
        
            
                
            
        

    



		
			
				What naughty thing had he suggested to Sonia? And why did I so desperately want him to try it out on me…?

				When Kate’s roommate ditches Jules Rodriguez for asking her to do something “kinky”, she’s eager to know what he wants. Jules has always looked like a man Kate could share her fantasies with…fantasies about dominance and submission that no one else has discovered. Can Kate make him realize that she’s his perfect bedmate?
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				Cuffing Kate

				

“I can’t fucking believe it!”

				A debate is a game. There is always a winner and a loser. This
					is why I don’t debate. Sonia sees things differently. She never loses.

				“What’s up?”

				My roommate slammed into my bedroom so hard that the door hit
					the wall. Another ding in the plaster. I shoved the dirty book I was reading
					under my pillow, but Sonia didn’t even look my way. She was already pacing. I
					kept quiet about the fact that she’d entered my room without knocking. Sonia
					loves to make an entrance, which means that she rarely ever knocks.

				“The fucking bastard.”

				I stared at her, curious. I’d never seen her like this before.
					Well, that’s not entirely true. Sonia’s hot-tempered. She gets all riled up
					during debates about war in the Middle East or why tofurkey is the wonder food. But this was different. Her cheeks were
					flushed a bright fuchsia and her dark espresso-hued eyes looked huge and
					wild.

				“Did you have a fight?” I asked tentatively.

				“A fight? No, not a fight.” She bit off each word as if chewing
					on a piece of that nasty papaya fruit leather she buys at the local health food
					store. I watched her stomp out of my room, heard her clomping toward the kitchen
					in her vegan no-cows-were-killed boots. Silently I trailed behind her,
					dumbfounded as she pulled a Guinness from the fridge—one of my beers. I’d never seen Sonia drink an alcoholic beverage.

				“Then what happened?”

				“The bastard. He actually tried to…”

				She swallowed a huge gulp of the brew and leaned against our
					fridge. The Well-behaved Women Rarely Make History magnet was poised over her
					head on the freezer. It read like a caption. I waited, but she didn’t
					continue.

				“Tried to…” I prompted.

				“He really thought I would let him…”

				“Let him…” I echoed, faux helpfully.

				“Never mind. Chalk the experience up to a bad fucking
					date.”

				“What did he try to do?” And why did I care so much?

				Sonia strode into the living room, threw herself onto our
					thrift-store sofa and grabbed the ugly comforter her great-aunt had crocheted.
					She was calming down. I could tell. Maybe she wouldn’t tell me the rest.
					Sometimes she kept things from me. This is why I read her diary on a daily
					basis.

				“He was kinky,” she said with finality.

				Sonia was decidedly not kinky.
					That’s mostly what I’d discovered by reading the tightly cramped handwritten
					pages in her recycled-paper journal. She wasn’t kinky, and she wasn’t that into
					sex, and she wasn’t that into men. But she didn’t seem to realize this last fact
					yet. Maybe when she discovered the latter the former would change.

				“What do you mean, ‘kinky’?”

				She shrugged and turned on Bill Maher, dismissing me by not
					responding. I thought of pushing the issue, of trying to take our roommate
					status to a higher level. Sonia considered us good friends, but we weren’t. She
					never shared her feelings with me, and she didn’t seem to care about my own.
					Mostly she preached her beliefs in my general direction—trying to guilt me into
					giving up things that she thought I shouldn’t do, or eat, or drink, or
					think.

				I went to my room, consumed by visions of the man she’d been
					out with. Jules Rodriguez. I knew him from school. Senior. Handsome. Of course,
					I understood perfectly why he’d asked Sonia on a date. She looked as if she’d be
					hellfire in bed. Anyone with an ounce of imagination could envision her in the
					heat of the moment—long twists of black curls spiraling as she moved, huge eyes
					glazed with lust. Aside from that, she dressed like sex on wheels: tight clothes
					in electric colors, earrings that jangled when she walked. Men were drawn to
					her. She baited them, and then dismissed them. Over and over and over.

				I thought again about the recent one. Jules. What naughty thing
					had he suggested to Sonia? And why did I so desperately want him to try that
					same thing out on me, whatever the trick might have been?

				My mind made an instant laundry list of deviant possibilities:
						Spanking? Anal? Sex toys?

				For a moment, I considered returning to the living room. Sonia
						was drinking her first beer, after all. Maybe
					she would have looser lips than usual. But I didn’t feel up to listening to a
					full-on rant. Hopefully she would write about the situation in her diary.
					Tomorrow when she went to class, I could sneak in and read every filthy little
					detail.

				Except maybe I couldn’t wait that long.

				* * *

				Jules lived in an apartment down the hill from campus. I
					knew because I’d known him before Sonia. We’d shared one class together—a cozy
					little 500-student Art History class. I also served him his daily caffeine
					infusion as barista at the central campus coffee bar. From my vantage point, I
					could spy him often in the quad. I hate to admit that I followed him, so let’s
					just say that one day our paths crossed in town, and I watched as he entered a
					retro white stucco apartment with wrought-iron railings on the balconies.

				Sonia may look like she’d be a good lay—but I thought Jules
					looked like he knew how to get inside a woman’s head. He was tall and lean,
					given to dressing simply in battered blue jeans and a khaki jacket. In between
					serving up shots of espresso, I’d drawn pictures of the two of us entwined. My
					canvas: white paper napkins. To my dismay, he simply hadn’t chosen the right
					woman.

				What had he asked her for? What had he wanted to do?

				“I’m going out,” I told Sonia as I passed behind the sofa to
					the door.

				“Where?”

				“A walk.”

				“If you go by Juiceeze, pick me up
					a smoothie,” she said. “Carrot and ginger, please. That beer was foul. You
					shouldn’t drink those.”

				I didn’t answer. I worship Guinness.

				“And you don’t need any more coffee,” she added as I began to
					shut the door. “Putting caffeine in your body is like depositing counterfeit
					money in your bank account.” These were the pearls of wisdom Sonia tossed out
					every day. I let them roll under the dresser like dust bunnies on roller
					skates.

				Without a plan, I walked by Jules’s apartment. Then I stopped
					and looked at the shades on the windows. What if I went up and knocked on his
					door? What if I forced him to tell me exactly what had happened? I could imagine
					the way he would look at me. Every day, he bought java from the coffee bar, but
					we’d never actually spoken more than the most casual chitchat. What kind of
					crazy person confronts a virtual stranger about his sex life?

				I took a step. I spun around. I went home.

				* * *

				Patience is one of my only virtues. This strength comes
					with the fact that I have had to wait for nearly everything I’ve ever wanted.
					I’m not complaining. This is my truth. But is this also why I envy Sonia? Men
					fall into her lap. Instructors trip over themselves to hear what tidbit of
					wisdom she has to offer. This time, all I had to do was bide my time until she
					left for class.

				Her diary was exactly where she always kept it. Sonia would
					never think of me as a snoop. She lives so much on the surface, she never stirs
					her unvarnished toenails in the water to see if there’s depth.

				I sat on the edge of her bed, my hands shaking as I found the
					latest entry. Jules had asked her to dinner, but not at a restaurant, at his
					house. That was smart of him. Sonia has such restrictive eating habits. There
					are few decent vegan hotspots in the vicinity. He’d poured wine, which she
					accepted, even if she didn’t take a sip. Why had she gone to his place? From all
					the previous entries I’d read, Sonia had never gone home with a man.

				Her own words answered the question for me.

				
					He was a gentleman, and I loved the way he spoke. His words
						were eloquent as he described the text we’re reading.
				

				So what had happened? Sonia bored me for two paragraphs as she
					described her own feelings about the text then wrote a bit about how Jules had
					offered to coach her before her next debate. Finally there it was. A word leaped
					out at me, big and bold and black: Handcuffs.

				He said I was beautiful, but out of
						control. The way I had to gesture when I spoke, pacing, like an animal. He
						said he wanted to bind me down, so that I couldn’t move, and then he would
						see—we would see—what I had to say.

				I put the book down. I knew the ending already. She hadn’t let
					him bind her down. But I was aflutter at the thought that this man was so
					attractive, so intelligent, so kinky, and yet so unable to read the fact that
					Sonia was not the type of girl he was after.

				All year, I’d watched different men discover this fact for a
					variety of reasons. Sonia was like a coveted chocolate from the center of a
					scarlet, heart-shaped box—once you bit in, you found you’d made a disappointing
					choice. Too much nougat. Too many nuts.

				I’m the opposite. My co-worker, Dan, described me as WYSIWYG:
					What you see is what you get. Simple attire: well-worn Levi’s and an oxford
					button-down. Simple hairstyle: long and straight to the middle of my back. No
					frills, maybe, but simplicity can be sexy, too. Calvin Klein built his empire on
					clean-cut lines, didn’t he? Not that I could compare myself with the models in
					CK ads, but I have always striven for that sharp elegance. Black and white. No
					gray.

				I reread the part about being bound again. And again.
					Reluctantly I put her book back, exactly where she kept the journal, and went to
					my own room to touch myself. This was a skill I excelled at. In seconds, my
					hands were in routine motion—one stroking my breasts, the other making lazy
					circles over my clit through my panties—slow, languorous circles that had my
					breathing quickening immediately. But what to think about? What fairy tale to
					display today? I stared up at the ceiling, mentally tracing a tiny crack in the
					biscuit-hued plaster. Not sexy. I turned my head and took in the posters on my
					wall: black-and-white photos of lovers kissing on the subway, kissing in a way
					I’ve never been kissed. Sexy, but distant. I’d never experienced passion like
					that before.

				I turned my head the other way, confronted by my own image in
					the mirror over my dresser. Damn. Shy girl, with straight red hair, freckles, a
					lost look on her face.

				I shut my eyes. It was safer this way.

				There is a specific routine that always gets me off. I stroke
					myself gently at first, always through the barrier of whatever undergarments I
					have on.

				
					Oh, like that. Yes, like that.
				

				Only as the pleasure begins to build do I give in to touching
					myself skin to skin, fingers slipping underneath the waistband to taunt and
					tease. Why? I need to make myself yearn for release. See, when I’m by myself I
					have to play both Dom and sub.

				But did I?

				Suddenly I thought of Jules. He wouldn’t want me to touch
					myself, would he? He’d want my hands tied, so that I couldn’t move, so that we
					could see what would happen. Nice thought. But that presented an urgent problem:
					Could I actually come without any touching at all? Was that possible? I’d read
					about a porn star who could do this—a male, who would focus until he reached
					that pinnacle of pleasure all by himself. But, then again, he was a pro.

				With my hands at my sides, I spread my legs wide on my
					mattress. I thought of Jules, conjuring him up in my mind.

				When I draw, the pictures appear without thoughts. My hand
					works almost independently from my brain. I fall into the zone. That’s the
					easiest way for me to describe the sensation. Sometimes, when a picture is
					complete, I have no true recollection of having put pen to paper—or in my case,
					pencil to napkin. That’s where most of my art takes place. I draw all the time,
					quick sketches or “doodles” as my co-worker Dan says, a hint of a feature here,
					a line of an emotion there.

				Coming is like that for me. I lose myself in my fantasies. When
					I emerge, I am dazed.

				This was different.

				At first, I felt nothing. I was aroused, but I couldn’t imagine
					climaxing without actually touching myself, physically sliding one hand down my
					body, pushing my fingers under my white cotton boy shorts, finding my clit and
					pinching tight. I tend to tease myself—throwing in firm strokes in between the
					sweet caresses. This was frustrating. My legs were spread, my heart was racing,
					but nothing happened.

				I almost gave up right at the start, almost said, “fuck this”
					and went with the normal dog-and-pony show: round and round, in and out, round
					and round. A pinch, a spiral, a pinch. My hand was actually in motion, on the
					way back to the split of my body. But then I thought of what Sonia had written
					about Jules: He said he wanted to bind me down, so that I
						couldn’t move, and then he would see—we would
						see—what I had to say.

				Oh, I liked that. No man had ever spoken to me in that way. I
					had to steal Sonia’s sex life for my own form of foreplay, but I had no shame. I
					stole away. What if Jules had said those words to me? How might I have
					responded? I definitely wouldn’t have left the building. I would have
					desperately soaked up every last moment Jules was willing to give. So why not
					pretend?

				My pussy began to grow wetter. I could feel my juices flowing.
					Slowly the heat built between my thighs. I imagined Jules watching me. I
					envisioned him standing at the foot of my bed, staring down at me with those
					dark blue eyes of his, daring me to come without any additional stimulation.

				“You can do this,” his eyes seemed to say.

				“No, I need you. I need you to touch me,” I responded, lips
					moving, with no sound, like a TV show on Mute.

				“Come on, Kate. All you have to do is try.”

				“I am trying.” And I was. Really.

				“Try harder. Do this for me.”

				I’d drawn his face often enough to imagine his expression. The
					challenge in the tilt of his chin. The dare in his eyes.

				But something was wrong. I recalled what Sonia had written in
					her diary, and then I brought my hands over my head and clung to the curlicues
					of brass that make up my headboard, pretending that I was cuffed. The metal was
					cold against my skin, and I shivered but didn’t let go.

				How could she not have given in to
					him? How could she not have said, “Yes, please”? Nothing like this had ever
					happened to me before.

				Don’t get me wrong. I’m no virgin. Maybe that’s difficult to
					believe. Someone as shy as I am doesn’t seem like a person who could land a
					date, much less a lay. But that’s the thing. You don’t need a lot of bells and
					whistles to find a man. I simply hadn’t found the man I needed. My freshman
					year, I’d hooked up with a partner in my science class—but we had no true
					chemistry. My sophomore year, there’d been a writer I liked from my journalism
					class—but ultimately he was yesterday’s news. Jules had always looked to me like
					someone I could whisper my fantasies to. The ones that kept me up after normal
					people went to sleep.

				When you work at a café—when caffeine is freely
					accessible—there is no such thing as a normal time to sleep. I’ve grown
					accustomed to quietly roaming the apartment late at night, to sitting up in my
					window overlooking the lights of the city, to fucking myself with my vibrator
					while praying that one day I will find a lover who won’t take my quiet surface
					as the end result. Who will understand sometimes the best prizes are the ones
					you dig to the bottom of the Cracker Jacks for.

				I raised my hips. I let go of the headboard.

				“Giving up so soon, Red?” Jules was displeased that I had
					broken the rules. His thumb stroked his belt buckle.

				Resigned, I reached for the brass once more. My body was
					begging for release. I didn’t know how much longer I could hold out. The
					imaginary Jules chided me. “Don’t even think about letting go,” he said. “I want
					you immobile. I want your pleasure to come at my speed. Don’t make me have to
					punish you, Kate.”

				Oh, God.

				“You know what I mean when I say that word, don’t you?”

				A shiver. A tremor.

				“I can be nice and sweet, Kate. Or I can make all your
					filthiest dreams come true.”

				I let go of the headboard once more. The fantasy Jules couldn’t
					stop me this time. Punish. That word always gets me
					off. My fingers slipped underneath the waistband of my knickers. I began to make
					those circles that flow as naturally from my fingertips as pictures emerge from
					my pencil. My hips beat against my black-and-white comforter. I shivered as the
					pleasure began to work through me. Hot, and wet, and stealthy.

				This was ideal. The only problem was that I was all by myself.
					I twisted on the mattress. My fingers worked harder, faster. I bit my lip to
					keep from moaning, even though I was alone in an empty apartment. I felt as if
					Jules was really there, watching me.

				You cheated, Kate, the dream Jules
					chided me.

				Yeah, but I came, I replied, as I
					rolled over on the bed.

				* * *

				Sonia arrived home that night repeating the rules for
					the debate team. She entered my bedroom without knocking, as usual, and she
					proceeded to practice for me.

				She was one of the all-star players. Sonia knew how to capture
					the audience’s focus. I’d seen her in action often enough. She understood all
					the tricks. A good introduction is key. You have to grab the attention and
					interest of the audience from the very first line. This comes naturally to
					Sonia. She’s a gifted debater. She knows how to state her opinion in a way that
					makes you think its fact. But ultimately, it’s not fact. Proof? She gave me the
					rundown on her vegan diet with such conviction that I tried my best to follow
					her rules—until the tofurkey episode. That ended my vegan lifestyle with a
					bang.

				This is what I’ve learned from her: a debate is a game.

				There are always two different sides.

				* * *

				“A shot in the dark.”

				When Jules ordered his coffee the next morning, my hands were
					trembling slightly. I wondered if he noticed. Luckily I didn’t spill any of the
					precious dark liquid, but I came close. Could he tell that I’d come the previous
					night while thinking of him? Jules put money down on the counter, and then he
					reached for a napkin. Not a fresh one from the stack, but the one I’d been
					drawing on. I hadn’t realized he’d noticed.

				“Nice cuffs, Red.”

				There were handcuffs in the picture.

				Dan stopped going through the tip jar looking for wheat-back
					pennies. (He was on a quest for the 1909 S-VDB—I’ve heard about the penny often
					enough to have those numbers and letters embroiled in my brain. This particular
					wheatback is worth an astonishing $550. “It would make the fact that some
					schmuck put a penny into the tip jar so much more satisfying,” he was fond of
					saying.) But the word “cuffs” clearly caught his interest. My picture had both
					wrists and cuffs. My wrists and cuffs.

				“But you got one thing wrong,” Jules said softly, eyebrows
					uplifted as he regarded the picture, and then looked at me. “You forgot the
					keyholes.”

				I stared down at the sketch, embarrassed, realizing he was
					right.

				He leaned across the counter. I could feel how close we were.
					“How will anyone set you free if there aren’t any holes for the keys?”

				I blushed hot. Dan snickered behind me. I’d never seen a pair
					of handcuffs up close before.

				Jules left a five-dollar tip in the jar, and he took the napkin
					with him. “Do a little research,” he said over his shoulder.

				* * *

				I knew where the store was, a dark hole-in-the-wall type
					of place. These stores are never well-lit on the outside. You have to push
					through the dimness to find the glitter, the neon, the glow. How do I know? I
					had to buy my trusty vibrator somewhere. I couldn’t risk having my roommate
					opening a delivery box from a kinky specialty catalog. I didn’t know where Sonia
					stood on sex toys, but the thought of receiving a lecture on my pleasure wasn’t
					something I ever hoped to experience.

				Now, I wanted handcuffs. At least, I thought I did.

				The shop clerk glanced up at me, gave me a quick once-over with
					obvious disinterest then returned to his book. He was reading at the counter,
					surrounded by some of the largest dildos I’d ever seen. I stared at him, the
					blue spiky hair, inky ribbons of tribal tattoos on his biceps. I tried to look
					nonchalant, but there was no way I could pull off a jaded expression. I wanted
					to explore everything. I wanted to touch all the toys. I wanted Jules.

				“Do you have cuffs?” I asked, working for blasé, but channeling
					Minnie Mouse squeaky instead. Minnie Mouse on helium. Only dogs could hear
					me.

				“Fur-lined? Regulation? Solo use?” He might have been ticking
					off different brands of laundry detergent. He sounded so indifferent.

				I had no idea handcuffs came in multiple styles. I wished I’d
					paid more attention to Sonia’s diary. Had she spelled out what Jules had wanted
					to do to her? No, she’d only said “handcuffs.”

				“What does ‘solo use’ mean?”

				There was suddenly a hint of curiosity in the clerk’s eyes and
					he closed his book. His eyes were ringed by dark kohl outlines, smudged and
					blurred. “You can’t figure that out for yourself?” He nodded to my sweatshirt
					with the University logo on the center. “College girl like you?”

				“I mean, how do they work?” I tried to sound like an
					investigative reporter. This information wasn’t for me. I was simply gathering
					up the facts for a paper on…on…

				“Ice in the lock. When the ice melts, the lock opens. You can
					be bound down for one hour, two, three. Depending on how much water you add to
					the lock, and how long you want to be immobilized.” He appraised me for a
					moment. “But I don’t believe you really can’t find anyone to bind you to a bed.”
					His apparent attraction was growing by the second.

				“How do you know the cuffs are for me?” Could I trot out the
					line about the research paper now? Maybe I was doing a term paper on bondage
					devices in the twenty-first century. Or on kinky co-eds. Or on sneaky coffee
					vixens who read their roommates’ diaries.

				He smirked.

				“I mean, why wouldn’t you think I wanted to bind someone else
					down?” Right, because I have pro-domme written all over my face. Where was this
					coming from? Why was I even talking to the guy?

				“You have a look,” he said. I thought of Sonia. Men seemed to
					think that she had a look. What kind of look did I
					have? “Novice, neophyte, ingénue,” he continued, as if reading my mind.

				“What’s that you’re reading?” I asked, feeling sarcastic.
					“Roget’s Thesaurus?”

				“You don’t have to be a college boy to have a big dick-tionary.”

				“Give me all of them,” I said, feeling anger rise inside of me.
					“Fur, regulation, solo. I want them all.”

				Did I? No. But I didn’t want to walk out of the place
					empty-handed, either. The smug expression didn’t leave the clerk’s face as he
					rang up my purchases. When he handed me my change, he also handed me a card from
					the store. “If you can’t find anyone to do the tying, angel, give me a
					call.”

				I didn’t make it home before I had to come. I pulled over to
					the rear of a generic grocery store parking lot and shoved one hand down the
					front of my jeans. The need was so intense I didn’t even worry about being
					caught. Fuck the foreplay, I crushed my fingers against my clit and rocked my
					hips. The pleasure was instant. I felt the wetness all over my fingertips. I
					took a deep breath and pressed harder still.

				So I had the look of a novice. That wasn’t an insult. It was
					the truth. But I could learn. I could be taught. I could walk up to Jules with
					the handcuffs in the glistening black Mylar bag and say, “Use these on me. Bind
						me down. Find out what I have to say.”

				What would I have to say?

				I couldn’t be sure, but I had a few ideas. I thought I might
					say, “Fuck me, Jules. Please fuck me.” Or maybe, “Do me, baby. Oil me up and
					take me. Anyway you want. Anyway you like.” I’d never talked like that in my
					life, but the thought of the cuffs unlocked a new wave of passion inside me.

				A battered blue station wagon pulled next to mine, and I
					stopped what I was doing, frozen. Should I pull my hand out of my jeans or stay
					still and pretend I didn’t exist? I removed my hand and reached for my satchel,
					rummaging through the bag as if looking for something. Something like my
					sanity.

				What sort of rabbit hole had I fallen down? I’d walked into a
					sex toy store and been offered bondage. I was now in a very public location
					fantasizing to images of myself being cuffed by my roommate’s date. A date she’d
					classified as too kinky. I had to stop. I had to get
					myself under control. I had to…

				The middle-aged blonde driver of the car in the next spot
					locked her car. She had a bad dye job, I thought meanly. And her acid-washed
					jeans were too tight. She would never go to a sex toy store and buy three sets
					of handcuffs, would she? But was that an insult or praise? I watched in my
					rearview mirror as the woman walked toward the grocery store. I relaxed and
					immediately slid my hand back down my jeans. I didn’t care if I was stroking
					myself to fantasies about Sonia’s sex life. She didn’t deserve a man as hot as
					Jules.

				I squeezed my eyes shut tight and thought about the handcuffs.
					Thought about Jules. Wondered what he’d say if I showed up at his apartment with
					all three sets in the bag and asked, “Which one is right? Which one do you
					want?”

				The problem with my fantasies was that I didn’t know Jules’s
					dialogue. I had to put words in his mouth. But I could do that.

				“Let’s try each one,” the fantasy Jules said. “We’ll start with
					the steel. Cold metal on your skin. We’ll bind you down, and then we’ll see. I
					want to watch you come, Kate. I want to see your body change.”

				Oh, fuck, I wanted that, too.

				“And then we’ll try the ice lock,” he continued. “I’ll do my
					work in the other room, leave you all by yourself with your own dirty fantasies.
					And when I come back, you’ll have to tell me each naughty one. If you don’t,
					I’ll have to punish you.” A laugh. I’d heard him laugh before. But this was
					different. Darker. “And maybe I’ll punish you anyway.”

				What would that mean for him? I knew what the word meant for
					me.

				“I’ll put you over my lap,” Jules promised. “I’ll spank you on
					the bare. I’m sure a spanking will make you wet. Am I right, Kate? Am I
					right?”

				Yes. Yes, he was right.

				“I’ll use my hand first, and then my belt. I’ll make you cry
					hot tears, and then I’ll fuck you so hard, so fast.”

				My head back against the seat, my body trembling, I let the
					wave of pleasure slam through me and recede before I even thought about turning
					on the car once more.

				* * *

				At home, I spread out my new prizes on the bed. I
					started to manhandle each one, to stroke my fingers around the curves of the
					steel, to pet the fabric of the faux-fur-lined set, to investigate the ice lock.
					Jules had wanted to handcuff Sonia. I wanted Jules to handcuff me. But I wanted
					to know what handcuffs would feel like first. What if I couldn’t stand the
					sensation of being bound down? Or what if I loved the feeling so much I never
					wanted any other kind of sex again?

				Either way, I didn’t need three pairs of cuffs. Did I?

				Slowly I ran my hands over the pink, leopard-print set. These
					were silly—a gag gift for a bachelorette party. I would feel ridiculous wearing
					them. I held the steel ones. They had a good, solid weight. The keys were sweet
					and small. I wished I could put the cuffs on, but I was scared. What if I
					couldn’t make the key work while my hands were bound? I put on one cuff and let
					the other hang loose. I liked the weight.

				God, why had Jules asked Sonia out? Why hadn’t he asked me?

				The sound of the front door opening made me start. Quickly I
					tried to undo the cuff with the key, but my fingers were slippery. I climbed off
					my bed and kicked the door closed, the sound of soldiers marching in my head.
					Leaning my body weight against the door, I fumbled with the key some more. My
					breathing was ragged, as if I’d been running. What if Sonia came in? What if she
					figured out that I’d read her diary and that I wanted what she didn’t want?
					Finally I got the key in the hole, turned the right way, released myself.

				Jesus.

				I shoved all the cuffs and the packaging into the bottom drawer
					of my battered dresser and then went out to greet Sonia. She was on the sofa,
					reading the rules for her next debate. “Seven minutes. First affirmative
					construction…”

				* * *

				“A shot in the dark.”

				When Jules bought his coffee the next day, he put his hand
					out.

				I’d already given him his change.

				“Sketch?” he asked.

				Blush was apparently the new hue for me. I handed him the
					napkin. The cuffs had keyholes now.

				“Good girl,” he said before walking away. If my co-worker, Dan,
					hadn’t been standing behind me, I would have sunk to the floor in a puddle of
					arousal and shame. As it was, I stared after him, hearing the words reverberate
					in my mind: good girl, good girl, good girl.

				* * *

				When Sonia went out the next night, I locked myself up
					once more. I’d been impatiently waiting for her departure for hours. In fact,
					I’d been so nervous and jumpy that she’d given me two separate lectures on the
					poison of caffeine. How could I tell her that coffee wasn’t to blame for my
					excitable state—her diary was the culprit?

				The clerk had said the ice lock would take an hour to three
					hours to melt depending on how much water you’d frozen. I’d gone with one
					hour—hiding the cuffs in the freezer behind a bag of frozen peas. I hoped I’d
					gone with one hour. I couldn’t be entirely sure. As soon as Sonia left, I
					stripped off my clothes and climbed onto my bed. I fastened one cuff easily on
					my left wrist, and through some fairly simple maneuvers, threaded the chain
					through the brass curls on my headboard before attaching the other cuff to my
					right. Why did I get naked? Because Jules would have wanted me like that. Why
					did I bind myself to the headboard? That seemed the appropriately kinky thing to
					do.I craved knowing how this would feel—every second, every sensation. Could I
					come while my wrists were like this? I didn’t know. So far, every time I’d
					tried, I’d cheated. This would keep me from giving in.

				Sonia was supposed to be at a debate club meeting. I ought to
					have the apartment all to myself until at least midnight.

				That was the plan, anyway. But plans often go astray,
					especially when you are totally nude, in your bedroom, cuffed to your bed, and
					your roommate enters your apartment with a guest four freaking hours before you
					expect her home.

				Holy fuck. Holy fucking fuck.

				For a second, I think my heart actually stopped. Then my brain
					began to race with questions. Well, with the same question over and over: What to do? What to do? What to do? Deep down, I knew
					that there was nothing to do. I was cuffed—naked and
					cuffed. The chain ran through the curlicues of brass of my headboard. My heart
					pounded so hard I was sure Sonia could hear the throb in the living room.
					“What’s that drum beat?” she might be asking her friend. “Is someone playing Led
					Zeppelin on eleven?”

				Maybe she had forgotten something. She and whomever she was
					with would simply grab the missing item—jacket, or purse, or note cards, or
					Wesson Oil, whatever the fuck they’d forgotten—and be on their way. But if that
					was the case, then what was that sound? I didn’t have to be a rocket scientist
					to recognize the echo of footsteps approaching down the hall, growing closer by
					the second.

				Oh, God, why had I done this? Why hadn’t I been comfortable
					enough with putting a single cuff on my wrist? Why had I needed to try something
					different?

				Desperately I attempted to get free. I rattled the chain, to no
					avail. Maybe the heat of my cheeks would melt the ice quicker than the expected
					time. Nope. I bucked against the mattress.

				My mind exploded with dirty words.

				Sonia never knocked. Not ever. How could I not have locked the
					door? Simple. This was my maybe not-so-bright backup plan. I had worried that I
					might need assistance. What if I’d done something wrong? What if the lock got
					stuck? The firemen could easily open the door and find me. They wouldn’t have to
					break down the door.

				So what could I do now? Could I somehow drag the whole fucking
					bed through the room so I could block the door? Not likely.

				The voices grew louder.

				No hunky firemen were in my future. Right when I realized that
					I ought to simply shout out, “Don’t come in!” Sonia and Eleanor, a friend of
					hers from the debate team, entered my bedroom. They were talking to each other,
					so they did not notice me right away. That is, they didn’t notice what I looked
					like. Then Sonia sucked in her breath, her friend looked aghast, and I bit my
					lip and tried hard not to cry.

				The other woman politely backed out of the room—I’m sure Emily
					Post would have approved—but Sonia stood in the doorway, staring. Another person
					than I am might have been indignant. A different kind of girl might have
					appropriated a what the fuck do you think you’re looking
						at? attitude. But that chick wasn’t me.

				“Are you okay?” she finally asked, her voice trembling.

				“Well…” I said, thinking, “Hell, I’ve been better.”

				“Did someone do this to you?”

				Sigh. Yeah. I did. I did because I read
						your fucking diary, you nitwit. I did because I wanted to know what it would
						feel like to be handcuffed, without having to go through the whole thing of
						finding a boyfriend and begging him to use bondage tools on me. Men don’t
						offer things up like this to me every day. I’m not you.

				I shook my head.

				“Do you want me to unlock you or leave you alone?”

				Did I really have to explain to her about the ice lock? I took
					a deep breath. “Don’t worry about me,” I said, before adding, “but maybe you
					could cover me up.” She looked as if she didn’t want to step too close to me. I
					wanted to tell her that I wouldn’t bite, and she didn’t have to worry anyway,
					not with me bound down. Reluctantly she came close enough to spread the quilt
					over my body. Then she sat at the foot of my bed and stared at me. I saw
					confusion in her eyes. At least, that was better than pity.

				“I wanted to know,” I said, as she seemed to expect some type
					of explanation.

				“Know what?”

				“What being bound would feel like.”

				Had she made the mathematical mental connection? Her diary plus
					my fantasies equaled intense orgasms.

				“Well, what does it feel like?”

				Wow, for once Sonia wasn’t spouting platitudes at me. She
					wasn’t telling me I should get in my light and do my work. She wasn’t explaining
					the dangers of kinky sex. Instead she looked truly interested in what I had to
					say.

				I stammered, “I like the sensation.” I’d have liked it a whole
					lot better if Jules had been between my thighs, but I kept that part to
					myself.

				* * *

				Nothing happened after that. I waited until I could free
					myself, and then I freed myself. There was no way I was going to get off
					tonight. I was so mortified that I didn’t even leave my bedroom until I was sure
					that Sonia’s guest had departed and Sonia had gone to sleep. Except, as I was
					brushing my teeth, I thought I heard soft noises from Sonia’s room. Noises I’d
					never heard before. These weren’t the sounds of a heated debate.

				Not unless a heated debate sounds a lot like fucking.

				“Oh, God,” I heard in a stagelike whisper, then louder, “Oh,
					my, God!”

				I paused, and then realized my electric toothbrush was still
					running. Quickly I pressed the button to turn off the brush. I wanted to hear
					everything I possibly could. Sonia’s normally recognizable voice sounded
					extremely unrecognizable. There was lust, passion, arousal in her moans.

				Should I come closer? Press myself up to her door and try to
					peek? No. I’d been caught by her already today. I didn’t want to flip the
					situation and catch her. Still, I couldn’t wait to read her diary the next
					day.

				But when I went to look in the morning, the book wasn’t
					there.

				* * *

				Jules strolled up to the coffee bar as usual. I started
					trembling when he approached the counter to order. “Shot in the dark,
					right?”

				He reached out and put a hand on top of mine, holding me still,
					calming me down. Was he going to ask to see more of my sketches? I had a stack
					behind the counter. Was he going to tell me he’d only threatened Sonia with
					cuffs as a joke?

				“Everyone knows she’s a lesbian,” Jules said, smiling.

				I couldn’t believe what he was saying.”Break,” I told Dan, “be
					right back.” Dan gave me the evil eye before stepping up to the counter. He
					liked making money, but he hated having to work. I walked out of the small
					structure to find Jules waiting for me at the back.

				“What did you say?”

				He took my hand again. I was extremely aware of his skin
					against my skin. I wanted to tell him that usually, I touch myself through a
					barrier. Only when the heat arises do I try skin on skin. To mimic this in real
					life, we ought to have been wearing gloves. Those were the nervous, crazy
					thoughts jangling through my brain. Luckily I was wise enough to keep my lips
					sealed as he led me away from the coffee bar, down a little hill, to a concrete
					planter. We sat together under a jacaranda tree. All around us were the pale,
					purple blossoms, the honeyed scent in the air. Maybe this was a dream. I
					couldn’t, for the life of me, understand what was happening.

				“Sonia’s a lesbian. You know that. I know that.”

				“She doesn’t know that,” I said. Then I backtracked. “Well, I
					mean, I don’t think she did until last night.”

				“What happened last night, Red?” He stroked my hair out of my
					eyes, and a fresh tremor ran through me. He was gazing at me in a way that men
					generally admired Sonia. Which reminded me in a heartbeat that he’d asked her
					out first.

				“I think she hooked up with Eleanor. But why on earth did you
					ask her out if you think she’s into women?”

				He stared at me with the same expression I’d seen on his face
					in class, a look that said he knew something more than the instructor did, had a
					concept that had yet to be explained.

				“You really can’t guess?”

				I shook my head.

				“You can, but you want me to say the words. That’s fine. I can
					say the words. I asked her out because I wanted you…”

				“But…” I wanted to believe him. My heart felt too big in my
					chest. He had his hands on my wrists now. I gave a test tug, pulling. He held on
					tight. Handcuffs. I saw that word again—this time
					written in my mind instead of in Sonia’s notebook.

				“But why didn’t I ask you out from the start?”

				I swallowed hard and nodded.

				“I wanted you to want what I was
					going to give you. I wanted you to be consumed with need. There are rules in a
					debate,” he said, “but there are always people who cheat.”

				Oh, Christ. He’d played me so well. Knowing how jealous I was
					of how men responded to her, knowing somehow that I was kinky. How had he known
					that? How had he known I wanted someone to tie me up?

				“But what if she’d said yes?” I needed to know the answer to
					this.

				“She wasn’t going to say yes.”

				“What if she had?”

				He shrugged. The lady or the tiger? I would have to choose the
					decision for myself. Would he have postponed the encounter, or tied her up and
					fucked her? Did either answer make me want to run? No.

				I stopped tugging. His grip did not relax. He squeezed even
					tighter, before finally releasing me.

				“Do you know where I live?” he asked.

				I nodded without telling him I’d stood outside his apartment
					before, staring up at his windows. Considering begging him to handcuff me.

				“Come to my place after work,” he said.

				He would have no debate from me.

				* * *

				I burned myself twice in the next two hours.
					Exasperated, Dan finally told me to call it a day. I must really have been
					driving him nuts if he were willing to man the coffee shack by himself. I untied
					the apron and grabbed up my battered messenger bag. I knew I ought to go home
					and change clothes—the aroma of coffee permeated my whole being. I could go and
					snag one of Sonia’s little dresses from her closet, put some emphasis on my
					figure, something different from my standard uniform of faded jeans and a plain
					white button-down.

				But when I went to her room and looked in her closet, I was at
					a loss. How could I put on a costume when all I really wanted was for Jules to
					see me naked? I headed back to my room. At the very least, I could capture my
					hair in a flirty ponytail. I might even slick on my one shade of lip gloss, if I
					could find the tube.

				On my bed sat a book—a book I recognized immediately. Sonia’s
					diary. That’s why I hadn’t found the journal in the morning. She’d cottoned on
					to the fact that I was a snoop. Guilt flickered through my body. That didn’t
					stop me from perching on the edge of my mattress and cracking the spine once
					more. Her latest entry was written differently this time. It was written
					directly to me.

				
					When I saw you on your bed like that, I couldn’t get the
						image out of my mind. I went and told Eleanor what I’d seen, and Eleanor
						spoke to me differently than anyone ever had. Do you want that? she asked
						me. Want… She hesitated.
				

				
					To be tied down, or tied up?
				

				
					It’s no coincidence, is it? You read my diary. You saw what
						he said. You knew what he did.
				

				The guilt was back. I was shivering all over.

				
					But I’m not angry, Kate. Because last night with Eleanor
						was the best fucking night I ever had. The best night fucking, too.
				

				Now, I smiled.

				
					Oh, yeah. And do you think we could borrow your cuffs
						sometime?
				

				I put down Sonia’s diary and grabbed the pretty faux-fur,
					leopard-print cuffs from my bottom drawer. She’d like these best, I thought.
					They went with her style. I set both the cuffs and key and diary on Sonia’s bed.
					Then I looked at my clock. Jules had said to meet him after work. Maybe I ought
					to have changed—turned myself into someone else. Like in one of those fairy
					tales I used to read when I was a kid. But I didn’t have a godmother.

				Instead I went as myself.

				* * *

				Jules was waiting for me on his front porch, beer in
					hand.

				I could hardly speak English when he opened the front door for
					me. I might have said Hello but the word was erased by the sound of a truck
					rumbling by on the road, and I didn’t try again. Jules waited like a gentleman
					for me to step inside and came in after me. Was I really here? Was this really
					happening? I turned to look at Jules. He smiled, as if he could read all the
					thoughts that were in my head. But he couldn’t possibly. There was no way that
					he could know how often I’d thought about him, and the dirty things I’d imagined
					him doing to me.

				He set his beer down on the table in the entryway. I set my
					satchel down on the floor. We stared at each other for a moment, and I wondered
					if this was going to be easy or awkward or…

				“This way.”

				Easy. I let him lead me once more, this time to the bedroom. I
					thought of Sonia, thought of her hot-tempered reaction to his initial
					suggestion. How different I was, meek and willing, desperate.

				“You look in the mirror,” he said when we got to his room, “but
					you don’t see the truth.”

				“What do you mean?” His room was all white. White walls, white
					furniture. But the bed had a black spread on the mattress, and there were framed
					black-and-white posters on the walls. I was secretly thrilled to see several
					that I owned, as well.

				“You don’t see. You can’t possibly. Or you wouldn’t behave the
					way you do.” As if to prove his point, he spun me around, so I was facing a
					gilded oval mirror hanging above his bed. I looked down. He tilted my chin up. I
					shut my eyes. He brought his mouth to my ear and said, “Don’t disobey me. If I
					want your eyes closed, I’ll use a blindfold.”

				His words made me instantly wet. Did he know? Could he
					tell?

				I sucked my lower lip between my teeth and bit hard. I wished I
					could be eloquent with words the way Sonia was, able to put arguments into
					clean, precise phrases. Able to fight when someone tried to dispute me. Not that
					I wanted to fight Jules, but I wanted to understand, and I wanted to be able to
					voice my…my…fears.

				“I watched you in class. You soak up everything, but you don’t
					respond. And then I realized, it’s all in there. You keep you emotions within,
					sublime and tight. You don’t know how to let things out.”

				“So you’re going to tie me down to teach me how to let go?”
					There. That was a little voice, right? Jules smiled again. God, he had a nice
					smile.

				“She’s learning. Quick, too. That’s not all I’m going to do,
					Kate.”

				Had he said my name before? Like that? Outside of my fantasies?
					I didn’t think so. He’d always called me Red. I wanted to hear him say it again.
						Please, say Kate again, I silently willed.

				“What else are you going to do?” And how had I gotten myself
					backed into a corner like this? Somehow, I had managed to wedge myself
					completely into one corner of Jules’s bedroom. My arms were crossed over my
					chest, and my hands rested on my shoulders as if I were trying to mimic a mummy
					in a sarcophagus.

				“What do you want me to do, Kate?”

				Oh, like that. The way he said my name struck a chord within
					me. I wanted him to press his lips to my ear and whisper my name over and over.
					Instead of telling him this, I shrugged, feeling the walls on both sides. He was
					waiting. Clearly waiting. Finally I whispered, “I want you to do what you
					said.”

				“What I said to who?”

				I sucked in my breath. “I read Sonia’s diary,” I confessed. “I
					want you to do to me what you said you’d do to her.”

				I didn’t have to ask him twice.

				* * *

				He had cuffs like the second pair I’d purchased:
					regulation, steel handcuffs with a silver gleam. I knew what they were going to
					feel like. I’d held them. Cradled them. Caressed them. None of that prepared me
					for the sensation of having Jules strip me of my clothes and position me in the
					center of his bed. I thought I’d been so smart doing the research, buying the
					toys. Turned out, I hadn’t learned a fucking thing.

				“Arms over your head.” I was naked on his mattress, and I felt
					his warm hands on my wrists before the cold steel closed tight.

				I took a breath. I could come from this alone, I thought. Why
					had I needed to cheat every other night? Simple. Because Jules hadn’t been in
					the room.

				He stared down and me, and his face looked different than all
					of my sketches. “You bought the cuffs when I told you to do research, didn’t
					you, Kate?”

				“Yes.”

				What had been missing from my drawings? The warmth in his eyes
					that I saw now. He was handsome, yes, but he was more than that. He looked
					pleased with me, as if I’d risen to some challenge.

				“And you tried them out?”

				I thought of the fiasco with Sonia walking in, and I turned my
					head away from his. He gripped my chin and forced me to meet his gaze. “When I
					want you to look away from me, I’ll tell you,” he said. There was a beat of
					menace to his voice. But that made me wetter still.

				“Yeah, I tried them,” I admitted.

				“That’s what she told me.”

				“She?” The words weren’t making sense.

				“I was helping her prepare for her debate. She told me that
					she’d found you.”

				“I thought she was never going to talk to you again.”

				He shrugged. “There’s never and
					then there’s never. After she got together with
					Eleanor, she called and wanted to talk.”

				“So she told you…” He’d known the answer before he’d asked the
					question.

				He grinned. “I would have liked to have found you like that.
					Walked in. Discovered you bound to your bed all by yourself. The games I could
					have played with you.”

				I would have turned my head away, but he’d told me not to. I
					would have shut my eyes, tried to hide by embarrassment, but he’d already warned
					me. Instead I simply stared back at him, forced to face my fears. My stomach
					tightened. This was much more difficult than I’d expected.

				“Good girl,” he said, just as he had before, words that warmed
					me inside as if he’d banked my internal furnace. “Don’t turn away from me. Don’t
					ever turn away from me.”

				Then it was like every fantasy I’ve ever had and ones I never
					thought of before. He started by kissing me, his lips on mine, kissing hard. I’d
					been kissed by other men—but maybe what I’d felt previously should be given a
					different name from kissing. Those were pecks. Smooches. This was real. This was
					what kissing is all about, a definition from a dirty dictionary. I felt his lips
					part against mine. I felt our tongues meet. I wanted this to go on forever, at
					least until he slid one hand along my body and began to stroke my pussy.

				“You’re wet,” he said.

				“I know.”

				That changed everything. Now, I wanted something else,
					something new, something more. Jules began to kiss his way down my body. He
					didn’t leave any part untouched. If his mouth was caressing my nipples—one, then
					the other—then his hands were busy stroking and fondling every inch of my skin.
					I felt beloved, admired, adored.

				And still I wanted more.

				Greedy. That’s what I was. Jules didn’t seem to mind.

				Finally he slid between my legs and parted my pussy lips. “Oh,
					God,” I sighed, unable to keep quiet.

				“Go on,” he said, “make noise. Let it out. When I want you
					quiet, I’ll use a gag.”

				I hadn’t gone there mentally before. A gag. A ball gag? A
					leather strip? Would I have to make another trip to the sex toy store? Maybe.
					But I had the feeling I wouldn’t have to go there alone. I imagined what the
					tattooed, wise-ass clerk would think if I walked into the place with Jules at my
					side, and then I fell back into reality as he started to lick my clit. For once
					reality was better than my fantasies. Jules knew exactly how to work me. He
					seemed to understand how sensitive I was, and he began slowly. But he didn’t
					stay slow for long.

				“You like that?”

				I looked down at him. His lips were glossy with my own juices.
					That realization brought a fresh tremor of excitement throughout me, and I
					bucked on the bed as a way of answering. Jules was having none of that. “Answer
					me when I ask you a question,” he murmured.

				“Yes,” I told him. “Yes, I like that.”

				He made sensuous circles with the point of his tongue. Then,
					“Tell me. Tell me what you like.”

				I couldn’t believe it. He actually wanted me to speak at a
					moment like this?

				“Tell me, Kate.”

				“Everything,” I said, hoping that would satisfy him, but
					knowing somehow that it wouldn’t.

				“Tell me exactly.”

				“What you’re doing,” I stammered. “The way you’re making those
					circles.”

				Oh, it felt so good. He spiraled his tongue in circles that
					grew smaller and smaller until he was focused right on my clit. The pleasure and
					the pressure were intense. I would have pulled away, but I couldn’t. Not
					handcuffed like that. Was that the point? I’d always thought of bondage as
					something you did in a dungeon—an atmosphere of darkness and chill pervading.
					But this was all heat and wet. I rattled the chain. He licked me harder.

				Fuck, that felt good. As soon as I thought the words, I said
					them out loud. “Fuck, that feels good.” My voice had become the blending of a
					moan and a sigh. Jules continued, bringing me higher and higher until I could
					almost taste the bliss of the impending climax.

				Then he stopped.

				I would have done anything, said anything, promised anything
					for him to continue. But he backed off the bed and went to his desk. He returned
					with a stack of white paper squares, paper I recognized, napkins I’d drawn on.
					He showed me the pictures, one by one, and I felt my cheeks burn. Now I did look
					away. Jules’s tone made me turn back to him.

				“You told me what you wanted,” he said, “without ever saying a
					word.”

				“But why…?” I was in that hazy state of almost coming, yet I
					still needed to ask. “Why?”

				“I told you before. If I’d just asked you out, you’d have been
					nervous and jittery. Unsure. You might have run away when I told you the things
					I hoped to do to you. Instead you came looking. You came to me.”

				“Where’d you get the napkins?”

				“Dan.”

				I thought about my mercenary co-worker. Before I could ask the
					next question, Jules said, “A dollar a napkin. He’s been saving them for
					me.”

				He stripped off his own clothes and then crawled back on the
					mattress. We were surrounded by my pictures, drawings of people fucking, of
					couples overlapping, of handcuffs, and blindfolds and toys. There was him. There
					was me.

				Jules moved up my body and parted my legs. I could not wait for
					him to thrust inside me. My whole being was poised on the edge of that
					precipice. Was he going to tease me some more? Make me beg? Demand I tell him
					exactly what was running through my mind? Thankfully, no. He slid the head of
					his cock inside me, and I sighed and relaxed. Oh, this was sweetness. This was
					heaven and light. And then he started to move, pounding into me, thrusting hard.
					I had never felt anything like this. I was captured by the cuffs, but my body
					could still respond, my hips raised to meet his, my thighs spread apart. He used
					one hand to touch me, running his palm over my ribs, over the flat of my belly,
					then down to my pussy.

				“Oh, yes,” I hissed. “Just like that.”

				Lust bloomed bright within me.

				As he fucked me, he stroked my clit, light and easy at first,
					then rougher as the passion built between us. I shut my eyes tight, but he said,
					“No, Kate, look at me.” And then, “Please, Kate. For me.” Surprising me because
					he sounded almost as if he were the one begging.

				I opened my eyes. I stared at him.

				We were connected, bound together somehow, even as I was the
					one bound down. The handcuffs rattled as he thrust inside of me, reminding me
					with every beat that I was his captive. And yet somehow, somehow, I felt as if
					we’d set each other free.

				How neatly our bodies fit together. I’d never paused to wonder,
					to worry, whether we’d be compatible. If his parts would interlock with my
					parts. Thankfully they did. Perfectly. His cock seemed made for my body. Each
					time he drove forward, I felt my muscles contract, as if wanting to hold him to
					me forever. My hands were useless, but I possessed plenty of other powers. My
					legs around his body, pulled him to me.

				Jules used his thumb right against my clit as he fucked me,
					finding a rhythm that made sense—the rhythm of my blood, of my heart, or maybe
					of our hearts beating together. We were in complete synch. He worked me
					steadily, and I kept our connection solid, gazing into his deep blue eyes—the
					color of cobalt, rich and dark. Even as I wanted to hide, even as the pleasure
					became almost insurmountable, I kept staring into his eyes. Seeing him. Really
					seeing him. How was he doing this? How did he know?

				“I’m going to…” I gasped, teetering right on the cusp.

				“Yes, yes,” he said. “Come for me, Kate. Come with me.”

				The climax was different from any I’d ever had. Better.
					Beautiful. I felt electrified, as if every single part of my body was coming at
					the same time, as if I were all lit up with fairy lights. Jules bucked hard
					inside me, fucking me so hard I felt the bed shake. Then he stilled, his strong
					arms coming tight around my body, his cheek pressed to my cheek.

				“I found you,” he said. “You showed me the keyholes. I had the
					key.”

				I realized he was right. He’d played me.

				And we’d won.

				* * * * *
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				I’d been with Andrew for seven years—and we hadn’t made love once.
					You would think two expert yoga instructors would have incredible sex, but he
					believed it was a waste of chi, a loss of vital life force. And slowly he made
					me think the same way, taming the sexuality that was once so fervent in me.

				

				


				Then Cormac Smith walked into one of my classes. Suddenly seven
					years’ worth of pent-up emotions and sexual frustration stirred, making me
					realize just how much I had sacrificed—and what Cormac could give me
					instead....
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