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Chapter One

 Kiera

 


I stood well inside
the boundary of all the things I shouldn’t do, but I was going to
do them anyway. There’s solid advice amongst the flotsam of BDSM
dating dos and don’ts if you know where to look, and who to trust
in finding a playmate. First and foremost is the good old don’t
meet someone from another place (or anyplace) without doing a
little research first.

Make sure
you meet for the first time in a public place.

Tell
someone you trust where you’re going.

Have an
exit strategy.

I knew all of those
and many more. Being part of the kink community and online dating
since I was legal gave me all that info, stored in a usually smart
brain that protected me.

Being a civet cat—read
scavenger and not a local part of the shifter community—made it a
little harder to connect, but I was determined not to lose that
part of me. And yes, I was too damn horny and lonely. What? A girl
has needs, and needs must be met.

Hence why it was such
a pity that today I wasn’t using any of the Knowledge Tree nous I
acquired over the years. I hadn’t done much research on the man I’d
been talking to for months; I let him pick the place in an
industrial estate, and no one knew where I was.

The only thing I’d
gotten right was the time of day. Sunset was still several hours
away, and I’d be in and out before then.

It’s just
a platonic meeting.

And I could be dead,
bruised, or leaving under someone else’s steam.

I knew those things.
My brain screamed them at me.

So why was I wishing
my way through a labyrinth of twisting and turning corridors in an
isolated hospital wing to find a man who had flown in from an
overseas trip and hadn’t even been to his own city-sider home yet
without a single thread of a safety net, let alone a full
one?

Because the man I was
meeting was Damon Blake, acclaimed neurosurgeon within the shifter
community for his research, a well known and respected name which
populated the kink community for his tastes in full-time service
submissives and his training techniques.

And a komodo
dragon.

Not a real dragon, of
course. Just a giant ass lizard that would scare any regular person
with its appearance alone, and a mortal enemy to my own little
beastie. I kept my secret weapon tucked away for a rainy
day.

Rumor had it the
doctor was an ex MMA fighter, and the concept of a mixed martial
artist cum dragon made a hellishly sexually appealing match in my
mind.

So I kept winding my
way along the halls, each more isolated than the next, a whisper of
fear working its way around my stomach. When I found the office
door, its sterile number slightly lopsided, I pressed one palm to
its cool surface. My breath came a little too fast as though I’d
run along the halls instead. I sucked in a short breath that was
nowhere near enough, then knocked.

Damon Blake looked
nothing like his pictures and a thousand times more
intimidating.

Dark hair, thick and
razored in long spikes, speared out at haphazard angles. A black
tie with the thinnest royal blue line accentuated his black shirt
as he scratched frantically at a leather-bound journal before him.
I wondered if he wrote basic observations of some upcoming surgery
or the filthy words we’d exchanged over the past months.

Every single question
and answer was etched into my mind; I’d read them many
times.

I’m
looking for a submissive who can be trained to fulfill my needs at
home and when I travel.

I’m
looking for a submissive with decorum and a quiet outlook but a
clever mind.

I’m
looking for a submissive who can handle many kinks, many
partners.

I’m
looking for a woman I can tease to the edge of her sanity, and when
I ask her to serve me, she’ll cast her own desires aside and rise
on trembling legs to serve me.

I require
dedication, loyalty and…

And what?
Sir?

A
companion, Kiera.

Damon Blake, genius,
surgeon, and skilled master, was lonely.

Our conversation
followed on for months, until the day he said he was traveling,
which brought us to an isolated, unused research hospital and a
meeting that reeked of desperation on my behalf and clinical on
his.

Where is
the hot-blooded man who showed me so much of himself over the past
months?

Damon held out a hand
without easing his head, pointing to the chair situated between
us.

I sank into the
tattered leather, who knew how old, and held myself straight
backed. Damon Blaze was not the sort of master who wanted to see a
slouching girl as an applicant; he wanted strength and
discipline.

I had the first and I
wanted to learn the second.

Perfect.

His single-word
response to my reasoning, always. That, and nothing
else.

Minutes passed while
he wrote. My spine curved and I forced myself back into position.
Aches bloomed in my lower back, across my shoulders.

All I wanted was to
hear his voice, to know I wasn’t wasting both our time, and to know
he wouldn’t reject me. A flutter worked its way along my shoulders
and settled at the base of my neck.

Finally,
finally, Damon raised his head. He studied me with eyes like
hungry souls, something he’d collected, perhaps, not his
own.

The fanciful thought
whipped across my mind. I blinked, my posture waning. Plastic pink
and navy rims slid down my nose. I pushed them back and prayed I
hadn’t just flipped him the bird.

Not the
most auspicious start.

“I don’t
allow glasses or contacts in my scenes.” His deep voice coiled
around me, as assessing as his eyes. Not judging, just seeing if I
was right for the job.

An
interview. That’s all this is.

Not two friends
chatting over coffee; not a date.

And he started—likely
unknowingly—on the perfect icebreaker.

“I’m blind
as a bat.” I grinned and let my nerves out in a rush. “At least you
won’t have to worry about blindfolds.” He pinned me with an icy
stare. A tiny flicker of desire unfolded between my legs. I ducked
my head, inhaling too fast and choking on the breath.
“Sir.”

I should be scared of
him. Damon was scary as shit. Sure he was intimidating, but I
wanted to help him, not run from him. I knew I should be
scared, but I … wasn’t.

“Can you
see at all without them?” He placed his pen on the journal and
folded his hands. One thumb twitched, and I knew I was wearing his
patience.

For some reason, that
gave me energy, not zapping me of it.

“Not much.
Maybe this far?” I placed my open palm between us in demonstration,
then realized my failing. “Ah, about a foot or so.”

He stared at me in
silence. The moment stretched out.

He cleared his throat.
“There had better be a sir attached to that comment,” he
murmured, his deep voice low and dangerous.

Ahh. “Sir,” I
added, smiling brightly.

He glowered at me.
“You couldn’t drive without them?”

“Nope.”
Silence. “Sir?”

“Skills?”
He wrote something on his pad.

I frowned. “Such
as…”

He knows
all this.

He raised his head,
impatience worn through in his pale eyes that sliced over me in a
brief flicker of an arctic kiss. “Your job, Miss Blythewood?” His
eyebrows bunched in consternation at the mouthful.

I stifled a
giggle.

The pen slipped from
his fingers and rolled across the desk toward me. He watched me,
eyes narrowed as it hit the edge and tipped over in
midair.

“I expect
my submissive to attend to my needs, Miss B—” He cleared his throat
again rather than tackle my name. “And you aren’t—”

I placed the pen in
his open fingers where they’d let it go a moment before. He stared
at the offending object, gripping the pen in whitening knuckles.
Breath huffed from his nose, his lips a tight line. I couldn’t
resist leaning forward over his desk, my glasses still in
hand.

“It was a
shitty test.” I waved a finger between us. “It’s about this
far.”

I pivoted on my heel,
careful to maintain my balance and not make a bigger ass of myself,
heading for the door, though some part of my heart twanged in the
motion.

He was right. We
weren’t suited.

“What’s
that?” His brittle command snapped me out of my reverie.

“My visual
range.” I swung back to face him, refusing to be daunted by the
hard exterior that glowered back at me.

“How did
you catch the pen, or are you lying to me?”

I shrugged. “Maybe I’m
a ninja.” Both eyebrows went up. I spoke before they needed a
rescue mission. “When one sense screws up, the others naturally
take over. I’ve been legally blind—a fancy term for sighted but
it’s crap vision—for most of my life. I’ve learned to listen to
everything. Sir.”

I smiled kindly at him
and aimed for the door, my heart thudding. I reached for the
handle, that last moment stretching out eternally as I closed my
hand around it and gave a tug before he called me back.

“I don’t
train brats.”

Nor did I
expect you to be one.

He didn’t have to say
it; I knew without asking why I appeared so different from the
deferential girl who listened and responded to him in our chats.
The truth was, he wasn’t what—or who—I expected, either.

I rotated back to face
him again, pressing my trembling hands together.

He’s an
asshole. I don’t want him.

But I did. Fly to the
honey, and this bear of a man with his soulless eyes was coated in
it, ala dragon style.

“I can
understand why.”

An eyebrow quirked.
Damn, those things were getting a workout. “Can you?”

“Of
course.” I considered, not wanting to shame anyone despite my
recent behavior. “Brats take energy, and the match of needs has to
be just right to create a dynamic that satisfies both parties
rather than frustrate them. Unless of course they’re aiming for a
lack of satisfaction, like a maso/sado pair, maybe.” Heat washed
over me at the thought. I gripped the door handle behind me
tighter.

Damon considered me as
I stood with my back to his door. His cold gaze never wavered, nor
did he move.

The urge to fidget, to
run from his intense study, left me shaking. He stood suddenly, his
chair scraping back. The noise echoed in his empty, borrowed
office, though measured footfalls filled the otherwise silent room
as he paced his way across the small room to stand in front of
me.

A sense of coolness,
leather, and juniper assailed my senses at being so close to
him.

“You never
said what you did for work.” His knuckles grazed my chin, tipping
my head back while his almost black gaze held me
captive.

I squeezed my thighs
together at the shot of desire that hit my system. “I— I’m a
salesperson. For jewelry.”

Disappointment curved
his arched lips in a moue. “I expected more than a silver
tongue.”

I blinked. That
comment should—would usually—enrage me, but it didn’t. I shook my
head, as much as his grip on my chin allowed. “Not like car sales.
I listen. People talk. They tell me what they need, and I find it.
Even if it’s not always what they think they
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