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...The door bursts open and Mack Kane slams me against the wall and down, his hands around my throat.

I have no time to be frightened, only to react. He is not a large man, but he is still stronger and more powerful than I am. Gasping and choking, I cannot fight him off. I am trying, with both hands, to break his grip on my neck, but the momentum of his charge through the door has pushed me to the floor, and he has the advantage now of height; his weight bearing down on me.

“You little bitch!” he yells. “You think you could do that and get away with it? You think you’re so fucking clever...”

I cannot break loose. He is strangling me, and my vision is beginning to blur. I cannot breathe. The hot blackness of unconsciousness circles in on me.

“Bitch!” he screams. “Bitch! I’ll teach you!”

My knees start to collapse under me. I have no air, and the darkness is taking me...

“What the Hell do you think you’re doing?”

Abruptly, my attacker is pulled loose from me, his hands releasing their hold on my throat, and I collapse to the floor, gagging for breath... Crying... Sobbing...

I think I’m going to be sick...

It is my Master. He has returned, and not a moment too soon. As I gasp on the floor, chest heaving, the two men struggle by the doorway. Suddenly Mack breaks free and dashes out of the door. Through blurry vision I see my Master hesitate, clearly wanting to follow, but not wanting to leave me. He drops to the floor beside me.

I’m still on hands and knees, coughing and crying, tears streaming down my face. Now the adrenaline has had time to kick in, and I am shaking, trembling, sucking in huge lungs-full of air, sobs racking my frame. My Master, cradles me in his arms, rocking me.

“Elizabeth. Oh God, Elizabeth. I’m so sorry. I shouldn’t have left you. Oh, God. I could have lost you. I could have lost you.”

Choking out some words through my tears and shaking. “I’m alright, really, Master. I’m alright.”

“No, you’re not. How can you be alright? You were attacked. He was trying to kill you.” He sits me on the floor, my back against the wall, one hand flat on my chest, the other caressing my face.

“I’ll only be a moment. Don’t move.” Striding to the intercom, he dials the contact for the concierge. “Yes, an ambulance. And the police. Right now. And close up the building. Seal all the doors. Don’t let him get out. Don’t argue! NOW!”

He yells the final words, before stabbing the connection closed.

I have to pull myself together. My Master is normally so self-controlled, so magnificent. To see him like this is upsetting beyond words. I must calm myself, and so calm him. I have not been seriously hurt, only shaken, and Mack will soon be arrested and locked up. My Master knows people and Mack will not get away with this. I did nothing to him except, accidentally, expose his fraud.

“Master, please, calm down. I’m alright. Truly, he hasn’t hurt me. It was mainly the shock.”

I draw in deep breaths, forcing myself to relax, willing my hammering heartbeat to slow down, and hoping that my aching throat is not the sign of anything more serious than bruises.

As my breathing eases, my Master visibly relaxes. But almost engulfing me in his embrace, he kisses my forehead, rocking me in a kind of circular motion that suggests he is comforting himself as much as me.

Sirens wail and blue light flashes up through the windows, into the room. It’s weird, unearthly, and I feel sort of disconnected, spaced out...

... and...
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... I wake in bed, disoriented, staring up at a ceiling.

This is not my bedroom.

Where am I?

After a moment’s hesitation, I sit up.

Ah, this is my Master’s bedroom, and he sits close by in a large armchair, writing notes. As I stir, he looks up, smiling. “Ah, Elizabeth. You’re awake. How do you feel?”

How do I feel?

A bit fuzzy still.

“I’m alright. I think. Have I been asleep long?”

“For a while. Don’t worry about it. Coffee perhaps? Something to eat?”

“Mmmm, yes. That would be lovely.”

“I’ll make the coffee and ring down for some food. What would you like?”

“Oh, just something light. Soup perhaps.”

“Coming up.”

Five minutes later he returns bearing a tray with coffee pot. “I’ve ordered you some soup. There are a couple of people out there who need to see you.”

“Oh?”

“There’s a doctor here. He examined you while you slept, and thinks you are basically unharmed, but he wants to check you over now while he can talk to you. Also, do you feel up to giving a statement to the police?”

“Yes, I think so.”

The doctor comes in and asks me a lot of questions. Does it hurt when I move my neck? Do I have any tingling in my fingers? Does my breathing feel normal? He concludes that I am as well as can be expected and was mainly suffering from shock.

The police officer who questions me is a woman. She is mostly interested in the details of the attack itself, such as they are, and says that there will be other officers later to inquire as to the details of Mack Kane’s fraud.

There is, of course, very little I can tell her. The whole thing happened so quickly. But I do tell her about Mack having followed me for some days prior to the event. The whole thing makes me shudder, and I don’t want to think about it anymore. I am glad when she goes.

My Master shows her out and then sits beside me again. “I’ve sent Ross over with Francis to collect some of your things. I want you to stay here for at least the next few days until Mack is tracked down. That way I can keep an eye on you. Is that okay with you?”

The chance to stay with him for several days? “Of course it is, Master. But I thought you had a lot of work on?”

“Fuck the work. This is more important. And I can do a lot of it from here anyway.”

Then the penny drops as to what my Master just said. “Tracked down? They didn’t catch him?”

He hesitates. “No, I’m sorry, Elizabeth. He escaped the building before they were able to lock it down. But don’t worry. He’ll be found.”

I ponder this, gulping at the implications of Mack Kane loose in the city. But does my Master really want me to stay with him? He’s never wanted me to stay for long before.

“I’ll be fine in a couple of days, Master. It won’t have to be for long.”

He raises a quizzical eyebrow at me. “Don’t you want to stay here? Don’t you like the idea of living with me?”

“Of course I do. But I didn’t think that...”

He takes my hand, holding it between his. “This has made me realise Elizabeth how close we have become, you and I. When I came in, and I saw Mack with his hands around your throat, you on the floor, I thought my heart would stop. And I only returned by chance, because I’d forgotten my briefcase. If I hadn’t...” His voice chokes and he looks away.

“But you did come back. And I’m fine. Please, Master, don’t get upset.” I bend to kiss the hands encasing mine, and his eyes sweep up to meet me, depthless with emotion. Rising from his chair, he moves to sit on the bed beside me, holding my face in his hands as he kisses me.

My breath comes in a rush, the kiss sending a tremble through me. His face is rough. He has not shaved, and the stubble rubs against my skin. It does not matter. This is my Master and I want him. As my heat rises, there is a familiar moistening between my legs and I wrap my arms around his shoulders, pulling him closer.

He resists, looking at me a little startled. “Are you sure that you’re ready for this, Elizabeth?”

I am always ready for him. “Yes, Master. I am. Please, I want you close to me.”

A slow smile curves his lips, his eyes crinkling at the edges, and he shakes his head, chuckling. “She’s just been near strangled, and still she’s horny.”

Then his hands sweep down to tug at my nightgown. “Well, as my Lady wishes. I think this is surplus to need.” He tugs upwards, lifting the garment over my head, leaving me naked in the bed. “Lie back, Elizabeth. You’re not going to be doing anything strenuous today.”

I obey, arranging myself enticingly on the sheets. My Master strips off in an almost business-like fashion, holding my gaze as he does so, then lies beside me.

He is tender, warm, his eyes soft as he kisses me. Stroking the side of my face and my hair, he winds his fingers through my copper tresses, then leans over me to nuzzle a breast, gently sucking at a nipple.

His touch is, as ever, magical. Sighing, I stroke his hair as he suckles me. The scent of him close to me, skin on skin, is musky, heady, and I inhale deeply, breathing him in.

Slowly he slips down my body, kissing the soft skin of my stomach, exploring my thighs with his fingertips before working through my curls, and within.

His touch on my bud is so light, so delicate, and yet it ignites me. Sighing, I arch my back, spreading my legs for him, giving him what is his. He explores my warm, damp folds, my breathing becoming rapid and uneven, my hips beginning to judder and twitch.

“Oh, Master...” I almost breathe the words.

“Yes?” 

“It’s wonderful.”

“Lie back, Elizabeth. Relax.”

Easing himself between my legs, he kisses and licks the soft skin of my thighs, working upwards and in, leaving me brimming with a tingling anticipation. Kissing my warm folds, he nestles into my sex, lapping at me, his tongue circling and probing inwards whilst one finger continues its work on my clit.

I am warming from within, liquefying for him. Everything I have is for my Master, and I want him.

Tenderly, he slips back the hood of my clit, flicking with the tip of his tongue at the hardening tip within, making me gasp. My hips quiver as he parts my swelling lips, tasting me. My pussy runs hot and liquid, and as he laps at me, long slow strokes up and through and over my clit, I moan and curve up to meet him. 

His fingers slide inside my slick entrance, penetrating only slowly and I whimper, desperate for more, but desperate for this to last. The fingers venture inside me again, harder this time, and my inner muscles shiver and clench. Pushing in deeply, he rubs up against my G-spot, and now I wail my arousal; a noise from deep within me as I quake and tremble. Desire pulses through me, and I want to be filled.

“Master, please, I want you inside me.”

“Not yet.”

“Please.”

“No. Not yet. I am still the Master here, and I say, not yet.”

The fingers withdraw, slipping up to my clit. His mouth clamps around me, tongue pushing into my brimming sex, circling inside, licking me out, and I howl.

My hips bucking, the tongue in my cunt sends pulsating pleasure rippling over my belly and
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