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Chapter One

 


"Come on, stop stalling. Let's do
this."

Louisa threw an apologetic
glance to the muscle bound hunk standing guard at the entrance
to The Spa with a Difference,
and allowed herself to be dragged into the plush
looking foyer. She managed to close her mouth just in time as the
heavily made up brunette behind the big oval shaped marble desk in
the entrance hall smiled up at them.

"Can I help you ladies?" the woman
asked, and Louisa wanted the ground to swallow her up.

This place was way out of
her league, even if she didn't sign up for any of their
special treatments.

Before she could make her excuses and
hightail it out of there, Cassie elbowed her in the ribs and slid
their day passes across the smooth counter top.

"Yes, you can. I believe these entitle
us to whatever treatment we want, and Louisa here will definitely
try out your wax treatments. Luke Masterton is my cousin, and he
said to mention that when we come up."

Hell no, Luke?
If Cassie's shifter cousin was involved that
could only mean one thing, and whilst the mere thought made
Louisa's pussy clench, there was no way she was ready to make
fantasy into reality. Not here, not now, anyway.

"Cassie, really, what if I don't want
any special treatments." Louisa mumbled the words through gritted
teeth, but her impossible friend just giggled.

"Oh, trust me, chicken, you will want
them all once you've got a taste of them. And the guy who does the
wax is just to die for."

Cassie wriggled her eyebrows in
exaggerated fashion, and Louisa rolled her eyes.

"You say that about everyone, as long
as they have their own teeth and—"

"And know what to do with their cock,"
Cassie interjected, and Louisa almost choked. She knew her face
must be crimson by now, and she daren't look up to see how the
woman at reception reacted to this.

To the receptionist's credit, she
didn't seem fazed at all when she spoke and passed them both a
clipboard each.

"Those passes are indeed in order. If
you take a seat in the waiting area and fill in the required
paperwork, I'll have some refreshments brought to you. Mr.
Masterton asked to be informed when you redeemed these passes, so
he could give this matter his personal attention."

"Oh, how sweet of him," Cassie replied
and then pulled Louisa along to the comfortable leather seating
arrangement in the far corner of the lobby.

Something about the tone
of her voice sent a shiver of apprehension down Louisa's spine, and
once seated she fixed her friend with her best fess up what the hell have you done now stare.

The arrival of coffee interrupted them
for a minute, but Louisa could be just as stubborn as the next
person.

"What have you done, Cassie? Why are
we really here?"

Cassie batted her baby blues at Louisa
and shrugged her shoulders.

"You wanted to do
something outrageous, and lord knows you needed cheering up after
that goof bag dumped you, so this is it. When I told Luke it was for you,
he coughed those passes up faster than you can say
spanking."

She laughed at her own joke, and
Louisa picked up the forms with an impending sense of
doom.

Sure enough, there was the required
medical form and consent form, and her ears burnt hot at the myriad
of personal questions.

"I know what you're thinking, chicken,
but Luke runs a tight ship here, and everything is perfectly safe.
Trust me. You'll enjoy it."

****

An hour later, Louisa felt
anything but safe. Her heart was trying to go into cardiac arrest,
and she found it difficult to draw air into her lungs. Dressed in
nothing but a soft toweling robe, she followed the young woman
leading her away from the showers and to the treatment room.

Was she really going to do this?
Fortunately, there had been no sign of Luke Masterton himself,
despite the receptionist's statement. Seeing the object of all her
secret fantasies would have pushed Louisa over the edge. He was so
way out of her league it wasn't even real. Not only because he was
very much a Dom, but also because Louisa didn't have the first clue
how to be what he looked for in a woman. After all, he would no
doubt want to settle with another shifter like himself.

Somehow she didn't think a smart
mouthed, overweight, thirty-something, fresh out of yet another
failed relationship, screw-up like her, would be his idea of the
perfect submissive.

Still, this place would give her a
taste of wax play, without any commitment on her part, and that was
the only reason why Louisa was going through with Cassie's crazy
scheme. It had nothing at all to do with the man who not only owned
the hotel chain that housed this spa, but also the well-known
fetish club that Cassie waitressed in. Oh no, not at
all.

Soft lighting greeted her when her
guide ushered her through a door. The heavily padded massage table
in the center of the room gave Louisa renewed palpitations. This
was really happening.

"If you could remove your robe,
please, and lie face down on the table, your treatment will
commence shortly." The woman smiled at her and gestured to the
table. "I know we have been through this, but you have showered,
and removed all trace of make-up, perfume, and body
lotions?"

Louisa swallowed nervously and nodded,
and then dropped the robe and clambered onto the table before she
lost her nerve.

"Very well. Sir will be with you
shortly. Just relax now."

A heavy towel was draped over her ass,
and Louisa took a deep breath to calm her nerves. A blindfold was
next, as Louisa had requested. She just knew she would be less
embarrassed if she couldn't see the person who would have to put up
with all her wobbly bits on display.

As per the rules she was to call the
person in charge of her session “Sir”, and she had been given a set
of safe words just like in the books she'd read.

Red, yellow, and green.

Red would stop everything immediately,
yellow, if she needed a breather, and green to signal she was
okay.

It really was the oddest spa
experience ever. Cassie had assured her that there was a range of
other treatments available, the vast majority of them perfectly
vanilla, but for the chosen few who wanted to experience a taste of
the lifestyle, these sessions made the perfect
introductions.

And that was exactly what Louisa
wanted, wasn't it? An introduction—to see if she really found all
of this to be as much a turn on as she thought it would be—without
the ridicule her last boyfriend had subjected her to, when she'd
suggested they add some kink to the bedroom.

Louisa snorted in disgust at the
memories and the most unladylike sound must have masked the opening
of the door, because a very male, amused chuckle, sent tingles of
awareness over her naked skin.

"I would love to know what you find so
amusing right now, pet."

Louisa shook her head and
balled her hands into fists. No, no, no,
dammit, no! Why was he here? If jumping
off this table wouldn't mean the man who now put a large hand
behind her neck and gently pushed her back down, would get an
embarrassing, full frontal view of her over generous curves, Louisa
would already have been halfway down the corridor by
now.

"Lu-uke, is that you?"

She struggled to raise her torso up,
but the pressure on her back increased.

"Sir to you, while we're in this
scene, pet." There was no mistaking the edge of command behind
those few words, and Louisa didn't dare move. Luke's voice had
dropped an octave to what she'd always called in her head his “Dom
voice”. Not that she had ever been at the receiving end of it,
until now.

The thought that she was sent a rush
of moisture along her pussy lips, and she prayed with all her might
that the towel wouldn't slip. She would never be able to look him
in the eyes again, if he noticed. Oh, who was she kidding? She
wouldn't anyway, not if he was actually going through with this
scene.

"Much better." He murmured the words,
and the pressure on her back turned into a soothing caress, as his
calloused fingertips traced the curve of her spine. "Such a
beautiful back. You should show it off more, but you're far too
tense. This should be an enjoyable experience for you. Relax and
trust me to take care of you, Lou."

The childhood endearment he used to
call her all the time when they were little, should have grated,
but instead it had the opposite effect on her. Delivered in that
deep, sensual murmur, it was almost like a physical caress, as his
voice dripped into her consciousness like molten
chocolate.

He added his other hand and stroked up
and down her back in slow, ever widening circles, which nudged her
awareness of him up another notch. She jumped when his fingertips
briefly caressed the underside of her breasts, as he stroked along
her sides, and Luke murmured an apology.

He didn't move his fingers, however,
and her breasts grew heavy and tingly, as she waited for his next
move.

"Breathe, Lou. I won't do anything you
don't want me to."

Louisa drew a much needed breath into
her lungs and then blinked in the light, as Luke pulled the
blindfold off her face. How had he moved so quickly? Sitting on his
haunches in front of her, he cupped her chin and smiled at
her.

"I will put this back on if you want
me to, but I needed to see you, Lou. Why are you here? Tell me the
truth now."

The tender concern she read in his
amber eyes held her spellbound, and his smile deepened as heat
crept into her cheeks, and she couldn't get the words past the lump
of apprehension in her throat.

"I-I … well, I…"

She licked her dry lips, and Luke's
gaze dropped down to that action. His fingers on her chin tightened
imperceptibly, and he took a deep breath, as though to calm
himself. As quickly as he'd moved before, he straightened, and




































































































cover.jpg
Evernight Publishing
P en B
DORIS 0'CONNOR






tmp_1fe2cca5cdf14a74f9b5856b9b5465d7_9spOhL_html_cf0a75b.jpg
Evernight Publishing

=

DORIS O'CONNOR






tmp_1fe2cca5cdf14a74f9b5856b9b5465d7_9spOhL_html_767cf5ac.jpg
=
)





