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He was a confident man, subtly commanding, too. Would he be like that as a lover? Yes, I just knew he’d be masterful.


Jennifer hoped she’d meet someone during her six-month stay in Paris, but she didn’t expect to find a captivating man like her neighbor Armand Lazare on her very first day. From their initial encounter in their building’s antique elevator, he makes her feel wanton, excited and unexpectedly aroused by the way he takes control. But as much as this new desire unnerves Jennifer, she’s even more eager to explore it—with Armand as her master….
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“Just as well I like a good challenge,” I murmured to myself as I assessed the antique elevator shaft in my new abode. The ostentatious wrought-iron affair was the most complicated contraption I’d ever seen.

When I’d arrived at the apartment block the evening before I’d used the stairs, allowing the concierge to take my luggage in the elevator. I wanted to get my bearings, and as I climbed the stairs to the fourth floor I took in the elegance of the beautiful building, a nineteenth century block in the 15th Arrondissement of Paris. I’d been allocated a small apartment there for my six-month stint working in the city.

The elevator ran up the center of the building. The much more solid looking marble staircase wound around it, and I’d peered in at the elevator shaft as I worked my way up to the fourth floor. Although daunting, it was a beautiful thing, all black metal and designed in the Art Nouveau style. The frenzy of decorative metalwork did not distract me from the fact that the floor appeared to be scarcely more than a metal grid and one could see the cables and the whole shaft from inside and out.

This morning I had my smartest outfit and heels on and I figured I’d better try it out. The question was how to operate it. I leaned in to the metal gates and peered down the shaft. The elevator was stationery, two floors below.

“Going down?”

I jolted upright, startled to find I was no longer alone.

Turning on my heels I faced the man who had spoken.

I don’t know what surprised me the most, that he had approached me without me realizing, or that he knew I was English and had spoken to me in my own language. He was obviously French.

French and gorgeous.

Dressed entirely in black—open-neck shirt and jeans, with a tailored leather jacket—he observed me with blue eyes that contrasted starkly with his swarthy skin. His black hair was cropped close, the square line of his jaw, angled cheekbones and strong forehead giving him a distinctive look. Even though I wore my highest heels, he towered over me. He had to be a neighbor. Perhaps he’d been on his way down the stairs when he’d caught sight of me. I straightened my skirt, aware that I’d probably just given him an eyeful as I peered down the shaft.

He gestured at the elevator gates. “It bothers you, the cage?”

The cage. What an intriguing moniker, and so appropriate. “Not at all,” I fibbed. “I think it’s beautiful, I just wasn’t quite sure how to operate it.”

“Allow me to demonstrate.”

He rested his hand against my back briefly, encouraging me. The momentary contact made me sizzle. He pressed the call button. It was round, ivory and encased in gleaming brass. The elevator cable tightened with a loud creak then the mechanism whirred into action and the cage loomed up from below.

“Some of the tenants in this building won’t use it, but it is quite safe and an object of some beauty.” The seductive allure in his voice had my attention well and truly hooked.


“Absolutely, it’s a work of art in itself.”

There was an approving expression in his eyes.

Once the elevator shunted into position, he unlatched the gates, internal and external, and rolled them apart. I stepped into the cage, as he called it, and he closed the gates behind us. The shunting of metal and wheels, and the resolute sound of the internal latch did make it feel cagelike, and yet light shone through here and there beneath our feet. He pressed the button for the ground floor and the elevator jolted into action. Adrenaline pumped through my veins and I staggered slightly on my heels.

My companion turned to face me and his mouth moved in sensual appreciation as his gaze made a slow circuit of my body. I felt stripped to the bone. I’d never felt such intense scrutiny. It wasn’t staring exactly. It was as if he could gain the measure of me by looking at me that way. He stood with one hand around a decorative metal coil, the other rested on his hip. His posture was so self-assured, appearing languid but as if he could pounce at any moment. What was more unnerving, the way he made me feel, or the fact I could see the elevator shaft between the metal fretwork beneath my feet? As we descended I felt as if I was on a dangerous precipice, in every way.

When his gaze returned to meet mine, his mouth lifted at the corners. Had I met with his approval? Moving my laptop case from one hand to the other, I tried not to feel quite so self-aware. It was hard not to, and my outfit—which had seemed businesslike and professional—now seemed far too tight-fitting and alluring. It was the way he admired the curve of my body at breast and hips that made me feel that way. Almost as if I’d been touched. What would it be like, I wondered, to really be touched by him? The man exuded sex appeal. Get a grip, I told myself, embarrassed. I’d only been with the man a few seconds, and now my face was growing hot and I was in danger of making a fool of myself. The liberation of being in a strange, exciting city, perhaps. Or maybe it was all down to my companion.

“Is it the original elevator?” I asked, in an effort to break the tension I felt building inside me.

“Yes, it was built in 1899. Apparently it was almost ripped out in the 1970s. There was talk of replacing it with a modern box, but luckily it did not go ahead. It would have been a tragedy to lose it.”

A man who appreciated the fine things in life. I wondered what else there was to discover about my charming neighbor. Despite the fact I worked with diplomats and government officials, it was rare that I met someone quite so intriguing.

When the elevator came to a halt on the ground floor, he put his hand on the latch but paused. He was close to me, dangerously close. I could smell his cologne, sharp and musky, and it invaded my senses, making me ache for contact.

“You live underneath me,” he stated.

Underneath him. Why did that made me think of sex? Because he was so damn sexy.

“If I play my music too loud,” he continued, “you must please inform me.” He opened the gates.

I recalled hearing the faint strains of classical music the night before as I fell asleep, but it hadn’t bothered me—quite the contrary. So, it had come from his apartment. “I liked what I heard last night,” I responded as I stepped out into the reception area.

“I’m glad to hear it. I’m a producer. I work in a studio in the daytime but sometimes I bring samples home to listen to in a different environment.” He closed the gates securely behind us. “The gates must be closed properly, or it will not be able to collect anyone else who calls it.”

We walked across the checkerboard-tiled hallway together, heading for the glass entrance doors.


“So, will you choose to enter La Cage again?”

A smile hovered around his handsome mouth, and his eyes glinted. That sounded like a loaded question. He knew how it came across, I was sure of it. Anticipation built at my center, my blood rushing in my veins. “Oh, yes, I enjoyed the ride immensely. Thank you.”

I met his gaze, my smile lingering. I wanted him to know I was interested. I was single and in Paris, of course I’d thought about the possibility of meeting new people. Mostly I thought the opportunity would come my way through my job.

As we left the building the concierge saluted us from his reception post, a polished oak and glass office at one side of the hallway.

“May I offer you a drive to your workplace?” My companion nodded at a sleek black Mercedes parked on the opposite side of the street.

“Thank you, but a colleague is meeting me at the Metro station.” Would I have accepted if I’d been able to? Of course I would. Looking up into his sharp blue eyes I wondered what that sensuous mouth would feel like covering mine, and I couldn’t deny it.

“Au revoir, Jennifer.”

My breath caught. Warning signals sounded in my mind. “How did you know my name?”

“I am your landlord, as well as your neighbor.” He offered his hand. “Armand Lazare.”

The strength of his handshake made me feel as if it was holding me up. Or maybe it was because my legs turned weak under me when he touched me. Then he took my hand to his lips, and kissed the back of it. When he released me, I had to reach out for the marble pillar at the bottom of the steps to steady myself. My stay in Paris had launched in the most delectable way.

“Au revoir,” I whispered as I watched him dart across the road toward his car. I couldn’t help admiring the view. His tall frame was limber and fit, broad at the shoulder and narrow at the hips. Gathering myself as quickly as I could, I headed off towards the Metro station before he could look back and see my gawking..

The encounter kept flitting through my mind over the course of that day, my moments in La Cage with my upstairs neighbor haunting me in the most intimate way—keeping me simmering and alert.

That night as I lay in my bed listening to the faint strains of his music, I stroked my body to a delicious peak as I thought about him. The underlying rock beat to the classical score seemed to get under my skin, fueling my lascivious thoughts. I saw myself in the cage, back to the metal struts, with his hands on me. Going down? The way he’d said that made me picture myself on my knees in La Cage, my hands on his belt, opening it while he stared at me with those intense eyes. When he’d spoken to me, before he let me free from the cage, he’d been so close I could smell his cologne. I wanted him closer still. I stared up at the ceiling, imagining him over me in a different way, naked and eager and thrusting.

In time to the music, I ran my fingers back and forth over my swollen clit, following the rhythm of the music, letting my fantasies run wild, letting Armand Lazare fill my senses until I found my release.

 

The following morning Armand ran down the steps as I locked my door.

“Good morning, Jennie.”

“Bonjour, Armand.” Was it obvious that I was grinning because we had coincided again? I didn’t care.

He gestured at the elevator. “Shall we?”

As he latched the doors closed and turned to face me I took a deep breath and savored the feeling of being alone with him in that confined space. Although he did not move, he seemed always to be prowling. It was his nature, I realized.


We began our slow descent.

“Are you enjoying your work at the embassy?”

His question leveled me, momentarily. He knew what I did. The embassy probably had to tell him who was moving into the apartment they’d rented. I imagined what they might have said—single female, conference and events organizer. Was he single? I hadn’t seen him with anyone, but that didn’t prove a thing.

“It’s going well, thank you. I’m settling in and finding my way around. Their elevator is not as beautiful as yours, though.”

I wanted to talk about him, not me. Was I being obvious?

“There aren’t many quite so beautiful.” He stroked one of the metal struts as he spoke, and the action did bad things to me, making the heat between my thighs build, fast.

“I heard your music last night, while I was in bed. It was beautiful.”

He inclined his head, accepting the compliment gracefully. Humor lit his eyes. I felt as if he knew what I’d done while listening to that music. Why did I think that? Because I wanted him to know? Something about the man made me feel decadent and wanton. I wanted the space between us to disappear and for him to touch me.

“Do you live alone?” I asked.

“Yes.” No hesitation.

I nodded. His gaze held mine. We were circling each other, the mutual interest overtly reciprocated. When the elevator jolted to halt I gasped aloud. I’d been taken unawares, my attention fixed on him as it was. He stepped over to me and steadied me with one hand beneath my elbow.

“Thank you,” I whispered breathlessly.

There was some kind of commotion in the reception, a delivery.

“May I offer you a drive?” he asked, before he even broke contact with me.

Once again I had to refuse. My colleague was determined to guide me through the Metro for the rest of that week.

By Monday, however, I wanted to be able to say yes.

 

The following day was Friday, and as I left my apartment I figured I could ask Armand what I should do during my first weekend of free time in Paris.

Alas, there was no sign of him. I waited by my door, lingering while I put my keys into my shoulder bag. He did not appear. I checked my watch. It was a quarter to eight, exactly the same time I had left my apartment on the previous days.

I hovered expectantly by the elevator but he still didn’t appear. Then I noticed that the elevator was there on my floor, as if it had been left there specifically for me. I shook the odd notion off and flicked the latch up, heaving the metal gates open. It was about time I tried it out for myself. In the evenings I’d jogged up the stairs to shake off the workday, but I didn’t want to take on the stairs now.

The gates were heavier than I’d expected but once they got going the oiled wheels sped them on. Of course Armand was so much stronger than I, he made it look easy. As I locked the internal gate I realized I’d also missed the chance to ask his advice about my free time. Perhaps he’d gone away for the weekend. The thought made me realize just how much I’d enjoyed meeting him. It was such a good start to the day, being confined in La Cage with my sexy landlord.

As the elevator made its slow descent I felt almost forlorn, not having seen him. Silly, really, but I couldn’t help it. He was such a thrilling man to be around. Why was that? I wondered. His sexual magnetism, yes, but there was something else. As I stood in the metal cage, alone, it occurred to me that it was his air of utter self-control. He was a confident man, subtly commanding, too.

A shiver ran through me; a shiver of arousal. Would he be like that as a lover?


Yes, I just knew it. He’d be masterful.

I reached for a metal strut and held on, my senses running amok, my body stimulated by wild thoughts alone. I glanced at the staircase as the elevator passed through its spiral, imagining him walking down the steps, looking in at me as he did so. Even though he wasn’t there, his presence haunted me.

 

When I retuned to the apartments that evening I noticed that Armand’s Mercedes was parked opposite, and the window was wound down. As I got closer my breath caught, because I saw his reflection in the wing mirror. He climbed out of the car, tossing a pair of sunglasses onto the seat before closing the door.

As I glanced his way he smiled and waved, then stepped across the road, joining me as I arrived at the steps up to the apartments. Had he been waiting, hoping to catch me? If it was a coincidence, it was uncanny.

“Good evening, fourth floor neighbor,” he said.

“Good evening, fifth floor neighbor.”

While we walked across the black-and-white checkered hall, side by side, it occurred to me that this was so much better than having seen him this morning, and I could ask him about the weekend after all.

“Shall we climb into La Cage together?”

Was it just his delicious French accent that made that sound so damned sexy, or did he mean it to sound like an overture to something entirely different than riding in the elevator with him? The suggestive undertow in his statements kept me on edge whenever we spent those precious few minutes together.

I nodded. “Although I’ll have you know I managed it alone.”

He paused before he closed the gates. “You in the cage, alone. How beautiful you must have looked, like an exotic bird.” His eyes burned with his intensity. “I’m sorry I did not catch sight of you.”

I could only stare at him, startled as I was by his comment. He really did think of this as a beautiful cage, and I was in it. The slow metal clanking sound as he hauled the gates together seemed to catch my very nerve endings, stringing them out with tension.

He took his time, controlling the complicated contraption, as ever. When the doors were secured he put his hand to the fifth floor button and pressed it. Then he rested back against the metal struts and folded his arms loosely across his chest. He looked at me, watchful as ever, if not more so.

He hadn’t pressed the button for the fourth floor, my floor. Had he forgotten, or had he left me to do it on purpose, so that I’d have to reach over to his side of the space? He didn’t seem the sort of person to forget, but maybe he had something else on his mind? My heart raced.

The cable mechanism whirred and after the longest moment, jolted into action. The elevator began its slow ascent. Still he didn’t press the button. The only one lit up was for his floor. If he’d just forgotten, I’d look a twit when we shot past my floor.

The tension escalated.

“Oh,” I said, as if I’d just remembered. I reached over, but before I could press the button his hand covered it, stopping me.

“I thought you might like to come up to my apartment, share a bottle of wine and listen to some of the music you liked.” He kept his hand over the button. The look in his eyes was so suggestive that there was no mistaking his intention. This wasn’t just a casual neighborly invite.

So much for asking for his advice about what to do with my spare time. He’d derailed me, but onto a much faster track. My hand dropped to my side. I nodded. “I’d like that.”

The way he had taken charge aroused me immensely.


We rode the rest of the way in silence. That prowling aura surrounded him again. Expectation built steadily inside me.

“Yours is the only apartment up here?” I said as we stepped onto the landing. There was only one door. It bore no number or name, unlike all the others in the block.

“Yes. The building belonged to my grandmother and when I inherited it I added this space, to make the most of the view, and the light.”

As soon as he unlocked the door I saw what he meant. Despite the fact we were in a long hallway, a glass wall at the far end filled the space with amber light as the sun lowered over the city skyline.

“Come in, please.”

I hadn’t realized that I’d hesitated by the door, but I had. Nerves gathered in my belly. I’d stepped into his cage, and now I was going into his lair. I wanted to do it, but fear of the unknown had me in its grip.

When he led me into the lounge I found myself mesmerized by the massive space, and the view. Once again, tinted ceiling-to-floor glass gave way to a superb view across the rooftops of the city. Stepping through the room—which was furnished with black lacquered cabinets and low leather sofas—I put my laptop case and shoulder bag down and gazed out at the sight.

It was only when I heard the chink of glasses in the background I realized that he’d been busy. I heard wine sloshing into glasses, and then he switched on the stereo. Fusion music filtered up all around me, orchestral but with a samba beat. I turned back to him, ready to comment on the amazing view, but my words slipped away into nothing as I caught sight of the massive framed photographic print on the wall.

“Wow.” My eyebrows lifted. Frozen to the spot, I stared at the blatantly sexual image. It depicted a naked woman, starkly lit so that her body faded into darkness on one side. She was tethered by rope from above. The rope twined around her wrists, then back and forth across her torso, waist and hips. The way the rope was arranged seemed to emphasize her bared breasts and shaved pussy. She stared out of the image with fiery, accusing eyes. Thick, blunt-cut, bleached hair gave her a punky look Armand watched on, as if waiting for me to say something. He’d removed his jacket. “Shibari, do you know it?”

I shook my head.

“It is the art of sensual rope work. Does it offend you?”

There was humor in his eyes.

He knew I wasn’t offended. He knew exactly what I was. Horny, and getting hornier by the moment. It was as if he’d led me in here and stood me in front of this picture to get a reaction out of me, and he certainly had. Between my thighs I was hot and damp, my body bristling with uncertainty and expectation. I thought we were going to sip wine, chat and listen to the music, some kind of slow lead in. Instead I felt confronted—raw and edgy because I’d been thrust into a situation that both aroused and unnerved me.

When I didn’t speak, he stepped closer to me. He put his finger under my chin and lifted my face, staring into my eyes as if examining my soul.

I swallowed, willing myself to act appropriately. “Is it your girlfriend?”

Was it an impertinent question? Maybe, but I didn’t think so until it was out. I’d exposed my concern about territory and what was going on here.

“I like your directness, Jennie,” he replied.

My directness was more blundering than intentional, but I wasn’t about to tell him that.


“It’s a friend,” he continued. “We were lovers for a while, not anymore. She moved to the States. We shared the same interests, as you see.” His gaze flickered to the image and back to me.

That was to the point. His interests included rope, and cages. I forced myself to look at the image again. Armand bound and displayed her that way. That much was obvious.

“It is art.” His sensual mouth moved in a provocative smile.

It was art, yes. It was also blatantly kinky and erotic, but I wasn’t going to be pedantic about it, not while he was touching me that way. Besides, the image thrilled and fascinated me.

Still he studied me, his fingers moving down the length of my throat. “Human nature intrigues me. We are greedy sometimes, we like to keep beautiful things as possessions, so that we can admire them, caged even.”

He was so close I was sure he was about to kiss me.

“From the prettiest birds to rare, wild creatures…other people.”

His knuckles moved around the curve of my breast, his touch all too vague and tantalizing through my clothing. “The urge to possess the thing we desire, even for a fleeting time, is great.”

With his fingertips exploring me and his philosophical meandering about cages and possession, I was awash with desire. Over his shoulder, the blonde punk stared at me with those accusing eyes. I wanted to be displayed that way, naked and lewd and helpless—and so obviously his plaything. All the things he said to me about being caged, and the sound of the metal doors shunting together and apart as he handled them, filled my mind.

I thought he was going to kiss me, but although he looked at my lips, he didn’t. Instead he asked me another question, one that I wasn’t expecting.

“Why did you come up here, Jennie?” His tone was serious.

My heart raced erratically. “Because you invited me.”

He shook his head, and his eyes bored into mine. “The real reason?”

Heat flared in my face. Unnerved by his serious tone I squirmed, my weight shifting from left foot to right. I couldn’t believe he was pushing me to say it aloud. The attraction had been there between us, but his sudden interrogation made me feel awkward and obvious.

“You are so beautiful when you blush.” His expression softened. “The real reason you came up here is because there is curiosity between us, n’est-ce pas?”

“Yes, there is.” It was hard to voice my thoughts so blatantly and so soon, but the rush I experienced having said it aloud was astonishing. It was liberating, and now that it was out I felt as if we’d been shunted up to the next level.

“Have you seen anything that surprised you? The photograph, perhaps?” He’d reached inside my jacket and was running the back of his knuckles over the buttons on my shirt, as if he was readying to undo them.

“It did surprise me.”

“It has that effect, but she was a willing submissive, believe me.”

I bet she was. My eyelids flickered down, because I was unable to meet his bold stare a moment longer. I could scarcely believe it. He was touching me, questioning me provocatively while we stood there in his black lacquered bachelor pad, with its bleached bondage queen looking on, making me feel as if I couldn’t ever be as good as her. A willing submissive. I could see why. The man made me melt just by looking at me. His touch would have me in puddle of lust at his feet. But I also felt horribly inadequate and gauche.

“Perhaps I should go.” I turned away, breaking the contact.


Armand put his hand on my shoulder, halting me. With the other he reached around and stroked my torso from collarbone to waist. The brusque, demanding nature of his touch stole my breath away. My eyes closed. When I moaned aloud, he eased me back to him. My upper body rested against the wall of his chest.

“Do you really want to go now, Jennie?” His fingers moved inside the collar of my shirt, pushing it aside. His mouth was on my neck, then my collarbone, his kisses making me sizzle. “If you want to leave I’ll let you go, but I don’t think that’s what you really want.”

I could have stopped him then, he was making that obvious, but I didn’t want to. His hips moved from side to side, slow and seductive, taking mine with them.

“No,” I said, breathlessly. “I don’t want to go, I’m just…” Overwhelmed.

It felt good, though, and I didn’t want to be afraid to explore this. I wanted to know this masterful man who had shocked me several times over within the space of a few minutes.

With his hands locked on my shoulders, he turned me around and his mouth covered mine. Finally. His kiss melted me. My lips gave and his tongue moved between them. He devoured me, his tongue tasting my lips before thrusting into the damp cave of my mouth. I clutched at his shirt. My center ached, my clit throbbing wildly.

“I wanted you the moment I saw you,” he whispered as he drew back. His voice was husky. He removed my jacket as he spoke, then his fingers went to my hair, easing it free of the clips that held it up. As it fell to my shoulders he murmured something in French.

I nodded. “It was the same for me.”

My words seemed to act like a trigger on him, because he cursed in French. His eyes turned dark and his hands moved to my skirt. Without further ado he tugged it up, handling it roughly, until it was bunched at my waist. With his hands around my bottom he lifted me, wrapping my legs around his hips. I was so astonished that I clung to him, arms twined around his neck. One of my shoes fell to the floor. A moment later the other followed. The position he had put me in splayed my pussy against his hard erection. Unable to stifle my response, I gripped his shoulders and rocked my hips, rubbing against the hard, bulky protrusion.

His jaw clenched. He carried me easily, walking over to the long dining table that ran down the far side of the massive lounge. Resting me down on it, he eased my upper body flat to the table with his hand against my chest. “I think that first we must fuck, then we can play.”

My body arched on the table. Overwhelmed.

I covered my eyes with the back of my wrist, moaning aloud at his blatant statement. He was going to have me on his dining table, right now.

“Unbutton your shirt.” He stared at my stocking tops and his eyes flickered mischievously as if they were giving him ideas.

As I undid the buttons with trembling hands, he stripped off his own shirt and I had my first look at his body. I already knew from the way he’d lifted me so easily that he was strong, but his muscles were hard and defined, solid. He stared down at my groin and shook his head. “This must be done.”

As soon as I got my shirt open, he bent to kiss me in the dip of my cleavage. My head rolled against the hard surface of the table. The way he took control made my pulse race and the damp heat between my thighs became sweltering. He tugged at the cups of my bra, pushing my breasts free of the fabric. He tongued one nipple, then the other, and the stiff points stung, making my hips squirm.

Armand lifted his head, put his hand between my thighs and cupped my pussy through my lace panties. Direct and demanding, it triggered a heightened need for release. The firm squeeze he gave me there at my pussy made me gasp aloud.


He trailed his fingers over my bare abdomen, which made me shiver. When I glanced down I saw a damp smudge on the front of the fabric. Pressing my lips together tightly, I moaned softly. Meanwhile Armand’s eyebrows lowered, and his expression was brooding.

 

When I glanced lower—and I couldn’t help myself—I saw the bulge of his erection beneath the zipper on his jeans and my eyes flashed closed.

He ran his fingers beneath the band of my panties then tugged at them, pulling them down. I wriggled my bottom and lifted it to assist. When I was entirely naked, I squeezed my thighs together, suddenly aware that he had only removed his shirt. I felt so exposed.

“Open your legs,” he instructed.

The way he said it made something hot coil and flex deep in my womb.

“Show me.” He reached into his pocket, pulled out a condom packet and put it on the table.

I wanted to see him rip it open and roll it on. I wanted his hard cock ready to be inside me. It was the urgent sense of need that made me braver. I parted my thighs a couple of inches, exposing myself to him.

It was enough, Armand acted on it. First he inserted his fingers between my thighs and stroked them up and down over the soft, sensitive skin there. I began to pant, my hips rolling against the hard surface of the table. Still he stroked me. When the muscles in my thighs began to relax, he lifted my stockinged feet and put them flat to the table, forcing me to plant them wide apart, exposing my pussy fully. The sound of my blood rushing thundered in my ears. For several long moments that and the music were the only sounds in the room. Armand stood between my open legs in silence, apparently admiring me while I was so thoroughly debauched and displayed.

“Beautiful.” He stroked his fingers up and down my damp folds.

I cried out, the tantalizing touch like torture when he made contact with my swollen clit. My hips rocked again. I wanted to rub myself against his hand, desperate for release.

“Easy.” He arrested my jaw in one strong hand, making me meet his gaze. “I’m going to prepare you now,” he whispered, “then I will fuck you, and I will need to do it hard.”

The statement left me speechless, but I didn’t need to respond because he ducked down and dipped his tongue into the damp groove of my pussy, rolling it back and forth over my swollen clit. The rush, the relief, the pleasure—for a moment I couldn’t catch my breath. Then the lap of his tongue forced me to pant aloud. He had his hands planted either side of my hips on the table, his shoulders gleaming while his mouth engulfed my swollen clit—eating me from his dining table as if I was a delicious meal and he was a starving man.

His cologne and the scent of his body danced through my senses, making me want him even more. His hands were now wrapped around my buttocks as he lifted me to his mouth. The muscles in his shoulders rippled. All the while his words repeated in my mind, his promise to fuck me hard making me wilder still. My breasts ached, the nipples needling with sensation. My clit felt unbearably tight and hot, but his rapid tongue movements were pushing me ever closer. Then he grazed my tender flesh with his teeth and the release barreled through me. He pushed his tongue inside me, collecting my copious juices.

I was still gasping for breath when I heard him rip open the condom packet. I glanced down in time to see him rolling it the length of his erection, which arched up from his hips. My sex, still in spasm, clutched in anticipation. A moment later he hauled my hips closer to the edge the table, moving me bodily across the surface so that I was positioned right at the edge and my legs dangled free. Never had I been so thoroughly manhandled, and never had I felt so deliriously high on something that I might consider base and primal if I was asked to think about it for too long.

When I felt the blunt head of his cock pushing at my slippery opening, my fingers curled into my palms. I remembered his warning. I wasn’t ready. I felt too vulnerable—too exposed and sensitive, with my sex awash and swollen. But Armand had warned me, and he moved into position quickly, thrusting the hard length of his cock into me in one swift maneuver, stretching me, filling me and possessing me to the core.


“Armand!”

The pressure of his crown against my center sent an aftershock through my entire body. My torso lifted from the table, my hands latching on his shoulders.

He scarcely gave me a moment before he had me flat to the table again, my legs over his shoulders while he worked his length in and out of my sensitized sex, his hands on the table for purchase while he drove himself into me, relentlessly.

I was back at the precipice in moments, my groin alive with sensation.

The table was strong but shifted under us as he banged into me. His forehead gleamed, the depth and rhythm he maintained pushing us both closer. I could hear the slick pull of my wet pussy as he worked his cock in and out. My sex was sensitive to the point of being in pain, and yet it felt glorious. I was so close to coming again that my back arched and my fingernails bit into my palms.

Armand leaned closer still, bending my legs under him, his weight against my pussy. Again I flooded. The release was so great that I felt dizzy even though I was flat on my back, but the hard rod of his cock inside and the pressure of his body against my clit kept me there.

The muscles in his shoulders and neck stood out, his eyes closing.

His cock stiffened, stilled and jerked repeatedly. Another wave hit, my thighs shuddering as my every nerve ending was strung out with the raw pleasure of multiple orgasms brought on by this man.

 

He took me out to eat.

“You need sustenance,” he said. “I will take good care of you, if you spend the weekend with me.”

Sustenance for what? I wondered, remembering his comment about playing later. And now I was spending the weekend, not just the evening. Both fear and desire flared in my gut, making me tremble. I felt shell-shocked. He wasn’t done with me yet. That certain knowledge was exhilarating. When we stepped out of the apartment block, the noise and lights of the city street seemed even more dazzling and exciting than they already were. I was high on the afterglow, and let him lead and guide me.

He took me to a small bistro two minutes walk away from the apartments. It was simple, and busy. As if aware of my heightened senses, he asked for a secluded booth at the back. There he sat alongside me, closing me into a world of our own. He ordered for us both and fed me delicacies with his fingers, while I sat looking at him in awe, accepting whatever he gave me. A couple of hours in his company, not much longer, and he’d mastered me so thoroughly.

The claret he ordered was good, and it made my muscles relax. Was that his intention? “The woman in the photograph…”

“Yes.” He sat back and studied me as I spoke.

“She was a girlfriend?”

“Yes.” He put his head on one side. “It bothers you?”

“No.” It did. Of course it did. What woman likes to see the gorgeous ex, even if this was only a one-night stand or a wild weekend or whatever it was. “I have no right, we’re just…”

I looked away from our booth.

“Your hair is the color of honey,” he said, drawing my attention back. He eased his finger through my thick mop, admiration shining in his eyes. When I met his gaze he shook his head. “You are what I want.”

The simple statement did exactly what he meant it to.

It pushed away my doubts.

“I mean to enjoy you, thoroughly,” he added. “If you are willing?”

The doubts had gone, but the nerves hadn’t. Not completely.


Taking a deep breath, I nodded.

 

“Strip for me,” he said when we went back to his apartment.

I glanced at the glass walls. “Can people see us?”

I’d been so caught up in the heat of the moment during our previous tryst that it hadn’t even occurred to me. But now that we were back and he stood me deliberately at the center of the room, I felt very much on display. The lights were on and the city sky was dark above the rooftops.

“No. Only me.”

My hands shook as I reached for the zipper on my skirt. I wanted to do it, but the concept of following a man’s instructions regarding getting undressed was something I never thought I would ever do. It felt so good, though. At that moment I was under his command and loving it for as long as it lasted.

What did he intend to do with me? The question kept running back and forth through my mind, keeping me on edge and nervy. I took off my shirt. Kicking off my heels, I shuffled my skirt off then ran my thumb under the band on my lace undies, pausing.

He lifted one eyebrow.

“Will you…are you going to use the rope on me?”

“No.” There was no hesitation in his voice. “Maybe another time,” he added and smiled indulgently. Perhaps it had pleased him that I was curious about it. “I have something else in mind for you, something that will perhaps help you overcome your shyness about displaying yourself to me.”

My attention was locked.

“Do you trust me to take care of you? That is very important.”

Instinct led my judgment. “Yes, yes, I do.”

“I am only interested in pleasure…extreme pleasure, yes, but I don’t wish to hurt you. If I do, you must say so.”

I swallowed my nerves. “I understand.”

He studied me a moment longer. “It is your submission, your pleasure at my hands, that pleases me. I need to push your boundaries, in order to test my own.”

My thumb was still caught in the band of my panties, and my fingers plucked at the fabric restlessly. “What do you have in mind?”

My voice was scarcely above a whisper.

“You will find out, when you strip for me.” Humor lit his expression, warming me right through.

I reached around and undid my bra, peeling it off. When I cast it aside, he gestured again at my panties.

He wanted me there in that room again. Naked. Why in here? I was about to find out.

When I shoved my underwear down the length of my legs and stepped out of the abandoned lace, he nodded. I went for my lace stocking top and rolled the stocking down my leg. When I changed to the other leg he strolled behind me and stroked his fingers along the underside of my exposed buttock. The brief, provocative touch sent my nerve endings crazy. It was hard to keep undressing, but I had to.

Once entirely naked, I dropped the second stocking and presented myself.

Armand opened a drawer in one of his cabinets, and lifted out a slender stainless steel bar. Cuffs hung at either end of it. He held the slim metal bar out in front of me, his fist wrapped around it at the center point. “Offer me your wrists.”

I did as instructed.

He did up the metal buckles that held the soft leather in place. I found my arms pushed apart by the object. I’d never seen anything like it and as I observed I realized I was now helpless. I couldn’t move my hands unless he allowed me to.


When it was in place, he wrapped his fist around the middle between my hands, and lifted it, stretching my arms over my head. The movement was so sudden and so unexpected that I gasped aloud. My shoulders rolled and locked, my breasts lifting and then pushing together with the movement. Tension beaded down my spine.

He stared at me, then ran his free hand around my breasts.

My face heated. Unbearably self-conscious, I turned my head to one side.

“You flush so beautifully, because your skin is so pale.”

I squirmed. No longer sure I could do this—even though I wanted to—I had to bite my tongue to stop from replying. Then his fingers locked on my uptilted nipple, and he fondled the stiff peak. Pain rang through me, delicious pain, like a heady intoxicant that made my groin heavy with longing. If I thought I’d been his plaything before, it had been nothing on this. He had complete control of me now. My head dropped back and I cried out.

His gaze drifted down my body and back up. “I intend to explore every part of you.”

My skin was damp, everywhere, heat breaking out on the surface of my body. I lifted one foot, shifting my weight. I knew the look in my eyes was pleading, I meant it to be. “Please, Armand.”

When I begged, he lowered his arm, tugged me right against him with the bar, and kissed me. Hard. Each time I felt the thrust of his tongue in my mouth my center ached for him to thrust there, too. The heat between my thighs had built, and I could feel the sticky tracts of my juices marking my inner thighs. My heart soared, the rush of raw emotion I felt for the way he handled me entwined with the real physical desire I felt. Breaking with the kiss, he led me with the bar, taking me to one corner of the room. There he lifted my arms above my head again, and latched the bar on to a hook that I had not previously noticed. I was at full stretch, my spine straight.

The room was his arena, his play den. The solid table, the cabinets and their contests, the hook. What else hadn’t I noticed—what else was there to explore?

Armand stroked my body, taking full advantage of my helpless state to explore me. My skin was tingling wildly, everywhere, my nerve endings ragged. Then he lowered to a squat in front of me, ran his thumbs down my pussy, opening me up. Inside a heartbeat, his mouth had covered my clit. The metal restraint creaked when my body jerked. He stroked his tongue up and down over my clit. I was so sensitive from his earlier ministrations that I felt sure I would have pushed him away with my hands on his shoulders, had I been free. It was almost too much, and when his tongue rode back up, there was nothing I could do but submit.

“So sensitive! Armand…please…”

Back and forth his tongue went. It was as if he loved oral sex and couldn’t get enough of me—either that or he wanted to drive me insane. My clit thrummed, and a wave of release hit me. I’d barely inhaled, and his fingers were thrusting into my sex. One of my legs lifted as I tried to pull away from the intense stimulation, my knee against the side of his head. When I glanced down I found him looking up at me with dark eyes, possessive eyes.

My legs shuddered. For a moment I hung limp in the restraint, allowing the hook to hold me up. I didn’t care how I looked.

“Oh, yes, you’re ready to offer yourself now.”

Ready? Apparently he’d only just got started. How much more could I take? I’d never experienced such an intense barrage of stimulation, from pleasure to pain, desperation and embarrassment; it all hit me, tearing down my defenses and making me powerless and malleable in his hands.

He rose to his feet and held my waist. He kissed me and the pungent taste of my own arousal in his mouth made me aware of just how horny I was. How had this happened? I wondered vaguely as I let him possess me. Sex had never been like this before.

“The shame will soon be gone, all of it. Then you will only beg for the pleasure.”


“Is that a threat or a promise?” I seriously wasn’t sure. My current state was a combination of bliss, acute arousal and humiliation, the latter because his mouth was so heavy with my musk.

He gave husky laugh. “A promise.” He ran his thumb over my cheek. “Freedom from shame is a wonderful gift, you will know this soon.”

Leaving me with that thought, he strolled off to his cabinet. When he came back he had a second slim bar in his hands.

What the hell was he going to do with that?

He unhooked me, lowering my arms. My shoulder ached, but it felt good, like a long workout or a sports massage.

Armand gestured at the floor. “On your hands and knees.”

Swallowing my nerves, I lowered to my knees. The carpet was thick under my bare knees. I put my hands out to balance myself, moving awkwardly within the restraint.

I saw his shirt drop to the floor. Then he squatted in front of me, and lifted my chin with one finger. With a swift move he brought a glass to my lips. I looked into his eyes as I sipped gratefully at the cold water he offered.

“Enough?”

I nodded. He took the glass away. When he returned he’d shed the rest of his clothing. My breath caught in my throat as I looked up at his magnificent body.

A moment later he stepped behind me and his hands enclosed my ankles, hauling them apart. I felt him move the cold metal under my feet. He moved my legs further apart before he tied my ankles in place.

I muttered incoherently when I realized how exposed my rear end was, every part of it on display to him. Squirming—with my head hanging down and my hair obscuring my face—my body reacted, my sex tightening. When it did, moisture ran down between my folds, which only made my situation worse. I tried to move forward to gain my equilibrium, but the friction of the carpet on my knees made me realize just how useless my attempts were. I swayed, my breasts dangling lewdly.

“Please,” I begged, desperate for him to take control of me and bring me release.

He walked around me, surveying the scene. At first I cared about how I must look, but then his gaze on me while I was so vulnerable and helpless made me burn up with longing, and I didn’t care anymore. I thrust my pussy out between my open legs, lifting my hips in the air, needful and restless and apparently now shameless.

Armand whispered words of approval in French. I could scarcely breathe. When he circuited me again his cock was at full stretch, its crown gleaming. He seemed able to ignore it, while he took his time studying my body. Wasn’t that what I had wished for, though, to be lewdly displayed just like the bondage queen in the photo? Well, she’d got off lightly. He’d pushed me in a different direction altogether. Confronting my shyness about my body he’d put me in this position, arms and legs apart, every part of me exposed and vulnerable.

He paused in front of me and when I looked up at him, curious, he rode his fist up and down his hard cock. His jaw was tight, his eyes narrowed. The tight muscles of his abs were standing out, his belly a hard rock of tension.

My mouth watered for a taste of him. “May I…may I taste you?”

His eyes glittered, his eyebrows drawn down as he concentrated. His only response was to direct his cock head to me. Rising up on my knees, I first rested my cheek against the hot surface of his shaft, moving my face against him adoringly. Then I licked him, eagerly absorbing the fecund taste of his cock. When I ran my tongue up and down the shaft, he growled in his throat. Taking the swollen head into my mouth, I closed my eyes and sucked, my tongue lapping around the head before I shifted and took as much length into my mouth as I could.


“Enough.” He pulled free.

I felt his hand on my back, directing me to my former position, on hands and knees. I wavered, panting for breath, but lit up with the knowledge that he was going to mount me now. At my back, I heard him rip open a condom packet. All of it impacted on my senses, making me restless as an animal in my restraints, my body undulating, pussy pushed back and out expectantly.

“You want this?” He let me feel the weight of his cock against my hot niche.

“Please,” I begged. “Desperate for you.” I hung my head.

He entered me, giving me a couple of inches, then held back.

Tears smarted in my eyes.

“What do you need?”

“You,” I whimpered, moving my hands uselessly within the restraints.

He gave me another inch. “What do you really want…what is your most basic need at this moment?”

“But…”

“Say it, admit it.”

“I need to come,” I blurted. “But only because you put me in this state!” I shot that over my shoulder. I had to say it, to blame him, because it was true.

Armand laughed softly. He stroked me at the base of my spine, soothing me. I felt affection in his touch. Then he held my hips, and—mercifully—gave me his full length.

He drove into me with more caution than before, seemingly aware of how sensitive I would be, but once his cock was bedded deep within me his hands roved over my buttocks and he pulled them apart, his thumbs stroking over my exposed seam.

It drove me wild.

Earlier on I’d reflected that I’d never been handled this way. Now I realized I’d never been treated this way, forced to address my animal need for pleasure—and Armand was right. It did feel good, desperately good.

Armand was gentler with me. This time it was me who couldn’t hold back—it was me who worked him. He stroked my body, caressing my spine while I took what I needed, driving back on to his hard shaft. He reached around and fondled my dangling breasts, then tugged on my nipples.

All the while I chased the prize, riding the long slick erection that he offered, working myself with the restraints to use it well. I wriggled and squirmed, my hips moving back and forth against him, mewling loudly as my sensitive flesh milked him off in rhythmic clutches.

“Oh, yes, Jennie, it’s good, very good,” he said, his cock jerking.

I’d made him come, and I’d reached the point of sheer ecstasy. My sex clenched over and over. My body was free from decorum, unleashed, until finally it was a blur of sensation and nothing more.

 

I didn’t leave Armand’s apartment again that weekend. He told me I didn’t need to because the weekend was “ours.” He had food delivered, and he cooked for me. It was as if he was happy to keep me as his private plaything, and I was thrilled to be that. Paris could wait until another weekend.

He went to my apartment to collect my toiletries, refusing to let me fetch them myself. While he left me alone, he handcuffed me to the wrought-iron headboard of his bed. It should have felt wrong, but it didn’t. The way he cherished me overruled any possibility of that. When he returned he claimed me back by kissing me, everywhere.

The weekend passed in a glorious haze of sensory overload.


On Monday morning, at seven, reality forced its way back in. I had forty-five minutes until I had to be on my way to the embassy. With regret I kissed him and climbed out of his bed, running around in my shirt and panties, barefoot, trying to find my belongings. I needed to get back to my own apartment and prepare for the working day ahead.

When I darted into the lounge, however, I was once again frozen to the spot.

My shoulder bag dropped from my hand as I stared at the blank place on the wall where the image of the blonde bondage queen had been. It was no longer there. I glanced around, but couldn’t see it standing anywhere. Armand must have taken it down when I was asleep.

My heart fluttered. Why had he done that?

He followed me in a moment later, still heavy with sleep. He wore his nakedness with complete nonchalance, prowling over to me. He arrested me in a lazy but possessive embrace, covering my face with hungry kisses.

His large hands on my bottom pressed my hips to his, and I felt the bough of his erection against my belly.

“Armand, please. I must go and prepare for work.”

“You will come back to me tonight?”

“If you want me to.” I couldn’t keep the smile from my face.

He returned it then nodded his head back in the direction of the space on the wall where the photograph had been. “I need your help to select some new art.”

He had taken it down for me. It was a significant gesture.

I laced my fingers around his neck, brimming with happiness, suddenly willing to let another few moments slide away in order to give this the attention it deserved.

“I’d love to,” I responded, and then lifted my eyebrows, “or perhaps we could make some art of our own…?”

Armand growled as he ducked to kiss my jaw.

Over his shoulder, I looked at the blank space on the wall and my mind ran wild with ideas. My six months in Paris promised to be a voyage of discovery, and with Armand as my master, I was ready and willing for every moment of it.
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