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Chapter 1
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“Do you want to tell me about this?” Blue flinched as the paper slid across the desk towards him. He didn’t need to glance at the lurid headline to know what the story was. He still couldn’t believe he’d snapped and smashed up that guy’s placard.

“I’m sorry, Master.” He said softly, respectfully. “It won’t happen again.”

“I’m not angry with you.” Cal sighed, taking a seat at the desk opposite him. “I’m worried about you. You’ve never lost control before and they’ve been parading out there for weeks. What made you snap?”

That dick had called Noelle a whore. “He was shouting a lot of stuff. I was tired and I’d been drinking.” It wasn’t a lie. “I don’t really know what happened. I just flipped.”

“Well at least you didn’t punch him. The last thing you need is a conviction for assault.” Cal leaned back and studied him carefully. Blue had the distinct and uncomfortable impression that Cal knew he was holding back. Sometimes it was like the Master could read minds. “Blue, whatever it is you’ve got going on, I hope you’ll talk to me about it eventually. If you can’t right now, I understand, but you need to get it together. Noelle needs you.”

“Why?” His heart stopped. “Is she ill? Did she try-“

“Sean broke up with her.” Cal cut short his concerns. “She’s dealing with the break up relatively well, but with the whole MTV thing starting next week, she needs support and you’re the one best placed to provide it to her.”

“What?” It was just too much to process. At the knowledge that Sean had broken up with her, it was like a firework had gone off inside his chest, crashing around in his ribcage and sparking off all sorts of emotions; fierce joy for him, sadness for her, hurt that she hadn’t told him, hope that this might finally be his time...all of them paled in comparison to the roaring of his internal Master that he had to protect what was his. And she was his. She just didn’t know it yet.

“Blue!” A broad smile lit up Noelle’s face when she opened her front door to find him standing on her step. “What are you doing here? I didn’t know you were coming.”

All the carefully rehearsed things he’d intended to say dribbled out of his brain and he blurted out the first words that came to him. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

“Oh.” Her face crumpled and he moved without stopping to think, gathering her up in his arms and embracing her fiercely.

“What happened, Little Monkey?” He asked gently, rocking her as she tried to get control of herself.

“It’s a long story.” Her voice was muffled against his chest but he couldn’t bring himself to let go yet. “You’d better come in. I’m still getting the odd journalist turning up for photographs.”

“Sure.” He reluctantly released her and followed her into her house. She was staying in her old home while her new one was built just outside the city. “How’s the new place coming along?” He asked distractedly. He wished she wasn’t moving. He loved this place and he knew she’d made arrangements to sign it over to the church when she left. It was just so her. It was full of comfort and memories and the little pieces that made up her warm personality. It was everything he’d never had growing up.

“Really well.” She gestured to the sofa and made her way into the kitchen, presumably to put the kettle on. “It’ll be ready next week, they think.” She continued when she returned, taking a seat opposite him on the sofa. “There was some last minute issue with the carpets I ordered, so they aren’t laid yet. The bed is arriving on Monday and the kitchen is already installed, so I’m planning to move in by Friday. I can buy the rest of the furniture and so on when I’m in and have a proper feel for the space.”

“What about all your things from here?” He asked. “Aren’t you taking any of it?”

“No.” Her eyes hardened. “All the furniture and clothes and useful items are going to the charity shop. Everything personal is going into storage until I decide what to do with it. It’s just stuff, Blue, stuff from my old life. It’s not me any more. I want to start afresh.”

“Fair enough.” He wasn’t sure he agreed, but he wasn’t going to argue with her right then. Anyway that was enough of the small talk. He could see she was hurting and knew she wouldn’t want to bring it up herself. “So what happened? Why did he leave you?”

She sighed. “A lot of reasons. He was struggling with my job and he was really unhappy about the whole MTV thing. He got scared when those idiots started picketing everywhere too, even when I told him Cal was protecting us and taking them to court, but the last straw was Thomas.”

“Thomas?” Blue knew that she and Thomas had visited the Manor together a few months previously and spoken to Cal privately in his study. Thomas hadn’t been back to the Manor since.

“Yeah...he and I...it’s hard to explain. When Sean tried to make me choose, I couldn’t turn my back on Thomas. He needs me. Sean didn’t.”

“Thomas needs you?” Certain he was missing the glaring elephant in the room, Blue shook his head. “You’re going to have to start at the beginning.”

“Have you seen him recently?” She asked and he shook his head again.

“Not since he came to the Manor a few months ago.”

Twisting in her chair, Noelle called out to the kitchen. “Thomas, is the coffee almost ready?”

“Coming, Mistress!” Came back the faint reply and Blue’s jaw dropped.

“He’s here?”

Noelle touched a finger to her lips with a smile as the kitchen door opened and Thomas backed through it, carefully carrying a tray. “Set it on the table, Thomas.”

“Yes Mistress.” The young man carefully laid out the mugs, cream and sugar, moving with a grace Blue had never seen in him before. Usually he was jittery and wired, craving his next fix of pain, but here he was laying out tea spoons without the slightest shake to his hands.

“Thomas, tell Master Blue when was the last time you were in my play room.” Noelle commanded softly and Thomas straightened up.

“It has been five weeks, Mistress, Master Blue.” His voice was calm and serene.

“Five weeks?” Blue stared, his mouth hanging open. “How?”

Thomas glanced at Noelle for help and she smiled. “It’s okay, Thomas; you can go back to the kitchen. I’ll explain.”

“Thank you, Mistress.” Smiling, he scampered back to the kitchen. Actually scampered. One of the richest young men in the country was scampering around Noelle’s house.

“What did you do to him?” Blue felt absolutely poleaxed. 

“I gave him what he needed.” She shrugged. “I put him in chastity.”

“You what?” Blue was floored. Thomas’ kink was pain. This came from totally out of left field.

“All this time he’s been going to the Manor, everyone was so focused on easing the immediate problem that no-one actually looked at what was going on behind it.” She explained. “Thomas is submissive, through and through. The way he feels more comfortable sitting at my feet instead of on the chair, the way he’s always so quiet and respectful and eager to please...I started to wonder if there was another answer. I couldn’t continue to beat him the way that I was. The human body just isn’t designed to withstand that kind of punishment. Putting him into chastity totally redirected his focus. He’s almost completely forgotten his craving for pain in favour of his craving to serve and to please.” A small smile twisted her lips. “He’s so consumed with the status of his cock that there’s no room for anything else.”

“That’s... that’s genius.” Blue couldn’t believe that none of them had thought of it before. Thomas’ need had been so palpable that they’d just given him what he paid for without asking too many questions.

“Thank you,” she said modestly. “Unfortunately, service is a full time thing. It’s not something I could expect him to do in fortnightly sessions.”

“So you went to Cal and he let you take Thomas off the books.” Blue guessed.

“Not quite. In return for having a full time keyholder, Thomas tithes to me. The Manor takes a percentage of that.”

“Clever.” Blue approved. Tithing wasn’t something you heard of often in the British kink scene, but it was common in Australia and the US where there were small communes or houses run by one or several masters. “So Sean objected to your new role in Thomas’ life?”

“He agreed to try it in principle.” She sighed again, sadness in her eyes. “It made him uncomfortable having Thomas here at the weekends and sometimes in the evenings, but he tried. He just couldn’t accept that it wasn’t sexual. He came over early one night and found Thomas bathing me. He completely lost his rag and ended it, even when I tried to explain that it was just a service thing and not sexual at all. As far as he was concerned, I was naked and another man was laying hands on me and that was the last straw. He said that either Thomas went or he did.” She tried to shrug it off but could not hide her hurt. “I had to choose Thomas. You’ve seen him now. I can’t let him go back to being the way he was.”

“Still...it wasn’t a decision anyone should be forced to make.” Blue felt terrible for her, despite his secret joy that they’d broken up. She had, in essence, been forced to choose between her job and her partner.

“No, but as a lifestyle choice, it’s something I feel more at peace with.” She glanced at the kitchen door. “Thomas satisfies needs I didn’t know I had...needs that our sessions at the Manor weren’t entirely meeting. He’s petitioned to move in with me when I go to the new house and I’m inclined to say yes.”

“In a relationship sense?” 

“No, not at all.” She paused. “Well, sort of. If he is in chastity to me, it’s not exactly conducive to him going out and dating other women. But you know, Blue. You’re the one that taught me that sex and love are almost entirely separate entities. I can meet his needs without being his girlfriend. I don’t restrict him from going out. He knows he can ask to be released from his collar at any time if he happens to meet someone, but right now he’s happy where he is. There’s certainly nothing stopping me going out and getting a boyfriend.” She grimaced. “As long as it’s one that understands this time. I know poly relationships aren’t common, but there must be someone out there, right?”

Yes! Me! He didn’t say it. “Have you discussed that with Thomas?”

“Yes.” She smirked. “Turns out he has all kinds of kinks, including cuckolding. Who knew?”

Blue just shook his head again. It was bewildering, the way she always seemed to land on her feet. Thomas couldn’t be more perfect for her. He would serve her and take care of her without feeling any jealousy if she chose to take a lover. Quite the opposite – he’d be happier if he was allowed to take part in some way. “I’m guessing Sean wasn’t on board with that?” He asked when the silence grew too long.

“Not at all, but then I wasn’t really either.” She admitted. “It feels a little exhibitionist and that’s really not me. Or at least it wasn’t.” She amended. “Not in that relationship. I was always too aware of Sean’s feelings. With a different partner, I’m sure I could be persuaded to let go.”

“I’d do it.” Blue offered, before he could help himself. “I’ve had some experience with that kind of scene and I know you both. I’ve scened with you both.” He watched a rosy flush rise up her cheeks and it made him feel twenty feet tall. He knew she was remembering the way he’d owned her in his play room. Shifting to conceal the fact that he was getting hard, he continued his persuasion. “We’ve slept together before, so you don’t have to worry about the whole ‘first time with a stranger’ thing either.” He smiled. “And you know I can make you forget everything except what I’m doing to you.”

“Yeah, you’re kind of...uh...gifted in that department.” Still blushing, she sipped her coffee. “I’ll think about it. It’s too soon...after Sean, I mean.”

“I get it.” And he did. He’d think less of her if she was that emotionally elastic. “Just let me know when you’re ready.”

“I will.”  She sighed and set her cup down on the coffee table. “You’re a good friend, Blue. I don’t know what I did to deserve you. I swear, I lead a charmed life. Do you know what they’re calling me in the red tops now?” A bitter smile twisted her lips. “The girl with the golden poon. It bothers me that they think all the men in my life are shallow enough to like me just because I’m good in bed.”

“It is a big part of why we love you.” He smirked and it had the required effect. She started laughing.

He stayed for a couple of hours before heading home to plan his line of attack. He wasn’t letting her get away this time. He was done with other men trying to ruin his girl.

A couple of days later, he called her after his morning session with a client.

“I was just wondering if you wanted to go out tonight?” he asked after the small talk. “I’ve got tickets to the theatre. I know it’s short notice and I can ask Storm if you’re busy, but-..”

“I’d love to!” She sounded delighted. “It’s ages since I’ve been to the theatre. What show is it?”

“Um...” He picked up the program. “It’s called The Age of Grimm. The flyer says it’s a modern retelling of some of Grimm’s fairy tales, incorporating dance and illusion.”

“Ooh I’ve never heard of it. Sounds exciting!” He could tell she was really pleased and filed it away for future reference – she liked the theatre.

“Good. We could always make a night of it.” He suggested. “Why don’t I book us in for a late dinner at that little Italian place you like?”

“Are you sure? Don’t you have a morning client tomorrow?”

“No.” Thank god. “She cancelled yesterday so I asked Chloe to keep it clear for me. We can stay out as late as we like and maybe have a glass or two of wine with dinner if we feel like it.”

“What about this afternoon?” Why was she asking so many questions?

“No, I haven’t got anyone this afternoon.”

“Then come over for afternoon tea.” She offered. “I was baking this morning and if dinner is going to be late, we might as well fill up on cake.”

“I love the way you think.” He grinned. “I’ve got a couple of things to do here so I’ll come to yours around three.”

“Perfect.” He could almost picture her smiling, surrounded by the scent of fresh baking. How could someone so wicked be so wholesome all at once? “That’ll give me some time to find a dress. We are dressing up, right?”

“Of course.” He smirked. “You know I don’t need much of an excuse to bust out my tux. I’ll bring it with me and we’ll go from yours.”

“I can’t wait!” He pictured her bouncing with delight as she hung up and it made him smile. It was nice to hear her sounding happy. There had been so many people over the last few years that he’d wanted to kill for upsetting her, but she’d taken it in her stride, just getting a little paler and thinner with each hit. The media had been unbelievably cruel, but with a little practice she’d even let that slide. He’d thought she might fall apart over the protestors that were picketing the club, since they seemed to be especially vicious where she was concerned, but she’d just shrugged. Losing Gabriel might have broken her, but it had also given her steel-plated emotional armour.

At three on the dot, he rapped on her door and wasn’t particularly surprised when Thomas answered it.

“Hey, Thomas.” He smiled. “How are things?”

“Wonderful, thank you.” The younger man smiled up at him. “The Mistress will be with you shortly. She just had a call about the house. Can I fetch you tea or coffee?”

“Coffee, please.” Still a little unsure about Thomas’ new role, Blue cleared his throat. “Thomas, it’s good to see you so calm. How are things at work? Are you this calm all the time?”

“Work is a thousand times better.” Thomas shrugged, unable to really explain it. “I feel more in control. I can focus for much longer periods of time, so my creativity has almost tripled. We’re producing things now that I couldn’t have dreamed of a year ago.” As though he’d suddenly realised they were still standing in the hall, he shook himself. “Can I take your suit?” He accepted the suit carrier and headed in the direction of the kitchen. Blue didn’t need to ask to know that he’d probably iron the shirt and air the jacket before it was time for them to change.

“Are you grilling my sub?” Noelle sounded amused as she came down the stairs.

“Not really.” Feeling a little sheepish, he followed her through to the lounge. “I was just curious about the effect on his work. He seems so much calmer. I wondered if inventing stuff was harder when you’re serene as opposed to totally wired. I thought the jitters were part of his creative genius.”

“Quite the opposite.” She smiled. “He’s producing more than he has in years.”

“That’s what he said.” Taking a seat in the armchair opposite her, he relaxed. “When does filming start?”

She made a face. “Monday. I still think it’s a really bad idea. My life isn’t that interesting. I can’t understand why Cal wants me to do it.”

“Blah blah ambassador for kink blah blah forcing a glut so the journalists will leave you alone blah blah improving public perception blah blah.” She burst out laughing at his impression of the older Master. “Seriously, why did you agree to it?” He’d often wondered since Cal had informed him that Noelle had agreed to let cameras follow her around for a few weeks to film a reality show. It really wasn’t her style. She was normally shy of public interest and fiercely private.

“Cal made it very clear he wanted me to accept the offer.” She said simply. “I didn’t want to let him down. Besides, he’s right on some levels. Kink is massively misunderstood and if I can help alter the negative public perception in any way, it will be totally worth doing. I’m a much gentler mistress than most out there. I guess I’m socially acceptable enough to be the face of kink.”

“And what about the guys?” He asked, ignoring Thomas who had returned with their drinks and a plate of assorted cakes and finger sandwiches. “What are their thoughts on appearing in your show?”

“They thought it was pretty funny.” She shook her head, still a little bemused by that. “They even agreed to letting the cameras come to our Monday night dinners.”

“Even Jax?” He knew things had been difficult between them since she’d chosen Sean over the lead guitarist, but lately it seemed that things had been settling down.

“I think John had words with him about how it was good publicity for the band.” She flushed slightly, probably uncomfortable that the band’s manager had stepped in because Jax was still upset with her. 

“And what’s happening with Thomas? Is he going to be in it?”

“He’s already signed the disclaimer as long as they disguise his face and voice.” She shrugged, still uncomfortable. “They promised no-one would recognise him and they can’t film anything other than restraint and service so he’s cool with it.”

He smiled, changing the subject to something he knew she’d be more comfortable with. “How are your rope classes going with Cal?”

“Great!” She grinned. “I’m learning a new tie every week and did a full suspension on Monday!”

“Who are you practicing on?” He didn’t even know she’d been at the Manor on Monday.

“It was Chloe in my class, but mostly whoever will let me.” She sniggered. “I conned Keys into letting me truss him up last weekend. It was hysterical.”

Blue just shook his head. She seriously didn’t get it. He doubted there had been much conning at all on her part. She just had to ask for something with that sweet voice and sweeter nature and guys wanted to bend over backwards for her. Actually, that was a disturbing thought. He hoped to God she never asked him if she could practice on him. He’d never live it down if he said yes, and he knew he would. There was something disturbingly appealing about being at her mercy.

He changed the subject and they talked about the house and what she was going to do with the camera crew until it was time to change. The show was on early and it was the other side of the city. As Blue followed her up the stairs, he felt himself getting hard again. When had she learned to walk like that? It was almost feline, the way her hips swayed from side to side as she rose up each step. He was so mesmerised by her ass that he totally missed the fact that she was speaking to him.

“Blue?” She stopped at the top of the stairs, turning around. “Are you okay?”

“Uh...” He blinked, snapping out of it. “Sorry, what?”

“Were you staring at my ass?” High spots of colour appeared in her cheeks and he fought the growl rising in his throat.

“It was kind of hard not to. It was right in my face.” He shrugged, unrepentant. “Besides, I have fond memories of that ass. You’re lucky I didn’t just grab it.”

“Blue!” She squeaked, the blush covering her whole face. “You can’t just bring that up!”

“Why not?” He smirked. “The sight of it certainly brought me up.”

“Oh my god!” She slapped his arm, torn between laughter and horror. “You’re horrible!”

“I’m not.” He said gravely, fighting down his own laughter. “I’m just honest. I could have lied and said that I wasn’t staring at it, but you’d have known I was lying. What’s the point?”

“Well you could have said yes and left out that part about how you have a hard on because I let you fuck it once!” 

“Um... not helping.” He shifted his weight and she threw her hands up in defeat.

“You’re changing in the guest room!” She declared, storming off. Blue couldn’t help it, he roared with laughter, leaning against the wall for support. After all this time in the business it was so sweet that she was still so prudish about things.

He took a quick shower and changed into his suit, mussing his hair artistically with a quick glance in the mirror. Was it really vanity when he had a lady to impress? Stepping across the landing, he knocked on her door.

“Are you decent?” He called through and he heard her laugh.

“Define decent.” She jokingly replied and he took that as an invitation, pushing through the door. She was right – decent probably didn’t cover the fact that she was standing in her underwear, stockings and heels, but at least all the important bits were covered.

“Nice.” He smiled with appreciation. “I see my life lessons about maintaining lingerie in a state of newness have stuck.”

“What can I say?” She shrugged gracefully. “It’s a new passion. You haven’t been underwear shopping with me in ages.”

“Why don’t we go on Wednesday?” He suggested, after a rapid mental flick through his appointments for the week. “We could do coffee.”

“With the camera crew in tow?” She asked dubiously and he nodded.

“Why not? We could go out to the leather place. It would be great publicity for them.”

“I guess.” Undecided, she sat at her dresser. “Thomas, my hair please.”

Blue hadn’t seen the younger man kneeling by the bed; the sub had been so still and so low down that he hadn’t been visible from the door. As he rose to his feet and began carefully teasing out Noelle’s curls, Blue came all the way in and sat on the edge of the bed.

“We don’t have to go.” He reminded her and her shoulders slumped.

“No, I want to. I feel like I’ve hardly seen you these last few months with all the appointments and the house and everything else. You know I like shopping with you and I think it’s great that we can bring in some publicity for one of our best suppliers. It’s just the thought of being followed everywhere with cameras.” She looked at him in her mirror. “It just seems so intrusive into the time that we spend together.”

“It’s only for a few weeks. We can go shopping any time.” He pointed out. “Don’t let it get you down.”

“I’m trying.” She forced herself to smile and began applying her make-up as he watched. “How long have we got?” She asked after a few minutes and he glanced at his watch.

“We need to leave in about ten minutes.”

“That soon?” With a less than ladylike swear word, she applied the rest of her make-up, quickly spritzed perfume and then sent Thomas to the wardrobe for her dress.

“I love that one.” Blue said without thinking when Thomas returned with a midnight blue velvet evening gown. It had a low cowl neck, diamante straps and a slit to the thigh. She looked exquisite in it.

“You should know.” She gave him an odd look. “You picked it.”

“How much of your wardrobe am I actually responsible for?” He asked, guessing he was going to be amused by the answer.

“I don’t know.” She stepped into the pool of shimmering fabric. “Maybe sixty percent? More than Sean was happy about anyway. Especially since Storm picked out most of the other forty percent.”

“He should have thanked us.” His eyes followed the velvet up her body. “We’ve picked you out some really beautiful things.” Thomas carefully slipped the straps over her arms and zipped up the back, cinching it in to her hourglass waist.

“His loss.” She shrugged but there was pain in her eyes. She’d really wanted it to work with Sean. It wasn’t surprising, given what she’d walked away from. Giving up Jax with all of the excitement and chemistry that would have come with him to be with a regular guy that worked in a coffee bar had been one of the hardest things she’d ever done. It had been obvious to everyone that loved her.

“And totally your gain.” He tried to make her smile. “It hurts, but things happen for a reason. You know that. I’d like to think time out with me is a big part of the good stuff in that reason. Thomas is another part. Not many ladies have a live in guy that likes to brush hair and make coffee. It’s a win-win situation.”

“If you say so.” She smiled and this time there was less pain in it. “If you could get my coat please, Thomas.”

“Yes Mistress.” He left the room and she moved towards Blue, stepping between his legs and pulling him close for a hug. 

“Did I leave you out while I was with Sean?” She asked. “I feel like I’ve been missing you.”

He wanted to say yes, but there was no point making her feel worse than she already did. “I’m here now.” He was proud of his diplomacy. “We’ve got all the time in the world.”

They left Thomas at the house and drove into the city. It was a warm summer evening and Noelle went silent as she gazed out at the lights but Blue didn’t mind. He was just glad that they were spending time together. They arrived at the theatre only ten minutes before the show started, so by the time they’d checked their coats and got drinks, they barely had time to make their seats before the curtain went up.

Blue spent more of the show watching Noelle than the stage, but even he had to admit that the performance was really well done. He’d never seen anything quite like it before. The dancers he was impressed by, but it was the magicians that really stole the show.  Time and again he watched Noelle’s lips part in surprise as she made small gasps of delight at the story. When the swan king leapt into the air with balletic grace and appeared to actually float off the stage, she made the cutest squeaking sound of delight.

At dinner afterwards she was bubbling over with excitement and enthusiasm, begging him to let her know where he got the tickets so that she could go and see it again. Blue felt like the biggest dork on the planet, but he just couldn’t stop grinning. It was great to see her so happy. Eventually, on the way home, he compromised and said he’d buy more tickets and they’d go again together.

He was sad when they pulled up outside her house. It had been an amazing night. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d seen her so full of laughter.

It seemed like she’d had the same thought. “Come in.” She’d begged. “We’ll have liqueur and dessert and I’ll trounce you at board games. We’re having so much fun it seems silly to end it now.” He hesitated and she took his hand. “Please, Blue. It’s not like either of us has to be up in the morning.”

He looked up at the house, wondering how to play it. In the end he went with honesty. “Little one, if I come in that house tonight, in this mood, I’m going to end up fucking you.” He shrugged without apology. “That’s what happens when we’re both buzzed like this.”

Her lips rounded with surprise and then she burst out laughing. “Oh, Blue! Always the honest man. Promise me you’ll never change!”

“You have my solemn word.” He pressed a hand to his heart, trying to keep a straight face. “If I ever feel at danger of ravaging you, I shall warn you forthwith!”

“It’s been a long time, hasn’t it?” She too looked up at the house. “How easily I forget my freedom.”  He wasn’t sure if she was speaking to him or just musing aloud, so he remained silent. The taxi driver was watching them impatiently in the rearview mirror until Blue’s level gaze forced him to look away. “If I ask you still to come in, it won’t be a promise.” Noelle turned to face him again.

“I understand.” He wanted to punch the air in triumph, but he didn’t think she’d appreciate it. Instead, he paid the taxi driver and helped his little one out into the night air.

“Thomas is still here.” She warned as she moved up the steps, rummaging in her small clutch for the keys. “He stays over a couple of nights a week.”

“Where does he sleep?” He asked, his curiosity loosening his tongue.

“Usually at the foot of my bed.” She smirked over her shoulder at him. “Where all faithful servants should sleep. Sometimes I even get a foot rub out of it.” She handed him the keys and he locked the door behind them, just as Thomas appeared to take their coats. He looked sleepy and Noelle ruffled his hair, a gesture so full of affection that Blue felt a pang of longing. “We’ve been talking about getting you a special bed, haven’t we?” She said to the sub.

“Yes, Mistress.” He smiled and it was cute, under his sleepy expression.

“I’m designing it myself.” She kissed the sub’s cheek. “Run on up to bed, Thomas. You look like we woke you up.”

“I was waiting for the dishwasher, Mistress.” He admitted. “I must have drifted off.”

“Are all your other chores done?”

“Yes, Mistress.” 

“Then go on up. We’ll discuss this infraction in the morning.”

“Yes, Mistress. Thank you.” He shuffled up the stairs and Noelle sighed, heading towards the kitchen for a drink.

“Now I’ll have to think of some way to punish him that won’t make the carpets messy.” She grouched, more teasing than serious. 

“Do you have to punish him often?” He nodded when she held up a bottle of fine port and she poured them both a glass.

“Very rarely, actually.” Her chuckle was wicked. “After the first time, he’s tried his very hardest not to fail me again.”

“What did you do the first time?” He sipped the rich, sweet liquid she handed him.

“It was about two days after I put him in chastity. He was still struggling to keep himself under control so I made him find me a porn video that showcased his ultimate fantasy and then he had to stand and explain why while I watched it.”

Blue almost spat his drink all over her as he snorted with laughter. “That’s so cruel!”

“I know.” She grinned. “It took him almost two hours of watching porn to find the perfect video, too. I wasn’t sure his cock was ever going to recover.”

“You’re a bad, bad woman, Little Monkey.” He shook his head in frank appreciation and amusement.

“And a fucking good mistress.” She winked at him. “It’s actually not the worst punishment I’ve ever given him.”

“Do I even want to know?”

“Probably not.” She smiled and took a long swallow of port, walking through to the living room to sit on one of the comfortable seats. Kicking off her shoes, she stretched out on the sofa and smiled at Blue when he lifted her legs and slipped under them. 

“You have such tiny feet.” He teased, pressing a strong thumb into the arch of her foot, which was no doubt aching after an evening in heels. She made a sound somewhere halfway between a moan and a sigh and closed her eyes, her features softening with bliss.

“All the better for dancing with.” She said happily. “Thank you for tonight, Blue. It’s been amazing. I missed you.”

“I missed you too.” The confession came far too easily and he tried to cover it up. “Storm isn’t half as much fun to wind up.”

“She also doesn’t let you choose her clothes.” She reminded him, her lips tilting in affectionate amusement. “I’m glad my ineptitude amuses you.”

“You’re far from inept.” His hands slid from her foot to her ankle, gently rotating the joint. “You’re still relatively new at this. It takes a long time to learn the ropes and find your place.”

“I’m proud of what I’ve achieved with Thomas.” She admitted. “Sometimes it feels like the way I can read him is bordering on telepathic.”

“It’s something special when that happens.” He agreed, his hands sliding up to her calves. “The more experienced you are, the more likely it is to happen, but even then the magic doesn’t always come together. There are some subs that are so hard to read it takes a long time to figure out which buttons to push, and there are some that you just don’t ever work well with.”

“It’s been almost a year now.” She wriggled her toes with happiness when he moved to her other foot. “Seems like hardly any time at all.”

“It’s been a year?” He stopped what he was doing and stared at her.

“Yeah.” She opened one eye and squinted at him, amused. “Don’t sound so horrified. We’ve come a long way!”

“It’s more that I can’t believe it’s that long since...” He trailed off.

“Since that day in your dungeon?” She teased. “I hope you treasure that memory, Blue. It’s never going to happen again.”

“Oh I treasure it, all right.” His grin was fiendish. “I treasure it often. Usually alone. Mostly in bed, but sometimes in the shower too.” Her shocked giggle made him smile. “You can’t tell me you don’t think about it.”

“I think about it.” She admitted.

“In bed? While playing with yourself?” It was his turn to tease and she blushed.

“Not really.”

He narrowed his eyes, unsure if she was telling him the truth. “Why not?”

“Because it raises all kinds of uncomfortable feelings, not pleasant ones.” She shrugged. “As much as I’m grateful for the reclamation, I don’t want to open that Pandora’s box again.”

“You know, it would probably help if we had sex again outside of the play room.” He said, with absolute seriousness. “It’s when you leave things to stand alone that your psyche builds them up. If we were to go back to the way we were before Sean, it would just be that one time we messed around together instead of that big emotional event in the dungeon that changed everything.”

“We did have some fun before Sean.” Her voice was soft and warm. “You were a terror, you know?”

“I still am. You’ve just been blind to it for a while.” Hooking one hand under her thigh and the other under her waist, he lifted her upright to straddle him on the sofa. “I could make you forget everything, Red.”

“I know.” Breathless from the sudden shift in position, she steadied herself against his broad chest and looked down into his eyes. “I just don’t know if I’m ready to forget yet.”

“You want to find out?” He didn’t wait for an answer. Her eyes were wide with humour and he could see the lust stirring in their depths. She didn’t need to suppress her emotions with the time it would take her to think up a response. He caught her face and crushed it to his, claiming her mouth with a fierce hunger that had been too many months in the building.

She gave in with little resistance, allowing him to plunder her mouth with wild abandon. She tasted just the way he remembered and
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