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  Sinfully Mine


  The weight of her collar around her neck distracted her all the way to Club Sin. Maria González could feel it every time she moved her head to check traffic in one direction or other, a smooth band of black leather that felt tighter with each swallow. The rich scent of leather kept hitting her, reminding her it was there. Each time she felt it or smelled it she was reminded of Andrew’s promise to her, his promise of love and support for as long as she’d have him. It was enough to make her throat feel thick with joyful tears.


  She didn’t cry, though. Tonight was her first night at Sin, the kink club she’d only recently discovered but which had become so important to her, as a collared sub. More importantly, it was her first time in public with Andrew as his submissive. It was a night for happiness, not tears. She felt like she floated all the way up the elevator and into the locker room, her feet barely hitting the floor.


  She was meeting Andrew here on a Friday night after work. She’d had dinner already, spicy pulled pork street tacos with pico de gallo and pickled onions that she stopped for on the way over – no cervesa though. She was driving, and then they planned to play when they got here and Andrew was firm about not mixing alcohol and playtime. That was okay, though. The tacos were fresh and flavorful even without the beer.


  And she wouldn’t do anything to mess up a chance to play with Andrew.


  She found an open changing room in the women’s locker room, a long room with blue neon lights, gleaming black stone countertops, and shining chrome around the mirrors and on the faucets. The space looked as sharp and ready for action as she felt.


  She changed into her outfit for the night: red lace bustier that left her shoulders bare, thin, short and stretchy tight black shorts that wouldn’t get in the way of their play tonight, and a pair of impressive shiny black leather heels. And topping it all off was her brand-new leather collar. Looking at her curvy shape in the mirror made her grin.


  She looked damn good.


  The plan was to reserve one of the St. Andrew’s crosses out on the floor and put it to good use. They were going to put on one hell of a show.


  She stashed her bag and clothes in one of the lockers and exited the dressing room into the main floor.


  A kinky carnival spread out before her: in front of her was a large metal frame for people using rope to tie other people to, to the left were St. Andrew’s crosses, spanking benches, and other pieces of large furniture, and to the right a stage with tables and chairs set out in front of it. A burlesque show was going on at the moment, and it was getting lots of applause from the audience.


  Maria wasn’t paying attention to any of that. She looked around for Andrew, then hurried over when she found him. His blond hair, gray-green eyes, and sharp Armani suit stood out in the crowd. It helped that he was looking for her, too, and gave her a warm hug when she got to him.


  “Evening, girl,” Andrew said. His voice was like liquid sex in her ear, warm and throaty and satisfying all at once. He kissed her thoroughly enough to make her forget all about the room around them, to focus only on his soft lips against hers and his hands sliding down her back and into her hair.


  “Evening, Sir,” Maria said against his mouth when he let her come up for air.


  Andrew’s gaze fell to her collar and his usually stern expression softened into a pleased smile. He reached up to trace his finger along it, the touch making her skin ripple with goosebumps. “My collar looks amazing on you.”


  “It feels amazing to wear it,” Maria said.


  “Does it?”


  “I kept touching it the whole drive over,” she confessed. “I love feeling it there.”


  “Tell me more,” Andrew said, his voice taking on the velvety tone with a hint of steel underneath it – the tone that made her weak in the knees.


  “I thought of you when I put it on, and the way you always take care of me. It felt like you were touching me the whole ride here. It was a constant reminder of you.”


  “Good,” Andrew said, his expression pleased. “That’s how it should make you feel. That’s my intention by offering it to you. Thank you for telling me.”


  Maria’s heart glowed. It was so easy to talk to Andrew. She enjoyed telling him things like that because they pleased him so much.


  It pleased her that they were true.


  “Are you ready to take our spot on the St. Andrew’s cross now, or do you want to relax a bit before we get into the heavy stuff?”


  “Oh, I’m ready now!” Maria said quickly. “I’ve been thinking about this for days, and I’ve been raring to go since I put this collar on!”


  Andrew laughed at her eagerness. “Then let’s go get a little sinful.”


  He bent to pick up a black duffel bag that Maria hadn’t noticed at first, then took her hand and lead her through the busy floor to an empty cross. It was smooth metal powder coated in the club’s electric blue color, a solid frame that had holes all along its length for attaching things to it. There were thick, padded black cuffs hanging from the top and resting on the floor at the bottom. It looked like a giant X, just with the arms a little closer together instead of equidistant apart. Presumably so when she was strapped spread eagle to it, she didn’t pull a hamstring by stretching her legs too far apart.


  There was a small table and chair beside it, and Andrew laid his bag on the floor. He took off his suit coat and laid it over the back of the chair, then he pulled a few items out and laid them across the table: a soft suede flogger, a leather flogger with stiffer tails, and a black flogger with braided tails with knots at the end of each tail.


  They were each favored implements, ones that Maria loved for Andrew to use on her.


  “Are these okay for tonight?” Andrew asked.


  “Yes, Sir,” Maria said. She was happy he chose those. Just performing in public like this was a big step for her, so having the comfort of her favorites felt good.


  “I want to add something extra, but I don’t want to tell you what it is. I want a little mystery tonight, if that’s not going to be too much for you. It’s something you’ve experienced and enjoyed. Can I surprise you with it?”


  Maria thought about it, but not for long. She trusted Andrew not to go too far the first time they tried something new, and to stop right away if she did have to safeword. She nodded.


  Andrew stepped close and kissed her gently. “Tell me right away if anything is too much. If you find you don’t like the
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