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“I now believe in love at first sight. Especially after it’s happened to me.” 

—Shefali Zariwala
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Chapter One
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It was impossible for Mack not to notice the pretty woman standing outside the library front door, waiting for it to open. Mack had brought his mother’s finished books back and was going to collect the three new books she’d ordered a few weeks ago. It was drizzling outside but looked as if they were in for a heavy shower.

When the door was unlocked, he stepped aside to let the woman enter before him. She smiled warmly, thanking him. Following her to the front counter, he couldn’t help but overhear the woman’s conversation with the librarian.

“Good morning. I’d like to return these two books for my father. He forgot he had them. I’m sure there’s a late charge.”

“Hello, Miss. As of 2007, we don’t give out late fees anymore, but I’ll check the books in for you.”

With a broad smile, the librarian took the books from the woman’s outstretched hands and began a search on the computer.

“Yep, there they are. No problem at all. Thank you.”

“Oh. Thanks,” the woman replied with relief. 

She stepped aside, leaving Mack to quickly collect the books for his mother and return the others. He turned to look for the woman, but she’d obviously left. Mack quickly went back outside and noticed her a few feet away, wrestling with a folded-up umbrella.

Mack figured it was worth a try. “Umbrellas are a nuisance when they won’t open. Can I help?”

“I think the mechanism is jammed. Thank you.” She handed over the troublesome brolly.

Mack pressed the button a few times with no success, so used a little brute force. Up the umbrella went and he handed it over with a flourish.

“Thank you!”

She gave him a friendly smile and he decided to go for broke.

“I was behind you at the library. I didn’t know there were no more late fees either.”

Blushing, she said, “I felt a little foolish when she said how long ago they’d stopped.”

“Unless you had a late book, you’d never know, I guess.”

Nodding, she replied, “That’s true.”

The sprinkling had turned into heavy rain, bucketing down with a strong wind now behind it. 

Mack asked, “Would you be interested in a coffee until this eases off just a little? There’s a coffee shop two doors down.”

She looked in the direction Mack had pointed and frowned slightly. Finn wasn’t certain if it was for him or the rain.

“No strings, just a coffee till this stops.”

She turned back to him with a grin. “Actually, that sounds like a pretty good idea. I was considering buying one. So yes, I’d love a coffee.”

“Great! My name’s Mack Terrant, by the way.”

“Amanda Dixon.”

“Hello, Amanda.”

“Hi, Mack.”

They moved to the shelter of the little cafe and Mack ordered coffees after checking with Amanda what she would prefer. Sitting together, Mack asked her about herself after they’d talked about the rain.

“I’m guessing you live locally.”

“Actually I do, but at the moment I’m staying with my parents. My dad fell and cut his head a couple of weeks ago. He had stitches and got a concussion. Because of his age and the concussion, he was in hospital for a couple of days. I took a couple of weeks off work when he came home, helping them out until he was able to do normal activities. I think he’s okay now, so I’ll be heading home soon.”

“My goodness, that sounds awful for him. So he’s okay?”

“He is now. He was taking the dog for a walk and somehow managed to trip when he stepped on the curb.

Mack shivered. “Sounds painful.”

“It was, but he said he’s feeling much better. As I said, thankfully now he’s getting around and doesn’t have the bad headaches he had when it first happened. Got his stitches out a week ago.”

“Good news.”

They chatted for another half hour. When she noticed the rain had stopped, she said she had to go.

“Thanks for the coffee and chat. I enjoyed it.”

“Would you be interested in coming out tomorrow, Tuesday night? A few of my friends are meeting up at Burger Bliss, that gourmet hamburger place. Wonder if you’d like to join me? We usually just sit around and talk, and then have a few laughs.”

“Er ... not sure.”

“Think of it as meeting some new friends, nothing else, I promise.”

“Oh. Um...”

“No strings, not a date or anything, just a burger with new friends.”

“Okay. That’s sounds all right. Sure, I’d love to.”

“Great!”

While Amanda dictated, Mack entered her parent’s address and her cell number into his phone, arranged the time he’d pick her up, and then they said goodbye. Whistling merrily, Mack wandered back to his car and drove to his parent’s house. He looked forward to introducing Amanda to his friends tomorrow night at the monthly munch.
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Chapter Two
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Claire Reynolds clutched the phone tightly. “So, you really think I should still hang out?”

“Yes, Claire, most definitely. I know we can wring another mill.”

“Hell, Jess, they’ve already offered two and a half!”

The figures they’d already discussed had Claire ecstatic. Yet Jess Holden, her legal broker, a solicitor, and best friend, kept talking about even more. 

“Yes, that’s very true. But the other mob really wants it too, so they’re matching figure for figure. Leave it with me, I promise if I think either company has reached their top bid, then I’ll accept whoever made the highest bid on your behalf—as long as it’s without strings.”

Claire couldn’t help her wary tone as she said, “I just hope you know what you’re doing.”

“Hey, I got you a mill for that last game and then almost three million for the language translator.”

“True, you did and I thanked you.” Claire couldn’t help but add with a snicker, “Plus, paid you a very handsome fee.” 

Jess laughed. “Don’t worry, Claire. I think you’re going to be at least two and a half million dollars richer.”

“Thank you, Jess, but it’s still kind of hard to believe this one is worth that much.”

“Believe me, it is.”

“In fact, it’s been difficult to accept that all these apps and games I’ve been designing have been, and could be, worth so much money.”

“You’ve proved it time and time again, Claire. And this one is the best you’ve done.”

“I know how popular it’s been in the three-month trial that I give all my apps and games. It’s way more than any other.”

“Yes, and that’s exactly why you now have two companies bidding so high for it. A program that turns people’s photos or videos into very impressive film-worthy cartoons is a great idea. You’ve already made a very nice sum from it during the trial period and now you’re set to take home a huge paycheck.”

Claire shook her head and said wryly, “Who’d have believed when I learned coding and started making games and apps that I’d end up selling each one for so much money.”

“You’ve made your name out there, so people know you have good products.”

“I hope so. And each one’s selling for more than the previous, too.”

Jess’s laugh had Claire smiling as he then said, “I, for one, am extremely happy you did.”

“And you’ve been fantastic in selling them and handling all that legal stuff.”

“How’s the weather in the US?”

“Not too bad, but it rained yesterday. It’s weird it’s the last week of Spring here and almost winter there.”

“When are you due back in Australia?”

“Next week, I fly out next Wednesday, the last day of May.”

“Text me your flight details and I’ll pick you up from the airport.”

“Thanks, Jess.”

“Heard from your sister?” There was no mistaking the sarcasm in Jess’s voice.

“A few times.”

“Let me guess: she wants you to visit your parents.”

Claire gave a droll snort. “And as usual, I said no.”

“Do you think there’s any chance they’ve mellowed in their old age?”

“Honestly?” She shook her head again, even though she knew Jess couldn’t see it. “I doubt it. Maybe they do want to see me, but I still think they have the same hangups. Even Amanda isn’t comfortable with my lifestyle. She still acts as if it’s completely evil, but I really like having her in my life. I missed her so much when I moved to Australia.”

“Well, my dear, it’s their loss, not yours. They haven’t been in your life since you came to Australia, like when, thirty-two years ago?”

“Yes, that long. It’s true I’ve avoided any contact except for the time when Amanda convinced me to speak with them.”

“And we both know how that turned out,” Jess chortled. “Bet it feels weird not having Uncle Grant there.”

“I really miss him, and I also miss Peter.”

“Did you have any inkling he was going to leave his home to you?”

“No. I mean Uncle had no relations except me and my family. He was my father’s older brother but they hadn’t spoken since Uncle came out when he was twenty-eight. I knew he’d never leave it to him, and their younger brother died years ago. Peter was estranged from his family as well and his only brother had passed.”

“I remember when you said it was built and how lovely it was.”

“It really is. It’s huge and filled with light and warmth.” 

“Anyway, I’d best go. I think in the next week or so we’ll have an offer that we’ve accepted.”

“Okay. Thanks, Jess.”

Claire hung up the phone and sat staring into space. 

Her bank balance was already over four million. Now it looked like she was about to add another three. 

Since her uncle had left her his large four-bedroom house, Claire hadn’t decided whether to move to the US permanently or sell the house and come back to Australia. After living in Australia for so many years, she thought it would be a good idea to live in the States for a year and then decide. Claire had been traveling back and forth for years, staying with her Uncle Grant and his husband, Peter. She adored the two of them and never forgot how they had given her a home when her parents had kicked her out. 

Three months ago, at the beginning of March, she’d flown over to America to sign some of the paperwork for her inheritance before returning to Australia. Now she was back in the States to complete the transfer and organized everything for her move into her uncle’s house.

Tomorrow was Wednesday. She had an appointment, an important one as far as she was concerned. So Wednesday afternoon, Claire picked up her gear and went into the garage to her Harley-Davidson Heritage. She rode over to the address of the BDSM club she’d been given by her old club—Sanctuary, in Sydney. Silk Rope was set out of the city, in the less populated suburbs, so it took her about fifty minutes riding. This 3:30 appointment would get her membership settled before she flew back to Sydney for the last time in a while.

Claire swung in through a set of massive wrought iron gates. Similar to Sanctuary, a simple brass plaque on the high ivy-covered brick fence read ‘Silk Rope’ and she noticed a camera set atop the wall alongside the gates. She rode along a shrub-lined driveway and parked in a large carpark flanked by well-tended gardens. From the outside façade of the place, it looked enormous—three stories, like some old Georgian mansion. Looking up, she thought, Wow, it has to be huge inside just like Sanctuary. 

As well as the high brick wall, carpark, and the well-kept gardens, there were large banks of trees surrounding the entire property, giving the place privacy. Lovely landscaped grounds also surrounded the vast building.

To one side was a second building, smaller but still large—a two-story. It was attached to the first by a long single building with windows facing onto the gardens. Climbing the wide front stairs, she saw another camera pointing out into the carpark. After pushing open the wide door and entering a welcoming foyer with thick plush carpet, Claire moved to the reception desk. There was no one in sight but Claire tapped on the counter bell.

Claire only waited a few moments before an attractive woman came forward from a hallway on the left.

Smiling warmly, hand outstretched, she said, “Hello, my name’s Olivia Trent. How can I help you?”

“Hi, Olivia. I rang last week and spoke with you, and you said I could come in this time today. I’d like to complete the paperwork for my membership.”

“Oh great. Are you Claire?”

“Yes, Claire Reynolds.”

They shook hands as Olivia spoke, “If you’d like to come this way, we can go to my office.”

“Thanks.”

Claire followed Olivia through a doorway into a long corridor, giving Claire the impression this was into the single story joining the two buildings. There were several doors, all on one side of the hallway except for two on the right. One was open. Inside, Claire saw a large empty room except for a stack of chairs. At the hall end was a much larger closed door, painted dark green. Probably opens into that house.

Olivia ushered her into a bright, sun-filled office, inviting her to sit. She opened a filing cabinet drawer and pulled out a folder with Claire’s name on the front label. Inside were a few forms which Olivia sorted through.

“This is your request to join and the contact information we received from Sydney.” She removed several other sheets, sliding them across the desk along with a pen. “Can I ask you to fill out your experience and limits? There’s also a privacy statement to acknowledge. 

“Would you like a coffee while you fill these in?”

“Oh, thank you, only if it’s not too much trouble.”

“None at all.”

“Thanks, that would be nice, Olivia. White with two.”

“Won’t be long.”

She left Claire to begin filling in the paperwork. Basically, it was pretty much the same as what she’d filed with her Australian club. Olivia returned with a coffee for them both plus a few small iced cookies. Claire thanked her and continued through the list of limits. Once she finished reading and indicating her ‘do’s, maybes, and don’ts on all nine pages, she signed the final page. Handing Olivia her international driver’s license as well as her Australian and US passports, she also gave her a recommendation letter from the old club.

“Not sure if the staff at Sanctuary sent you this note or not.”

“Thanks, Claire, I’ll put it in your folder.” She picked up Claire’s license and passports. “I’ll just copy these.” Once done, Olivia handed them back.

“I’m in the process of moving here so my Australian address as well as my US one is in all the other paperwork. I’ll also have a US driver’s license, and I’m expecting it to arrive any day.”

“Thanks.” Olivia studied the two different addresses. “At least the US one is closer.”

Both women laughed.

“Just a little.”

“So you’re moving here? For work?”

“No. I’ve been working in Australia for ages but I was born here. My uncle recently died and left his house to me.” 

“Oh, I’m so sorry, Claire.”

“Thank you. He’s been very ill for six months and I know I’ll miss him. I’m staying here for a year before deciding whether to stay permanently. It’s a lovely area.”

“We have several members who live on that particular mountain, and also the one opposite. They love it and I’m sure you’ll enjoy living out this way.” 

“I’m positive I will. Oh, I’ve had a STD test done and the doctor’s office is going to email the results across to you as soon as it comes back.”

“That’s fine, Claire, thanks. I’ll keep an eye out for it.”

“You said you took American Express?”

“Yes.”

Claire handed over her platinum card and waited while Olivia did the remaining paperwork. Handing back the card, Claire signed the receipt, and was now officially a member of Silk Rope. Olivia handed her a printed sheet of paper. 

“This gives you full access to our website, you just need to change the password once you’ve logged in for the first time. It also gives you information on the times we are open, food and drink, the regular munch dates. All the things you might want to know but forget to ask.”

“Thank you.”

“Not sure how things worked at Sanctuary but here you will find we have a number of Masters and Mistresses. They are not 24/7 with slaves, instead they have attained what we consider the pinnacle of their abilities. Often they teach newcomers, they also handle our ‘open’ nights for interested people and do DM duty along with some of our more senior Doms. Our Masters are held with a great deal of respect.”

“Oh right.” Claire nodded. “We have a few Masters but they are 24/7. Those who have been in the lifestyle for many years and teach are generally referred to as Maestro. I was about to be considered one—a Switch Maestro.”

“Ah I see.” Olivia agreed. “So rather similar to here, just a different title. We do have a married couple who have been in a slave-master relationship for many years.” Olivia wrote something on one of the pages Claire had filled out. “I’ve noted that you would probably be classed as a Mistress here, our head Master will discuss it with you at some point. I gather you’ve taught?”

“Yes. Been teaching for about four and a half years. It’s in the letter from Sanctuary.”

“Excellent.”

Both women stood.

“I hope you’ll enjoy being here. We have a lovely group of members and I’m sure you’ll soon make friends.”

“I’m certain I will.”

“I’ll walk you back to the foyer and you can collect your locker now, it will make it easier for you when you come back.”

They went back down the long hall and into the front reception area again. Olivia went behind the desk and lifted out a glass fish bowl.

“Help yourself. Just let me know the number on the outside so I can put it against your name.”

“Thanks.” Claire looked down at the card. “278.”

“Thanks. The number inside is the code to open it. Once you have, press reset, add a number of your choosing, press set, and it’s all yours. Just discard the card in the bin inside.”

Claire thanked her again. “I won’t be in until the end of next month or the start of July. I move back here in the middle of June. The medical certificate should be in by the end of this week.”

“Thanks, Claire. I’d show you around but we have the cleaning crew here at the moment for the weekly deep clean before we open again tomorrow. I usually come in Wednesday afternoons just to catch up on paperwork. 

“It was lovely to meet you and we look forward to having you with us sometime in June or July.”

The two women shook hands and Claire went into the changing room after Olivia pointed the way and found her locker. She reset the code and then looked around. The place was certainly elegant and plush. She’d have no qualms about playing here if this standard was throughout the club. Nodding goodbye to Olivia, she went back out to the parking lot and rode to her uncle’s house. 

The next six days she spent working, as well as the final organization for her return to the States. The charity place she’d spoken to last week came and collected the furniture she no longer wanted. She kept only one of the couches until she bought ones she liked. She also kept the breakfast nook table, and the large television, as well as two of the spare bedroom suites. Much as she liked her uncle’s house, his taste in furniture and hers were vastly different. She also painted the remaining empty bedroom a dark maroon—it would become her playroom.

Tuesday evening, having finished packing for tomorrow’s flight, she was relaxing, reading a novel, when Claire’s cell phone rang. She thought about ignoring it but when she saw it was her sister, she wondered what was wrong. She rarely called at night. In fact, she usually only rang when she knew Claire was in the States.

“Hello, Amanda.”

“Claire, help!” she screamed.
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Chapter Three
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Tuesday evening Mack collected Amanda from her parents’ house and they drove to the hamburger place where the munch was being held. Talking casually along the way, Mack found he enjoyed chatting with her, although he thought her rather reserved. He wondered if he should mention his lifestyle but then figured because this was just to see how she got along with his friends and if they appeared to like each other enough to actually go out, she shouldn’t really be concerned. He'd dropped a few hints about being bossy and dominating sometimes, but she’d simply laughed whenever he’d brought it up. Anyway, he’d explain it all to her on the way home if they decided to see each other again and find out what she thought.

They arrived at the restaurant and he escorted her inside. Renata and Peter Rogers, with about half a dozen other members, were standing and chatting near the entrance. They moved inside, passing Lei Jung and his partner. Mack said ‘hi’ as they entered. Then he introduced Amanda to his closer friends—Steven, Avril, Ash, and Sophie, who were standing alongside one of the longer tables. 

Amanda seemed a little uncertain as she shook hands. Ash’s imposing figure made her wary and she shrank back. But that tended to be the usual effect he had on meeting new people. Arm-in-arm, Taylor Connors and Sean Franklin wandered over, shook hands with Mack and the men, kissing Avril and Sophie on the cheeks. Mack introduced the two men to Amanda. 

It was so obvious to everyone she was uncomfortable with greeting both men. Mack shook back a twinge of worry. If she didn’t get on with his friends then this would go nowhere. The two men moved away as soon as they could, probably uneasy at the cool reception from her. Her words became stilted as Avril and Sophie tried to engage her in conversation.

Just then, Peter Rogers called the three men. “Boys, come and look at this.” He nodded to the women. “Won’t be long.”

Mack smiled at Amanda as Steven and Ash moved away. 

“Back in a moment, these two will tell you how nice I am.” He winked, leaving Amanda with Avril and Sophie, and then followed the men. When Mack returned a few minutes later, Amanda and Sophie were missing.

“Where’s Amanda?”

“Fled to the ladies. She seemed upset so Sophie’s gone to see if she’s okay.”

“What happened?”

“Beats me. All I can think of was that she didn’t like seeing Vicky ask Greg if it was all right for her to sit down.”

“Oh, damn.”

It was at that point Mack realized perhaps he really should have warned her. But because this was just a usual casual outing, he honestly didn’t think there was a need. Plus several times he’d definitely stressed this wasn’t a date, just a way for her to meet new friends. 

It wasn’t as if the members were acting like Doms and subs, except for Vicki, who always relied heavily on Gregory. No one would ever know by looking at the group they were members of a BDSM club. They were simply a group of people out enjoying a meal with friends. He had thought it would be easier for Amanda to get to know him in this relaxed setting rather than just the two of them. 

Mack kept justifying his decision in his mind. Well truthfully, I honestly didn’t think it would be a problem. And I was going to explain it all to her on the drive back to her parent’s house if we got along. After all, it was just a meal. Sophie returned looking worried.

“Mack, what did you tell her about us? About the lifestyle?”

“Um, actually nothing.” As he avoided looking into Sophie’s face, he kind of shuffled his feet. “I thought I’d tell her on the way home tonight, after she’d met some of you. Figured I’d see if she enjoyed meeting my friends first and if she liked me enough to go out. Why?”

“She’s gone nuts. She’s practically screaming and looking terrified.”

“Hell!” He glanced up at the ceiling, took a deep breath, and glanced at Sophie. “Maybe I should have mentioned it.”

“You definitely should have. She’s almost hysterical. Told me to get away from her, that I was sick and perverted.”

“I don’t understand why she’d say that?”

“She asked us about Vicki. She wondered if she had a problem standing and Avril explained she was just asking permission because she identified as a slave. We told her that she and her husband, Gregory, had been together for almost twenty years.”

Avril nodded. “Her face blanched and she raced off.”

“Oh hell. I’m so sorry, girls.”

“She’s called someone to pick her up.” Sophie frowned. “She yelled down the phone that you’d taken her to meet freaks and sick people, and something about stripping her. I tried to talk to her but she kept shrieking at me not to come near her.”

“Oh fuck, this is bad. I’m so sorry, Soph.” He went to move off. “Maybe I should go talk to her.”

Sophie touched his arm and shook her head. “I doubt that would help, Mack. She’s really upset. Kind of going crazy actually.”

Mack nodded but said he’d try to at least explain to Amanda. He got as far as the door to the ladies’ room when Anne Palle came out. 

“If you’re thinking of going in there to calm that girl down, don’t bother. She’s lost it completely. Screaming at ‘all us freaks’ to leave her alone. Someone is coming to pick her up apparently.”

A few minutes later, a frantic looking Amanda raced out—her face red and tears streaming down her cheeks. She fled past him, her hand over her mouth. He called her name but she stormed through the front door. Mack went to follow her but Peter put a hand on his arm. 

“Don’t, Mack. She’s terrified. If you go to her, she’s going to lose it completely.”

This was all his fault and he couldn’t even go and apologize to her. Peter still held his arm tightly and Mack felt terrible.
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Chapter Four
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It was impossible not to mistake the panic tone in her sister’s voice. 

“Amanda, what’s wrong?” 

“You’ve got to come save me!” 

“Save?”

“Yes.” She sounded as if she were hyperventilating. “Please, I’m ... I think I’m not far away!”

“Calm down. What’s going on?”

She heard her sister take several huge gasping breaths but her fear was still evident as she wailed, “I didn’t know. Get me out of here!”

“Didn’t know what? What’s happened? Are you hurt? Should I ring the police?”

A few more rapid gasps, and then Amanda began speaking a little more coherently. “I met this guy yesterday, we had coffee, and then he asked me out. Said he was dining with some friends and thought I might like to meet some more people.” Another loud intake of breath. “It wasn’t a date, but anyway, we got here and there’s lots of people but they’re...They’re all freaks like you!”

“Freaks?” Claire had to smile at that description. “Like me? As in not vanilla?”

“Yes! All perverts! I want out of here, there’s too many sick people here. It’s dangerous! I’m not safe! I’ve locked myself in one of the cubicles in the Ladies. He doesn’t know.” She howled, “They’ll take my clothes off me and do horrible things!”

Claire had to hold back a snort. “Where are you?”

“You’ll come and get me now?” she pleaded, a manic tone to her voice. “I’m at that gourmet hamburger restaurant on the corner of 4th and Main. Bliss Burgers or something.”

“Bliss Burgers, right. I’ll punch it into my satnav and come. Meet me out the front.”

Fearfully, she asked, “I have to go past them. They won’t grab me if I go out?”

“Don’t be ridiculous, Amanda. Just go outside now. I’ll be there as quickly as possible.”

She could hear definite relief in her sister’s voice as she cried, “Thank you.”

Claire grabbed her keys and wallet, and then picked up her helmet and a spare. She entered the address in her phone’s navigation and plugged in her earpiece. After pulling on her leather jacket, Claire entered the garage, hooked the spare helmet on the bike, and jumped on. Roaring onto the street, she wondered how the hell her extremely prudish younger sister managed to get tangled up with a BDSM crowd. It made no sense.

It took her about fourteen minutes to get to the restaurant. She rode the bike to the curbside and parked, seeing her sister crying loudly, her arms wrapped around herself, and looking as if she was about to be murdered. As soon as she saw Claire, Amanda flung herself into her arms, barely giving Claire time to even turn the bike off.

“How the hell did you end up here?”

“I didn’t know,” she kept sobbing.

“Tell me.”

“He was so nice. We had coffee and talked at the library. Then tonight we got here and there were a lot of people. Some came over and introduced themselves. There were two men kissing! I looked around.” Amanda rushed on, her voice continually rising until she was screeching, “There was this woman with a man, each time someone spoke to her she’d look at him like he had to give her permission! She even asked him if she should sit down and they said she was a slave! I had to get out of there!”

“Why didn’t he tell you what he was? I mean, surely he mentioned it.”

Shaking her head, she shouted, “No, never. This was the first time we’d gone out. I had a coffee with him yesterday morning, I’d been at the library.”

“And he never mentioned BDSM.”

“Are you crazy? No.” Amanda sounded frantic as she kept repeating, “I didn’t know, he didn’t tell me. All he ever said was he was meeting up with a few friends for a burger and would I like to come. Said it wasn’t a date, just a way to meet a few new people.”

Making sure she understood correctly, Claire asked, “So he never said anything else? Never said he was a Dom or a sub, or anything to do with BDSM?”

“No!” Amanda screamed. “How many times do I have to tell you?” She stared at Claire with a horrified expression. “No way would I go out with a freak who did that!” 

Claire rolled her eyes. “Oh gee, thanks.”

“I’m sorry, Claire, but you know what I mean. I was terrified when I realized they were all like you.”

“Amanda, they wouldn’t have done anything.”

“How do you know?” She stamped her foot. “I was scared they were going to make me take my clothes off and the guy was going to hit me! He would have raped me in front of everyone!”

Claire sighed sadly. How many times have I explained this to her?

“Amanda, it doesn’t work like that, I keep telling you. You have to agree to anything that happens. Consent is an enormous requirement with us. And we always have a safe word, a word that when you say it everything stops.” Then she almost shouted at Amanda, “And most certainly nothing would ever happen at a restaurant!” 

She shook her head again, trying to get through to her sister about anything to do with the lifestyle was like talking to a plank of wood. “It’s just a get-together to eat and talk. Just a bunch of people out enjoying themselves. Heaven’s, Amanda, you’re in a restaurant! Nothing would happen.” Claire exhaled loudly. “Honestly, I don’t get you at times.”

“But I was so frightened, you just don’t know what these weirdos would do, Claire. They could be in league with the burger place and I would have been attacked!”

Claire took a few deep breaths, closed her eyes, as she mentally counted to ten. Her sister was so naive, so narrow-minded. Amanda was eighteen and Claire twenty-one when Amanda discovered Claire’s lifestyle included BDSM, she’d really freaked out and told their parents. Even after all these years, she’d never be comfortable with it. Claire loved her dearly but Amanda was like some uptight and virginal Victorian spinster. 

Just to reiterate, Claire asked once more, “So this guy honestly didn’t say anything?”

“No.” Amanda stamped her foot again, screeching, “I keep telling you he said nothing! Get me out of here before they come out to get me!”

Claire sighed and shook her head. “What’s this guy’s name?”

“Mack.”

“Look after the bike.” She thrust her helmet at her sister. “Here, hold this.”

“No! No, Claire, don’t.” Amanda made a grab for Claire’s arm but she shrugged her off. “Don’t leave me alone!”

“Wait here.”

“Don’t go in there! You don’t know what they’ll do to you!”

Claire ignored Amanda’s last remarks and went inside. She was angry—at this Mack, and at her sister. The stupid man should have checked first to see if the woman he was asking out was into kinky stuff before bringing her to what was obviously a munch. She looked around, seeing bunches of people chatting together. Most were sitting but a few were standing in small groups, laughing and talking. She walked up to the closest person—a woman.

“Who’s Mack?”

The woman stared at her confused, but pointed out a very tall man in his early to mid-fifties. Ah, now I see why she said yes. She’s always a pushover for handsome tall guys. Claire walked up to the man who was talking with another towering guy that looked like a linebacker, and a cute woman. 

“You Mack?”

He grinned sheepishly and said, ‘Yes.’

Claire poked him in the chest, her voice taut and emotional. Her anger flaring at the smug smile he gave her. 

“Next time you decide to bring a woman to a munch, tell her what you fucking are into first. My little sister thinks anyone who has sex with the fucking light on is too kinky to even consider. She’s so fucking vanilla...” Claire took a breath. “She’s purer than Snow White! Get it, hotshot?”

“I—”

“Leave. Her. Fucking. Alone!”

Turning abruptly, she ran into a solid wall of muscle. “Oomph.”

Looking up, amazing light emerald-green eyes stared down at her and she caught her breath. Her hands pressed flat against a very sexy, hard, and wide chest, and she could feel two strong arms holding her upright. For a moment, no one existed except the two of them. Neither spoke, they just gazed at each other. 

Claire’s heart began a frenetic quickstep in partnership with her stomach. The giant smiled. He had this wild mane of hair and a beard, and his white teeth almost sparkled at her. She couldn’t speak; she could only peer up at him and lick her lips. Claire wanted to stay wrapped up in his arms forever. 

Something happened, something primeval, something like destiny calling. The world stopped spinning and the rest of the restaurant disappeared as they stared at each other. 

Hours passed—maybe it was just minutes. Or even only seconds. However long it was, Claire wanted to stay safe in his arms forever. She wanted to be wrapped in his love. Something like electricity surged through her entire body. Every cell tingled as if leaping in some wild excited dance. 

But finally, he drew in a huge gasp and she blinked.

Claire suddenly realized where she was and what she was there for. She had to get out of there before someone called her out, despite wanting to stay wrapped in this mountain of masculine flesh forever. She pushed against the strong chest roughly, a little too roughly, but her libido kept begging her to stay. 

“Out of my way, King Kong.”

His arms tightened a little. Then they fell away as he stepped to one side, giving her a little bow. She sailed past him holding her head up even as she fought madly against the irresistible urge to leap back into his arms, wrap her legs around him, and beg him for a kiss, plead with him to make love to her. Somehow, she made it outside. Amanda rushed to her.

“Are you okay?” she asked as she handed over the helmet to her sister.

Claire snatched the helmet. “Of course I am.” She was still furious at this Mack, at Amanda, but now angrier with herself. She’d left the arms of that ... that beast. What the hell just happened? Who is he? Why do I have this craving to go back to him? 

“Put on that spare helmet,” she snarled at her sister, “and just get on the bike.”

Amanda stared at her open-mouthed but pulled the helmet on. Claire swung her legs over the machine, noticing a bike parked next to hers—another Harley, a Fat Boy. It must be King Kong’s. I think he’d been dressed in riding leathers although to be honest all I can remember is his size—and that wonderful face. Claire entered the directions to her parent’s home on her satnav. She slammed on her own helmet and took off, her sister clutching her tight around the waist. Twenty minutes later, she pulled up outside their parents’ home, still silently seething.

“Come inside, Claire.”

“No,” she snapped. Clenching her jaw, she swallowed and then added in a more controlled voice, “I have no wish to see them, if ever.”

“But they’d love to see you, they want to see you. They know you’re coming back here to live. I told them.”

“Don’t care.”

“You’ve been saying that each time you’ve come back for the past few years. Now you’re coming back to stay.”

“I say it because it’s true. And anyway I haven’t decided if I’m staying. Sorry, Amanda, but the answer is still no.”

“Even though Dad’s been in hospital?”

“Even though.”

“Sure?”

“Very sure.”

“Okay, but they really do want to see you. They miss you. They’re sorry.”

“Humph, they should have thought of that thirty-two years ago when they forced me out and erased me completely from their lives.”

Claire knew Amanda couldn’t answer—and she didn’t. Claire understood their parents had been wrong to kick her out of the house when Amanda had let slip Claire was still going to the BDSM club. Their parents had previously warned Claire if she insisted on attending the club, she’d be no longer welcome to live with them. Claire just hadn’t anticipated her sister’s reactions, nor her parents.’ She’d thought it was all talk.

“Hell, they should have spoken to me the few times I did contact them when I first left instead of hanging up on me. And the one time our father did speak, it was to tell me he wished I’d never existed.”

“But they’re sorry now,” Amanda whined.

Claire shook her head. “I don’t want to hear it, Amanda.”

Amanda had found her email address in Australia about eight years ago and written, saying she was sorry. Claire had ignored her at first but over the years there had been more emails until finally they’d talked things through. Now the two had a good relationship—as long as Claire didn’t mention BDSM. 

With her parents, it was a different matter. To have her own parents disown her was hard to stomach—impossible to forgive. Yes, it was water under the bridge, but it was stagnant foul water that made her retch whenever she thought about it.

She kissed her sister goodbye. Forty minutes later, she was home. Going inside, she couldn’t get the image of the giant out of her mind. She almost threw herself onto the couch and lay down. When she closed her eyes, she could practically feel his strong arms holding her, see those amazing-colored eyes looking down at her. Never had she had such an immediate visceral attraction to someone. This was more than just seeing an attractive man; this was as if her entire future was wrapped up with his. He belonged to her and she to him. Now I have to find him again.

Obviously, he was a member of the same club the others belonged to. Sitting upright suddenly, Claire groaned.

“Shit! What if it’s the one I’ve just joined? Oh hell, what on earth have I done?” She clamped a hand over her mouth. “Oh fuck!”

Claire sunk her head onto her hands. She quavered, “I’m in the deepest shit!” 

She’d signed up to Silk Rope
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