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  WHAT THEY ARE SAYING ABOUT


  ISABELLA’S DESIRE





  Bella and Karl have a magnetic chemitry That sears the pages of this novel. They have the uncanny ability of being able to read each other’s thoughts and nearly feel what the other is feeling. Their love is strong enough to overcome some mighty obstacles and only grow stronger. ISABELLA’S DESIRE for Lord Karl is amazing and their desire for each other takes the reader’s breath away. I was awed by the feelings that were conveyed between these two lovers. It is truly a case of mistaken identity and then one thing after another to upset the chances of them being together. This one makes you hold your breath until the very end, a wonderful mix of suspense, passion and desire combined to hold the reader’s attention until the very last word.




  Ansley Velarde ~ The Road to Romance




  WHAT THEY ARE SAYING ABOUT


  SLEEPING WITH GRETA





  This is one of the most different fairy tales this reader has ever read. Ms. Martin has a wild and naughty imagination, which shines through until the very end of the story.




  Janalee~ The Romance Studio




  Monica M. Martin has done a nice job at taking a fairy tale, adding an erotic plot to it, and then when the reader thinks the story has concluded, she throws in one heck of a surprise.




  4 Angels! Shayley ~ Fallen Angel Reviews




  WHAT THEY ARE SAYING ABOUT


  JULIANA’S PORTRAIT





  Juliana’s Portrait is a heat and thirst-inducing read. The chemistry between Duncan and Juliana is enough to melt your monitor, and then some. Monica M. Martin takes the reader on explicit fantasies, delving into the world of the paranormal, while at the same time offering some of the most thorough character development I’ve read in a long time. I enjoyed the style and voice of the author, and the attention to detail, especially the way she delves into Duncan’s headspace. Not only will you have a hard time putting this down, you might want to keep a glass of ice on hand as well.




  Nancy Jackson ~ Coffee Time Romance Reviews




  To my old pal Julian,




  the second most handsome man in the world.




  *Wink. Wink.*




  This one’s for you, mate.




  Thanks




  My thanks to Chere Gruver, my wonderful editor, and Jan Janssen, Torrid Executive Editor, for their endless patience and hard work. You ladies are the best. Steven and Debi, thank you for being so fabulous to work with.




  Dear readers, I hope you enjoy my latest creation. :) M.




  Mistress




  I’m nicely naughty.




  I’m just plain bad.




  Classify me however you like.




  I know what I am,




  and I know what I want.




  On your knees,




  now, beg to pleasure me.




  Kiss my aching flesh,




  and don’t stop until I’m done.




  That’s what I want.




  And if you’re really good,




  I might just let you do it again.




  





  Monica M. Martin 2004




  Chapter 1




  December, 2005




  Katherine O’Brien, a.k.a. Mistress Kitty, sat on the white leather sofa and her best friend, Jacqueline Foster, lounged on an identical one opposite. The stiletto heels of her platform boots rested on a narrow central coffee table—that also happened to be her client.




  Quite naked, the accountant’s pasty white skin rivaled the lounge suite for pallor. Marvin was a weedy little man with a shaved head and chocolate-brown eyes, which tilted up to view his mistress adoringly when he thought she wasn’t observing him. A quick press of her stiletto heel enlightened him otherwise.




  “Eyes to the floor, slave,” the beautiful blonde-haired woman ordered, her blue eyes cold.




  He released a mournful sound and lowered his gaze to the polished hardwood floor.




  “Silence. I’m trying to have a conversation with Mistress Kitty.”




  Such adoration was a precious gift indeed and Kitty never tired of seeing it. Marvin was once her client. He paid to be her personal slave and devotee, and now he engaged Jackie to provide that same service.




  Kitty and Jackie had studied together at Edinburgh College of Art and became business partners while still at college. Jackie was already a professional dominatrix at the time.




  They shared ProDom house on Berwick Street. The house of domination took up two floors, included two offices, a comfortable reception area with a panoramic view, a private reception for intimate moments, a first-rate dungeon with all the wicked and wonderful trimmings, two cloakrooms and luxury bathroom amenities. Their loyal staff included a receptionist, two personal assistants, two maids and two bodyguards. Decorated in a white, black, red and brown-timber color scheme, the rooms were light, bright and airy, with the exception of the dungeon.




  “Are you all right?” Jackie asked.




  “Of course I am,” Kitty replied.




  Jackie reached over, took her cup and saucer from the black woodgrain coffee table to the left of her chair arm, and sipped her tea. Her long red nails were a startling contrast against the white china. “This tastes like dishwater.” She shuddered.




  Her slave’s sad glance darted up to her and then rapidly dropped to the floor again. Jackie chose to ignore him this time, his obvious grief at disappointing her enough punishment.




  Kitty would have done the same.




  “Tell me about this gallery in Bloomsbury showing your fabulous Dominant Art.” Jackie’s fine brows drew together. “When does the presentation commence and how long will your works be on display?”




  “This June and July. The twelfth ’til the twelfth.”




  “Hmm, six months away.”




  Jackie sipped her tea and shuddered again. She nudged her ‘table’ with the toe of her boot before removing her feet. She snapped her fingers. “On your feet.” Her slave rose, eyes lowered. “Fetch more tea, and this time, have one of the girls make it, you incompetent fool.”




  “Yes, Mistress.” He was as hard as a rock and so proud that his penis pointed at the pristine white ceiling.




  “Go!” He collected the tray, cups and pot, clinking as he hurried away. “And, slave...” He stopped and turned to face the petite dominatrix.




  “No toilet break and no masturbating. If I smell cock on your hands, I will whip you soundly and forbid masturbation for the entire week, you hear?”




  His expression pained, he nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”




  “Now get out of my sight!” He turned and scurried from view.




  Kitty grinned at Jackie. “You are too cruel.”




  “Oh, my dear, he loves it. I’m considering allowing that one the pleasure of eating my prized pussy, and maybe I’ll even allow him to shag me in the near future.”




  “You care for this slave?”




  “Yes, I do, so thank you for handing him over to me.”




  “My pleasure and you’re welcome.”




  Jackie’s blue eyes softened. “Marvin’s adoration is almost as endearing as his fragility.” She laughed softly.




  “Ah-ha, so the cold beauty has plans for permanent slave number three. Yes?”




  Jackie tilted her head. “Not yet, he has to work hard to receive my services for free.”




  “I always know when you’re captivated.”




  “Oh?” Jackie tilted her blonde head.




  “You give it away.”




  “Well, I can’t charge for it. I’m not some common whore, dear.”




  “No. It amazes me how many imagine we are.”




  Jackie nodded and laughed. “Okay, what were we discussing before I rudely went off-track?”




  “My art. You are going to attend my Dominant Art showing, I hope.”




  “I wouldn’t miss it for the world, Katherine.”




  “I’ll pass on some complimentary tickets for you and two of your openly submissive friends. Bertie, the gallery owner, is a darling man.”




  “Katherine, you are a dear. I wonder whether I’ll place them in a harness or have separate leads.”




  “And whether to gag or not to gag,” Kitty added. They both laughed at that.




  “What are you doing for Christmas, Katherine?”




  “I’m going home to Colinton Village. Mother and Father asked me to invite you along also. Father said it was perfectly all right for you to bring a submissive or two. He misses your humor.”




  “Ah, Edinburgh is such a wonderful place indeed.” Jackie laughed.




  “What is it?”




  “I’ll never forget the day you told your parents you were a professional dominatrix. It was the first time I’d ever seen your father lose that uptight English professor countenance. I tell you, his jaw was on the lawn, my dear. Like all fine Irishmen, he recovered swiftly and accepted the fact. Your mother didn’t speak for almost an hour, and then she said...” Jackie paused in thought. “That’s what one gets when one mixes Irish and Scottish blood.”
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