

  	
	    
	      Also by Jacintha Topaz

	    

      
	    
          
	      Bi Girls Do It

          
        
          
	          Bi Girls Do It Solo

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Black Storm Pack

          
        
          
	          Skid

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      DykeLove Bound

          
        
          
	          The Invitation: An Interracial Lesbian Erotic Bondage Romance

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      DykeLove Quickies

          
        
          
	          The Intros (DykeLove Quickies prequel): A Taste of Kinky Lesbian Romance

          
        
          
	          The Interview: A Lesbian Medical BDSM Erotic Romance

          
        
          
	          The Interrogation: A Lesbian New Adult Spanking Romance

          
        
          
	          The Inquiry: An Interracial Lesbian New Adult Bondage Romance

          
        
          
	          The Investigation: A Multicultural Lesbian New Adult Fetish Romance

          
        
          
	          The Inspection: A Kinky Lesbian New Adult Romance

          
        
          
	          The Inquisition: A Kinky Lesbian New Adult Romance

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      DykeLove Quickies Bundle

          
        
          
	          DykeLove Firsts: A Lesbian BDSM Erotic Romance Short Story Collection

          
        
          
	          DykeLove Seconds: A Lesbian BDSM Erotic Romance Short Story Collection

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Man X Chronicles

          
        
          
	          Vaughn 1

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Occupational Hazard

          
        
          
	          The Librarian

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Purr Billionaire BDSM Trio

          
        
          
	          Purr Scent 0: The Moment

          
        
          
	          Purr Scent Volume 1 (Parts I, II, III)

          
        
          
	          Purr Scent II: The Makeover

          
        
          
	          Purr Scent III: The Mistress

          
        
          
	          Purr Scent IV: The Mastered

          
        
          
	          Purr Scent V: The Menagerie

          
        
          
	          Purr Scent VI: The Matrimony

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Jacintha Topaz’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    

​Purr Scent

Part IV: The Mastered

Jacintha Topaz

​Copyright ©  2014 Jacintha Topaz

First Digital Edition, October 26, 2014

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

This book contains content that is not suitable for readers 17 and under. 
Thank you for downloading this ebook. This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be reproduced, uploaded to share on websites, emailed, or used in whole or in part by any means existing without written permission from the author, Jacintha Topaz, at jacinthatopaz@gmail.com, or within the sharing guidelines at a legitimate library or bookseller. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author. 

WARNING: The unauthorized reproduction, sharing, or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to five years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000. (See http://www.fbi.gov/ipr/ for more information about intellectual property rights.)

This book is a work of fiction and any resemblance to persons—living or dead—or places, events or locations is purely coincidental. All characters in this book are reproductions of the author's imagination and used fictitiously.

To get advance notice on specials and new releases, sign up for her email list: http://eepurl.com/R9OfH

Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Acknowledgements

Author's Note

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

About the Author

Also by Jacintha Topaz

​Dedication

To my supportive family. Thank you for making it possible for me to write. 

To my readers. I write because you exist. Thank you.
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Special thanks to fellow erotic romance authors for promoting this series across social media. I appreciate you all!

​Author's Note

This novella was difficult to write, and not only because I had travel plans that interrupted my writing schedule! 

Despite my urge to cram their story in to make it short and sweet, I pretty much got smacked because I realized I couldn't force my characters to have more than what they were ready to deliver in this novella. 

Bah! Such willful characters! I hope you enjoy them, even if they are blindsided. Please go on to read the next episode regardless, because this novella does end in a cliffhanger that pretty much ripped my heart out. 

Did you read that? 

CLIFFHANGER.

There, you've been sufficiently warned! And yes, the three will ultimately get together. So stay tuned. I'll make sure they deliver! ;-)

Happy reading, 

JT 

​Chapter One

Her breath shallow, Mariah came to in pitch darkness. She blinked, but everything remained black no matter how wide her eyes opened. Instinct guided her hand in an attempt to part the strand of hair stuck to her damp temple. She gasped when her hand met resistance – shackles at her wrist, both wrists! Flailing about made the chains clank against the wall, a sound that grated on her ears. Deflated, her naked back scraped against the nippy gritty surface and a resulting chill raced up her spine.

No. This set-up wasn't what she signed up for as a first-time guest to the exclusive BDSM club on a private secluded estate. Geneva promised that the club was legit—safe, sane and consensual. Certainly being chained here was not part of such a deal? Since when did Mariah negotiate about being chained? How had she landed here in a tomb-like place after leaving the Masters Lounge with Mistress V? In fact, wasn't Mistress V already done with their scene? Could she have reneged? 

No, Mistress V wouldn't do this. She delivered on every word and never gave extra. Frantically Mariah scanned the enclosure. Either her eyes hadn't adjusted or the place was purposefully designed to shut out all light. Fear began to tighten her throat.

“You're awake.”

The familiar baritone voice, smooth as silk, arose from the shadows of this cold place and set her nerves afire. Despite herself, a pool of heat collected low in her belly. At the same time, her heartbeat stopped for a fraction of a minute. It couldn't be. 

“How do you like it, being kept in the dark?” 

Mariah drew a sharp inhale, her heart stopping at the sinister intent underlying those words. So he had premeditated all this—keeping her bound in this cell in utter darkness.

“The same way you kept me in the dark about your whereabouts,” he continued. The slow approach of his footsteps spiked her heart rate and her mouth went dry.

How did he find her again? Had he followed Mistress V to their scene? Had he waited until Mistress V left before he chained her up like this, like some prisoner at his beck and call? She didn't know whether to be incensed at him for restraining her, be relieved that another person was in the room, or go back to being mildly content in a dark space by herself. Why did the world spin spitfire crazy every time he drew near her orbit? 

“Like the taste of your own medicine?” 

No, Clark could be domineering, but he was not vindictive. Mistress V, though, she could be vindictive when circumstance called for it. What kind of madhouse hell hole did Mariah get herself into now?

Mariah licked her lips and swallowed. She might have invited herself into this club and in some ways set herself up for this kind of treatment, but low was low if he found her and bound her while unconscious. Latching onto her sense of dignity, Mariah stiffened her legs to straighten up. Try as she might to scramble to her feet to run or kick or stand tall, her efforts proved fruitless. All she heard were the chains linked to her wrists clashing against the wall. Her legs stood frozen, spread far apart by another set of ... shackles. 

“Goddammit, Clark!” she raged, when she found her voice. “What is it with you and restraints?” 

He chuckled softly and said in closer range, “You won't get away this time.”

A slight whirring sound stirred the air. Her heartbeat quickened at the approach of the machinery nearing her nether region. Even in the dark, her mouth went dry at the telltale sound of that gadget—her vibrator.

Again she recalled why she stayed away from him. Her need for privacy—especially when she needed to grieve—meant nothing to him. No bounds. No boundaries. She wasn't even going to wonder how he knew what kind of vibrator she used and how he even got ahold of it.

A door slammed open, the jolt jarring Mariah bolt upright. Snapping her eyes in the direction of the escape route, she squinted at the bright stream of light illuminating the backlit figure standing in the doorway.

“She's mine,” the female intruder or rescuer declared. “This is my scene.” 

The husky voice lit a different fire within Mariah as the woman who had mastered her slowly and intently entered the room. The impact of each stiletto heel echoed throughout the dark chamber, a tempo that left heavy anticipation in its wake. She stopped inches from Mariah and stood face to face with the man. 

“Down, boy,” Mistress V said, her hand tightening on a riding crop.

“There isn't enough room for both of us,” Clark said, fisting Mistress V's hair.

“No, stop!” Mariah hollered at the fight exploding before her eyes. Suddenly remembering that none of the words she spat out had meant anything in the BDSM scene, she quickly spluttered, “Space!”

Frantically, Mariah clawed the air to get to the wrestling pair. A whirl of motion sent her spiraling out of the stark scene. Bolting upright, she found herself in her moonlit Manhattan bedroom—all sheets wound tight and tangled around her.

Her heart beat fast as she ached for air before squeezing her eyes shut. 

“I'm not worth it,” she whispered, damp sweat trickling down her hairline. Clutching a pillow, she laid down again and cried her heart out. The last twenty four hours flashed past her, leaving her in a strange bared and altered state. Her nightmare was too real, too vivid, too much for her to process all at once. What was real? What was wistful? 

What the heck was she thinking going to that club? No way would she ever go back again. No more Mistress V and definitely no more run-ins with Clark. Last night had been too close a call for comfort.

Drifting back to sleep, Mariah awoke to the ringing of her
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