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Prologue

 


Little Red Riding Hood pulled the door
open.

The wolf, seeing her come in, said to her
while hiding himself under the bedclothes, “Come, get into bed with
me, my Little Bunny Rabbit.”

“You’re funny. I’m not a bunny, Granny,”
she said with a laugh.

“You’re my little bunny. Now take off
your clothes and come to bed.” 

So Little Red Riding Hood took off her
clothes and got into bed. She was greatly amazed to see how her
grandmother looked without her nightclothes, and said to her,
“Grandmother, what big arms you have!”

“All the better to hug you with, Little
Bunny.”

“What big eyes you have!”

“All the better to see you with.”

“What a long tongue you have!”

With a wink and a grin he replied, “All the
better to lick and eat you, my Little Bunny…”


Chapter One

 


Nico walked into the squad room just before 7:00 to
hear his boss, Captain Ed Wallis, bellow.

“Morelli! Get your ass in here!”

“Sir.”

“Go home.”

“What?”

“You heard me, go home now.”

“But, sir, I don’t understand.”

The captain raised his hands and shook his
head.

“You’ve been pulling sixteen, eighteen-hour
days for almost four months.” Nico went to speak but Ed Wallis
glared at him so he shut his mouth. “When was the last time you
took a day off?” he demanded.

Nico shrugged.

“I know we have to put this fucker behind
bars, but working nonstop will kill you. It’s been over five weeks
since the last attack. He’s either gone to ground or moved.”

“We can’t be sure of that.”

“True, but he’s been raping and killing one
girl a fortnight since the first murder was discovered, you think
he’s going to break habit now?”

“No.”

“Me neither. I want you out of this office.
I don’t want to see you until next Monday.”

“Sir! No. Look, I’ll take a couple of
days—”

The captain’s voice had lowered beyond a
shout but now he roared once more. “You’ll take what I fuckin’ tell
you!”

Furious at being sent home Nico said, “What
if I come back Friday?”

“Monday.”

“Captain! Please. I’ve spent months on this
case.”

“I’m aware of the time you’ve put in and
that’s why I’m sending you home.” He lowered his voice to a more
reasonable level. “Nick, this case is soul-destroying. You can’t
let it eat every second of the day. Take the week and forget all
about him. It’s either that or I take you off the case.”

Shocked, Nico pleaded, “Sir, you
wouldn’t!”

“Don’t fuckin’ press me, Morelli. You’re an
excellent detective, one of the best I’ve ever known, but I know
better than you on this.”

Nico knew he had to accept the captain’s
offer, but there was no way he was giving up this case.

“Saturday?”

“You’re really a stupid son of a bitch, you
know that, Morelli? Fine, you can come back in on Sunday.”

Nico realized he couldn’t argue any
further.

“Hobson will fill in while you’re
missing.”

“What if something happens? What if—”

“Anything changes and she’ll call you. Don’t
worry. If the fucker surfaces you’ll be the first to know.”

“Sure I can’t come back Friday?”

The captain growled in anger, “Sunday!”

Nico started to leave but he grabbed the
backup files he’d made from his desk as he did. Unfortunately, the
captain read him like a book and had followed him out of the
room.

“Go, Morelli. You don’t need any paperwork.
Put everything back on the desk! Get the fuck out!”

A reluctant, “yes, sir,” escaped his lips.
His partner, Cheryl Hobson, shared a sad smile and mouthed, “I’ll
ring you if anything happens,” as Nico dropped the file with a loud
bang. He stalked from the squad room and drove home furious. Deep
down he knew the captain was right, he had been working
himself to the bone, grabbing a few hours’ sleep whenever. He
couldn’t remember the last time he’d gone to Silk Rope or even when
he’d last caught up with friends. Still, he drove home cranky. On
the way he called into a drive-through and grabbed a coffee, and
bacon-and-egg roll. Once home he sat out on his condo balcony to
eat, relaxing—but only slightly—in the
morning sun. Next thing he knew it was 12:30. He couldn’t believe
he’d fallen asleep but did admit he felt better for it.

Nico knew there was a munch on tomorrow
night and decided he’d go to it, catch up with everyone, but he
felt at loose ends. Nico wished he’d been able to grab a few of his
files before the captain kicked him out, but he had some notes here
he could go through. He wasted the rest of the day poring over the
files he had here learning absolutely nothing he didn’t already
know.

Tuesday night, Nico walked into the Chinese
restaurant and grinned. Most of his friends were already there and
they greeted him as if it had been years since they saw him instead
of about four months.

“Nick!”

“Hey, man.”

“Nico, you’re back!”

“Hi, all. Great to see you again. How’s things?”

Steven gave him a huge grin and asked, “Great. So
how’s things with you? You still on the hunt?”

“Yeah, still hunting.”

“Are you any closer?” Avril, Steven’s wife, asked,
her voice holding a tinge of the same fear everyone had.

“Not really but we’ll catch him.”

They all agreed as they walked to one of the tables
and sat.

“How’s the family, Nick?”

“Good, Avril, I think. Spoke with my mother last
week, I think it was, and she’d let me know if they weren’t.”

A moment later Kaden walked in and saw him. He
thumped him on the shoulder, pulled a nearby chair, and grinned at
Nico.

“Hey, Nick, long time no see. Still chasing the bad
guys?” he asked as he sat opposite.

“Hi, Kade, yeah.”

Ash leaned forward and looked down the table toward
Kaden.

“Kade, where’s the girl?”

“Oh, she couldn’t make it. Had to go away for her
job but she’s going to ring me when she’s back so we can catch
up.”

“Oh, that’s a shame, but at least she might come
next time,” Ash said with a hopeful tone.

Nico caught the look shared between Sophie
and Avril that spoke volumes. Obviously the women thought he
wouldn’t be seeing her again. Nico wondered when Kaden had met her,
it seemed he’d missed a lot these past few months.

He looked at Kaden. “Girl? Don’t tell me you’ve met
someone.”

Before Kaden could answer, there was an outburst of
laughter from the small group surrounding him. Ash spoke up, “Nico,
ask him to tell you how he met her. He was telling us all about
this beauty by the side of the road and how lovely she was. Turns
out he meant a car!”

Puzzled, Nico questioned, “A car?” Nico looked from
Ash to Kaden and back again.

“Well, she’s a classic Customline, people. She
really is beautiful,” Kaden said in defense.

“In that case, where does the girl come into
this?”

“She was driving it and it broke down. I stopped and
got her going again. Then last week she dropped it at the workshop
and then agreed to come tonight.”

Nico shook his head and laughed. “Only you
would put a car before a woman, Kade.”

Kaden gave a shrug and a grin. Jake and
Emily joined the group, sitting opposite Nico alongside Kaden.

“Hey, Nick, how’s it hangin’?”

“Jake.” Nico nodded. “Good, what about
you?”

“Great. Been a long time since we’ve seen
you, you okay? You haven’t dropped by to see us.”

“Yeah, been busy.”

“Heard you’re the lead on the hunt.”

“I am.”

Jake nodded then said, “Glad you came
tonight, good for you to take a break.”

“Yeah, that’s what my captain said when he
ordered me out until Sunday.”

Those within earshot laughed and Ash said,
“Bet he had trouble getting you out the door.”

“Well…”

Emily looked over the table with pity on her
face. “You should take a break more often, Nick, you’ll end up
burnt out if you don’t.”

“I get that, Emily, but it’s hard to push it
aside when you know people are dying.”

“Well, just enjoy tonight and relax the next
few days. Try and forget all about murderers.”

“I will.”

Talk turned to more mundane things and Nico
enjoyed listening to his friends, realizing just how much he’d
missed them. Emily was right, he’d been pushing himself hard
lately, he’d go to the club on Thursday and relax, have a little
fun. It had been so long. Wonder if there’s anyone new?

At the end of the evening, after Nico had
said his goodbyes to his friends, he walked back to his condo,
enjoying the evening air and the fact he wasn’t at work. His
twenty-minute stroll took him back home and he went upstairs then
stood looking out the window at the few cars traveling by. His mind
took a U-turn and he began thinking about the case and what they
may have missed. He had to force himself not to go into the second
bedroom where his office was and pull out the notes again.

“No. I have to push it aside for the next
few days.”

Hard as it was, somehow he managed. Instead,
he watched an hour of television then went to bed. Tomorrow he’d
drop over to his parents’ house and catch up with family, then
Thursday he’d definitely go to Silk Rope and play.


 Chapter Two

 


“What on earth am I doing?”

Elizabeth Cook honestly had no idea, she was no
giddy teenager. She was a fifty-three year-old, confident,
self-assured, strong woman who knew she was equal to any man. Yet,
Elizabeth was about to do something so out of character that even
she couldn’t understand it. Sometimes she wondered if she was one
of those women who just wasn’t interested in sex. No, that’s not
it, I do want it. What Elizabeth thought she needed was a man
who knew exactly what he wanted and simply took it. But then,
what would I get? Maybe Elizabeth needed a man who took command
but at the same time ensured her pleasure. Is that even
possible? Is there such a thing? Well, tonight was supposed to
give her an answer one way or another.

She sat with her head on the steering wheel for a
while thinking of her life and what she was about to do. She’d
married at twenty-one, had a daughter who was now married and lived
overseas. Elizabeth had been divorced the past six years but she
and her ex hadn’t lived together for fifteen prior to that.

A few months back she’d read about a BDSM
club called Silk Rope. They wrote about an information evening held
on a Thursday or Friday once a month. It wasn’t cheap but for the
one-off fee you went to the evening, and if you chose, you could
come back twice within a two-week period and experience your chosen
desire with someone they selected would be suitable to guide you.
Sounded scary but at the same time exciting. You also needed to
have a current doctor’s report stating you had no STDs, as well as
no underlying health conditions. Scary.

So here she was, Friday night, sitting in her car in
the car park of the club. Lifting her head, she stared at the front
of a huge Georgian mansion with its wide steps and wondered what
the hell she was doing. Elizabeth took a deep breath.

“Dammit, I know why. I’m thinking of myself
for once.”

Her pep talk didn’t stop the shaking.
Stupid to sit here. Elizabeth had to go in, it was 7:28 and
the info evening would begin in two minutes. Or maybe she should
just turn the car around and drive home. She shook her head.

“No, I have to know if there’s something in
that place for me.” More self-encouragement. “You can do this,
Elizabeth.”

A deep breath in, her shoulder’s squared, Elizabeth
got out and walked to the stairs. She stared up at them, exhaled
loudly, then made the short climb. Entering the vestibule,
Elizabeth admired the understated luxury and expense. The friendly
but scary-looking man at the desk said hello, telling her his name
was Stan.

“Hello, Stan.”

“How can I help? Are you here for the info
evening?”

She nodded. “Yes.”

He looked down at a sheet on the desk then asked,
“Elizabeth?”

“That’s me, I’m Elizabeth Cook.”

“Welcome, Elizabeth.”

He then asked for her recent doctors’ certificates.
Elizabeth handed them over as well as her license, to copy.

“While I copy this, can you fill out this form
please? It’s just a stat-dec saying you won’t divulge the names of
anyone you see here tonight, nor speak with them here or in the
outside world—unless they approach you.”

“Oh, yes, of course.”

Elizabeth signed, returned the paper, and got her
license back.

“Thanks, Elizabeth. Now through that door is the
ladies’ changing rooms.” He pointed then gave Elizabeth a card.
“This is one of our visitors’ lockers, instructions are on the
card. You can leave your bag and anything else. You can’t take
anything into the main club. Come back here when you’re ready.”

“I understand, thank you.”

More opulence greeted her in the changing area—dark
plush carpet underfoot, lovely décor, soft music. Elizabeth quickly
put her bag in the assigned locker then decided to forgo wearing
shoes. She hated shoes at the best of times and preferred to be
barefoot. Elizabeth figured it would make her feel less
uncomfortable, if that were at all possible. She was nervous to say
the least and feeling rather vulnerable. The butterflies in her
tummy had their own butterflies, her face felt flushed, and she
just hoped she wouldn’t make a fool of herself.

Elizabeth was a well-built woman, or as she liked to
think, Rubinesque. Her breasts full and heavy, she had ample
padding. Maybe if she’d exercised or given up sugary treats she
might lose a few pounds, but Elizabeth had an enormous sweet tooth
and to her mind exercise was a dirty word. Coming back into the
foyer, Stan directed her down a long hallway.

“Just take the first door on the right. Someone will
be there to start the session.”

“Th-thank you so much, Stan,” her voice kind of
broke as Elizabeth walked off and into the hall. Her feet made no
sound on the thick, luxurious carpet. The room on the right was
empty except for an attractive, very tall, older man in a dark-blue
three-piece suit. He leaned against a table and read. He looked up
as Elizabeth entered and dropped the book onto the table and
smiled. Elizabeth figured he was here, like her, for the
information, until he spoke.

“Miss Cook?” Elizabeth nodded. “Good evening, I am
Master Iain Nelson and I’ll be telling you all about Silk Rope
tonight.”

“Oh. Er … thank you.”

“May I call you Elizabeth?”

“Please, or Liz.”

“Thank you. Normally, I would be referred to as
Master Iain but you may call me Iain for tonight. As you are the
only person to apply for this evening’s adventure, I thought we’d
dispense with the lectures and formalities. Instead, we’ll go for a
stroll through the club and I’ll tell you about the things you see.
What are you specifically interested in?”

“To be honest I don’t know. I … ah…” Elizabeth
shrugged.

Iain smiled, a friendly warm smile that made her
feel better. He was extremely handsome and Elizabeth wondered just
who he was.

“That’s okay. How ‘bout as we go through if there’s
anything you see that um … takes your fancy, you let me know and we
discuss it?”

That was a relief to hear so Elizabeth said, “That
sounds better.”

“We shan’t go to all the areas available,
just a few to see if any pique your interest. I won’t be showing
you the more extreme scenes.” He gave a cheeky grin and added,
“Don’t want to put you off joining us.”

Elizabeth gulped, wondering what “extreme
scenes” were. Some of the things she’d read about BDSM had had her
squirming with the thought of them being done to her. So, she and
Iain headed back out through the reception area and into the club.
The soft music she’d heard in the changing room played in the
background, accompanied by what she thought were faint moans and
screams. Her stomach butterflies took flight once more.

Iain pointed out the bar and dining
area.

“We allow members to have only two alcoholic drinks
per visit if they wish. But most people prefer to enjoy icy cold
water or fruit juices, especially after they’ve scened. The kitchen
provides sweet and savory snacks until about 11:00 at night. All
that is included in the yearly fees.”

He pointed out a lovely lounge area alongside the
dining area. A few people were sitting chatting and Elizabeth got
her first glimpse of someone naked. A woman knelt beside a man
dressed in a white shirt and black leather pants who was drinking a
coffee or tea. He seemed to be ignoring her as he chatted with
another woman dressed in black leather sitting alongside him.
Elizabeth wondered if the man and the woman at his feet were a
dominant and his submissive. She’d read a little about the dynamic
but couldn’t understand most of it.

Iain led her further into the club and to an amazing
wide staircase with a very wide handrail leading to a second floor.
Perched on the newel cap was an enormous cat who ignored everyone
and sat looking completely at ease staring off into the
distance.

“That’s Storm, the unofficial mascot. Hope you’re
not allergic.”

“No, I’m not. He’s beautiful.” She resisted the
temptation to run her hands across the soft-looking fur.

At the top of the stairs sofas and tables were
scattered about. Some people were seated, others wandering. Moving
to the left side, they entered a long wide hallway and came upon
the first “scene.”

A domme stood behind a naked man. He had a collar
around his neck and a leash tied to a frame on the wall. The woman
wore dark-red thigh-high boots and a red leather corset and she hit
him with a riding crop, his buttocks already glowing red. As they
watched, the domme moved to the wall, untied the leash, and ordered
him to crawl. It amazed Elizabeth to see he had a hard erection
after his punishment, or maybe it was because of it.

The woman sat on the edge of a chair with her legs
spread and ordered the man to lick her pussy. She encouraged his
actions with more strikes on his body with the crop. Elizabeth
watched as the woman came then made him kneel in front of her, his
erection still unsatisfied. Elizabeth knew there was no way she
could boss someone around and told Iain so when he asked if she’d
like to control someone.

“That’s fine, Elizabeth.”

They moved on.

As they walked, the hair on the back of her neck
tingled as Elizabeth felt someone regarding her. She turned her
head but no one seemed to be looking in her direction. I must
have imagined it. Still, Elizabeth had that creepy feeling of
being stalked. Perhaps it’s just because this is all so strange,
so new. Maybe people look at me because I’m a visitor.
She pushed the thought away as they came to the next scene.

It was even more intimate. It was embarrassing and
exciting at the same time. Elizabeth felt like a voyeur as two men
fucked a woman—one had his cock in her ass
while the other had his in her pussy. A third man fucked the man
who had his penis in the woman. The woman screamed in the throes of
what appeared to be orgasm after orgasm as the men pounded into
her. You could hear their testicles slapping against flesh as her
head thrashed back and forth while she shouted and screamed.

Elizabeth sighed and shook her head. She knew she
was envious of the woman. Elizabeth had never achieved more than
one orgasm during sex and considered herself lucky when she did.
More often than not, she’d fake one just to make the man happy. Yet
this woman looked as if she were having dozens. Still, Elizabeth
wasn’t sure she could have two men fucking her—and her ass was
virgin territory.

“Would you like to be on show?” Iain
whispered.

“I doubt it.”

“Many of our members enjoy being on display and
scening out here on the stages. But don’t worry, we also have many
private rooms for those who prefer a more intimate
environment.”

Elizabeth merely nodded, too many thoughts in her
head to say anything more.

“What about multiple partners?”

She shrugged. “To be honest, just one would be
enough for me.”

He smiled at her answer and as they moved forward,
the feeling of being watched persisted, and Elizabeth began feeling
more unsettled. She kept looking around, expecting to see someone
close behind, but no one was watching her. People were either
watching scenes or talking amongst themselves.

“Are you okay?”

Elizabeth nodded. “Just keep thinking someone’s
watching me, silly I know.”

Iain gave a soft laugh. “It’s probably true. If I
may say, you’re a very attractive woman, so it’s highly likely some
of our members would be wondering who you are and if you’re a new
member.”

Elizabeth could give no other answer but “oh,” and
knew she blushed deeply as they moved forward. The next scene was
so quiet and so erotic Elizabeth felt she should hold her breath.
About a dozen or so people were quietly watching, some sitting,
others standing.

On the stage a handsome man, dressed only in a pair
of loose-fitting cotton black pants, was tying a woman. Already she
appeared enveloped in rope. It was almost woven completely around
her entire body. She hung, eyes closed, her mouth slightly open,
with her stomach facing the floor. One leg was straight out to the
side of her and the man was in the process of tying her other leg
behind her.

It was done so slowly and seemed like watching a
piece of art in the making. His movements were so sensual across
her body, as if he worshiped her as he worked. She could imagine
seeing this in her gallery as a live performance art piece, imagine
the reverence people would show. It was breathtaking and so
erotic.

Then Elizabeth noticed knots on the woman’s clit and
at her asshole. As he worked, her body swung slowly, and judging by
the look of unseeing ecstasy on her face, each movement sent a
ripple of pleasure through her body.

Once more Elizabeth was envious of being the object
of such worship, of being so overcome with sensation that it took
you someplace else, of letting someone else decide your
responses.

Maybe that’s what my fantasy is.

Elizabeth had to admit, being the sole object of
someone’s desire would be wonderful. To have someone put her
pleasure before anything else. They watched in silence for a few
minutes then Iain whispered that the man was a rope master with
many years’ experience. Elizabeth kept thinking how much pleasure
the woman must be receiving to send her into a trancelike
state.

They moved on and Iain stopped before they came to
the next stage.

“Do you think you’d enjoy being covered in
rope?”

“I don’t know, it looked amazing. That woman looked
as if she were in another world.”

“Yes, it’s called subspace. It’s when the endorphins
flood the body. It heightens everything and takes you almost on an
out-of-body experience.”

“So, that’s subspace. I’ve read about it.”

The words she’d read certainly couldn’t describe
what she’d witnessed. That woman looked as if she were in ecstasy.
It appeared as if her surroundings had disappeared and she became
the sensations she experienced.

“It’s a magical place to be. Something we
all strive for. Is there anything about the few things we’ve seen
that strikes a chord with you?”

“I don’t know. I mean, I know I could never
hurt someone and as I said, I doubt I could have sex with more than
one person.”

“Okay, anything else?”

Elizabeth didn’t know what to say, the
things she’d seen were so different.

“Is there anything you think you’d
desire?”

“That intensity. The thought of someone
devoting themselves to making my pleasure number one.”

“It’s a heady feeling, I can assure
you.”

They passed a couple of empty stages. On her left,
Elizabeth had passed rooms, some open, some closed. Those that were
open she saw held beds, frames, strange-looking benches, and all
sorts of devices. This place certainly provided something to
satisfy one’s every fantasy, and it seemed every kink imaginable.
Several people passed them along the way. Elizabeth thought those
dressed in black, especially the men, might be Doms. The subs were
easier to pick as most wore corsets and some had collars.

There was a staircase ahead, leading back down to
the bottom floor or up again. It was not as wide as the main one in
front of the bar. As they headed toward it, a young woman came
breathlessly toward them.

“Sir! Please, Master Iain! Pardon me, but I’ve been
searching for you. I’m sorry to intrude but there’s been an
accident.”

“What’s happened?” Iain’s voice filled with
concern.

“It’s Morgan, Master Iain. He tripped and fell down
a few stairs. Gavin thinks he’s broken his ankle.”

“Right, I’ll come straightaway. You go down to Stan
in Reception and ask him to get my emergency medical bag then bring
it to me.”

Before Iain could say anything else, the woman raced
off down the corridor toward the staircase.

“I’m so sorry, Liz, we’ll have to cut this short.
I’m a doctor in my outside life so I’m needed. I have no idea how
long this will take, but if you have no objection I’ll let Master
Ash or Master Steven, the owners, know and they’ll arrange another
night to continue.”

“Of course, please don’t worry. I understand
completely.”

He pointed to the stairs nearby. “These end just
near the changing rooms, are you okay to get yourself there? I
simply can’t let you wander around unattached, Liz, I really am
sorry.”

“It’s fine. I know where to go now and I hope your
friend is okay.”

He nodded and with a worried frown raced back down
the corridor.

Well, it’s certainly been interesting.
Elizabeth headed to the staircase and put her hand on the newel,
feeling the wood polished by thousands of hands. Elizabeth glanced
behind as she went to descend the stairs. There was a man moving
toward her. He scared her.

He looked feral, even in the way he walked, or
rather prowled, toward her. His gaze was on her, and Elizabeth
thought it bored into her soul. Suddenly Elizabeth had a crazy
thought—this man is a predator and she was now his prey.

Frightened, she began stepping down, trying to act
natural while her heart pounded in fear. Her legs trembled with
each tread. Her hand clutched the handrail tightly and she just
hoped she could make it all the way down without tumbling. Then, as
she reached the mid-landing, coming up the stairs was a group of
people blocking her way. Elizabeth had no choice but to wait. She
turned to look up the staircase.

He was closer. He oozed sensuality, and his look
smoldered. She had a visceral reaction to him. Her stomach
tightened and she felt blood rush to her face as her breath
quickened. She had a sudden urge to drop to her knees.
Idiot!

The man was tall, perhaps not quite as tall as Iain,
perhaps 6’4”. Muscular but more athletic than bulky, very handsome
with dark-brown, maybe black hair, with a few streaks of grey and
that “after-five” unshaved chin. He had a foreign look about him,
maybe Italian or Spanish. Whatever it was, it was pure sex.

Now he’d gotten close enough for her to see the
color of his eyes—dark brown, hypnotic.
Elizabeth wanted to run but that stare held her captive. He grinned
in satisfaction. He’d caught his prey.

Elizabeth was a rabbit. And he? Why, he was the
wolf, of course!


Chapter Three

 


He reached her side. Elizabeth’s breath echoed
loudly as if she’d run ten miles. He grinned down at her, not a
very pleasant grin. Instead, it was the grin of a wolf looking at
his dinner. She half expected him to lick his lips as he
stared.

“Frightened, mio piccolo coniglietto, my
little bunny rabbit?” Startled, Elizabeth widened her eyes. How
could he know what I’d been thinking? He leaned forward and
whispered sensuously, “You should be.”

His breath tingled her ears as his words shook her
to her very soul. They held dark promises that Elizabeth tried hard
to ignore but she couldn’t ignore the frisson of excitement. She
attempted to look away but it was impossible, she was caught in
that gaze. Elizabeth backed against the wall, feeling its hardness
on her body. She looked wildly either side to escape but he just
laughed as if he knew her intention and reached out a hand.

His fingers curled gently around her neck,
imprisoning her against the wall. Although the grasp was light,
those fingers burned as if they were electric. Elizabeth couldn’t
stop her reaction. She screamed, and he laughed cruelly.

“Think anyone will come to a scream? Listen.” He
cocked his head, inviting her to hear.

A woman screamed, two, three times. Then she gave
another—a long drawn-out one as if she’d climaxed. In the distance
a man shouted. There were other sounds too—moans, shrieks, groans.
These were the sounds she’d heard all through her wanderings with
Iain. Elizabeth slumped against the hand on her neck.

Suddenly this stranger attacked her mouth. There was
no other word for it. He demanded her response, demanded Elizabeth
lift her lips to him. Heaven help me, I will.

Elizabeth let him take her mouth but she tried to
clench her teeth together. He would have easily heard her mewl
weakly against him as she attempted to resist. She set out to keep
him from entering her mouth but knew he’d eventually win. The
pressure of his lips on her evoked all sorts of sensations she
couldn’t ignore. He pulled away and looked down at her face.
Elizabeth tried turning her head aside but he held her
mesmerized.

“What were you thinking when you saw Emily being
fucked by those men?”

Elizabeth looked at him, puzzled.

“I saw you. You sighed and shook your head. Tell me
now. What were you thinking?”

At that moment Elizabeth understood—this was the
person she’d felt watching her. It hadn’t been casual looks of
curiosity from other patrons. It had been him. He’d been hunting
his prey all the time that Elizabeth and Iain had walked through
the few scenes.

Too scared to answer him, she just stared at his
eyes as he descended on her mouth again. Once more, he tried to
force his tongue between her lips and once again Elizabeth found
hidden strength to resist. The cropped stubble beard grazed her
soft skin, heightening her senses, and arousing her even more
despite her resistance. What’s happening to me? I want him, I
want him to take me.

“Tell me!” he demanded.

“I can’t,” Elizabeth whispered.

“Tell me, piccolo coniglietto. Did it repulse
you or did it excite you?” He cocked his head, searching her face.
“Or did it make you envious at her climaxing so many times?”

Her eyes, the way her body gave a little leap, all
conspired to give her away. He grinned in delight, knowing her
answer without her speaking. He took her mouth again, and Elizabeth
felt him pull at the buttons holding the top of her shirtdress
closed then felt his hand on one breast. He squeezed it,
tightly.

Elizabeth groaned against his mouth.

He took his lips from hers. His eyes blazed as he
lowered his head and bit hard into the swell of tender flesh above
the bra cup.

Elizabeth screamed, Elizabeth moaned. Elizabeth
wanted more. How can I? Why aren’t I pushing him away? Telling
him no?

He raised his head and looked at her.

“You are mine.”

Arrogant words, yet they echoed through to her
vagina and Elizabeth felt herself moisten her panties.

“Are you wet, little rabbit? Does this excite
you?”

Elizabeth tried to shake her head. He removed his
hand from her throat and she trembled, feeling the loss. Instead,
he grabbed both her wrists.

“You can’t leave yet, little bunny, I’m not
finished.”

His words had the power to hypnotize, and Elizabeth
stood still as he easily held both wrists with one hand and then
lifted her arms above her head.

“Answer me. Are you excited?”

Elizabeth shook her head but he just laughed. She
felt his hand run down across her stomach undoing buttons along the
way until it stopped between the lacy fabric of her panties and her
skin.

He grinned. “Are you going to tell me?”

Her voice was as lost as Elizabeth was. She was
caught between excitement and fear, arousal and panic.

He roughly pushed two fingers between her outer
lips, then lifted his hand out to then hold it between their faces.
Her juices coated his fingers in a silky sheen and Elizabeth felt
shamed. Yet the smile on his face had the power to make her weak.
If he hadn’t been holding her, Elizabeth would have fallen into a
crumpled pile at his feet.

He licked his fingers and then took her mouth again.
Forgive me, Elizabeth thought as she tried for a third time
to resist. She attempted to ignore the throbbing of her nether
regions, the aching of her breasts, the desire to give in
completely. Elizabeth truly did but… Instead, she returned his
kiss, finally giving his tongue access to her mouth.

Tears built up behind her eyes. They threatened to
fall but somehow Elizabeth held them back.

“You belong to me, every part of you. From your
mouth to your cunt, from the hair on your head to the nails on your
toes. You’re mine and I’ll have you every way I can, piccolo
coniglietto. I’ll make you scream, I’ll make you beg. You’ll be
on your knees before me pleading to let you come because you belong
to me.”

Elizabeth had no answer. She made no sound. Yet
Elizabeth wanted to scream, “yes,” but stood mutely and stared into
those beautiful, dangerous eyes. He kissed her again, roughly,
harshly, and Elizabeth wanted more. What’s happening to me? Oh,
forgive me but I want more. I want him to do all those things to
me.

He looked at her tenderly. It was almost as if he
loved her as he softly said, “You now wear my brand. You’re mine
alone, mio bella. You’ll obey me and I promise I’ll worship
you until we die. I’ll give you everything I have in my power to
give you. My life will be only to make you happy.”

He searched her face. In the back of her mind,
Elizabeth wondered what he saw. She was told she was cute but she
didn’t see it. She had muddy green eyes and shoulder-length hair, a
strawberry-blonde mass of unruly curls. Compared to him she was
short at 5’8”. Elizabeth was soft, curvy, voluptuous—and
overweight. He was all hard muscle, power, fit, and very masculine.
She could smell his musky odor and knew
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