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      Independent authors like me are completely dependent on reviews. The truth is simple:

      Good reviews = Amazon recommending this book = my ability to write more stories.

      You don’t even need to write words — just leaving a quick ★★★★★ rating is enough to make a huge difference.

      [image: backhand index pointing right] Leave your review here:
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      3. RUBYSCOTT.SHOP REVIEWS

      Thank you from Victoria, Abby and Ruby!
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        “Deep into that darkness peering, long I stood there, wondering, fearing, doubting, dreaming dreams no mortal ever dared to dream before.”

      

      

      
        
        – Edgar Allan

      

      

      

      “If you want to reach a state of Bliss - make a decision to relinquish the need to control, the need to be approved and the need to judge.”

      
        
        – Deepak Chopra

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          ABBY

        

      

    

    
      “For me?” Abby lifted the present, more than a little in awe at the thick dark paper, and gold satin ribbon which was tied neatly into a perfect bow.

      Victoria nodded. “You’ve been such a good girl lately, I thought you deserved a treat.”

      Victoria was always generous, not that she needed to be to gain Abby’s devotion, and although it was lovely to receive gifts, for Abby there would never be anything more exquisite than her mistress. The long black dress she wore with its plunging neckline and split sides was like Victoria herself, unassumingly elegant. But it was the black basque which Abby knew she’d be wearing underneath that made her heart race faster. If she was very good then her mistress might allow her to remove the dress because, for Abby. that was better than any gift she could be given.

      “May I open it?” she asked, raising her eyes demurely.

      Victoria stood with her hands on her hips, her stance wide in the black Christian Louboutin pigalle patent heels; Abby couldn’t remember ever having seen a more alluring sight. For a woman in her early forties, Victoria had a great figure. By Hollywood or Instagram standards it might not be perfect, but she was a glorious woman in the flesh, and to Abby, her mistress was flawless.

      “Of course you can, and if you like it then we can put it, and you, to work.”

      “Thank you.” Although at this point Abby wasn’t sure if thank you was the correct response given she had no clue what she might find. Taking her time she carefully eased apart the folds of paper. Intriguingly, there was no tape holding the wrapping in place, rather it was held together by an elaborate system of origami-type folds. Somebody had taken a great deal of time and effort on Victoria’s behalf, and Abby appreciated it.

      She pulled apart the bow and neatly unfolded the paper to reveal a beautifully polished rosewood box engraved with her name. The polish was so bright she could almost see her reflection.

      “Mistress, it’s stunning.” Her fingertips glided over the surface, following the natural grain.

      “I think you might like what is inside.” The corner of Victoria’s mouth quirked as did her eyebrow.

      Abby turned the box over, but there didn’t seem to be a latch or any obvious way to open the box. Confused, she continued to run her hands over the smooth wood, but still nothing.

      “Push, just here.” Victoria leant forward, placing the tip of her long forefinger against the edge of the box, and as if by magic, a diagonal section of the box slid open. “Then,”—Abby watched, fascinated by both the box and her mistress, especially when Victoria bit her lip in concentration—“here.” The top third of the box became loose, and Abby found she was able to twist the two conjoined sections apart, but nothing prepared her for what she was about to find inside.

      A broad, hand-stitched leather paddle with her name embossed on its surface.

      “Victoria, this is—” Abby stopped mid-sentence, seeing the glare of authority in Victoria’s eyes. “Sorry, Mistress.” Abby bowed her head. “Mistress, this is beautiful. May I hold it?”

      “Well. We can’t very well use it in the box, can we?”

      Abby snuck a hooded glance up towards her mistress to see an amused smile, and try as she might she couldn’t stop herself from smiling, too. The topic of spanking was something she’d brought up a few times in recent weeks, just casually, or as casually as you can bring up the subject of a good spanking in natural conversation. Victoria hadn’t seemed too enthusiastic, explaining that she wanted them to take it slowly, especially Abby since all of this was new to her.  But Abby couldn’t help but wonder if Victoria’s caution had more to do with her ex, Alison, and the relationship they’d had than the one she and Victoria were in.

      The fact her mistress had listened, and was now giving her what she’d asked for, sent a rush of elation through her body. Sliding her fingers under the handle of the leather paddle she carefully lifted it out of its box, surprised to find something soft and almost fluffy touching her finger. Turning it over she realised that on the back of the paddle was some sort of fur. Hard on one side and soft on the other. Victoria really had thought of everything, as she always did.

      “I had Alison make it for you. There isn’t anyone I’d trust more to craft something so intimate, to my exact specification.”

      “She’s so talented.”

      Alison, Victoria’s ex and business partner, was a true artist. The smoothness of the curves, the rigidity of the—vegan—leather versus the indulgent sensual touch of the highest grade—faux—fur, was stunning.

      “No animals were harmed in the process of my consensual spanking.” Abby chuckled. After all this was about choice, and it was highly unlikely that she was about to die in the process… Or at least I hope I don’t. Think Fray Bentos, she reminded herself with another chuckle.

      “Shall we experiment with those pretty porcelain cheeks of yours?” Victoria held out her hand, assisting Abby to her feet, not that she needed help given she was ten years Victoria’s junior, but that simple act served to reinforce their positions. “I think I’ll take your seat.”

      An apprehensive thrill filled Abby’s chest, making the already tight lace corset which Victoria had selected for her to wear feel even more unyielding. Now she understood why there had been no suggestion of panties. Standing quietly, she enjoyed the anticipation of waiting for her mistress’ next instruction.

      “Come here, my Pet. I want you to bend over my lap.” Victoria pushed herself back against the indigo velvet upholstery, widening her legs to take Abby’s weight. The slits on the black dress she wore allowed the silk to fall to the sides and between her legs, enabling the skin of their bare thighs to touch. Being the good girl that Abby was, she did as she was told and lowered herself into place. The sensation of being so exposed, so vulnerable, caught her a little by surprise and she gasped.

      “Remind me of your safe word, Abby?” Victoria massaged Abby’s bare cheeks, with her thumb forming firm strokes.

      “Fray Bentos,” Abby murmured, then gave a sigh. They always had to go through this thing about safe words and boundaries. If she was honest there was a little bit of her that sometimes wished Victoria would just surprise her one day, take her with abandon, and really show her who’s boss, without any of these checks and balances.

      That wild abandon did happen, often, but never when they were in their respective roles of domme and sub. Rather it happened when they came together so naturally as lovers.  Victoria would be cooking, and Abby would slide her hand under Victoria’s shirt, cupping her breast, then tweaking her nipple until they were both ripping off clothes, desperate to taste each other. But as domme and sub, it was different.

      “If you want me to stop, or you feel in any way…uncomfortable, then I need you to tell me when we hit amber so we can slow down. That’s preferable to going  straight for a processed steak and kidney pie.”

      “I know! I get it. I remember all the instructions,” Abby whined, only for that to change to a sharp gulp as she felt Victoria’s open palm make contact with her newly warmed flesh. “Ouch.”

      “Abby, we’ve had this conversation before. I do not appreciate back chat or impudent behaviour.”

      “Sorry, Mistress.”

      Victoria went back to massaging and Abby, feeling her skin heat up, could only imagine the pink glow she was now presenting to her mistress.

      “The rules are there for a reason, and they are not to be broken.” Victoria’s second slap, this time a little harder, and Abby couldn’t stifle her gasp. They really were going to new places tonight, and Victoria was becoming far stricter than she’d been before. It was hot.

      “Other than ‘amber’ or ‘Fray Bentos’, you will only speak when you are spoken to, and your punishment and pleasure are entirely at my discretion.” Victoria worked Abby’s flesh, palpating, kneading and stroking every inch of soft tissue. With every successive movement her mistress’s fingertips skimmed closer towards Abby’s centre. “Are we clear?”

      Abby was so lost in desire for the new stricter mistress who’d appeared tonight to reply, but a third hard crack to her behind suddenly brought her back.

      “Yes, Mistress,” Abby said, not hiding her excitement.

      The fur was the next thing to grace her buttocks, and after what she supposed was due punishment for her earlier impudence, it made her skin tingle. The gentle movement of the soft fur was tender, and her breathing slowed. A few months ago she would never have imagined being perched on somebody’s knee with her bare arse exposed and being slapped. But now, as her steamy little daydream was very much a reality, it was even more erotic than she had imagined.

      Just the position was so submissive, but top that with some light tingling and the only thing that was going through Abby’s head was, Wow. Just wow. She never even heard the lightning fast paddle twist that turned fur to leather. The broad stroke across her right butt cheek was followed swiftly by one to the left. The crack of the paddle as it hit her flesh reverberated around the room and through her body. Crack, after crack, after crack. Her entire rear end tingled. It’s just as well Abby hadn’t been waiting for her mistress to check in that she was okay because Victoria didn’t let up on the pace for a second. Consistent slaps of leather rained down on her cheeks, left then right, until one dissolved into another, leaving Abby in a warm haze of euphoria.

      Rather than being relieved when her mistress paused her efforts, Abby felt a little bereft. Her clit throbbed, almost as much as her butt, with sheer arousal.

      “You’re such a good girl for your mistress.” Victoria’s voice was as soft as the fur that was now soothing the sensitive flesh on Abby’s cheeks. “Did you enjoy that?”

      Abby’s wordless reply was more of a purr, which made her mistress laugh as she slid her fingers between her sub’s cheeks, which Abby imagined must be almost glowing in the dark by now.

      “You do like getting spanked, don’t you?”

      Abby felt Victoria’s thumb slide deep inside her, while a finger slid down either side of her clit, squeezing and gliding. She was pulsing so hard she came almost immediately, fast and hard.

      With her body in a state of complete surrender, limp and sated, Abby couldn’t remember the last time she’d ever felt quite so happy.

      “Taste how sweet you are, my Pet.” Victoria’s fingers slid into Abby’s mouth and she sucked. “You’re a very good girl.” As Victoria’s hand soothed her tingling flesh, Abby did indeed purr.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          ABBY

        

      

    

    
      The only noise in the room came from the tram construction works. The repetitive thud of the whacking compactor thing—Abby had no idea of its technical name—sounded like some sort of drug-crazed metronome with a duff, duff, duff. If this had been her studio, the low bass beat would have driven her half-demented, but Matt didn’t seem to notice. That said, the small vibrations which were rippling through the chair and across her tender spanked flesh were more than pleasant, but she tried to push that, and its arousing effect, out of her head, and pants.

      Matt just sat and stared at her, his thumb fidgeting against the edge of the tiny paper cup that held the overpriced macchiato. Abby had purchased it from the coffeehouse downstairs when she’d arrived. The relief she’d felt when he suggested they’d sit in his small studio versus the communal club room had been palpable. At least then, if he got annoyed when she broke the news, no one else would be there to witness her private dressing-down.

      “He’ll laugh,” she’d told herself after silently rehearsing what to say to him. But he hadn’t. He hadn’t given her any reaction. None whatsoever. It was—disturbing.

      He just sat, mouth slightly open, in his Joseph and the Amazing Technicolor Dreamcoat shirt, as he liked to call it.

      Then, as if her words had finally registered, Abby got a reaction. But it wasn’t the one
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