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TANNER NEWSOM

Being part-owner, and number one rule-maker of our local BDSM club, Obsidian, I broke every fucking rule in the book the night I extended my unconventional invitation to my sexy voyeur, Sienna.

After Sienna filled in a detailed checklist, I offered her my Submissive Consent Agreement. When Sienna signed with a flourish on the dotted line, I signed right next to it.

Done. She’s mine. Now, her training begins.

When a dark, small SUV begins to hang around Sienna’s home, my gut clenches. Is it Crystal?

An uninvited guest shows up at a surprise party held for Sienna’s best friend’s husband, and I come face to face, or rather fist to fist, with Sienna’s past, Lucan McCallister.

SIENNA HODGESON

My ex, Lucan McCallister, had really done a number on me. I’d recovered financially, and the bruises I’d sported had faded quickly. My self-confidence had taken a battering.

Until I met Tanner in the most unorthodox way possible.

Giving over complete control to someone I barely know is daunting, perhaps dangerous. Especially if he’s anything like Lucan.

Tanner has the power to completely destroy me because I gave it to him; I only hope he doesn’t wield that power.

When I host a surprise party for Latisha’s husband, Christian, my past comes back to haunt me.
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TANNER

*****
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Sienna’s face changed color, again. I found it adorable how easy it was to garner a reaction out of her. The only trouble with that was, my brain pictured her ass turning that shade of crimson color, just like it had in my dungeon that first night after I used my flogger on her for the punishment she’d unwittingly earned. 

When I felt the pulse of arousal thicken through my already enlarged shaft, I tried to think of something else. Anything else. I’d spent most of the evening as hard as a rock, and it had gotten beyond uncomfortable. With no relief in sight for the foreseeable future that I could see.

I downed the remainder of my vodka, then placed my forearms on my thighs, and nursed my empty tumbler before I began to roll it back and forth between my palms. My hands needed something to do to resist the temptation of Sienna’s creamy, stocking-covered thighs. She brought her own glass up to her lips, and drank the remnants of her drink. 

“Would you like another vodka?”

With the healthy amount she’d poured into my first glass, I grinned. “Sure ... as long as you don’t mind a house guest for the night.”

“What?”

“If I have another, I shouldn’t get behind the wheel,” I stated, only half joking.

“But you only live in the street behind,” she replied with a frown.

“That may be true, but I’m also a responsible driver. I already think I’d blow over the legal limit if I was breathalyzed.” 

“You only have to virtually drive around the block,” Sienna laughed.

“I still know I shouldn’t get behind the wheel with what I’ve consumed. Statistics show most accidents occur close to home.” 

Sienna sat there, and bit down on the edge of her lower lip like she was weighing something up in her mind. I noticed she had started to twirl her empty glass back and forth between her hands in the same manner I had been. But I didn’t think she realized she was doing it. As if she’d come to some sort of decision, she held her glass in one hand, then held the other out to me as she looked me directly in the eye.

“I’ll get you another drink.” 

Without breaking eye contact, I raised my brow. The hold I had around the empty tumbler increased so much, I had to consciously ease off on the pressure, so it didn’t shatter in my hands. “If I stay, I can’t promise to remain a gentleman ... I won’t be able to keep my hands to myself,” I warned with honesty. 

Her inner thighs, and bared pussy, had been driving me insane once I’d discovered she hadn’t worn any panties to dinner. But her hand didn’t waver. I decided to call her bluff, and placed the empty tumbler on her upturned palm, then gave her one last out before I let go completely.

“Last chance, Sienna. If I have another drink, I won’t be going home.” 

Her face flushed a deep crimson.

“I know,” she answered firmly.

As I released my hold on the glass, she got up off the couch. My cock pulsed, again, while I watched her little ass sashay seductively with every step as she walked away, and made her way out to the kitchen. 

Maybe there will be some relief, after all. 

When she returned, her face still glowed. As she held out the tumbler filled with another healthy amount of vodka poured over ice, her hand shook, so she was clearly nervous. What is she nervous about? I already have intimate knowledge of her body. The blocks clunked against the side of the glass when I took it from her hand. With the way her fingers clung to her own, I knew she’d become anxious about the decision she’d made. 

“I can go home, right now, or I can stay. The decision is yours, Sienna. But if I stay, I will fuck you,” I warned softly as I spelled it out for her.

As she sat down, her eyes flitted over to make contact with mine, then skittered away just as quickly when her face turned a brilliant red.

“I know,” she replied, again, but she was so quiet, I almost didn’t hear it. 

Now I have the answer to my question. The ‘I will fuck you’ statement must have confirmed the thoughts inside her head.

I sat back against the back of the couch, and placed my elbow up along the top, so my hand would wind up resting behind her shoulder. When she leaned back, my thumb touched against her skin. I rubbed the pad in a slow circle, and watched the little hairs on her arm stand up on end as she put her glass up to her mouth with a hand that still trembled. 

Perfect pouty lips pressed against the lip of the glass, marking the shiny surface with her deep burgundy lipstick as she tilted it up to take a mouthful. 

Perfect pouty lips I wanted to mold beneath mine. 

Perfect pouty lips I wanted to see stretched around my cock. 

My mind raced with ideas of what I could use to bind her. Why the hell didn’t I wear a fucking tie? My eyes dropped down to her stockings. They’ll do nicely. I wonder what sort of bed she has? If she has a headboard, or just one of those ensembles on wheels? I can work with whatever she’s got. Where there’s a will, there’s always a way.

I lifted my tumbler up to my mouth, and absently took a drink while I slipped my thumb beneath the thin strap of her dress. She gasped in a quick breath when I pushed the strap off her shoulder, then left it to dangle down her upper arm. 

I stretched my arm out behind her head, and used the tips of my fingers to push the other strap off her opposite shoulder, content to just tease myself with a little more to look at as the material at the front of her dress gaped open, showing off more of her cleavage. 

No panties, but she’s wearing a bra? 

Granted, it was a sexy lacy number that enhanced my visual pleasure upon seeing the contrast of her porcelain mounds beneath the black of the lace, but I would have preferred her not to wear one at all. 

Her arousing scent became even stronger, and assailed my nostrils. I took a deep inhale, and almost growled when her delicious aroma ignited a primal urge deep within me to mark her as my own. When I shifted on my seat, I winced. The hard-on in my pants throbbed with a need to be freed. 

Settle the fuck down. I brought my tumbler up, and drank another mouthful while I drew invisible circles over the nape of her neck with the tip of my thumb, with the rest of my fingers stretched out to tangle up through her thick hair at the base of her skull. 

Just that small amount of skin-on-skin touch had an effect on my cock. And if I wasn’t mistaken, Sienna also felt it. I wonder if she realizes her hips are rocking? Hiding a grin, I took another sip of my vodka, unrelenting with the feather light touch her body was clearly enjoying. 

I knew I wasn’t going to finish my drink. I’d already had enough. It’s lucky we didn’t go to my place. The temptation to use what I have at my disposal would be too hard to resist. But it’s not something that will happen after drinking. My first hard and fast rule. It’s too dangerous when intoxicated, even after one drink. That’s when accidents happen. 

Sienna’s breathing rhythm changed. It became stuttered, shallow. I widened the circle I was drawing, then lazily trailed my thumb up and down the back of her neck. Her body was zinging, yearning for more. Her nipples were hardened points, visible through her lacy bra as they pushed against the fabric in an effort to free themselves. 

Shifting on my seat, I moved closer to her. The outside of my thigh now touched along hers. I’m sure I heard a little hitch in her breath. When she lifted her glass up to her lips, I placed my glass down between my thighs, and shot my hand out to prevent her from taking a drink while my thumb continued to caress up and down the back of her neck. 

“You don’t need that,” I stated, and slowly pushed her hand away from her mouth.

“I don’t?” she asked in a whisper; her voice harsh and scratchy as she turned to look me in the eye. 

I shook my head. “No, you don’t. A drink is fine,” I emphasized. “More than one, it becomes dangerous to play.”

“But, we’ve both had more than one,” she pointed out while her face reddened, again.

“There’s been enough time since we had some alcohol at the restaurant for me to discount those, especially when accompanied by a decent amount of food. I warned you if I stayed, I was going to fuck you. If we were at my house, in my du ... playroom, or at Obsidian, my staunch no alcohol rule would mean absolutely no alcohol. Tonight, a little light play won’t be harmful.” 

I trailed the tips of my fingers up along her forearm, then over the ticklish crease at the inside of her elbow, and up the inner side of her upper arm until they were level with her dusky, distended tips. 

My fingers left her arm, their feather light touch belying my real intention. When I slipped my hand down the front of the gaping neckline of her dress, they drifted over to the sensitive tip of her right nipple. I pinched it between my thumb and forefinger, applying enough pressure for Sienna to suck in a quick breath before she fidgeted on her seat. 

I let go, and removed my hand from the front of her dress to collect the glass from between my legs. Leaning forward, I placed my glass down on the long jarrah table she had situated in front of the couch. Then I took the glass out of Sienna’s hands, and placed her half-full drink down next to mine. Sienna squawked when I put one arm underneath her legs, and the other around her shoulders in order to lift her onto my lap.

The hem of her dress rode up as I lifted her, exposing the lower curve of her ass. I almost got a peek of her bare pussy right before I placed her ass down on top of my hardened cock. When her weight settled, it caused another surge to thicken through my stem. When I thought about burying myself deep in her tight little cunt, heat and pressure built up in the head of my cock. 

My hand slid between her knees, then my palm drifted up her inner thigh until my fingers encountered the delicious juice that had oozed from her entrance, and dripped down to coat her inner thighs. 

Stifling a groan, I pushed my fingers through the bottom of her slit, and separated her swelling lips all the way up. When they reached her engorged little clit, I flicked each nail tip over the top of it. 

Sienna jolted on my lap with each flick, and the small of her back arched, bowing her body beautifully while she was on my lap. I spread her crème all over her pussy, and used one fingertip to lightly circle her clit. Her eyelids began to droop as she started to emit little moans of pleasure. 

“Eyes on me, Sienna.” 

They immediately opened, and her lovely green eyes focused on mine. When I inserted one finger in her tight little channel, her face flamed red. 

“Eyes always on me, understand?” She almost nodded, but I arched one brow. “Answer.”

“Yes,” she breathed as she kept nodding. 

Good girl. When my finger withdrew, I added a second before I pushed both of them back into her heated depths. Jesus. She seemed tighter than I recalled. Nervous? Probably. I’ll have to eliminate those. 

I slowly withdrew my fingers, then put my forearm back under her knees, wrapped the other back around her shoulders, and stood up. With a few strides, I reached, then climbed the one step near the front entrance, and began to make my way down the hallway.

“Which direction?” I asked. 

I didn’t want to reveal I already knew my way around inside this house. That proclamation would have just invoked questions I didn’t want to answer. 

“To the end, and turn left,” she whispered like it some big secret, and I chuckled. 

She really needs to let go of this embarrassment she harbors. 

She jostled in my arms when I almost stopped dead in my tracks as I turned to walk through the doorway of her bedroom. 

Oh, this was fucking made for me! 

While I resumed entering her bedroom, my eyes raked over the intricate carvings on the wooden canopy that surrounded the top of her massive four-post bed, down each of the turned, wooden posts, and along the boards encasing what looked like a thick, comfortable mattress that I assumed had some sort of topper on underneath the coverings from the height of it. 

My mind had come up with at least a dozen ways I could bind her using the four, thick posts and canopy before I even placed her down on top of the bed covers. 

“You’re a little ... overdressed,” I teased with a raised brow, and wicked grin.

Her forehead creased with a frown as she watched me step back from her. I moved down to the end of her bed, and stretched my arms up before I wrapped my hands around the top of the canopy. Sierra turned her head with her eyes glued to mine. 

“In the middle,” I directed firmly with a jut of my chin toward the top of the massive bed frame. “But take the dress off, first.”

Sienna rocked to one side on her ass, and pulled the hem of her dress up over her ass cheek, and hip. When her knees separated, so she could keep her balance, it gave me a perfect view of her nice little pussy. 

With her knees still separated, she rocked to the opposite side, and repeated the action, so her dress bunched up around her middle. My eyes zeroed in between her legs, and my cock thickened in response to the crème that had leaked from her slit while her scent tantalized my taste buds. 

Once she lifted the dress up over her breasts, she pulled it off over her head, then threw it off the side. It landed in a crumpled heap on the floor. 

“Bra, too.” 

I kept my grin at bay when her cheeks continued to redden as she reached around to unclasp the strap. When the cups fell away from her breasts, her dusty pink nipples stood out. Their hard, little points called for my tongue while she slid the straps down her arms. When she tossed the lacy garment over the side, it fell straight down on top of her discarded dress.

Sienna slid over to the middle of the bed. From the look on her face, I knew she was fighting the impulse to cover herself. God only knows why. She had a body built for pleasure. And I knew exactly how to give it to her with a pinch of pain I’d learned her body wanted ... needed.

“What toys do I have to work with?”

“What?” she countered while her face flamed so much, she looked like she was in danger of spontaneously combusting.

“A woman such as yourself is bound to have at least one toy, Sienna,” I almost growled, but kept myself in check. “Where do you keep it ... or them?”

For the first time, she broke eye contact with me. She hesitated, then pointed her left index finger to a set of drawers beside the bed. 

“Top drawer,” she murmured.

“Eyes,” I reminded her sternly, and they immediately locked back on mine. “Good girl,” I praised instinctively as I took my hands off the canopy. 

I made my way around the end of the bed, and approached the set of drawers. With one hand, I reached out, and pulled the top drawer open to see what delightful toys I had at my fingertips. 

Well, well, well, I grinned upon seeing the selection. 

“You have quite the collection,” I commented idly, and my grin stretched when she fidgeted on the bed. 

There were several vibrators at my disposal. All of them a matching color. “Guess purple is your favorite color?” I asked, and pinned her with a fixed stare while amusement danced in my voice. 

What a lucky coincidence. If that’s not a sign she was meant for me, I don’t know what is. I can’t wait to see her neck and wrist encircled with MY color at the club. Her toys are a deeper color purple than the choker and wrist band, but they will still look magnificent against her skin tone. 

“Answer,” I directed when she attempted to nod, again.

“Yes,” she confirmed, then her eyes darted away for a split second before they refocused back on mine.

“Which one do you prefer?” If it was at all possible, her face turned an even brighter color red. “Every woman has her ‘go-to’ toy – which one is yours?” 

Her drawer held four different types of g-spot stimulators, and one vibrator/suction combination. I knew which one I wanted her to specify. 

“The U-shaped one,” she eventually answered. 

Good girl. I picked it up, then closed the drawer. “This one?” I held it up as I grinned. 

She went to nod, again, but before I had a chance to remind her to use her voice, she also answered.

“Yes.” 

“Let’s see if it’s charged,” I chuckled, then pressed down, and held one of the buttons in. 

It sprung to life in my hand, and my chuckle deepened while I watched Sienna’s red face darken even further. I pressed the button, again, and held it in until it fell silent. I leaned over from the side of the bed, and dropped it down right beside her. 

Her eyes dropped away from mine for a brief second to look down at the purple vibrator/sucker, and a frown marred her forehead when she regained eye contact with me. 

“You know your body better than anyone. Show me how make yourself cum,” I directed as I moved back down to the end of the bed, and reclaimed my hold on the canopy.

“Wh-what?” she stammered. 

As her eyes flicked up and down between looking me in the eye, and looking back at the toy that almost touched the side of her thigh, she appeared like she was about to die of embarrassment. 

“Show me ... how you make yourself cum,” I directed a little more sternly, and nodded my head down at the idle toy. 

She opened her mouth as if to say something, but the authoritative stare I fixed on her changed her mind, and her mouth closed. I waited. Then I raised one firm brow. With just one look, my impatience began to show. Moving one hand, she tentatively wrapped her fingers around the toy, and picked it up. 

“Good girl,” I naturally praised, and encouraged her with a gentle smile while my fingers tightened their grip over the top of the canopy. 

My hands itched to explore the naked beauty laid out before me, to play her body, and extract the sweetest music from her like a conductor plays the orchestra in front of him. 

But I’d given her an instruction, and I needed to see if she would obey. I needed to see if the submissive nature I knew was buried deep inside of her would come out to play. 

I’d had a little taste of that side, and I wanted more. 

I wanted to nurture it ... to watch it grow, and flower to full bloom.
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SIENNA
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My eyes drifted sideways to look at Tanner’s glass as I downed the last of my drink. His was just as empty as mine now was. Should I ask if he wants another one? I thought about the implications of asking him that question. 

In a roundabout way, isn’t that inviting him to stay? Did I want him to stay? Before I could stop my mouth from moving, the question left my lips.

“Would you like another vodka?” 

I noticed his fingers made an even firmer grip around his glass than they had a second ago. Does he even want to stay? I worried.

“Sure,” he grinned, “as long as you don’t mind a house guest for the night.”

“What?” I asked, and held my breath, hoping that meant what I thought it meant.

“If I have another, I shouldn’t get behind the wheel,” he stated as a matter of fact.

“But you only live one street away,” I replied with a grin.

“That may be true, but I’m also a responsible driver. I already think I’d blow over the legal limit if I was breathalyzed.”

I couldn’t hold back my laugh. “You only have to virtually drive around the block.”

What am I doing? Am I trying to sabotage myself by trying to convince him he could still drive home?

“I still know I shouldn’t get behind the wheel with what I’ve consumed. Statistics show most accidents occur close to home,” he grinned back with his brow raised in a challenging way. 

That is what I want; for him to stay the night with me. I felt my face heat back up. He’s already seen my body in the most intimate of ways. Why the fuck do I feel embarrassed? Is it because I want more of what he’s already done to me? Hell, yeah, I do. 

Decision made in my head, I released the two-handed death grip on my own glass, then held my hand out in front of him in a show of asking for his glass.

“I’ll get you another drink.” 

He kept my eyes captive.

“If I stay, I can’t promise to remain a gentleman ... I won’t be able to keep my hands to myself.” 

My hand remained stretched out in front of him, palm up. Once he lifted his hand, and placed the bottom of the glass onto my palm, I couldn’t go back on my decision. 

I want him. I want to see him ... I want to taste him ... I want to feel what’s it like to be fucked by him.

“I know,” I answered firmly, without an ounce of hesitation. 

As I got up off the couch, Tanner released the hold he had on his glass. While I made my way to the kitchen, I intentionally put a bit more sway into my hips, hoping the provocation would have the desired result. My stomach twisted in knots of excitement knowing I would feel him fill me at some point tonight. 

I felt my face begin to reheat when images invaded my head while I poured our drinks. Once I added lemonade to mine, I picked both up, and headed back into the lounge room. 

My cheeks radiated enough heat, I knew my face was as red as a beetroot. Oh, God, I hope he can’t read my mind. I was ashamed of the slight shake of my hand as I held his drink out to him. My eyes dropped down to the glass when the ice clunked against the side of it as he took it from my hand. 

My teeth clamped down on the edge of my bottom lip, and my stomach somersaulted with a build-up of expectation. I found it a little hard to breathe, to settle down my racing heartbeat.

“I can go home, right now, or I can stay. The decision is yours, Sienna. But if I stay ... I will fuck you,” he warned softly, and my heart rate shot straight through the roof. 

Fuck me. He couldn’t be any clearer than that. 

I released his glass, and dropped down to the seat beside him as my eyes flitted over to Tanners darkened blue ones. I could drown in those eyes. I tore mine away from his before I did drown.

“I know,” I repeated quietly while my heart hammered inside my chest. 

Tanner made himself comfortable as he leaned against the back of the couch, and crooked his arm to rest his elbow up on the top. When I sat back, Tanner’s thumb pressed up against my shoulder. It was like a thousand-megawatt spark zapped through me. Adrenaline infused into my blood, heating me from the inside out like a microwave. 

When it began to make slow circles, I felt the hairs on my arms stand up on end. Jesus. He’s barely touching me. My pussy felt so wet, I began to worry about an embarrassing wet patch forming on the seat. I brought my glass up, and pressed the edge against my lips to take a calming mouthful of my drink.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Tanner take a drink. My breath quickened when his thumb pushed the strap of my dress off my left shoulder. It dangled down my upper arm - a ticklish insinuation of his carnal intentions that caused a stab of arousal to pulsate through my clit. 

When his thumb slid across the back of my neck, I almost scrunched my shoulders up in response. Another gentle slide of his fingertips slid the opposing strap off my right shoulder. The front of my dress now gaped open at my chest, and exposed the lacy temptation I’d worn beneath. 

I felt a flood of arousal soak between the lips of my pussy, which doubled the slickness already between them. My hips moved of their own volition. I was consciously aware of what they were doing, but I was powerless to stop their movement. 

With every rapid breath I drew into my lungs, the tips of my nipples rubbed against the lace that confined them. Tanner’s thumb began to draw bigger, and bigger circles over my shoulder, then expanded to rub up and down the back of my neck, while his fingers pushed up into my hair at the base of my skull. He shifted to slide across the seat until the outside of his thigh touched along the outer edge of mine, and his drink was nestled in between his thighs. 

Just that slight touch from him set my body on fire. I needed to quench the heat. Lifting my hand, I brought the glass up to my mouth, but Tanner shot one hand out, and halted my glass’s journey to my parched lips.

“You don’t need that,” he stated as he pushed my arm back down by the wrist, taking the glass away from touching against them.

“I don’t?” I whispered back as I made eye contact with him. 

My voice felt scratchy, and my throat was dry from lack of moisture which my drink would have relieved. Tanner shook his head.

“No, you don’t. A drink is fine,” he emphasized. “More than one, it becomes dangerous to play.”

Play? How’s he going to play here? It’s not like I have a dungeon beneath my house.

“But, we’ve both had more than one,” I pointed out as my brows pinched together. 

Disappointment began to gnaw at my gut. Does him pointing that out mean he’s not going to fuck me, now? After he said that’s what he would do if he stayed. Goddamn it ... this sexy man confuses the shit out of me at every turn.

My cheeks blazed with heat when an image of his cock entering my pussy took up residence in my brain, and my inner walls rippled as another spark tingled through my clit. 

“There’s been enough time since we had some alcohol at the restaurant for me to discount those, especially when accompanied by a decent amount of food. I warned you,” he reiterated, the tone of his voice almost a growl, “if I stayed, I was going to fuck you. If we were at my house, in my du ... playroom, or at Obsidian, my staunch no alcohol rule would mean absolutely no alcohol. Tonight, a little light play won’t be harmful.” 

Tanner placed the fingertips of his other hand down on the inside of my forearm. Another zap flowed through my body while my lungs worked to pull in more oxygen. As my heart beat ticked up, heat engulfed me. When his fingers skated upward over the inside of my elbow, his touch was so light, it tickled, sending a shiver to race down my spine. 

They slid further up, and only stopped half-way up the inside of my upper arm. His hand drifted away from my arm, and easily slipped down into the gaping front of my dress. His fingers floated over to hover over my right nipple. My heart rate accelerated, and pounded on the inside of my chest so hard, I was afraid my ribs visibly shook with each beat.

His thumb and forefinger closed around it before he pinched the sensitive tip in a grip so harsh, I sucked in a startled gasp. My brows drew together from a mixture of pain, and pleasure. When he let go, my nipple pulsated, and hardened with every beat that thrummed through my body. It seemed like every nerve ending heated, and tingled at the same time, while a drumbeat with the same rhythm thumped through my ears. 

Tanner leaned forward, and placed his glass down on the lowline jarrah coffee table stretched out in front of the couch. Then he plucked the glass out of my hand, and placed it next to his on the table. 

When he threaded one arm beneath my knees, and slid the other down behind my back, he picked me up. I squealed in surprise right before he plonked me down on his lap. 

One cheek of my ass landed right on top of the hard rod of his erection. My pussy rippled, and more of my creamy arousal flooded between my legs. Holy hell. It feels like a fucking lake down there.

The hem of my dress had ridden up, and exposed the lower half of my ass which was now on the material of his trousers. The wetness between my thighs was dangerously close to oozing down to form a wet puddle on his pant-covered thigh. Oh, God. When Tanner moved his hand between my knees, my inner walls rippled, and more of my arousal overflowed to trickle down between my inner thighs. 

His hand didn’t stop. His palm skimmed over the surface of my skin, leaving a trail of scorched flesh behind in its wake. I felt two fingers separate, and slide up between my outer lips. The abundant amount of crème gathered between them ensured they slipped with the smoothness of skates on an ice rink up the length of my slit before one tip circled silkily around my swelling clit. 

Oh, fuck. My eyelids wanted to droop in appreciation of what those tiny circles were doing to my body, but I resisted. The drum beat in my ears increased in tempo as my breath turned ragged. 

Tanner curled his fingertips, and dragged his nails, one at a time, right across the sensitive tip, and my body jolted deliciously on his lap with each one. My back instinctively arched, and pushed my ass down to grind against his hardened cock. 

Tanner spread the copious amount of arousal that continued to flow from my entrance, all over my bare pussy. They slipped through, and around my soft folds to make everything really slick before he stalled with one fingertip to maddeningly circle around, and around my swollen bundle of nerves, driving me wild with increasing desire. My eyelids began to droop when the first moan escaped through my parted lips.

“Eyes on me, Sienna,” Tanner ordered. 

My lids immediately flew open, and my eyes locked back on his. When he inserted one strong finger all the way up inside me, I had to fight against their desire to close, once again. My face ignited, and I knew I was back to glowing red. 

“Eyes always on me, understood?” Before I went to nod my head yes, Tanner arched one brow. “Answer.”

“Yes,” I breathed, and nodded as if to back up what I’d said. 

His finger slowly withdrew, and a whimper of frustration left my throat. But all he did was add another before he pushed back inside me. Oh, God. My pussy stretched to accommodate the width of his thick double digits as they slid back in, and my inner walls gripped, and rippled around them. 

Just when I’d convinced myself he was only going to finger-fuck me, and pushed my disappointment to the back of my mind, he withdrew them completely. Then he threaded his arm back underneath my knees, and placed wet fingers against the outside of my thigh. His other arm held my upper body in his firm grip before he stood up with me cradled in his arms. 

With easy strides, he covered the distance to the step up into the entrance within seconds, and made a bee line for the hallway opening like he knew his way through this house.

“Which direction?” he asked, which threw off my suspicions. 

If he knew his way around, he wouldn’t ask.

“To the end, and turn left,” I whispered like I’d revealed some deep, dark secret. 

When Tanner’s chest rumbled with a chuckle, my face heated back up. His step seemed to falter just as he crossed the threshold of my bedroom door before he continued, and placed me down on the bed.

“You’re a little ... overdressed,” he teased with a grin, and raised one brow as he stepped away from me. 

He’d undressed me the first time at his house. Isn’t he going to do that, again? I watched him move down to the foot end of the bed, reach up, and curl his hands over the top of the canopy that surrounded my four-post bed. 

“In the middle,” Tanner directed with a firmness that both irritated, and excited me. Irritated because he was telling me what to do. Excited for exactly the same reason. “But take the dress off, first,” he added.

I edged down along the top of the covers, and bent my knees to place my feet flat on top of the bed in order to keep my balance. I tilted to one side, and pulled the hem of my dress up over my cheek. I rocked to the other side, and repeated the action. My pussy and ass were now on display, and with my knees bent, and separated, he was given an eye full. 

I didn’t want to dwell on what he could see. It’s not as if he hasn’t already seen what you’ve got, I reminded myself. But that did nothing other than heat my face another degree. 

Once my dress was bunched up around my waist, I pulled it up over my head. My hair went every which way when it was freed from the neckline of the material. I tossed the inside-out garment to one side, and it landed in a heap on the floor beside the bed as I brushed some strands out of my face with my other hand. Now, all I was wearing was my lacy bra, and sheer, black thigh highs.

“Bra, too,” Tanner demanded. 

Jesus Christ. My face already felt damn hot, and it seemed to heat even further when I folded my arms around my back. My fingers searched for, and found the hooks and eyes that held it together. 

One at a time, I unhooked them until I eventually let go. The thin straps fell down both arms which caused the cups that secured my breasts, to fall away. My hands shot back around to catch it before it landed in my lap. I allowed the shoulder straps to fall further down, then withdrew one hand at a time before I tossed it off the edge of the bed, knowing it was just going to fall straight down to the floor on top of the puddle of my dress.

My nipples stuck out, partly from the cool in the room, but mostly from the hungry look I could see darken Tanner’s steel blue eyes. Another pulsation of arousal triggered one more spark to shoot through my swollen clit. When my inner walls rippled in response, it only added to the river that flowed between my smooth lips. 

When I edged over to the middle of the bed, my hand immediately wanted to cover my pussy, with my other arm ready to cover across both of my stiffened nipples. 

“What toys do I have to work with?”

“What?” I countered, stalling as if I hadn’t heard him correctly. 

Why does he want to know about my toys? When I thought about the sorts of toys he had at his disposal in his dungeon, mine paled in comparison. They were just boring old vibrators. Nothing like what he was obviously used to. The heat that emanated from my face embarrassed me even further, and I fought the urge to fan my hand in front of it to cool it down.

“A woman such as yourself is bound to have at least one toy, Sienna. Where do you keep it ... or them?” 

I tore my eyes away from Tanner’s penetrating gaze. With a resigned sigh, I pointed to the set of drawers on the left side of the bed. “Top drawer,” I murmured, utterly mortified. 

Shit. Did I clean them after my last use? 

“Eyes,” Tanner demanded sternly. My eyes snapped back up to his. “Good girl.” 

Two words. But they affected me more than I could possibly ever have imagined. Being told I was a good girl insinuated that he was pleased, and that buoyed my spirits more than I cared to admit. My chest swelled with pride. 

What in the fuck? How can two simple words instantly calm me, and excite me at the same time? 

I watched Tanner proceed around the bed, and come to a stop in front of my set of drawers. As he pulled it out, he looked inside, and a surprised grin pulled at his lips. I just wanted to hide. 

“You have quite the collection,” he chuckled with eyes that sparkled as blue as crystalline water that lapped at a perfectly white, pristine beach. “Guess purple is your favorite color?” he asked as the grin on his face widened, and I detected some amusement in his tone. I wanted to disappear into the mattress. “Answer,” he ordered just as I went to nod.

“Yes,” I confirmed, and my eyes drifted away from his, again. 

Until I remembered they were to remain on his, and returned them before he had a chance to remind me.

“Which one do you prefer?” My mouth almost gaped open. Why does he want to know that? “Every woman has her ‘go to’ toy – which one is yours?” 

Oh, my God, he’s not going to let this go. I didn’t want to answer. But the determined look in his eyes told me he wasn’t going to give up. Fuck.

“The U-shaped one,” I eventually answered, and the mortification I felt a while ago doubled in intensity.

“This one?” Tanner asked, and his smirk grew by the second as he held it up. 

My head began to nod before my voice worked. “Yes,” I whispered. 

“Let’s see if it’s charged,” he chuckled, then pressed, and held one button down. 

When it sprung to life in his hand, his chuckle deepened, and my embarrassment grew in leaps and bounds. He pressed it again to silence it, then leaned over the side of the bed, and dropped it down next to my upper thigh.

My eyes flicked back and forth between meeting him in the eye, and down at the toy sitting innocently beside my thigh as my brows drew together. Tanner walked back to the foot of the bed, stretched his arms up, and curled both hands back over the top of the canopy. 

What’s he doing?

“You know your body better than anyone. Show me how you make yourself cum.”

“Wh-what?” I stammered as my brows shot straight up, and I was consumed with so much awkwardness, my face exploded. 

Is he fucking kidding? He wants me to use a toy while he stands there, and just watches me?

“Show me ... how you make yourself cum,” Tanner directed, his voice a lot firmer as he nodded down at the idle toy. 

My mouth opened with a refusal ready to come out, but the dominating look he pinned me with had me closing it, again. For fucks’ sake. When he raised one eyebrow in annoyance, my hand gravitated down to the toy, and I reluctantly picked it up. 

“Good girl,” he praised with an encouraging smile. 

It had the exact same effect on me the second time as it had the first. My hips moved back a fraction, and I almost clenched my thighs together. The throb in my clit ramped up. My pussy was so wet, I felt a trickle run down toward my anus. 

Oh, Jesus. How in the hell am I going to masturbate while he watches? This is so damned humiliating. 
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Chapter Three
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TANNER

*****
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Sienna looked absolutely mortified with what I’d requested. 

She’s going to have to get over that. Maybe that’s something we can work on at the club. For her to have an audience bigger than just me. She needs to learn to revel in her femininity, and arousal ... to realize the power her body wields, not be embarrassed, or ashamed about it.

My fingers curled to tighten their grip over the canopy as I kept my impatience at bay. She’s certainly not an exhibitionist. The ferocious redness on her face hadn’t changed, and showed she was definitely uncomfortable with what I’d asked her to do. 

“I ... um ... usually need some lube,” she whispered, and I reined in my chuckle. 

Instead, I dropped my eyes down to her delectable little pussy. Her soaking wet delectable little pussy. With a wicked grin, I lifted my eyes back up to hers.

“You won’t need any artificial lubricant, Sienna.”

She remained red-faced while she turned the clit sucker vibrator over, and over in her hands like she didn’t know what to do with it.

“Tanner,” she eventually moaned with a pleading look in her eyes, “this is so embarrassing ... you know what I look like when I ... you know,” she added with a sigh. 

Her face couldn’t possibly burn any brighter. The fact she couldn’t even say the word cum spoke volumes.

“When you what?” I asked to push her with a raised brow, so she knew I was serious about her answering me. 

“When I ... when I cum.”

“I know what you look like when I make you cum. Now, I want to see what you look like when you make yourself cum, Sienna. Insert the toy, and make sure you turn it on first.” 

With an exasperated sigh, she looked down at the toy, and hovered the pad of one thumb over the button, ready to activate it. When her thumb pressed and held the button, the ribbed, flared end simultaneously shook, and buzzed to life. 

The pad of her thumb slid upward to the other button. What’s she waiting for? My brow was about ready to arch for a second time when the sucker end started up. 

With one last pleading look up at me that wasn’t going to get her anywhere, she slowly laid back, tentatively separated her legs as she bent them at the knees, and placed the heels of both feet on the bed cover as she moved the toy down between her legs. 

I bit my lip to prevent an amused grin from reaching them when it looked like Sienna wanted to cover her eyes with one hand, while the look on her face conveyed her desire to disappear into the mattress if she could. 

My eyes remained locked on hers despite the urge to watch the flared end disappear inside her cunt. The image in my peripheral vision tormented me while it stretched her opening as she pushed it in. Her knees jolted slightly toward each other, and I knew it had just settled in over her G-spot.

When she maneuvered it into the correct position for the sucker to rest over her engorged clit, I had to bite back another grin. Now all she had to do was click the button to increase the suction. I wondered what speed she’d use. 

Is she going to be bold, or timid? 

She surprised the hell out of me when she immediately clicked the sucker button three more times. My brows rose. That’s almost at the half-way level to begin with.

Her breath hitched when she upped the level of vibration that stimulated her G-spot. But she only pressed that one, once. 

Hmm. Beginning on the second lowest level? If she doesn’t click that at least one more time, I’ll be asking her to. That fucker needs to be on its highest, constant setting.

Her lower stomach tightened, and her hips began to jolt. Not much, but she’d only just commenced. I needed to give her a few minutes. My grip over the canopy had become so tight, the lip on the edge had bitten into the palm of my hand. I tightened it a little more to keep my hands away from the enticing sight laid out in front of me. 

When she started to emit barely audible little moans of enjoyment, the urge to impale her with two fingers severely stretched my ability to hold back. Her eyes drifted away from mine as she began to lose herself in her building arousal. 

“Eyes!” I growled out a reminder. 

Her lids snapped open to reveal her beautiful jade green eyes, and they locked back on mine. I shifted on my feet to ease the discomfort of my shaft as it pressed hard up against my zipper. 

Those moans of hers spoke directly to my cock, and it thickened to show how impatient it was to finally be buried in her tight, wet heat. It had waited long enough. But it would have to wait a little longer because I wasn’t done with watching the show being put on in front of me.

“Increase the level of vibration, Sienna.” Her finger extended to the button, but only pressed it once. “Once more,” I encouraged. 

My lips curled into a pleased smile when she didn’t hesitate to press it, again. Her little “Ah” accompanied the increased vibration against her g-spot. My eyes flicked down to her pussy, and I stifled a moan of my own when I saw how creamy her cunt had become. 

Sienna’s hips moved back and forth with jerky movements. Her legs stretched out along the cover; not quite flat, but she was no longer balanced on her heels, and her eyes had become a little glazed. Her chest rose and fell with her rapid breaths, and her nipples stood up hard and proud, begging for
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