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“Being deeply loved by
someone gives you strength, while loving someone deeply gives you
courage.”

—Lao Tzu.

 


 



Chapter One

 


Friday at twenty to eleven in the
morning, Sophie Laurent climbed the stairs to the huge Georgian
mansion and pushed open one of its wide double doors. It had been a
hectic, crazy, and extremely worrisome eight hours since she and
Julie had gotten the phone call to say Julie’s husband and Sophie’s
brother, Pierre, had been involved in a car accident.

Sophie had ended up volunteering to
run the kitchen at the BDSM club, Silk Rope, where Pierre worked as
chef. Pierre had told her to meet up with Olivia Trent, who was the
day manager at the club, at quarter to eleven. Julie had rung her
to let her know Sophie was coming.

A woman was pushing a vacuum cleaner
over the floor of the foyer and she glanced up at Sophie as she
entered. “Hi, you here to see Olivia?”

“Yes.”

“Through that door on your
left then take the first door on the left.”

“Thanks.” Sophie followed
the cleaner’s directions and knocked on the appropriate
door.

“Come in.”

“Hello, I’m Sophie
Laurent.”

The pleasant-looking woman in her
forties stood as Sophie entered and smiled warmly as if of relief,
then said, “Hi, Sophie. Take a seat, I’m Olivia. First, how’s your
brother?”

They shook hands then both women
sat.

“Just out of surgery now.
I spoke to Julie before I came in. He’s got a huge cut on his
forehead and a lot of little ones. Since there was a lot of glass
embedded in his face, they decided to knock him out to remove it
all. Got a few more cuts and bruises and he’s also got a broken
right wrist, a break in his upper right arm, and a crack across the
bone on his lower arm. They set that while he was under as well.”
Sophie shook her head as she added, “There’s no chance he can work
for a while but thankfully the doctors told us he should make a
full recovery.”

“Thank goodness he’s
okay.” Olivia seemed relieved then she asked, “What about the
driver of the other car?”

“He’s got a bump on his
head, that’s all. The police said he was extremely drunk and he
could barely stand. They think he passed out, ran the red light,
and then hit Pierre’s car.”

“I hope they throw the
book at him. How’s Julie taking it?”

“She’s upset but truly
thankful. It could have been a hell of a lot worse.”

Olivia nodded her agreement. “What
about you? How are you?”

Sophie shrugged. It had happened so
fast. She hadn’t time to think about her own feelings. “To be
honest, I don’t know. Everything seems to have been such a rush. I
think I’ve annoyed the hell out of Julie with my constant phone
calls since I left the hospital. But at least now he’s out of
surgery.”

“I don’t doubt I’d be the
same. Make sure you give him my love. Sophie, you have no idea what
a relief it was when Julie rang and said you’d be coming. I really
do appreciate you stepping in like this at the last minute. I
honestly don’t know how to thank you enough.”

Sophie knew she blushed a little at
the lovely compliment.

“Well, it’s the least I
could do for my brother. I’m not working at the moment and I’m
still searching for a place to rent. Anyway, I’m glad to help, it
will keep me occupied.”

“Well, you’re a godsend
for us. I can’t imagine how hard it would be trying to find a chef
at this last minute. Um.” Olivia kind of squirmed in her seat then
asked, “Er … did your brother tell you about the club?”

Sophie laughed. “You mean do I know
it’s a BDSM club? Yes, I do.”

“Thank goodness. Does that
mean you have no problem seeing a lot of naked flesh?”

“No, it doesn’t worry me
at all. Anyway, I imagine I’ll be rather busy, too occupied in the
kitchen to pay much attention.”

“Yes, that’s true. Okay,
first things first. I’m sorry but I’ll have to get you to sign our
non-disclosure form.”

“Pierre mentioned
something about that. It’s fine, I don’t have a problem doing that
at all.”

“I know it’s a large
document but in fact it’s only the first page and the last that you
need to fill in.”

Julie handed over a
clipboard with the form on it. Sophie put her knife bag and apron
on the desk and slipped on her glasses. The first page was mainly
contact information, medical stuff, and then a promise not to
disclose members or discuss things that occurred in the club with
outsiders. There followed about nine or ten pages, but these she
skipped. They seemed to be lists of things, bits about
interests. The last page
she signed at the bottom and handed the clipboard back. Olivia
signed as well, witnessing Sophie’s signature.

“Thanks, Sophie.” Sophie
realized exactly how tense Olivia had been when she heard Olivia's
hugh sigh. “Can you also fill this one in? It’s merely your banking
details, that way we can send your wages direct.”

“Thanks, of
course.”

It took less than a minute to fill in
this form and she handed it back to Olivia.

“Pierre said you’re open
from Thursday ’til Sunday?”

“Yes. We open from 3:00 PM
on Thursdays and Fridays and close at 3:00 AM. Saturday we open at
midday and shut at three then Sunday midday ’til midnight. Food’s
available on Thursday and Friday from five ’til midnight and the
weekend from two until midnight Saturday and ’til ten on
Sunday.”

“And he said it isn’t a
big menu.”

“No. It’s mainly finger
foods, small bites, and savory tarts like quiches. Assorted salads,
a few wraps. Then sweet little pastries and cakes, cheese plates,
fruit. You won’t have to worry about big meals like steaks and
such. Anyway, most people have already eaten when they come. It’s
basically only snack-like things and light meals. They do eat a lot
of sweet things and fruits. The owners have been discussing with
Pierre about opening a proper restaurant. They’ve been looking into
the logistics and talking with members. But at the moment, that
hasn’t happened although they have applied for pre-approval, just
in case.”

Sophie knew about the restaurant idea.
Pierre had mentioned it a couple of times.

“Okay. Pierre said there’s
someone to help me?”

“Yes, you have Calder
Marinos. He’s worked in kitchens for three years and been here
about ten months. Pierre likes him, said he’s keen to learn more.
He’s studying to get his Culinary Arts certificate.”

“Excellent.”

“I’ll take you through to
the kitchen. This way.”

When she stood, Sophie picked up her
things and slid her glasses to the top of her head. Olivia led
Sophie back to the foyer.

“Once we open, there is
someone in the foyer at all times. There is also a camera feed
focused on the car park and here in the foyer. We have two people
who work in here—Aliyah Rossi and Stan Ockley. Aliyah is on until
seven then Stan takes over. Both of them are martial arts experts,
just to be on the safe side.” Sophie must have looked a little
surprised at that because Olivia added, “I don’t recall their
expertise ever being used but it’s nice to know they are both
capable.

“We also have two people
who share the bar work—first on is Lei Jung and then Scott Chase
takes over from seven.”

“That makes
sense.”

Olivia nodded then led the
way through a door marked private.

“This leads directly into
the kitchen. You’ve got a large storage room here with a walk-in
freezer and this is the kitchen,” she said as she pushed open swing
a door.

Sophie looked around. The kitchen was
much bigger than she anticipated and exceptionally well-appointed.
There was plenty of space to work, a large refrigerator, a huge
cooking station, and lots of shelves and cupboards. There was a
good-size industrial dishwasher as well as large sinks. Everything
was stainless steel and the floor was large white tiles—easy to
keep the place clean.

“Looks like a great
kitchen.”

“Yes, the owners had
Pierre help design it and it was renovated slightly early last year
in case they decide to go ahead with opening a
restaurant.”

Sophie turned back to Olivia. “Pierre
said there are two owners?”

“That’s right. I don’t
know if you’ve met either of them at Pierre’s, but one is away at
the moment, Ash Siddiqi. He lives on the property. You might have
noticed the large building on the left connected by the single
story. That’s his home. The other owner is Steven Bray. He runs a
plane charter company, and he and his wife live off-site. He’ll be
in this evening to meet you and see if there’s anything you need.
As well, there’s Alex Brown, the other manager. He takes over from
me at six. I’m here from ten ’til six.”

Sophie nodded then said, “I’ve met
Kaden Turner but no one else. I’ve only been here a little over a
week. So I can get in here anytime from ten or eleven?”

“Yes. I’ll make sure you
have a key to the main door as well as one for the private door we
came in through in case it hasn’t been unlocked. Calder will be in
by twelve today, and on the weekends, he’s here at
eleven.”

“Okay.”

“Anyway, the cleaners are
in at five in the morning. So if you do forget your key, someone
can let you in.”

“Am I needed to wash the
kitchen floor?”

Olivia shook her head. “No. That’s
organized. The cleaners are extremely thorough, and they will do
the things like towels, washcloths, your aprons. If you leave
whatever you want cleaned in the sink, they’ll be washed and
returned to the kitchen. The cleaners do the whole place. They wash
cloths, towels, bed linens on the few private rooms that have beds.
Everything is changed and washed as soon as it’s used. If you ever
go in any of the rooms, you’ll see there is a hamper in each one,
that way nothing is used twice without being washed. They also wipe
every surface down with disinfectant.”

Wow! Didn’t think there’d
be so much to do. I think I’m going to be in for a few surprises in
the coming days. “Oh, I never
realized.”

“We have to make sure the
whole place is spotless. We take health and safety very
seriously.”

Sophie nodded. “Well, that makes
sense. I know I used to have inspectors call in at least twice a
year when I ran my restaurant.”

“Yes, we have them come
here too.” Olivia grinned. “Is there anything else you need to
know?”

“Don’t think I do at the
moment.”

“Good.”

“Thanks, Olivia. Today’s
service starts at five, is that right?”

“Yes.”

“Well, I’d better get
things sorted.”

“Just call me if you need
anything. There’s a list of internal numbers alongside the phone on
the wall.”

She shook hands with Olivia and
thanked her before she left. After leaving her knife roll and apron
on one of the benches, Sophia began opening doors and checking on
things.

At the hospital, Pierre had managed to
tell her a few details before he’d been whisked away to surgery.
He’d prepped a lot more than normal for today. Julie laughed,
telling Sophie she and Pierre were supposed to be selecting
couches.

“He really didn’t want to
go with me but I told him he had to come.”

“Well, that’s one way to
get out of shopping,” Sophie said.

“I’d rather search for
damn couches than be stuck here! Anyway, a lot of preps been done,
Soph. I always try to get a few things done at the end of the
service for the next day,” Pierre said.

“Makes sense. Anyway,
don’t worry, Pierre, it will be all right.”

“I know, Soph. I can’t
begin to thank you for this.”

“Just get
better.”

After she checked the kitchen, Sophie
found an empty open locker in the storage room and tossed her
handbag and coat inside. Once she changed her shoes for work safety
clogs, Sophie twisted her long hair into a French knot, pinned it,
and put on her black chef’s beanie. She’d worn her jacket and pants
under her coat so she went back into the kitchen, pulled her apron
over her head, then wrapped its ties around her waist. Time to get
organized. Service didn’t begin until five and it was now a little
before midday. That would mean she had plenty of time to find
everything and get organized. She made a coffee first with the
large machine near the front service counter, thankful it was
similar to one she’d had in her old restaurant.

Perching her glasses on the end of her
nose, she discovered the file where Pierre had written each day’s
menu and contact numbers for various local suppliers. She sat on a
stool, drinking her coffee and reading the file. Inside, it held
amounts of produce he usually bought, days he ordered, as well as
some recipes. The food was straightforward, easy to cook, and
Sophie was confident she’d keep to his standard. After all, she’d
run her own successful restaurant on the east coast for twenty-one
years.

When Sophie volunteered, Pierre had
almost wept with relief. Sophie knew how much he loved his job and
working at the club. After he’d been given a few painkillers and
booked in for surgery, he’d spent almost an hour telling her as
much as he could. He told her details of what he’d already prepped,
how much he normally cooked, and the times of his rush
hours.

Julie had hugged her. “You don’t know
how much of a relief this is, Sophie. He’d be panicking all the
time and it wouldn’t help him to heal. Now he knows the kitchen is
in good hands.”

“It’s the least I can do
for you both, Julie. Anyway, I miss it. I miss the rush, the mad
hours, and the noise of it all.”

“Well, thank you
anyway.”


Chapter Two

 


Sophie found it amusing that this was
a BDSM club. Way back when she’d been around twenty-seven, she’d
dated a man who was into that alternative lifestyle. She’d even
gone to a club a couple of times with him. She’d often wondered
what it would have been like to explore that world
further.

Oh well, at least I’ll
catch a glimpse of it, even if it’s only from the kitchen. At
fifty-one, it’s too late to start a kinky lifestyle now.

Pushing her thoughts of the past
aside, Sophie began rolling pastry. A little after twelve-fifteen,
a good-looking man of about twenty-seven or twenty-eight came in, a
worried frown on his face.

“Hi, I’m Calder. I’ve been
talking to Olivia and just heard what happened. Is Pierre truly
okay?”

“Hello, Calder. Yes, he’s
got a few broken bones and plenty of bruises and cuts, but he’s
going to be fine. I’m his sister, Sophie.”

They shook hands and Sophie told him
what part of the food preparation she was up to. “The small quiches
Pierre prepared overnight are ready for the oven. I’ve done some
mini crab cakes, spring rolls, and ham and chicken rolls. I was
about to get some deep-fried Camembert organized. Can you start
prepping the salads, fruits, and antipasto plates?”

“Yes, chef.”

“Let’s get this organized
and then we can talk. Pierre had some small cakes baked. We can add
to them once we get the mains organized. There’s also an assortment
of little pies he’d prepped for the oven.”

Sophie was pleased to see Calder
immediately began working effectively. She’d had some horrors in
her kitchen with staff but it appeared like Calder would be a great
asset. Pierre had told her he was good and now she could see he
knew exactly what he was doing.

Relieved, she finished preparing the
Camembert then continued working some sweet fruit tartlets. A
couple of cakes that could be sliced were now cooling before
decorating and cutting. Sophie took five minutes to make a quick
call to Julie who told her Pierre was fine but had nodded off.
Sophie sent her love.

Thank goodness he’s
okay. She shuddered. He could have been killed!

Both Aliyah from the front desk and
Lei from the bar had introduced themselves, and Sophie found them
both to be friendly although Aliyah was rather intimidating. A tall
black woman, she had muscles where no woman should but she had a
friendly smile and a lilting voice. Lei was an attractive Asian man
who she guessed to be in his forties and very approachable
demeanor. Sophie and Calder chatted for about ten minutes. He told
her about his studies and by the time they’d finished talking,
Sophie was confident the two of them would work well together. She
took a few minutes to see what supplies they had for the weekend
and put in the order Pierre had told her about with a couple of
local suppliers, mainly meat, cheeses, fruit, and vegetables. She
ordered the beef and lamb Pierre had suggested, which could be cut
up for things like pies, wraps, as well as some pork
ribs.

The rush began to build up as more and
more people arrived and wanted something light to eat. It felt like
Sophie spent most of her time reassuring people that Pierre was
going to be fine. All seemed genuinely worried about him and sent
their regards. A man popped into the kitchen and introduce himself
as Alex Brown, the night manager. He was a friendly, lean man who
looked to be in his late forties. He had another man with him—a
huge giant of a man who she thought could snap her in two without
even breaking a sweat. This was Stan, who had taken over the front
counter at seven from Aliyah. Like Aliyah, he smiled and it was if
another person had taken his place. He grabbed a coffee and a cake
and after saying hello, he headed back to work with
Alex.

By nine, the kitchen was in full
swing. She and Calder were kept busy serving, making coffees, and
serving. Around eleven, a rather tall, attractive man came into the
kitchen. Against her five-foot-eight, he seemed toweringly tall.
She thought the must be at least six-six.

“Okay if I take your boss
for ten minutes, Calder?”

“Sure thing.”

“Grab a tea or coffee,
Sophie.”

Sophie brewed a tea for herself and a
black coffee for the man then followed him out into the dining
area.

“My name’s Steven Bray,
Sophie. I’m the co-owner with Reyansh, that’s Ash
Siddiqi.”

“Hello,
Steven.”

They shook hands. He pulled out a
chair for her then sat opposite.

“I called in at the
hospital. Pierre’s complaining about the food and generally being a
pain but apart from that, Julie said he’s okay. He’ll be in
hospital ’til tomorrow or Sunday she thinks.”

“He was asleep when I rang
earlier.” She snickered. “I don’t doubt he’ll be a pain to the
nursing staff. He hates sitting around doing nothing.”

“Did you find everything
okay?”

Sophie nodded. “Yes. Pierre’s got the
kitchen well organized.”

“He said you ran your own
restaurant for years?”

“Yep, had it for about
twenty-one. It’s been hard to adjust not having to work weird
hours. This is perfect for me.”

Steven looked genuinely interested as
he asked, “Why did you give it up, if you don’t mind me
asking?”

She smiled and shook her head. “No, I
don’t mind. Basically, the building it was in was sold off and then
they were starting to remodel it all. I know I could have stayed
but truthfully, I didn’t like the new building owners. On top of
that, I wanted to come out here. I already sort of decided to sell
when my son told me his wife was pregnant.” She smiled, a wistful
kind of smile. “My son, Sam, his wife, Grace, and my new little
granddaughter, Eloise, live fifteen minutes away from Pierre’s
home. I missed them all and when I told them I was finally coming
to the west coast to live, Pierre and Julie immediately asked me to
stay with them until I found a place to rent then I could search
for an apartment to buy. I still need to decide what to do with my
life, but I was delighted to accept.”

“I bet. It’s good that you
have family. Do you think you’ll open a restaurant out
here?”

She shrugged. “Honestly, I don’t know.
Thankfully I got a great price for the restaurant because it had an
excellent reputation and the new owner kept pestering me to stay.
In the end, I sold him the name, the goodwill, and I even managed
to negotiate twice the price I thought I’d get. And I sold my
apartment. It was mid-town and I got a fabulous price for that as
well.”

“You did? Good for you.”
Steven’s grin was infectious and Sophie couldn’t stop her own
smile.

Man, is he
handsome.

“Yep, now I can decide
what to do at my leisure.”

“What are you going to do?
Or rather what were you going to do?” Steven asked with another
smile.

“Truthfully, I haven’t
decided yet. I’m getting older and a restaurant is a lot of work.
Maybe I’ll do something else, but at the moment, I honestly don’t
know what. I think I’m going to rent then find a place to buy
around this area. I can think about whether I want to open
something or take on a new project, there's no rush.”

“Well, let us know if we
can help. There are a lot of members here in all sorts of fields.
We have real estate agents, lawyers, and people in all types of
useful occupations. As well, the other owner is a financial wizard,
if you want to invest while you look.”

“Oh gee, that’s all good
to know. I’ll definitely talk to the realtors.”

“I’m glad you’re here.” He
reached over the table to squeeze her hand. “I want to thank you
for stepping into the breach.”

Sophie appreciated the sentiment. It
was lovely to feel appreciated. “Weird how things work out, isn’t
it?”

He nodded. “Yeah, if you hadn’t sold
up and come here, it would have been a nightmare trying to find a
chef, plus the fact this isn’t your average club would be a major
headache.”

“Oh, yes, I have no doubt
about that.”

“You sure you don’t have a
problem?”

He looked rather concerned and Sophie
quickly reassured him. “No. As I told Olivia, I imagine I’ll be in
the kitchen all the time and won’t see much.”

“That’s true but I have
the distinct impression you’ll get quite a few
invitations.”

Puzzled, Sophie knew she looked
strangely at Steven. “Invitations?”

“To play, to join one or
two of the members.”

Sophie laughed, maybe when she was
younger she’d have been lucky get one or two but not now. “I don’t
think I’ll have to worry about any invites, Steven. I’m a
fifty-one-year-old woman not a twenty-one-year-old.”

“Oh, I’m sure you will, a
beautiful woman like you. Are you married?” he inquired.

“Divorced, way back when I
was in my early twenties, and thanks for the
compliment.”

“Well, it’s true. No
significant other?”

“None. What’s this?
Fishing?”

He laughed, a real honest belly laugh.
“Not for me, I’m happily hooked already but there are plenty of
single fish in the club. I have one in mind who'd be perfect for
you, my partner, Ash.”

She shook her head and smiled at the
man, thinking if they looked as delicious as him, she may even be
tempted. “Well, I’m not in the lifestyle which means they’d have to
cast their nets elsewhere.”

“Shame. Still, you never
know. Someone may tempt you.”

A rather beautiful woman came toward
them. She was around Sophie’s height with medium-length,
dark-auburn hair and the most amazing green eyes. She wore a
breathtakingly beautiful black and soft pink kimono. Steven saw her
and his whole demeanor changed. This was obviously his partner, and
he couldn’t hide the love he had for her. He pulled her down to sit
on his knee and a twinge of envy rippled through Sophie. Even her
ex-husband had never looked at her the way this man looked at his
girl.

“This is my wife, Avril.
Sweetheart, this is Pierre’s sister, Sophie.”

“Oh, hi, Sophie. Your
brother is ruling loudly from his bed. Steven and I called in on
the way here and he was complaining about everything.”

“Yep, that sounds like my
brother.” Sophie didn’t bother hiding her laugh.

“I was just telling Sophie
to get ready for some invitations to play. She doesn’t believe
me.”

Avril grinned at Sophie. “Steven’s
right. I’ve already had a few people asking who you were and were
you available.”

Shocked, Sophie managed to stammer,
“You’re joking?”

“Nope. Why would I? An
attractive woman who doesn’t wear a wedding ring. Yep, you’ll have
them all calling in.”

“I’ll believe it when it
happens. Like I said to Steven, I’m fifty-one years old, plus, I
have, shall we say, a chef’s body.” She caught the puzzled looks on
their faces. “Well-rounded from indulging in too much
food.”

“Join the club, me too,
but Steven loves my curves.”

“Oh, most definitely. And
I’m not the only one. Most of the men here prefer their women with
a little meat on their bones so they can take their punishment much
better.”

Sophie knew she blushed at that. She
could feel the rush of blood as her face heated up, but somehow,
she resisted the temptation to touch her cheeks.

“Take a look at the women
here. I’d say the majority have a little padding. Oh, and one of
our most popular unattached subs is Tanith. To the outside world,
she’d be called obese but here—man, we love her. She refuses to
accept a collar because she loves all the attention. Says she’s
waiting until she finds a Dom who falls in love with her. Actually,
I think half of them already are.”

It was a whole new world she was being
introduced to but she could see Steven was telling the
truth.

Steven turned to his wife and said, “I
told Sophie that Ash would be perfect for her. I bet when he
returns, he asks her to play.”

Avril's grin lit up her face. “You’re
right, Steven.” She rolled her eyes. “Wait until you meet him, he’s
delicious.”

“Delicious or not, I’m not
into the lifestyle so he’ll get a no from me.”

Steven shrugged then said, “Why don’t
you reserve your judgment until you meet him?”

With a wink, Avril drawled, “He’s
delectable.”

Sophie laughed. These two sounded
determined to play matchmaker and she was glad when Steven changed
the topic.

“I’m guessing you found
everything okay. Calder will be able to point you in the right
direction if you can’t find anything.”

“Thanks, Steven. Pierre
filled me in on as much as he could and Calder and I have talked
about how things work here.”

“On that note, we’d better
let you get back.”

They all stood and Sophie said, “It
was nice to meet you both.”

She had immediately liked the two of
them and thought if the rest of the members were as nice as these
two she’d spoken to, she’d enjoy working here.

“Likewise. If you need
anything, just yell.”


Chapter Three

 


By the end of the first weekend
working at Silk Rope, Sophie figured she was back into the swing of
working the odd hours of a restaurant. In fact, it had only been
about three months since she sold up, which meant she wasn’t that
far out of practice. She and Calder soon found their routine and
she enjoyed his quiet humor. She couldn’t believe how friendly
everyone was, and by the end of the first Sunday night, she was
sure she’d spoken to every single member.

And she soon discovered Steven hadn’t
been wrong.

Sophie lost count of the number of
invitations she’d gotten to play. At first, it was embarrassing but
then she began to appreciate the attention. She let the admirers
down as gently as she could but that didn’t stop some of them from
coming back a second and third time. Soon she was laughing and
joking with them.

Oh boy, is this place
great for my ego!

Pierre came home on Sunday around
lunchtime. Julie worked from home most of the time so she was on
hand to help him. He’d been grouchy while in hospital but now that
he was home, he took on a happier demeanor. The fact that Sophie
was working at the club kitchen, and liked it, only added to his
contentment at being home although he kept telling her recipes to
try out.

His arm was in a large cast and he had
a number of stitches in his head. The doctors had told him he’d be
in the cast for about eight or nine weeks because of the severity
of the breaks and his age. He was told there was a chance he may
need physiotherapy on his arm but each break was clean and meshed
together nicely. Time would tell. Sophie relaxed on her three days
off, spending as much time as she could with her baby granddaughter
and the family.

As she left for work on the next
Thursday, one of the Masters who had often visited, an unbelievably
tall attractive man named Kaden called into the house and was now
sitting with Pierre, the two of them discussing cars as usual.
Kaden had an old Caddy and a Chrysler that Pierre coveted. The two
of them would spend hours talking engines. Julie was happy that
Pierre was occupied for the rest of the day, and she knew she only
had to keep the two men supplied with coffee. Kaden was a nice guy,
always making Sophie and Julie laugh. He’d escorted her to her car,
flirting outrageously and trying to convince her that she would
love to be covered in the kisses of his ropes.

By the end of Sophie’s second week,
she thought she’d worked at the club forever. The people, the
staff, the smells and sounds were all becoming rather familiar.
Although some of the loud screams had her on edge at first, once
she realized exactly what they meant, then she was rather envious.
Still, she hadn't been tempted to accept any invitations to play
despite some of the men being rather sexy and attractive. Steven
had jokingly said she was waiting for Ash to return.

“Just you wait, Sophie. I
have a feeling you may just change your mind when you meet
him.”

She introduced a few new items for the
menu and they proved popular. By now, she knew many of the regular
patrons by name and had about six admirers who persistently tried
to get her to change her mind about playing in the club. Kaden was
his usual crazy self, continually begging her to come and let him
teach her the joys of being tied up. He took all her refusals
good-naturedly and was fast becoming a great friend, along with
Avril and Steven. Another couple, Emily and Jake, had become
friends and Sophie had gone to dinner a couple of times with the
five of them, as well as Julie and Pierre.

She discovered Kaden was
in fact a Rope Master, a Kinbaku. When Pierre had introduced him, she’d assumed he was a
Dominant and it was surprising to learn he wasn’t a Dom. Sophie had
assumed all Masters, and Mistresses, were also dominants. Emily
explained that BDSM covered a wide range of people and some, like
Kaden, weren’t dominants, only Masters.

“I can’t imagine Kaden
telling a woman what to do without laughing.”

“You’re right, Emily. I
don’t think I’ve seen him without that huge grin on his
face.”

“He’s damn funny at times.
Anyway, he’s no Dom. Actually, neither is Avril’s Steven. He’s a
sadist but although he’s a bit bossy at times, he doesn’t consider
himself a Dom anymore but he is a Master.”

“But they
are all Masters, aren’t
they?”

“Most
definitely.”

“You do have a number of
Masters here.”

“Yes, not sure of the
exact number but at least fifteen.”

Casually, Sophie asked, “So your Jake
is, isn’t he? A Dom as well as a Master, I mean.”

“Yes, he is, very much a
Master as is Master Ash.”

“That’s the other owner,
isn’t it? Steven keeps telling me about him.”

“Yes, and he’s also the
head of the Masters and Doms, sort of the boss of everything that
happens in the club. Wait ’til you meet him. I don’t think anything
happens in the club that he doesn’t know about immediately. To be
honest, at times, I think he knows before it actually
happens.”

“That’s
spooky.”

“Yes, and he’s a Dom
Master personified. When I first met him, he scared the hell out of
me, but he’s one of the nicest men I’ve ever met.”

“Okay, I’ll try to
remember that when I meet him.”

“Avril said Steven is
trying to match-make you with Ash."

Sophie laughed. “Well, if telling me
how perfect Ash would be for me nearly every day then the answer is
yes.” She quickly changed the subject before Emily could say any
more about Ash. “Avril said you got married earlier this
year?”

Emily’s smile told all. It was obvious
how much she loved her husband. “Yes. Jake and I married in April.
It hasn’t been a year yet but it’s truly wonderful.”

“I’m glad it is for you.”
Sophie couldn’t hold back the tinge of sarcasm in her
voice.

“You didn’t like being
married?”

“I married an
asshole.”

Emily laughed and looked at Sophie as
if she were joking.

“It’s true, Emily, I did.
He figured he could live like a single man and was going out with
all these women. It broke down less than a year after we married,
it was only about five months. I lost count of the affairs in those
few months. It was under a year when I filed for a divorce. I still
kept working after the divorce, in restaurants. Once I got enough
experience, I opened my own. I was twenty-nine and it meant I had
to spent so much time every day in the restaurant building it
up.”

“Oh, lucky you! Sounds
like he was a real fool. Do you have any children?”

Sophie nodded. “Yes, I’ve got a son. I
was getting my divorce before he was even born. But I was lucky.
Back then, Pierre, Julie, and my parents lived nearby. Pierre and
Julie had just got engaged. My parents would babysit my son while I
was working. I wouldn’t have been able to build up my business
without them. Sadly, now they’re both gone.”

“Oh, that’s a shame. My
mom lives near me and I’ve got two brothers. We’re a real close
family, like you and Pierre.”

“I can hear an accent
still. Were you born out here?” Emily asked.

“No. Our parents
immigrated when we were kids, I was eleven. My father’s brother and
sister were living out here.”

Avril and Emily had shown her around
the club when she professed interest. Some of the sights shocked
her but some had left her rather aroused. She watched Kaden early
one Saturday morning when she’d closed up the kitchen.

“Have you finished for the
night?”

“Yes, Em.”

“Steven’s on duty. Come
with me and watch Kaden. I think you’ll love it.”

“Okay. Just let me get out
of this apron.”

She and Emily had gone upstairs to one
of the stage areas. Sophie was astonished to see the number of
people who were still at the club and had gathered. She saw now why
Kaden tended to wear a Japanese jacket with black loose pants
underneath rather than the leathers or the suits that a lot of the
other Masters wore. Kaden had stripped off the jacket and now
worked bare-chested. The loose pants meant he had more freedom to
bend and twist around the naked woman he had bound his ropes about.
Those watching were hushed, their partners either sitting on laps
or kneeling between legs to watch.

Time seemed to slow down as Kaden
coiled, wove, and bound the ropes about the woman’s body until she
was completely covered in loops and cords, all entwined in an
amazing pattern. The woman herself appeared as if she was in some
other world and, Sophie thought Kaden did too. It was breathtaking
and totally wonderful to watch. Sophie was amazed at how sensual,
how erotic it was. She left most decidedly aroused and had driven
herself home, thinking if any of the men who had been asking her to
play had been around, she would have been very easily tempted to
say yes.

Christmas Day was spent with Pierre
and Julie as well as their daughter and her family in the morning.
In the afternoon, Sophie drove over to her son’s house to spend the
remainder of the day with them. The club was closed from Christmas
Eve until Sunday, January second, which meant Sophie had a ten-day
break. Sophie enjoyed the small holiday and was going to drive up
into the mountains but decided that would be better left ’til
spring or summer. The roads were now covered in snow in lots of
places and she wasn’t used to driving in such conditions. Instead,
she took herself to spend a day at the local zoo.

She spent several days with Sam,
Grace, and Eloise. Eloise was only six weeks old but Sophie
couldn’t get over the excitement of being a grandmother. She looked
forward to when Eloise would be able to sit up and take more notice
of the people around her. But already she was gripping your fingers
and following people with her eyes.

Sophie went back to work after the
break, relaxed and keen to be working again. She thought she’d met
about eighty percent of the members, most of whom she now could
name and a few others she’d seen at least once. She’d found herself
excited to the few minutes when she got to peek at some of the
scenes and enjoyed them. Sometimes, she was tempted to watch full
scenes when her work was finished but it was generally too late and
she was tired and ready for bed. The only full scene she’d watched
had been the one with Kaden.

Steven pulled her aside one night and
asked if she needed anything.

“No, everything’s working
fine. Thanks, Steven.”

“Ash will be back next
week. He’ll be keen to meet you. I bet he asks you out.”

Sophie shook her head, it seemed
Steven was still matchmaking despite her refusal.

“I told you I’m not
interested. No one has been able to tempt me to change my mind and
I doubt he will either.”

Sophie was a little apprehensive to
meet Ash after Emily’s description. Then of course Steven, and at
times Avril, kept suggesting he’d be a great person for her to go
out with. Not only that, she’d heard a few people mention him and
all seemed to hold him in the highest regard and respect, but there
seemed to be a little awe or, not really fear, but an awareness he
was the head, the top Master.

Well, I’ll deal with him
the same way as I deal with everyone.

She hoped he’d like her
work. Steven was happy with it and she was confident there would be
no problems between them. And if he asks
me out, I can say no with ease.


Chapter Four

 


Ash sat down after he shook hands with
Steven and Alex, thinking it was good to be back home and now in
Alex’s office. Time to catch up with current events.

“How’s Pierre? Bet he’s
driving Julie crazy. I was shocked when you rang and told me what
happened.”

“Yeah, he is, Julie wanted
to know if Avril and I would like to take him for a month.” Steven
chuckled. “He’s as grouchy as all hell. I think Julie’s ready to
divorce him. It’s been seven weeks since the accident and she’s
climbing walls. We took him out for the day through the week to
give Julie a break.”

“Oh, hell, I can imagine
that. He’s not the most tolerant of people.” Ash grinned, thinking
about how Pierre would certainly hate being cooped up. He turned to
Alex. “And how’s the kitchen? I know you’ve all kept saying it was
okay but is his sister truly working out all right,
Alex?”

Alex nodded then said, “Extremely
well. Food’s great, she added a couple of different things the same
way as Pierre used to vary things. Folks all like them, and her.
She’s got a string of admirers, too.”

“Admirers?”

“Yep, wait until you see
her, Ash, and you’ll realize why.”

Puzzled, Ash asked Alex, “Why? What’s
she look like?”

“Pierre says she’s
fifty-one, looks late-forties. I’d say she’s about five-eight.
Gorgeous plus-size, she’s got these delicious curves that most of
the unattached are drooling over—men and women.”

Steven nudged Alex. “Yeah, and she’s
got long, straight, dark-brown hair that she normally wears up
while she’s working but we’ve seen it down a couple of times when
she’s had dinner with us all through the week. Reaches her butt.
Oh, and she has this enchanting slight French accent like
Pierre’s.”

“Hey and don’t forget,
Steven, she’s got those amazing eyes. They’re green in the center
and blue on the outside,” Alex reminded him.

“Oops, yes, hard to forget
them.”

“Mm, I see you two have
been taking notes.”

“Well, makes sense to
know, not that Steven here needs to, he’s got his own little
sweetie pie.”

“I like to admire women,
anyway, Avril says she’s beautiful too.”

Now intrigued, Ash asked, “Who’s she
playing with?”

“No one. She does her work
in the kitchen and then leaves. She’s got half the unattached in a
sweat wondering who she’ll finally say yes to.”

Ash looked from one man to the other
as Steven added, “She did tell me she’s not into the lifestyle when
we first met and it doesn’t appear that anyone’s had any luck in
tempting her to try it.”

“That’ll disappoint a few
then, I guess.”

“Hasn’t stopped them from
asking yet. I think they check in with her each day to
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