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      She’s the one woman he can’t have.  

        

      Kim Langley is beautiful, sexy, and confident. She makes Justin’s heart skip a beat every time he sees her. There’s only one problem. She’s his best friend’s little sister. Off-limits. Then, she shows up on his doorstep, offering herself to him.  

        

      Justin McKay has been starring in Kim’s fantasies since she was a teenager. When she finds out he’s an experienced Dominant, she knows he’s the one she wants to explore her sexuality with. One night with no strings. 

        

      But what if one night isn’t enough for either of them? Is he willing to risk betraying his friendship to be with her? 
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      “Are you sure this is all right?”

      Kim Langley halted right outside the door to Serpent’s Kiss. There were no signs on the outside of the building. If she didn’t know any better, she would have thought it was a warehouse used for storage. She knew better, however. Inside was a private club where those who were into BDSM could indulge in all their kinky fantasies.

      Two weeks ago, she’d been hanging out with her best friend, Ali. They were in Ali’s apartment eating rocky road ice cream and commiserating about Kim’s latest bad date. It was that night, by accident when she’d been searching for a shirt in Ali’s closet that Kim had stumbled on a bag full of her friend’s ‘toys’. It had led to a discussion about Ali being a submissive and what all that meant. Kim wasn’t sure what to make of it, and she’d left with more questions than answers.

      Throughout the next week, Kim couldn’t forget what Ali had told her, so when they’d gotten together the following weekend Kim brought up the subject again. By the end of the night, Kim was wondering if that was what she’d been missing in the guys she’d been dating. They were all too…nice.

      Not that she didn’t want a nice guy—she did—but she also wanted someone who wasn’t afraid to push her up against a wall and kiss her until she was breathless. She wanted a man who went after what he wanted, including her. And all the other things Ali told her about—being held down or tied up—didn’t sound half bad either.

      Which brought her back to tonight.

      “Of course it’s okay,” Ali said. “I talked to Mistress Katrina. She said it was fine as long as you stayed with me the whole time and that you agreed to keep what you see, and who, confidential.”

      “Are they going to know I’m not…” Kim tried to get a hold on her nerves. She had no idea what was behind that door.

      Ali turned toward her friend, placed both hands on her upper arms, and looked her in the eye. “We don’t have to do this if you’re not sure. We can go back to my place and gorge on ice cream again.”

      Kim grinned. “If we keep doing that neither one of us is going to be able to fit into any of our clothes.”

      Her friend shrugged. “It’s a sacrifice I’m willing to make.”

      As tempting as it was to take Ali up on her offer and forget about the thoughts she’d been having, she didn’t want to. If she could find the answers she’d been seeking inside the club, then she needed to face her fears and go for it. It wasn’t like her to run and hide. She’d learned long ago that if she wanted something she had to make it happen. “I love you for offering, but I want to do this. I need to do this.”

      Ali nodded and dropped her arms. “Let’s get this party started, then.”

      Kim took a deep breath and followed Ali through the front door. She was a little shocked, however, to find they were now in a small foyer no bigger than the bathroom in her apartment. Her friend shot her a smile before swiping a card through a reader beside another door directly opposite the one they’d entered. A light turned green and then there was the sound of the door unlocking. Ali took hold of the knob and opened it.

      Again, the room they entered wasn’t what she’d been expecting. They were in another foyer, but this one was much larger. It was long, and on one end there was what looked to be a coat check. There was a woman standing inside and she greeted them as they approached. “Hi, Ali. Who’s your friend?”

      “Bridget, I’d like you to meet my best friend, Kim. Kim, this is Bridget.”

      “Nice to meet you.” Kim didn’t miss the curious look the woman gave her. It made her wonder how often nonmembers were allowed into the club and just how many strings Ali had to pull in order to allow Kim to come with her. It was a private club, after all. She knew there were background checks and membership fees. Ali had explained it all to her the previous weekend.

      “Thanks.” Kim felt as if there were a big sign on her forehead that said newbie on it.

      “Bridget, could you buzz Katrina for us?” Ali asked. “She wanted to meet Kim before we go inside.”

      “Sure.”

      The woman reached below the counter and smiled.

      “Thanks.” Ali grinned back at Bridget.

      There seemed to be something going on that Kim didn’t understand. Then again, she was sure that would happen a lot tonight. She knew very little about BDSM outside of what Ali had told her.

      A minute or two later, a blond woman who looked to be in her forties strolled into the room from a door Kim hadn’t even noticed only a few feet away. Kim thought she heard some noise on the other side and wondered if that was the club.

      The new arrival approached them with a warm smile. “Good evening.”

      Ali cleared her throat. “Mistress Katrina, I’d like you to meet my best friend, Kim Langley.”

      Unlike before, there was no introduction of Mistress Katrina to Kim. She wondered if that was intentional.

      “It’s nice to meet you, Kim,” Mistress Katrina said. “Ali here tells me you’re curious about our lifestyle.”

      “Y-yes. I am.” Why was she so nervous? Oh yeah. She was about to enter a club where who knew what happened and she was standing there talking to the owner of said club. Nothing at all to be anxious about.

      The club mistress chuckled. “Relax. I’m not planning to use my whip on you. You’re perfectly safe here.”

      “Sorry.”

      “It’s fine. Everyone’s first time is nerve-racking. It’s to be expected.”

      That made her feel a little better. “Thank you.”

      Mistress Katrina nodded. “Ali went over the rules with you?”

      “Yes. I won’t say anything to anyone and I’m pretty sure I’ll be plastered to Ali’s side the whole night.”

      “Very well.” Mistress Katrina seemed amused by her answer. “Relax. Have fun. If you want to try anything, let Ali know and I’m sure we can find someone willing to give you a demonstration.”

      Kim swallowed. “Um. Thanks.”

      The older woman shot Ali a look before extending her hand to Kim. “It was nice to meet you. I need to get back inside. Please take whatever time you need.”

      Once they were alone again, or sort of alone—Bridget was still there but she was typing away on her laptop—Kim leaned over to whisper in her friend’s ear. “She was intimidating.”

      “She can be.” Ali turned to face Kim. “You ready to go inside?”

      “Now?”

      Her friend laughed. “Were you wanting to stand out in the lobby all night? I thought you were curious?”

      “No. I mean, yes. I am. Curious, I mean.” Kim took a deep breath to calm herself. “Okay. I’m ready.”

      Ali looked doubtful, but began walking toward the door Mistress Katrina had disappeared behind a few moments before. Kim followed. It was now or never, right? Better to jump in with both feet and get it over with.

      She wasn’t really sure what she’d expected to find on the other side of the door, people chained to walls maybe? Instead it looked a lot like any other club she’d gone to. There was a bar, a dance floor, and places for people to sit and talk. The room had a small stage even though there wasn’t any sign of a band.

      “Doing all right?” Ali asked.

      “Yeah. Fine.” She was just trying to take it all in and reconcile it with her preconceived notions.

      “Good. Let’s get something to drink and I’ll introduce you to Brandon.”

      As they made their way toward the bar, Kim continued to look around. While at first this looked like a regular club, she was beginning to see some differences. The main one was that there were quite a few people sitting on the floor, even some with their heads in another person’s lap. That certainly wasn’t something one would normally see at a nightclub.

      The other thing she observed was the clothes, or lack thereof. She blinked as she saw a guy being led up the stairs by a leash attached to his penis. That wasn’t something you saw every day.

      “Good evening, ladies. What can I get for you tonight?” The man behind the bar grinned at them. He was cute. Maybe five to ten years older than they were, but Kim had always liked her men to be a little older. At thirty-two, she had no desire to mess around with some twenty-year-old who didn’t know what he wanted or what to do with a woman. The guys her age were bad enough in that respect. She was ready for different, which was why she was here.

      “Brandon, I’d like you to meet my friend Kim.”

      The smile Brandon shot her made her belly do a little flip-flop. Oh yeah. She could get used to that. “Nice to meet you, Kim. Is this your first time in a kink club?”

      “Yes. I mean, yes, sir.” That was right, wasn’t it? Or was he not a Dom?

      His eyes twinkled with amusement as he leaned forward, resting his forearms on the bar in front of him. “No need for formalities. At least, not yet. But I’m sure we could arrange something if you’d like.”

      Kim’s eyes went wide.

      “Maybe another time, then.” He smirked, and turned his attention back to Ali.

      She ordered them both sodas and while he went to fill their order, Kim took a few moments to catch her breath.

      “You okay?” Ali whispered.

      “I think so.” Kim paused as she tried to organize her thoughts. “He’s a…a…”

      “Yes, Brandon’s a Dom.”

      Kim nodded.

      “Remember you don’t have to do anything you don’t want to. Brandon’s a good guy, though, and he seems interested.”

      “I just think—”

      They were interrupted when Brandon returned with their drinks. “Here you go. Oh. And Kim?”

      “Yes?” The question didn’t come out as confident as she would have liked.

      “Come see me if you change your mind.” He winked at her, and then moved down the bar to help someone else.

      When she looked over at Ali, her friend was trying to suppress a giggle.

      Kim felt off balance after her exchange with the bartender and maybe even a little annoyed, although she couldn’t say if she was more annoyed with herself or Ali. Why hadn’t her friend warned her? Given her a heads-up? Something. Was the entire night going to be like this?

      “Come on,” Ali said, bumping Kim’s shoulder. “I want to introduce you to some people.”

      “Oh joy,” Kim muttered as she followed her friend across the room.

      They walked up to a group of people who smiled as Kim and Ali drew closer. An older man stood and repositioned himself farther down on the couch to make room for them.

      After they’d taken their seats, Ali made the introductions. The older man’s name was Daniel. There were two couples in the group, Beth and Drew, and Nicole and Jeff. Kim learned that both were female dominants and the men were the submissives in the relationships. Kim had to admit it was a foreign concept to her. Then again, so was BDSM really. But as she watched the couples interact throughout the night, the appeal began to resonate. It was in the subtle body movements and the way they touched. Watching them created an ache inside Kim she didn’t understand.

      “Would you ladies like something more to drink?” Daniel asked.

      He was talking to Ali and Kim. She thought she saw her friend blush slightly as she said ‘yes, please’ and handed Daniel her glass.

      Kim did the same, minus the blush, and stared at her friend. Was something going on between the two of them? Surely not. Ali was thirty-two, the same as her. Daniel had to be at least fifty.

      As she was contemplating that, her attention shifted to the sound of someone behind her. The voice sounded familiar. When she turned, Kim got the shock of her life. Justin, her brother’s best friend, was standing five feet away. He had his back to Kim so she was able to get a closer look. Justin was talking to a man and a woman and in his hand was a leash—a leash that was attached to a young woman wearing a barely there dress.

      Kim quickly turned back around. What was he doing here? Was he into this?

      Of course Kim already knew the answer. He had to be. What else would he be doing at a kink club?

      “Kim?”

      She glanced over at Ali. Her friend looked worried. The impact of seeing Justin must have been written all over her face. Kim couldn’t help it, though. He was the last person she’d expected to see here.

      During her teenage years, she’d had an ongoing fantasy that Justin would sneak into her room during one of his many sleepovers with her brother and make mad passionate love to her. That never happened, of course. He’d shown no interest in her that way. Then her brother had left for college and the next time she saw Justin was when he’d brought his girlfriend home with him when Mark had returned for spring break. At the time, she’d been crushed.

      Seeing him with his girlfriend had been the kick in the pants Kim needed to wake up to reality. Justin was never going to see her as anything but Mark’s little sister. She had to move on and she did. Sort of.

      Two months after coming face-to-face with Justin’s girlfriend, Kim lost her virginity to Kyle Zimmerman in a cheap motel room. It had been her way of saying goodbye to Justin.

      As it turned out, Kyle wasn’t the best of choices. He’d shown his interest in her the entire year leading up to prom, the night she’d finally relented and gave it up. She liked him, she really did, but he wasn’t Justin. Afterward he’d rolled off her, gone to the bathroom to get rid of the condom, and then began gathering his clothes. Maybe it was just her, but she’d expected there to be more…to feel something different. Instead, she felt sore and a little empty.

      Ali wrapped her hand around Kim’s upper arm and shook her. She blinked and refocused on her friend. Kim must have been lost in her thoughts longer than she thought.

      “I’m fine,” she said.

      Her friend looked doubtful.

      She knew she was going to have to say something. It only took her a split second to come up with a topic that would turn the tables on her best friend and put Ali in the hot seat. Leaning in so no one around could hear them, Kim asked the question that had been on her mind moments before she’d spotted Justin. “Is there something going on between you and Daniel?”

      Ali flushed. “No.”

      Kim gave her a skeptical look.

      “He’s nice. He watches out for me.”

      “And?” Kim knew there had to be more to it than that given her friend’s reaction before.

      “And nothing.”

      “Riiiight.”

      Speaking of Daniel, he walked over with their drinks in hand. “Here you go, ladies.”

      They both thanked him, although Kim still thought there was more behind Ali’s ‘thank you’ than simple politeness.

      Daniel leaned back, resting his arm along the back of the couch. Kim didn’t miss how her friend stiffened for a moment before relaxing again. Even if there wasn’t anything there, she was pretty sure Ali would be open to it if he was.

      “What do you think of Serpent’s Kiss? Do you have any questions?” Daniel’s inquiry was directed to Kim, of course.

      “It’s different.”

      He smirked. “Yes, it is. And you haven’t even seen the second floor yet.”

      Kim froze. “The second floor?”

      “That’s where the fun stuff is.” Nicole winked at her.

      Not sure how to react, Kim swallowed nervously.

      “Would you like to see?” Daniel asked. “I’d be more than happy to accompany you ladies if you’d like.”

      “I don’t know…” Kim looked to Ali for help.

      Instead, her friend shrugged. “It’s up to you, but you did come here to see what it was all about.”

      Like it or not, Ali was right. If she was going to do this, she needed to suck it up and do it. “All right.”

      She stayed close to Ali while shooting discreet glances in Justin’s direction. Kim had no idea who the woman was. As far as she knew, he wasn’t dating anyone. But if that was the case, then who was she and why was he leading her around by a leash?

      Justin was still talking to the couple as she passed within ten feet of where he was standing. Another man joined them. As she continued to spy on him, the new man took hold of the woman’s leash and kissed her. Did that mean the woman didn’t ‘belong’ to Justin? Just thinking that left her with a bad taste in her mouth, but she shook it off and looked again at the small group. Justin didn’t seem upset by the other man stepping in and staking a claim.

      Kim averted her gaze. So far he hadn’t noticed her. That was good. She had no idea what she’d say to him if he did.

      As they reached the top of the stairs, Kim could feel a change in the atmosphere. At first it didn’t make sense because, while there were a few people milling about in the hallway, none of them were doing anything more than standing or talking. Then they came to the first window and Kim glanced inside.

      On the other side of the glass was a woman kneeling. She was completely naked and on display for whoever chose to look. Her head was bent so Kim couldn’t tell if her eyes were open or not.

      A man she hadn’t seen walked up behind the woman, wrapped his hand around her ponytail, and jerked her head back. He said something to her and she responded. The next thing Kim knew, the woman was being led over to some sort of padded chair-type thing. Instead of sitting, however, she placed her knees on what Kim had assumed was the seat and rested her chest on the flat upper part. When she was in position, the man placed a hand between her legs. She opened them as wide as the bench/chair would allow.

      What he did next stunned Kim and had heat rushing to her core. The man ran two fingers along the woman’s slit and then inserted them into her pussy. After pumping them in and out a few times, he removed his fingers. Kim had expected him to wipe them off on a towel or even lick the moisture off as she’d seen done in porn, but that didn’t happen. Instead, he walked to the side and placed his fingers in front of the woman’s mouth. He said something, and a second later she opened her mouth and began sucking on his fingers.

      Suddenly there was a loud smacking sound as a leather paddle made contact with the woman’s ass. Kim had been so focused on the woman’s mouth that she hadn’t noticed what the man was doing with his other hand. She felt the moisture leak out of her body. With each smack she got wetter and wetter. Did that mean she was submissive? Kim didn’t know, but she was pretty sure she wanted to find out. And she knew exactly who she wanted to enlist to help her explore these new fantasies.
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      Justin McKay loved owning his own business. Usually. It was days like today when he seriously questioned his decision to open his own mechanic’s shop two years ago. Shaking his head, he strolled into the small utility room that contained his washer and dryer. He removed his grease-soaked clothes and tossed them into the washer with a generous amount of soap. Why couldn’t he go back to the night before when he’d been hanging out with his friends at the club without the worries of employees and everything that came with them?

      The morning had been a nightmare. Normally Saturdays weren’t that bad. They were only open half a day and the guys spent most of their time doing simple oil changes. It all came down to Jax. He’d hired the kid about a month ago, and he was about as bright as a box of rocks. Even after hearing the explanation, Justin still wasn’t sure what the kid had done exactly. All Justin knew was that one minute he was working underneath the car and the next he was being covered in dirty oil. Once he got the leak plugged, Justin had sent Jax home and spent the next two hours cleaning the oil off everything and throwing sawdust on the floor of his garage so it could soak up some of the mess. He’d have to go in early on Monday and sweep it up.

      As much as Justin didn’t want to fire the kid, he was only nineteen and seemed excited by the idea of being able to work on and restore vintage cars. The problem was that Justin couldn’t trust Jax on his own. Every task he was given he screwed up somehow. It wasn’t on purpose, but it still cost time and money. Justin had been hoping to have Mr. Smith’s car back to him early next week. After today, that wasn’t likely to happen.

      Sighing, Justin padded naked to the bathroom. He needed a shower. While he was used to working in grease and grime, he wasn’t used to wearing it.

      Ten minutes later, Justin was feeling better. He’d scrubbed himself down—twice—and put on a comfortable pair of jeans. He had nowhere to be until later that night.

      Thinking about Serpent’s Kiss, the kink club he’d been a member of for the last year and a half, brought a smile to his face. He hadn’t been sure it was a great idea with him being single and all, but it had ended up being a very good thing. There was a nice mix of singles and couples at the club and everyone was friendly. Of course, a lot of that had to do with the club mistress and owner, Katrina Mayer. She made sure things worked the way she wanted them to. If you created too much drama, then she politely asked you to leave.

      He rolled his shoulders as he headed toward the kitchen for some lunch. Maybe he could find a play partner tonight. It had been a while since he’d done more than socialize at the club or keep an eye on Kate when her husband had to work late and wasn’t able to accompany her to the club.

      Grabbing the leftover Chinese food from the refrigerator, he dumped the contents of the container onto a plate and popped it into the microwave. Quick, easy, and ready in minutes. Considering he was starving, those were all pluses in his book.

      The microwave dinged, letting him know his meal was ready. He removed the plate of beef lo mein and took it into the living room. Surely there was a game on he could watch while he scarfed down his food.

      Justin had just swallowed his last bite when there was a knock on his door. He glanced up at the clock. It was half past two. Since he wasn’t expecting anyone, he had no idea who it could be. A delivery, maybe? But even then, he was left scratching his head. He hadn’t ordered anything recently.

      Setting his empty plate on the coffee table, he walked over to the door and looked through the peephole. He jerked back and swiftly opened the door. Standing on his threshold was his best friend’s little sister. Justin and Mark had been best friends since they were sixteen. In high school they’d done everything together—even went on a few double dates. Now that they were both adults, they got together at least once a month to catch up and shoot the bull while downing a few beers and yelling at whatever game happened to be on the big screen of their local sports bar.

      Kim stood there staring at him with wide eyes.

      “Hi,” he said.

      “Hi.” She looked nervous.

      “Did something happen?”

      She shook her head. “No. Nothing…no. May I come in?”

      He took a step back and motion for her to enter. Kim walked inside and he closed the door behind her. “Are you sure you’re all right?”

      “Yeah. I’m fine. Promise.” She flashed him one of those sweet smiles of hers. It caused his chest to clench every time. He didn’t see her as often anymore as he used to, but they still ran into each other on occasion. Justin had been such a fixture at their house during the last two years of high school that he was often invited to family gatherings. Whether he wanted to admit it or not, seeing Kim at those times had been a definite highlight.

      He reached for the remote and turned off the television. She was obviously here to talk to him about something. “Would you like something to drink?”

      “Sure.”

      She was acting really strange. “What would you like? I have water, soda, beer, wine…pick your poison.”

      His joke fell flat.

      “Water. Thank you.”

      He nodded and ducked into the kitchen.

      Justin took his time getting Kim’s water. Standing in his living room fidgeting with the belt of her coat, she looked almost fragile. It threw him because he knew she wasn’t any such thing. Kim had graduated at the top of her class in college and landed a job almost immediately thanks to one of her professors. She’d excelled in her position and quickly rose within the company. Last he’d heard, she was being considered for a promotion. The woman knew what she wanted and went after it. That was one of the things he admired about her—one of the things he’d always admired about her.

      As he headed back into the living room where Kim was waiting, he racked his brain trying to figure out why she was here. All thoughts went out the window, however, when his gaze fell on Kim kneeling on the floor, naked. Her head was bowed, her knees parted, and her forearms rested on her thighs, palms up.

      He froze. It had been seventeen years since he’d seen this much of her. And even though he’d seen dozens of women sans clothing since then, it didn’t lessen the effect she had on him. Seeing her bare flesh flushed and her chest heaving with every breath had him instantly hard and his cock straining against his jeans.

      The last time he’d been seventeen and he’d walked by her bedroom one night on his way to brush his teeth. She’d left the door open a crack and when he’d glanced inside, unable to resist, he’d watched her change into her pajamas. Kim was the first live woman he’d ever seen naked.

      “What are you doing?” He somehow managed to choke out the question even though it felt as if he had no air left in his lungs.

      She didn’t look at him, which bothered Justin a great deal, but at least she answered. Sort of. “I want to submit to you.”

      Placing the glass he was holding down on the side table, Justin closed the distance between them. When he was in front of her, he extended his hand.

      At first, she hesitated, but then she took it, and he helped her up. Once Kim was on her feet, he left her long enough to retrieve a blanket from his room, and then wrapped it around her shoulders. It didn’t completely cover her, but it made things a little less distracting. He’d wanted Kim Langley from that first time he’d seen her dressing in her bedroom. The only thing that had kept him from making a move on her was her brother. Mark would kill him. Or castrate him. Maybe both.

      Trying to keep a level head, Justin led her over to his couch. He sat down facing her, their knees within inches of each other. It would be so much easier if he weren’t so aware of her. “Now, tell me what this is about.”

      Kim glanced up at him and then back down at her lap. Her cheeks were flushed and she looked embarrassed. “I saw you.”

      He furrowed his brow in confusion. “Saw me?”

      “Yes. At Serpent’s Kiss. You’re into BDSM. You’re a Dom, right?”

      Justin’s heart skipped a beat. She was at the club? Why? How?

      “Anyway, I want you to be the one to show me. I want to submit to you.” The words were spoken in not much more than a whisper.

      It wasn’t often Justin was at a loss for words, but this was one of those times. Needing some space, he stood and walked to the other side of the room.

      His mind was racing and his cock was throbbing. How many times had he fantasized about her over the years? How many times had it been the memory of her face and body that had brought him to orgasm? Now here she was offering herself to him and he couldn’t do it. He couldn’t. If Mark ever found out he would view it as a betrayal. And as much as he wanted her, he couldn’t do that to his best friend. Or to her.

      The sound of sobs had him whipping his head back around in her direction. She was clutching the blanket around her and tears were streaming down her face.

      Justin’s heart broke. “Please, don’t cry.”

      She shook her head and wiped at the moisture on her cheeks. “You don’t want me.”

      “It’s not that,” he said as he strolled back over to her side.

      “It’s okay. I understand.”

      He lowered himself back down onto the couch and rubbed a hand over his face in frustration. “No you don’t.”

      This time she met his gaze. He tilted his head downward toward the physical evidence that contradicted her assumption. When she looked up again, there was a clear question in her eyes.

      “Kim, I can’t do that to you. You deserve more than one night of kinky sex.”

      She straightened her shoulders and gave him a look he was far more familiar with. This wasn’t the timid Kim who’d walked through his door. “What if that’s all I want?”

      “What about your brother?”

      “Mark has nothing to do with this.” Kim folded her hands in her lap. “I want to know if I’m really submissive. I think I am, but…” She took a deep breath. “Ali said that BDSM is about trust. I trust you.”

      He heard the tremble in her voice. “Do you?”

      “Yes.”

      Deciding to test the waters, he ran his index finger over her collarbone and down to the valley between her breasts. Kim sucked in a deep breath.

      “What did you think of Serpent’s Kiss?” he asked while he continued to move his finger along her skin. His touch was innocent for the most part, but he couldn’t deny how good it felt to touch her like this.

      “I-I liked it.”

      He raised an eyebrow at her. She’d have to do better than that.

      “Ali took me up to the second floor.”

      So she’d seen some play. “And?”

      “I watched a woman get spanked.”

      Justin didn’t miss how her breathing changed. “Did you wish it was you?”

      “What?”

      “Did you want to be the one who was getting spanked?” he asked.

      When she didn’t answer, he tried again. “Have you ever been spanked before, Kim?”

      She swallowed. “No.”

      “Have you ever been tied up? Held down?”

      “No. I…” A new rush of blood warmed Kim’s cheeks. “I’ve only had regular sex before.”

      “And did you enjoy it?”

      She seemed startled by his question. “The sex?”

      “Yes.” He skimmed the top of her breast with his fingertip. “I want to know if you enjoyed your vanilla sex.”

      “Yeah. I mean, of course I did. Sex is supposed to be enjoyable, right?”

      Justin grinned. “It is. But I was more trying to figure out what it was that led you to your exploration of kink.”

      “Oh. Well, I sort of…I found Ali’s toy bag. Or I guess you could say I tripped over it.”

      That made him chuckle. “What did you find in there? Anything intriguing?”

      The blush was back. He was enjoying this. Probably too much, but how often did he have a beautiful woman sitting naked in his living room?

      Kim shrugged and it brought his finger in contact with more of her breast. “She had a lot of dildos and vibrators.”

      He grinned and dropped his hand. His erection wasn’t going away. “Where are your clothes?”

      She seemed confused by the change in topic. “I didn’t wear any. Just the coat.”

      Well, that explained her wearing a coat when it was seventy degrees outside. “You came over here in nothing but your coat?”

      “Yes. I wanted you to know that I was serious. I want you to show me. I want to see if I can do this. If this is what’s been missing from my relationships.” She looked as if she was ready to cry again.

      He took her face in his hands and brought his mouth down to hers.

      It took her only a moment before she was kissing him back and, oh, it felt good. More than good. Her lips were soft and luscious and she tasted like peppermint—no doubt from a mint she’d been sucking on in the car on the way over to his house.

      When he broke the kiss, Justin rested his forehead on hers and looked her in the eye. He had a decision to make. He could make her put her coat back on and send her packing, or he could take her up on her offer. They were both adults. He knew that. But could he betray his best friend by defiling his little sister?

      Kim seemed to know what he was thinking. “Mark doesn’t have to know. I won’t tell him if you won’t.”

      “He would never forgive me.” It was the truth and they both knew it.

      “Please.”

      Her plea did something to him. Right then he didn’t care about Mark or any other member of her family. He’d wanted her for almost twenty years and here she was sitting in his living room offering herself to him.

      “It can only be tonight.” He had to put that out there.

      “I know.”

      Grabbing hold of her hair at the base of her neck, he tilted her head back and kissed her hard. She gasped, but then met his aggressive tongue with an enthusiasm he knew was genuine.

      When he pulled back several minutes later, he was out of breath. So was she. “The club requires we get tested for STIs every six months.”

      As usual, the change in subject didn’t affect her in the slightest. “I got tested after I broke up with my last boyfriend.”

      Justin didn’t need to ask her how long ago that was. He remembered Mark ranting about how the scumbag had stood his sister up one time too many and she’d finally thrown him to the curb. She’d been single for three months. How sad was it that he’d been keeping track?

      He could see the hope in Kim’s eyes as he sat there weighing his options. Sure, he could tell her no and send her home, but heaven help him, he didn’t want to.

      “Your safeword tonight will be teddy bear,” he said. “If at any time I do something you don’t want me to do, say it and I’ll stop.”

      She smiled and nodded. He knew she understood the significance of the safeword he’d chosen. When she’d graduated from high school he’d gotten her one of those little graduation teddy bears.

      He stood and motioned for her to follow him.

      Justin led her down the hall to the room across from his bedroom. It had a bed like any other spare bedroom, but it also had several other things that he’d adapted for play.

      Kim stood there eyeing everything. It wasn’t anything close to the setup at Serpent’s Kiss, but it fit his needs whenever he brought a sub home.

      He ambled over to the spanking bench in the corner of the room and ran his hand along the leather. “Tonight you’ll be my submissive.”

      She watched his every move.

      “You will call me Sir at all times and when I give you an instruction you are to follow through without hesitation. Is that understood?”

      “Yes.”

      He walked over to stand in front of her. “Yes, what?”

      “Yes, Sir,” she whispered.

      “I’m sorry, I didn’t get that.”

      Her eyes widened again at his tone, but this time she answered with more confidence. “Yes, Sir.”

      “Good.” Justin brushed his thumb along her jaw. He would have to remember that this was her first time. “What’s your safeword?”

      “Teddy bear, Sir.”

      He smiled and trailed his fingers down her neck to where she was clutching the blanket. She loosed her grip as he began separating the fabric. The blanket slid off her shoulders, revealing her tits. Earlier he’d been in such a hurry to get her covered up that he hadn’t taken the time to appreciate them, but they were truly magnificent.

      Pulling the blanket completely away from her body, Justin lowered his gaze. His cock strained against his jeans as he took her in. Tonight she would be his to do with whatever he wished. Tonight he would fulfill his fantasies.

      Throwing the blanket on the back of the chair, he never took his eyes off her as he extended his hand for her to take.
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      Kim shook as she placed her hand in his. Justin hadn’t taken his eyes off her since he removed the blanket and she felt incredibly naked. Of course, that was probably because she was. But it was different. She’d slept with a handful of guys over the years and they’d all seen her without clothing. With Justin, though, it felt more intimate, like he was seeing even the parts of her that she was trying to hide from the world.

      He led her over to the edge of the bed and sat down. When he released her hand, he patted his leg twice. “I want you over my lap with your ass in the air.”

      Was he serious?

      One look at his face told her that he was.

      She took a shaking breath and did what he’d instructed. It took her a minute or so to get into position with her stomach resting on his thighs and her legs and chest on the mattress on either side of him. Kim was pretty sure what was going to happen next, but she still flinched when his hand came down sharply on her backside.

      “You’ve been a very bad girl, haven’t you?” As he said the words, he landed another solid blow to her other butt cheek. “Visiting kink clubs and driving across town in nothing but a thin trench coat.”

      Another two hits and her behind was beginning to warm. The crazy thing was that wasn’t the only thing she noticed heating up. Kim was becoming aroused. She could feel the wetness growing between her legs.

      Smack.

      Smack.

      “A very bad girl, indeed.”

      Why was this turning her on? She didn’t understand it at all, but the evidence didn’t lie. With every swat on her ass she was getting wetter and wetter.

      Then he took both her cheeks in his hands and began massaging them. It felt so good and a moan escaped from deep in her throat.

      “Mmm. Something tells me you like being spanked, Miss Langley.”

      To her horror, he dipped his hand between her legs and ran his fingers over her pussy. She knew what he’d find. If she could feel how wet she was, Kim knew he’d be able to as well.

      “Just as I thought.”

      Before she could form any sort of response, he moved his fingers lower and began tapping out a rhythm on her clit. Holy shit, why did that feel so good?

      As he continued, she felt the energy coiling in her belly, driving her toward her climax. Her breathing picked up and soon she was rocking her hips back toward his hand, silently begging him for more. What he was doing felt good, but she needed more pressure. She needed faster. She needed…more.

      Kim opened her mouth to tell him that when suddenly his hand was gone. She almost cried.

      “Not yet, sweetheart, and not until I say. Tonight your orgasms belong to me. I decide when you find release.”

      Before she knew what was happening, he’d turned her over onto her back. The rough material of his jeans brushed against her abused backside, making it impossible to forget that she’d been spanked moments before like a misbehaving child. It should have made her furious to be treated like that. She was a grown woman and a successful one at that. None of this should be appealing to her on any level. So why was it that her entire body felt as if it were more alive than it had ever been?

      All thoughts fled as Justin lowered his mouth to her breast and began sucking it into his mouth. He swirled his tongue around her nipple before scraping his teeth along the moist flesh.

      When he began to pull back, she instinctively reached to hold him in place. Justin wasn’t having that, however. He took hold of both her wrists, placed them on the bed above her head, and held them there.

      “I want to touch you,” she said though her labored breathing.

      “No,” Justin mumbled around the breast he was currently paying homage to.

      She opened her mouth to protest and he bit down on her nipple. “Ouch!”

      He chuckled and met her gaze. “Have you changed your mind? Do you want me to stop, let you get dressed and send you on your way?”

      Of course she didn’t want that. Was he joking?

      Kim shook her head. “No, Sir. I don’t want to go home.”

      With her answer, he took her other nipple between his teeth, worried it until it was almost painful, and then released it. She’d felt it all the way down to her pussy. It was as if all the nerve endings in her body were connected to the space between her legs. That had never happened before.

      Cool air fanned over her damp breast, causing goose bumps. Then he switched sides, sucking her other nipple into his mouth, licking around her areola, and then working it between his teeth before releasing it and blowing on it. She felt cold and hot at the same time.

      Kim could honestly say that foreplay had never been like this before. Most guys would have dived in as soon as they realized she was wet and ready. Not Justin. He seemed content to take his time and explore her body. Maybe it was because they were only giving themselves this one night. Maybe that was what made the difference.

      He shifted his hold on her wrists, freeing one of his hands. “I’m going to make you feel good tonight, Kim. How many times would you like to come?”

      “What?” She’d been lost in her thoughts and the feel of his mouth as he peppered kisses on her chest and collarbone.

      She felt his lips curl up into a smile against her skin.

      “I asked you how many times you wished to come tonight.” Justin punctuated his statement by tracing a line up her collarbone to the curve of her neck with his tongue.

      “I thought that wasn’t my decision.” It was difficult to concentrate with his lips so close to her neck.

      “Oh, it’s not, but I still want to hear your answer.” He drew some of her flesh into his mouth and began sucking on it gently. Was he going to give her a hicky? Normally that would annoy the hell out of her, but she found she didn’t care.

      It was hard to concentrate while he was doing that, but she tried to focus. How many should she say? The most she’d ever had during a sexual encounter was two and that was only because the guy had gone down on her first. Usually one was a stretch for her. Then again, this was Justin and if he hadn’t stopped earlier she would have come.

      He released the skin he’d been sucking on and ran the tip of his nose up to the base of her ear. “I’m waiting.”

      “Two?”

      Justin whispered in her ear, “Try again.”

      She swallowed. How many should she say? “Four.”

      Lifting his head, he met her gaze and shot her a mischievous grin. “I think five sounds like a nice round number, don’t you?”

      “Five,” she said. Never had she experienced five orgasms in one night, not even when she’d helped herself.

      He chuckled at her expression. “Are you doubting my abilities, Miss Langley?”

      While he was talking, his free hand kneaded her breast. Kim had to keep reminding herself that she wasn’t dreaming this. She was really here with Justin’s hands and lips on her. And hopefully by the end of the night she’d know what it felt like to have him inside her as well.

      “I’ve never had five before.” She swallowed. “In one night, I mean.”

      Why did she feel shy admitting something like that to him? She was spread out naked across his lap, for crying out loud.

      “There’s a first time for everything.”

      Justin pulled her earlobe into his mouth as he lowered his hand down her abdomen to the junction of her legs. He didn’t rush and the anticipation was killing her. She wanted him to touch her—to make her come.

      When he reached his destination, she spread her legs for him, desperate for his touch. He cupped her pussy and used the flat of his palm to press slow circles on her clit. Her eyes rolled back in her head because it felt so good.

      “Please.”

      “Please, what?” he asked, releasing her earlobe.

      “I need to come. Please, Sir, a little harder.” Kim knew she was begging but she needed this.

      He shifted his hand and curled his fingers so that he had one on each side of her clit. What he did next caused her back to arch and a very unladylike sound to escape her lips. Every nerve ending in the lower half of her body went on high alert as he rolled and pinched her clit. He seemed to know how to make her body sing better than she did.

      In no time at all, the energy built to the point where it had nowhere to go. With one final pinch between his fingers, Kim was flying.
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      Justin had to keep reminding himself this was real. Of course, the fact that his cock felt as if it were about to rip a hole in his jeans helped to drive the point home. So did seeing the look on Kim’s face as her orgasm overtook her. It was absolutely beautiful how her brow furrowed and her lips pursed as if she were about to whistle. It was cute and endearing. And he wanted to see her doing it over and over again.

      The heat radiating from between her legs had him wanting to dive in and taste what she had to offer. If this was their one and only night together, then he wasn’t going to hold back. Everything he’d been dreaming of doing since she began starring in his fantasies was now going to become a reality. Justin was going to make sure of it.

      Releasing his hold on her wrists, Justin helped her to sit up. He ran one hand up along the curve of her hip. The other hand cupped the back of her head. “That’s one.”

      Kim was still trying to catch her breath, but she laughed anyway.

      “Ready to get started on number two?”

      Before she could answer, he pulled her against him and kissed her. It took her only a moment to catch up and then her hands were in his hair and she was kissing him back. She met every stroke of his tongue with one of her own. Blood was pumping through his veins and he wanted nothing more than to plunge his cock deep inside her and make her forget her own name.

      If he’d been ten years younger that would have been exactly what he would have done. But he was older now. Wiser. He’d promised her five orgasms and that was exactly what he intended to give her.

      Ripping his mouth away from hers, he stood and flipped her over onto the bed. The look of surprise on her face told him that he’d caught her off guard. She’d been so dazed by the kiss that she hadn’t been paying attention to how he’d shifted her on his lap or moved both his hands to her hips for leverage.

      He didn’t let her get her bearings before falling on top of her and starting to ravish her mouth again. It felt incredible to kiss her—to have her under him. Kim wasn’t a stick of a woman. She had gentle curves and a nice set of tits that demanded to be touched and played with.

      With that thought, Justin shifted his weight and rolled over to reach inside the nightstand. He kept a variety of toys in there, most of which were new since it wasn’t often he brought a woman home. That was one of the great things about being a member of Serpent’s Kiss. Most of the women he played with were members. Given the wide variety of implements and furniture the club offered, it didn’t make sense to bring them back here when playing there was more convenient for both of them.

      Justin felt Kim watching him as he rifled through the drawer. It didn’t take long, but by the time he returned his attention to her she was breathing normally again. He brushed the back of his hand along the side of her face, and held up the item he’d retrieved from the drawer. Her eyes widened a little when she saw the nipple clamps he had in his hand. They were a simple pair of tweezer clamps, but they had a chain linking them together. Perfect for what he had in mind.

      “Have you ever worn nipple clamps before?” he asked.

      She shook her head and kept eyeing them with trepidation.

      A thrill rushed through him as he thought of what her reactions to the clamps might be. Every woman was different. Depending on her sensitivity and her pain tolerance, she may love them or hate them.

      Not allowing her to spend too much time worrying about how the clamps might feel, he leaned down and took one of her nipples into his mouth again. It had softened, but it didn’t take long to get it hard. He took his time licking and touching—bringing her level of arousal back to where it had been before.

      Kim’s fingers tangled in his hair as he continued to worship her tits. He took his time memorizing the texture of them, knowing he needed to store up memories of tonight to last him a lifetime.

      By the time he pinched her nipple between his fingers and situated the clamp on either side, Kim was completely focused on what she was feeling. She was paying attention to what his mouth was doing, not his hands. That was until he pushed the clamp closed around her nipple. She gasped and pulled at his hair.

      Justin took her other nipple between his teeth and smiled up at her. She was shaking her head. “Justin.”

      His only response was to dig his teeth into her nipple a little more, causing her to suck in another sharp breath. He followed that up with a soothing brush of his tongue and then he attached the clamp. If she was interested in being someone’s submissive, she was going to have to learn that her Dom called the shots during a scene, not her.

      He held her gaze as he moved down her torso and settled himself between her legs. She looked uncertain, but as soon as he lowered his mouth to her pussy he heard a soft moan escape her lips. Kim tilted her head back and dug her fingers into the mattress as he ran his tongue over her lips and up to circle her clit. She was still slick with evidence of her previous orgasm. He took his time devouring every ounce of it.

      Needing better access, he pushed her thighs farther apart and wrapped his arms around the tops, locking them in place. It also brought the chain that was attached to the nipple clamps within easy reach. He wrapped his fingers around the center of the chain and gave it a gentle tug as he ran the tip of his tongue over her clit.

      She cried out. “Justin? Sir?”

      He eased up on the chain, but continued his mission between her legs. “Yes?”

      “I don’t…it’s too much.” She was breathing hard and, given how wet she was, Justin was fairly sure it wasn’t going to take much to get her to that second orgasm.

      His only answer was to redouble his efforts. He buried his face in her pussy and used his lips and tongue to drive her closer and closer to the edge of reason.

      When he felt her legs begin to shake, he focused his efforts solely on her clit and timed each swipe of his tongue with a tug of the chain. Before long she was bucking her hips. He held her firm and steadily increased the pressure on her clit.

      Less than a minute later, she opened her mouth and released a silent scream. It was one of the most beautiful things Justin had ever seen. Watching a woman orgasm never got old, but even he had to admit that with Kim it was even more special. He would give her the five orgasms he’d promised her and then he would let her go. It would kill him never to be with her like this again, but he would do it because he had to. Tonight, however, she was his and he was going to make sure she never forgot their amazing night together because he knew he never would.
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      Kim couldn’t remember the last time she’d had two powerful orgasms within such a short period of time. She’d known her night with Justin would be full of new experiences. What she’d witnessed at Serpent’s Kiss had told her that much. She had known very little about dominance and submission before her discovery at Ali’s apartment. All Kim knew was that what her friend had shared had appealed on a level she didn’t understand.

      She was still trying to catch her breath when Justin released her legs and began moving up her body. Without thinking, she reached for him. If she’d been thinking properly, she might have second-guessed her actions considering he was supposed to be in charge this evening but it didn’t cross her mind until her hands were already massaging his shoulders.

      He placed a single kiss on each of her nipples. It was only then that she realized the clamps were still attached. How had she missed that? When he’d first put them on they had hurt. The pain was still there but her body was still singing from her climax. Everything else was secondary.

      “That was two.”

      Justin grinned up at her and she felt her belly do a somersault. She pushed the feeling aside. Tonight was about sex. That was all it was—all it could be. They both knew that.

      His face grew serious. “I need to take the clamps off. When I tell

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/his-forbidden-kiss.jpg
HIS FORBIDDEN KISS

SERPENT'S KISS SERIES BOOK 3

¢?

SHERRI HAYES





OEBPS/images/break-dinkus-palatino-screen.png






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/adobestock_436262748.jpg





OEBPS/images/forbidden-kiss-ebook.jpg
BIZDEN

THE SERPENT’S KISS SERIES

SHERRI HAYES





