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Chapter One

 


Marcus sipped at his soda, wishing it were
something stronger so his libido would subside. Who was he kidding?
Looking at her would get him aroused regardless of the amounts of
alcohol he drank.

She was perfect. Everything he’d ever
fantasized about: luscious curves, ample bottom, tits which would
fit his hands, and a mouth made for sucking and screaming out his
name.

Gabi. Her last name was of no consequence.
Neither was her first name. Years ago, he’d known her as Abby. What
mattered was that when he made her his, he’d refer to her as
“kitten”. He’d called her it once, by accident. The term had come
naturally. Back then, she had been vulnerable, small, like an
abandoned pet. Now, however, he stood in the presence of a
different type of cat. She was graceful, strong, seductive.

Unfortunately, unlike cats, which tended to
be more snobbish when it came to choosing an owner, Gabi played
with just about everyone. She was a regular at the BDSM club where
he’d found her. One night, he’d see her getting a spanking, the
next, a caning, and another day, she was being whipped. There
didn’t seem to be anything Gabi wouldn’t try, except sticking with
the same partner. She had a different Dom every weekend, playing
with them at a distance, never really giving in to the experience.
He knew why, and he was determined to change it. Starting
tonight.

Currently, she was tied to the Saint
Andrew’s cross, and Master Eric was giving her a good flogging. The
Dom played her like an instrument, knowing exactly where to hit to
make her skin tingle but not bruise. Marcus scowled. When they
played, he’d make sure to mark her so every time she sat down, she
would remember him and how her body had yielded to her Dom’s
touch.

Marcus downed the last of his drink and
moved closer to the cross. It’d been close to eight years since
he’d last seen her. Eight years. He sometimes thought they had been
wasted years, but deep down, he knew they hadn’t. After what she’d
gone through, she’d needed the time to heal and become the person
she was now.

In all that time, he’d never stopped wanting
her. He’d been incapable of erasing her from his mind even after
he’d lost track of her whereabouts. And then, fate had thrown her
in his path. He’d finally decided to join the BDSM community in the
city, and he’d found her. Here of all places. In his city.

One look at her and he’d made up his mind.
Gabi would be his. Permanently this time. He’d bided his time,
investigating her present, trying to find out more about who she
was today. Every weekend for the past month, he’d come to the club
and watched her. He’d leave with a hard-on and a desperate craving
to claim her.

Tonight would be different. Eric was almost
done, each stroke of the flogger turning into a caress until it
came to a full stop. Gabi shuddered and hung her head. Marcus
stiffened. Was she okay? Eric seemed to think the same because he
hurried forward and whispered in her ear. Gabi nodded. Eric
chuckled. Giving her ass a light tap, he began to undo the
restraints.

Marcus clenched his fists. Soon, he’d be the
only one spanking Gabi’s behind. He waited patiently for them to
finish. His heart hammered in his chest, and sweat gathered at his
nape. He hadn’t been so on edge in years.

Finally, Gabi became free and turned around.
Marcus’s breath caught. She wasn’t naked, but she didn’t need to be
to get his dick hardening. He focused on her mouth. Wide with plump
lips. How many times had he fantasized about having them around his
dick? Fucking her mouth. Marcus swallowed a groan.

Soon.

Eric blocked his view, stepping in front of
Gabi to give her a hug. She smiled politely, but there was no
affection in her gaze. She was merely being civil. Marcus smirked.
They wouldn’t end their sessions with a friendly pat. Finally, Eric
left. Before Gabi could also leave, Marcus approached her. She saw
him coming, her gaze narrowing and her lips parting into a
coquettish smirk. He couldn’t wait to make it sincere.

“Gabi?”

“That’s me. What can I call you,
handsome?”

“Marcus will do for now.”

She pouted, feigning disappointment.

“Shame, I thought you were a Dom.”

Marcus grinned. “I am.”

“And you don’t want me to call you Sir or
Master? Do you prefer Daddy?” She ran her fingertips across his
forearm making goosebumps sprout on his flesh. Marcus pulled
away.

“If the men you’ve been playing with require
you call them Sir after barely ten seconds of interaction, you’ve
been hanging around the wrong people.”

She shrugged, her gaze dipping then just as
quickly meeting his again.

“So, why are we having this conversation,
Marcus?”

“I would like to play with you.”

Gabi quirked an eyebrow. “And you don’t want
me to call you ‘Sir’?”

“Not yet.”

“Well, I’m done for today, so maybe next
time,”

He grabbed her wrist. Her eyes blazed.

“Release me.”

“In a minute, kitten.”

“Don’t call me that. I didn’t give you the
right.”

“Forgive me,” Marcus apologized. “You’re
right.” He stepped into her personal space, forcing her to tilt her
head to look at him even though she wasn’t much shorter. “You have
to understand, Gabi, I don’t want to play with you right now. I
want to get to know you a bit before I make you kneel at my feet,
open up that pretty little mouth of yours and stuff it with my cock
until you gag.”

Gabi’s jaw dropped and quickly shut. Her
pupils dilated, and her cheeks turned crimson.

Sweet.

“I don’t do sex during scenes. No cocks. No
intimacy,” she said matter-of-factly.

“Have you considered that’s why you’re not
getting off?”

“That’s presumptuous of you.”

“Please, it’s obvious. You enjoy the pain,
but by the end of it you’re not knees shaking, sitting down. You’re
here, chatting with your next partner.”

Her lips thinned, and her eyes narrowed.

“You don’t know me,” she said.

“I’ve been watching you.”

“Then you’re a stalker and I should probably
call security.”

Marcus burst out laughing.

“Kitten, it’s hard not to observe you. You
walk in here every weekend as if you own the place, then, make your
choice of who to play with depending on your mood. You don’t stick
with one person.”

“I don’t intend to, either.”

Her gaze bored into his. Fearless. Marcus
gazed at her lips. Damn. He wanted to kiss her right then. He was
so proud of her and of how far she’d come. Eight years ago, she
didn’t even glance his way. It was probably why she didn’t remember
him, and in a way, he was thankful she didn’t.

“Have you ever had a taste of what it could
be like to be with a Dom who truly cherishes you?” he asked.

“I enjoy my freedom.”

“That’s not what I asked, kitten.”

“I already told you—”

“Enough,” he said, lowering his tone to a
harsh demand. Gabi’s eyes widened, but she didn’t flinch or attempt
to run.

“It’s blatant to anyone with a bit of
observation skills that you lie.”

“You—”

“I didn’t give you permission to talk, sub.”
Her mouth opened and closed like a fish out of water. Marcus
smiled. “You have fun playing, I’ve seen it. Spankings, floggings,
light bondage, but you never venture further than that,” he
continued before she had a chance to speak back at him. “You don’t
push yourself, and neither do the men you choose to play with. They
are comfortable.” He lowered his voice. “They are blubbering messes
thankful you’d even consider playing with them. I’m not.”

Grabbing her chin, he tilted her head
upwards so she’d be forced to look at him. This time, he had her
full attention.

“I am what you have craved all this time,
Gabriela.”

 



Chapter Two

 


Gabi’s mind reeled. There was something
familiar about this man, but she couldn’t place it. He didn’t seem
threatening, even if he was built like a door and a full head
taller than she was, which wasn’t easy as she wasn’t exactly
petite.

Perhaps, it was simply a matter of
attraction. He hadn’t been wrong in what he’d told her, and his
inner strength was almost palpable. This man wouldn’t play
games.

Marcus ran his thumb across her bottom lip,
and she sucked in a breath. His gaze darkened. He hadn’t spoken a
word, and already her body was responding to him. It’d been so long
since she’d let herself go. Too long. Was she ready? She averted
her gaze.

“Look at me.”

He spoke so softly she wasn’t sure she’d
heard him, but when his lips curved into a smile, she knew she had.
Her heart picked up its tempo.

“Let’s play, kitten.”

She hesitated. His eyes, green like pine
forests, kept her mesmerized. There was something uncompromising
about the way he regarded her. Arousing and frightening. She could
lose herself to him. The men she chose to engage with wanted only
one thing: to beat her and have her feed their egos with fake moans
and honorary titles. She enjoyed the pain, but the pleasure only
came from her own hand. Marcus would be different. Playing with
Marcus wouldn’t just be
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