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Introduction

We’re on Sunset. Way up in the sky in a penthouse apartment overlooking Los Angeles. It’s not today. Or yesterday. But, as my best friend says, “back in the day.” I’m ensconced in an S/M relationship that makes everything I’ve done before turn a whiter shade of pale.

There’s truth here. And fiction. Reality and fantasy. The lines blur at the edges. The seams fray. The satin strands begin to unravel. But not the bindings. Those leather bindings remain hard and fast, until they’re met with the right key.

This is a novel with me at the center. That is, my heroine is based on me. I’ve sketched her with broad strokes, but at our core we are the same. She’s gotten herself entwined with an older man—nothing new there. But now she has to learn how to maneuver a 24/7 relationship. (What one isn’t? Aren’t all relationships around the clock?)

Of course, with every love affair—whether involving corsets, crops, and kink or not—there are twists and turns. Boundaries to overcome. Safewords to spill. I’m inviting you into the inner sanctum. A place founded in memory and woven with fantasy. My eyes are wide open, ready to experience the seductive, erotic journey all over again.

Take this ride with me.

Go on. Take the ride.

XXX,

Alison


My cast of characters—for those keeping score:

Brock, my first

Byron, my ex

Jack, my current

Alex, his right-hand man
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Prologue:

I believe you can fall in love six times before breakfast—that is, if you’re looking. If you have an aura of willingness, of curiosity, then others will come find you. Jack understood this intimately, and he worked hard to keep my focus on him. But he needn’t have worried. At heart, I’m an extremely monogamous person. I wanted to please Byron. Trust me, I did. Yes, I relished the animosity of our breakup, but only because it was so long coming. For years, I did my best to be exactly the type of girl he wanted. I’m sweet by nature, with a dark edge that rarely comes out. I was always more comfortable being left than leaving.

Yet Jack worried. I could tell. He demanded my constant declarations of submission to him. He wanted me to say, “I’m yours.”

I wanted him to say something entirely different, but I bided my time.
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Jack and I were both high-strung on desire. On the sofa, we sat with limbs entwined. At dinner, we bent close together, feet touching under the table. We fucked everywhere. Everywhere. In his car. In his office. On the beach. In Mann’s Chinese Theater. Outside of Griffith Observatory.

I was his. He had to know that. But first he made me prove myself to him—through pain, and shame, and utter humiliation.

And, trust me, shame can be more painful than pain itself.


[image: ]

Chapter One:

Love Me Two Times

I came in the night.

This had happened to me before, but not often. Wet dreams are more rare for women, I think, than for men. But I came. Hard. Picturing Jack using a cane on me, my body bent, knees under my stomach, ass up to receive each blow. The climax was exquisite, and I was covered with a thin sheen of sweat when Jack shook me awake.

“What was that?”

I responded with a sound between a moan and a sigh, lost in my dream.

“Sam, what the fuck was that?”

By now I was slightly more awake, and chilled. Did Jack know what had happened? Could he guess? Normally, a sleep-induced climax might not have been a big deal. But Jack had been working with me, training me to come when he wanted me to come. He’d put me on restriction—this was my second day with no climax—second of a threatened five. That’s how greedy I am for pleasure. I couldn’t turn off my desires.

My body, subconsciously, had disobeyed him.

Even through the dream haze, some part of me wanted to be insolent. Earthquake, I thought to say. But self-preservation kicked in. Instead, pretending to be drowsier than I actually was, I murmured, “What do you mean?”

“You were moaning,” he said, and I could hear the dark suspicion in his voice, but he couldn’t possibly think I’d made myself come. My wrists were chained over my head, and I was wearing a chastity belt.

“Dreaming,” I whispered, feeling sad as the last wisps faded away.

The light flared on, and I heard Jack reaching for the keys. In seconds, I was undone, the cuffs off, the belt off, and Jack’s warm fingers had spread apart my nether lips, feeling for the wetness I knew would prove my guilt.

“You came—” he insisted. “In your sleep. I know the sounds you make when you climax, Sam. Do you think I’m stupid?”

It was four in the morning. Yet Jack was completely awake. “No, Sir.”

“What were you dreaming? Tell me quickly, before you can think of some fancy story.”

I sighed and looked away, and Jack gripped my chin and forced me to face him.

“That you were punishing me—”

“How?”

“With your cane…”

“And did I touch you?” The look on his face was intense. I felt as if I were being interrogated at a crime scene, the bright light in my eyes, Jack’s unsmiling gaze inches from mine. “Did I fuck you?”

“No, Jack.”

“Did you touch yourself?”

“No, Jack.”

“You came from the pain alone?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“You’re not lying to me, are you?” he asked, letting me loose and then leaning back against the pillows, contemplative. He was at ease now. A change had taken place, but I didn’t know why.

“No, Sir.”

“Describe the dream.”

I huddled under the blankets, arms wrapped around my legs, and I tried to remember all the details. “I was wearing a thin white nightgown.”

“Do you own one like it?”

I shook my head.

“Anything like it?”

“A sundress.”

“Go get it.”

I stumbled from the bed and opened the closet, then pulled a semi-sheer sundress from the rack. I slid the gown over my head, and Jack nodded his approval.

“Continue,” he said.

“You told me to get into position.”

“What position?”

“Knees bent under me, hands in front of me on the mattress, ass up in the air.”

“Show me.”

I looked at him, and he moved off the bed, slipping into the black pajama bottoms he’d tossed onto the floor. Jack often started the night wearing the pants, but kicked them off during sleep.

More nervous than ever, I pushed aside the comforter and assumed the position on the mattress.

“What happened next?”

“You lifted my nightgown, so you could see my ass…”

“Why was I punishing you?”

“I—I don’t know.”

“Think.”

I closed my eyes, and the whole of the dream came back to me. I’d been in a boarding school similar to the one I was creating for my novel. Girls were supposed to wear old-fashioned nightgowns and full-coverage panties to bed, and there had been a nightly check—done by Jack in my dream. When Jack had come to me, he’d discovered I had left off the panties. A cane had appeared seemingly from nowhere, as Jack had told me to assume the position and had caned me to climax, while the other girls gathered around and watched. Giggling. Pointing.

“Tell me,” Jack insisted. “I think you know where we’re headed. You don’t want to make things worse on yourself.”

So I told him. Cast him in the role of headmaster. Explained how I felt when he slowly dragged the fabric up my naked skin, when he revealed my lack of underclothes, when he started to cane me in front of an audience.

“And that made you come,” Jack said softly, “that vision.”

“Yes, Jack. Yes, Sir.”

Jack walked to his cabinet and while my heart started to race, he removed one of his whippet-thin canes. Why couldn’t I have come to images of riding on a Ferris wheel or being fucked on a blanket at the beach? Why couldn’t I have told Jack I didn’t remember? Jack dragged the dress up, showing off my naked skin. He pressed the cane firmly against me, so I could feel the coolness of the implement, imagine how hot those stripes would be in mere moments.

“How many times did I cane you? How many times before you came?”

It was a dream, I wanted to cry out. A dream, Jack! How the fuck do I know?

“Samantha—”

“I don’t know, Jack. I just came.”

“We’ll find out for ourselves then, won’t we?”

He started then, before I could think, before I could speak, before I could even breathe. The cane cut into me once, and then almost immediately a second time. He was lining up the blows neatly, orderly, as Jack liked to do. I was still wet from the dream, still swollen from the climax, still lost in the confusing jumbled world of truth and make-believe.

“You’ll wear panties to bed or pay the consequences.” I felt my breath catch. He was playing. He was taking on a role I’d created. “I’m sick and tired of you breaking the rules. Thinking that sweet little smile of yours will get you out of trouble.” And he was changing the script as he went. “I’ve let you slide before, young lady. From now on you’ll feel my wrath each time you cross the line.”

The cane slashed through the air, and I cried out, but at the same time, I felt the wetness of my arousal. Felt how turned on I was. Could I come again, solely from being caned and from the way Jack continued to talk to me?

“Were you touching yourself, girl? Is that why you had your knickers off?”

“No, Sir.”

“You want me to believe you forgot them?” His voice was mocking.

“I don’t know, Sir.”

My head swam. Pain and pleasure floored me. And Jack continued playing, enjoying himself.

He kept up a steady monologue as the cane wreaked havoc on my skin. But I felt that climax building within me again, the pleasure managing to overshadow the pain.

“Bad girls are punished under my watch,” he continued. “You’ll meet me in my office in the morning, for a second dose… One delivered privately, so we can really get to the bottom of things…”

And that was it. All I needed. My pussy clenching, contracting. Stars in my eyes from holding my breath so long. I shook the bed, as I must have in my sleep, and Jack watched, almost curiously, until I was able to regain my sense of self. He didn’t have to tell me what to do. I understood without a word of instruction, lifting my ass back in the air, preparing in case he wasn’t finished.

He wasn’t, of course. I’d gotten mine. Now he had his.

“Three more,” he said, “Count them.”

They were the meanest blows yet, the ones with his arm fully behind them, and I was shaking once more by the time he dropped the weapon.

When he was done, he kissed me. He brushed the tears from my eyes, bit gently into my full bottom lip. And then he climbed back onto the bed and pulled me to him, pressing me against his bare chest. His smile surprised me.

“Your dreams are my dreams,” he said, then reached across my body and shut off the light.
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Chapter Two:

The Perfect Girl

While Jack was at work one day, and I was putting the finishing touches on my novel, I heard the key in the front door. I knew somehow before the first footstep hit the hallway that it was Alex not Jack. And I knew something was up.

Alex was Jack’s assistant. Young, attractive, blond, and completely dedicated to Jack. Usually, he was out at Malibu when we were in the city, or in New York handling business for Jack.

“You working?” Alex called out. I came to greet him, feeling suspicious. Alex was snarky as fuck. I can’t say I liked him at the time, and I know he didn’t like me. We were at the toleration stage. Barely.

“Yeah.”

“Jack said you would be. Do you have time for a break?”

“For what?”

“Would you ask Jack that question?”

I took a risk. “No, but I’m asking you.”

He tried to stare me down but failed. It was like the offer your parents always warn you about. Hey, little girl. If you come with me, I’ll give you candy.

“I want to talk to Jack,” I said, and Alex gave me another harsh stare, but I would not budge.

“He’s in a meeting.”

“I’ll wait.”

“He’s not going to be pleased, Samantha.” There was the threat. First I’d been given a promise of a reward. Now, I was being threatened with a promise of punishment. I sat on the sofa, implying with my body language that I wasn’t planning on moving.

“What’s gotten into you? Usually, you’re such a good girl.”

My radar was finely tuned. I crossed my arms and waited. Alex walked into the kitchen and dialed Jack on the phone. Then he called out to me. I headed to the bedroom and grabbed the extension there, and I didn’t speak until I heard the click of Alex setting down the receiver.

“What is it?” Jack’s voice was cold.

“Alex wants me to go somewhere with him. But he won’t say where.”

“And you don’t trust him?”

“No, that’s not it—”

“You don’t trust me?” His tone was glacial now.

“No, Jack—” Uh-oh… What had I gotten myself into? “It’s only that you didn’t mention anything this morning, and I wasn’t sure…”

“Right,” he said, and the sarcasm made me flinch. “And I do run my schedule by you every day.”

“No, Jack—” Jesus. I was floundering. “He wanted me to go with him, but he wouldn’t say why or where. And I wasn’t sure you would approve…”

“…of my assistant doing as I asked him. Yes, I would see why that would make you suspicious.”

My heart sank further. And when I thought of what Alex’s expression would be when I headed back down the hall, I cringed.

“Are you in the bedroom?”

“Yes, Jack.” And then, trying to redeem myself: “Yes, Sir.”

“Bring the black-and-red paddle with you when you go back to the living room, and tell Alex I want him to pick up the phone.”

Had I cringed before? Now, I bit my lip in pathetic despair. I’d thought I was tough. I’d thought I had a hand up on Alex. When in moments he would have one up on me.

“Alex—pick up!” I yelled. Then I held the phone to my ear for a second before Jack said, “See you tonight, Sam. Go do as I said.”

Shamefully, I grabbed the paddle and headed down the hall to Alex, wishing I’d worn something other than the white-tiered skirt and formfitting white tee. Wishing I didn’t feel like such an ingénue, an idiot novice, as I waited for Alex to hang up the phone.

“You could have simply said ‘yes’ when I arrived,” Alex told me, snidely, emerging to slide the paddle from my grip. “You could have avoided this”—he paused—“this little unpleasantness.” I’d left off cruel when describing him previously. Young, blond, and cruel. Trembling, I prepared myself.

Alex settled himself on the sofa, taking his time to get comfortable. He was like a baby Dom in training from Jack. But he was good. I’ll give him that. He enjoyed every fucking moment. I waited, rocking on my shoes, those insane white espadrilles that I never should have worn. They always brought me trouble.

“You know the position,” he said, his voice soft now, almost crooning.

I nodded. I would not call him Sir.

“Then why am I waiting?”

I hurried to his side, and then lay over his lap, promising myself not to not to do something like this in the future. And yet a tiny voice whispered in my head: if I hadn’t double-checked, if I hadn’t called, wouldn’t the same thing have happened to me later, over Jack’s lap? It was a no-win situation, as usual for me. But as Alex pulled my skirt to my hips, as his fingertips worked my panties down my thighs, I realized that as always, even when I lost, I won.
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Chapter Three:

Short Leash

Sometimes I sensed a difference in Jack, a holding back that I couldn’t quite understand. He surprised me more often with interruptions by his assistant—Alex showing up unexpectedly at the apartment with something Jack wanted me to do. Alex driving by my favorite café when I was working—I didn’t always spot him, but several times a week, I’d look up from my work to catch him cruising by.

Jack didn’t trust me. That’s what I realized.

I’d told him my history. I’d spilled my secrets. The darkest things that I carried with me. And yes, these confessions had made us closer. Had brought us tight together. But confessing to him also meant that he knew what I was capable of.

The crazy thing is that I’d always thought of myself as such a sweet girl. If asked to write a description, I wouldn’t have put cheat in the top fifty words. Wouldn’t have listed heartbreaker. But I could tell when I woke up to find Jack staring at me, or when I saw Alex drive by for the second time, that those late-night confessions had resonated somewhere inside of Jack.

Perhaps at first he had thought we were merely a fling. Perhaps it hadn’t mattered to him at the start that I’d been with those other men while I was supposed to be with Byron. Perhaps…he was getting serious. And when you’re getting serious you want to be able to know—know forever—that your partner would never, ever look at another man. (Or in Jack’s case, not bend over another man’s lap, or kiss another man’s lips, or be whipped by another man, without his explicit permission.)

Don’t get me wrong. Jack didn’t treat me poorly. He wasn’t ignoring me or disparaging me or trying to drive me away. Yet there was a space between us—even when his body was aligned with mine. There was a distance between us—even when we couldn’t get any closer together physically. And I felt ice inside me from the sensation.

At first, my response was to show him how good a girl I could possibly be. I was there, every evening, when he walked through the door. Dressed in one outfit after another, all of his favorites. I had his whiskey in hand, like a ’50s housewife, and I had toys spread out on the coffee table. So maybe not exactly like a ’50s housewife—unless there were kinky housewives in the ’50s—but docile and sweet, ready with “Yes, Sirs” and “Thank you, Sirs.”

Jack seemed as wary of my new behavior as he had been of my old.

And Alex’s drive-bys increased.

My next plan was to show him that I didn’t care. He could mistrust me, question me, follow me if he wanted to. He wasn’t going to catch me doing anything unexpected. I held my head up high, pretending not to see Alex. A fuck-you attitude, I suppose, but one that gave me strength. Yet, I got bored with that. It’s demoralizing to feel as if the man you love thinks you’re a whore. And that’s the feeling I got. Creeping in. Slowly. Easily. I started to feel as if Jack was simply waiting for me to fail.

I tried to approach the situation like an adult, telling him, “I’m yours.” Over and over. “Only yours.” Explaining. Pleading. “I don’t want anyone else…” Still, I felt the mistrust. Felt it as if he’d put a heavy weight on me, around my neck.

I wouldn’t fail him.

But I couldn’t live like that, either.

When I’m unhappy, I can’t write. So it became useless to take my notebook to the café. For years, I have run to clear my head. So I started driving down Sunset to the beach and running from Santa Monica into Venice and back again. I didn’t even try to find Alex. I was sure he was there somewhere. But I ran, hard, every day, and then headed to the apartment to get cleaned up.

Then I went to a new café, one that didn’t have so many open windows. This one would be more difficult for Alex to play his cat-and-mouse games. If he wanted to make sure of my surroundings, then let him show up in person. I took things a step further. I parked my car several blocks away, and entered an office building, choosing an inner door to reach the café, rather than the one on Sunset.

I did this for several days before Alex figured out where I was. He must have been searching the offices first, because finally he entered the café and looked around, spotted me in the corner, and let himself relax.

He came over without any sign of embarrassment, and sat at the table.

“You’ve been here every day?”

“Yeah.”

“Why aren’t you going to the other place?”

“Change of scenery.”

“Why don’t you run at the gym?”

“I like fresh air.”

“No such thing in L.A.”

“Why are you here, Alex?”

“You’re a smart girl. Answer that yourself.”

I looked into my coffee. “Jack doesn’t trust me.”

“He wants to know you’re safe.”

I met his eyes. “He doesn’t trust me.”

“Take that up with him.” There was the sound of a dare in Alex’s voice, as if he didn’t think I would.

“Tell him you couldn’t find me.”

“What?”

“Tell him you looked, but you lost me. Again.”

“Why would I do that?”

“Because I’m asking you to.”

Alex regarded me for several seconds. “I don’t understand your plan.”

“You don’t have to.”

“Tomorrow,” Alex said, “I’m going to tell him where you go each afternoon.”

I nodded. “Fine.”

He hesitated a moment before standing. “Don’t fuck this up, Samantha.”

“It’s already fucked up, Alex.”

“But not irredeemably. You can still fix it.”

I grinned at him. He was a romantic at heart, wasn’t he? I didn’t need to make him squirm, although I kind of enjoyed the power. “Don’t worry,” I told him, “That’s my plan.”
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Chapter Four:

Wicked Game

Ah, now you’re questioning me.

You think I’m one of those people who gets what she wants and then doesn’t want it anymore. But that’s not the truth. I wanted Jack more than anything I could possibly imagine. I was illuminated by the way we fit intricately together, the way Jack could read me. My wants. My needs.

Yet I couldn’t stand the frightening distance slowly growing between us. I’d already lived in a war zone with Byron. And I’d wound up captured, a victim for years. This time, I would confront the situation with full force.

But I couldn’t do it alone.

I may have acted as if I had no friends in L.A., no allies at all. Of course, that wasn’t true. I’d met buddies at school and at the different salons where I worked. Mostly superficial, but a few I held on to. My best girlfriend was a manicurist to the stars. She’d painted the toenails of nearly every famous celebrity there is. Elizabeth was starlet beautiful—with porcelain skin and large cobalt eyes. Slightly taller than I am and sleek, she had hair that fell to the middle of her back. And although she’d have been flat-out gorgeous if she kept her natural hair color of pale chestnut, in reality, she was a chameleon. Working in a salon, she had easy access to hair dye and to the best colorists in the industry. One week, she’d be platinum blonde, the next—wham—she was a redhead.

Right now, to my great relief, she had hair as dark and glossy as mine. I called her up and explained a bit of the plan. She didn’t understand everything, because I wouldn’t give her the full details. (She would have been shocked if I’d told her the true story of my love affair with Jack.) But as a fan of noir films, she appreciated the concept.

The next day, Elizabeth came to the apartment as soon as Jack left. I gave her the keys to the car, dressed her in one of my standard running outfits, and had her put her hair back in a typical ponytail. Up close, we don’t look much alike. But as a blur running by on the beach, she’d fool Alex for a moment.

I took a deep breath, scanning my surroundings. And then I grabbed a box of Hefty bags from a cabinet in the kitchen and started. In a few hours, I’d gathered up everything I owned. Every tube of lipstick. Every stray stocking. I didn’t pack anything that Jack had bought for me. Only the items I’d arrived with. But I put away all of my treasured knickknacks, the bergamot-scented candles, the black-and-white postcards on the fridge. The space returned to the masculine, sterile atmosphere it had been when Jack found me.

The bags fit neatly in the empty closet of the spare room. If things went according to my plan, I’d be emptying them shortly. If not, well, I was already packed.

I’d told Liz to do my typical run then drive to the café on Sunset. She didn’t have to pretend to be me. She should get a coffee and wait. I explained that Alex would probably show up—and she didn’t have to tell him anything. But if it was Jack who arrived looking for me—and that was the only thing I was worried about—then she should let him know I was at home, waiting for him.

When I was finished “moving,” I took a shower and headed to the bedroom for the final preparation. I hoped I hadn’t miscalculated.

The key in the lock let me know that someone was home. I heard the hesitation, heard the intake of breath. Knew that it was Jack. Not Alex. That Alex had fallen for my plan, and then, upon discovering Liz, had called Jack. That Jack had hurried home from work, thinking the worst.

He must have been surprised to see the way the place looked. I hadn’t done all that much, but the little feminine touches had made a difference. I wanted him to know what life would be like without me, on the very basest of levels. I wanted him to miss me before I was actually gone.

I heard him walk slowly down the hall, but when he got to the bedroom door, he stopped. The door was almost all the way closed. Was he steeling himself for finding an empty room? After a moment, Jack pushed open the door, and our eyes met. And then there was silence. So long. So hard. It took everything in me not to fill in the blanks.

Finally, Jack said, “You want to tell me what the fuck is going on?”

“You start.”

“It’s your move, kid. You seem ready to call the shots. Who’s the girl?”

“Friend of mine.”

“She knows about us?”

“She knows enough.” He waited, leaning against the wall now, and I continued. “She helped me out. Bought me time.”

“For what?”

“This—” I hadn’t dressed after the shower. I was on the bed, naked, and I’d cuffed my ankles and tossed the keys to the corner of the room, clicked the cuffs onto my wrists, and hung the chain from the hook on the wall. I was as exposed as I could possibly be. And deeply grateful that it was Jack in the room and not Alex. I didn’t know if I could have handled this reveal twice.

“I don’t understand.”

“You don’t trust me,” I said, my voice soft, but unwavering.

“Sam—”

“You don’t. You don’t trust me at all. That’s why Alex does his little drive-bys every day. That’s why you’ve been pulling back from me.”

“I haven’t—”

“Jack.” I said it in the same tone he’d said my own name, and it stopped him. “You have. You think about the fact that I was with those other men while I sported Byron’s rock on my finger. What type of girl acts that way, right? You didn’t care at first, because—” I stopped. I was guessing here. “Because you didn’t know what we’d mean to each other. But now you’re starting to like me, and you can’t deal with the fact that I fucked those men and then slept in a bed next to Byron every night. You can’t deal with the fact that I was a cheat, and a—”

“That’s not—”

“It is. It can’t be anything else.”

He stared at me, and I felt his eyes roaming over my body. “So what’s the rest of this all about? Where’s your stuff? Why are you cuffed like that?”

“If we can work past this, I’ll stay. Otherwise—”

“You’re threatening me.”

“No. I would never. I’m telling you. I can’t be here if every time you look at me, I see the word liar in your eyes. I haven’t lied to you, Jack. I haven’t cheated on you. I haven’t.” There were tears in my voice now, and in my eyes—“I wouldn’t—I can’t believe you think I would. That I could.”

He came a step closer to the bed.

“But why are you cuffed?”

“I need to know. Is this how you want me? Is this what I need to do to show you that I’m yours? Stay here, naked, every day, cuffed to the bed. Nowhere to go. Nowhere to hide. Is that what you want?”

He shook his head. “Jesus, no.”

“Or in a cage? Do you want to lock me in a steel puppy cage before you go to work? Have Alex take me out and walk me at lunchtime, then find me waiting with my head down, for my Owner at the end of the day?”

“I’m not your—”

“What do you want, Jack? What do you need me to do? How can I show you? How else?”

He was closer to me, and I could see the conflict in his eyes. He wanted to believe me. He wanted to so badly. “I trust you,” he said.

“You don’t.”

“I do. I don’t know why I had Alex tail you. I wanted to know what you were up to. I never thought you were seeing someone else. And then, when you started doing weird things, changing your schedule, going missing, that’s when I got worried.”

“Suspicious.”

“Worried,” he said. “Watch yourself. You don’t know everything.”

Jack was taking back control. I could feel it. He had made a decision—a decision that meant I could unpack. Once he set me free.

“You’re pretty clever,” he said, “going to all this trouble. Cleaning up. Hiding out. Making me worry.” And then he laughed, that low, almost sinister chuckle. “But you fucked one thing up.” I stared at him, waiting. “You cuffed yourself the wrong way.”
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