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Kate’s blood froze. Matt had told her Ileana had meant nothing to him. That he’d only dated her for a short time, then ended it when he realized how manipulative she was. Now she was staring at proof that he’d been lying.

Ileana flicked her finger across the iPad to display other pictures of her and Matt while they shopped for a ring, the two of them smiling and laughing, just like any newly engaged couple would while searching for the perfect symbol of their love.

Kate felt ill.

“Everything was great between me and Matt until he saw you running through some shopping mall a couple of weeks ago.” She said it with distaste, as if she wouldn’t be caught dead in a mall. “Then he decided he wanted to go after you again.”

Ileana turned off the iPad and slid it back into her purse. “He told me he just wanted a quick fling with you. Since I know how much he’s always wanted to train you into total submission, he hoped I’d be understanding enough to indulge him.” She shrugged. “I’m pretty open-minded. I don’t mind swapping partners, and definitely threesomes are great, but…” Her sharp gaze locked onto Kate. “I draw the line at an obsession like you. I told him he had to choose. You or me.”

“And he chose me,” Kate said, but found no pleasure in it.

Ileana took a sip of her water, then nodded. “But don’t get too excited about it. I know Matt and he knows me. He figures he’ll have his fun with you, then when it’s over, he’ll come chasing after me again, assuming he’ll be able to win me back.” She smiled. “And ordinarily he’d be right. But this time, I’ve decided not to let him have his way. So I’m leaving for good.”

“Is that why you came here? To tell me he’s all mine now?” Kate said with sarcasm, wondering what was really at the heart of this woman’s visit.

She just laughed. “Don’t kid yourself. You won’t be able to hold on to him any more than I could. He’s an incredibly screwed-up guy and he’s incapable of a normal relationship.” She put her glass down and paced across the room. “No, I’m here because I made a mistake. I gave him back his ring and now I’m having second thoughts.”

Kate frowned. “So you want him back?”

Ileana laughed. “No, I don’t want him back. I want the ring.”

“Oh.” The word escaped from Kate’s lips, as she wondered how Ileana could possibly let Matt slip away if she had a choice. “Why?”

Ileana shrugged. “I’m moving to L.A. Making a new start. That ring will go a long way to a down payment on a condo. I think I deserve that.” She walked toward the stairs. “So I’ll just go get it and get out of your hair.”

Kate stepped in front of her. “I think not.” Kate was not about to let Ileana, or anyone else, take something from Matt’s house without his permission.

“It’s my ring.” Ileana glared at her.

“Not once you gave it back to him. If you want it, you’ll have to ask Matt for it.”

Ileana turned thoughtful. “I would think you’d help a girl out. After all, he betrayed you, too.”

“I told you, I don’t believe Matt was in on that horrible incident you arranged at the party.”

Ileana’s lips turned up in a condescending smile. “I wasn’t talking about that, sweetie. I bet he didn’t tell you that—”

A beeping indicated that Kate had received a text. She pulled the phone from her jeans pocket and glanced at it.

“Matt will be here in a few minutes,” Kate said.

“Well, that will be awkward. Look, why don’t you just be a dear and run up and get the ring for me. Then I’ll be out of here and you can return to whatever little games you and Matt have been playing. The ring’s in his bedside table. The one nearest the window.”

“I said no.” Kate’s head was swirling with confusing thoughts and emotions, and she wasn’t sure what to believe, but there was one thing she was certain of: Ileana would not leave here with anything she didn’t have when she’d arrived.

Except my peace of mind.

Ileana’s eyes narrowed, but she drew her shoulders back, then turned and marched out, slamming the front door behind her.

Kate drew a sigh of relief, but one thing kept nagging at her. What else hadn’t Matt told her?
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Kate glanced at her watch. Matt actually said he’d be back in about an hour, but she’d wanted Ileana out of here. She was hoping that telling her Matt would arrive imminently would hasten her exit.

She gripped the banister and slowly walked up the stairs. Step by step. Heading toward Matt’s room at the end of the hall. She pushed open the door, then walked toward the bed, staring at the bedside table as if it were Pandora’s box.

Which to her it was.

If she opened that drawer and found an engagement ring, it would not only back up Ileana’s story about him giving her a ring—which was already pretty clear from the pictures—but it would prove that Matt still had feelings for Ileana. Otherwise, why would he keep the ring? And so handy.

Did he pull it out and stare at it, wondering if he had made the wrong choice chasing after Kate? Did his heart really belong to Ileana?

She sank onto the bed. Had Matt really come after Kate—offered to invest in her company and all—just to engineer things to get her here for this week of domination? She stared at the closed drawer. For Matt, the money was pocket change, so it was possible.

At a noise from downstairs, her gaze darted to the doorway. Had that been the lock on the front door unlatching? She grabbed her cell phone from her pocket and stared at it. Oh, God, Matt had texted her again, saying that he’d been able to get away earlier than he thought and he’d be home in five minutes. That was five minutes ago. She had been so caught up in her emotional turmoil, it hadn’t registered.

The door opened, then closed.

What would she do? He expected her to be ready for their next lesson. When he’d been called to the office this morning, efficient Matt had decided to use this as an opportunity. A Dom would expect his obedient submissive to be ready and waiting for him.

Part of her wanted to march down the stairs and confront him about his relationship with Ileana, and the ring. But what was the point? She didn’t own him. She wasn’t even in a relationship with him. And he’d made it clear this wouldn’t lead to a relationship.

She could hear him on the stairs and her heart thundered in her chest.

The only thing she could reasonably be angry about was that he’d lied to her about his relationship with Ileana, but maybe he’d done that to spare her feelings. Or maybe Ileana had lied to her, despite the pictures.

Okay, she needed time to think. She wasn’t ready to confront Matt about any of this right now. Especially after what had happened last night.

She heard Matt’s footsteps on the hardwood floor of the hallway.

It would be easier to continue with their plans, then gather her wits later. She would confront Matt about these things then.

But what would she do right now? She glanced around the room in a panic. She didn’t have time to don the leather outfit he’d given her. It was in her room anyway. And he’d be here in seconds.

What would a good sub do?

She began tugging off her clothes, thrusting the pieces under the bed, out of sight, then she stripped off her bra.

His footsteps drew closer.

She whipped off her panties and threw them and the bra out of sight as well, then climbed on the bed and did the only thing she could think of. She got into the position he had taught her in her apartment when she’d asked him to explain about the training.

She knelt and placed her head on the bed, widened her knees, and lifted her ass in the air, her back end toward the doorway.
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Matt walked into the room and his breath caught as he saw Kate’s naked ass hiked up in the air, her knees wide and her intimate folds on display. His gaze locked on her shaven pussy, and his cock lurched to attention.

“Hello, Kate.”

“Hello, Mr. Pearce.” Her voice was a little muffled with her head turned sideways and her cheek pressed against the duvet.

“You’re not wearing the outfit I instructed you to wear.”

“Sorry, Sir. I didn’t time things properly, and I didn’t want to keep you waiting. I hoped this would please you.”

He walked closer to the bed, a smile turning up his lips as he took in the graceful line of her naked body folded on the bed. With her chest pressed tight against the duvet, her breasts were hidden from view. He’d bet her nipples were hard.

He stroked his hand over the curve of her creamy derriere, enjoying the feel of her smooth, silken skin.

“Yes, I like seeing you on display like this very much, but you must learn to follow my commands to the letter.”

He lifted his hand and smacked her bare ass.

“Right?” He smacked again, a little harder this time.

“Yes, Mr. Pearce,” she said breathlessly.

He caressed her slightly reddened ass a few more times, gazing at her exposed folds. They glistened in the light. He glided his fingertips over her slit and almost groaned at the feel of her slickness. He slid his fingers into her, stroking deep inside her passage. He slid his thumb over her clit, loving the catch in her breath.

She was dripping wet now. He drew in a breath and pulled from her sweet heat, then crossed to his dresser and opened one of the side drawers. He found the silicon device and returned to her. He pressed the head of the small plastic cock to her opening and pressed it inside. He pushed it in and out a couple of times, until it was thoroughly coated in her slickness, which would act as a natural lubricant, then he positioned it against her back opening.

She stiffened as he pressed it slowly forward.

“Relax. Just let it go in.”

They had shared anal sex in the past, so he knew this wouldn’t be too challenging for her, but he eased it in slowly. Once it was all the way in, the flat, round end rested against her cheeks, preventing it from being drawn further into her body.

“Good. Now sit up.”

She lowered her ass and pushed herself up, then turned and sat on the end of the bed. As his eyes feasted on her beautiful breasts, tipped with hard, tight nipples, his cock ached at the thought of the butt plug nestled tightly in her ass.

He stepped in front of her. “Now, suck my cock.”

“Yes, Mr. Pearce.” She unfastened his zipper, the delicate touch of her fingertips moving over his crotch causing his cock to twitch in excitement. She wrapped her warm fingers around him and drew him out.

He almost groaned as her lips surrounded him. She took him deep, then slid back, then glided forward again, taking him deeper each time, until he was fully immersed in her. He forked his fingers through her long auburn hair and guided her head forward and back. He resisted the urge to thrust into her mouth, just letting her do the work. She glided her hand under his balls and cupped them gently, then fondled them.

“Fuck, that feels good.” His cock ached with the need to release. “Make me come, Kate. I want to fill your mouth.”

She glided faster, tightening her lips around his shaft as she took him deep into her heat. Squeezing him as she moved.

“Oh, yeah.” Heat flared through him. “Come on, baby. I’m so close.”

Then pleasure speared through him and he erupted into her mouth.
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Kate felt his cock release, filling her mouth with hot liquid. She swallowed, then glided off his deflating cock. She sat back and the butt plug shifted a little inside her, reminding her of its presence. She gazed at him, so hot she wanted him to flip her over and drive into her right now. The thought of his big, thick cock gliding into her sex while the butt plug filled her ass had her close to swooning. It would be like having two men inside her at the same time.

“Go and put on the outfit I gave you to wear. Meet me in the kitchen in ten minutes.”

“Yes, Sir.”

She stood up and hurried out the door to her room. It would take almost that long to put on the tiny garment, or at least to figure it out with all the straps. She picked it up and tried to figure out what went where. She fastened a strap around her waist, then another behind her neck. The straps surrounded her breasts and crisscrossed her body. Next, she slipped on the tiny leather thong. She glanced in the mirror. The black straps against her pale skin looked very striking. And sexy, with her breasts totally naked and her nipples poking forward at full attention. Four short straps still lay on the bed. Wrist and ankle bands. She sat on the bed and began fastening each into position.

She knew she should be thinking about Matt’s lie about his relationship with Ileana. She knew she should consider walking away from this week with him. But she didn’t want to. Maybe she couldn’t trust him in the relationship department, but he wasn’t offering her a relationship…other than business. But this week…Oh, God, as soon as he’d walked into the room she’d started getting wet. His masculine presence dominated any room, and she was helpless to resist him.

She finished fastening the second ankle strap and glanced at the clock, then shot to her feet as she realized she had less than a minute to get downstairs. She grabbed the high-heeled pumps with the metal stiletto heels that he’d given her with the outfit and hurried down the hall, knowing she’d move faster carrying them than wearing them. Once at the bottom of the stairs, she stepped into them, then continued to the kitchen.

“Late again.” He stood in the kitchen, a commanding male specimen, even when totally naked.

Especially naked. His big cock hung in front of him like a pendulum, then it began to stiffen as his gaze glided the length of her. When it rested on her naked breasts, her nipples puckered. Oh, God, she wanted him to touch them.

“You really need to learn some discipline. And I have just the solution. Follow me.”

He walked out of the kitchen and down the hall, Kate following on his heels. She couldn’t tear her gaze from his hard, tight butt.

He opened a door then her heart leaped as she realized there were stairs leading down.

The basement.

So, have you seen his dungeon yet? Ileana had said casually. It’s in the basement…

She hesitated as he started down the stairs, but she forced herself to follow him. He led her to a solid oak door, then opened it.

…and well soundproofed. No one would hear you scream.

Her eyes widened and memories of that other dungeon catapulted through her mind, when she’d screamed long and loud and no one had come to help.

She couldn’t force herself to step inside. She noticed chains on the wall and a big X made of wood with chains attached to each end. A person chained to it would be forced into a spread-eagled position. Open and vulnerable.

There was a padded bench about waist high, which she could imagine being bent over to be spanked or penetrated. There were other pieces of equipment around the room, but it all faded away as she became overwhelmed with emotion. Memories of being chained and then being whipped again and again in Ileana’s dungeon kept her frozen to the spot, her breath shallow and her head spinning.

“I said follow me.”

At Matt’s quiet but authoritative tone, Kate stepped into the dungeon without a thought, the submissive in her taking control. She crossed to where he stood by the tall bench she’d noticed earlier. He guided her to stand in front of it and pressed her forward. The top was padded leather. She heard a clinking as Matt fastened a chain to the loops on her ankle bands. He then moved in front of her and fastened her wrists to chains on the other side, holding her in the bent position.

A second later, he was behind her, stroking her bare behind, then his hard, hot body pressed close to her as he reached over the bench to cup her breasts. He stroked her nipples, then teased and pinched until her breathing became erratic, pleasure tingling through her. He glided his hands along her sides as he stood, then stroked her behind. Round and round. One hand on each cheek.

Would he pull back and smack her ass again? When the flat of his hand connected with her flesh, the sharp sound would fill the room.

She longed to hear it. To feel it.

But instead he slid his finger under the crotch of her thong and stroked her slit. She sucked in a breath as his fingers slid inside her. At the same time, he pressed his other palm to the base of the butt plug and moved it in a circle, causing the plug to swirl inside her tight channel.

He chuckled. “Clearly, you like that.”

She realized she was arching back against his hand. He pushed his fingers deeper and stroked her inner passage. He tore away the thong—she hadn’t realized it had Velcro on the waistband—then she felt something thicker than a finger stroke along her ass. His hot, rock-hard cock glided between her legs, over her slick slit. Back and forth. Stroking her.

He leaned close to her ear and murmured, “Do you want me to fuck you now?” His breath sent tendrils of hair fluttering along her neck. “To drive my hard cock into you right alongside this?” He wiggled the butt plug, sending electric shimmers through her.

“Oh, yes, Sir.”

He positioned his cock against her opening, teasing her with the mushroom-shaped head.

“When I fill you, it will be like you have two cocks inside you. Like two men are fucking you.”

“Yes,” she murmured, wishing he would do it right now.

He continued to stroke her and she oozed with need. Dripping in readiness.

“Please, Mr. Pearce. I need you inside me.”

His laugh rumbled from his chest. “Like this?” He drove forward and she gasped as his thick shaft filled her completely.

Without even giving her time to breathe, he thrust again. His fingers found her clit and he stroked it, and kept on while he drew back and drove forward again. Then again. Pleasure rose in her, building and building with each deep thrust. She squeezed her intimate muscles around him, making her intensely aware of the butt plug filling her other canal.

He flicked her clit while driving deep and she moaned. Blazing hot pleasure erupted inside her and she wailed. As he kept pounding into her—his hard body bouncing against her, then away with each one—the pleasure intensified, until she exploded in total bliss, her wails turning to screams.

He groaned. “Fuck, I’m coming.” He jerked against her, then heat blasted her insides as he came inside her.

They both collapsed against the bench, gasping for air. She had never been so loud in her life. Being in a place where she knew no one could hear her had been liberating.

Matt’s lips played along the back of her neck, sending quivers of awareness through her. “You’re such a wild thing, I might have to start keeping you on a leash.”

He stepped back and she felt him draw the butt plug from her opening. His hand glided down her legs, then she felt her ankles being unchained.

On a leash. For some reason, the idea excited her. She could imagine a collar around her neck with a chain attached. Maybe while she sat by his feet in front of the fireplace, him reading a paper as he stroked her hair.

He unfastened her wrists and helped her straighten up. Then he scooped her over his shoulder and stroked her bare ass as he carried her up the stairs.
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Matt set Kate down at the top of the stairs, tempted to drag her off to bed and have his way with her again, but knowing they could both use a breather first. His gaze trailed over her body as she preceded him down the hall. Her thong was still in the dungeon somewhere and all she wore were a few straps of leather that covered absolutely nothing.

Her hips swayed as she walked and he longed to stroke the round, firm flesh.

Damn, his cock was rising again. It was so difficult to control his desires where Kate was involved. He would love to keep her chained to his bed and make love to her nonstop.

But life wasn’t like that. And even though she was here for submissive training—and she’d made it clear to him that she wanted that to include sex—they both needed to eat occasionally.

Once they reached the living room, she turned and stood silently, waiting. Like a good sub.

“Kitchen,” he said, then followed her.

She pushed open the swinging door into the kitchen and he followed her through. As soon as they were in the room, cool ceramic tile under his feet, surrounded by dark wood cupboards and the soft light of the setting sun gleaming on the black granite countertops, the desire to take her again consumed him.

He grabbed her elbow and turned her around, then his lips captured hers hungrily. She was so soft, and her lips so sweet. He dipped his tongue inside and swirled, circling his arm around her waist and drawing her tight to his body.

Oh, God, he wanted her.

He turned her and leaned her over until her breasts were crushed against the glossy granite. His cock twitched at the thought of her nipples tightening as they pressed against the cold stone. He stepped behind her and wrapped his hand around his hard cock and glided inside her. Slow and deep.

Damn it, he had to get some control. He had only this week with her; after that, their relationship would be business only. How would he cope with that? He would have to control his desire around her. He drew back and glided deep again, the deep craving for her vibrating through every part of him.

He had to learn control around her. And now was a good time.

He drew back and eased in again. One more time. That’s all he would allow himself.

Her murmur of pleasure as he filled her deeply was almost his undoing, but with an iron will, he drew back again and this time, slid out of her soft, warm body. Her sound of disappointment stroked his ego, but he stepped away.

“That’s enough distraction for now.” He drew her to a standing position and patted her behind. “You go upstairs and change while I make dinner. You can go to the black armoire in my room and pick something comfortable to wear for dinner.” He’d bought a sexy wardrobe of clothing for her so he could dress her how he pleased as part of her submissive training. As he watched her walk away, her hips swaying, he wondered how he’d cook dinner with his cock hard and aching.
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Kate was so turned on, she could barely stand it. She walked up the stairs and down the hall. Matt had more than satisfied her in the dungeon, but then when he’d glided his big, hard cock into her in the kitchen, she’d been ready for another trip to heaven. Then he’d pulled out, leaving her craving more.

Part of the training, she assumed. Keeping his sub in line.

She entered his room, and the sight of his big bed with the masculine black and gray linens tempted her. Maybe she’d lay down on that bed and stroke herself to orgasm. Would Matt be downstairs, doing the same thing? He’d been hard as a rock when he’d pulled away.

She sat down on the side of the bed, thoughts of him stroking his hard erection. She glanced toward the dresser where he’d retrieved the butt plug earlier, wondering if he had other interesting devices in there. She stood and walked to the dresser and reached for the handle to pull open the side drawer.

But she didn’t feel right going through his private stuff. At the thought, her gaze darted to the bedside table. Ileana had told her the engagement ring was still in there and Kate had almost gone searching for it. She drew in a breath and walked to the black armoire—the one Matt had told her to look inside for clothing—and opened the doors. Barely paying attention to what she was doing, she grabbed a pair of black jeans and a red pullover. She shed the leather harness and began to dress, her gaze flicking to the bedside table.

Damn Ileana for coming here and disrupting this time she had with Matt. Sowing seeds of doubt. Making her face the fact he’d lied to her.

But she knew he had probably lied about how serious his relationship with Ileana had been because he didn’t want to hurt her. He had hesitated even telling her he’d dated Ileana, but he had owned up to it. The bottom line was that it didn’t really matter. Kate and Matt weren’t in a romantic relationship—and he resisted her attempts to change that—so he had no obligation to tell her anything about his private life.

Her gaze settled on the drawer. Had he kept the ring? Was he still pining over the woman?

She walked toward the bedside table as if drawn by a gigantic magnet. She licked her lips, hesitating. Wanting to know, but…not wanting to know.

She sucked in a deep breath, then grabbed the handle of the drawer and pulled it open, like ripping off a bandage. Inside was a brown leather journal, a pen, a small flashlight, and other sundry things. She glanced farther back in the drawer, and her breath caught. A black velvet box.

She picked it up with shaking fingers and snapped it open.

The soft light of the setting sun glittered on the large, solitaire diamond. It was beautiful. Simple. Elegant. Exactly what Kate would have wanted.

Her heart sank. She pushed herself up on the bed and sat cross-legged, staring at the gem. She ran her fingertip over the hard, smooth surface. She had begun to hope she might win Matt’s heart again, even though he said it was impossible. She feared her own submissive nature, but even more, she feared a future without Matt in her life. She was in love with him. She realized she always had been.

If only this ring had been for her. Kate’s heart ached and tears welled in her eyes.
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Matt’s cock still ached as he pulled the beef bourguignonne dinner from the fridge and put it into the oven to warm. He’d had it sent over from his favorite chef, along with a few other dishes, so he could spend time with Kate rather than cooking.

She was starting to trust him more, and it filled him with a deep satisfaction. She’d even let him take her to the dungeon and chain her to the punishment bench. He knew this time was helping her heal and he was glad for that.

He wondered how deep that trust had become. If he revealed what he’d done, would she be willing to forgive him? Would she believe he would never hurt her again, and allow them to move forward?

He set the timer on the oven, then headed for the stairs. Kate was probably in her room, waiting for his next command. He’d get dressed, then invite her downstairs for a drink by the fire before dinner. He padded down the hall, his bare feet making no sound on the hardwood floors. As he stepped toward the doorway, he noticed Kate sitting cross-legged on his bed, now dressed in jeans and a sweater.

He smiled, rather wishing she still wore the harness, so he could enjoy the view of her sumptuous body. His cock stirred at the memory of her in the crouched position she’d adopted earlier when he’d come home from the office, her naked folds open to him.

Her gaze jerked toward him and his heart wrenched at the sight of tears glittering in her eyes.

“Oh, Matt, I didn’t hear you.”

Her voice sounded anxious. Almost panicky. It was then he noticed she held something in her hand. Despite her quick movement to try and hide it, the sparkle of the diamond had been unmistakable before she’d closed the box and tucked it beside her knee.

She’d found the ring. His gut clenched.

“What are you doing with that, Kate?” He grabbed his robe from the back of the chair and pulled it on.

Her cheeks were flushed as she stared at him, guilt suffusing her eyes. “I’m sorry, Matt. I shouldn’t have gone through your drawer, but…when Ileana told me—”

“Ileana? What the fuck were you doing talking to Ileana?”

Her gaze dropped. “She came by when you were gone this afternoon. I answered the door and she just pushed her way in.”

“And you two just started chatting calmly and she told you about the ring?”

He walked toward her and held out his hand. There was no point ignoring what it was. Kate hesitated, then placed the velvet ring box in his hand. He walked to the bedside table and placed it in the drawer, near the back, then closed it.

Whatever Ileana had told Kate, it wasn’t going to be good. He did not want Kate to know the story behind the ring, but Ileana’s plans rarely matched his. He just couldn’t figure out what Ileana would have to gain by telling Kate about it.

Kate hadn’t answered his question yet. “So, what did she say?”
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Kate shifted under Matt’s intense scrutiny. She pushed herself from the bed and walked toward the window, gathering her wits. Drawing in a breath, she pushed aside the guilt of being caught with the evidence that she’d invaded his private space, drew back her shoulders, and turned to face him.

“You told me that you only dated Ileana for a short time and that it meant nothing.”

His expression didn’t change. “That’s right.”

She’d expected some hint of guilt.

“But…that’s a lie.”

“Kate, what did she tell you?”

Kate wrapped her arms around herself and started to pace. “She knew where everything was. She knew her way around the kitchen and how to work the sound system. She knew about the dungeon.” She stared up at Matt. “She knew this house.”

Ileana had managed to make Kate feel like the outsider.

“We were friends before we dated,” Matt said, “and even after we broke up, she was the head of my legal team. She was often over here to discuss contracts, or for social gatherings. She also helped me furnish the place.”

A tremor crawled along Kate’s spine. Suddenly, Ileana’s presence seemed to surround her. No wonder the furniture felt a little more formal than she would have expected for Matt. Had Ileana picked out all the furniture? Had she picked out this bed? Had she chosen the linens?

How often had she and Matt made love in that bed? Had Matt spoken soft words of love in her ear?

“She said you dated a lot longer than a few months.”

His eyebrows arched. “Really? How long did she say?”

“She said you were still together when you saw me in the mall a few weeks ago.”

“And you believed her?”

She shrugged. “No, not exactly. I mean, I didn’t know what to believe, and she didn’t seem to care if I believed her or not.”

“Of course. She knows that would work better. Drop a few comments. Lead you where she wants you to go.” He scowled. “Just enough to sow the seeds of doubt.” His lips compressed. “Kate, I thought you’d finally come to trust me again.”

“I did.” She sucked in a breath. “I do.”

It was true. She’d even gotten past her hesitation at the dungeon door because deep inside, she knew Matt would never purposely hurt her.

“And I understand that if you had a more serious relationship with Ileana,” she said, “you might feel there was no reason to tell me. You and I aren’t in a romantic relationship, so it’s really none of my business, and it would make things awkward between us. You might feel it would hurt me to know about it.”

“Kate, I’m not hiding anything from you. I was never in a serious relationship with Ileana.”

Kate’s throat clenched and she forced her gaze to meet his. “Then why did you propose to her?”

“What? That’s crazy. You can’t actually believe that.”

Her eyebrows arched. “What about the ring?”

“The fact I have a ring doesn’t prove—”

“She showed me pictures of you sliding the ring on her finger.” The look of joy in Matt’s eyes in that picture still haunted her.

He paused, his brows drawn together in bewilderment. “A picture?” He frowned, then sighed. “Right. I asked her to come with me to pick out a ring because I wanted a woman’s perspective. While we were shopping, she asked the salesman to take some pictures of her trying the ring on. It wasn’t a picture of me proposing.”

“Oh. So, there’s someone else?” Her heart clenched at the thought. But of course he would have been dating other women over the past two years, so it made sense that he would become serious about one of them.

His expression closed up. “That’s not important. The point is, I’m not involved with Ileana, and I definitely never proposed to her. Nor do I intend to.” He locked his gaze on hers. “I didn’t lie to you.”

She stared at him, not sure what to think. Who was this other woman and why didn’t he want to talk about her? And if he had another woman in his life, why was he spending this time with Kate? Having sex with her.

Unless the woman had turned him down.

“I believe you,” she said.

“Good.”

“Matt, this other woman—”

“Look, Kate, as you already pointed out, you and I are not in a romantic relationship. What goes on in my personal life has nothing to do with you.”

A shiver ran through her at his cool, businesslike tone.

“I would still like to help you come to terms with your submissive side,” he continued, “because I think it will help you in future relationships, but if you don’t want to stay, I’ll understand.” He turned and walked toward the door. “I’ll leave you to think about it. You can find me in my study.”
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Matt swirled the drink in his glass, watching the liquid absently. Damn it, he never should have brought Kate here. He’d thought it was helping her, and with respect to her healing over the past events, it probably was, but it wasn’t helping either of them get past what was between them. He didn’t know if she would leave now or not, but it would probably be for the best.

A tap sounded at the door. Time for the verdict.

“Come in.”

He set his glass on the desk as the door opened. Kate stepped inside.

“Hi.” She glanced around nervously, taking in the hunter green walls and the dark wood furniture of his masculine den. Her gaze settled on his and she shifted a little, clearly nervous.

“So what have you decided?” he asked.

“I want to stay.”

The knot in his stomach loosened. Maybe it would be better if she left, but he was glad she was staying.

But he knew he had to keep control of things.

“Fine. Then I think it’s time we ramp things up.”

She pushed her fingers in her jeans pockets. “Okay.”

“This will only work if you trust me totally.”

She gazed at him solemnly and nodded. “I do.”

He didn’t believe that was completely true, but they would proceed from here.

“Good. For the rest of the week, we will stay in role. You will do exactly what I say. When I say. Without question. Without thought. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Good. Now take off your clothes.”

She blinked, but then she began stripping away her garments. Her sweater and jeans landed in a heap on the floor, then she reached behind herself and unfastened her bra. His heartbeat increased as she drew the garment away, revealing her perfect breasts. So pert and round. The nipples hardened as his gaze caressed them. She tucked her thumbs under the waistband of her panties and pushed them down, then kicked them away. Now she stood before him totally naked. His cock swelled at the erotic sight.

“Come over here and kneel in front of me.”

As she walked toward the desk, he opened the drawer and retrieved the black leather collar with silver spikes he had picked out for her for this week. It was a symbol of the bond between a Dom and his sub. Of trust and obedience on her part. It hadn’t been appropriate to give it to her at the beginning of the week, because she hadn’t been ready. In fact, it probably wasn’t appropriate to give it to her at all, because they would never be true Dom and sub. Eventually, she would bond with someone else in that way. That’s why they were doing this whole thing. So she could eventually find her happiness with someone else.

Even though the two of them were not meant to be, however, by giving her this collar, he was claiming her on some level. He would always know she had submitted to him and accepted his collar.

He turned his chair as she rounded the desk and approached him. She sank to her knees in front of him.

“Lift your hair,” he instructed.

She gathered her long, auburn hair in her hands and lifted it out of the way. He wrapped the collar around her neck and fastened it. She released her hair and it spilled around her shoulders in soft waves. The black collar looked good against her pale flesh, surrounded by her burnished copper hair, the silver spikes glinting in the light.

“Now suck my cock, slave.”
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A shiver danced down Kate’s spine. He’d never called her slave before. It made her feel so…controlled.

“Yes, Mr. Pearce.”

He still wore his robe, so she reached for the front of the garment below the sash and parted the fabric. His already rising cock popped forward. She gazed in his eyes, as she wrapped her hand around his shaft and brought the tip to her mouth.

“And don’t make me come.”

She nodded as she licked him, watching his eyelids flicker as heat suffused his midnight blue eyes. She swirled her tongue over the hot flesh, dabbing at the tiny hole, tasting the salty drop of liquid oozing there. She spiraled downward, then wrapped her lips around him and swallowed the mushroom-shaped head into her mouth. He tucked his hand behind her head as she slid down his shaft, opening her throat to take him deep.

She glided up and down, his big cock filling her mouth and throat.

“Now, lick my balls.”

She drew his shaft from her mouth and tucked her hand under his shaven balls, then lifted them. She licked, then nibbled them with her lips. She drew one in her mouth and bounced it on her tongue, then sucked lightly. Her other hand still grasped his erection, stroking up and down. She licked and cajoled his soft sack in her mouth, until he moaned.

His fingers forked through her hair. “Now, suck my cock again.”

She released his balls and pressed his cock to her lips again, then took him inside. He was getting close so she had to be careful. He’d told her not to allow him to come.

She glided down, his rock-hard flesh filling her mouth as she took him deep. She moved slowly up and swirled her tongue around the underside of his corona.

“Yes, I like that.” His hand, still wrapped around her head, drew her forward until his cock filled her throat.

She glided back and he pulled her forward again. He was getting close and she tried to draw away, but he guided her head forward and back, faster and faster. He was controlling her. Forcing her to his will. Excitement skittered through her.

He arched forward, groaning. Liquid heat filled her mouth and she swallowed as best she could, but some spilled from her lips.

He released her and she eased back, allowing his cock to fall from her lips.

His stern gaze locked onto her. “You disobeyed me. You were not to make me come.”

“Yes, Sir. I’m sorry.”

“Stand up.”

She stood and he turned his chair, guiding her in front of him, facing the desk.

“Lean over.”

She leaned over the desk, her breasts resting against the hard, cool mahogany.

His fingers stroked over her ass, then he smacked. Hard. The tingling danced along her skin, then he smacked again. Then a third time. The stinging increasing with each slap. Heat rushed through her. She gasped as he smacked again.

Then his fingers stroked over her heated flesh. Lightly.

“You have a beautiful ass. Especially when it’s glowing red like this.”

He stroked round and round, then he parted her cheeks and leaned forward. She moaned at the feel of his tongue gliding along her slick folds, then pressing into her and wiggling inside, sending tremors through her.

His finger found her clit and he teased. Pleasure swamped her senses and she sucked in air. He teased her until she felt the pleasure swell, closing in on an orgasm. Her breathing accelerated as he stroked and licked her. The pleasure swelled and she could feel it…so close.

Then he stopped.

He stood up behind her and hooked his finger through a loop on the collar, then pulled her to a standing position. A moment later, she was following him out the door. The collar tugged on her neck as he led her down the hall. He opened the door to the basement.

“You know where I want you to go.”

“To the dungeon, Sir.”

“That’s right.”

He released the ring on her collar and followed her down the stairs, then opened the door to the dungeon and gestured for her to precede him in. Once inside, he hooked his finger through the collar ring again and led her across the room, passing the punishment bench where he’d made love to her earlier. He stopped at a wide table, with padding on top.

“Climb on top and assume the position.”

She climbed onto the table and knelt, then leaned over just as she had on his bed when he’d returned from the office. This was the position he’d first shown her in her apartment when she’d asked about the training—when she’d insisted he show her one of the more daring positions—and now it seemed to be his favorite. As she pushed her ass in the air, knowing he was staring at her damp folds from behind, she realized she felt the same way. She felt vulnerable and open to him. He could do anything to her. And that excited her.

“I want you to spread yourself open and show me your most intimate parts. Then I want you to touch yourself.”

She reached behind herself, grasped her ass cheeks, then separated them. He’d be able to see her glistening opening easily. Then she raised her belly and slid one hand underneath and up to stroke her slippery slit.

“I like that,” he murmured. “Now, find your clit and stroke it.”

She glided through her folds and found the hot little button, then flicked over it. Pleasure swelled through her, but she slowed down, knowing he wouldn’t let her come yet.

“Yes, that’s lovely. Are you turned on?”

“Yes, Mr. Pearce.”

“Could you come right now?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Good. Now stop.”

He walked to a wooden cupboard along the wall and pulled open a door, revealing several floggers. He selected one that was pink and seemed to be suede. He opened a drawer and picked up something small, too—she couldn’t see what it was—and slipped it into the pocket of his robe. She stiffened a bit as he returned to her carrying the flogger, its half-inch strips of suede attached to a matching suede-wrapped handle. He held it in front of her, so she could see it up close, then he dragged it over her back. The suede was soft against her skin. The gentle way he stroked her back with it, and maybe the fact it was pink, relaxed her.

“I’m going to punish you in a few minutes, but first I’m going to get you ready.”

His hand slipped into his robe pocket as he walked around behind her. He stroked her ass, then glided his fingers along her slit. She felt something cold and hard press against her, then he slipped something inside her wet opening. She squeezed around it, gripping it inside her.

“Now, you need to help me get ready.”

She glanced up and realized he was in front of her again. He slipped off his robe and pressed his cockhead to her mouth. She took him inside and sucked. Suddenly, the thing inside her began to vibrate. Her gaze darted to his and he showed her a small remote control in his hand. The vibration stopped and she sucked on him again. His cock grew harder and the device started to vibrate again. Then it stopped. He pulled his cock from her mouth and grabbed his robe from the ground. He held a small bottle of lube, which he spread over his cock, then walked behind her.

His pressed his slick cockhead between her cheeks and teased her by gliding along her ass. Then he positioned himself against her back opening and pressed forward. She relaxed, then pushed her muscles until his cockhead slipped inside her. He kept pushing forward, easing his cock deeper. The little device in her vagina began vibrating again and she moaned. His cock was so big inside her ass, and the tremors in her front passage delighted her.

“I’m going to punish you now.”

“Yes, Sir.”

With the feel of his big cock filling her, and the little device whirring inside her, she was distracted from her nervousness. He dragged the flogger sideways across her body. His cock slid back along her canal, then forward again. The vibrations slowed as he whisked the flogger from side to side across her skin, lightly, caressing her with a gentle rhythm of delightful sensations.

She couldn’t believe how wonderful the flogger felt. The wide strips gliding across her back felt more like a massage than a whipping. But, of course, she knew she could trust Matt to make punishment a pleasure for her. She was sure this flogger, if used differently, could cause pain. But Matt wouldn’t do that to her.

“Will you obey me next time?”

“Yes, Sir. I’m sorry.”

The suede swirled over her back and the device whirred faster inside her. She clamped tight around it, squeezing it inside her as Matt’s big cock glided faster into her.

“Good. Your apology pleases me.”

She groaned as he plunged deep, then the flogging stopped and he slid his hand around her waist and drew her up, until he pressed her tight against his torso. He stroked her breasts with the soft suede of the flogger as he continued to bang into her. Pleasure rippled through her. From the vibrator humming inside her. The soft suede brushing her nipples. His big cock driving into her.

“Oh, God, yes.” Blissful sensations fluttered through her and she arched against him. Then she gasped as an orgasm exploded inside her.

He continued to ride her, his cock pumping deep into her, driving her pleasure higher. Then he groaned his release and held her tight to his body.
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Matt erupted inside her, groaning at the potent pleasure. Damn, it was so intense with Kate. Her body pressed tight to his, her back passage gripping him like a vise. He drew out and knew he had to have her again. He grabbed a moist towelette from the small drawer in the table and wiped off, then he grabbed her hips and flipped her over.

He slipped his fingers into her slit and pulled the still-vibrating device from her wet depths, then he pushed his still hard cock inside her. She sat up and into his arms, her legs wrapping around his waist. He kissed her, his tongue delving deep, dancing with her own. She drove her tongue back into his mouth, her lips moving on his with passion.

He thrust his hips forward and she groaned. He pumped inside her, loving the feel of her velvet sheath around him. She clung to him, her face a vision of rapture. She sucked in a breath, then moaned again. Her eyes fell closed and he pressed his lips to her neck as he continued to drive into her. Giving her pleasure.

She wailed in ecstasy and he kept going. He wasn’t going to come again so soon, so he just enjoyed giving her this pleasure.

Finally, she slumped against him, her head lolling on his shoulder. He picked her up, still embedded inside her, and carried her up the two flights of stairs to his room.
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Kate woke up, snuggled against Matt, his arms still around her. She felt so warm and protected in his arms. He had even used a flogger on her last night, and she had loved it. There’d been no residual fear from that other incident. No fear at all, since she knew Matt would never hurt her.

Of course, he must have chosen a pink flogger for a reason. It made her think of soft, cute things, not pain. And he had so lovingly stroked across her back with it.

She could imagine using it on Matt. Brushing it across his broad, naked chest. Then maybe flicking it, just to get his attention—and make him a little nervous—then stroking again.

But when did the sub get to punish the Dom?

She’d have to think about that. Maybe she could pretend to capture him. Chain him up and have her way with him.

She was getting hot just thinking about it. But there were no chains handy. She grinned. Of course, maybe she could bind him with her powers of sexual persuasion.
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Matt awoke to Kate’s soft hands on his already swelling cock. He groaned at the sweet warmth of her mouth surrounding him and her throat enveloping him. She took him deep several times, then prowled over him. As she sat on his pelvis—her warm, wet folds pressed against the ridge of his cock—she grasped his wrists and pressed them beside his head and winked.

“I’ve chained you down, Sir.” She said the honorific with sass, her eyes gleaming. “Now you’re under my control.”

He shouldn’t allow her to do this. He was training her to be a sub, in order for her to accept that side of herself.

But he couldn’t resist her playful sexiness…and the heat of her slick body gliding up and down his cock as she pivoted her hips on him.

She reached down and grasped his cock, then slid it inside her.

“Oh, yeah.”

She leaned forward and brushed her breast against his mouth. He opened and licked her tight nipple, then pulled it inside and sucked. She moaned and pressed forward more. He sucked until she tugged her breast free, then pressed the other forward. He licked the newly offered nipple, then pinched it lightly with his teeth. She gasped, then pushed it forward until he sucked deeply.

She sat up, cupping her breasts and stroking the nipples as she moved up and down on him. He watched her fingers toy with the hard nubs, his cock swelling even more inside her hot depths. She squeezed him and he groaned, then she stroked her hands over his chest and pinched his nipples as she increased the rhythm, her body gliding on him faster. Taking him deeper.

He watched her face, glowing in pleasure, her eyes gleaming brightly. The cadence of her breathing told him she was close. And so was he.

If his hands weren’t bound by imaginary chains, he’d reach up and stroke her sweet breasts, but he satisfied himself with watching them bounce gently with her movement.

She tightened around him, then threw her head back and moaned. The sight of her in full orgasm sent him shooting over the edge and he erupted inside her.

“Oh, God, Kate. You are so sexy.”

She smiled and snuggled up against him, his cock still buried in her depths. “And so are you.”

She nuzzled his neck, then lifted her head and kissed him. Their gazes locked and her smile faded as she stared deeply into his eyes.

“I love you, Matt.”
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As soon as she’d said it, Kate’s stomach dropped. What had she been thinking?

But for one brief second, she saw the same feelings gleaming in his dark eyes. And then they blanked out. He was so good at hiding his feelings, but she’d seen it. He loved her.

He gazed at her, and stroked his hand through her hair—so much for the imaginary chains—then he drew her to his body again, cupping her head to his chest. She could hear his heart beating. She was warm tucked against him like this, his big cock still inside her. She closed her eyes and let the steady rhythm lull her, until she finally fell asleep.
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When she awoke again, he was still inside her, but he was growing hard again. She glanced at the bedside clock and realized she’d only been asleep about twenty minutes, but tendrils of sunshine were streaming in the window.

She arched against him, enjoying the feel of his rapidly hardening cock inside her, but he flattened his hand on her lower back, stilling her movements.

“I think it’s time for more sleep, not sex.”

She smiled. “I’m not tired.”

“That’s because you’ve been sleeping. I couldn’t do that with your soft, sexy body as a blanket.”

She laughed, then leaned in and kissed his neck. “Poor man. I feel so sorry for you.” At that, she spiraled her hips, loving the feel of his big cock swirling inside her.

He tipped onto his side and drew away from her, his big cock pulling out of her.

“I would think you’d love to wake up to a willing woman wanting to have hot morning sex.”

But when she gazed at his face, he wore a serious expression.

“That little episode was fun, but we’re here to train you as a sub so we need to stay focused.”

She stroked his cheek. “Matt, I think you’ve done a great job helping me accept my submissive side. I’m loving being your sub.” She nuzzled his neck.

“That’s good. Then”—he hesitated for a moment and she glanced up at him—“maybe we’re done.”

“What do you mean ‘done’?”

He sat up, his body sliding away from her as he did. She sat cross-legged facing him.

“You said it yourself. You love being a sub. It sounds like we can end the training period.”

“I said I love being your sub,” she corrected. “I’m getting the idea that when you say you want to end the training period, that means you want to end our week together, too.”

“That’s right.”

She frowned. “This isn’t about the training. This is about the fact I said I love you.”
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Damn it. Matt had hoped to avoid this. He had hoped she’d take the hint and let it drop.

“Kate, I already told you, there is no future for us.”

“I don’t believe you. I saw it in your eyes. I see it now. You love me, too.”

“Kate, don’t…” He turned his gaze away from her.

She grasped his chin with her soft fingers and turned him back to face her.

“Look, Matt. I know that you were hurt by some other woman. The woman you bought the ring for. And I assumed that meant you didn’t love me, even though you are going to such lengths to help me. But last night…when I said the words…I could see the same thing in your eyes.”

She stroked his cheek, and her soft touch—paired with the love in her eyes—sent warmth shimmering through him.

“Look, Matt. I love you and I’m not giving up on you. So, either tell me you don’t love me, or tell me why we can’t be together.”

His gut clenched. He wished he could just lie. Tell her he didn’t love her. But the alternative was to tell her what a bastard he’d been two years ago.

“Kate, we can’t be together. Can’t you just accept that?”

She shook her head, her intense blue gaze locked on him.

He sighed and pushed his feet off the side of the bed, then sat up.

“All right. I should have told you before, but then you wouldn’t have let me help you. And I needed to do that. I needed to try and set things right.”

“What are you talking about, Matt?”

He stared into her eyes, soaking in the love shining there, knowing the words he was about to say would extinguish that love completely.

“The reason we can’t be together is because of what I did two years ago. After you left me.”
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