffice and keep infection at bay. The last thing I needed was to fall foul of its symptoms. I finally had everything I wanted and refused to permit illness to rain on my parade.

Tidying up, I closed the kit and caught sight of my reflection in the bathroom cabinet. The gray eyes that had haunted me looked brighter in the morning sunshine as if Tiffany had injected them with hope. My lips curled. That was precisely what she had done. She didn’t know it, but the woman had become my reason for living—the very essence of who I was. Having her to cherish had turned my life around, and the bloodlust I used to enjoy was a thing of the past. Hell, I hadn’t even retaliated after she’d cut me. I was a far cry from the monster I once was.

Turning over a new leaf didn’t mean there wouldn’t be consequences, though. I’d already told Tiffany, once our immediate needs had been met, she would pay the price for her insolence and had already conceived the perfect punishment. Fortunately for her, I had no desire to play with knives and had resolved to never cause her actual harm, but that didn’t mean I would go easy on her. The writhing little brunette would soon realize there were repercussions for her actions. I’d hidden away in the attic long enough. Her master was here to steer her on this journey of submission—whether or not she liked it.

Striding back to the bedroom, I stood in the doorway, surveying her. Catching sight of me, she froze, her fingers splayed as she presumably tried to decide on my mood.

“How are you doing, little girl?” I crossed the room to where she was sprawled, falling to my haunches to address her. “Have you been good?”

She nodded emphatically, apparently keen to persuade me of her obedience.

“Good.”

I smoothed her hair from her face, trying not to be diverted by her delicious form. Being around a naked-and-bound Tiffany was like a perpetual hard-on, a fervor I’d have to learn to control if I wanted this flower to bloom.

“Because we have things to do.”
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Tiffany Noble

Hand trembling, I took the phone from him and accessed my contacts. Yesterday, I’d handled the device with swift dexterity, not giving its use a second thought, but today, everything was different. With Kade towering over me—the power of his stare burning into my face and the memory of how he’d had me bound, only moments before, fresh in my mind—I could barely keep the mobile steady.

“Remember what I told you.” His voice was little more than a snarl.

“Yes, Master.” Swallowing back rising nausea, I tried to focus.

“Any funny business and I’ll have you bound permanently. I’m more than capable of messaging on your behalf.”

The knot of anxiety twisted in my stomach. Kade was certainly capable. He’d proven that on more than one occasion while I’d screwed up the only opportunity I’d had to be free. Struggling to catch my breath, my gaze flitted to his eyes to find his menacing gray orbs fixed on me. Biting my lip, my focus fell to the dressing on his neck, the evidence of my attack.

I’d done that.

The truth reverberated in my head. I’d cut him. Guilt knotted in my chest as I recalled slicing his throat with the knife. Clearly, I hadn’t used enough force to do any lasting damage, but still, I’d wielded the blade. I’d been prepared to kill. My brow furrowed, confused by his survival. I didn’t want to be a murderer, but I couldn’t cope with being his captive. What was I going to do?

“What’s the problem, little girl?” Kneeling in front of me, Kade folded his arms across his strapping chest, tightening the chain still attached to the collar at my neck. I lurched forward, steadying myself before I dropped my phone. “Why are you making me wait?”

“I’m sorry.” I could scarcely think straight. “I don’t know what to say.”

“We already discussed what to say.” His brows knitted, conveying his irritation as his hands reached for the screen. “Find your boss’ contact.”

“Yes, Master.” Acting on autopilot, I searched my contacts for Rex’s number, pulling it up on the screen.

“Start a new message.” Kade’s voice had softened as he eased behind my body and straddled my legs, still forced apart by the spreader bar at my ankles. “I’ll help you.” Snaking around my body, his arms grazed over my aching nipples to my hands, and God help me, I arched my back into him.

Stop that. The snarky voice in my head screamed the warning. Stop sending him the wrong signs.

Panting at his sudden proximity, it was already too late. I’d ceded to his desire, willingly taking his enormous cock when he’d claimed me and—to my shame—loved every moment of his possession. I loathed the things Kade stood for, despised what he’d done, but when push came to shove, the man knew how to play my body like an instrument. He owned me in a way no one else had ever achieved. My head spun at the disturbing realization.

Kade had screwed me, and I’d adored it. I should have been worried about the unprotected sex, should have a head filled with fear about sexually transmitted infections and pregnancy, should have been disgusted and outraged. Why wasn’t I? He’d bound, plugged, and demeaned me, and instead of shriveling in fear, I’d bloomed. What the hell was wrong with me?

“How would you start a message to him?” Kade whispered the question into my nape, sending electricity sparking along my spine.

“H-Hi, Rex.” I struggled to get the words out.

“Go ahead then.” The hand stroking my wrist gestured for me to act, and gripping the device, I typed.

Hi, Rex,

“Tell him you’re ill,” Kade purred. “That you’ve been up all night vomiting.”

“O-Okay.”


Sorry, I can’t come to the office today. I’ve been ill all night and am still vomiting this morning.



“Very good.”

I could hear the smile on his lips, the sound unexpectedly soothing.

“That should buy us the rest of the day, at least.”

“What happens after that, Master?” I turned toward him, our gazes locking.

“You let me worry about those details.” His silver gaze was cold. “Remember?”

“Yes.”

Kade made everything sound so simple. Rex was my boss, the man who held my career aspirations in the palm of his hand. I didn’t like lying to him any more than I liked being held under duress. Pulling in a shaky breath, I grappled with the trepidation churning in my belly.

“How would you sign off the message?”

Kade’s right hand brushed past my breast. Attention lowered, I watched as my flesh goosed, my nipple beading into a tight bud. It didn’t seem to matter the man had taken and tormented me, that he had no right to be there, to be doing the things he was doing—my body responded to him as if the title he insisted I use was correct. It recognized my master.

I’ll be in touch,

Tiff

I held my breath as I finished, waiting on Kade’s verdict.

“Tiff?” He snorted. “Is that what he calls you?”

“It’s what most people call me, Master.”

“But why? Tiffany is a lovely name.”

He snuggled closer, pressing the denim of his pants against my tender ass. Clenching around the butt plug still lodged inside me, my throat dried. I didn’t like the ruthless side of Kade, but this quiet attempt at affection was just as perturbing. I never knew what was going to come next. “

“I-I don’t know.” I had no answers for him. I’d been known as Tiff for as long as I could recall.

“Just as well you’re my little girl, then.” His breath was hot against my neck. My eyes fluttered closed as his lips brushed over my sensitive skin. “That’s all I’ll ever need to call you.”

“Why, Master?” I croaked, conscious of how horny his show of authority was making me. My fingers tightened around my phone as if their plan was to use the device as a weapon, but I knew better. I’d wielded a much more impressive weapon and failed to achieve my aim—probably because I didn’t truly know what my aim was. I wanted to be free of Kade’s aggressive possession but couldn’t imagine another day without it.

It didn’t make sense that his predatory tenderness should be so alluring, especially since I’d lived through a couple of his trials and understood precisely what an ordeal they were, but there was little point in denying the way he affected me. Kade had discovered it for himself, especially when he’d buried his satisfying shaft inside my wet, demanding pussy. Once more, my muscles clenched at the memory.

“Why what?”

“Why am I your little girl?” My eyes flickered open to find him right there, his dark eyebrow arched as if he was daring me to defy him.

“Because I like it.” His lips curled. “You like it, too, don’t you?”

Did I?

My lips parted as though the answer would come automatically, but I didn’t have a response. I’d never known ‘little girl’ to be used sexually before Kade smashed into my life, but he had a way of making the innocuous sound sinful and dirty.

“I don’t know, Master.”

“Well, I do.” He pinched my nipple casually, then cradled my breast as his other hand slipped between my legs. Balanced on my knees with my ankles forced apart, there was little to prevent his exploration. “Drop your phone, little girl.”

The device slipped from my fingers, falling to the carpet below.

“Very good.” His patronizing tone should have irked, but I was so caught in the rapture of his fingers as they brushed over my clit and skimmed my swollen labia, I couldn’t think, let alone contemplate the offense. “Slide your hands down by your thighs and keep them there.”

I complied, feeling his arms tighten around me as soon as my palms rested against my legs.

“I still have to send the message, Master,” I reminded him, the final fragments of my independent mind desperate to salvage whatever was left of my professional reputation. I’d never missed a day of work before, had never so much as taken a sick day, and the seven missed calls from my office were a testament to that fact.

“I know.” His voice vibrated past me as his fingertips parted my lips and pushed lightly into my pussy. “We’ll send it soon.”

“Oh God,” I gasped, my head rolling back against him as he filled me with one, then two digits. I wanted him so much, wanted him to take control and own me as he’d done before. At that moment, kneeling there, I no longer cared if it made sense. I only knew this was the culmination of a lifetime of unfulfilled longing.

“Exactly.” His tone had grown husky. “First, I remind you what happens to good little girls, then once we’re both gratified, you’ll send your message.”
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Chapter Two
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Kade

Spent with lust, I folded over her diminutive body. It was true then—the first time with Tiffany had not been a fluke. She was as sweet, as wet, and as responsive as I remembered. Grinning, I nuzzled her nape, reveling in her throaty moans. She looked hotter than hell with a gag in place, but there was nothing quite like the soundtrack of her sensation to spiral my passion to the sky.

“That’s better.” I kissed her, meandering an arm around her chest to draw her back to her knees. “Isn’t it, little girl?”

“Yes, Master.” There was no hesitation, her sex clenching around my shaft where we were still joined.

I took a moment to breathe in all that I’d achieved—her captivity and the start of her conditioning, but more than that, the hedonistic bliss we’d conjured. Aside from her unhinged attack, everything had gone better than I could have hoped, and the best was yet to come.

“I love being inside you.” There was no harm in relaying my feelings. I was certain my enthusiastic cock had already conveyed most of the message. “Sadly, there are other things we must do.” I withdrew, immediately rueful at the loss of intimacy.

“Master?” She twisted, trying to catch my eyes.

Anxiety danced in her blue gaze, reminding me of the most gratifying facet of our union—only I knew what would come next.

“Hush.” I met her eyes, my attention settling on her. “Remember what we discussed?”

She nodded, her focus falling back to the floor as she mumbled her acquiescence.

“Tell me.” Rising above her, I pulled up and zipped my pants.

“I’m to obey you.” Her shoulders rose, the tension seeping into them clear to see. I would need to ease that strain away in the future, to lay my hands on her and persuade the stiffness from her aching muscles—but that time was not now. This moment, and the proceeding ones, were about penance—about Tiffany making amends for her knife play.

“That’s right.” I ruffled her hair and circled her body, smiling at her vexed expression. Soon, she would have too many other things to concern herself with. Her hair would be the least of her worries.

“We’re going back to the attic.”

Her breath caught. “But, why, Mast—” Her sentence halted as she caught sight of my unimpressed gaze.

“Better,” I praised, though my tone still spoke of the ramifications to come. “Don’t forget your place, little girl.”

Her furrowing brow was the only evidence of her disquiet.

“Come on.” Reaching forward, I hiked her to her feet. “Much though it would be fun to see you attempt to walk there, it will be faster if I give you a lift.” Grabbing her hips, I threw her over my shoulder, her frantic yelp ringing in my ear as I stalked from the bedroom. I held on to her fabulous ass as I took the steps two at a time, squeezing the orbs and nudging the plug before striding to the attic. Placing her back on her feet, I helped her to her knees.

“Face the wall.” Kind master that I was, I’d set up the training equipment in the carpeted part of the attic. She eyed the contraption, rightly nervous about the six inches of plastic she found protruding from the wall.

“Know what that is?” I arched a brow.

“N-No, Master.”

“Are you sure about that?” I prompted, smiling at her feigned innocence. “Haven’t you seen something similar online?”

Her face blanched as she glanced back at the black plastic. “I...” Panic flashed in her eyes as she turned back to me.

“Is that a yes?” I couldn’t deny how much I thrived on her fright. I’d always intended to use the apparatus on my little girl, but her violence had gifted me an unexpected justification. Nothing I did to her now—short of my own uncontrolled aggression—could be seen as unwarranted after she’d slashed me.

“Yes, Master.” She pulled in a shaky breath, her gaze falling to her knees.

“Then you know what it’s for.” I motioned toward it. “Crawl closer.” Folding my arms across my chest, I waited as she shuffled nearer. It was obvious that every fiber of her being wanted to resist, but we both knew she had no choice. Her surrender would be all the sweeter now that it was masked as redemption from her sins.

“You’ll notice we’re starting with the beginner dildo.” I moved closer, idly running a finger over the rigid plastic. “Only six inches.”

“It’s huge, Master.” She swallowed, her chest rising and falling as she took in what those full six inches would mean for her throat.

“Nonsense.” I laughed at her terror, flourishing as she squirmed. Her fate was inevitable, and watching the realization on her face was better than I could ever have imagined. “I’m much bigger, and you managed me just fine.” My lips curled at the mesmerizing memory.

“But you’re not so unyielding, Master.”

My brow rose at her unlikely response. Of all the ways she might describe me, I hadn’t expected that.

“I am the reward you get for being a good girl,” I reminded her, wandering behind her body and wrapping my hand around her nape. “When you came at me with a knife, you forfeited that right.”

“I...” Once again, she considered trying to justify her behavior but wisely gave up the pursuit.

“Exactly.”

Her silence spoke volumes. Tiffany deserved this punishment, and she knew it.

“I have an eight-inch version as well.” My fingers tightened at the back of her neck. “And one that measures ten inches.”

She gasped, surveying the mere six inches in front of her.

“You can consider this starter dick as charity and thank me for my compassion.”

“Th-Thank you, Master.” She tried to pull away, but my hand held her steady.

“You’re welcome, little girl. Just so we’re clear about my expectations, this device will serve as your penance, as well as part of your training. Your throat is divine, but we need to work on that gag reflex. This will help you.”

“But I won’t be able to breathe! I’ll—”

Reaching down, I swatted her exposed backside, the sting ending her futile complaint.

“You can breathe just fine,” I reassured. “Your nose will be unhindered throughout.”

“Master, please.”

Her desperation was so fucking sexy. I wished I could indulge her plea and have her then and there, but that was not what this was about.

“You can show me gratitude later.” I straightened, keeping the pressure at her nape. “First, it’s punishment time.”

“How long do I have to stay there?” Her gaze darted to mine.

“You stay on the dildo as long as I tell you.” My cock swelled at the wonderful prospect. “The more fuss you make, the longer it’s likely to be.”

Reaching into my pocket, I yanked out a length of rope and crouched to secure her wrists loosely behind her. Tiffany’s brows knitted as she bit down on her lip, perhaps to prevent another misjudged communication.

“Come on now.” I signaled for her to move forward. “Wrap your lips around it. The sooner we start, the sooner you’ll be through.”

And the sooner, I’ll be horny enough to screw you again. I resisted the urge to vocalize the last sentence.

“Oh God.” Her words were barely a whisper.

“All delays will be met with fresh spanking,” I warned. “While you’re attached to the contraption.”

She shuffled forward as her lips parted. Watching her submit to the unforgiving device was easily one of the best moments of my life.

“Very good,” I enthused, smiling at her tentative approach. “You know how this works. You’ll be attached with straps, and the only way to ease the tension in the springs is to allow the plastic dick all the way down your throat.” My balls tightened, recalling how good she’d felt when I’d fucked her face that way. She’d be even better after the benefit of this equipment.

“Oooh,” she whimpered as I gently pushed her down the plastic shaft to fasten the strap. Once in place, she pulled against its confines, easing the strain on her throat and using her strength to keep the invader at bay. The best of it was, even at her full resistance, the dildo still penetrated her lips by a couple of inches, so she was never free of its intrusion.

“Beautiful,” I cooed, shifting my hard length in my pants as I took in the look of her plight. Arms bound and still strapped into the spreader bar, there was literally nothing Tiffany could do to resist the plastic. Her struggle was all the sexier as her muscles tired and she was forced to take all six inches.

Pulling out my phone, I hit record, reveling in her fight. Once more, she pulled away, able to maintain the easier position for her throat until her muscles tired. My cock pulsed as she gave way, the plastic filling her until she gagged around it.

“Don’t forget why you’re there,” I prompted, moving closer to capture the look of her tearing eyes. “This is a punishment, little girl, and I want you to remember the lesson.

“If you hurt me, I’ll make you pay.”
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Chapter Three

[image: ]




Tiffany

Panic flooded my brain, a fresh surge of frantic energy rising every time I grappled with the plastic. Pulling in air through my nostrils, I yanked my head back as far as my aching neck would allow, permitting the back of my throat a well-earned rest, although I already knew the effort was futile. The respite wouldn’t last. It was as inevitable as the tide washing to shore—my muscles would scream for relief and send the dildo delving straight back to my tonsils. I had no idea how long I’d been strapped to the cruel device, but it seemed like forever. The intensity of my predicament heightened every time the plastic intruder invaded my throat again.

“Uck.” I struggled around the dildo, yanking at the ropes holding my wrists together. If only I could free my hands, I could loosen the strap on my head and get this damn thing out of my mouth. If only I could relieve the pressure on my knees as I desperately tried to find a way out of this purgatory. If only...

“Stop fighting.” Kade’s laughter drifted past me.

Forcing my gaze in his direction, he was once again video recording my utter degradation. I thrashed against the plastic in my mouth, drawing back again in protest, but no matter how hard I pulled, I couldn’t remove the blasted thing from my mouth. Forced to endure it, I panted around its girth, my cheeks flaming as he moved the camera closer.

“Not only will it teach you a necessary lesson, but it’ll train your gag reflex.” He smiled as if he was doing me a favor. “You’ll come to appreciate the help, little girl.”

Appreciate it? The man was truly insane. How could he possibly think I would ever find value in this humiliating experience? Even as my questions pinballed in my mind, I was aware of the other no-doubt intended consequence. My body thrummed with desire for the denigration, and I knew if he reached between my legs, he’d find me soaking—not only from the orgasm he’d granted in my bedroom—but from this new sordid nightmare.

It made no sense to be allured by such flagrant struggling, but I had to admit it—if only to myself—it turned me on. That’s why I’d watched content that featured similar devices, why I’d used vibrators to increase my pleasure as I imagined being used this way. As with so many of these experiences, though, the reality was far more intense than I could ever have dreamed.

I groaned as my weary neck compelled me back down the plastic shaft, choking around the tip as it grazed the back of my throat. It was crazy enough that anything about this was arousing, but surely, he couldn’t intend to keep me this way for long? I’d go mad, caught in the conflict between blowing the dildo and enduring the tension in my neck.

“Very nice.” Kade slid his phone away, unzipped his pants, and took his swollen erection in his fist. “It’s a shame I removed those lovely clamps, but there’s always next time, I suppose.”

Eyeing him through wet lashes, I could barely believe what I heard. Kade had whipped the clamps from my nipples before he fucked me and finally hit send on the message to Rex, but the sensitive tissue still ached at the lingering memory. The thought of being made to endure more agony while I countered the evil contraption was too much to tolerate.
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