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Author's Note

I knew when I was writing Promise Me, book 2 of the Dominants of Eros series, that Catalina Cabrera and Master Lea Kendrick were going to cause some serious fireworks in this Eros installment. A submissive known far and wide as the Great Brat and the legendary Brat Tamer of Eros, going head to head? Oh, please. The greatly-anticipated conclusion of their brat taming “wager”—after all the mind-blowing events that lead up to it—caused my beta readers to scream in (lovely) shock and the few added “relationship bonuses” afterwards had them filled with happy warmth, as well as frothing at the mouth in anticipation of book 4. At the very heart of Master Me, however, is the most important foundation: Catalina works on resolving the past and present family trauma that has steered her brat behavior in sometimes inappropriate ways, while Chief Dungeon Monitor Master Lea learns that even expert brat tamers can be caught off guard with surprise situations they could have never anticipated.

Master Lea and Catalina are perfect for each other in so many ways and fulfill a deep need in each other the way Brat Tamers and brat submissives so often fit together like two puzzle pieces. They—like Giselle and Master Chance, and Coco and Master Kori—are the best of what a beautiful, healthy Total Power Exchange relationship should be. And, if ever a couple deserves an ultimate happily ever after ending, it's the Great Brat and the Brat Tamer of Eros.

For the misunderstood brat submissives of the world and their Brat Tamers, who stand as a shining example of the diversity of the dominance and submission dynamic.
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Chapter 1
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“You have to be fucking kidding me.” Catalina Cabrera stared at the display on her phone as it began to ring, feeling disconcerted. “What in the hell does he want?”

“A good way to find out is to answer the phone and ask him,” snarked her roommate Lucy with a grin as Lucy’s fiancée, Renee, burst into laughter. Catalina flipped her off, then gazed at her phone again. “And who is he, may I ask?”

With lowered eyebrows, Catalina sniffed, “My brother, Manuel.” Lucy’s eyes widened. “You know I haven’t had anything to do with my family for over twenty years. Mamá didn’t even bother to call me when Papá died...not that I gave a shit. Hopefully, the old cabrón has been roasting in a very hot place.”

“How you talk.” Lucy gestured at the phone as it stopped ringing, then started again. “Aren’t you going to see what he wants?”

Growling, Catalina said with a huff, “Since it looks like I won’t get any peace and quiet until I do, I might as well.” She hit the ‘Answer’ button. “What do you want, Manuel?”

There was a pause, then, “Still the same old charming Catalina, I see.”

Cat snorted. “This family lost the right to ‘charming’ when you threw me out of the house with only the clothes on my back when I was seventeen, Manny.” The mouths of Lucy and Renee dropped open. “Now, I repeat: what do you want? I very much doubt anyone is looking to welcome home the outcast daughter with open arms after over twenty years of silence.”

After another moment of silence, Manuel said, “Mamá is sick. The family needs you to move back to Miami so you can take care of her. As the only daughter, it is your duty.”

With a literal kerplunking of her jaw, Catalina finally recovered the speech that had been shocked out of her. “What the hell? My duty? Have you lost your damn mind? You want me to leave my home of two decades—my career, my friends, my life, a place where I am happy—and come back to a hostile, toxic environment where I was never accepted? To take care of an old bitch who didn’t care if I lived or died when she threw me out onto the street when I was still a minor?” The shock on the faces of her roommate and Lucy’s fiancée deepened.

“There’s no reason for you to be like that. That’s our mother you’re speaking of so disrespectfully. Stop being a brat.”

“Oh, really? Buddy, you have no fucking idea how much of a brat I can be! Teresa Cabrera deserves none of my respect! I couldn’t care less if she dies in squalor on the toilet and they find her with her underwear down around her ankles after she’s shit herself! Don’t EVER call me again!” Cat ended the call, two burning spots of color on her cheeks.

Surprised, she tilted her head at Lucy, who was struggling not to laugh despite her stunned expression. Lucy flew across the space and snatched Cat up, burying her face on Cat’s shoulder as she wrapped her arms around her friend. “Your family sounds shit, Cabrera. You have no idea how much I hate the thought of you going through that. Getting thrown out and abandoned when you’re only seventeen? You have to be kidding me. But what you said to your brother was still so fucking funny, I couldn’t help but laugh. Don’t be mad at me.”

Her temper subsiding a wee bit, Catalina hugged her roommate back. “You’re forgiven. As you can clearly see, I couldn’t care less if I ever see another Cabrera again in this lifetime. My family is shit, and you don’t even know the half of it. So many times, I’ve thought about changing my last name to cut that final tie, but I’ve never done it, for whatever reason.”

“Because you’re holding out to marry some hot butch and take her name. Right?” 

Cat snorted again as she released Lucy and stepped back—although Master Lea Kendrick’s face inexplicably rose in her mind. Ignoring the unhinged thought, the massage therapist said, “Not in this lifetime. I’m too independent and too much of a brat to tie myself to any woman, hot butch or not.” Let alone tie myself to a hot Dominant, she thought, Master Lea infiltrating her mind yet again.

“You said you’re not going to The Citadel for a while, as I recall.” Lucy and Renee, both submissives who liked to share themselves with multiple Dominants, were also members of The Citadel. “You’re actually going to be gone, what? A month, while Eros ‘borrows’ you?” Renee crooked her fingers in quote marks as she snickered. “Bet Byron is looking forward to that break.”

Catalina grinned as she opened the refrigerator to pour herself a glass of orange juice. “That’s right. Master Lea Kendrick, the head of the Dungeon Monitors at Eros, and I have made a wager. Amo says she can bring the Great Brat to heel within thirty days.” Amo was the Spanish word for Master. “I say I can break her and force her to admit defeat in front of everyone when our month together as submissive and Dominant is over. This will be so much fun.”

“What kind of lunatic makes a bet with an Eros Dominant?” Lucy wanted to know. “Let alone, Master Lea Kendrick? Cat, she’s legendary in the Tampa Bay kink community, known as the Brat Tamer of Eros. Honestly, you’ve lost your fucking mind. When you land in her ropes, I have a huge feeling you’re going to be in for the shock of your life.”

Taking a swallow of her juice, Cat answered, “You act as though I don’t know what she is. Remember, I was her submissive for a day when we were trying to get to the bottom of what happened to Coco in that cesspit Screamers. Admittedly, Lea is one scary Dominant. I’m not so naive that I don’t understand this won’t be easy.

“However, having been through what I have in my lifetime, being a brat comes naturally to me.” The massage therapist was uncharacteristically quiet. “It’s one thing to correct a brat’s behavior, Luce. It’s something entirely different to change everything she fundamentally is at her core. Expecting me to change the very essence of what I am? Lea has no idea the hell I’ve been through in my life and what that fire has forged. I’m not about to tell her either.”

Lucy and Renee looked at each other. “What if Master Lea is the one Dominant who can help you brat in safety?” asked Renee. “For the fun, playful aspect of it, to fulfill that need you have to play cat-and-mouse games with a Brat Tamer, to defy her authority so you earn punishments because you like them? Not because you’re daring them to make you obey when you already know they can’t satisfy what you really yearn for deep inside because you won’t let anyone see that part of you?”

Catalina shrugged. “If Lea is the Master of my dreams—the Dominant I’ve been looking for my entire life—she’ll be able to prove to me she has the skill to crack me open, to look beyond the surface brattiness into the heart of what I truly am. That’s when I’ll know I can trust her with my past. The ugly I bring with me is not for the faint of heart, my friends.

“Master Lea Kendrick, the legendary Brat Tamer of Eros, is going to get her hands dirtier than she ever thought possible, if she is so determined to win this bet. And that’s when I’ll be able to see what an Eros Dominant is really made of.” 

ɚωɚωɚωɚ

“Is Coco picking you up?” Lea Kendrick left the gym with Kori Landry, her gold-streaked light-brown hair in its asymmetrical bob still damp from her shower. “Considering you told me you don’t need a ride home.”

“She is. Catalina is with Coco since they were doing something for the Edge spa today. We’re going to bring Catalina home, then take Coco’s parents out for a late lunch. Chance and Giselle are going with us.” The corner of her mouth quirked. “As I recall, you and Cat will be at Eros tonight to negotiate boundaries for your thirty-day brat challenge.”

Lea’s dark green eyes glinted. “We will. However, maybe I’ll kidnap Cat and take her to lunch so we have a chance to talk in vanilla space before tonight. I don’t know, Kor. Catalina is a brat from the word ‘Go’ and, Lord knows, Byron’s already told me how many Dominants she’s broken at The Citadel. He advised me to get a prescription for Zoloft or Valium or something to manage my nerves.” Kori burst out laughing.

“But I can’t get past feeling there’s something deep-seated in that little sub that goes far beyond a brat simply being a brat,” Lea continued, a small frown appearing between her eyebrows. Outside on the sidewalk, the two Dominants stopped, waiting for Coco and Catalina. “She’s fiercely loyal, but you can sense she doesn’t give that loyalty easily. As far as the kink community goes? To other submissives, she’ll give that loyalty, but they have to earn it. To Dominants, however? Never. Catalina has a huge problem with control, even more so than the typical brat. I’m going to find out why.”

Her grin widening, Kori said, “And there’s the Brat Tamer of Eros. As much as brat behavior has always irked you for the most part, though, there’s something about Cat that fascinates you. None of the Eros Dominants like mysteries when it comes to our submissives, but she is in a category all her own. That little sub doesn’t carry secrets the way Coco did, but something has made her the kind of brat she is.”

“I’ll figure it out.” Coco’s car pulled up to the curb. As Coco got out so Kori could drive, kissing her butch as Kori came around to the driver’s side, Lea opened the passenger door so Catalina could get out. Instead of opening the back door for her, however, Lea put her arm around her and lightly kissed her on the forehead, startling the diminutive Latina.

“I know we’re meeting tonight, baby, but I’d like to take you to lunch where we can be just Lea and Catalina for a while. Do you have time?” Cat nodded, looking surprised. “Good. There’s a new Vietnamese restaurant that opened up not far from here, which looks like it has killer noodle bowls, bánh mì, and spring rolls. I’ve been dying to try it since it’s been getting rave reviews. Are you up for it?”

Cat nodded again before a teasing gleam entered her eyes. “You’re taking a Mexican woman to a Vietnamese restaurant? What do you have against tacos?”

Chucking as she released the massage therapist, then took her arm, moving to let Coco get into the passenger seat, Lea said, “Not a thing. I love Mexican food, but I get the feeling you’re similar to me and like to try new things.” She leaned down so she could talk to both Coco and Kori through the open car window. “We’ll see you two tonight. Or not, as it happens, since we’ll be somewhat...sequestered.” Lea felt the barely discernible tremble of Catalina’s arm under her fingers.

Interesting.

As Kori and Coco drove off, Lea turned Catalina in the direction of her car. “Because my best friend is a complete and utter asshole, who knows I can’t cook for shit, she gives me crap all the time, reminding me that I lived on beef jerky, microwave popcorn, and Diet Coke when we were in college.” Catalina threw her head back and laughed. “That, however, doesn’t mean I don’t appreciate good food. My mom is a great cook. She and my dad live in South Florida, though, so I only get to eat her food when I go home for a visit now.”

“I didn’t know you were from South Florida.”

“I am. Lauderdale-by-the-Sea, actually. My dad is one of the town officials.”

Cat snorted and rolled her eyes. “Not exactly Homestead, is it? That’s where a good portion of the absolutely abysmal Mexican population in the Miami area is located. Why the hell my parents decided to settle in an area overrun by Cubans has always been beyond me. The two cultures don’t exactly get along.”

Reaching her car, Lea beeped the locks open, then opened the passenger door so Catalina could get in. “I’m looking forward to getting to know you better, Catalina Cabrera.” When Cat was settled, Lea paused before shutting the door. “In all facets of your life, precious,” she said quietly, the Dominant peering out from her dark green eyes for a brief moment. “I suspect we are both going to learn a lot about each other over the coming month. Don’t you?”
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When the Eros sedan picked Catalina up and delivered her to the majestic private club on the edge of Tampa Bay, pulling around the circular brick driveway to the entrance of the 15,000 square-foot mansion, the submissive spent a few minutes perusing the small estate while she waited for Master Lea, as the driver had instructed. She still couldn’t believe how quickly Master Lea had arranged her first official visit to Eros as her submissive to negotiate the rules and boundaries for their wager. When the Dominant had told Catalina she could see no reason to delay unless her new sub needed more time to ready herself, however, Cat had automatically bristled—loftily informing Master Lea that since there was nothing for her to worry about, they could begin immediately. The Great Brat had no fear.

Despite her prior visit, there had been little opportunity for her to see much, since she had been brought in through the back to keep Coco unaware of her presence, so she took advantage of this opportunity to look her fill. Sitting on a ninety-degree right angle formed by the waterfront of the bay, Eros had a private, sensual feel, hidden as it was by a thick border of trees native to Florida—crape myrtle, jacaranda, royal poinciana—banding the front and sides of the property. The landscaping was a tropical paradise of flowering shrubs, bushes, and plants, dimly lit by tiny white lights, while the sounds of gentle splashing from both a marble fountain and the shimmering bay waters filled the warm, star-filled night.

While Catalina loved The Citadel with her whole heart, feeling an acceptance there that she had never found anywhere else, the almost-magical feel of Eros lured her senses like an otherworldly, veiled snare. Come to me, it summoned her seductively, irresistible in its enticement. Give yourself to me so you may find the pleasure you seek, and I will reward you beyond your wildest dreams. Shaking off the spell, the unusually nervous submissive watched as Master Lea came out of the front entrance—a large, intricately-carved fiberglass door cleverly crafted to give the appearance of mahogany wood in high-humidity Florida—and strode toward the sedan.

Dressed entirely in black, Lea wore a tailored suit, open-collared shirt, and polished loafers that screamed confidence and self-assurance. As she neared the sedan, Catalina could more clearly see the Master’s gold-streaked light brown hair, cut in its usual chin-length asymmetrical layered bob, and dark green eyes fringed with thick lashes. The masculine power and energy that rolled off her dispelled any doubt that Master Lea Kendrick was a Dominant not to be trifled with. However, the Dom also exuded a sense of safety and security, one in which a submissive could feel protected and sheltered from any threat.

Coming around to the rear driver’s side door, Lea opened it and leaned down to study her new submissive. “For this evening, the rules about not speaking until you have been spoken to and keeping your eyes lowered at all times have been lifted between us, although I still expect you to observe protocol when you are around another Dominant,” she said, wasting no time on her instruction. “Neither will you be expected to walk two paces behind me. The purpose of your visit this evening is for us to establish your boundaries and hard limits for the next month, although I will give you a brief tour of the main dungeon before we go upstairs into a private room. As well, you need to understand what my expectations of you will be. Do you understand? You may answer.”

“Yes, Amo,” Cat whispered, wondering why she felt so strangely shy, which wasn’t at all like her.

“Come.” Automatically extending her unattached yet already-cuffed wrists and placing them into Master Lea’s outstretched hand, Catalina carefully stood up so her long cloak wouldn’t catch on the door. Lea drew her forward so she could shut the car door, gesturing at Catalina to walk beside her. In silence, they navigated to the front door, where the Dominant had Cat stop before she opened it, the light spilling out causing Catalina to blink as her eyes adjusted.

“Welcome to Eros, little one,” Master Lea said, a touch of predatory heat in the depths of her dark green eyes as she beckoned to the diminutive submissive. “Welcome to my world.”

ɚωɚωɚωɚ

After Catalina had removed her cloak and slipped off her shoes, giving them to the front desk security guard, Lea saw her shiver slightly in the cool air. “You’re cold,” she observed, noticing that Cat’s nipples had stiffened under her pink corset.

“Even after twenty years of living in Tampa, I’m still more acclimated to the warmer air in South Florida,” admitted the submissive. “As we walk and move around, though, my body temperature will adjust. Being slightly chilled isn’t unusual for me in a club environment, considering that submissives are typically either naked or don’t wear much.” She swept her hand down her body, indicating the tiny pink thong she wore in addition to the belly-bearing corset.

Lea nodded. “Let me know if you start feeling too chilly at any time,” she directed, holding out her hand. Catalina immediately placed her wrists in Lea’s hand as she had done when she’d exited the sedan.

“Very good, precious.” Picking up one of Catalina’s hands, the Dominant lowered the other one to her submissive’s side, then wrapped her long fingers around the wrist of the hand she still held, placing the tips of two fingers directly on Cat’s pulse. “While you are an experienced submissive, things are done quite differently at Eros as opposed to The Citadel. That’s not to say that we’re right and they are wrong, it’s just a difference in philosophy. As I explain things to you, they may well be things you already know, but this way we will ensure we are on the same page. This particular type of hold allows me to monitor your heart rate. Understood?”

“Yes, Amo. The Citadel uses this hold in the same way.”

“Noted.”

Catalina walked beside Lea as the Dominant led her past the closed front bar into the main dungeon. To the left, she could see a lounge area directly in front of them, while further down, against the far wall, were two open sections divided by two standing St. Andrew’s Crosses. In the far-right corner was another bar, this one open, with an almost invisible door in the corner behind it.

“This lounge area in front is where unattached submissives may sit, or where a Dominant can park his or her sub if they must leave them unattended for any reason. Chains are provided so they can tether their sub to the furniture if they wish. As it is Sunday night and there are few members at Eros, it’s common to find this section fairly empty, although that is certainly not the case on Thursday, Friday, or Saturday nights. Come.”

They walked until they reached the first open section against the far-left corner. “This is Master Kori’s submissive training area. Master Skyler, who is a nonbinary Dominant on the Eros staff, also trains here when Kori needs a backup or isn’t in the club.”

“And Coco is Master Kori’s training submissive, right?”

“That’s correct. Since Coco is also Kori’s personal submissive, Kori prefers to use her whenever possible. Master Skyler is a single Dominant, so they will use a variety of different experienced subs for their training.”

Master Lea led Catalina past the St. Andrew’s Crosses to the next open section. “And here is where Mistress Adrienne trains new Dominants. Because Adrienne is a single Dominant as well, she also utilizes different submissives for her training.” The corner of Lea’s mouth lifted slightly. “Although I don’t believe Mistress Adrienne commonly works with brats in her Dominant training, I do know you never want to end up in her ropes, little one, if you have defied her. Submissive stories about Adrienne’s punishments are not for the faint of heart.”

With effort, Catalina caught the “hmmph” that wanted to escape her.

“Drinks are only permitted in the lounges. That door there,” Lea nodded at the almost invisible door in the corner, “leads to the Dominants’ lounge. If a submissive wants something to drink, a dungeon monitor will carry it to him or her in the submissive lounge area. Master Skyler is very particular about the cleanliness and upkeep of our equipment and implements, and they will not be happy if there are any accidents, which is why drinks are not permitted outside of those two areas. As the Dungeon Equipment Master, their word is law when it comes to anything that has to do with our implements, gear, or equipment.”

“We don’t have a Dungeon Equipment Master at The Citadel.” Cat frowned. “The staff Dominants rotate when it comes to overseeing that.”

Lea led her toward the middle of the main dungeon. “It’s like I told you before, precious: there is no right or wrong between how The Citadel does things as opposed to how Eros does them. It’s simply different. Despite our philosophical differences, Master Byron runs a very tight ship at The Citadel, and the Eros Dominants have a great deal of respect for him. You are in good hands there.”

They moved to the raised demonstration area in the middle of the main dungeon, where Catalina could see steel suspension beams running along the ceiling, along with a light system. “Master Cameron is our resident expert on shibari and often gives demonstrations on the weekends with Jane. I know you are well-acquainted with Jane, since you both work at Edge in your vanilla lives, but I’m not sure how well you know Cameron.”

“Fairly well, since she comes to Edge a lot. She’s a sweetie.”

Lea’s voice dropped about ten degrees as she faced the diminutive Latina with a reprimand. “While you’re at Eros, Catalina, you will address Master Cameron with the respect she deserves as a staff Dominant and refrain from using inappropriate nicknames. Do you understand me?”

“Yes, Amo.” Catalina dropped her gaze, a flash of rebellion in her dark brown eyes at the correction.

“Future violations will result in punishment, as soon as we have negotiated your boundaries and hard limits.” Lea tilted Cat’s chin up, her gaze hard. “Don’t push me, precious. Disrespecting a Dominant is something I don’t ever tolerate.”

With that, Master Lea let her go and gestured to the ceiling. “While I’m not personally interested in shibari, I can arrange for Master Cameron to do a suspension shibari with you if you think that’s something you might enjoy. As you are aware, my role is Chief Dungeon Monitor for the entire club, overseeing a staff of ten. There are always at least two dungeon monitors on duty on the lower floor, depending on the day. I schedule several more dungeon monitors in the main dungeon on Thursday, Friday, and Saturday nights, as well as in various areas upstairs, when we are busiest. My DMs wear red button-down shirts and black trousers, to make them easy to identify.”

Heading toward the sweeping staircase at the end, Lea said, “While not conclusive, that small introduction at least gives you the highlights of what happens in the main dungeon. We will take a more in-depth tour at a later time. Now, we’ll head upstairs. I’ll point out the four theme dungeons, as well as the three private rooms that our members can reserve for two hours at a time. Again, however, any in-depth tours will wait for a future date.”

When they reached the top of the staircase, Lea waved her hand to the right along the long hallway as she led Catalina down the corridor a small way. “These four rooms along the right-hand side are the theme dungeons: the Medical Room, the Classroom, the Medieval Slave Room, and the Prison Room. A dungeon monitor is always assigned to each one.” The first room on the right had a large plate-glass window next to the closed door. “When Chance and Phoenix purchased the property, they replaced the original doorways to these four rooms with a wider door next to this large glass wall, which allows observers to view the activity inside the theme room.

“There is also a speaker set into the window frame so members can hear what’s going on inside as well. The motorized blinds on the other side of the window are drawn when we need to close the dungeon off for whatever reason. On the other side of the hallway are three private rooms: the Gold Room, the Green Room, and the Blue Room.” The room immediately across from the Medical Room dungeon had a closed, polished walnut door with a small sign inscribed with “Gold Room” in an elegant script mounted on it. A large peephole was set in the door above the sign.

“The peepholes allow my dungeon monitors to monitor the scenes inside without interrupting them.” Another discreet sign next to the doorframe let members know the room was reserved. Master Lea continued giving Catalina a brief rundown as they crossed the hallway to the door of the Gold Room. “Each private room has a motorized suspension hoist, a spanking bench and a spanking horse, a bondage rack, a cage, and a variety of other implements. The rooms also have their own fully equipped private bathroom—with a large shower that contains a handheld massage shower head and a shower bench for aftercare—as well as water, chocolate, and warm blankets.”

They paused in front of the door before Lea opened it. “Each theme dungeon has several large beanbag chairs covered in soft, comfortable black velvet in the far rear corner. A mini refrigerator holding chilled bottles of water stands next to them, as well as a small, closed cabinet. Snacks, blankets, and everything else that’s needed for good aftercare are in the cabinet. My dungeon monitors make sure the cabinets in every room are kept well-stocked. For now, though, it’s time for us to discuss your boundaries and hard limits, then play a bit.” 

Catalina drew in a nervous, shaky breath as Master Lea opened the door, then indicated she should go in. The Dominant’s dark green eyes were inscrutable. “Advance to the center of the room, then kneel before me with your knees wide apart and your head bowed, little sub.

“For the next thirty days, you are mine. By the time we are done this evening, neither of us should have any doubts or uncertainty as to what our expectations of each other are. Beginning Thursday night, the members of Eros will see that you belong to me, that you are my submissive, that you are my property within these walls. And you, precious, will start to understand exactly why I am known as the Brat Tamer of Eros.”
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On her knees in front of Master Lea in the Gold Room of Eros—thighs spread wide, bottom resting on her heels, cuffed though unattached wrists resting on her belly, spine straight, eyes lowered—Catalina affixed an unbothered look on her face as she waited for the Dominant standing in front of her to speak.

“Raise your eyes and look at me, precious,” Master Lea directed. Looking up at the Dominant, Cat caught her breath to see Lea standing with her arms folded over her black-clad chest, her piercing dark green gaze directly on her. Holy hell. This is one scary Dom. Letting a trace of mutiny cross her expression for just a moment, Catalina stilled her thoughts and waited for her Amo’s instruction, the unexpected gleam of amusement on Lea’s face throwing her off a bit.

“For the purposes of this discussion, you should understand that nothing you say about your boundaries or limitations will be inappropriate to me. Speaking freely is what I expect of you at this point. This is not a place to be anything less than honest and forthright, Catalina. I have never in my life hurt a submissive due to ignorance of her limits and restrictions and don’t plan on starting now. Why don’t we begin by you telling me what’s off the table, as far as you are concerned?” 

Cat nodded. “Right off the bat, any extreme kink that involves permanent marking, scarring, or body alterations: no biting, no blood choking, no blood play, no—God forbid—branding, no knife play. Play piercing, needle play, or tattooing? That’s a big nope, too.”

“Not my kink in any case, little sub. I have no desire to alter your physical form in any way. Plus, I dislike any kind of blood or edge play.”

“That’s good to hear. Next, a Dominant tried hypnoplay with me once, but I was not a fan.” Catalina shuddered at the memory. “Submissives yield to their Master, and I get that—obviously—but for a Dom to manipulate me physically, mentally, and emotionally through hypnosis? Like, for example, using me while I was in an altered state of consciousness so they could convince my mind I was feeling certain physical sensations, even though they were phantom...such as me believing I was being whipped although the Dom wasn’t actually touching me?” The diminutive submissive shivered again. “Oh, hell no.”

“Clearly, hypnoplay wasn’t a good experience for you, precious.”

A hint of tears actually appeared in Catalina’s eyes. “The worst part was how Mistress Inga was able to restrain me without cuffs, shackles, or rope when I came out of the trance, just by saying a single word after hypnosis. I freaked. Never in all my years of kink had I safeworded out of a scene, but I did that day. So, yeah...hypnoplay is off the table. Not that I think a lot of Dominants practice it, even though Mistress Inga is an expert and there are submissives at The Citadel who like it.”

Lea shook her head. “As far as I know, Master Ian is the only Dominant at Eros who is a certified hypnotherapist. I’m not, nor do I have any desire to become one. Mind control is a slippery slope, Catalina, and a subject that would require far more discussion, were you actually interested in pursuing it...which you plainly are not.” The relief on Cat’s face was evident as the Dominant continued.

“While this isn’t something I’d regard as extreme kink, what is your position on being shared or having a threesome?”

“I have no objection to being shared between two Dominants for a scene, but have no interest in being a part of someone’s harem on a more permanent basis.” Cat wrinkled her nose. “A poly dynamic is great if someone’s into it and all parties consent, but that’s not me. A Master who owns two or three submissives and rotates through them is not a Master I want to serve. I admit, I’m too selfish for something like that.”

Nodding slowly, Master Lea said, “But being shared in a single scene is fine with you.”

“Yes, Amo.”

“And me fucking you in public, either alone or with another Dominant, won’t be an issue, I sense. Have your punishments in the past been public or private?”

A sly twinkle filled Cat’s deep brown eyes. “Public, private, it makes no difference. Dominants like to punish me in public, though, so everyone can see the naughty sub get her comeuppance. But I’ll tell you a secret.” Her grin deepened. “A Master strapping me down naked on a spanking bench and tearing up my bottom within view of the entire club is such a rush. Sure, it hurts, but the other submissives are always in awe of what I can handle. Of course, having a Teflon-coated butt doesn’t hurt, so there’s that.”

The corners of Master Lea’s mouth twitched. “I see. And the rest of your boundaries and limitations are fairly typical as far as play in kink goes? Bondage, impact play, sensory deprivation? Anal sex? Things of that nature?”

“All good.”

“Is there anything else you feel we need to discuss?”

“One thing.” That fast, Catalina’s face lost all traces of teasing. “Again, a submissive being open and honest with her Dominant goes without saying. I don’t lie and I don’t hide things when it comes to kink, so you don’t ever need to worry about my honesty. However...what I will not discuss, ever, is my family. We are estranged and have been for many years. I have no plans for that to change in the future and,” her gaze grew unyielding, “my past growing up with them is one I prefer to forget.”

Silence, then, “The Eros Dominants don’t make it a practice to interfere in things that are none of their business, little sub.” Lea debated her words for a moment before continuing. “But I’ll be honest with you in return. If there is something in your past that is undermining your ability to be the submissive you would like to be today, asking me to avoid that subject altogether may not be possible or advisable.” Master Lea stepped forward and put her hand on Catalina’s cheek, her dark green eyes hard. “If anything or anyone has ever hurt you, in a way that makes it difficult for you to submit—on any level—I am not going to take it well. Nor am I willing to overlook it.”

Catalina’s face was pale. “Amo, asking me to talk about my parents or my brothers is not something I think I can do without a whole lot of struggle, even if I were willing. Trust me when I tell you there is no reason you should ever worry about the Cabrera family. They are dead to me. Even if—” She stopped and her face grew paler.

With her gaze growing sharp, the command snapped out of Lea. “Even if what, precious? Tell your Master.”

Swallowing, Catalina whispered after a pause, “My brother Manuel called me today. He’s the youngest of my three brothers, although he’s still four years older than me since I was the baby and the only girl. I haven’t talked to him for over twenty years, so it was...it was a surprise, to say the least.” She stopped, a mixture of defiance and grief in her eyes.

“Continue, little sub. Why did he call you today if it’s been that long since you’ve talked to each other and you two no longer have a relationship? Has something happened?”

As her eyes filled with fire, the rebelliousness taking over the sorrow, Catalina spat, “Apparently, my mother is sick. Manny informed me I was expected to move back to Miami so I could take care of her since I was the only daughter and it was my ‘duty’.” The first two fingers on both her hands quirked in air quotes. “I basically told him he could kiss my Mexican ass, the bitch could drop dead on the toilet after she’d shit herself as far as I was concerned, then I told him not to call me again and hung up.” The diminutive Latina crossed her arms across her chest in a fit of pique, her posture no longer firm, and her insolent attitude front and center.

As she stepped back, Master Lea gave her submissive a look that could have frozen lava. “You are more than entitled to your anger, Catalina, but I will not tolerate a brat fit from you. Get back into the proper, respectful position you should be in when you kneel before your Master now and lose the attitude.” With a flare of mutiny in her dark brown eyes, Catalina clamped her jaws shut and rested her cuffed yet unrestrained wrists on her belly once more, straightening her spine and dropping her eyes.

“Very good. There is still no need to lower your eyes in my presence, however.” Cat looked back up at the Dominant, her defiance still simmering faintly in the back of her eyes, which Lea chose to ignore. “Now. Clearly, your brother—and I assume your other brothers—feel taking care of your mother is women’s work, which is frankly ridiculous. What I would like to know, though, is if I can expect your family to leave you alone since you made it clear to Manuel that you were not interested in reestablishing any type of relationship with them.”

A bit calmer now, Catalina sighed and closed her eyes briefly. “Doubtful. I mean, I know it’s been over twenty years since I’ve seen Manny, and don’t really know him anymore, but you can be sure he will shove this off on me if he can get away with it. My brothers were always lazy, unwilling to do anything that didn’t benefit them in some way. This whole ‘It is your duty’ excuse is nothing but a crock of bullshit.” As Cat’s eyes widened, realizing what she had just said, the corners of Lea’s mouth twitched again.

“You speaking freely is still permitted, precious, as long as it is done respectfully...not only in your words, but in how you say it to me. While your upset is clear at the moment, nor have you minced words, your position is proper, you aren’t throwing attitude at me, and you have given me your honest thoughts. Do you understand the difference between now as opposed to your unacceptable behavior just a few moments ago?” The submissive nodded, subdued.

Master Lea put her hands on her hips, thinking. “I’m going to propose something, little sub. You expect someone in your family to contact you again, correct?”

“Yes, Amo. Manuel will not take ‘no’ for an answer. I can practically guarantee he thinks if he continues to badger me, he’ll wear me down, until he pushes me to the point I’ll do what he wants just to shut him up.”

“The next time he calls then, precious, I want you to tell him your girlfriend said he had to talk to her, that you were done talking to him. Then I’ll take care of him.” Her face draining until she was paper white, looking as though she was about to pass out, Catalina stared at the Dominant, who swiftly moved in front of her submissive and pulled her to her feet gently. “Talk to me, little sub. Why do you look as though you’ve seen a ghost?”

As if seeking shelter, Catalina buried her face into Master Lea’s chest and started to tremble, oblivious to the fact that she had broken protocol, as Lea wrapped her muscled arms firmly around her. “Wh-when I was s-seventeen, my parents threw me out wh-when they found out I was a l-lesbian,” she stammered, at a loss to understand why she was being so open with the Dominant. Cat never told anyone this story. “I left with only the clothes on my back, having nowhere to go. And not one of my brothers lifted a finger to make sure I was okay. I never heard from any of them again...until today.”

Her voice was bitter. “My mother never even bothered to call me when my father died. Not that I cared since he’d hated me my entire life. Me being queer was his excuse to get rid of me once and for all.” The shock on Lea’s face was apparent.

“Protocol is suspended, little one.” The Dominant swept her submissive up into her arms and headed for the aftercare area. Placing Catalina on one of the soft, velvet-covered bean bag chairs, she removed a bottle of chilled water from the refrigerator, took a blanket and some chocolate out of the cabinet, then placed the water and chocolate on the small table next to the bean bag. Unfolding the blanket, she gestured for Catalina to stand up, wrapping her warmly, then sat down herself and pulled the shaken Latina into her lap.

Lea uncapped the water bottle and handed it to Catalina, telling her to sip it slowly, as she unwrapped a piece of chocolate. “Your pupils are dilated, your skin is cold again, and I don’t like your color,” the Dominant said calmly as she held the chocolate up to Cat’s mouth. After Cat had eaten the chocolate, Master Lea brushed her hair back from her face and held her a bit more firmly. “The chocolate will help stabilize your glucose levels, the water will bring your hydration levels up, and the blanket will warm you. We are going to sit here until you feel like you’re back to normal.

“I am honored by your trust in telling me what you did, little one. As difficult as that was for you to say, my responsibilities as your Master will be that much easier now that I know. You can tell me—or any of the Eros Dominants—anything about your life, Catalina. Anything, and know that your confidence will always be safe with us. We take the well-being and security of our submissives very, very seriously. For as long as you belong to us, we will protect you and guide you until the very end.”

When Catalina had finished her water and her color had returned, she sighed and handed Master Lea the water bottle. “Thank you, Amo. I feel a lot better.” She cleared her throat. “May I, may I ask if we can table any further discussion about my family and their reaction to me being queer for a little while? It’s not that I won’t tell you. It’s just...tonight has been a lot and I would like the opportunity to catch my breath for a second first, if that’s okay with you.”

“Granted, precious. As a matter of fact, I do believe I have a much better idea anyway.”

“What’s that?”

“It’s time for me to play with my submissive and see how well she does under my control instead, don’t you think?” As Catalina’s eyes grew big, Master Lea gave her a dark, predatory look, accompanied by a slight smile. “Rise, move to the center of the room, and kneel before me, little one. Then be prepared to give your Master every ounce of what you are.

“Before the night is over, you will have no doubt as to whose ropes are binding you. I will win this little challenge between us, my beautiful submissive. And, in thirty days’ time, the Eros world will know that—at long last—the Great Brat has finally been tamed at my hand.”
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Chapter 4
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Standing over her submissive, who was kneeling quietly with her head bowed in the middle of the Gold Room, Master Lea regarded Catalina for a moment in silence before she asked, “What is your safeword, precious?”

“Masajista. It’s Spanish for ‘massage therapist,’ Amo.”

Charmed, Lea permitted herself a brief smile. “We are back to the rules of protocol, Catalina. You will not raise your eyes without my permission, nor speak unless you’re spoken to, from this point forward. Follow my commands promptly, without any defiance. You may, of course, request my leave to ask me a question if something is unclear to you at any time.” Her voice chilled. “However, I believe I’ve made it perfectly clear that I do not tolerate disobedience of any kind, or else there will be repercussions. Do you understand? You may answer.”

“Yes, Amo.”

“For future sessions, I will prefer you have an anal plug inserted the majority of the time, unless I plan to take your ass, although we will forgo that for this evening.” The Dominant stepped closer until the bulge in her pants was directly in Cat’s face. “Now, remove my strap-on cock from my trousers and let me see how well you can perform oral sex with that beautiful mouth. Do not raise your eyes any further than waist level. Make me come, little sub, and show me how much you want your Master.”

Taking a deep breath, Catalina reached up and lowered the zipper of
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