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​ Chapter
One

 


Drusilla Trumane frowned when a petite blonde
dressed all in black introduced herself as Flora LeBeau and stated
that Lucien Wolf had told her to take Dru to the suite to wait for
her sister. What the hell? Why hasn’t Ana come to see me herself?
So she said just that as she entered the suite and the blonde
closed the door.

“Why didn’t Ana come herself?”

“Ana is busy. She’ll be along shortly when
her masters allow it.”

“Who the hell are you anyways?”

“Flora LeBeau, darling. Had you been paying
attention, you would have noticed I’d introduced myself earlier.”
The damn woman had nerve to have an impish grin on her face as she
said that to Dru.

Dru shivered as the beautiful woman all but
purred her words. Her accent was French. The way she said it made
Dru weak in the knees. She brought herself short. What the hell was
she thinking? Try as she might, she couldn’t keep her eyes off the
rise and fall of Flora’s breasts. When Flora coughed, Drusilla
could feel the warmth that hit her face as embarrassment flooded
her body. She brought her eyes up to the other woman’s.

“You like what you see?” Flora licked her
lips, and her blue eyes were filled with mirth.

“No!”

Drusilla realized she said that a little too
quickly. Flora laughed and moved closer to her. She circled
Drusilla slowly, and for some strange reason Drusilla found she
could not be her usual catty self.

“You sure? I noticed you were looking at my
breasts.” God, the woman had such a cheerful voice. How the hell
did someone stay so cheerful?

“You must be mistaken,” Drusilla said
immediately.

Flora snorted.

“Oh no, no mistake at all. You were staring
at them so long that my nipples got hard.” Flora was just behind
her, almost pressed against her but not quite. Drusilla could feel
the other woman’s breath on her neck and ear. Flora circled around
and stood in front of her again,

“Okay, that’s it. Where’s Ana? I need to get
out of here. There’s no way I’m going to allow you to talk to me
like that.”

“Oh but there is so much you would allow me,
my dear. I see it in your eyes.”

Oh no this heffa didn’t. Drusilla narrowed
her eyes and put her hands on her hips.

“How do you figure that, blondie?”

“I can count how many times your breathing
has sped up since you saw me.”

Flora was right. Dru was breathing hard since
having met her, but she wasn’t going to let Flora know she was
dead-on.

“You’re fucking crazy.”

“That’s neither here nor there, girl.”
Drusilla swallowed hard as Flora moved closer and stood inches from
her. The soft stroke of Flora’s fingertip against her bottom lip
was almost her undoing.

“Stop,” she mumbled.

“Hmm? I can’t hear you, my dear. What did you
say?” Flora leaned in close to her, her head cocked to the side.
She moved her long blonde hair away from her ear. “Say that
again.”

“I said, stop.”

She tried to emphasize the word and to make
it sound as if she really meant it. Her knees felt weak, and she
was wet. Just from the other woman’s mere presence the touch had
ignited a fire inside of her. She didn’t want her. She couldn’t
want her. She was here to see her sister.

“You don’t mean that, petite amie.”

“Yes, yes, I do.”

“Oh yeah, I can hear the confidence in your
voice,” Flora purred softly.

“Stop touching me and go get my sister.”

“You think you can order me about, silly
girl?”

“I’m not silly, and yes, you work here. So go
and get my sister. I’m tired of your toying with me.”

Flora laughed and strolled over to the
dresser. When she opened it, Drusilla watched her rummage through
the top drawer. Flora turned around, and in her hands was what
appeared to be a roll of red tape and a red ball with straps.

“Is that a challenge, Drusilla dearest?”

“It’s a motherfucking challenge,” Drusilla
bit out.

Drusilla crossed her arms over her chest,
keeping her gaze on Flora. She didn’t trust the woman as far as she
could throw her, and hell, she couldn’t do that.

“You love to talk back; I think you’ll be fun
to tame.”

“There is no way in hell you can tame
me.”

“That pretty little mouth of yours needs to
be put in check.”

What was it about the petite blonde that
commanded her attention? That made her want to do anything she
asked?

“You wouldn’t dare.”

“Oh yes, I’d dare.”

“What the hell do you have in your hands, and
what do you plan to do with them?”

“This, my dear, is a ball gag.” Flora held
the offending object up, and a smile was on her beautiful
bow-shaped lips.

“A ball gag?”

“Mhmm, it’s for me to use to shut your mouth.
So that you listen and aren’t so beastly.”

“Beastly! What the fuck, girl, please.”

“I think you need to learn who’s in charge,”
Flora stated.

“You think you’re in charge of me?”

Flora didn’t say anything. She just moved
forward.

“So what about that dare?” Flora smirked.

“I dare you to think you can shut me up.”

“Oh but I can, sweet cheeks. You’ll love
every bit of it.”

“Why the hell do you think I want a woman’s
touch and not a man’s?”

“Do I have to remind you of how your little
heart is going pitter pat right now?”

It was all Drusilla could do not to grit her
teeth in frustration. She clenched her hands together at her sides,
trying to stave off the tirade that was about to let loose on the
little blonde. She’d had enough. She walked to a chair in the room
and settled into it. Crossing her legs, she didn’t care that the
short black dress she was wearing exposed her thighs. She’d act as
if the other woman didn’t affect her one way or the other.

“You. Are. Trying. My. Patience.” Dru
purposefully said each word slowly, trying to make her point come
across, as apparently Flora was hard of hearing.

“I get it. You’re in denial.”

Flora was twirling the ball gag around in her
fingers, all the while the expression on her face was one of
extreme contentment and confidence.

“In denial about what?” Drusilla frowned.

“What you desire, my girl.”

“And just what would that be? You’ve known me
all of what, ten minutes?”

“Oh I know exactly what you want and what you
need. Hell, anyone within a few feet of you could tell what you
want and smell what you’re thinking.” The grin that Flora shot
Drusilla pissed her off.

“You don’t know me, nor do you know what I
want or even need.”

“When’s the last time you came to an image of
a man, if you ever have.”

She gasped. “What kind of fucking question is
that?”

“An honest one that I want the answer to,
petite amie.”

“That’s none of your fucking business.”

“We’re back to that?”

“Yes, we’re back to that, and you better not
try to use that shit on me.”

“Oh, I love a challenge. You’re going to find
that out rather quickly.”

Before Drusilla could react, Flora was in her
lap, straddling her in the chair. She pressed against her, tangling
her fingers into Drusilla’s hair and tugging.

In shock Drusilla just stared at Flora. Flora
pulled her head close with a tug of her hair. Like a deer stuck in
the headlights, Drusilla could only watch as Flora pressed their
mouths together, and then she was lost. Oh fuck.

She moaned softly into Flora’s mouth as the
other woman nibbled at her bottom lip, then licked it, teasing her
tongue into her mouth. Flora tasted of warmth and cinnamon. Spicy
and sweet. Her scent was just as delicious. She smelled of freshly
cut roses. She was fragrant and delectable. Drusilla’s head fell
back against the chair, and she gasped for breath. She was
breathing just as crazy as Flora had said. That brought her back to
her senses, and she started struggling.

In a split second, her hands were wrapped up
in the bondage tape and pulled up above her head and held against
the wall that the chair rested against. She struggled and found
that she couldn’t free herself.

Flora had fucking put her hands up against
the wall on some sort of hook that held her snuggly in place, and
she was unable to free herself. Shit, who knew that the petite
woman was strong. Looks were definitely deceiving. God, why did she
like what she was doing to her. She’d soaked her panties.

“Now if you’re going to be a good girl, I
won’t tie you the rest of the way up.”

“Get off of me and let me fucking go.”

“Wrong answer, kitten.”

She couldn’t kick out because the other woman
was sitting in her lap. She was arched in a way that even if the
other woman got off of her, there wasn’t much she could do to free
herself. The only thing she could do was rock back and forth trying
to get her off her lap. It didn’t work.

Flora snickered and pulled on her hair,
arching her head back.

“Still think I can’t subdue you, kitten? I
suggest you put away your claws and play nice, or I’m going to gag
you.”

Drusilla glared at her. “You wouldn’t fucking
dare.”

“You’ve already seen what I would dare. That
should tell you I’d dare so much more.”

Flora got off her lap with a chuckle and
grabbed one of her legs, locking it into the cuff that was at the
bottom of the chair. A cuff Dru hadn’t seen until now. Fuck. Flora
gave the other leg the same attention.

Standing back to her full height, Flora had
her hands on her hips, the ball gag still hanging from one
hand.

“So tell me what wouldn’t I dare to do
again?”

“I—” her words were cut off as the ball gag
was shoved into her mouth and the strap placed over her head.

“I like it much better when you’re quiet,
kitten. You roar so fiercely but inside you’re a cuddly little cat
needing to be stroked.” Flora stroked her finger against her cheek,
and Drusilla tried to flinch away.

“That’s okay, kitty cat. I’m going to enjoy
taming you.”

Flora turned towards the door that had
opened, and Drusilla saw Anastasia enter. Shit. This was all she
needed, her sister seeing her tied up like a trussed-up goose.
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