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Chapter 1: Molly Harper
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-MOLLY-

I twirled in front of the full-length mirror, giggling with excitement as I stared at my new dress. The tight bodice pushed up my breasts and gave me a daring cleavage. The short tight skirt barely reached my knees, making me feel bold and sexy as hell. The deep red color emphasized my golden blond hair and pale skin.

I felt like an erotic porcelain doll. Such a naughty thought made a red flush rush up my cheeks and made me look even more alluring.

“Perfect,” I purred as I began to apply my makeup.

I wanted to look bold, daring, sexy as hell, and it did its job making me feel all those things. Not that I really needed its help, but a little support was always a good thing, especially on a night like tonight.

When a woman was getting ready to meet the love of her life, she needed all the help that she could get.

At least that’s how I felt about it anyway.

We had been in Paris for a little under a week. And I had already met the love of my life, Jean-Pierre.

Our first date had been magical! Just thinking about it, I would sigh and twirl around once again, like a silly schoolgirl.

We met at a little coffee shop downtown. This man had been so sweet and charming that I couldn’t help but be swept off my feet immediately.

Once we were finished with our coffee, he took me for a walk down The Seine River, then dinner with a view of the Eiffel tower.

He was strong, confident, sweet, yet soooo naughty. The entire time we were together, he constantly had me blushing or giggling because of his sweet flirting ways. When he had finally walked me home, he gave me a gentle kiss that had made me want to swoon like a lady at court.

We had talked endlessly since that day until I was almost obsessed with him.

When he asked me to dinner tonight, I eagerly jumped on it and was beyond excited to see him again. He wanted to take me to this super exclusive club that he frequented. He wouldn’t tell me much about it, wanting to keep it a surprise.n

I gave another twirl in front of the mirror and giggled, loving the feeling of promise that Jean-Pierre presented me.

I heard a knock on my door and called my visitor in as I started to do my make-up.

“What the hell are you wearing?” An angry voice whipped through the room.

Using my mirror, I looked behind me and my eyes caught on Scott’s face.

Scott was classically handsome with short, well-groomed blond hair and striking blue eyes. He always reminded me of Prince Charming, stepping right out of a fairytale book. That was until he frowned at me with a stern, disapproving look.

Like he was doing right now.

I straightened away from the mirror and turned around to face him.

“What do you want, Scott?” I asked, rolling my eyes at him in a way that I knew would make his teeth grind.

“Your mother wanted me to ask if you'd be joining her for dinner at the Harrington’s,” Scott replied with forced patience.

I turned back to the mirror, fluffed my hair, and fixed my lipstick before answering him again. For whatever reason, I really enjoyed irritating. Whenever I would see that flash of aggravation on his face, it would just make me want to laugh. I knew I was getting to him.

“Not tonight,” I finally replied.

“Why not?” Scott asked, exasperated.

I rolled my eyes again at the sound of her overly terse voice.

At some point in time, Scott appointed himself my personal protector. It didn't help that he had been forced to catch me when I fell out of the tree on our first meeting.

It was aggravating most times. But helpful during those moments when I would find myself a little too over my head. No matter what trouble I got myself into, Scott would help me out of it with his classic frown and lecture on responsibility. Often, I would endure it, just grateful to be out of whatever situation I had gotten myself in.

But that wouldn’t happen tonight. Tonight, I was finally going to get out from underneath Scott’s watchful eye, and I was absolutely excited. Scott would be busy with his friends and their club and wouldn’t have a chance to hunt me down and hover during my date tonight.

There was no way Scott was going to ruin this for me.

“Molly?” Scott snapped with a huff to get my attention.

“Oh, calm down, Scott,” I brushed him off.

“Your mom was looking forward to spending some time with you. You really should go with her,” Scott explained.

I winced and looked away from him so he wouldn’t see how much his words actually meant to me. My mother, Williamina Daniels Harper Wilson Alderman Monroe, loved being a party-hopping socialite. She was a wonderful woman. Absolutely sweet and kind to everyone. But she loved the drama and gossip that always spanned those parties. She would tell me often that it was better than any TV show they could come up with.

Normally, I would agree with her. However, tonight was much more important to me than learning about the happenings before the society pages wrote about them. The image of Jean-Pierre drifted through my head, and my goofy smile returned.

“I understand my mother wants to spend time with me. But I’m sure she’ll understand,” I tried to reassure him.

I checked the time on my watch, then grabbed my purse and phone. I had told Jean-Pierre that I would meet him at the restaurant right around seven. I definitely did not want him coming here and being bombarded by my family.

Scott grabbed my wrist to stop me as I passed by him. His bright blue eyes had turned dark and stormy as he stared down at me. Scott seemed extremely upset about something. My best guess was that he didn’t like that I was letting down my mother and not being “responsible” as he usually felt.

“What on earth is going on that is much more important than spending time with your mother?” Scott asked.

I gave him a broad grin and flipped my long, honey-blond hair over my shoulder. “I have a date, Scott. Mom would definitely understand if I would rather spend the night with a hunky French man than her scandal-driven friends,” I explained, then swept out of the room with my head held high.

I almost laughed my way down the stairs when I heard Scott murmur something about me needing to get a jacket.

He could grumble and grip all he wanted. He was only ten years older than me. But he could be a stuffy old man at times.

I forcefully pushed all thoughts of Scott out of my head. He would NOT stop me from having an amazing night with the man of my dreams!
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Chapter 2: Scott Monroe
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-SCOTT-

I watched Molly walk out the door and curled my hands around the railing on the stairs to keep myself from going after her. Molly had always been a headstrong, impulsive girl, but I had a feeling whatever was going on right now would just take the cake.

When I had walked in to find her bending over her desk with that fantastic ass of hers pointed towards me, I thought I had died and gone to heaven. But I quickly realized that it was just more of this never-ending hell I had found myself in.

Ever since Molly turned 18, my feelings for her had suddenly changed. She began to feature heavily in all my erotic fantasies that I should not have been having about her. Especially on a night like tonight when I was heading out to my friend Eric’s club: Shackles and Whips.

Of course, that was just the translation of the name. Whenever I actually tried to pronounce the name in French, Eric would shake his head and grimace.

“That does not sound so pretty on your tongue, bo-bo. Just stop trying to speak it. You are killing the most beautiful, sensual language in the world. Stop before you stab me in the heart,” he would tell me so often that I finally gave up.

Trying to put Molly's sexy backside out of my mind, I headed downstairs to tell Williamina that her daughter wouldn’t be joining her. 

Molly was right. Williamina would be thrilled that her daughter was on a date. Williamina didn’t mean to, but she was the kind of woman that thought a man could fix all of her problems.

Molly was wild and liked to duck responsibility whenever she could? Get her a man, and boom! Instantly responsible adult woman. But I knew better than that. I had often commented to my father that we should see about giving Molly a task to do so that she could learn the reward of hard work and a job well done.

But he didn’t pay Molly any mind. He liked Molly as a person and tolerated her because she was Williamina’s daughter. But he had never considered Molly his responsibility. He left it up to Williamina and me to handle Molly when necessary.

I found my father and Williamina in the library. It was a rare night when he was home and planning on heading out with his wife to do a little elbow-rubbing, as he called it.

“Scott!” Williamina called to me, waving me close. “Did you ask her? What did she say?”

“She said that she has a date,” I told her. 

I winced slightly when the word “date” came out harsher than intended.

“A date?! How wonderful! I hope that we meet him soon! You know how Molly is about the men she dates. Always so secretive! What do you think, Paul?” Williamina asked excitedly.

Paul looked over at her, and his eyes melted just a bit as he caught sight of the beautiful smile on her face.

Pushing fifty years old, Williamina did not look a day over forty. Her beautiful blonde hair that she shared with her daughter was still thick, and though it did sport some gray, it was more silver and luminescent than dulling with age. Her soft brown eyes were always warm and caring, making people trust her easily. But it was her kind-hearted nature that made them love her easily.

I could see why my father fell for her almost instantly. She was a good woman, and I was happy they met each other.

“I think that if it makes you happy, darling, then I’m happy,” Paul answered almost diplomatically.

I saw Williamina’s face dip just a bit at Paul’s almost brush off. But she collected herself and giggled a bit before changing the subject to where they were going for the night. I almost felt bad for her, recognizing his classic patronizing tone.

Either way, Williamina had been a good influence on him.

When they met, I had been away at college. I had been focused on my studies and trying to stay afloat. My father was a good man for the most part. But he had worked his way up to the top of his empire and wanted the same for me. To say he was a stubborn, hard-headed, judgmental man was to put it nicely. The only person in his life that had ever seen his softer side was my mother... and now, Williamina.

That alone had been a selling point when he called to tell me he had met someone and was going to marry them... in a week. For a moment, I had thought my father had gone crazy and been replaced with an alien, one with a terrible sense of humor. Then I saw the way he acted around Williamina, and it had been so reminiscent of how he had been before my mother passed away that I had changed my mind.

Paul Monroe may have been a hard ass, but it was obvious that he loved his wife. 

The only thing that had given me pause was when I met Williamina’s daughter, Molly. The first time we met, Molly had fallen right into my arms. Literally, she had climbed up a tree to get a stray cat when a branch gave out on her. I had never run so fast in my life to get under that tree and catch her.

The urge to yell, hug and punch something had mixed into me until I was so choked up that I couldn’t do any of it. Instead of following my instincts, I had set Molly on her feet, then listened as she babbled about the cat until I had managed to control myself again.

At that moment, I had realized that this girl desperately needed someone to look out for her. Especially if she was impulsive enough to climb a tree to rescue a stray cat that rewarded her by hissing and finally getting down after we had started to walk away.

That has been all that I was trying to do.

“What about you, Scott?” Williamina asked, breaking into my thoughts.

“What about me?” I asked, a little confused.

“What are your plans for tonight? You know you are welcome to come with us. It might be fun!” Williamina coaxed me.

I gave her a smile and patted her hand. “I would love to, Willa. But I promised Eric that I would help with his club while we were in Paris. I owe him a lot, and I want to help when I can.”

Willa gave me a sweet, sad look. “That’s so kind of you, Scott. But I don’t want you to waste your days here working! If I can convince your FATHER to take a night off, I can convince you.”

I laughed and nodded. “I have faith in you, Willa. If anyone can, it will be you!”

“I’ll make it my mission!” Williamina promised with a wink.

I bent down and pressed a kiss on her cheek. “I will consider it a warning!”

“You do that! And if I can get Molly on board... you have no hope!” she warned with a burst of sweet twinkling laughter.

I turned away and winced. If Williamina got Molly on board, she would get her wish, without a doubt. It was hard for me to tell Molly no. Even if I managed to get her to do something, she would do it in her own way just to irritate me. I hated how she challenged me some days.

But even more, I hated that I loved the way she would stand up to me even more.
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Chapter 3: Molly’s Date
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-MOLLY-

I waited outside the restaurant, eagerly watching the crowds for any sign of Jean- Pierre. Every few minutes, I found myself checking the time on my phone. I kept track of every minute that he was past the half-hour mark, and right now, I was up to ten. I was struggling to stay patient, but that was quickly wearing thin. I had been so excited about this dinner. But even that was wearing off under the irritation of him being late. 

I wanted to go inside to ask for a table in order to get off these ridiculous three-inch heels. But Jean-Pierre had specifically asked me to meet him out front. I felt slightly foolish for caring so much about his requests, but I couldn't help it. When he had looked at me with his soft amber eyes and asked something from me, I felt almost helpless to refuse. It reminded me of the few times I had met one of Scott's girls. They had seemed so malleable and compliant that it was absolutely annoying to me. Now? I could understand it a little bit better now. 

I checked the time once more. If Jean-Pierre ever showed up, I thought with a silent growl. At least I thought it was silent. However, the few strange looks I got from the crowd around me warned me that I was louder than I had realized.

Ten minutes before eight, I was calling myself a simpering fool. I grabbed my bag and stood to leave. This was not the first time I had been stood up. I was in no mood to wait the two hours I had last time for Bobby Pritcher in the sixth grade. I had never allowed that to happen again. 

Call it picky, but if a man didn't call when he was running late, then I assumed that wasn't important to him. It seemed especially rude in the age of cell phones. My mother always told me not to waste my time on a man that didn’t find me important. 

I was halfway down the street when I heard my name being called in a very familiar French accent. I almost kept going and ignored him. It definitely would have served him right for being so late and not calling to let me know.

"Molly! Ma belle, where are you going?" he called again, sounding much closer.

I signed heavily and turned around, calling myself a fool. I wanted to be furious and tell Jean-Pierre where to stick it. But when he called me that little pet name, I just melted like putty in the sun.

Jean-Pierre came trotting up to me with his, all too handsome, face lit up in a sexy, seductive smile. His jet-black hair was tasseled around his head, lending to his playful-roguish good looks. 

He easily caught up to me and pulled me into his arms. "Ma belle, comment vas-tu?"

I frowned at his careless attitude. There was no way he could not have known how late he was. He caught my displeasure and tapped my cheek with a finger, then clicked his tongue in disapproval.

"Why so grumpy, ma belle? We are with each other again! Smiles, only!" he told me, pressing a small kiss on my nose.

I closed my eyes for a moment and tried to summon my patience. "I'm sorry, Jean-Pierre. I'm just a little upset that you didn't call to let me know you were running so late."

Jean-Pierre pulled back and looked at his watch. “Late? Late? It's not even eight! You said around seven! It is still seven."

"I don't know if I'd call 7:57 still seven, Jean-Pierre," I told him skeptically.

Jean-Pierre clicked his tongue again and pulled me into his arms once more. "Ma belle, you Americans are soo obsessed with time! Relax, you beautiful woman! I will show you how to turn that beautiful mind off and not worry about time. "

Between his words and tone, I felt slightly chastised for being upset. I supposed he was right, in a way. I should have specified the time a little better than I did. There really was no reason to be upset with him. Besides, I couldn't stay mad at him. He gave me the sweetest look and pressed another kiss on my nose.

"Let us go inside. We will have a nice bottle of wine and a good meal. You will be less angry then." Jean-Pierre coaxed me.

I sighed gently and nodded. I was probably just starving, and though I never really enjoyed wine, I wouldn't mind trying French wine with someone who actually knew about the subject.

The restaurant was bustling with noise and activity, proving without a word that it was one of the more popular places in Paris. Every man, woman, and child in the place was dressed up with the same care and elegance as the restaurant itself. Suddenly, I felt underdressed.

It didn't help that the maitre d' looked at me like I was some kind of prostitute that Jean-Pierre had just picked up outside. I doubt it helped that I had been waiting so long there either.

Jean-Pierre seemed not to notice as he and the maitre d' struck up a conversation before getting us seated. Though my French was alright for minor conversations and getting directions, there was no way I could keep up with their fast-paced speech.

There was one part of their conversation that I did understand, a deep throaty chuckle that they shared. No matter what culture you were in, it was apparent when two men shared a laugh at a woman's expense. I felt a blush rush up my cheeks, and I looked away in mortification.

Jean-Pierre put his arm around my waist and pulled me close to his side as the waiter showed us to our table. I felt every eye on me as we walked through the crowded room.

"You could have warned me that this place was classy. I feel like a paid woman on your arm," I chastised him.

He frowned at my tone. "You did not ask, Molly. "

Jean-Pierre truly knew how to take the wind out of my sails and make me feel like an idiot for speaking up. But before I could call him out on it, he squeezed my waist tightly.

"Besides, with you in this sexy dress and me in my dashing suit, we are the envy of everyone here!" he exclaimed excitedly.

I made a face and shook my head. "What does that matter?"

Jean-Pierre threw his head back and laughed. "It is fun making others jealous of what is yours!"

His proclamation made my heart speed up slightly. “Does that mean I am yours, Jean-Pierre?"

He put a finger under my chin and tilted my head up until I gazed into his eyes. The dark depths held a triumphant sense of possession. Something about it bothered me, but I couldn't put my finger on it.

Unable to understand my concern, I let it go and let the joy of his desire fill me.

"You are absolutely mine, ma belle," he purred.

He took my lips in a hard, almost punishing kiss. Up until this point, Jean-Pierre had always been sweet and gentle, almost as if he was afraid he would scare me off with his desire. But this kiss felt like a brand on my lips, like he was marking his territory. I was confused by the kiss, by him, by everything... and for the first time, I wondered if I had made a mistake about him.
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Chapter 4: The Wine
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-MOLLY-

After an hour of listening to the highlights of the types of wines, I did not want to even look at the glass of half-drunk red wine, much less finish it.

“So, tell me about this club you want to take me to?” I asked him as I took a sip of my water.

I was dying to change the topic of the conversation. Especially since Jean-Pierre was rolling on now that I had brought up the wine. He poured more wine into my cup and handed it back to me as his dark eyes turned devilishly wicked.

“Soon enough, ma belle. I will tell you all that you wish to hear,” he replied, his voice growing quieter and thicker.

Whatever thought was going through his head must have deepened his desire if his new attitude were an indication. It was intriguing to me to see his attitude change. Once my curiosity peaked, it was hard for me to let the mystery go.

"Surely, you can tell me something," I pressed, giving him my most practiced seductive smile.

Jean-Pierre chuckled. "Not yet, ma chérie. Drink your wine! It is a most excellent vintage from a most excellent year."

I couldn't tell if the wine was delicious or horrible. Even after our conversation, I still couldn't find the subtle notes of the wine; it all tasted the same to me. But to please my date, I took a few more sips and tried to keep the look of disgust off my face.

Jean-Pierre gazed around the room as if he was looking for someone specific or maybe just cataloging who was there. Occasionally, he would wave to someone he knew and seemed to hope that they would stop by to speak with us. He seemed to recognize a lot of people in the restaurant.

During our first meeting, he spoke briefly about a business venture he was interested in and all the contacts he had that could help him do that. 

Apparently, Jean-Pierre DuPont came from old money. A wealth that had been passed down through countless generations. Though he had thrown the DuPont name around, I had to admit I had never heard of it. Jean-Pierre was particularly shocked to hear me say that. 

I took another slow sip of my wine then finally gave up. I pushed it to the side and grabbed the water goblet.

"Jean-Pierre," I called his attention to me once more.

His gaze returned to mine, and I couldn't help but notice the look of irritation that seemed to vanish when I frowned at him.

"Yes, ma belle?" he answered, the charm back in his voice.

"Please, will you tell me where you wish to take me next?" I pleaded once.

Jean-Pierre stared at me for several long moments until I started awkwardly wiggling in my chair. Then he signed and put his cup down.

“It is called: Manilles et Fouets,” he finally replied.

The name sounded vaguely familiar to me, but I couldn't place where I had heard it before.

"I don't think I know it," I admitted thoughtfully.

"It is a special... very exclusive club," Jean-Pierre boasted.

"If it's so exclusive, why are you so certain they will allow me in?" I pointed out.

His lips curled up in a cocky grin. "'Because you'll be with me, of course."

I wondered if this was another example of his wealth and influence. I couldn't help but wonder why he left the need to flaunt those things to me. I wanted to remind him who my mother had married, but that felt like playing into his game. Instead, I changed my line of questioning.

"So, what makes it so special and exclusive?"

He looked thoughtful again."Hmmm, I wonder if I should warn you or let you find out for yourself."

I looked away from him, trying not to let him see my frustration again. There was no reason to make me wait and see unless it would be shocking. Did he like to do this on purpose? Did he enjoy seeing me slightly embarrassed and awkward? I almost pointed out that there was no quicker way to anger me than to mess with my head. But I kept my calm composure... barely.

Allowing my lips to turn up in a tight smile, I pinned him with a stare. “I would prefer no more surprises if you don’t mind.”

Jean-Pierre threw his head back and let out a loud, echoing laugh. The sound startled some of the other customers as well as myself. Awkwardly, we became the center of attention for a moment. I felt a bright red blush stain my cheeks, and I looked down at my hands to try to keep calm.

He spoke rapidly in French, but it was much too fast for me to try and translate.

“I’m sorry, what?” I asked, grinding my teeth slightly.

“You are so anxious to be with me, ma belle. I suppose I should not leave you guessing any longer. Let us carry on,” he said, suddenly standing and holding his hand out.

“But you have not answered my questions, Jean-Pierre,” I pointed out.

“Come with me, Molly,” he demanded.

I almost said "No" in the same firm tone, but I pressed my lips together and took his hand. I worried that he might try to kiss me again and braced myself for a quick step out of the way. 

Instead, he quickly pulled me through the room towards the entrance. As we zipped by, he said something to the maitre d', and the man gave another appreciative chuckle.

This time I did manage to catch what Jean-Pierre rattled off in French, and I truly did not care for it. 

Jean-Pierre told the maitre d' that I was anxious to go to bed. It left no question about why we were leaving the restaurant in such a hurry. As soon as we stepped outside, I jerked away from him.

“Jean-Pierre, I appreciate dinner, and the last week of talking has been almost like a dream. But I am not going to just hop into bed with you. So, if that is what's happening, I’ll just head home,” I told him point-blank.

I thought I would insult him, and he would finally just walk away. But he laughed softly and put his hand on my cheek.

“Sweet Molly, shhh. I would never be so ungentlemanly,” he insisted.

“Then explain why we left that restaurant with them all thinking I am dragging you to my bed?” I demanded, trying to be swayed by his sweet words.

Jean-Pierre shrugged as if it was nothing. “What man does not wish for the world to think a beautiful young woman, such as yourself, is eager for his...?”

He said a word in French that I had never heard before, but his gesture down his body translated for me.

I rolled my eyes and shook my head. “Well, that is not going to happen tonight.”

“That is good, though. It would not leave us much time for Manilles et Fouets,” he replied in a jovial tone.

He walked out into the road and flagged down a cab. He opened the door for me and waved me in.

I looked inside suspiciously as if I thought the person driving would scream:“Got her! Let’s go!”- But nothing happened.

“What is up with this club?” I asked one last time.

Jean-Pierre gave a groan but finally relented. “You like men that are very... how did you put it? Confident and sure of what they want? Yes?”

“Yeesss,” I replied cautiously.

“Well, I am both, and I am sure that I want you in that club with me tonight so that I may have a chance to show you exactly how... take-charge I can be. So be a good girl, stop these questions, and get in the taxi.”

There was a note in his voice that I had only heard from one other person. Scott... when he told me what he wanted to be done and how I was to do it. It had always sent a weird thrill through me, and secretly I loved it.

This was the man I remembered Jean-Pierre to be when we had met. Strong, confident, take charge, and not give me an inch.

Without another word, I stepped into the cab.
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Chapter 5: The Club
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-SCOTT-

I stood next to the bar and watched the crowd as they shuffled back and forth between the scenes or seating areas. The loud thumping music did little to drown out the cries of pain and passion. Occasionally a cheer would punctuate one of those sounds, and my attention would turn away from my inner thoughts for a moment. I would crane my neck to see where the sound was coming from. After making sure the crowd or Dom was not overstepping their bounds, I would fall back into my inner musings.

I hated that I couldn't get Molly out of my mind. The way she had looked in that ridiculous excuse of a dress chad made my blood boil just thinking about it.

But not with anger.

No, that came with the thought of whoever it was that she had dressed so fucking provocatively for. I desperately wanted to hunt that man down and bash his face.

My hands curled into fists, and I looked down at them as my knuckles turned red.

"Fuck!" I snarled and took a sip of his soda.

Eric did not carry hard liquor in his club, firm in his belief that one should never play under the influence of drugs and alcohol. If he even suspected that someone was compromised, he would have his bouncers escort them off the property. His other firm rule about alcohol was that his employees may never drink on the job. We were all here to keep people safe, and we needed a clear head to do that.

Though I whole-heartedly agreed with his view on drinking and playing, I would have killed for a shot of jack now.

"What is munching on you, bo-bo?"

I looked up to see Esme standing in front of me. Esme was one of the kindest, bubbly subs I had ever met. In a lot of ways, she reminded me of Molly. Esme was always quick with a smile and a joke. But frightfully fierce when she thought someone was hurting, what she called HER subs. Though Esme couldn't possibly be a day over thirty, every sub that walked in the door was under her wing.

Eric told me a story once about a time when her Dom Laurent had to physically pull her away from a man. Esme had gotten it into her mind that this man was mistreating the girl he had brought in. She had punched the man right in his nose and almost caused the man to sue. Before she could come back, the man demanded a public apology in front of the whole club, and Laurent had to dispense her punishment very publicly as well.

Most subs that came to the Shackles and Whips were willing to be put on display for one reason or another. Esme was no exception. However, her punishment had been difficult for her to endure. Ever since then, she had refused to play publicly again.

"You must be really distracted, bo-bo," Esme spoke again.

I blinked out of my thoughts and focused on her. "Sorry, Es. I wasn't trying to ignore you, my dear."

Her chocolate-brown eyes searched my face. “What is wrong, Maître Scott?"

I winced. I had to look like shit to make Esme drop her teasing nickname for me. I was only a year or two younger than her, but she had always treated me like a kid brother.

I reached over and patted her hand. "I'm okay, Es. I promise. I just have a few things on my mind. All is well, ma petite chou.”

My deplorable use of French had the desired effect on her.

She giggled and shook her head at me. "Maître Eric is right, bo-bo. You should not be killing our tongue with your terrible accent."

I winked at her. "But the term my little cabbage doesn't sound so cute in English."

"Scott, are you flirting with my sub again?" Laurent’s voice boomed from the other side of the bar area.

Esme’s eyes brightened as she caught sight of her Dom walking towards her. She put her towel down and hurried over to him. She stopped a foot away and allowed him to look her over.

Laurent's eyes took in her soft brown hair that curled around her head and shoulders. His gaze moved down to the simple brown collar around her neck. The collar was there to declare that Esme was owned and not to be touched without permission from Laurent. His hand reached upon tug on the single loop in the front. Esme rocked slightly towards him, and I saw a slow smile spread across his lips.

His gaze swept down the tight corset that pushed her breasts up, then down to the tiny skirt that barely covered her ass. Most girls here wore sexy heels, but Esme was tall for a woman and always chose to wear flats.

I couldn’t find fault in the woman's outfit, and by the look of satisfaction on Laurent's face, neither did he. He opened his arms and allowed Esme to greet him the way she was practically buzzing to be able to do. With a leap, she was in Laurent's arms and pressing a happy kiss on his lips.

I had to look away before either one saw the look of envy on my face. Between working with my father and trying to get my proposal for my business ready, I didn't have time for a submissive, especially the type I enjoy.

Brats. 

I loved handling bratty subs. Their attitudes and spunk never failed to make me hard as a rock and itching to get my toy bag out. I loved the challenge that they would bring.

But without the ability to give them the proper attention, I didn't feel it was fair to try and take one on.

Not to mention that, if I were to be completely honest with myself, I hadn't found anyone in the last year or so that really interested me. I knew the reason behind that, but I didn't dare even think about it.

I certainly was not jealous as hell that the object of my frustrations was out with another man in a dress that showed off a body made for a man's pleasure.

"Fuck!" I spat, slamming my fist into the counter.

The pain radiated up my arm, and I welcomed it as a distraction from the burning rage in my chest.

"Scott, what's going on, mon ami? You look like you have swallowed a lemon and can’t spit out the seeds,” Laurent commented.

I gave him a weird look and shook my head. “That’s a very strange visual, Laurent.”

Laurent gave a shrug. “But no less accurate.”

I gave a slight laugh. “Well, don’t worry about it. I promise I have not had any lemon at all tonight.”

“Woman troubles?” Laurent guessed all too accurately.

I raised an eyebrow at him. “What makes you say that?”

Laurent smiled slightly and winked at Esme as she gave him a rather cocky look. “I know what it is to have trouble with a woman.”

“You will have a lot more trouble, mon cher Monsieur, if you continue that thinking,” Esme warned her Dom.

Laurent gave her a look that caused her to flush slightly and drop her eyes.

I chuckled a bit. “Well, regardless. There is no woman trouble because there is no woman.”

“Merde,” Esme hissed out.

My eyes jerked to her in shock that she would speak to me so impolitely, only to find she wasn’t looking at me at all. Her suddenly cold stare was pinned at something beyond either Laurent and I, and I couldn’t remember the last time I had seen her so furious.

Laurent fired off a question in French that I didn’t understand, and my gaze jumped between the two. With no hope of understanding their words, I turned my attention to what had caused her outburst.

A tall, fit man had walked in and seemed to call all the attention to him. The word regal seemed to describe him to a tee. But it wasn’t the man that caused my heart to stop then race. It was the petite blond standing next to him in a dress that hugged her all too familiar, all too perfect figure.

A growl rose from my chest and spilled out of my mouth with a single name in it.

“Molly.”
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Chapter 6: Kneeling
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-MOLLY-

My jaw dropped as Jean-Pierre stepped aside, and I finally got my first good look at the club. Nothing that he told me in the taxi could have prepared me for the reality of what I was seeing.

I had never seen a club like it.

I was not an innocent child and had been sneaking into clubs since I was sixteen. That was when I finally managed to score my first fake I.D. I had tried before then, but the person who was making them refused. He said that my short stature and baby face would make every bouncer send me away without giving me a chance to show my I.D. off.

Between fifteen and sixteen years old, I finally finished filling out and grew my last inch. I still never looked my age, but I did manage to fool enough people that I was able to get into the clubs on the weekends.

That was until Scott caught me one night and took my I.D. away. My senior year of high school was boring indeed.

But none of those clubs looked like this one. While there were normal club official items like tables, chairs, barstools, and even a small dance floor. But most of the free space was taken up by so many different pieces of equipment that I was in awe of their ability to maximize the space.

But that admiration quickly went to the back seat to the shock of so many naked bodies. Not to mention what all those naked bodies were doing.

I was in no way a shelter, innocent woman. Not like my friend Becca who had only kissed a boy once... and that was to fulfill a dare. However, this was so far beyond me that I felt my entire body blush.

NOW, everything Jean-Pierre said in the taxi made sense.

"Keep your eyes down. When I take my seat, kneel at my feet. Do not speak unless you are spoken to and ONLY when I give permission. Once we enter the club, you may only call me Sir. Do not use my name. You will not be allowed to as my property."

Jean-Pierre had taken me to a BDSM club.

I took a step back. Not sure if I wanted to run away or start looking around just to see what was there. I was just as shocked as I was intrigued.

But Jean-Pierre grabbed my hand and pulled me forward again. "Do not run, ma belle. I've been dreaming of bringing you here to show you off since I first saw you."

"Jean-Pierre-"

He growled to remind me of his rule.

I gritted my teeth a moment but relented. "Sir, I'm not sure if I'm completely ready for this. "

Jean-Pierre scoffed. "You have made it clear that you like it when I am in charge. So, stop fighting and let me be in charge."

It was a struggle to let him take charge. Not because I didn't want to try this, though. Ever since I had first learned there was such a thing as dominance and submission, I had wanted to try it and learn more. I just didn't know of anyone in my life that I would trust enough to let take control.

No, the problem was that I didn't know if I trusted Jean-Pierre enough to surrender so much to him.

I didn't know a lot about submission, but I knew that most of it relied on trust.

When I still didn't move, Jean-Pierre stepped in front of me and put his finger under my chin.

"Ma belle, I know you wish to be a good girl. So let go and let me show off what is mine," Jean-Pierre told me.

Yours? I thought with a wince. I didn't recall agreeing to that. But maybe he assumed I had by agreeing to come here.

I looked around once more, trying to decide what to do. Despite my initial shock, I was exceptionally intrigued by the whole atmosphere and scenes that played out in front of me. However, this was one place that I was certain that I did not want to wander around on my own.

I had two options: leave and risk never coming back. Or allow Jean-Pierre to take charge and get the opportunity of a lifetime. Instantly, I knew what my answer would be.

I dropped my eyes and relaxed in Jean-Pierre's grasp. "Yes, Sir.”

I felt rather than saw Jean-Pierre's reaction to my submission. I had pleased him and, for some reason I didn't really understand, it gave me a warm feeling in the pit of my stomach.

I LIKED that I pleased him.

I did not want to examine that feeling too closely.

Jean-Pierre pulled me through the small sitting area to a couch right in the middle of the room. With a quick snap, he pointed down to his feet. I looked at him with confusion that seemed to exasperate him.

"That means to kneel, slave," he stated with a roll of his eyes.

I felt that roll of his eyes in my gut. How dare he act so frustrated with me! I couldn't read his mind to know what his gestures meant! Wait... SLAVE!?

I gritted my teeth and counted my breaths before finally being able to speak with a modicum of patience.

"Sir," I ground out his preferred title. "Maybe next time, you could just tell me instead of assuming that I understand your intentions."

"Get on your knees, girl," he brushed off my suggestion as if it was nothing more than a comment on the weather.

I growled under my breath but slowly lowered myself to the ground. My short skirt slid up my legs, and I quickly pulled it down, realizing the error of my decision immediately. This dress was barely appropriate to sit or bend in. Kneeling was completely out of the question. I kept my legs pressed together tightly and a death grip on the bottom of my dress. Even with my struggles, I could still feel my heels pressed against my bare backside. I suddenly regretted my choice of a black thong as underwear. I should have worn my granny panties, at least my bottom would have more fabric to cover it.

"Spread your legs." Jean-Pierre put a nail into my coffin of modesty.

My eyes flew up to meet his, unable to accept that he was serious. "I'm sorry. What?"

"You heard me, girl. Spread your legs! You are kneeling wrong! Do you not even know how to kneel properly?" Jean-Pierre demanded.

I gapped him for a moment, then leaned forward. "Sir, this dress is not really designed for—"

"I do not care, slave! Do as I say!" he growled and pressed his foot between my legs, shoving one knee then the other.

My dress jerked out of my grip and slid up so high that the lace thong was on full display. Jean-Pierre finally gave me a pleased smile and sat on the couch right behind me, like a king lording over his property.

My cheeks flushed bright red with fury and embarrassment. I was so deep into whatever this was that I didn't know how to get myself out of it. I was terrified that if I moved, I would end up showing off more than just my underwear. The last thing I wanted to do was make a scene in the middle of an unfamiliar full of people embodied the meaning of bondage. They would probably think I was throwing a tantrum to get Jean-Pierre’s attention. They wouldn't understand that I was acutely uncomfortable and needed to leave.

I looked up to speak to Jean-Pierre when a figure moving through the crowd caught my attention. The darkened room made it difficult to really see the person, but my gut tightened, screaming at me that I would know that figure even in the dead of night without a single light on.

As he stepped into one of the few lights that showed off the area where couples were playing with what looked like modified sawhorses. My gut was proved right. Shock, horror, shame, and arousal warred inside me as our eyes locked.

He was mad... angrier than I had ever seen him, and for a moment, he looked like a warrior walking through a battlefield, ready to claim his woman. The look of possessiveness on his face hit me straight in my chest, and every part of me cheered.

“Scott,” I whispered in awe as he moved closer and stopped right in front of Jean-Pierre and me.

He barely spared a glance at Jean-Pierre as he addressed me directionally. “What the FUCK are you doing here, Molly?”
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Chapter 7: Rules
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-MOLLY-

I looked up at Scott, unable to believe that he was right in front of me. Even more shocking was that the man in front of me looked nothing like the Scott that I knew. His hair was not slicked back in his normal stern fashion that wouldn't dare to have a strand out of place. It was rowdy and unruly, slightly curling around his face. I took in the tight ripped jeans and the buttoned white shirt that hung loosely around his body. The sleeves were rolled up to show off his slightly tanned forearms and an intriguing tattoo I had no idea he had.

This was not the Scott that I was used to, and just looking at him sent a wave of heat through me. I had always been slightly attracted to him, but this man before me was so hot that I couldn’t keep my eyes off him.

“Scott... what are you—”

“Excusez-Moi, who the hell do you think you are, Monsieur? How dare you speak to my slave?!” Jean-Pierre snarled at Scott.

Scott glared at him as if he couldn’t believe that Jean-Pierre would dare speak to him like that.

“I will speak to her if I want to. Stand up, Molly,” Scott snapped at me. 

I started to stand, but Jean-Pierre put a hand on my shoulder and pushed me down so hard I felt my knees hit the ground painfully.

“She will not stand unless I say so. I suggest that you back off, Monsieur. You have no right to be interfering with my slave and me,” Jean-Pierre stated defensively. 

I gritted my teeth and glared at Jean-Pierre. I was really getting tired. “I am not you—” 

“Silencieuse,” Jean-Pierre snapped at me. “You were not given permission to speak. I will get rid of this bâtard.”

Jean-Pierre stood up and stepped around me until they were face to face. Jean-Pierre might have been an inch or two taller than Scott, but he was definitely less intimidating. As I watched the silent standoff, I couldn’t help noticing that Jean-Pierre seemed a little intimidated. But I could see him physically push it away and stand even taller. 

He wasn’t about to let Scott get the best of him. 

“I would like to see you try,” Scott challenged him.

It looked like it would come to blows, and I needed to stop it. I started to stand when another man came up behind Scott, putting his hand on Scott’s shoulder.

“Scott! Wait! Stop!” the man told him.

Scott brushed the man off, but the man refused to go away. “Scott! You know the rules! You cannot interfere. Not unless she uses her safeword, or you are SURE that he mistreated her.”

Scott turned to the man and growled something to him, but the music was too loud for me to hear it. 

“It doesn’t matter who she is, who he is, or even who you are. Even Eric could not interfere without some provocation. He wouldn’t break the rules, and you can’t either. If you continue... you may have to leave,” the man warned. 

“Damn it, Laurent. I can’t sit here and watch this,” Scott declared. 

“Then go back to the bar with Esme,” Laurent told him, pointing behind them.

I leaned up slightly and saw an absolutely gorgeous woman in an outfit that made mine look absolutely prudish in comparison. Jealousy sparked and began to burn a hole in my gut as I looked at the woman. She was staring a little too hard at Scott and seemed a little too familiar with him. 

I snarled quietly, but no one listened to me. 

I looked up at Scott getting ready to say something, but his eyes silenced me. He was furious with ME, as if this was all my fault. 

Which it was... but there was no reason he needed to be so angry at me. It wasn’t like I had ASKED Jean-Pierre to bring me here. 

I just didn’t argue when he did.

But that doesn’t mean I brought this on myself! My back straightened, and I glared at Scott, trying my best to let him know that I didn’t appreciate how he was looking at me.

His eyes slowly slid down my body and made it clear that he could see everything from where he stood. 

A flush went up my body, and I suddenly felt even more on display than before. Scott was not even pretending that he didn’t notice the lacy black thong shown off by my position. I was embarrassed... but turned on as well.

Scott’s eyes moved back to my own, and I saw the matching desire burning in them. I dropped my gaze to the floor at his feet, and I could have sworn that I heard him give a low growl. I didn’t dare look him in the eye once again, and I kept my eyes on his shoes, trying hard to ignore the roiling feelings deep inside me. 

“I’ll be watching,” Scott said in a low voice. 

I wasn’t sure if he was talking to Jean-Pierre or me. But the warning in his words was clear and not to be dismissed. I watched as his feet spun around and then walked away. 

Suddenly, I felt more alone than I had ever been. No one would come to my rescue, and I didn’t even know how to ask for help, even if I wanted to. 

“Jean-Pierre, may I speak with your sub for a moment?” the man named Laurent asked him. 

“Oui, Maître Laurent,” Jean-Pierre replied graciously. 

A man squatted down in front of me and looked into my eyes. His dark eyes were kind as he stared into mine. 

“Mon mignon,” the man spoke softly. “Are you good?”

I wanted to say no. I was dying to tell this man no, but one look at Jean-Pierre, and I couldn’t say anything. 

He was not happy about anything that had happened and blamed me for it. I was blaming myself for it. I felt woefully unprepared for this club and hadn’t even bothered to ask any questions about what I should have expected. 

I wouldn't even begin to know what question I needed to ask. 

Obviously, Scott thought the same thing, since he had just walked away from me when I needed him most. 

“Mon mignon,” Laurent spoke again, a little sharper to get my attention. 

“Yes,” I replied quickly and dropped my gaze away from his face. “I am fine.”

I caught sight of his face out of the corner of my eye and couldn't help but notice he didn’t seem to believe me. But he didn’t call me out on it. 

“Very well, ma choupette. I am Master Laurent, and I will be over by the bar with Master Scott should you have a need. And if we are not available, simply say red or rouge. That is the most common safe word in the world. Everyone will know what you mean. Oui?” Laurent told me softly.

“Oui,” I replied quietly. 

Laurent put his finger under my chin and made me look him in the eyes. “Mon Ange, when you are here, you need to show the Dom’s the proper respect. It’s oui, Maître Laurent or Yes, Master Laurent. Do you understand?”

“Oui, Maître Laurent,” I replied easily.

Laurent gave me a nod of approval. “Bonne Fille. If you need anything, please do not hesitate to ask.”

For a moment, I felt comforted, knowing someone would be watching. “Oui, Maître Laurent.”

Laurent gave me another nod. “Bien, I’ll leave you two to it.” 

Laurent stood and walked away, leaving me alone with Jean-Pierre again, and I wanted to call him back. But my pride kept my mouth shut and my eyes down. 

“Why did you not tell me you knew someone here?!” Jean-Pierre demanded as soon as Laurent was out of earshot.
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Chapter 8: Fresh Air


[image: ]


-SCOTT-

"What the hell were you thinking?" Laurent chided as he walked up to me.

"She should not be here," I growled.

"That may be true, Scott. But you know the rules better than that. You cannot interfere with a Dom and his sub unless you know she's being abused! It does not matter who the sub is!" Laurent reminded me.

"There is no way Molly is that man's sub! There's no way she even knows what that word even means!" Scott rejected.

Laurents's eyes looked me up and down thoughtfully. "How long have you known her?"

"For many years," I told Laurent evasively.

"And you do not believe she is submissive?"

My eyes drifted to Molly. She had her back to me, and that was partially obscured by the long blond hair that was flowing down. Her body was stiff, and even from my distance, I could sense the stubborn set of her jaw. She was practically challenging the man she was with. In my mind, I could see Molly's gorgeous blue eyes flashing with her passion and temper. I felt my body tighten as I remembered all the times she had looked at me with the same challenge in her eyes. I would have killed to be able to answer that. But now, I wanted to kill the man she was with. Did I think she was submissive? Absolutely. I had seen her back down from me. But it had been a fight. One that he had greatly enjoyed, not that he would let her in on that fact.

However, it did not look like the man with her was enjoying it.

"Yes, she is submissive. But it does not look like that man knows what he is doing," I snarled.

Esme scoffed behind me, and both Laurent and I turned to look at her. I raised an eyebrow at her. She was clearly eavesdropping and had no shame of doing so.

"If you have something to say, Esme, you might as well spit it out," I told her, trying not to let her see my smile.

A person could always depend on Esme to say or show, in this case, exactly what she was thinking.

"Monsieur Jean-Pierre is a lot of things, but a Maître he is not," Esme commented with obvious contempt.

"That is Jean-Pierre DuPont?" Laurent asked, sounding startled.

"Oui, it is he," Esme confirmed.

I recognized the last name of DuPont from some of my father’s contacts in France. But I did not recognize the man's name. Arbitrarily, though, I hated it.

"Who is this... Jean-Pierre?“ I asked, turning back to look over at them.

I had no idea what had happened when my back was turned, but Jean Pierre was sitting back on the couch and looking out like a king surveying his kingdom. Something about his attitude was driving me crazy, and I just wanted to knock his head off.

"Outside of this club, he is the heir to one of our most prominent families. He is a spoiled rich kid with a doting father who is willing to pay the way for his son. His biggest problem is that he knows it as well. He has made a living out of spending his father’s money," Laurent explained.

"Kid?" I asked.

"Grand total of twenty-five, I think," Laurent admitted.

I gave Laurent a weak smile. Pushing forty, Laurent looked at many people as ‘kids’... that included me at times. I didn't like to admit it, but he was really good at making me feel like a kid all too often. It didn't help that I was only a few years older than Jean-Pierre.

I gave a slight shake of my head. "So, he's young, dumb, and rich. I assume there's something more to him in order to make you both dislike him."

Esme and Laurent looked at each other like they were unsure if they should say anything to me.

"Tell me," I told them.

"At the club, he's not exactly patient with his subs. He treats them as objects or trophies. Some subs don't mind it and enjoy his brand of dominance. But some..." Esme trailed off as she looked over at Molly once more.

I glanced back to see Molly saying something to him. He waved her off and then went back to ignoring her.

"Molly will not withstand that treatment for long. I'm shocked she's managed to keep her mouth shut this long," I told them.
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