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Chapter One

 


“Charles, can you bring the car around, then
take Miss Green home?”

Standing near his desk, Alex hung up the
house phone and turned back to the very attractive woman sitting in
a chair near him. It was impossible to ignore the infuriated glare
she gave him as she stood and faced Alex. A truly beautiful woman,
but at this moment, Pamela’s face was distorted and ugly. Red
suffused her cheeks, and her blue eyes narrowed meanly as she
glowered at him with such undisguised hostility. Her lips were a
thin line of anger as her nostrils flared.

Her death stare toward him continued as she
shook her head, then growled, “You know what, Alex? It’s over.”

With those few words, she turned away from
him and flounced toward the door. Puzzled, Alex leaned against the
edge of the desk, studying her. He and Pamela had been involved for
the past four months.

 His deep voice
held no emotion as he said, “I don’t understand. I thought you
enjoyed our playtime.”

She turned back and raised a fist, shaking
it in his direction.

“This isn’t about playtime. This is about
us, Alex.” She pointed a finger at him and then jabbed her chest
with it. “You hold every single woman you go out with at arm’s
length. You don’t get emotionally involved. In fact, you know
absolutely nothing about any woman you choose to sleep with. To
you, I’m just a sub. I don’t even think you see me as a
person.”

“That’s not entirely true.”

To Alex, it appeared as if a dam’s wall had
burst, and she had no desire to contain it. He watched as Pamela
took a breath and then continued her tirade.

“Hell, you wouldn’t even know what my
favorite color is or my favorite flower, and we’ve been together
for over four months.” She took one step toward the open door and
then turned back to him. “Oh, and it isn’t damn roses.” she
shrieked.

She actually stamped her foot in disgust.
What’s she thinking, he thought curiously. Her resentful glare
showed it—nothing good. She stormed at him again.

“You’ve locked your heart away.” Her shrill
voice echoed in the room as she screeched at him. “Alex, you don’t
feel anything.”

Her continued outburst shocked him into
silence. He stared at her in surprise, attempting to speculate
where all this was coming from.

“You really don’t get it, do you?”

“I’m sorry you’re unhappy if that’s what you
mean.”

“Argh!”

Pamela rolled her eyes and shook her head,
evidently exasperated with him.

Cocking her head, she went on in a more
normal voice. “I’m curious, Alex. Have you ever been tempted to
collar one of your subs, even remotely considered it?”

“Not that I understand why you want to know,
but no, I haven’t, and I have no intentions to ever do so.”

Still obviously infuriated, she shook her
head once more, her hair disheveled.

“Of course not.” Her voice took on a
sarcastic note as she continued. “Collaring a sub would mean you
had to show some emotion, an attachment, some sort of affection for
her. Hell, you might even have to get involved with her on a social
level.” She sneered, “Gee, there’d even be a chance you’d have to
drive her home once in a while rather than getting your chauffeur
to always do it.”

She turned, stalking toward the door. Alex
watched her, knowing his face was devoid of the regret he felt. She
turned back to him, partly out the door, one hand on the
doorjamb.

Here it comes, her final
salvo.

“You’re a frozen bastard, Alexander
Harrison. You may be the best Dom I’ve ever had, but that doesn’t
make up for the fact you’re a cold-hearted, emotionless prick!”

With that, she completed her exit by
slamming the door shut. Alex winced, staring at the closed door. He
felt as cold as she’d said, but his face still wore a mask.

Was he upset at her words, he wondered as he
breathed in heavily? Pushing off the desk, he walked from the room.
Going through the hallway, he entered his bedroom, sitting on the
edge of the bed.

Her words had honestly surprised him. He
really believed she had enjoyed their time together. He had no
inkling she was unhappy with him. What more does she
want?

Puzzled, he thought back over the time he’d
spent with Pamela. He had always ensured she’d had at least three
orgasms, and he had given her plenty of aftercare, and had insisted
she had an enjoyable meal. He just didn’t understand it all. She
knew right from the start this was a sexual arrangement and nothing
else.

“So why on earth is she complaining simply
because I don’t socialize with her?”

Still confused, he stripped off the dark
trousers he’d pulled on when they’d finished playing, then walked
naked into the bathroom and stood in front of the mirror. Looking
down, he touched his chest. While staring at it, he ran his fingers
up and down as if trying to feel any coldness, any hint of being
frozen.

Nothing. Just his heart beating steadily
under his fingers.

He turned this way and that, looking back
into the mirror. He examined himself critically, trying to see
himself as others saw him. His face held no trace of the puzzlement
he was feeling. He had perfected the mask he wore, always showing
nothing but absolute control of his emotions. His light green eyes
stared back at him as he tried to imagine he was seeing a
stranger.

At fifty-five, he thought he could easily
pass as fifty. Tall, more than six feet seven inches, and very
muscular, proud of his flat stomach—and his six-pack. All the
exercise he got while working ensured he was at peak fitness. He
enjoyed jogging along the beach and running or cycling along the
bush tracks around his home. He also surfed regularly. Yes, gray at
the temples, but it gave him a distinguished look.

He knew he had the nickname of Alexander the
Great in the BDSM circles. A couple of subs had dubbed him that
many years ago. He’d asked his friend Dan what they’d meant by it
when Dan had collared his now wife. Dan told him most subs
considered him a fair and honest Dom, trustworthy, and a man who
would always look after anyone in his care.

But at the moment, Pamela’s words hung heavy
in the air.

“Am I really a cold-hearted, emotionless
prick?”

He shrugged. Alex had never gotten
emotionally involved with any woman, so maybe he was.

The next morning, in his office, he still
wondered about that question when Dan Taylor walked in. His
right-hand man, Dan was his co-executive producer and his best
friend. Also a very tall man, he wore his years well. His light
brown eyes crinkled with laugh lines at the corners as he smiled
and greeted Alex.

“Morning, Alex.”

“Dan.”

Alex looked at his friend, thinking back
over the years. “We’ve done good, haven’t we, Dan?”

“Very.” Dan grinned, reminiscing. “Remember
those documentaries we’d make on the weekends? That was a fun time.
You were studying filmmaking, and I was studying economics and
business at college.”

“It was. Then we started the company.” He
sneered, “Probably the only thing I’m grateful to my parents for
was their divorce.”

Dan laughed as he agreed. “They certainly
set the company up by giving you that money.”

“I think it’s the only time I appreciated
them. The way neither wanted the other to win with the divorce.
Mind you, I hated it all until they did finally split.”

Alex was fifteen, and his father had
immediately transferred a vast amount of money over to Alex, held
in trust until he turned twenty-one. His father didn’t want his
mother to have any benefit from his wealth. When she found out what
he’d done, in retaliation she did the same. The pair of them hated
the sight of each other. Both would not be in the same state, let
alone the same room, as each other. In fact, his mother lived
overseas rather than risk a chance of running into his father.

“I know how horrid it was for you growing
up.”

“Yeah, it was bad, but at least it let us
build this place. Now look at us. We get lots of money for doing
the things we love. Nat Doc Productions is one of the best in the
business.”

“You’re not wrong. Who’d have thought when
we’d spent weekends racing around filming crazy stuff about trees
and rivers that we’d end up with this huge building, a staff of
over seventy, and both with a portfolio close to ninety million
dollars.”

Alex nodded, thinking yes, he was
financially secure, their company sat on the top of the pile, but
the words from Pamela still rang in his ears. Am I a
cold-hearted bastard? Maybe. I don’t get it. Over and over,
last night’s fiasco played in his mind.

It registered Dan had been talking to
him.

“You haven’t heard a word I just said, have
you, Alex?”

“Sorry, Dan. No. Please tell me again.”

“What gives?”

Alex didn’t answer for a minute or so, but
Dan remained silent. He’d pulled up a chair and lay back in the
seat with his feet propped on the edge of the desk, waiting. Alex
had leaned back in his own chair, staring at the ceiling. He let
the chair drop him back to face Dan with a loud bang.

“Am I a cold-hearted, emotionless prick? A
frozen bastard?”

Dan roared with laughter, then catching
sight of Alex’s face, he must have known Alex was serious because
he stopped suddenly. Alex tilted back again and studied the
ceiling.

“What brought this on, Alex?”

“Pamela left me last night.”

“Oh well. She lasted longer than most. So
that was her parting gift to you?”

“Yes. So am I?”

“Do you really want me to answer that?”

Alex sat bolt upright quickly. “So I
am.”

“Look, Alex, you’re a caring, interesting,
and involved man.” He sighed. “Except for one area. You refuse to
get close to any woman you go out with. Tell me this, when was the
last time you went out?”

“I took Pamela to dinner last night.”

“And what did you talk about?”

“Talk?” He shrugged. “Nothing really. We
discussed the meal, finished eating, then went back to my place to
play.”

“That isn’t going out. Going out is
socializing, talking together, and having fun doing things
together. It’s being together through good times and bad and
sharing life.”

“Well, I believed she enjoyed our
games.”

Dan shook his head and sighed. “You know
what, Alex? I love you like a brother. You’re my best friend, but
one day, you’re going to realize you’re all alone in the world. You
won’t have anyone to warm your bed in your old age. Being in
control all the time won’t get you a partner who loves you. You’ll
be a lonely old bastard. No one to talk to, no one to love.”

“Love,” Alex sneered. “I don’t need
love.”

“Don’t you?”

His vehement answer almost echoed, his voice
rising as he answered, “No.”

Dan leaned forward, staring at his friend.
“Just because your parents both failed miserably doesn’t mean it
isn’t possible to have a happy marriage and to be in love.”

“Failed? Hell, Dan, Dad has just gotten
engaged to wife number four, and I’ve lost count of how many times
my mother has married. Any wonder I have no faith in that
institution?”

“Okay, don’t get married, but what about
love? Surely there’ve been times when you’ve had feelings for one
of your subs?”

“I try to avoid that. You know I do.”

“What happens if you meet a woman and you
actually have feelings for her?”

“It’s never happened, Dan, and I intend that
it won’t.”

Dan loudly blew out a breath, throwing his
hands up. “I give up. But I’ll tell you this, Alex. One day you’re
going to get caught, and you won’t have any fucking idea what hit
you. I just hope it happens sooner rather than later because I
really want to see it.”

 Dan laughed to
take the sting from his words. He dropped his feet back on the
ground. “Tell you what. Listen to this voice. It’s what I came in
for. And if it doesn’t affect you at all, then you really are a
cold-hearted, emotionless prick.”

“Voice? What voice?”

Dan picked up the USB stick he’d put on
Alex’s desk. “Remember we talked about doing some promos for the
new documentary? We toyed with the idea of using a woman to do the
promo voice-over because the doco is about sex among plants. We
thought a female voice would add a level of sensuality.”

“Oh yeah, that’s right.”

“Well, I've found a voice. Listen to
this.”

Dan stood and inserted the thumb drive into
the sound system on one of the cabinets. Returning to his seat, he
watched Alex’s face. The sound bite of a commercial about mobile
phones and keeping in touch with loved ones filled the air. It was
an ordinary commercial, but the voice was anything but. The woman’s
speaking age was indeterminable, but her voice—ah, the voice was
pure magic.

When the thirty-second ad finished, Dan wore
a huge smirk. Alex felt the look on his own face was priceless. He
was certainly sitting up and taking notice.

“Play it again.”

In all, Dan replayed it four times. After
the last time, Alex shook his head.

“Fuck!”

“I know.”

“Jeez, Dan, it’s like she’s whispering dirty
things in my frigging ear while we were having sex.”

Grinning like a lunatic and nodding in
agreement, Dan marveled. “Amazing, isn’t it.”

“Shit, Dan, I almost got a hard-on!”

“The bad news is I think she’s in England. I
can’t find out her name, but the branch of the studio that made the
commercial is based in England, and it was for an English phone
company. The studio is Sonic Max Sounds, their Europe office.”

“We’ve used them years ago, didn’t we,
before we set up our own?”

“Yep, when we did that North Sea doco, plus
a few others. They do have a branch out here. It’s their head
office, and it’s not far away, actually.”

“So we need to find out if she’s available
for promo work.” He studied Dan. “How will it go with female
viewers?”

“The consensus is fine. Naturally, most men
react to it, but surprisingly she’s got a seventy-eight percent
approval rating with women.”

“That’s good. We don’t want to put women
viewers off even if we hook a majority of the men.”

“So we go with her if she’s available?”

“We do.”

Dan looked over at Alex. “She just might
turn out to be the one woman who can thaw your fucking cold heart,
my friend, and make you fall in love.”

Alex laughed ruefully. “Yeah, she’s probably
eighty years old, has a hearing aid, and uses a walker. Or else
she’s thirty with six grimy kids, drinks like a fish, and smokes
like a chimney.”

“Maybe you’re right. Anyway, I’ll see what I
can find out.”

Dan stood and left the room. Alex got up and
played the ad one more time. He’d never admit it to Dan, but that
voice called to him like a siren song, luring him onto the
dangerous rocks. He snorted.

She probably is eighty, and I’ve gotten
all hot and bothered by her voice. Well, at least, we’ll
make people sit up and take notice of our promo if she agrees to do
it.

A couple of hours later, Dan came back
in.

“Okay, here’s what I found out. She’s
available, but there’s only a small window of time because she’s
finishing a documentary. That doco needs to be completed by next
week. When I told the company it was only for a short promo, they
said she can fit us in if we can get the stuff to her today. That’s
because they’re checking through what she’s already done on the
doco. She’s actually in England at the moment, but she is returning
here soon. They do have a few studios around the world.”

“Did you speak to her?” Alex tried to keep
any eagerness out of his voice. “Does she sound the same on the
phone?”

“No, spoke with a secretary who handles all
the bookings.”

“Damn. Well, we’ve got it all together,
haven’t we?”

“Yep, the final print was done yesterday.
We’ve got the excerpts organized for the promo, so we can send them
over. I can email it across as long as we have it ready.”

“Good. You went over the lines?”

“I did. Sounds good. I think we go with
it.”

“Fine. Get it to her. Did you find out her
name?”

“They never told me. As soon as I mentioned
the commercial, they knew who I was talking about.”

Dan left the room, leaving Alex frustrated.
He’d been sure they would at least have a name for her. He pulled
up Google on his laptop and did a search. The top two pages were
the video of the commercial, along with several other voice-overs
the woman had done. There were a few forum sites devoted to
discussing why people thought her voice was the sexiest on the
planet. But whoever she was, her identity was a secret.

Annoyed for showing this much interest in a
voice, Alex slammed his laptop closed. He tried to convince himself
the only reason was because it would be good for ratings, but deep
down, he understood it just wasn’t true. He leaned back in his
chair, thinking about the conversation he’d had with Dan this
morning.

He recognized he held himself tight. He’d
seen his parents go through marriage after marriage. They both went
through partners as if it were a revolving door, never staying more
than a few years—sometimes only a couple of months. Even while they
lived under the same roof, they had partners. Alex had gotten used
to seeing the parade of strangers from a very young age.

When he was older, his father told him they
had only stayed together for his sake, but Alex often wondered if
he would be as scared of emotional connections as he was if they
had separated.

Alex had lived through their terrible
fights, their screaming, throwing things, telling each other how
much each hated the other. No love had been shown, not even to him.
They flaunted different partners to each other, each trying to
outdo the other.

He knew his life with his parents had left
him emotionally scarred. He’d vowed early on he would never let
someone hold his emotions, determined to never allow himself to
fall in love.

He shrugged and whispered, “I guess that’s
why I became a Dom.”

By becoming a Dom, he had the perfect way to
control his emotions. He could have a physical relationship and
give everything to a woman without any sort of emotional
entanglement.

“I have to admit I really enjoy the control.
It turns me on to have a woman put her complete trust and faith in
me. To do what was right for them.”

He’d get aroused knowing she depended on him
to control her and to give her as much pleasure as he possibly
could. Over the years, he’d honed his skills to the point where he
was a Dom master who could have his pick of subs.

A sigh. “But I have to be honest, none have
ever lasted long.”

They usually parted as friends after telling
him they wanted a more emotional relationship or a commitment other
than sexual. He thought Pamela had been the longest and her parting
speech the most painful, probably because deep down, he understood
she was right.

Without exception, he held women at arm’s
length, anything to stop his emotions from taking over. He had to
always be in complete control, always emotionally divorced.

“I have to be the cold, emotionless Dom,” he
snarled.

He shook his head. “Damn, Pamela was
right!”

Alex continually avoided any sort of
intimate knowledge of the woman except on a sexual level. He gave a
mocking laugh.

“I know exactly what her favorite position
was. Knew intimately what would have her screaming in delight.”

She’d been right—he didn’t know her favorite
flower, and he had no idea what her favorite color was. It was
always the same—he’d send roses to any sub he was with.

But now he wondered. “Just what are Pamela’s
favorite flowers?”

He really envied Dan and his wife, Stacy.
They were so happy, and they did things together and had lots of
laughs. They were so obviously still in love after all these
years.

But Alex honestly thought they were the
exception, not the rule.

They’d given up asking him to bring a date
over when they dined together at least twice a week. Alex suddenly
realized he couldn’t remember the last time his friends had asked
him to bring a partner to dinner or social outings.

“Yes, I guess Dan’s right. The future looks
as if I’m going to be a lonely old bastard.” His wry laugh echoed.
“I doubt any woman’s going to sign a contract with a feeble,
eighty-year-old Dom.”



Chapter Two

 


“Well, I just got a call from Sonic Max
Sounds in Europe. They got all the stuff we sent them, it came
through okay. Still no word on the name of our mystery woman.”

“Thanks, Dan. Guess her name doesn’t really
matter as long as the promo sounds good. Any idea when it will be
done?”

“It’s actually being done today, well, last
night their time. The woman I spoke with said she’ll email us a
sound file to check, in case we want to make any changes.”

“Perfect.” Dan went to leave when Alex spoke
again. “Dan, can you spare an hour to go over the plans for the
otter documentary?”

“How ’bout in two hours’ time? I’ve got a
couple of things to finish up.”

“Fine, see you then. You want me to come to
your office, or will we do it in the boardroom?”

“Boardroom. There’s more room in case we
need to scribble on the whiteboard or go through photographs.”

“See you then.”

Dan nodded and left the room.

Alex couldn’t hide his disappointment. He’d
been sure Dan would have talked to their mystery woman instead of
through a third party. He kept finding his thoughts going back to
her, wondering what she looked like and if she really was some
sexy-voiced old lady. He shook his head in anger.

This is crazy!

“I’ve never allowed a woman to dominate my
thoughts before.”

Yet this woman filled them—and he’d never
met her!

Alex decided the only logical reason had
been Pamela’s leaving—her comments and Dan’s. They’d all been
floating inside his head, and then he heard this sexy siren’s
voice.

“That was it.” He nodded. “Yes. No wonder
I’ve been fantasizing about her.”

Pushing aside all thoughts of the mystery
woman, Alex did a bit more work on the script he’d been working on
and then gathered all the paperwork for his upcoming trip to Brazil
to film otters. He headed downstairs to their boardroom.

The company owned a very large building. It
held everything they needed in one place, including several sound
stages, equipment and storage areas, dressing and makeup rooms,
mill shops, and editing rooms, as well as offices for themselves
and for visiting clientele.

The ground level sprawled out over the
entire area, and then there were two additional floors on one end
of this. The bottom floor held mainly reception and all the stages,
visitor’s offices, and storage areas, a large cafeteria and
relaxation area for the staff filled with pinball machines, gym
equipment, TVs, a two-lane lap pool, and lots of comfy couches.
Alex knew if he kept his staff happy, they would stay with the
company. There was always a relaxed atmosphere among the staff.
They enjoyed their work and enjoyed working for Alex and Dan. They
paid well but expected 110 percent loyalty and usually got
exactly that.

Upstairs was the boardroom and all his staff
offices, as well as a small theater for viewing rushes and the
finished films, sat on the second floor. Then, the top floor held
his and Dan’s offices. They also had a bedroom as well as a
bathroom—at times, if either of them was too tired, they could
sleep there. Alex was infamous for spending the night there when
working on something he didn’t want to put down.

Just as he was spreading the papers on the
table, Dan walked in with one of their sound engineers, Lenny.

“You’re going to love this.”

Lenny had another thumb drive in his hand
and pushed it into a nearby deck as Dan spoke. Lenny pushed PLAY,
and the dulcet, sweet, sexy tones of their mystery woman filled the
room.

The promo was short. It talked about birds
doing it and bees doing it and then went on to expand a talk about
plants doing it. The words themselves were innocent and
informative, but when that luscious voice spoke them, those simple
words took on a whole new world of innuendo and sensuality. There
were a few minutes of silence when the promo finished then Alex
cleared his throat.

“Er … fuck! My God, who’d think a promo
about plants would get anyone hot under the collar?”

“I think there may be some other, shall we
say, harder reactions.”

They all laughed.

“Lenny’s going to overlay on the promo. Then
we can see how it lines up, just in case we need them to tweak it
slightly.”

“Thanks, Lenny.”

Lenny removed the USB and left the room. Dan
pulled up a chair opposite Alex, who was staring into space
again.

“She’s got you hooked,” Dan said
matter-of-factly.

“Yeah, okay, I’ll admit it. Think we need to
find out just who she is so I can get back to being a cold
bastard.”

Dan wagged a finger at his friend. “I hope
she turns out to be some gorgeous creature who’ll drive you
crazy.”

“No thank you,” Alex responded with a
shudder.

Dan kept chuckling as they began going
through the details of the otter documentary.


Chapter Three

 


Later that day, Lenny told Dan and Alex they
needed a couple of tweaks to fit the voice-over into the promo. Dan
promised to take care of it and immediately called London. It was
probably close to six at night there, but he hoped someone would
still be around. He got the shock of his life when the mystery
woman answered and sounded just as sexy over the phone.

He stuttered for a moment and then explained
who he was and what he wanted.

“Can you email me a rough copy of where you
want more space and where you want the extra wording?”

“Certainly. I figured if there was someone
there, I could let them know to look out for the email I was
sending. Had my fingers crossed with the time difference. You’re
several hours ahead of us. I wasn’t sure if anyone would be there
or if I’d have to leave a message on the answering machine.”

“You were in luck. I was just locking up. We
actually managed to all get away on time tonight, except for four
of us. I’m just trying to finish up my latest work.”

“I’m glad. Thanks very much for this. The
promo’s sounding great.”

“I enjoyed doing it.” She gave a soft laugh.
“Plus, you’re paying me a lovely, fat fee.”

Dan joined in the joke.

“Just email me back to let me know if it’s
okay or not.”

“Will do. I’ll email it through now and mark
it attention to you. What’s your name?”

“Oh, I’ll see it. My name’s Kallista, but if
you just mark it Kallie or Kall with a K, it will be
fine.”

“Kallie with a K. I will.”

“Thanks.”

Dan was curious. “So, do you get over here
at all?”

“I actually have my home not far from your
studios on Spencer’s Mountain. I’m over here at the moment
finishing a couple of docos, but I’ll be back soon. Completed one
and just finalizing the other.”

“Oh, that’s great! Spencer’s Mountain isn’t
far from my home, maybe less than three-quarters of an hour tops.
My wife and I would love to take you to dinner when you’re back,
and I know my partner, Alex, would love to meet you.”

“Thanks, Dan. I’ll definitely take you up on
that very soon. There’s a sound convention I’m attending in two
weeks near your town, and then I’m back home to live, hopefully for
a very long while.”

“That’d be great. I know about the
convention. Perhaps we could meet up at it one day as well.”

“Great idea. Let me know which day, or days,
you’re going, and we can grab a coffee together.”

“You’re on! And thanks again for the work.
It sounds amazing.”

“Glad you like it. Bye, Dan.”

“Night, Kallie.”

Dan hung up, smiling to himself, then walked
over to Alex’s office.

“You just might get to meet your dream girl
soon. She’s coming over here for a convention, and she actually
lives here.”

“No thanks. I doubt the body would match the
voice. Leave me my daydreams.”

Dan teased him. “I know her name.”

Dan could see Alex didn’t want to react, but
he couldn’t help himself.

“You do? What?”

“Well, her first name, at least. It’s Kallie
with a K.”

“Kallie.” Alex’s voice sounded a little
husky as he swung his chair back and forth, shaking his head at
Dan.

“I bet you can’t resist. You’ll want to meet
her when you know she’s here.”

“No. I don’t want to be disappointed.”

“Okay.”

Dan agreed, but silently, he thought Alex
wouldn’t be able to stop himself from meeting her. He said good
night to Alex and went back to his office. After picking up his
jacket and briefcase, he made his way downstairs and out to the
parking lot. He’d promised to take Stacy to dinner this evening. He
knew she’d be hoping he would get away early or at least on
time.

As he drove, he thought about Alex. Alex was
his best friend, and Dan couldn’t imagine not knowing him, not
having him in his life, but at times he wanted to shake him. Alex
had this crazy fear that if he allowed himself to get involved with
a woman on an emotional level, she’d love him for a little while,
then change her mind and leave.

Dan had tried to tell him his reasoning was
crazy so many times over the years, but Alex would have none of it.
Dan had no idea how he’d managed to avoid any emotional
entanglements all these years, but somehow he had.

Maybe it was the reason he was a great Dom,
and Dan knew there were plenty of subs out there who would love
nothing more than to be held in Alex’s arms. But Dan also knew that
once the novelty of being with Alexander the Great wore off, they
wouldn’t stay—they never did—when they knew how emotionless he’d be
with them.

Pamela had been spot-on when she called Alex
a frozen bastard and a cold-hearted, emotionless prick. He’d locked
his heart up tightly and thrown the key away long ago. Dan
despaired he’d never be able to unlock it even if he wanted

“Still, it’s Alex’s life, and if he chooses
to live that way, there’s nothing I can do about it.”


Chapter Four

 


Alex finished typing up the draft of a new
idea he had, hit “save,” then shut down his laptop and stood. He
walked over to the window and looked out over the roof of the
studios to the distant city skyline.

“So her name’s Kallie.”

He thought the name suited the voice. He
wondered if he really would be able to resist the temptation to
meet her when she did come back. He shook his head as if trying to
dislodge her from his brain. Damn woman!

He strode back to the desk.

“Maybe I should just go home.”

He called Charles, asking him to meet him
out the front. Half an hour later, he grabbed his coat and went
downstairs. He let the receptionist know he was leaving—it was
almost five anyway—and then went outside.

Charles pulled up with the car, and Alex
climbed in. The drive to his house took about thirty minutes. Alex
opened his briefcase and jotted down notes on his upcoming
Brazilian trip. He liked to use the drive time to read paperwork or
to work out the logistics of projects. He directed Charles to drive
to the kitchen entrance and then gave him the rest of the evening
off as he went inside. His housekeeper, Charles’s wife Marie, met
him in the kitchen.

“Will you be home tonight for a meal, Mister
Alex?”

“Thanks, Marie, yes. Something light,
please. Perhaps a piece of steamed fish and vegetables.”

“Very well.”

He went through the kitchen, into the large
family room. Crossing it, he went through the salon, across the
atrium, and up into his master suite. Throwing his briefcase on the
low table in the master foyer, he walked to his bedroom and into
the walk-in closet. Alex took off his suit, shirt, and shoes, then
pulled on a pair of soft black drawstring pants and grabbed a
t-shirt. Padding back through the bedroom, he went out onto the
large balcony overlooking the ocean, his pool, and the gardens of
his home.

But he was restless.

Pamela had left him, and he found he had no
interest in going out to those places where he knew like-minded
people gathered. Much as he enjoyed having a sub under him, he just
couldn’t be bothered putting forth the effort of meeting new women
and choosing someone. That probably sounded cold, but it was the
truth.

The novelty and usefulness of BDSM clubs had
long worn off. He enjoyed having a sub but was fed up with the club
life. In fact, it had been many years since he attended any
regularly.

Dan’s and Pamela’s words still chased around
his head. Much as he didn’t like to admit it, he honestly didn’t
want to be that old man Dan threatened he’d be. He was fast coming
to the realization that life would be very lonely without anyone to
share it with.

But to share it would mean lowering his
defenses. I doubt I could ever do that.

Walking back inside, Alex went downstairs to
the wide, covered veranda running the entire length of the back of
the house. He threw himself into a couch and stared around. Ten
minutes later, he got up and wandered off again.

Lost, unsettled, his mind was a kaleidoscope
of images—him as an old man, sitting sadly in a corner, alone.
Another of Dan and Stacy laughing happily together while he sat on
the sidelines.

“I should get a dog.” Then he shook his head
and snorted. “Probably couldn’t love that either.”

The back of the house rose higher than the
front, and he went down the set of stairs leading into the gardens.
He wandered through them, along the path that led to his private
beach. He stood watching the surf pounding against the shore.
Barely five minutes later, he turned and stared back at the house.
Normally, he felt a thrill knowing it belonged to him but
tonight—nothing.

He was fifty-five years old. What have I
got to show for it?

Granted, the company was extremely
successful. He had more money than he could ever spend in a dozen
lifetimes, a wonderful home, and good friends in Dan and Stacy. He
could do whatever he liked, whenever he liked.

“So why am I feeling so down?”

Pamela had been with him longer than most
subs. He had a feeling she’d expected he would collar her. He
honestly felt bad because he thought she may have developed
feelings for him. Over the years, he had always tried to be honest
with the women who became his subs.

He told them as soon as they agreed to
become his sub, he would never collar them at any point in time,
and they would never live with him. He made it perfectly clear this
was nothing other than a sexual relationship. It was merely a
Dom-sub sexual agreement between two consenting adults.

It was all about the sex and nothing
else.

His written contract stated exactly those
things, along with the limits agreed on between them. There
definitely couldn’t be any mistake made by either side—it was in
black and white.

He would take them to dinner, would always
ensure they were driven home safely, and would give all the
aftercare they deserved, but there would be no other
relationship.

“I have to make sure I keep my
distance.”

Yes, he enjoyed the time he spent with his
sub, and yes, he always ensured that they were happy, never went
home unsatisfied, or still in sub-space. He would always call them
to make sure they never experienced sub-drop in the following days
if he didn’t see them. He would send them flowers regularly.

But he now understood Pamela had been
right.

“I don’t have any idea of any of my previous
sub’s favorite colors or flowers. And it’s true I never saw any of
them socially, except to take them to dinner.”

Occasionally, if he had to take a partner to
a function, he would ask his current sub and buy her an appropriate
dress as a gift.

Realizing he needed to be honest with
himself, he knew most subs thought they would be the one who would
unlock his heart. But for him, it wouldn’t happen. It was simply a
business arrangement between two people, and he treated it as such.
If there had been any chance that he might develop feelings for a
woman, he brutally broke off their arrangement. Always, he
protected his heart. But at this moment, he wondered if he’d missed
any chance at love. Then he snorted.

Love?

“What a joke!”

He’d spent his adult life avoiding it,
avoiding any sort of emotional entanglement.

He growled loudly, “Damn Pamela. And damn
Dan.”

He shook himself and
walked back up the path. Marie would have dinner organized. He’d
eat and then read for a while. He had the latest book by Kate
Atkinson. He’d
recently finished Michael Connelly's latest, and he’d just
bought The Biggest Ideas in the Universe:
Space, Time, and Motion by Sean Carroll—he tended to read a
fiction book while he read nonfiction.

Walking into his library, he got the first
good feeling he’d had since Pamela walked out, except for hearing
the “voice.” The enormous library was his pride and joy. He loved
to read. As a child, his parents had encouraged his love of books,
and he had never grown out of it.

Between the pages of a book, he would escape
the continuous fighting between his parents. He would pretend he
had a happy family, pretend they loved each other, and would always
be there for him.

In books, he could pretend he never heard
his parents continually tell him how poisonous it was to fall in
love, could pretend they never drummed into him how people would
twist and manipulate until they had you in their hands, then they
would leave you crushed with a broken heart.

Instead, when he read, he could be whoever
he wanted. In books, his heart was never cold, never frozen. When
he read, his heart beat fast, and it filled with passion. When he
read, he imagined himself with a woman who loved him and would
never leave him.

No one would ever know his cold Dom exterior
hid fears, hid desires, hid passions, and it was only in his books
that he could really relax. Only when he read was he filled with
all the emotions others thought him incapable of. Only in books
would he allow himself to love. Only in books could his rapid
heartbeat fill him with delight. They were his haven, his
sanctuary. The place he could love and know it would never desert
him.

Yes, that’s what he would do.

He would eat and then lose himself between
the pages of a book.



Chapter Five

 


Alex walked into Dan’s office, a huge file
in his hand. “Dan, have you got the final cost estimates for the
otters?”

“No, but I’m pretty sure accounting has done
them. Andrew said that Francine was finishing them up last
week.”

“Okay. I want to get everything organized.
The crew and I leave here at the end of October. That’s not far
from now.”

“Should be fine. We’ve got the visas and
permits for everyone from Brazil, and everyone’s passports are up
to date. Stephen’s got accommodation, transport, and guides
arranged. We’ve finally got all the paperwork signed by Naturatins,
the Brazilian state environmental agency. They’re allowing you two
weeks, and you’ll be based at Caseara, near the Cantão State Park’s
headquarters.”

“Perfect. All the staff coming have been
notified?”

“Yes. We’re just checking everyone’s shots
are current, including yours. Think you might need to update your
rabies and yellow fever shots. I’ve organized malaria tablets for
everyone so you can all start them before you go. We’ll pack enough
masks for everyone for the time away to protect the indigenous
population as required by the government.”

“Excellent.” Dan had to hide a smile as Alex
continued very casually. “The promo’s doing well.”

“I thought it would. With Kallie’s voice on
the subject, it’s a surefire winner.”

“One week before the first broadcast. Hope
the ratings are good.”

“They should be. Oh, incidentally, I got an
email from Kall.”

Dan smothered a laugh when he saw Alex’s
alert look.

“Did you?”

Alex’s blasé tone didn’t fool Dan. “Yes,
she’ll be out here next week and wants to take me up on the offer
of dinner.”

“That’s interesting.” Dan easily saw through
Alex’s off-hand reply.

“So, can I book you in as well?”

“I think not.”

Dan shook his head. “I’m actually meeting
her at the sound convention first. Lenny wants to go, and I said
I’d go, too. I’m taking Stacy along for the ride. We’re only going
for one of the days. Kall is involved in all four days.”

“Oh well, enjoy yourselves.”

Dan wasn’t deceived. Just the forced
casualness Alex exuded let him know how well and truly interested
he was. He’d never seen Alex like this, and as he left the room,
Dan almost laughed out loud. It would be interesting to see if Alex
asked about her when he got back from the convention.

When the day of the convention trip arrived,
Stacy, Lenny, and Dan took Stacy’s car. Dan had never been
interested in having his own driver—he’d always loved driving
himself around in his Porsche 911, but his car wasn’t built for
three. Stacy had a BMW X6M coupe, so plenty of room for them
all.

Arriving just after nine, Lenny assured Dan
he’d meet up with them for lunch and wandered off, leaving Stacy
and Dan to their own devices. Dan had sent Kallista an email, and
they had arranged to meet her at nine thirty for coffee in the
bistro that had been set up within the center. Excited, Dan
wondered what she looked like.

He’d told Stacy Alex thought she’d turn out
to be an eighty-year-old chain-smoker. Holding Stacy’s hand, he led
her through the crowds and found the bistro.

“How will you know her, hon?”

“Beats me. She said she’d find us.”

“Okay.”

They walked inside, and Dan searched the
faces around them. Patrons filled the room, but he wasn’t really
sure who to look for when a very attractive woman approached him
and touched his arm.

“Dan?”

“Yes.”

“Hi, I’m Kallista Robins.”

“Kall! How are you?” He shook her hand.

“Good, it’s lovely to meet you.”

Dan felt slightly off-balance. Kallista
wasn’t anything like he’d imagined her. He felt Stacy nudge his
arm.

“Sorry, this is my wife, Stacy.”

“Hi, Stacy.”

The two women sized each other up, and both
smiled warmly as Dan looked around for an empty table.

“Over here, girls.”

He led them across the room, and they sat at
a booth against the wall. Stacy seemed barely able to contain her
laughter as she sat. Dan slid in alongside her as Kallista sat
opposite them.

Dan grinned across at Kallista and said,
“Well, I have to say you’re not what I expected.”

“Oh, and what did you expect?”

“Not sure, actually.”

Stacy couldn’t contain herself any longer.
“You’re certainly not eighty.”

“Eighty?”

Dan then explained about Alex’s idea.
Kallista joined them in laughing merrily.

With a snort, Dan said, “I doubt you’d ever
get mistaken for an elderly woman.”

“Actually, you’d be surprised at the amount
of people who have that idea. I have no idea why.”

Dan thought Kallista was—well, Kallista was
gorgeous, as breathtaking as her voice. She looked to be about five
six. She was certainly shorter than Stacy, who was five eight. He
guessed her age to be in her late forties and was surprised when
she later told them she was fifty-two. Her amazing bright blue eyes
seemed to bore right into him, but they were also filled with
unshed laughter. Her medium brown hair was cut short, a spiky cut
with blonde tips. She had the sort of figure a lot of men, himself
included, dream about—full breasts, lots of delicious curves—padded
for pleasure, as Dan liked to think. She was no skinny waif but a
beautiful plus-sized woman who had an extremely seductive
voice.

She also wore a plain solid gold necklet. He
checked her hands, no rings. Dan wondered whether it was it just a
piece of jewelry or whether it was something else?

Stacy leaned over to him. “You have to order
at the counter, hon.”

“Oh, okay. What would you like, Kallie?”

After she told him, he walked over and
joined the long queue. About ten minutes later, he finally made it
to the front and ordered for the three of them. Walking back with
the three coffees on a tray, he saw Kallista and Stacy were
knee-deep in conversation. When he sat again, their talk seemed to
change subject abruptly to talk about the convention.

They spent a delightful hour with Kallista.
She was a very interesting person and accomplished in quite a
number of fields. She spoke several languages and had a PhD in
sound and audio engineering. Surprisingly, she was also the
majority owner of Sonic Max Studios. She was coming back here and
would run the main branch, but she would keep doing a few
voice-overs. When she first started out in the industry, doing
voice-overs had been her full-time job while she studied at
college, but now she continued to do them because she enjoyed
it.

“I have to admit I’m rather selective at how
many I currently do. Usually, I only narrate three or four a
year.”

“I’m really thankful you accepted the
commission to do our promo, Kallie. We’ve gotten good reports on
the interest in it, and it’s thanks to your work.”

“To be honest, I wasn’t going to do it. Was
going to tell my secretary to let you know, but then I saw the
content—sex life of plants!”

Then Kallista laughed, and even that was
sexy.

Regretfully, they parted company but Dan
reminded her that she was coming to dinner in two nights.

“Let me get someone to pick you up.”

“No, Dan, don’t worry. I’m not a hundred
percent sure what time I’ll get away, so I’ll grab a cab. I’ll
definitely be there by seven.”

They said their goodbyes and left her, then
wandered around the center. Dan wrapped his arm around Stacy’s
waist.

She cocked her head and looked at him.
“Guess what?”

“You love me?”

“Mm, maybe.”

“I love it when you rack up punishments.” He
kissed her forehead when she grinned at him. “Okay. I give up
what?”

“Our Ms. Robins is a sub.”

Dan stopped, so suddenly stunned he almost
pulled Stacy off-balance.

“What!” He looked at his wife. “How on earth
do you know that? So that was a collar.”

Stacy put her hand to her own collar. “She
asked me if I was a sub. She thought the collar was a giveaway.
Mind you, only another sub would recognize it for what it is. When
I said yes, she told me she was one, too.”

“You’re joking?”

“Nope. Kallie is a sub.”

“Damn.” He pulled Stacy closer, and they
started walking again. “When I saw her, I thought of Alex
immediately. I want that bastard to meet someone and fall madly in
love like I have with you.”

“Dan, I’d love that, too, but as much as I
love Alex, I know exactly how scared he is of love.”

“Oh, well, doesn’t matter now we know
Kallie’s already collared.”

Stacy still grinned at her husband. “I
haven’t told you it all. She was collared years ago and was with
the Dom for a few years, but then he died from cancer almost two
years ago. She’s been unattached ever since.”

Puzzled, Dan asked, “But why does she still
wear a collar?”

“Not sure exactly, you came back too soon.
She said, at first, she was devastated, then gradually got over it.
I got the idea she just doesn’t want to get involved again, so she
uses the collar as a disguise.”

“Mm, I wonder. We have to get Alex to come
to dinner. These two have to meet.”

“Dan, you can’t play matchmaker, not with
Alex! You know what he’s like.”

“Yeah, sweetheart, I do.” He could hear the
regret in his voice. “I just want to shake him sometimes.” Dan
lifted Stacy’s hand to his lips. “I want him to be happy like I am
with you.”

“Me, too.” Stacy shrugged. “Well, all you
can do is ask him to come and leave it up to him. Maybe his
curiosity will get the better of him.”

“I hope so.”

They spent the remainder of the day
gathering information and looking at all the booths. When they got
back into the car late in the afternoon, all three were tired.

“Should have used a hired car or gotten Aldo
to drive us. I’m tired.” Aldo was his and Stacy’s odd-job man.

“At least it isn’t too far away.”

They dropped Lenny off at his apartment and
then continued home. Stacy and Dan actually lived alongside Alex.
Their home and his shared the same private beach, although Alex
owned more of the land than they did.

They’d let the forest and scrubland grow
between the two houses, and it blocked each home from the other’s
view. On top of that, there was about a mile and a half between
them.

Both Alex and Dan had bought the land when
they were in their twenties and then built their houses on it. They
liked being close to each other without actually living in each
other’s pockets. The two of them liked to keep fit by running along
the beach, surfing, or cycling through the many tracks they’d made
through the land. Between the pair of them, they owned almost a
hundred and eighty-five acres, with most of it still in its natural
state.

When Dan saw Alex the following day, he
asked him if he’d come to dinner the next night. He never mentioned
Kallista and hoped Alex wouldn’t ask. Being sneaky, he asked Alex
when he knew he was busy with something and not fully
concentrating. Alex had said “yes” in a distracted way and gone on
with whatever he was doing
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