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    Prologue 
 
      
 
    “Are you kidding me?” Jackson said, anything but amused. 
 
    “Nope,” Marshall replied, sighing and making a note on the legal pad beside the stack of file folders he was going through. “Just make that number 433 on our list of things to fix before noon tomorrow when our first busload of guests arrives for our highly publicized grand reopening weekend.” 
 
    “How in the hell are we going to operate with over four hundred active problems in our electronics, our software—software, hell! Our hardware has issues. The front door has been hanging crooked for over a week now!” Sagging back in his seat, black t-shirt with its white ‘Chief of Security’ title emblazoned across his burly back and chest, he looked around the meeting table at the other Masters and Mistresses gathered there. “We hired the biggest contractor in the state. We’ve got lights that flicker, whole wings have no power, turn on the coffee pot in the number six breakroom and it blows the power in the Nursery. I mean”—he scoffed—“what’s this guy been doing for the last six months? He can’t even hang a damn door and that’s basic carpentry 101. Where is he? Has anyone even seen this guy today?” 
 
    “He’s trying to get Dominick out of the elevator,” said Sam from the far end of the massive table. “He’s been stuck between the basement and first floor for over half an hour, and the actual elevator technician can’t get back out here until tonight.” 
 
    “Oh, he’ll do anything to get out of a morning meeting,” Jackson scoffed again, winning a round of chuckles from everyone present. No one’s amusement lasted long, however. 
 
    Running his hands through his shoulder-length blond hair, Marshall took a deep breath. “Perhaps it’s time we started considering our options.” 
 
    “What options?” Reeve asked. Dark hair slicked back, he idly tapped the fingers of his scarred hand on the table. “We’ve already paid this guy, and he was over budget two months into the project.” 
 
    “We should have known then to drop kick his ass off the property,” Jackson muttered. 
 
    Marshall frowned at him, his infamous ice-blue stare having no effect on his long-time friend and one of the original six founding Castle Doms. “How much do we have left in the piggy bank, Sam?” 
 
    Long dark hair pulled back in a ponytail, the Master’s second-in-command shuffled through his own stack of papers until he found the spreadsheet he was looking for. “About twenty grand. After that, we start dipping into what we’ve set aside for the first two months’ operating expenses. And after that,” he said, rather unnecessarily, “we’re broke.” 
 
    “Whoever thought it would be so expensive to re-build a Castle,” Eric quipped. 
 
    Across from him, the blond stripper twins Travis and Trevor cracked near identical smiles. “What’s that line in Jurassic Park about having all the problems of a major theme park and a zoo?” 
 
    “Our clients don’t get eaten when our rides break down,” Grimsley, the Master Butler, dourly informed them.  
 
    “Not against their will, anyway.” Playboy Kade grinned wolfishly. 
 
    “All right, all right,” Marshall said, over the chuckles. He knocked on the table, bringing the meeting back on track before it could be completely derailed. “Can we please focus on the issue?” 
 
    “You know,” Eric said speculatively, “I can hang a door and do minor things like that, but maybe we should consider getting another company or two—” 
 
    “Or twelve,” Jackson interjected. 
 
    “—in here to help, because this guy is clearly overwhelmed.” 
 
    “We’ve been trying that for the last three months,” Sam informed him. “The minute we mention the current contracting company and the keywords ‘clean up his mess, pretty please with padded handcuffs on top,’ the line goes dead. Besides, I thought your brother was coming to the grand reopening?” 
 
    “He is.” Eric shrugged. “He’s meeting someone, so it’s not like he’s going to need or want me hanging all over him. It’s fine.” 
 
    A sudden barrage of pounding on the door interrupted everything. The door knob wiggled, and then the pounding started up again. 
 
    “Daddy!” 
 
    Emerson perked, but his brow furrowed when the quavering, clearly-rattled voice on the other side of the door didn’t match his Little wife’s normally cheerful self. “Who is that?” he said, turning in his confusion to stare at the tall and regal Mistress Hardwick, already rising from her chair to stand beside him. 
 
    “Is… is that Eden?” Marshall asked, but Grimsley had vaulted from his chair. He circled the table in long strides, completely ignoring Eric’s sharp laugh. 
 
    “I knew it!” Eric crowed, clapping his hands once. “I knew she was a Little the first time I had a conversation with her.” He pointed at Grimsley as the butler strode briskly past him, smile melting into mild perplexation. “I never would have pegged you as a Daddy, though. That surprises me. Does that surprise you?” he asked Kade, seated next to him. 
 
    Kade shrugged with his eyebrows. “Like you’ve never tried something new for someone you cared about?” 
 
    “Daddy?” Eden called again, and the door handle jiggled again. 
 
    “Hold on,” Grimsley said calmly, taking hold of the handle. He jostled it.  
 
    “Is it locked?” Sam asked, surprised. 
 
    “It shouldn’t be.” Getting up, Marshall joined the Master Butler. “This door isn’t supposed to have a lock.” 
 
    Dropping his head onto his hands, Jackson rubbed his face and managed to keep his temper. Sighing, he reached across to sift through Marshall’s stack of notes. “Problem Number 434,” he said, adding it to the list. 
 
    “I can’t get in,” Eden said, rather unnecessarily. 
 
    “And we can’t get out,” Grimsley confirmed. “Run along and tell the contractor we’d like to see him, please.” 
 
    “Um… th-that’s what I came to tell you,” the Little Maid and Master Butler’s personal submissive called through the door. “The contractor… he ran away.” 
 
    For the span of two startled heartbeats, the room fell to stunned silence. 
 
    “What?” Marshall said, recovering first, just before half the Masters gathered around the table behind him ejected themselves from their chairs and rushed to the windows overlooking the courtyard below. 
 
    “Oh, son of bitch!” Jackson bellowed at the horde of retreating construction workers making their way to the drawbridge. 
 
    “They’re leaving,” Parker said, stunned. 
 
    “The window won’t open,” Eric said, struggling with the latch. 
 
    “This one isn’t either,” Miss Hardwick confirmed, rattling at the other, and then everyone started talking at once. 
 
    “Get your asses—” Jackson thundered through the glass. 
 
    “They’re not done. How can they just leave?” 
 
    “What the hell?” 
 
    “Do we count the non-functioning windows together, or do they each get their own problem number?” 
 
    “—or I swear to God, I’m going to—” 
 
    “Eden, honey, run and fetch a flathead screwdriver and a Phillips… yes, the one that looks like a star…” 
 
    “Did they get Dominick out of the elevator first?” 
 
    “If they didn’t, they’re not running fast enough.” 
 
    “—without any lube!” Jackson bellowed. He stopped, chest heaving, scowling down at the fleeing workers. He threw up his hands. “They’re not even looking at me. I used to be someone to fear.” 
 
    “Honey,” Eric told him in his most sympathetic Daddy voice. “This is the first time in six months anyone’s seen you without a baby harness strapped to your chest, or pushing a two-baby stroller. Nobody fears you, my friend. Not even Sara.” 
 
    Jackson glared first at him, and then at Parker, standing to his left. 
 
    “I still fear you,” Parker said. 
 
    “Says the man who walks the hallways every night singing nursery rhymes to his own baby daughter,” Eric countered. “Nobody fears you anymore either.” 
 
    “I still fear you,” Jackson told him. They fist-bumped for solidarity. 
 
    “Eric,” Marshall said, still waiting at the stuck door for Eden to return with the screwdrivers. “You’ve got a terrible shock coming when it happens to you.” 
 
    “It won’t ever happen to me,” Eric assured him with a smile. “All of my babies are over the age of consent and they know better than to misbehave. Because when they do, I don’t cuddle them, or walk the halls, or sing silly nursery rhymes. I spank their little bottoms a deep, hot red and then make them ride the butt-plug pony until their stay is up and it’s time to put them back on the bus for home.” 
 
    Reeve, his one-time partner in crime (although not since he got together with Sandy) said, “That’s starting to sound like famous last words to me.” 
 
    “All right, all right,” Marshall said drily, calling the thoroughly derailed meeting back to order. “Since it looks like our choices have been made for us, I’m going to spend the afternoon calling in any contractor who’ll answer the phone. In the meantime, if you see something and you can fix it, please do. Tomorrow is going to be a train-wreck no matter what. At this point, let’s just try to limit the carnage as much as we possibly can, right?” 
 
    “All hands on deck,” Sam agreed. “Or at least, they will be. Just as soon as we get out of here.” 
 
    “At least we’ve got coffee and donuts while we wait.” Making his way to the narrow refreshment table at the back of the room, Jackson selected an old-fashioned glazed and a clean cup off the tray. Holding the donut in his mouth, he picked up the half-empty coffee pot, then noticed the light was off. Grumbling around his donut, he tapped the power switch and promptly blew out every light in the room. 
 
    “Problem Number 436?” Sam asked, looking up at the ceiling. 
 
    Closing his eyes, Jackson growled. “Son of a bitch.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter One 
 
      
 
    Winona Mallaber bumped down the long, unpaved drive through the trees, following the beat-up red pickup truck in front of her. The truck read Simons & Schuster’s Contracting, and the address it gave was two counties over. The black and red letters on the white van in front of them read Droddy Bros Plumbing, and if that business really was located out of Columbus, then they were way east of home. The white truck in front of that was too far up for her to read, but considering the phone call she’d received just a few hours ago, and the fact that she’d driven over a hundred miles on the promise of a five-hundred-dollar signup bonus, she was starting to think that Marshall-whoever guy might not have been exaggerating about the ‘cluster f’ that he was in. 
 
    Then the trees cleared and she saw what looked to be an honest to God castle. She was so surprised to see those gray stone parapet walls rising up out from the middle of all this nowhere that she nearly stopped her van.  
 
    And then she really did have to stop, because the truck in front of her slammed on his brakes. Every tool she had secured in toolboxes in the back of her van slid and clattered, but she managed not to tap his back bumper. Reading his startled “holy shit” via his reflection in his rearview mirror, she couldn’t even be mad about the rotten driving. There was a genuine medieval-looking castle growing up out of a corn field in the middle of Ohio. Holy shit was right. Although hungry for the payout this job had promised, at this point she was willing to forego the signup bonus just for the prestige of being able to add ‘castle repairs’ to her growing resume.  
 
    There was a minor traffic delay at the security gate as each vehicle and their occupants were signed in. Taking advantage of the stop and go pauses, she snapped several cellphone shots of the high castle walls through the thinning forest that separated them and posted a Facebook status update with herself in the foreground, giving a grin and a thumbs-up with the caption: “From Florida to Ohio in three days. Guess who’s traded in hurricane repairs for working on a Castle! And this one offers room and board, plus extras! Woo hoo!” 
 
    Soon it was her turn up at the security gate, where a burly man in dark sunglasses waited with a clipboard to check her in. He wore black jeans and a midnight blue t-shirt with yellow letters that read ‘When I want your opinion, I’ll spank it out of you.’ His blond hair was cut military short, and his clothes were tight enough to leave little to the imagination. He was built: broad shoulders, narrow hips, thighs that stretched the denim of his jeans until she could almost hear them crying for mercy. This man did not miss leg days at the gym, that was for sure. 
 
    He obviously didn’t miss arm days either. It was all she could do to stay professional and not stare at his biceps or the veiny solidness of his forearms as he came up to her door. 
 
    Studying his clipboard, pen held at the ready, he said, “Company name?” 
 
    It was spelled out on the side of her blue work van, but she smiled and said, “Father and Hon Construction.” 
 
    “Name?” 
 
    “I would be the Hon,” she replied with a little sass. Construction, plumbing and electricity were male-dominated fields, and she’d been working in them since she was big enough to pick up a hammer and toddle around after her dad. That was plenty long enough to know that ‘Hon’ was exactly what she was going to end up being called by just about everyone she ran into, so why bother giving out a name at all? 
 
    “Sorry, no one by that name was cleared to access the grounds.” He pointed back the way she’d come. “I’m going to need you to put it in reverse toward the right of the shack, turn the vehicle around and head on out the way you…” 
 
    “Winona Mallaber,” she said, smile somewhat diminished. “Win for short. I’m sure if you look again, you’ll see me on your list.” 
 
    He looked, first at the clipboard, and then at her. Stepping in close to her open driver’s window, he propped his muscular shoulder against the side of the door, gave her a weirdly stomach-tingling look over the tops of his glasses and, in a honeyed tone that hovered somewhere between ‘I’m scolding you’ and ‘just playing’ said, “So you are, Miss Mallaber. Now see, isn’t it a lot quicker and easier when we start things off by telling the truth?” 
 
    Coming from anyone else, that tone would have annoyed the hell out of her. Coming from Captain Tight-Pants here, it made her stomach tighten and a telltale flood of warmth trickle down into the crotch of her panties. 
 
    “Is that the opinion you’re going to try spanking out of me?” The minute those words tumbled out of her, Win could have kicked herself. Typically when things were broken, no one liked a smartass repair person. Particularly not when that repair person was a woman, but it was too late to call them back. 
 
    The brawny security guard’s smile turned into a slow grin, and his baby blues lit up with laughter. “If you want to meet me in the basement tonight after your work is done, maybe we’ll both find out.” 
 
    Pushing off the side of her van, he patted the door twice and returned to his shack to raise the gate that blocked her path. He winked as she drove through, and though God alone knew how she managed it, she kept her van driving in a straight line, following the trail of emergency cones away from the toothy yawn of the open portcullis entrance, to a service road that led around the outer wall to a hidden parking lot in the back. She sat in her van for a long time after she’d parked, trying to get her stomach to stop butterflying and that shadowy burning heat between her legs to stop pulsing like it was.  
 
    This was crazy. 
 
    Yeah, well. He’d been sexy, and she hadn’t stayed in one place long enough to have had time for a guy in, well… apparently, just long enough to actually consider what had happened at the security gate to be flirting. 
 
    She covered her burning cheeks with both hands, pressing hard, willing the heat to go away. She couldn’t believe she’d cracked a spanking joke at the man. 
 
    She couldn’t believe his reply, either. 
 
    She really couldn’t believe that she was still sitting here, turned on over a half-assed invitation to meet him later in some dank, dark, spider-infested, on-the-job basement, where he might or might not follow through on the (ha-ha) spanking part, but where he was almost certainly intent on following through with other things. 
 
    The burning pulse between her legs did not go away. It only thumped harder. 
 
    “Get yourself together,” Win scolded, and got out of the car. A long line of porters milled between the vehicles with luggage trolleys, unloading each company’s bags and tools onto a cart (sometimes two) and escorting the workers down a winding paved sidewalk to a back-gate entrance. 
 
    “Hi,” she greeted the two exceedingly well-built porters who came up to her van. While she strapped on her toolbelt and gathered her hardhat and gloves, she watched as they unloaded her truck of everything Father and Hon had—she had, rather, now that he had passed on—plus her suitcase, since she’d been told she’d be living onsite until the job was done. No lie, seeing the van that had been her home for the last three years completely emptied out made her nervous. But she kept looking between them and what bits of the castle she could see over the tops of the stone wall, and the place looked huge. Massive. Depending on where they had her working, she could see it wouldn’t be feasible to keep coming back out to the van every time she needed something. 
 
    Still… 
 
    “Nobody’s going to steal my stuff, right?” she couldn’t help but ask. 
 
    “We’ll be standing guard over it until you take possession again,” one porter assured her.  
 
    She felt bad just for asking, but multiple construction crews working on the same site never made for a fun assignment, and it usually got worse once the local boys found out she was a nomad. Construction was a competitive business. Back-biting and ‘pranks’ between rival contractors could and did happen, especially if that someone was like Win, with only her van and the stuff packed in it, and the jar of money she kept tucked into a hidden compartment she’d welded under the passenger seat and floor mat. 
 
    Win couldn’t afford to lose her stuff, but more, she couldn’t afford to lose that money. That money was her future; her chance to finally stop dreaming about it and buy what she’d wanted for as far back as she could remember: a spot on the map. A home that didn’t come with four wheels and an engine and moved from place to place. She wanted a bed that didn’t have seatbelts tucked into the crack, and a permanent address, so she could hang out a sign instead of bouncing from disaster to disaster or getting work via Craigslist ads. 
 
    Craigslist was how this job had found her, and right now she had almost fifteen thousand dollars in her little jar. She used to have more, but her father had died last year and although he’d never said anything about it being his dream too, she hadn’t thought twice about spending the money to guarantee he had a spot too. With a permanent marker, so everyone who saw it would know he was loved. 
 
    But then the old van died, and that van had been held together by duct tape and a prayer for at least ten years, so she’d bought a new one. And then she’d lost three jobs in a row because she didn’t have the right licensing to prove her skills. It wasn’t hard to make that decision; if she was every going to stop roaming and settle down, she needed to prove she was legal to work on her own, and that included shelling out the money for her master electrician’s.  
 
    So, now she was all the way back down to fifteen grand, which wasn’t enough to buy herself a permanent spot on anybody’s map. But it was a nest egg, and nest eggs grew. And this job was offering not just a paycheck, but five hundred dollars just for showing up. 
 
    So, swallowing her misgivings, she helped the porters unload every tool she might need onto that luggage cart. Then she locked up her van, tightened her toolbelt down that extra notch, and followed the porters through the back gate to find out exactly how much her nest egg was going to grow here, and what she’d have to do to make that happen. 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    “Oh my God, thank you,” the security guard said as he came jogging back to the gate. “I knew that second thermos of coffee was a bad idea. My eyeballs were floating.” 
 
    “No problem.” Patting him on the shoulder, Eric Novak handed back the clipboard, ducked under the gate ahead of the next construction truck coming up the road, and started the short walk back to the Castle. 
 
    It was a nice day. The sun paid homage to a dying summer, providing plenty of warmth, but with a breeze still cool enough to keep things from getting stifling. Hidden in a canopy of hickory and beech trees, birds called back and forth and squirrels chased one another, arguing over potential winter food stores. Eric was running late. Too late to be walking as calmly as this, but Eric wasn’t in charge of the next orientation meeting and, frankly, he hated running. With a passion. The army hadn’t given him a choice in the matter, but he hadn’t been a soldier for many years and saw no reason to continue that particular form of self-torture. 
 
    He was, however, so very ready for the Castle to re-open so business could resume as usual. God, it had been such a long, dry, quiet spell these last few months. He hated quiet almost as much as he hated running. When left on his own too long, his mind had a habit of wandering into dark places filled with all the sights, sounds and remembered smells that only a combat soldier tended to carry tucked in the back of his restless head. 
 
    He and Reeve had served side-by-side, become fast friends while hunkered down behind the same bullet-riddled walls, been nearly killed half a dozen times in the same bone-rattling explosions, and eventually even been discharged within weeks of one another. Back in the States, theirs had been a friendship that hadn’t just survived but thrived in the aimlessness of what-the-hell to do next. They’d bounced, mostly—from Reeve’s family to Eric’s, taking turns trying to hold down jobs they were both too restless to keep, and eventually ended up in Reeve’s car one day and just drove away. They drove for two years, wandering from place to place, bar to bar, dungeon to BDSM dungeon, where more than once they poured their restlessness into the willing bodies of submissive after submissive. Somehow, they’d ended up here; somehow, here they still were. 
 
    Mostly because Reeve had fallen in love with Sandy, which Eric didn’t begrudge him. He was happy for his friend, who no longer seemed half as restless, grim, or angry as he so often had back then. These days, Reeve was like a different person entirely. But Eric was still Eric, and it was hard being the same restless soul trapped in a place that he had come to depend on to keep him too busy to think, only it wasn’t busy anymore. 
 
    One more day, though, and that would be over. 
 
    Starting tomorrow, this quiet, unwelcome vacation that he’d been forced to take after the Castle bombing last year would end. Tomorrow, the guests would come flooding back again and at last he would be able to lose himself in the old, familiar, endless tide of faceless, willing submissives, every one of whom was just as restless and eager to use him as he was them.  
 
    That unexpectedly tasty interaction he’d had with ‘Hon’ back at the gate had him itching in his skin, but he could hold it in a little while longer. He was going to have to. The buses would start rolling in in less than twenty-four hours, but he had been one of ten Masters selected to oversee the contract laborers Marshall had brought in to help fix what the last construction company hadn’t. That meant, instead of being matched with a client for hot one-on-one action tomorrow, Eric was going to spend the week on daytime Daddy duty up in the nursery, while simultaneously keeping a watchful eye over one of the repair crews.  
 
    Never in the history of the Castle had so many outside laborers been hired on while the Castle was open and access to clients would be unavoidable. There was so much yet to be fixed, and it simply wasn’t possible to segregate workers by shutting down half the resort. Delaying the grand opening was not an option, either. While insurance had paid out nicely, those funds had been devoured by the rebuilding. They needed more—a lot more—if they were going to stay in business, and last year’s bombing had done more than level a building. It had leveled people’s faith in the Castle being a safe place to explore all things sane, kinky and consensual. They simply could not afford the bad press that canceling the grand opening would invite. 
 
    So, welcome aboard contract laborers and bring on the guests. Some Masters weren’t happy about it, but Eric didn’t care. Carefully controlled chaos meant things would be busy, and busy kept things from being quiet. 
 
    Taking a shortcut through the woods, he made his way to the impromptu orientation area set up just outside Cook Connie’s kitchen. The contractor crews were assembled on neat rows of chairs, each with a small stack of forms to be filled out. Mistress Miranda Hardwick was already in attendance. Dressed in full Head Housekeeper regalia, her long chestnut hair was swept up in a stern bun and her dour black garb gave her lean frame that extra edge of severity that she was known for.  
 
    She had already begun her spiel, so Eric made his way to the line of other Masters grudgingly waiting to take responsibility of whichever crew they were about to be assigned. 
 
    “Nice of you to join us,” Jackson surreptitiously whispered. 
 
    “I was filling in at the gate. The poor guy on duty had to pee.” 
 
    Jackson gave him a look. “There’s a bathroom in the guard shack.” 
 
    “Yeah.” Eric tipped his head with a grin. “It’s not working.” 
 
    “Oh for fu—” Jackson caught himself, then sighed. “Problem Number 476,” he and Eric said together.  
 
    Which was as much attention as Eric gave his fellow Master, because that was when he spotted the only female contractor in this motley crew of hardhats and steel-toed boots. The same tasty little tidbit who had bantered with him at the guard shack, arousing the appetite of a Dom who had been deprived just a little too long. 
 
    Hello, darling. 
 
    She sat in the middle of the second to last row, filling out her paperwork. Her curly brown hair was barely long enough, but she’d pulled it back into what looked more like a powder-puff of a bunny’s tail, rather than a ponytail. Wisps stuck out under her hat, framing little ears. But then, all of her was little. She couldn’t be more than a few inches over five feet, and that was with work boots on. Her breasts were small, lost under the white t-shirt she wore with another blue and green-checkered flannel over the top of it. Her toolbelt bulked out the narrowness of her waist and the curve of her hips. The tools that dangled all around almost succeeded in hiding the curves of her shapely ass as well, but almost was a funny word and one open to individual interpretation. Apparently, the guy sitting directly behind her was doing a bit of ‘interpreting’ not-so quietly under his breath to his buddies. 
 
    Whatever he whispered made the guy to his right smirk, although he didn’t look up from the paper he was filling out. The guy to his left, however, paused to whisper something back and the two snort-chuckled.  
 
    Emboldened, the man in the middle leaned forward, and Eric felt the prickling ugliness of whatever got whispered into Win Mallaber’s ear crawl straight up his own back. He didn’t think he’d moved, but beside him, Jackson whispered, “I’m on it.” 
 
    The Chief of Security stepped away from the wall just as Mistress Hardwick said, “A show of hands for anyone who still needs time filling out their independent employment contracts?” 
 
    When no one raised their hands, she sent two Little Maids in civilian leisure wear down among the rows to collect each form, and Jackson sauntered his way along the backrow until he was even with the three men. Leaning down, he braced his hands on the backs of their chairs and did a little whispering of his own. 
 
    Two of the three men had the grace to blush. The man to the left said, “Hey, I’m not with them. I didn’t say a damn thing.” 
 
    Noticing the exchange, Mistress Hardwick called out, “Is there a problem?” 
 
    Every construction worker turned around to see what was happening, except Win. Blushing hot, she stubbornly kept her head down and pretended to be engrossed in reading the next form. 
 
    “Is there a problem?” Jackson calmly asked the trio. 
 
    The main instigator shook his head. “No, sir,” he said, clearing his throat. 
 
    “No, sir,” echoed the man to his right.  
 
    “This is my group,” Jackson told her, pointing to the instigator, who immediately exchanged looks with his co-worker. They both squirmed as he pushed back off their chairs and returned to his place at the wall beside Eric. “Misogynistic jackasses,” he muttered under his breath. 
 
    In the rows of workers, Win lifted her head, but only far enough to steal a peek back in their direction. Her eyes widened when she saw him. Eric couldn’t help it, he winked, and toward the front of the group, Miss Hardwick continued their orientation. 
 
    “The next form is the confidentiality clause. Everything you see and hear anywhere within the Castle or on the grounds is not to be discussed or shared with anyone, not even amongst yourselves, and especially not after you’ve left the property.” 
 
    Win bowed her head back over her papers, her pen dropping initials next to each section as Miss Hardwick covered them. 
 
    “You may not take pictures,” the Headmistress announced, and had he not been watching her so closely, Eric might have missed it when Win froze. She didn’t lift her head, but her eyes got huge. “You may not gossip on or discuss any of the people or activities you might see…” 
 
    Although no doubt watching because of the three men sitting behind her, Jackson had the eyes of a hawk. He never missed anything either, and certainly didn’t miss it when she started discreetly fumbling for her phone. Stifling a sigh, he started toward her now, but Eric caught his arm. 
 
    “Let me,” he said softly. 
 
    Jackson looked at him, dark eyes narrowing. Slipping back into line, he whispered so as not to interrupt the Headmistress’s continuing speech, “This is not a client. You know that, right? You don’t get to turn her over your knee, call her a naughty girl, and spank her bottom until she promises to be good.” 
 
    “Of course not,” Eric scoffed. “Come on. I know my job. Give her to me.” 
 
    Turning on his heel, Jackson gave him an incredulous look. “You’re out of your mind if you think I’m giving you the only female in the group, not to mention the only worker who didn’t come with a buddy.” 
 
    “That’s why you should give her to me,” Eric insisted. “First, I’m in the Little hall. That’s one of the least fucked up wings in the place, so it’ll be easy for one worker to tackle all the jobs. Second, because she’s female, the Littles are less likely to be intimidated by her presence, especially if we dress her up so she looks like she belongs among them.” 
 
    Jackson opened his mouth, then closed it again. 
 
    “Lastly,” Miss Hardwick continued in the background, while Eric donned his most angelic smile and Jackson glared right through it, “you may not approach or speak to any guest at any time. If a guest approaches you, please politely refer them to your Master in Charge and he will handle the situation. Yes,” she said, right over the top of the startled laughs that rippled through the construction workers. “I said Master in Charge. By now, I’m sure all of you know exactly where you are and what goes on in this place. Starting at ten am tomorrow morning, our guests are due to arrive, and you are the people we’ve chosen to help fix what the last incompetent jackass did so that we can be ready for them.” 
 
    “I can’t believe I’m agreeing to this,” Jackson said slowly. 
 
    Angelic smile for the win. Eric grinned. 
 
    “If you make me regret this, I will never forgive you,” the Chief of Security growled, but already Eric was looking past him to where Win was sitting bolt upright in her chair, staring with those big, huge, brown eyes of hers straight at Miss Hardwick. 
 
    “Congratulations,” the stern Headmistress told them, “on being the only people with more to fear than just a spanking if any of us catch you misbehaving.” 
 
    As if Eric’s stare had weight that Win could feel, her wide-eyed gaze slid back to him. 
 
    Guess who just became mine, baby. Eric kept that errant thought to himself, although he supposed his smile spoke wolfish volumes and, when Miss Hardwick issued her standard greeting, he couldn’t help but join in. “Welcome to the Castle.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    “No fucking way am I going to work like this,” said the burly construction worker in the giant pink bunny outfit. 
 
    His giant pastel-blue bunny co-worker came up to stand beside him, and side by side, they studied themselves in the bank of Wardrobe mirrors. “Just pretend you’re taking your kid trick-or-treating, but in matchy-matchy costumes.” 
 
    “I don’t have kids,” Pink Bunny grumbled. 
 
    “In this costume, you’re not likely to change that status, either. Still”—Blue Bunny slugged him in the arm—“man up, dude. We get five hundred dollars apiece just for showing up, and that goes to us, not the company. For that, I’ll wear the damn bunny suit.” 
 
    The door to a nearby dressing room slid open and a giant pastel-purple bunny slunk out to join them. The three looked at one another in the bank of mirrors before Purple Bunny turned to his companions and said, “Why do our suits have Velcro butt flaps, and what the hell is a ‘Furry wing’?” 
 
     Standing just inside the giant double doors marked ‘Wardrobe,’ the burly Chief of Security clapped his hands and called out, “Where’s my bunny fluffle?” 
 
    Pink Bunny’s shoulders slumped, but all three turned and trudged single file past him and out the door. 
 
    “You wanted to be jackasses,” the Chief of Security reminded, bringing up the rear of the sad bunny parade. “Harass another woman in my domain again, I’ll make you all Little Maids.” 
 
    The door swung gently closed behind them, leaving Win sitting in the waiting area for her turn. Hands clasped tightly, she waited stiff as a board, her eyes every bit as huge as they had been pretty much from the moment she’d realized she’d inadvertently broken the confidentiality clause she’d now signed. And she couldn’t do a damn thing about it, because her ‘If I want your opinion, I’ll spank it out of you’ Master in Charge was sitting right beside her and had been from the moment she’d been assigned to him and something called the Littles’ wing. 
 
    “Next?” a Wardrobe attendant called, and the two guys beside her stood up. 
 
    “Please don’t put us in bunny outfits,” one told the Master who accompanied him. 
 
    “Relax.” The Master chuckled. “I’m starting you guys in the Mermaid Pool.” 
 
    “Please don’t put us in mermaid outfits,” the same guy deadpanned. 
 
    “How do you feel about pirate costumes?” 
 
    “So long as mine doesn’t come with a seashell bra, bro, we’re good.” 
 
    They all three walked away, leaving Win and her chaperone—a man whom Miss Hardwick had introduced her to as, “This is Eric, your Master in Charge”—the only two people left in the waiting area.  
 
    She tried hard not to look at him. She had no idea what to do or even what to say. She needed to get alone somehow, even if only long enough to pull up her media profile and delete that stupid picture. Hopefully before anyone saw it and she got into trouble. She could not afford to lose this job. Not only did it pay well, but one unhappy customer willing to be vocal about it could pretty much kill her chances of ever getting another job in this county. 
 
    Out of the corner of her eye, she saw it when Eric leaned sideways in his chair and, in that low sultry voice of his that instantly made every nerve ending twang inside her, said, “Don’t worry. I won’t make you wear a bunny suit.” 
 
    This whole situation was so ludicrous and she was so out of her depth, the only thing Win could do was laugh. “To be perfectly honest, I don’t think I can do my job in a princess dress, or a…” Her eye was caught by a group of scantily clad women exiting the dressing room they had commandeered while trying on their costumes. Win had never seen maid outfits so skimpy before. She could see boobs. She could see bottoms. She turned and stared at Eric, who was watching her with that half-smile and a flicker of amusement lurking in his baby-blue eyes. “No,” she said bluntly. “Just no.” 
 
    He glanced at the maids, looking them over before disregarding them as only someone who saw scantily dressed people on a daily basis could. “Don’t worry. We’re starting in the Little Wing. That’s a completely different outfit.” 
 
    “How different?” Win stared as two Roman slave girls and a gladiator, with one short flogger dangling from his belt and another draped over his shoulder, walked by. Wardrobe was packed, and by more than just independent contractors and their Master chaperones. It was the day before the resort reopened, so she supposed she ought to expect it to be busy. 
 
    “People have been picking up their costumes all week,” Eric said, but her attention was immediately grabbed, this time by a tall, gorgeous, and shockingly naked woman dressed only in white boots made to look like horse’s hooves and a hat made to look like a horse’s ears and mane. She even had the bit and bridle attachments. It was rude to stare, but Win couldn’t help it. She watched as the woman walked out of Wardrobe, and only then did she become aware of Eric watching her in turn. “Did you like that?” 
 
    “No,” she said quickly, her face instantly flaming. “I’m serious. What costume goes with Little people?” 
 
    “Did you ever see Charlie and the Chocolate Factory, either the original or the remake?” 
 
    Win couldn’t tell if he was joking or serious. 
 
    “That’s right,” he deadpanned. “Oompa Loompa all the way, baby. We can even stain your skin orange over in makeup.” 
 
    The first fully decked out pirate emerged from a back dressing room to check himself out in the mirrors. None of these costumes were cheesy, cheap Halloween knock-offs. Although lacking the added realism of weapons, he looked as if he’d just walked off the set of a Pirates of the Caribbean movie. 
 
    “I can totally do this,” he told his Master in Charge.  
 
    Win quietly freaked out. It was just a stupid costume, and at least this one didn’t come with flooded out roads, spotty or downed power, monsoon rains, tornadoes or aftershocks. As much as she didn’t want to be an Oompa Loompa, just sitting here put five hundred dollars in her jar. She needed more if she was ever going to get her long-coveted spot on the map, and from what everyone was saying about the amount of work waiting for her here, more was exactly what she’d get if she stayed.  
 
    “Do I have to have the orange skin?” she asked, mentally bracing herself to give in, no matter what his response. “It… it doesn’t stain, does it?” 
 
    His handsome mouth curled into a smile so slow and sensual that she could feel it, trickling down through her like melting butter. She caught herself mid-squirm, wriggling in her waiting chair in a way meant to do nothing but stimulate her already humming sex.  
 
    “I was kidding,” he said. “However, now I’m severely tempted.” 
 
    “Next!” sang out another attendant. She was looking right at them when she said it, too, and she was smiling. Mostly, she was smiling at Eric, and when he got up from his chair to lead the way, the woman blushed, dropping her gaze coyly and even batting her lashes as she asked, “I know you can’t be looking for a change in costume already.” 
 
    Win disliked her instantly, and that was ridiculous because she never disliked anyone. What’s more, she saw no point in feeling this kind of intensity over the attentions of a man she had only just met and would likely never meet again once her job here was through. This was silly, she told herself as she trailed silently in their shadows, turning sideways so her toolbelt wouldn’t catch on the multicolored fabric as she squeezed down a narrow aisle packed with hundreds if not thousands of costumes hanging on hangers. 
 
    All kinds of time periods throughout history were represented in the dresses she passed. Gowns ranged from European royalty to Wild West schoolmarm; from proper British maid to Gorean sex slave, schoolgirl to Arabian, ancient Roman to storybook Disney-fied fantasy characters, and… whatever the hell this was. She paused to get a better look at a unicorn bikini outfit that didn’t even have substance enough to hang, it had to be clipped to its hanger. Complete with a silver and pink glittery horn and a thoroughly glittered up tail that—she stopped touching the costume—had an insertable plug on one end. 
 
    Eric tapped Win’s shoulder and she jumped. Grinning now, he gave her a look that both stopped her heart and tightened her tummy, melted that yummy river of butter down through her nethers again until her misgivings got lost somewhere in the flood. When he beckoned, she fell back into step behind him.  
 
    “Come on, now,” he gently censored. “I wouldn’t want you getting lost in here.” 
 
    She didn’t want to get lost in here either. She might end up with a unicorn tail inserted up her… 
 
    “Oh my God!” Win exclaimed, coming to an abrupt stop when they reached the end of the aisle and Eric stepped sideways, giving her an unobstructed view of a nook filled with adult-sized infant clothing. 
 
    “The blue will look fantastic on you,” Eric announced, arms folded across his chest, his smile one of open approval as he looked from it to her. “What do you think?” 
 
    Win stared at the little girl dress the attendant plucked from the rack to show her. It looked very Alice in Wonderland, only the skirt was too short. The ruffled sleeves would barely cover her shoulders, too, and offered no protection for her arms at all. The Victorian-style play apron was utterly impractical, and she wouldn’t be caught dead in those shiny black buckle shoes. But it didn’t come with a butt plug, so… she had that going for her, at least. 
 
    “You want me to work in that?” she asked, multilayers of doubt weighing heavy in her tone. 
 
    “You’ll look adorable,” he assured her. 
 
    “I’ll have it ruined before the end of the day.” 
 
    “Then we’ll come back every morning for a fresh, new dress.” His smile widened, but his eyes said, ‘Go ahead, challenge me with another excuse.’  
 
    Win didn’t want to challenge him. She wanted to see this job all the way through to a cheerful conclusion, complete with a lot of money to tuck into her jar and maybe a written reference that might keep her working in this county a while longer before she had to move on. 
 
    Her shoulders sagged. She took the dress from the attendant. 
 
    “Right this way,” the woman said, showing her to an empty dressing room. “Here are the garters and thigh stockings that go with the outfit, and your regulation underwear.” 
 
    Win took the two packages she was handed. Both items were brand-new, never worn. 
 
    “The dress has corset-style lacings up the back. I’ll wait right here until you’re ready, and then I’ll help lace you up.” Smiling and nodding, the attendant withdrew far enough to close the dressing room door. The last thing Win saw was Eric taking a nearby seat to wait, sealing her into a narrow, windowless changing booth with a hook on the wall and a bench, which she made instant use of now that she was alone. Costume wadded in her lap, she pulled out her cellphone and immediately pulled up her social media page.  
 
    Shit. There were more than a dozen likes and two comments already. One from a friend that read: Oh my God, girl, do you know where you are?! Room and board? I think I know what the perks are! Three erect eggplant emojis followed it.  
 
    The other comment was from someone named MasterM, and it read a stomach-dropping: Kindly see me in my office. Now. 
 
    Touch screens on smartphones were terrible things. When she touched hers, it took her immediately to MasterM’s profile page with its unmistakable picture of the Castle banner across the top. 
 
    “Oh no.” Dropping her phone in her lap, she covered her face with both hands and tried simply not to throw up. Shit, shit, shit. Although already too late, she deleted the picture off her profile. She’d just screwed up. There might even be no way to fix it, but maybe if she explained she’d taken that picture before she found out she wasn’t supposed to and deleted it as soon as she could… and if she put on the silly costume and didn’t make waves… and if she promised to follow all the rules from here on out, then maybe, just maybe, he’d be willing to give her a second chance. 
 
    It was either try or hit the road. 
 
    “Shit.” She buried her head in her hands. 
 
    She also shucked out of her clothes and put the costume on. She had to take her bra off, because the neckline of the dress was cut so wide and low that there was no way to keep the straps from showing if she didn’t. She put on the regulation panties, too, and the garter belt, and even the white silk thigh-high stockings that she was sure would be absolutely destroyed within her first hour of really working. 
 
    If they let me stay that long, that is. 
 
    “You are going to look cute as a bug!” the Wardrobe attendant declared as she stepped in to lace Win up. “Cute.” Win almost lost her balance when the woman jerked her back laces breathtakingly tight. “As.” Yank! “A bug!” Yank, yank! “If you need help lacing and unlacing after this, whomever you’re assigned to during your stay can do it.” 
 
    Win lost what little bit of air she’d been hording at the thought of walking up to Eric half naked every morning so he could fasten her into her clothes. She flushed hot at the thought of meekly presenting her back every night so he could help her out of them again. 
 
    How many days was this job going to take? How many times was he going to dress her up, only to eventually undress her again? 
 
    Zero times, unless she smoothed things over with MasterM. 
 
    “Get your shoes on,” the attendant whispered, giving the laces one last yank for tightness and handing her a plastic bag big enough to put her old clothes in. “Hurry up, Master Eric wants to see how you look.” 
 
    Win wasn’t sure if it was the tightness of the corset or knowing she’d already screwed up, but she sank to sit on the bench, feeling sick to her stomach. She stared at the black buckle shoes for a long time, but eventually discarded them. As much as she wanted this job, accidents could happen and heavy things often fell, sometimes onto unwary feet. Costume shoes didn’t come with steel inserts to protect her toes. Hoping it wouldn’t count against her, she put her own shoes on, then her yellow hardhat, and finally, she strapped on her toolbelt. 
 
    Giving herself a fifty-fifty chance at best, she drew a deep breath for courage and, with her bagged-up clothes in one hand and her cellphone in the other, she slunk out of the dressing room to face the music. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “Oh my God, no,” gasped the Wardrobe attendant who had helped to find the perfect costume for Win. She slapped a hand to her forehead in utter dismay when she saw what Win had done to the fruits of her labor. 
 
    From the moment Eric looked up from his pager, however, with Marshall’s sternly worded ‘Bring your charge to my office, now,’ he couldn’t stop grinning. From her scuffed-up brown work boots to her overloaded toolbelt, and the battered yellow hardhat crowning her head, Win was perfect. Every diminutive inch of her Alice in Wonderland, the Limited Construction Edition. 
 
    The incredibly guilty-looking construction edition. Especially when she came straight to him with her head bowed and her phone in her hand. 
 
    “I, um,” she cleared her throat, “I have to go see MasterM? In his office?” 
 
    She showed him her phone, but the screen had timed out and was black. Still, he was pretty sure her message matched his own. 
 
    “I know. I just got his text.” 
 
    Her shoulders slumped and she brought her phone in close to her chest, almost hugging it. Heaven help him, in that costume she even looked like a Little on the verge of being scolded. God, she even looked guilty as hell, and something in that look pricked at him far harder than it should have. He couldn’t count the number of submissives in his past who had given him similar looks. Had the Castle not been closed, leaving him wallowing in quiet for more than six months, he likely never would have responded as sharply as he did. Or at least, that’s what he told himself, because he did respond.  
 
    “Look at me,” he said, his tone dropping to disapproving octaves that didn’t at all match how he was feeling. 
 
    Playing with the edges of her phone, she reluctantly raised her eyes to his. 
 
    She was not a customer. She was not an employee. It didn’t matter how good she looked in that dress or how guilty she appeared to be as she struggled to rouse the courage to confess to him whatever her naughty little sin might be. She was nothing more than someone who had agreed to some—admittedly, pretty crazy—stipulations in order to work at the Castle during normal business hours. It didn’t matter how restless he was or how hard her all her guilty fidgeting was, even right now, tripping every one of his Daddy Dom triggers, if he let himself forget for even a second, then he risked some pretty major media repercussions. That bomb last year had seriously damaged the Castle’s reputation in the BDSM community. For a senior Master to be immediately pulled into a harassment scandal on top of what they were still dealing with would damage them even more, perhaps beyond recovery. 
 
    Eric folded his arms across his chest so he wouldn’t be tempted to reach for her. “And here I thought Jackson’s bunnies would be first under the whuck of Master Marshall’s disciplinary rod.” 
 
    “Rod?” She visibly startled, eyebrows furrowing as she no doubt wondered whether or not to take him seriously. 
 
    What she did not do, he was interested to note, was protest, take a step back, or tell him to go to hell. 
 
    The restless Dominant within moved even closer to the surface, becoming damn near impossible to control as Eric stepped closer. “What naughty thing did we do?” 
 
    Her fingers picked a little harder at her cellphone’s protective case. She struggled to hold his gaze, her dark eyes darting away only to snap back to him again and again. She cringed. “I-I took a selfie of myself in front of the Castle and posted it on Facebook.” 
 
    “You don’t remember Mistress Hardwick telling you that was against the rules and would not be tolerated?” 
 
    “But I didn’t know!” she half wailed. “I’d already done it by then! I deleted the post, but it’s already too late and now I-I-I don’t know what to do!”  
 
    She stared up at him, brown eyes pleading in a way that made him wonder: if he bent her over his hip and apply a few experimental whacks to the seat of her ruffled skirt, would she protest? She might, but then, she might not. The longer he looked at her, the harder it was for him to see her filing charges against him, or getting pissed off, or immediately gathering her things and running to her van to drive herself home again. In fact, what he could almost see instead was her wide-eyed, open-mouthed look of shock as she grabbed her butt around her toolbelt and rubbed away the sting her little spank-virgin brain couldn’t quite grasp he’d really given her.  
 
    Eric held himself frozen, refusing to give in to the riot of responses that she was provoking inside him. He loved first spankings. He more than loved them; he lived for them. He lived for the challenging high that came with taking on brand-new submissives and watching as they went from oh, he’s not serious to holy crap, he smacked me! Because if this was not a submissive vibe that Win Mallaber was giving off, then he didn’t know what was, but it was tickling at his restless soul.  
 
    Win took a tiny step toward him; a lamb edging closer to a hungry wolf. “H-how do I fix this?” she asked. “I don’t want to lose this job. I-I—” 
 
    For God’s sake, don’t say you’ll do anything. 
 
    “I’ll do anything,” she whispered, sending chills of pure unadulterated lust dancing down his spine. The erotic shiver moved over his tightening balls, rousing the length of his cock. 
 
    It was on the tip of his tongue to ask what form ‘anything’ might take. 
 
    “Don’t say that to me,” he warned instead, smiling in that tight, frozen way he often did when he couldn’t decide if he wanted to hurt someone or flirt a while longer. 
 
    She took another tiny step closer, clasping her phone between hands that now looked almost to be begging. “Please, please help me. You don’t understand how important this is to me. I can’t lose this opportunity. I just can’t!” 
 
    And thus did the lamb prostrate herself before the wolf, tempting him with all her tastiest parts. 
 
    God help him.  
 
    His mouth was watering already. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    “Sit your ass right there,” Eric said, pointing to the hard wooden bench outside an office with an imposing gold plaque on the door that read ‘Master Marshall’. “Don’t come in until I call you.” 
 
    Win did as she was told and, giving him a somewhat annoyed look, Marshall, who’d been caught in the process of leaving, rolled his eyes and then backed up far enough to allow Eric to push his way inside.  
 
    “What exactly,” he asked, closing the door for privacy, “are we going to talk about?” 
 
    Rounding on his boss, Eric did everything he could to keep his excitement contained and his voice too soft to carry through the door. “I want to keep her.” 
 
    Slightly taller than Eric, the black of his uniform accentuating the leanness of his muscular frame, Marshall folded his arms across his chest and said, “She is not a puppy in need of a furever home. You don’t get to keep her. She violated confidenti—don’t point your finger at me. Don’t—God, I hate it when you do this!” 
 
    But Eric kept pointing as he marched around Marshall and made his way across the room to the Master of the Master’s oversized desk. 
 
    “What are you doing?” Mildly annoyed, Marshall followed, watching in slightly greater annoyance while Eric dug an iTablet out of his bottom drawer and powered it up. He didn’t have to do much clicking to find it. Marshall had screenshot Win’s Facebook post with Win giving an energetic thumbs-up pose with the outer Castle walls shielded by a curtain of trees in the background. She’d taken the photo from inside her van, for crying out loud. 
 
    Turning the tablet around, Eric made Marshall look at it.  
 
    “Your point?” Marshall drawled. 
 
    Eric gave him a look. “She could be at the Castle in Muskogee for all anyone can tell by that. Give me a break.” 
 
    “It’s the principle of the matter, Eric. I can’t trust her now. Especially not when, first thing in the morning, we’re going to have several busloads of guests pull up to our front door. We’ve got six high profile people, all of whom expect full anonymity, and I cannot afford an untrustworthy—” 
 
    “She took that picture before she even made it to orientation and you know it.” Holding up the tablet again, Eric said, “She wasn’t even inside the wall. She freaked as soon as she realized it was a violation, and deleted it off her page when she could.” 
 
    “It was too late. People had already seen it.” 
 
    “Oh, come on. When have I ever asked you for anything?” 
 
    Arching white-blond eyebrows, now it was Marshall who gave Eric the Look. “Seriously? That’s the card you want to pull with me? When have you not asked me for a woman?” 
 
    “I’m being serious.” 
 
    “So am I. You are the only Dom I have ever employed to have the gall to ask for a submissive your very first day on the job, and that’s after I told you there would be no submissives until after your probationary period was over.” 
 
    “And yet I’m still employed here, because I am that good. And so is this girl. I’ve never met a more natural submissive. The best part is, she doesn’t even know it yet.” 
 
    “This girl is not a client. She’s here to work, not play, and she broke a fundamental rule.” 
 
    “She took a selfie near a stone wall,” Eric said, doing his best to diminish the crime. “She didn’t photograph us, or our clients, or out anyone online. She didn’t even mention this place by name. Come on, we’ve tolerated worse and you know it.” 
 
    Scrubbing both hands through his blond hair, Marshall stared at him for a moment before sighing. “Fine. Tell her to come in now.” 
 
    “You’ll be lenient?” Eric asked, his earlier excitement already rebuilding as he backed towards the door. He was almost afraid to take his eyes off Marshall, lest the Master of the Masters immediately change his mind. 
 
    Shaking his head at himself, Marshall grudgingly agreed. “I’ll be lenient.” 
 
    “You’ll be nice?” 
 
    That was probably pushing it a little too far, and the look Marshall gave him said as much. 
 
    “Just checking.” Eric chuckled. Reaching the door, he paused to compose himself, erasing the smile that came so easily and replacing it with grim, ‘you’ve just screwed up, little girl’ severity. Win vaulted up off the bench as soon as he opened the door, hands clutched tight and all the lines of her pale face drawn with worry. “I hope you have your apology ready.” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    Holding the door open wide enough to admit her, he said, “Master Marshall is a very busy man. He’s only got a moment.” 
 
    Giving her too-short skirt a self-conscious tug, she slipped in past him, bringing with her the faint scent of honeysuckle hand lotion, and nervously approached Marshall’s desk. Her step faltered when her gaze happened upon the two canes crisscrossed on the wall directly behind him. Eric knew the exact moment she recognized what she was seeing, because she abruptly stopped walking. Her face blanched, then colored, and then, even more reluctantly, she finished her approach, blushing furiously under the increasing intensity of Marshall’s ice-blue eyes. 
 
    I know, right? Eric mouthed when Marshall abruptly glanced at him over the top of her. 
 
    Worrying her hands and her lip, Win very politely said, “I just wanted to say I am so, so sorry for what I did. I really, honestly didn’t mean to break the rules. I tried to fix it as soon as I could, but… y-you’d already seen it by then.” She winced; she had a very expressive wince. “If you could just give me one more chance, sir,”—Marshall looked at her again—“I promise I won’t do anything else to make you regret it. I-I really want to do a good job for you, Mister—” 
 
    “Master,” Eric corrected, loving every bit of this, from the sweet, nervous stutter, to the way she squeezed and twisted at her fingers. 
 
    “Master, um, Marshall,” she corrected herself. 
 
    Marshall’s gaze slid from her to him again, and in that long, silent stare, Eric read a whole world of conversation. Is this for real? 
 
    Isn’t she darling? I want her. 
 
    Marshall frowned. No. 
 
    Yes. 
 
    Marshall’s frown deepened. 
 
    “I-I-I won’t be any more trouble, I swear,” Win begged. 
 
    Marshall’s gaze flicked from her toolbelt to her hardhat. She needs pigtails. 
 
    She absolutely needs pigtails, Eric wholeheartedly agreed. Not to mention a firm spanking and a ginormous butt plug to make her squeal, writhe, and beg me, ‘Daddy, please, no…’ while I work it all the way in. 
 
    Arms folded across his chest, Marshall covered his mouth with his hand. 
 
    “All right,” Eric announced, hardly able to contain it any longer. “Say you’re sorry one more time and then back out into the hall you go.” He held the door open for her. “Come on, now.” 
 
    “I’m very sorry,” Win dutifully said. Her shoulders slumped, no doubt because she hadn’t received any kind of answer out of Marshall at all. 
 
    Eric had, though. He was getting all kinds of statements out of the Master’s carefully masked face.  
 
    Win flashed Eric one last pleading look—she had no clue the kind of ideas such looks gave him—and then slipped back out into the hall. He watched until she flopped down on the bench, elbows on her knees, head in her hands, and then he closed the door.  
 
    He immediately dropped his voice so she wouldn’t overhear, crossing the room to whisper, “Tell me that’s not the most adorable thing you’ve ever seen.” 
 
    “Had she been a guest, I’d have paddled her little bare bottom from the moment she crept up to me, wringing her hands.” 
 
    “I know, right?” 
 
    “I’d have collared her in a heartbeat.” 
 
    “I look at her and all I see is Alice in Wonderland Remodels Her Bedroom, the X-Rated Interactive Game.” 
 
    “But she’s not Alice,” Marshall pointedly told him. “She’s not a guest, either, and she’s certainly not an employee. She’s a private contractor, and that means no matter how loudly her actions plead to be treated like a naughty little girl in desperate need of a stern Daddy Dom, you do not do it!” Counting off on his fingers, the Master of the Masters said, “No spanking, no bondage, no sex toys”—he gave Eric his sternest look—“definitely no cock, and if you do put her in pigtails, while I do expect a picture, do not under any circumstances turn her loose in this place looking like that. She’ll be devoured before she even knows what’s happened.” 
 
    “Oh,” Eric assured him. “I have no plans of turning her loose. She’ll start work up in the Littles’ wing, and you’d better believe I’ll be keeping a very close eye on her.” 
 
    “Said the fox in charge of the hen,” Marshall scoffed. “You’re ten times worse than Kade ever was.” 
 
    Eric pressed a hand to his heart. “I’d be wounded if only I hadn’t left a little something out in the hallway. Don’t worry about a thing. I am all over this.” 
 
    “Platonically!” Marshall snapped, just as Eric opened the door. 
 
    “Right. Sure.” Grinning, Eric tossed him a wink. “Trust me.” 
 
    He was out of the office with the door swinging closed behind him while Marshall was still too busy scoffing to reply. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “You’re are one very lucky young woman,” Eric announced, startling Win right out of all her worst-case-scenario thoughts. She jerked her head up, shocked that she hadn’t heard him come out of Marshall’s office until suddenly there he was, standing at the end of her bench. She jumped to her feet. 
 
    “Am I fired?” she asked, the dread that had been slowly consuming her insides tightening now into instant knots. She almost didn’t want to know for sure. 
 
    “Well, you were a little rocky there in the beginning, but I think it went rather well.” 
 
    “I think it went like passing a kidney stone.” And frankly, she could still feel the sting. 
 
    “Be that as it may, he’s going to let you stay.” Already handsome as hell, it only made it worse when her Master in Charge smiled. “I do think it’s a pretty safe bet to assume you’re all out of pretty pleases and second chances, though.” 
 
    “I won’t use my phone anywhere on the property.” Right now, she never wanted to use it again ever, period. She stuffed it into a back pouch on her toolbelt. 
 
    “As of tomorrow, that won’t be an issue. I promise you do not want to know what will happen if you’re caught with that phone anywhere outside your assigned hotel room.” 
 
    Hand pressed over her stomach, Win let that pass without comment. She wasn’t sure she really did want to know. She’d screwed up and, while it was over now, her nerves were still rattled. What she had to do now was prove to Master Marshall that the second chance he’d just granted her was not being taken lightly.  
 
    She’d grown up with her father, for crying out loud. According to her mother’s side of the family, the man was a gypsy who’d raised his only daughter to live out of a trunk and shower at truck stops, but at least he’d been there. He’d also been the perfectionist who’d taught her everything she knew, and she knew she was good at her job. If ever she was going to prove it, now was the time.  
 
    No matter what was broken, she was going to fix it. Anything and everything this place needed, she would make sure it got—one way, the right way—and by the time she was ready to go, whatever rocky first impression she’d given these people, she would have replaced it with one so glowingly positive that they’d happily hire her again if ever they needed to. She was a Mallaber, dammit. And Mallabers, as her father used to say, stood for done once, done fast, and done right!  
 
    That was the sentiment that carried her down a long series of maze-like hallways, lined with fake torches, some of which worked so well that they looked like real flames set in the ends. Others weren’t working very well at all, and the rest were dead. 
 
    “Who did your wiring?” she asked as they came to the end of a twenty-seven-torch hallway in which only six were operational. “Holy crap,” she said, immediately distracted as he shouldered open a door hanging by only one hinge. “Forget the lights, who the hell hung—holy shitballs!” She froze mid-step over the threshold and stared, horrified, at the half-finished hall beyond. 
 
    Most of the torches here weren’t yet hung up. Partially installed lamp bases stuck out of the walls with black and white unstripped wires protruding. A giant sign that read ‘Nursery’ with bunnies, ducklings and chicks frolicking among the letters was leaning up against two double doors, which were in turn leaning up against one open doorway. The door frame was only half finished, and the gold and red carpet that ran the length of this hall had a wrinkle dead in the middle where anyone could, and probably would, trip and fall. 
 
    “Holy,” she breathed again. 
 
    “Shitballs,” Eric agreed. “You should see the guest rooms. Some parts of us look okay, and then”—he gestured down this disaster of a hall—“there’s the rest.” Folding his arms, he let her look her fill before asking, “So tell me, what exactly are you?” 
 
    She looked at him. “What am I?” 
 
    “I know Jax got the plumber, Jackson’s guys are construction laborers, Parker has one of the master electricians. The other guys I don’t know, and I don’t know about you either. What kind of work does Father and Hon do?” 
 
    “We’re honey-do experts,” she said, staring once more down that long hallway. “Like the slogan on the van says…” 
 
    “We repair what your husband fixes,” Eric finished for her. 
 
    He’d not only read the magnetic slogan on the side of her van, but he’d remembered it. A pleasant flush of heat touched her cheeks. That really shouldn’t have made her as happy as it did.  
 
    She quickly looked away. “Yeah, well, I can do plumbing, roofing, framing, finishing, electric work. How,” she couldn’t help but ask, now that she was focused on the hall once more, “did this happen?” 
 
    “We got bombed.” 
 
    “I can see that.” 
 
    With a huff of soft laughter, he said, “The repairs were supposed to have been finished over a month ago, but the contract not only ran us thousands—and I do mean, thousands—of dollars over budget, but he just left us like this.” 
 
    “Was he licensed and certified?” 
 
    “Supposedly.” 
 
    “You should sue him,” Win said, which wasn’t her usual view on life, but if the whole castle was like this hallway… damn. She ventured in to get a closer look at the uneven molding around one of the few doors that had been hung, and as caught up as she was in that, she didn’t notice Eric following in her shadows, his gaze focused more on her than it was the catastrophic repairs. Not until she heard the squeak of approaching cart wheels and turned in time to catch him averting his eyes. 
 
    Had he been checking out her butt? 
 
    It was far from the first time that had happened on the job, but this was the first time she’d felt something other than annoyed or embarrassed by it. All she felt, when Eric dropped his admiring gaze to the floor, was flattered. Clearing her throat, she gave the back of her too-short skirt a surreptitious tug. Clearing his throat, he retreated a respectful distance so she could edge by, and the porters arrived with her tools. 
 
    “We haven’t taken our eyes off it,” one man assured her, patting the top of her toolbox. Out of sheer habit, she still ran a mental checklist over everything to verify it was all there. There was no real way to even do it discreetly, which embarrassed her. 
 
    “Thanks,” she told them, grateful when no one seemed offended. She reached for her wallet, but both men as well as Eric stopped her. 
 
    “No tip required.” The first porter smiled, touching the brim of his cloth serf’s cap. “You look adorable, by the way.” 
 
    Win blushed. “Oh. Um… thanks, I think.” 
 
    Somewhat less charmed by the compliment, Eric sent both men off with a look. “You don’t have to worry about tipping here,” he said, putting himself between her and the retreating men, both of whom smiled and waved at her before vanishing around the next corner. “If you do electric work, that makes you our second electrician.” 
 
    “That’s what Mr, er… I mean, Master Marshall said on the phone when he called me in. I can do other stuff, but you’re the boss. Just tell me what and where, and I’ll get started.” 
 
    “We really need working lights,” Eric decided. 
 
    So that’s what Win did, starting with a thorough check of the breaker boxes. Fortunately, everything she looked at seemed correct there. So, back to the Littles’ wing she went to begin the repetitious work of installing lights one fake torch at a time. She’d never worked with stone walls before. Apparently, neither had the last electrician, and she quickly found his mistake. 
 
    “Where do all these pipes go?” she asked, patting the half-inch nub of metal conduit sticking out of the stone and mortar.  
 
    “Uh,” Eric said, knowledgeably. “If I’m remembering right, we were given the choice of exterior conduit, or pipes drilled in the stone and crawl spaces in the ceiling. So, I would assume…” 
 
    She followed his pointing finger and looked straight up at the ceiling. 
 
    “Why?” he asked. 
 
    “Your last guy wired you as if you were a house, not a hotel.” 
 
    Eric blinked at her. “Okay, I’m going to go on the assumption that that’s a bad thing.” 
 
    “Have you had a lot of circuits tripping?” 
 
    “Yes, we have.” 
 
    “This is why.” She tugged on the wire to draw it far enough out of the electrical box to show him, but at the first yank, something up in the wall snapped free and she ended up with two feet of wire dangling out of the wall. “I would also say they haven’t been connected properly. So I’ll need access to the crawlspace too.” 
 
    “Do you have the right size wire?” he asked. 
 
    “I do, but I came prepared to repair, not replace. I don’t have anywhere near enough for this whole place and I’ll bet your other guy doesn’t have enough, either.” 
 
    Pulling out his cell phone, the handsome Master became briefly all business as his fingers tapped out a speedy text. “What size do you need?” 
 
    She told him and, after he relayed that to whomever, followed by a brief pause during which he waited for a reply, he then said, “Ballroom One is where we’ve been storing extra supplies. So, I’ll go check it out. I’ll be right back with a ladder, some lamps for light, and all the wire that, hopefully, the job will need. Good work,” he said, giving her another of those butterflies-in-stomach churning winks, and then he was gone. Sauntering off down the hall the way they’d come, with little more than a glance back over his shoulder before he vanished around the crooked doorway. 
 
    For the first time since orientation, a breath of calm wafted over her now that she was alone. Despite this silly dress and the ugly, sexist comments that one fellow contractor had whispered in her ear, she was back in her comfort zone at last.  
 
    One step at a time; that’s how big jobs became manageable ones. There wasn’t any part of this that she couldn’t do, especially with the right tools and the right wires. She could practically hear the ghost of her father whispering in the back of her head, “What are you just standing here for? There’s work to do; get on it!” 
 
    Just being free of Eric’s distracting aura helped get her head back into the game. Checking each fixture to make sure there was no power, she ran an extension cord out into the hallway and then had to ask a passing Castle employee where the electrical outlets were. He peeled back a section of carpet, showing her one hidden underneath, and—voila—she had power, and a work light turned to its brightest setting and aimed down into the dark Littles’ wing.  
 
    She started by removing all the attached fixtures and stripping out the existing wire. By the time Eric returned with a ladder and another luggage cart full of spools, she had a huge junk pile sitting by the door, all the torches taken down and set along the wall where they would be installed, and was searching along the tacked down carpet for where the local electric outlets might be. 
 
    “I give up,” she said, more than a little surprised. “Where are they?” 
 
    “There aren’t any. Not in this wing anyway.” Hands on hips, he looked up and down the hall at her progress. “You busy little beaver, you.” 
 
    And just like that, Win was flustered and blushing again. She had to shake her head to get her thoughts back on track. “How do you guys clean the floors without power?” 
 
    “Cordless vacuums. There are outlets all over the place in the cleaning closets, as well as the Nursery kitchen area, and two per guest room for charging phones and plugging in hair dryers. Other than that, we’re a total immersion experience and we don’t have a lot of modern conveniences out where it can ruin the medieval aesthetics.” 
 
    “If I’m going to be working solely on batteries, I need to plug in my backups.” She bit her bottom lip and his gaze went straight to her mouth, lingering there until she asked, “If I leave them out in the hall, are they going to get stolen?” 
 
    “I’d say no, but I don’t know anything about your fellow contractors. I can have security keep an eye on it, if you like,” he offered. 
 
    “Please.” Gathering all her recharging bases, she followed him out into the hall and, like little Black & Decker ducklings, she lined up her batteries against the wall where they wouldn’t be as big of a tripping hazard to those wandering by. While she double-checked to make sure she had them all connected and charging, he placed a quick cell call to the security office. 
 
    “Smile at the camera,” he said once he was done. 
 
    She looked up at the wall, the ceiling, and all around. On this side of the improperly hung door, the torches were all flickering properly, but the gray stone walls seemed to absorb the light. Far from exterior walls, there were no windows to help brighten up the corners.  
 
    “Where?” she asked, searching the shadows. 
 
    He grinned. “I’ll never tell, but you are now on film.”  
 
    “Are they working?” 
 
    Eric laughed. “God, I hope so.” 
 
    Giving the ceiling—and then him—a last, searching glance, back into the nursery wing she went. She tried not to think about how short her skirt was or the view she might be providing either him or the hidden security cameras as she set up the ladder under the ceiling access hatch, and up into the crawlspace she went. 
 
    The crawlspace was exactly that, a space between the real stone ceiling above her and the fake wooden panels under her hands and knees that looked like a ceiling to anyone walking around underneath. With only the light of her helmet to see by, she crawled through six months’ worth of dust, sawdust and cobwebs, going from pipe to pipe, disconnecting wires. Up one side of the hall and down the other, she dragged loops of bad wiring along with her until she had enough to make a trip to dump it down the hatch worthwhile. By the time she was ready to crawl back down the ladder, Eric had it all gathered up and shifted into a semi-neat garbage pile for workers to pick up later. 
 
    “I wouldn’t have thought it would be that messy,” he said once she was back on the floor beside him, cobwebs stuck to her hat and hanging off her puff of a ponytail. Her dress was now every bit as dusty as she’d feared it would be, and her white Alice-In-Wonderland tights were mussed all the way up to the garters and even torn in two spots. 
 
    “Dirty girl,” Eric teased, making her tingle in places that should have been wholly offended instead. It was horribly distracting. 
 
    “How long do we have to get things working again?” she asked, already mentally tallying how long it would take her to do just this one wing and how many pairs of underwear she’d end up going through unless she got this wayward attraction of hers under control. What were there… twenty or so guest rooms lined up along this corridor across from the Nursery? It looked like the hallway L-ed at the end. Who knew how many more rooms were around the corner, or up the other side. 
 
    “Tomorrow.” He laughed at her instantly panicked look. “I know, not a chance in hell, but it’s all right. Technically, we’re not scheduled to be at full capacity for almost two months yet. So, we’ve got two working residential wings that we can lump everyone into, then it’s just a matter of getting all the common areas up and running as fast as possible. We can slog our way through the rest of the guest rooms as we have time. I mean, structurally, we’re sound. It’s the little things like lights, flushing toilets, and an elevator that doesn’t get stuck between the first floor and Dungeon that are holding us back.” 
 
    “I am not a certified elevator tech,” she said. 
 
    “We’ve got one scheduled to be here sometime before his shift ends today. Don’t worry about it.” 
 
    Except she was worrying about it. She wanted to do a good job, but there was only one of her and a whole lot of work to be done in one night in just this one wing. Granted, she wouldn’t have to drill any holes, but as she sat down on the floor to wrestle a particularly stubborn length of wire out of its pipe in the wall, that wasn’t a very big comfort. 
 
    She yanked. Her grip on her pliers slipped, and she whacked her knuckles on the stone wall. “Ow!” Mother humper, that hurt! 
 
    Squatting down beside her, he took her throbbing hand in his and gently pulled her knuckles from her mouth. He tsked when he saw the broken skin and hint of blood welling up from the wound. “Your poor hand.” 
 
    “Construction,” she said, trying to crack a joke as though her stomach hadn’t seized up in knots the instant he touched her. “The job’s not done until someone’s bleeding.” 
 
    God, that smile of his went straight between her legs. A liquid warmth flooded her womb. 
 
    “Funny,” he said, caressing her aching knuckles. “We’ve very different jobs, and yet the mottos are practically the same.” 
 
    Win tried to take her hand back, but her tug lacked conviction and he did not let her go.  
 
    “I’ll get a Band-Aid,” he said. “After all, we wouldn’t want to ruin your pretty dress, now would we?” 
 
    She tried to say no, but her head nodded yes. Chucking her under the chin, he left her there while he vanished into the adjacent door-less nursery. 
 
    Jesus, what was wrong with her? She shook her hands out, but there was no such thing as simply throwing the lingering hum of his touch off her skin. This was ridiculous. “Get your act together,” she told herself. “He is not that good looking.” 
 
    Except he was, and her lady bits knew it. 
 
    “He works in a sex resort that has a dungeon, for crying out loud.” 
 
    Although, it probably really wasn’t. How much more likely was it that they simply called it that because it was dark, the pipes leaked, and it had a few spiders? Just because it looked like a castle, that didn’t automatically mean there was an actual dungeon. 
 
    Except, his title over her was Master in Charge. Also, there were BDSM themes carved into just about every door she’d passed, she’d been threatened with a spanking twice now, and the gladiators carried whips. 
 
    This was absolutely a BDSM sex dungeon, and she’d known exactly where she was from the moment he’d said bomb. She’d been sleeping in a hotel in Texas last year when she’d seen it on the news. 
 
    “What the hell are you doing flirting with this guy?” she breathed, just as Eric came back out of the nursery with a Band-Aid and a squeeze tube of antibiotic ointment in his hand. “I’ll be okay,” she hedged again, but he played doctor with her bloody knuckle anyway. He even kissed it when he was done, and not one time did she even try to take her hand away from him. 
 
    “All better,” he promised with a wink. 
 
    Oh, the things that silly wink did to her insides. 
 
    “I should get to work,” she breathed, embarrassed at how infatuated her voice sounded. He was hot, so what? She’d known and worked with many hot guys before. He was sexy, big deal. He also worked at the most infamous sex resort that she hadn’t known existed in the modern age until last year’s bombing made the news. But if he worked here, then that made him kinky, at the very least, and that also made him anything but someone she needed to invest time in. Win was not kinky. Win was practical. She was also professional and right now she had a job to do. 
 
    “Me too,” Eric said, letting go of her hand. He managed to keep his crooked smile, although it did seem a little less easy-going now and a little more pasted on as he muttered something about taking the antibiotic back. Getting to his feet, he quickly walked away. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    It took four hours and three spools for Win to wire up just that part of the hallway. She spent more than half of that time crawling up in the ceiling with a tool Eric liked to call the ‘fishing rod’. It wasn’t. It was a whip-slender pole, a good five feet in length, flexible as sin, and with a drill bit on the end. Up in the ceiling, Win would stick it down through the stone and mortar embedded pipes at whichever torch she was working on, then climb down long enough to attach new wire to the end, then climb back up into the ceiling, then zzziiiippp! up the wire went and several minutes would pass while she did whatever electricians did to make things work up there. Then the whole process started all over again with the flexible drill bit poking down out of the next pipe over. 
 
    Eric watched her do this twice. Then he got the hell over himself and all the awkward feelings that had come with kissing the boo-boo of a woman he was starting to feel a little smitten by. He kept having to remind himself that she didn’t work here and, all teasing aside, he really was professional enough to know better than to treat her like any other guest, no matter how good she looked in that costume or how positive his inner intuition was in insisting that she was submissive. 
 
    She could be submissive all she wanted, she was still off-limits and he needed to respect that. 
 
    And the first step to respecting that was not to kiss her owies.  
 
    The second step was getting as much distance between them as he possibly could, while maintaining his Master in Charge illusion, so she couldn’t run amok or make their long list of necessary repairs worse than it currently was. She struck him as being perfectly competent in everything she’d done so far, but looks could be deceiving. The last construction crew they’d trusted had proved that. 
 
    Still, it wasn’t his style to stand propping up a wall while she climbed needlessly up and down that ladder, quietly working herself into complaint-less exhaustion. After her third trip up into the ceiling, he stepped in to help tie wire onto her fishing pole, and the job went much quicker after that.  
 
    Twenty-three torches were rewired: twelve on one side of the corridor and eleven on the other.  
 
    “Thanks,” she said a little breathlessly when she crawled down out of the ceiling for the last time. She wiped her sweaty face on the towel that he handed her, and took sips from the juice box he’d swiped from the Nursery fridge, because it had been hours at this point and she hadn’t had a thing to eat or drink. Then she went all the way back to torch number one and the installation process began. 
 
    “When did you eat last?” he asked, checking the time. 
 
    “I’m fine.” 
 
    “That’s not what I asked.” Because it was almost five, and not because he was being all Daddy-Dom about this. Or at least that’s what he told himself. Electricians had to eat, too, and it really had been hours without her cracking open so much as a pocket-sized bag of peanuts or a water bottle. 
 
    “I’ve got a Snickers in my luggage if I need it,” she said, grunting softly as she stripped the wire tips on the torch she was working on. 
 
    He wasn’t her Dom. Technically, he wasn’t anybody’s Dom until tomorrow when the Nursery finally opened back up, and yet…  
 
    Eric checked the time again. Fuck it. “Forty more minutes, and then we’re breaking for dinner.” 
 
    “Okay, well”—grunting, she paused to cap the wires and shove everything back into the wall box so she could screw the fixture into place—“I don’t like stopping before a job is done, so you go ahead without me.” 
 
    “It’s so cute you think it works that way.” 
 
    Except, in the normal world it did work that way. He was restless, that was all. Gearing up for tomorrow already, and the lines were blurring because she was a little woman in a Little costume, an irresistible combination that tickled at his Dom-y bone. He was so ready to be working again. That was why he was having this hard of a time convincing himself that Win did not need to adhere to his edicts. 
 
    Blinking twice, she paused in the middle of screwing the new torch fixture to the wall. “H-how does it work, then?” 
 
    You do what I say, was his normal response to bratty Littles who didn’t want to obey, but that wasn’t Win. She wasn’t bratting, and yet the mental image of her bent across his knee with her skirt tossed up over her toolbelt, kicking her steel-toed boots as he peppered her bare bottom with brisk, open-handed slaps not only flashed through his mind but took up residency there, just as if it had signed a lease. 
 
    Stop thinking about it, his brain commanded, but it was already too late. The mental image was cemented in place and she was just too fucking cute. And innocent. And that costume wasn’t helping. 
 
    “Forty minutes,” he told her again, following her onto the next fixture. “Then we’re breaking to eat.” 
 
    He began holding things for her and by the fifth light fixture, he was pretty sure he could start wiring these on his own. It wasn’t difficult; black to black wire, white to white, don’t forget to ground, and then screw the fixture to the wall. 
 
    Except in his mind, he wasn’t screwing fixtures, it was Win with that little smudge of dust on the side of her nose and that tear in her dirty stocking whom he had pressed cheek and chest to the wall. Maybe with her hands locked in his fist behind her back and her hips arching into his touch as he checked between her legs to see how wet she was. 
 
    “I’ll get the next light,” he said, abruptly putting everything down and walking away while he still could. Having something to focus his mind on only helped until she appeared at his elbow, leaning in so she could double check his work.  
 
    “You’ve got it,” she said as he screwed the fixture to the wall. “Not that I don’t appreciate the help, but you don’t have to do this, you know.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, I won’t take money out of your pocket.” Trying to pay more attention to the light than to her, he didn’t realize how offensive his words could be taken until she fell quiet.  
 
    “That wasn’t what I meant,” she said, hurt. 
 
    “No, no, I didn’t mean it like that,” he assured. “I’m just”—more attracted to you than I ought to be—“not used to watching other people”—that I would really like to bone—“with nothing to do”—except fantasize about boning them—“so I appreciate the chance to keep busy. Besides,” he added when she frowned, “the more distracted I am with this, the less likely I’ll be to hurry you out of here before the job is finished.” He checked his watch again. “Twenty-eight minutes now. Better get a move on.” 
 
    “If you’re hungry you can—” she started, but he cut her off. 
 
    “You are not,” he repeated, pausing long enough to pin her with a stern look, “allowed to roam the Castle without me. And while that will mostly go into effect tomorrow after the guests arrive, from now on you might as well get used to the fact that we are a team. I go where you go. That means, you’ll have breakfast when I have breakfast. Lunch when I lunch. Dinner when I eat dinner, and when I quit for the day, you will be in the room we have assigned you. I hope you brought something to read because we don’t have TVs.” Tightening down the last screw, he chuckled and muttered, “Not that they’d be working if we did have them.” 
 
    Finished with his first light, he went on to the next fixture and, after a moment, so did Win. It felt very easy, working side by side with her. Light fixtures were tedious, but not difficult, and most of the initial set up had already been done, so all it took was a few minutes per fixture and a periodic fiddling with the work lamp so they could see what they were doing. 
 
    “What if I want to take a walk?” she asked. 
 
    Was it his wishful thinking, or had she really said that in the same sullen tone most Littles would have used, looking for a loophole to rules he didn’t think needed any more explaining? “Then I guess you’ll have to page me, won’t you?” 
 
    “I can’t even take a walk?” 
 
    “Have you never worked in a high-security facility before?” 
 
    “No.” Now she really did sound disgruntled. 
 
    “Get used to it.” He tried to soften the harshness of her future confinement with a smile. “Like I said, the problem isn’t so much today. It’s tomorrow, once the guests have arrived. When everyone’s in costume and playing their parts, they’re not going to know whether you’re another guest or an employee, and we don’t want any unauthorized interactions that might end up in someone getting hurt. Either you, or our guests.” 
 
    She finished the torch she was assembling before him, and he could all but feel the frown she shot him as she went onto the next light. 
 
    “I’m kind of used to setting my own hours,” she muttered, not quite under her breath. “You’re making this feel like a prison.” 
 
    “Prisons don’t pay this well,” he replied, unoffended. “They also won’t feed you as well as we will, nor do they put you up in your own room.” 
 
    “But what if—” 
 
    “Winona, honey.” Eric chuckled as he said it, but his amusement was starting to feel darker, only half amused, his inner Dom rousing in response to the challenge she probably didn’t even realize she was issuing. He stopped what he was doing long enough to look at her. The glow of the work light behind them caught in her eyes, making them shine when she glanced his way. Her cheeks turned nicely rosy, and damn if his palm wasn’t all of a sudden itching to turn her southern set just as brightly pink. She’s not a submissive, he reminded himself yet again, but it was so hard to rein in his responses to her rebellious cues. 
 
    “I know, I know,” she muttered, but she both looked and sounded defiant as hell when she did it. 
 
    His palm itched harder. 
 
    She cast him another side-eyed glance, every inch of her behaving like a Little who’d knowingly pushed as far as she could and now stood wondering if he’d noticed. 
 
    Oh. He’d noticed. Right now the only question he had was: What would she do if he walked over there, drew his arm back and gave her a single, hard swat to the shapely little ass below her tool belt?  
 
    Her brow furrowed as she stole another quick peek at him, then away. Her face colored even brighter.  
 
    He kept his smile. “Are you all done pushing buttons?” 
 
    “Maybe,” she muttered even more quietly, but still mutinous and nowhere near soft enough to be under her breath. 
 
    Never once in all the years that he’d been working here had Eric ignored such open defiance, especially when it was aimed at him. Every dominant fiber of his being ruffled in playful, yet dangerous affront. Playful, because she didn’t have a clue who she was taunting. Dangerous, because she was about to find out. 
 
    Slipping both screwdriver and pliers into his back pocket, he abandoned his half-installed torch and went to her. 
 
    She made a half-hearted attempt at pretending she didn’t know he was approaching, although she soon gave that up when he came close enough to prop his shoulder against the wall. Her arm bumped his chest when she tried to keep working. Faltering, she eventually stopped what she was doing and, swallowing hard, looked at him. 
 
    “Do we need to stop what we’re doing and talk about this?” he asked in his best I am Mr. Bossy Authority, and I’m talking to you voice. And she responded to that voice, her mutiny dissolving right before his appreciative eyes. She needed a spanking. She needed to be bent right over his knee—toolbelt, torn stockings and all—divested of her Little girl panties, and held firmly in place while he showed her exactly what all this mutiny would get her. 
 
    His cock wasn’t just stirring anymore. It was hard against his thigh, trapped in the tightness of his jeans, and she was staring right at him so he couldn’t even reach down to adjust himself. 
 
    Swallowing, she shook her head. “N-no.” 
 
    The Daddy in him zeroed in on both the convulsive spasm of her throat and the stutter. He tipped his head, offering a meaning-filled pause. “No, what, my naughty little Winona?” 
 
    She blinked, her uncertainty beautifully easy to read as she fidgeted with her screwdriver. “No, um… thank you?” 
 
    He loved her innocence. At the same time, the lack of deference to his title became like an itch under his skin. He wanted to hear her call him Daddy. He wanted to watch as her beautiful lips formed the word and her soft voice stuttered the syllables while she twisted her screwdriver between her hands and begged with those soft doe-brown eyes of hers for him to take her down this rabbit hole into the grand unknown. 
 
    “Do you know what that room is?” A nod of his head directed her gaze past his broad shoulder to the sign leaning up against the unhung doors of one of the most popular playrooms in the Castle. 
 
    “The nursery?” 
 
    “That’s where I’ll be working tomorrow. At that time, my title—to you—will change from Master in Charge to Daddy Eric.” 
 
    She was so nervous, she actually laughed, a high-pitched shaky warble that died away after only a few breathy gasps. Staring at him, she said, “I’m not calling you, um, that.” She shook her head, as if to cement her answer for them both, but her brow was furrowing and beneath her uncertainty, all Eric could see was confusion. 
 
    He could also see the fluttering of her pulse quickening beneath the thin, pale skin at the base of her slender throat, and the jut of two taut nipples pushing back hard against the cloth of her dress. The corset of her costume was little more than a bustier, lifting her breasts without crushing them. In no way, did it hide the heady peaks his hands now itched to bare and his mouth watered to taste. 
 
    “Do you need incentive?” he asked, reaching out to take the screwdriver from her hands. She tried to hold onto it, but it was a weak effort that ended almost as soon as he pulled. Unwillingly, her fingers let go and he dropped the screwdriver into one of her belt pouches. 
 
    “What kind of incentive?” she asked, but he knew by her expression she wasn’t sure she wanted to know. 
 
    Taking her by the hand, Eric pushed away from the wall and started toward the Nursery. Her feet didn’t want to follow, but when he felt that minor tug, as her arm reached its maximum length and her body had a choice of either yanking back out of his grip or falling into line, he smiled when she reluctantly fell into step behind him. Pausing only long enough to collect her working lamp off the floor, he took both her and it into the Nursery. 
 
    The lamp he set down in the doorway, adjusting the shine of its light to illuminate as much of the cheerfully painted interior as possible. The smaller light on her helmet did the rest, showing him exactly where her eyes wandered as she looked around the room. 
 
    Fully set up and ready for tomorrow, the Nursery sat eerily empty, a shell of the happy place it usually was. Not for much longer, thank God. He had three guests scheduled to arrive tomorrow morning, two Little girls and one boy. The giant-sized rocking chair in the corner had a blanket and a stuffy already resting on the seat, ready for the cuddles that he and Nannies Odette and Victoria would give out as needed. There were toys in baskets on the shelves—stuffies, blocks, books, trucks and dolls—and napping pads laid out on the floor for the older Littles. An adult-sized highchair and two booster seats waited in the snack area. The fridge, although not running because they’d shut power off at the breaker, was already stocked with juice boxes and prepackaged cookies and apple slices. The naughty chair was tucked in the corner, its proximity to the spanking room with the hand-sized paddle hanging by the door a stark reminder that Little behaviors could and would be punished if the Nannies or he himself decided it was earned. 
 
    The beam of her light paused on the paddle, then drifted to the naughty stool, and immediately snapped back to the paddle again. Her backwards step might have been bigger, except Eric didn’t let go of her hand. 
 
    “What is that?” she asked, sounding very small. 
 
    “What is that?” Eric mused, as if he’d never seen or even held that particular paddle in his hand before. “Let’s take a closer look.” 
 
    “I don’t think that’s necessary,” she hedged, pulling back on her imprisoned hand as he drew her deeper into the room. As far as real resistance went, it was a feeble one. The sort that meant she wasn’t as reluctant as she felt she ought to be, but for the sake of appearances, she was determined to simulate the reaction. And sure enough, when he brought her right up to the spanking room door, bringing her in close enough to see the elegantly engraved ‘Daddy’s Little Helper’ written on the broad head of the paddle, she stood staring at it with more open-eyed wonder than fear or even appall.  
 
    She started to reach for it, but then caught herself and looked at him. 
 
    Oh, the things that voiceless request for permission did to him.  
 
    “Go ahead,” he encouraged. “Touch it if you want.” 
 
    It was only right to let her lift it down off the wall, shyly turning it over in her hands as she felt the solidness and the weight, because he already knew, guest or not, at some point in this entirely inappropriate employer-contractor relationship, he was going to spank her with it.  
 
    She ran her fingers over the lettering, then looked at him again. Flashing a quivering smile, she tried to laugh. “This isn’t real, right? It’s just a wall decoration… right?” 
 
    By way of an answer, he opened the spanking room door. This was also ready for tomorrow. There was a timeout bed, where well-punished Littles could cry themselves into exhausted sleep; a padded horse, where Littles who liked to fuss and fight could be bent with legs bound to the horse’s hind legs and arms wrapped in a forced hug around its neck; and all along the wainscoting, canes and crops of varying severity hung from small hooks. 
 
    Of all the things in that room, the focus of her helmet light lingered on the horse and the canes the longest. Though he offered, she did not cross the threshold. 
 
    “I don’t want to go in there,” she said softly, holding onto the handle of the paddle she still held. 
 
    “Are you sure?” he asked, pure Daddy-Dom diplomacy hiding both his interest and amusement. 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    Waiting until she looked to him again, Eric repeated what he’d asked her in the hallway. “Tomorrow, my title will change from Master in Charge to Daddy Eric. This is a total immersion resort, and you are expected to respect that and call me by my title if and whenever needed. Now, I’ll ask again: Are you going to be a good girl, Winona, or are you going to need… incentive?” 
 
    Win looked down at the paddle in her hands. Her breasts heaved in quick, shallow breaths above the neckline of her dress. Her eyes were huge and wide as she glanced back up at him and, if anything, her nipples seemed even harder, thrusting against the confines of her dress that much more prominently than before. “No, I don’t need incentive, um… Daddy.” 
 
    She whispered that last word, but there was no mistaking how she shivered when she said it. 
 
    In the heavily pregnant silence that followed, his watch beeped the top of the hour. 
 
    “Time’s up,” he said, a little too brightly for how electrified and sexually charged he felt. “Let’s pack up your tools. We can store them in the one of the guest rooms so they’ll be here and ready first thing in the morning after breakfast.” 
 
    “Then what?” she asked, and he chucked her playfully under her chin. 
 
    “Then Daddy’s going to take you to supper,” he said, for the first time in months actually starting to feel a little more like his normal self now that he was back in his element. “After that, I’ll show you to your room so you can get a good night’s sleep, because tomorrow is going to be crazy. I hope you’re up for it.” 
 
    “Sure,” she said, already sounding dazed as she followed him out of the spanking room and relinquished Daddy’s Little Helper into his more than capable hands. 
 
    Pausing in the act of hanging it back on its hook, he gave her a meaningful look and waited for the unspoken implication to sink in. 
 
    “Daddy,” she quickly added. 
 
    “There’s a good girl.” Flashing her a wink, he couldn’t help grinning as he led her from the room. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Five 
 
      
 
    Win lay awake with all the lights in her resort guest room turned off and only the neon glow of her charging cellphone dimly illuminating the bondage rings that studded strategic locations all over her four-poster bed. Unless the job offered one as a perk, she almost never stayed in hotels. The back seat of her van folded down into a bed and it wasn’t half bad, but this… This was at once the nicest bed she’d ever been in and the most unnerving. She couldn’t stop staring at all these restraint attachment points. As soon as she managed to rip her eyes off one, she spotted another, and every time she did, Eric and how he might tie her to it popped into her head. She’d never been more turned on in her whole life, and she just couldn’t sleep.  
 
    She tossed, but rolling on her right side had her staring at the stone wall that separated her from the bathroom, and that’s where tomorrow’s brand-new uniform—another Alice in Wonderland dress, exactly the same as the one she’d worn today, right on down to the lace pattern on her brand-new garter stockings—was hanging on a wall hook. In the darkness, all she could see was a vague light spot of color that was the full-frontal apron. But it was there, and she knew in the morning she would put it on and back out into the Littles’ wing she would go, where Eric would be waiting. 
 
    Anticipation rippled through her and she tossed onto her other side, but now she was staring at the heavy, old-fashioned chest of drawers, where she hadn’t bothered unpacking her suitcase because… well, she wasn’t going to be wearing any of the clothes she’d brought. But also because she’d opened the top drawer first and it was full of purchasable merchandise that, according to the helpful catalogue just inside, could be billed to her room should she want any of the items. 
 
    Dear lord… the items. 
 
    All of them were new and in package. At a glance, she saw everything from cuffs to collars to blindfolds to insertables that ranged in size from petite to oh-my-God-not-in-this-lifetime. She just… she just couldn’t. 
 
    She rolled onto her back, and now she was staring at the bondage rings all over again. And the room was so dark that she couldn’t really see them, just shadows inside of shadows. But she knew they were there, and her stomach wouldn’t stop twitching, and her pussy was a sopping wet mess of low-grade arousal born of startlement, confusion, and more than her fair share of curiosity. She couldn’t stand it. 
 
    She stared at the darkness of the headboard directly behind her pillow, knowing if she reached up, her hand would find that big metal attachment ring directly above her head. Her fingers itched to touch it, but she was almost afraid to, and she didn’t know why. It was just a cold chunk of metal, no more threatening to her while she was alone in this room than the stationary pen on her bedside table. Still, she clutched her blankets, her knuckles aching from the tightness of her grip and her heart beating weirdly, constrained beneath the rise and fall of breasts that felt heavier than usual. 
 
    Flipping onto her stomach, she covered her head with her pillow. She tried to close her eyes, but that bondage ring was still there and she couldn’t stop thinking about how it would feel to have her wrists fastened to it and the pillow tucked under her hips instead of half smothering her with her own heated breaths. Add to that Eric’s heavier weight, straddling her imprisoned thighs as he drizzled thick, gel drops of lubrication ($14.99 a bottle, courtesy of the Castle) down into the valley of her buttocks. Lying here on her stomach, she could practically feel his thicker fingers delving between her legs to spread that cool wetness where it would be needed, and God, if her neglected pussy didn’t clamp down hard in anticipation of having her folds parted so that he might stroke and explore. 
 
    Vaulting out from under the blankets, Win scrambled out of bed. She quickly slapped on the bedside lamp, which looked just like a candelabra with five tall white electric candles that nevertheless beat back the darkness, but not the lingering phantom caresses she could still feel moving up and down along her slit, teasing her needy clit with gentle brushes that never really made contact, and her pleading sex with thick, solid penetration that never actually filled her.  
 
    She washed her face in the bathroom, but splashes of cold water refused to calm her and she wasn’t masochistic enough for an icy shower. She walked back out into her dungeon décor hotel room, but she was too wired even just to sit on that bed. She checked her phone—it was minutes after midnight. She wanted to go for a jog. She didn’t even like exercise, but she needed to do something or she’d never get any sleep.  
 
    She got dressed. Not the fantasy costume hanging from its hanger on the wall hook, a colorful, playful reminder of just how chaotic this rabbit hole of a job had turned out to be, but her own clothes—jeans and a well-worn work shirt that instantly aggravated her already sensitive nipples. Strapping on her boots, she snagged her helmet and her toolbelt, and by God, she went to work. The faster she got this job done, the faster she could get out of here so both her life and her wayward body could go back to normal. 
 
    As she grabbed the door handle, a fleeting sense of caution ran through her as she recalled Eric’s earlier warning. She wasn’t allowed to go anywhere without him. Still, by his own admission, that didn’t really apply until the guests arrived tomorrow, and it was after midnight. Everyone who might take exception to her wandering about unescorted would be in bed by now, so who would know? Besides, the last person she wanted to call was the same man she couldn’t seem to get out of her mind or off her lust-filled nerve endings. 
 
    And again, seriously, who was going to know? 
 
    Sometime after Eric had dragged her off to supper, another crew of contractors must have come through, because the door to her hall had been re-hung, this time properly. The nursery room door and sign had both been installed as well, and even the wrinkle in the carpet was straightened out. She checked all of it to make sure it was done right, quietly fixed a bit of crooked molding that had been missed, and then shut the main door to the hall to limit the amount of noise she made. 
 
    Setting up her line of chargers and her brightest work light, she got back to work hooking up the torches. She finished out the last few remaining along the left side of the hall and was just starting in on the first light on the other side when the door to the Little wing swung open and in walked the biggest damn security guard that she had ever seen in her life. He was tall, dark-haired, unsmiling, and built like a Mack semi-truck. It took her a minute, but recognition kicked in almost before he was close enough for her to read the white letters that stretched the chest of his tight black t-shirt: Chief of Security.  
 
    She didn’t realize she’d stepped back until suddenly the hard rock wall was at her back. “I-I’m sorry. I-I-I couldn’t sleep. I—” 
 
    But he walked up to her and promptly took her by the ear, bringing her right up onto her tiptoes with a wincing cry. Taking her volt meter and screwdriver from her, he dropped it on the floor and marched her from the hall. 
 
    “But I couldn’t sleep!” she wailed. “I wasn’t trying to do something wrong. I just want to sleep!” 
 
    “Lucky you,” he said briskly, neither relaxing his pinching grip nor slowing the long-legged pace that had her practically jogging to keep up. “Master Marshall should be in his office by the time we get there. Looks like you’ll get to finish out the night being unable to sleep in your own bed.” 
 
    Win’s stomach dropped to her toes. She stumbled, but he only switched his grip from her ear to her arm and hustled her through a maze of interconnecting stone corridors until they reached the Master’s office. Again. 
 
    Light could be seen through the crack under the door, so he was probably inside. 
 
    “Sit your butt on that bench,” the Chief of Security told her, heading into Marshall’s office, and she did. Plopping down in a somewhat sullen heap—shoulders hunched, hands clasped in her lap, sulking but trying hard not to look like she was sulking—she made herself comfortable in pretty much the same exact spot she’d been in the last time she was here. 
 
    Damn it, this wasn’t fair! Apart from leaving her room outside the presence of her Master in Charge, she hadn’t done anything wrong! It wasn’t like she was spying on people; there wasn’t anyone here for her to spy on! This wasn’t some secret government facility. Nor was she three years old! So while, yes, she did vaguely recall agreeing to that condition on the admission paperwork she’d signed, did she really have to do it all the time? 
 
    Behind Master Marshall’s closed door, low masculine voices murmured back and forth, too muffled and soft for her to make out what was being said, but this was strike two. She was pretty sure she was going to get fired. 
 
    Her chest got tight again. In retrospect, staying in her room at night didn’t seem like such a big concession compared to having to leave. 
 
    She picked at her fingers, struggling to keep her breathing slow and even. Well, at least she would get to put a couple hundred dollars in her jar. It wasn’t a couple thousand, and for sure she wasn’t going to get a positive work reference out of this, but at least it was something. 
 
    Sniffling, she buried her face in her hands. God, she was so stupid. 
 
    The whisper of bare feet slapping on stone came rushing up out of the darkness. Glancing up, Win spotted Eric speed-walking down the shadowy hall toward her. He wore only a pair of hastily thrown on black pants, zipped but not quite buttoned at the top, and that was it. His feet and chest were bare, as if he hadn’t had time to grab either shoes or a shirt. He had had time, however, to grab a small wooden paddle. 
 
    “Here you go,” he said, thrusting it into her hands. “Hold that for me, please.” 
 
    And into the office he went, leaving Win with her mouth frozen open and her unspoken ‘but I didn’t do anything’ protest dead on her lips. She looked at the paddle in her hands as, behind that closed door, Eric’s low voice now joined the conversation. It was pale wood, light-weight, with a square head not much bigger than her hand. After a moment, she turned it over in her hands. 
 
    Daddy’s Little Helper. He hadn’t had time to put on shoes or a shirt because he’d gone and got the paddle from the Littles’ wing. 
 
    Oh. 
 
    Oh shit!  
 
    A prickling-crawling sensation exploded across the surface of her bottom, biting into her everywhere she touched the bench.  
 
    She jumped when Master Marshall’s door abruptly swung open again and out Eric came, much, much too soon as far as her suddenly hyperaware butt was concerned. 
 
    He came right at her, and all she could do was stare, her eyes growing huge as he took hold of her arm, hauling her to her feet so that he could seat himself on the bench in her place. The whole hallway spun when he swung her around to his right side and, with a sudden yank that she was completely unprepared to counter, she fell sprawling facedown across his lap. 
 
    She almost dropped the paddle. 
 
    In retrospect, it probably would have been better had she thrown it. But this was all so very new to her, and she was so astonished that it was happening at all, she had no idea what to do.  
 
    And actually, that wasn’t quite true. Because her body knew and it responded with a knee-jerk reaction that had her hand whipping back in anxious defense of her jeans-clad bottom, now vulnerably exposed upon his knee. The only problem was, the hand she whipped back was the same one still clutching tightly to Daddy’s Little Helper. 
 
    “Thank you,” Eric said and took it from her. And suddenly, her whole world went crazy.  
 
    “W-wait!” she yelped as he clamped her legs in the vise of his strong thighs and pinned her now empty hand to her hip. “Wait!” 
 
    But he didn’t wait, and he didn’t start off easy. Although she couldn’t find a lick of anger or even mild annoyance anywhere in his voice or in the tension of his much stronger body, he still pinned her down like, well… someone who did this for a living. He also brought the flat of the paddle cracking down hard across the direct center of her ass. 
 
    It wasn’t just once, either. He unleashed a volley of crisp, sharp smacks that danced all over her backside in a hard, fast rain that had no discernible end. 
 
    Win grabbed his leg with her free hand. Her gasp at that first shock of pain erupted into a shout mid-breath, but Eric continued spanking her until the smarting pain in her ass was all she could feel. It was horrible. It was merciless. And then it was over, almost as fast and as hard as it had begun. 
 
    Win grabbed her butt in both hands the instant he hauled her up to stand on her own two feet. 
 
    “No rubbing,” he said, and she just as quickly snatched her hands away, clasping them tight in front of her lest she forget and try to reach back again. “Hold this.” 
 
    When he handed her Daddy’s Little Helper again, she took it. Clutching it in both hands, she stared at him, her bottom a blaze of protesting pain and her eyes huge. 
 
    “That,” he said calmly, a corner of his mouth curled in what could almost have been a smile if not for the sternness in his unblinking blue stare, “is a taste of what you’ve got coming once I take you back to your room. Number one,” he held up a finger, “you were told you may not leave your room unescorted, yes or no?” 
 
    “Yes,” she gasped, fighting hard not to bounce or stomp her feet, or reach back and rub, or any of the other telltale expressions of pain her body begged to be allowed to do. 
 
    He arched both eyebrows. “Little girl, did you just forget something?” 
 
    She didn’t even hesitate. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    In an instant, all that stinging, smarting, fiery hurt captured in her suddenly too-tight jeans, became a blazing inferno of a slightly different kind. The heat shifted. It moved deeper, flowing like warm summer’s honey down into the folds of her pussy, quickly soaking in the crotch of her underwear. 
 
    He held up a second finger. “You were told you would have to be in uniform at all times in all public places, yes or no?” 
 
    Her pussy twitched and her breath shivered out of her. “Y-yes, Daddy,” she said, horrified at how shivery and yet sultry she sounded. 
 
    Eric counted off a third finger. “You were told you were to put your bracelet on and never take it off until your stay here was over, yes or no?” 
 
    Another tickling drop of heated lust spilled through her folds. She was hot down there. Pulsing. Heavy. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    “You have a choice. Master Marshall is right now ready to pick up the phone and summon security to gather your things and escort you back to your van. Do you want to leave?” 
 
    She shook her head, feeling strangely sick to her stomach, scared and yet stimulated all at the same time. 
 
    “Use your words.” 
 
    “No, Daddy.” 
 
    “You are right now being given the option to stay, but if you take it, do so knowing that that means I will take you back to your room, strip you naked from the waist down, put you back over my knee, and use that paddle on your bare bottom until I am sure you never break any of those three rules again. Stay or go, what do you want to do?” 
 
    She could feel herself breathing, but she couldn’t feel the air in her lungs. Her stomach was nothing but knots. Her ass was on fire, and so was her hot and aching pussy. She couldn’t think. All she wanted to do was rub, although she wasn’t at all sure it was her bottom now that she would reach for first. 
 
    Swallowing hard, Win nodded. “I want to stay,” she quavered. 
 
    “Don’t move from this spot.” Getting up from the bench, Eric returned to Marshall’s office long enough to open the door and ask the two men waiting inside, “Are we good?” 
 
    It was probably a trick of her imagination that made Win think Master Marshall sounded mildly surprised when he replied, “I’ll accept that.” 
 
    “Good night, gentlemen.” Closing the door, Eric turned back to her and it was probably an even bigger trick of her imagination that made the look on his face seem damn near hungry when he said, “March.” 
 
    Win didn’t march. She ran all the way back to her room. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Eric didn’t run. That speed-walk to get to her before Marshall could banish her from the grounds was as close to it as he’d come in almost a year. As far as he was concerned, the only good reason to break into high speed now was if something was on fire, if someone’s life was in danger, or if a submissive had a chance of actually getting away from him. Little Win wasn’t going anywhere and so Eric trailed along in her wake, savoring all the subtle nuances of the excitement building inside him. 
 
    He might just as well have been running for all that his heart was pumping faster than normal. He could feel the pulse of his own blood in his chest, his temples, and of course, quite a bit lower down. All the way into the confines of his pants, where he could still feel Win’s phantom squirming as she’d yelped and thrashed, infinitely more preoccupied with the steady assault he was spanking into her bottom to apparently notice how hard he was underneath her. 
 
    Her door was closed when he reached her room, and for just a moment, he wondered if he was about to push his way inside only to find the place empty. It wasn’t. All guest rooms locked automatically, so he wasn’t offended to find it so. Plus, he had a master key, and when he let himself in, there she was, standing near the foot of the bed, her hands wringing the handle of the paddle she still gripped, her breasts heaving with the rapidness of her breathing. Part exertion, he supposed; maybe a hint of fear, and her huge eyes locked on him once more. 
 
    A man could drown in eyes that soft and dark. He wasn’t at risk of drowning, of course. He’d been doing this for years and he never drowned, but he could admire the lovely depths, filled with all that angst, confusion and, if he was reading it right, sexual excitement. He’d know for sure once he got her pants off. 
 
    His balls tightened beneath his pulsing cock. Just having her close like this was a drug, singing through his veins as he shut her door behind him. He even locked the deadbolt, just to make sure they were not disturbed. 
 
    “Pants down, young lady,” he commanded as he came to take the paddle from her worrying hands, and then sat down on the foot of the bed. It was just the right height, in his opinion. She could lie over his lap with the mattress supporting her torso, weep her tears into this nice absorbent bedspread, and kick and fuss all she liked without risk of breaking something or hurting herself. “Panties too,” he added, when she only looked down at her pants and then right back at him. Her gaze turned imploring, as if the idea of being made to cooperate with her own punishment had never occurred to her. Pleading looks like that fed his dominant soul. “Right now, or do you need an additional punishment before you’ll mind what Daddy tells you?” 
 
    She shuddered, but her nipples were hard as pebbles beneath the soft cotton of her t-shirt and nipples, in his experience, didn’t lie anywhere near as often as women still struggling to come to terms with their sexual desires.  
 
    Bowing her head, she fumbled to get her pants undone and, casting him one last pleading blush, she bent to push both jeans and pale-yellow underwear down as far as her knees. “Please don’t do this. I-I really didn’t even do anything wrong! I mean, not for real wrong.” 
 
    “You mean besides breaking those three pesky rules I already told you I was going to spank you for?” 
 
    She swallowed hard, clasping her hands over her sex to hide it from his view. She wasn’t just blushing anymore. Her face was bright red and her eyes shone with that intoxicating mix of reluctance, confusion, and now mortification too.  
 
    “Oh,” she said weakly. “Right. Those.” 
 
    He beckoned her to him with one finger. “Come to Daddy.” 
 
    Her hands twitched, as if the need to cover her bottom had almost overwhelmed her. She quickly clasped her hands back over her pussy again. “Please don’t make me call you that.” 
 
    Having her call him Daddy was fast becoming one of his favorite words to hear.  
 
    “I spend 90% of my time working as a Daddy Dom,” he answered. “It’s like a well-worn suit. It fits me better than anything else I’ve found to date.” He patted his knee and said again, “Come to Daddy.” 
 
    “C-can I at least give you my reasons first?” she begged, not moving.  
 
    Folding his hands over the paddle in his lap, he made himself comfortable. “Sure.” 
 
    “I couldn’t sleep. I j-just wanted to wear myself out enough so I could sleep.” 
 
    “You’re in luck. In my experience, nothing helps a naughty girl fall asleep faster than the exhaustion that comes after a well-deserved spanking.” 
 
    “But I didn’t know this would happen!” she protested. 
 
    “Do you know it now?” he countered. 
 
    She visibly shivered. 
 
    God, how that fed his soul. 
 
    “Next reason,” he coaxed. 
 
    Her gaze bounced away from him, desperately searching the room for something that might help. “I-I’m quite possibly insane?” was what she came back with, followed by a hesitant point at Daddy’s Little Helper in his lap and a plaintive, “Please don’t use that thing. It really, really hurts.” 
 
    Oh, babygirl… 
 
    A corner of his mouth curled. “I know,” he said, gently. “I’m going to make sure it hurts as much as it possibly can, and I’m not going to stop”—she shivered again, the thrust of her nipples so blatantly visible against her shirt—“until I’m sure you’re ready to be Daddy’s good little girl again.” 
 
    “I’ll never do anything wrong again,” she pleaded, and yet when he pointed to the right of his waiting lap, she came, shuffling into place with her legs tangled in her half-on jeans. “Please,” she whispered when he took hold of her arm. He didn’t pull; she practically laid herself across his lap. 
 
    He could feel her trembling; she was scared and that wasn’t an act. She was consenting though, too, and that wasn’t an act either.  
 
    “Please,” she whimpered, squeezing her thighs tight together. 
 
    “Do you want to give me your hand now?” he asked, ignoring it. “As hard as I’m going to spank, I don’t think you’ll be able to keep from reaching back and I’d hate for you to get your fingers hurt.” 
 
    “Please,” she begged again, but he took her wrist anyway and tucked it under her hip in the strong grip of the same arm that wrapped her waist. “I don’t think I can do this!”  
 
    “Do you remember the Castle safeword?” 
 
    The panic that had been slowly building in every one of her tightening muscles hit its peak. He watched her head bow, then nod, and finally she twisted back far enough for him to see her face. Her eyes were teary, but they didn’t sway him. He loved tears, and in a minute, he was going to give her a very real reason to cry all she wanted.  
 
    “Daddy, I-I can’t, please,” she begged.  
 
    Laying the paddle down at his hip, he let his bare hand come to rest on her equally bare bottom. It was already quite rosy and warm to the touch. He soothed all the places he had spanked and which, in a moment, he would spank again. Watching her face, he let his fingers trace down the curve of her buttocks to wander between her clenching thighs. With an expert caress, he parted her folds and slipped into the most beautiful pool of wetness. 
 
    Her breath caught. 
 
    “Oh, I think you can,” he soothed. “I think you want to try, despite being scared. First, because I gave you the chance to leave and yet, even knowing what they would be, you chose the consequences. You did a naughty thing, babygirl, and you’re in a place where naughty things get corrected. However, if you really, really can’t take what I think you can and should, considering the rules you’ve broken, then I want you to say ‘red’ and I will stop. But first, I’m going to make you two promises.” 
 
    She whimpered, her lips parting, her eyes all but closing as he spread the slickness of her arousal down onto the nub of her clit, rolling that highly sensitive button between his wet fingers until her hand on the bedspread became a fist and she bowed her head to the mattress, not quite muffling the throaty moan he’d wrung from her. Her thighs quivered, a telltale sign of an impending orgasm. 
 
    “First,” he said, lovingly circling the swollen bud until her hips rolled too, mimicking the motion, “as hard and as awful as it’s going to be, Daddy promises never to give you one spank more than your naughty behavior deserves.” 
 
    She mewed, tilting her hips and pushing back as if begging him please to come inside her. He rewarded her, sinking his thumb as deep into her hot pussy as he could go. The silken walls of her sex twitched all around him, welcoming him inside. 
 
    He almost closed his eyes too. It had been a long, dry six months, but not so dry that he would let himself forget what he was doing. 
 
    She cried out when he took his hand away. The disappointment of it made him smile, even as he picked up the paddle again. 
 
    “Second”—he let the cool flat wood come to rest on the curve of her right bottom cheek—“I promise you can take what I’ll give you. Show me I’m right. I really don’t want to have to send you home after all.” 
 
    She must not have wanted to go, either, because she flinched at that. Her blushing bottom cringed under the touch of the paddle, but after only a slight hesitation, she nodded. “O-okay.” 
 
    That fed his soul too. 
 
    Shifting her over his lap, he clamped her legs between his all over again, severely limiting her ability to fight free. He hugged his arm around her waist, tightened down his grip and, with a last sympathetic smile aimed at the back of her head as she muffled a tiny whimper, he let her have it. 
 
    Later, once it was over, he would find himself wondering yet again if this was her first all-grown-up spanking. She wasn’t bratty, so he hadn’t disciplined her like one. Brats were paddled hard and fast, if and when they were spanked at all. Win was sweeter than that. Sassy, yes, but sassy in an almost innocent way. He liked that. 
 
    He liked having her across his knee. He liked the crisp, clean sound the paddle made as it flattened her first cringing, then bucking and writhing bottom, until finally at last she’d lain stiff and still, just accepting each spank as he gave it. He liked the sounds she made, too, from her very first gasp of pain, to the frantic wails that had erupted when her struggles did, all the way down to her mournful, hiccupping sobs once her reserve broke (as he was determined that it should), right before she collapsed into apologetic tears. 
 
    He lost track of how many times she’d called him Daddy as he’d smacked every inch of her bottom. He adored the way she’d sobbed it when he’d turned his attention to the tops of her thighs and spanked her sit-spots until he was sure sitting was the last thing she’d ever want to do again.  
 
    He damn near melted when, spanking over, he laid the paddle aside and pulled her up to sit on his lap, and she’d flung her arms around his neck, burrowing into his rocking, comforting embrace without having to be coaxed.  
 
    He loved this.  
 
    He’d missed it. She filled his arms as if she were made for him, and of course, that was ridiculous, but he let himself enjoy it anyway. If only for a little while. Until the heat of her bottom didn’t blaze quite as hot through the fabric of his pants into his thigh. Until the force and desperation of her weeping softened into hiccups and gasps. Until her arms around him gradually loosened their hold, her fingers slipping down his bare back to flop limp on the bed by his hip. 
 
    She’d fallen asleep with his ‘it’s okays’ and ‘Daddy’s so proud of yous’ and ‘Daddy’s sweet little girls’ still being whispered into her hair. 
 
    He cradled her for far longer than he should have; certainly, it was far longer than she needed, since she’d already fallen asleep. But it had been such a long time. Just long enough, apparently, to make him want to believe what he was doing here felt different somehow from all the other submissives who had come before her. 
 
    It felt special, somehow.  
 
    Which it wasn’t. Of course it wasn’t. 
 
    And still, he continued to hold her. Continued to rock her. Continued to whisper long after she ceased to be aware of it.  
 
    Gathering her in his arms, he even slipped her into bed without waking her. 
 
    She rolled immediately from her side to her stomach, whimpering as she clutched her pillow closer, burrowing into that the way she had burrowed into the side of his neck and shoulder. Her hand drifted back to cover her bottom. 
 
    “Nuh… Da…” she mumbled, then drifted deeper into sleep. 
 
    It was kind of pathetic and somewhat stalkerish that he stood at her bedside, watching for as long as he did. Eventually, pulling the sheet and blanket up over her, he tucked her in, brushed stray wisps of her mahogany hair back from her face, and finally, shut out the lights and headed back upstairs to the third floor, where his own room waited, too dark, too quiet, and strangely barren without anyone in it. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Six 
 
      
 
    “We realize the mess we are in is not of any of your making,” Master Marshall announced to a near silent breakfast hall. “We appreciate that you have all rushed in at the last minute to help get us back into proper operating condition. We also appreciate how difficult today is going to be.” He paused, sweeping his practiced gaze over all those gathered at the tables over empty plates and coffee cups. “For everyone.” 
 
    Once more X-Rated Alice in Wonderland, Construction Edition, Win sat beside Eric at a round table with two well-dressed Victorian noblemen and a pirate/dominatrix with shiny black boots that went all the way up her thighs and a shirt cut so low, it was a wonder her voluptuous breasts didn’t pop right out into the remnants of her poached eggs and toast. Glancing at other diners, here and there Win recognized a few of her fellow construction workers, but for the most part, it was really hard to tell between Castle staff and contractors. Maybe if she hadn’t been so distracted yesterday and paid better attention during orientation, she might have had better luck. 
 
    Eric’s warm hand found the nape of her neck, instantly redirecting her gaze back to Marshall on the stage. But while that touch made her want to focus on the Master of the Masters as he continued his morning speech, reminding them all of the rules they’d agreed to, the knots in her stomach tightened so hard that she could feel the answering tug both between her tensing thighs and in her still very tender bottom.  
 
    “The goal this morning is to get as much done as possible before our guests arrive at the magical hour of ten o’clock. From then, you’ll have approximately an hour while they go through the check-in process, orientation, and get outfitted in Wardrobe. After that, assume everyone you meet is a guest. You are to have your bracelets on at all times; should you finish work in your area and move to a different one, your Master in Charge will take your bracelet and present you with a different one. This morning, your Master in Charge will also present you each with a collar. Like your bracelets, you are to wear those any time you are out of your rooms. This will help keep interaction between you and guests to a minimum. Should you be approached by anyone who does not identify themselves as Castle staff, you will refer that person to your Master in Charge. Under no circumstances are you to go wandering”—Master Marshall’s icy blue eyes settled on Win and lingered—“anywhere about the Castle or its grounds. You will not partake in Castle activities. You will not associate with the guests. Those who violate any of these rules will be subject to immediate termination of employment and you will be escorted off the property.” 
 
    Eric’s hand tightened on her neck, although maybe she just imagined that. When she glanced at him, he was sitting—neatly clothed in black pants, vest, and tie, his white shirt and gold pocket watch; all of which gave him a regal Victorian air—attentively waiting for the Master of the Masters to finish. 
 
    It was the perfect costume for a Daddy. It fit him, somehow. So much more, it seemed, than any other costume she could see in this hall. Although, to be honest, she would have followed him just as obediently were he dressed as a pirate, or a gladiator, or a Roman emperor, or even as Robin Hood or Batman, tights and all. She ought to know, because there were two of each in this room, and as far as she was concerned, if she ever did see Eric in tights, she couldn’t imagine him looking any less manly than he did now. Certainly, she couldn’t see him spanking her any less seriously. She could barely sit as it was. Thank goodness most of her job today would be done standing up. 
 
    “We have four hours, ladies and gentlemen. Everyone needs to be at the top of their game. Anyone without an assignment, attach yourself to a contractor and do whatever they tell you to. We need as much work done as possible before our real day begins, because after that, we’re working 24/7 around the needs of our guests. And those needs will come first.” 
 
    “And repeatedly,” someone in the sea of breakfast diners quipped. 
 
    A ripple of laughter swept the room, but Eric didn’t join in. He was too busy pushing back his chair. 
 
    “Ready to get started?” he asked, gathering her empty dishes along with his. 
 
    “Bring it,” she said, and didn’t even mention she’d been ready since midnight. Jokes like that might end up with her bent back over his knee and she really didn’t want to know if that would happen in private or right here in the middle of the dining hall. Besides, she was tender enough. Her whole bottom was so sensitive that just pulling her underwear up this morning had felt like a caress of sandpaper, scraping from the tops of her unmarked thighs all the way up her butt cheeks. How the heck he could have spanked her as fiercely as he had without leaving her black and blue, she didn’t know, but she was barely even pink anymore. It was enough to make her wonder if maybe he hadn’t spanked her as hard as it had felt at the time, or if he was just that talented. 
 
    Either way, she didn’t want to test him. Especially not if he was going to use Daddy’s Little Helper on a regular basis. 
 
    Dropping their dirty dishes into a busboy’s tray at the door, he led the way out of the dining hall and Win was content to follow, her toolbelt clinking and her steel-toed boots clumping on the polished, gray stone floors. Out of the corner of her eye, she thought she saw someone snap a covert picture of her on his cellphone, but when she looked his way, she couldn’t see the phone. She chalked it up to a trick of the shadows, since not all the lights were working yet, but she could see where the other electrician crew was making great strides at getting the first floor in order. 
 
    So were the other construction crews, for that matter. The front door had been rehung and there was molding up now in places that hadn’t looked quite as finished yesterday. She passed the Castle Store, where at least two crews were working to put things in order. The sound of saw and hammer reverberated from a place marked ‘Rainbow Room.’ 
 
    “I’m going to get help sometime today, right?” asked a plump redhead, talking to another Master in Charge outside another little shop called Maybe’s Candies. She was dressed in a white Roman slave outfit, with a shiny black and silver collar around her neck, wrists and ankles. In her arms she carried a baby in a Cookie Monster onesie. “It’s going to happen sometime today? Before we open, maybe? Right?” 
 
    “We’re working as fast as we can, honey,” the Master soothed. “You are on the list with everyone else. As soon as it’s our turn, someone will come help us get the store in order. It doesn’t do any good to panic—” 
 
    “I’m not panicking,” she snapped, but immediately stopped when he gave her a look. “Much,” she amended in a softer, more respectful tone. 
 
    Win knew how she felt. Weird things happened to her stomach every time Eric gave her similar looks. 
 
    Back up to the second floor they went, leaving the young couple, the baby, and their store to be brought back into line by whomever and whenever Marshall decided. The Littles’ wing was as she’d left it last night, the batteries still on their chargers and the light still shining. So, back to work they both went, installing the last few remaining torches in less than forty minutes. 
 
    “They work,” Eric said, hands on his hips as he admired the lifelike flickering the instant she flipped the switch in the breaker box at the end of the hall. “Woo-hoo.” 
 
    “We could have woo-hooed last night if only you’d let me—” 
 
    “It is so important to your future sitting abilities that you not finish the rest of that sentence.” 
 
    Closing her mouth, Win gathered her tools instead. “Next?” 
 
    Eric took her into the Nursery, and back up into the ceiling she went, pulling more bad wire, but only two strands had been screwed up—three lights and eight outlets’ worth, all of which got her dirty, sweaty and cobwebby as she crawled on her belly in the false ceiling, trying to fish new wire up through the pipes that had been set in the walls. It took her an hour, but it would have been much longer had Eric not helped by stringing the new wire on the flexible rod she used to pull it up into the ceiling. By the time she came back down again, her stockings were torn and her new dress was filthy all over again. 
 
    It took another hour for her to make all the connects in the kitchen area, but damn if it didn’t feel good when they turned the power back on in the Nursery and everything worked, including the mini fridge in the corner, which promptly kicked on. 
 
    Eric said, “This is a major achievement.” 
 
    While she basked in the glow of the compliment, he placed two quick calls—one to the kitchen, requesting the mini fridge be completely restocked, and the other to Master Marshall. 
 
    “The Nursery is good to go and we’re about to start on the Little guest rooms.” 
 
    “Hallelujah,” Marshall replied, and that felt good too. Although not as good as when Eric hung up the call, put his cellphone away to catch her face in both hands and planted a warm kiss squarely on top of her head.  
 
    “Good girl,” he said, without a trace of mockery.  
 
    It was ridiculous how easily his compliment made her insides flood hot and her pussy go all throbby. Tools in hand, she more floated than walked behind him as he led the way to the first guest room. There she stopped, slowly drifting back down out of the clouds to stand in the doorway, frozen in growing disbelief. 
 
    The room was decorated like a mini nursery, complete with a crib that was sized either for twenty babies at once or for a full-grown adult.  
 
    The second bed in the room was much like hers, only without all the bondage rings. 
 
    She held up a finger. “Question…” 
 
    Watching her through half-closed eyes, the corner of his mouth curled in a smirk as Eric said, “Each room has its own switch back out at the breaker box at the end of the hall.” 
 
    Yeah… okay… sure, that was her question.  
 
    Shutting off power to the first room, she went to work. Unfortunately, after that, her progress slowed down. Some of the rooms were wired right, others half-right, and others not right at all, and the only way for her to tell was to check voltage at every outlet and light fixture.  
 
    Back up into the ceiling she went, one room at a time, to verify the wire grade running through each junction box, this time through little access doors cut in a discreet corner of every bathroom. She pulled wrong wires and ran new ones where needed, double checked every fixture to make sure it was working, and the second Eric got called away to supervise the last minute prep work in the Nursery, because her curiosity was killing her, she checked to see what was being offered for sale in the top drawer of every dresser.  
 
    The items were slightly different than the ones in her room. These drawers had adult-sized pacifiers, bottles, toys, storybooks, and a clothing catalog that included onesies, bibs, booties, bonnets, and all the regular kinds of Little clothing available in Wardrobe, for both boys and for girls.  
 
    Only the first twelve rooms had cribs, though. After that, the beds changed. They became little prince or princess beds, and stuffed teddy bears and slightly more grownup storybooks appeared in the dressers. So did hairbrushes, with soft bristles that she suspected weren’t supposed to be used and hard wooden backs that were. Just looking at them made her want to close the dresser up tight and high-tail her still tender bottom the heck out of the room. 
 
    She resisted. 
 
    Because she was an adult. 
 
    A responsible, hard-working adult, who had a job to do and who probably shouldn’t be snooping anywhere near as much as she was now that Eric wasn’t looming over her. But this was all so strange and it just… it had to be looked at. Compulsively. She couldn’t help herself, although she did try to make sure she got her work done first. 
 
    Initially. 
 
    For those first few rooms. 
 
    After that, she stayed super strict with herself and only looked in the dresser when and if her normal work took her past it. 
 
    Until, by the time she reached her tenth room, she was opening the door, dropping her tools just across the threshold and going straight to the dresser. Holy Hannah. It never got old, either. She looked at the bondage equipment, the vibrators, the wands, the anal toys and, above all, the catalog that touted all the perverse and depraved and deeply curious-looking things that could be conveniently added to one’s tab or found in the Castle Store. 
 
    Win had to see inside this store. With any luck, she’d be the one to double-check their lights and outlets, and if so, she didn’t know what she was likely to find in such a place, but she was going to look at everything. 
 
    On around the twelfth room, she started to hear noises echoing out in the hallway. Squeals, excited talking, feminine high-pitched giggles and running footsteps that dashed past her door to the far end of the hall and then all the way back to the Nursery again. 
 
    “Daddy!” 
 
    To which Eric’s familiar voice boomed cheerfully back, “Little Bit!” 
 
    A funny electrified shiver ran up Win’s back, raising all the fine hairs across her nape and her arms. Before she knew what she was doing, she had crept across the room and cracked open the door just enough to steal a quick peek outside. What she saw was both unexpected and deeply disturbing.  
 
    ‘Little Bit,’ as he’d called her, was at least ten years older than Win. She had pigtails as blonde as only a dye bottle could get someone with eyebrows that dark, and she was dressed in a little-girl outfit identical to Win’s, except it was pink. She was chubby too, Win noted, somewhat ungraciously, and that both surprised and shamed her a little. But from the moment she cracked her door and took that sneak-peek at Monkey Girl—as she instantly nicknamed the woman—she instantly hated her. That woman had either jumped into Eric’s arms or she’d let him pick her up. Either way, she now hung off him with her arms around his shoulders, her legs around his waist, and his big hands clutched under her thighs. 
 
    Win had never hated anyone before, instantly or not. It didn’t feel good, but that didn’t make swallowing past the lump of jealousy now lodged in her throat any easier. She closed the door so she wouldn’t have to keep watching, but she could still hear Monkey’s chipper declaration, “I missed you, Daddy! I missed you sooo much!” 
 
    And just like that, Win was swept with the most ridiculous urge to go charging out there, bellowing at the top of her lungs, “He’s not your Daddy. He’s mine!” 
 
    Except, he wasn’t. 
 
    Because, of course, he wasn’t. 
 
    Win backed away from the door, but only a few steps. There she stood, struggling to process her way through a raw barrage of alien emotions that she had no idea what to do with. She barely knew Eric. She didn’t get to be all proprietary over a man she barely knew, and who was only out there doing his job, and who had probably only been doing his job last night, too, when he’d turned her over his knee and paddled her bottom to a hot, cherry red. The same hot cherry red burn now scalded her face and chest as she remembered in painful, slapping, bare-bottomed detail all the times she’d called him Daddy while he’d done it. 
 
    She was a grown woman. A working woman, with a business and a job. 
 
    Grown women with businesses and jobs didn’t need Daddies. And even if they did, they sure as hell didn’t need to time-share them with chubby, false-blonde, high-pitched, nasally, evil monkey women, who climbed other people’s… whatever he was… like, well… a fucking monkey. 
 
    Another set of running feet came thundering down the hall. “Daddy!” another woman cried out. 
 
    “Sweetpea!” Eric hailed back. 
 
    Snapping around on her heel, Win grabbed her tools off the floor and got to work. She wasn’t interested in what was going on outside in the hall. She wasn’t interested in the ‘mysteries’ of the dressers anymore, either. She barely even cared about keeping a wary eye peeled for all the hidden bondage rings scattered about the room like Easter eggs in a video game.  
 
    Right now, all she really cared about was her drill, and making as much noise as possible so she wouldn’t have to hear any more squeals or giggles or the counter of Eric’s good-natured voice replying back. 
 
    For three rooms in a row, she checked wire gauges, outlets, and lights, made sure the jacuzzi tubs worked when turned on, and didn’t once think about Eric. Or, if she did, the only thing she thought about was how good it was going to feel to snatch her ultimate check out of his daddy-faloozing hand and then march out of here with her head held high. 
 
    “Wow—” 
 
    Win jumped nearly three feet straight up, snapping her teeth on a scream as she whirled around.  She grabbed her chest. “Damn it, don’t do that!” 
 
    She hadn’t heard Eric come in and he was standing practically right behind her with a food tray balanced in his hands. It held two juice boxes, apple slices and carrot sticks, and what looked like a ham and cheese sandwich (no crusts) halved on a plate next to a pair of M&M cookies. 
 
    His welcoming smile faltering, he said, “I didn’t mean to scare you.” Then he arched an eyebrow, giving her a very knowing look. “Did you just swear at Daddy?” 
 
    Win swallowed. She also hiked her chin and did her best to pretend her stupid heart wasn’t fluttering like crazy under his reproving stare. “No,” she stammered, drawing herself up stiff and straight. “Because I do not have a Daddy, thank you very much. I did have a father, but you, sir, are not him.” 
 
    She gave the back of her too-short skirt a decisive tug. Not because the backs of her thighs were crawling or her bottom was tingling, or because that arching eyebrow of his reminded her of the stern look he’d given her last night, right before he’d spanked her to tears. But because… because… well, did a girl really need a reason to tug down her skirt? 
 
    She scowled. “I’m too busy for this. Go.” She shooed at him with both hands. “Go back to your… your monkeys! And take that”—she scoffed at the food tray—“with you!” 
 
    Turning her back, she went back to work. She would have thought her dismissal pretty clear, but Eric only put the food tray down on the nearest bedside table. 
 
    “Monkeys,” he mused, clearing his throat as he removed his Victorian ‘Daddy Dom’ coat and draped it neatly over the bed. He unbuttoned his wrist cuffs and began rolling up his shirt sleeves. “Are we having a difficult morning, Winona my darling?” 
 
    “Don’t call me that.” Her scowl deepened, but for the life of her she didn’t know which she objected to more: the use of her name or darling.  
 
    Bowing her head, she ripped the faceplate off an outlet she was too flustered to remember she’d already checked and did her best to pretend she couldn’t see him stalking her in the reflective glass surface of a portrait of Disney heroes and heroines on the wall. This wasn’t intimidating, she told herself as he bared his muscular forearms, one turn of his sleeves at a time. This wasn’t intimidating at all. “I mean it, go away.” 
 
    “Look at me,” he countered. 
 
    “No, I’m busy.”  
 
    Throwing the fixture back together again, she mentally declared this room done and tried to leave. She grabbed her tools, but he caught her arm when she started towards the door and yanked her back with such force that she accidentally dropped everything except her volt meter. 
 
    She thought he’d lost his balance, and she toppled with him. Except, he hadn’t lost anything; he’d just sat down on the foot of the bed, pulling her down until she was perched warily on his knee. It would have been very easy for him to turn her face down over it, and she knew it. 
 
    “Are we having a problem?” he asked again, calm and rational. She instantly hated that tone every bit as much as she hated the monkeys, because it guaranteed that nothing she said from here on would come out sounding half as reasonable. Automatically, she was going to be wrong. 
 
    Which she probably was anyway, regardless of how she felt, because she had no good reason for being jealous. She’d never felt like this before. She didn’t know how to handle it, but just telling herself to get over it wasn’t working. 
 
    “Whatever.” She tried to get up but he didn’t let go. 
 
    “I will happily bare your pretty bottom and turn it a hot pink all the way down the backs of your thighs. Do you really want to spend the rest of today knowing that everyone who sees you walking away will know that you were naughty and had to be taken in hand?” 
 
    She exploded off his lap. “I’m not the one out there in the hallway, grabbing girls by the butt and calling them pet names, and acting like they matter when they don’t!” 
 
    He yanked her back down, wrapping an arm like a steel band around her waist, hugging her tightly to him while he caught her chin in his other hand and forced her to meet his maddeningly calm frown. “Of course they matter.” 
 
    “Manwhore,” she told him.  
 
    He arched both eyebrows now, and even laughed a little. “Manwhore?” he echoed, smiling, although he didn’t seem particularly pleased. 
 
    “Manwhore,” she reaffirmed. All things considered, she probably shouldn’t have been surprised when he responded by flipping her over his knee. Her skirt came up, and her panties came so far down that they tangled with her work boots, especially when she kicked in a wayward attempt to buck herself off his lap or, at the very least, wriggle her bottom out of his reach. 
 
    “I regret nothing!” she shouted, beating her fists on the bed and her boots on the floor.  
 
    “Good to know.” Chuckling grimly, Eric applied the flat of his very broad hand to the seat of her naked ass until she was positive he’d flayed a layer of skin right off her hot butt. The only reason she wasn’t crying was because she was too mad, stubborn, sad and probably more than a little bit wrong, yet nowhere near ready to admit it. She felt so stupid and foolish for being silly enough to believe it meant something when he’d called her ‘his’. 
 
    This was a job to him. All he was doing—apart from vigorously roasting her ass until the only thing that kept her from bursting into tears was the rapidly unraveling threads of anger she stubbornly clung to with all her fraying will—was his damn job. 
 
    She kicked, sending her panties flying off into God alone knew where. She slapped a hand back, too, desperate to either grab his arm so he couldn’t spank her anymore or cover her butt, shielding it with fingers widely splayed. But he’d already stopped, abruptly letting her go so she could scramble back up off his knees. Catching her bottom and rubbing fiercely, she backed from him all the way until she bumped into the dresser. 
 
    Eric watched her go with all the leonine hunger of a man who knew he could catch her back again at any time he chose. “Would you like to start over, maybe the right way this time?” 
 
    Breathing hard, the burn of unshed tears stinging her eyes, threatening to fall at any moment and only growing that much more unbearable, she made herself stop rubbing. She felt petulant and childish and wrong, and she hated herself for it. 
 
    “No,” she said thickly, and then fled. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
    Grabbing her stuff, Win raced to the next room, where she fully intended to ensconce herself in the bathroom for a good, hard cry. That Eric had let her go was both relieving and depressing, but maybe that was for the best. She needed to get back to work and now he could return to herding monkeys, and they’d both ultimately feel much better once they got this relationship back out of crazy Daddyville to where it should have been all along: on a professional level. 
 
    She was pretty sure none of the other contractor laborers were getting spanked when they did something their Master in Charge didn’t like. 
 
    She was equally sure no one else was calling their Master in Charge ‘Daddy.’ 
 
    Dropping everything on the floor in the middle of the room, she stood amidst her minor mess, head down, hurting inside and out, and now feeling utterly abandoned too, which was absurd since she was the one who’d walked out. 
 
    She also was not the only one with a master keycard, something she remembered less than a minute later when Eric suddenly swiped his, letting himself into the room. He’d brought her lunch tray with him, although he must have left his coat and smile in the other room. He did have Daddy’s Little Helper though, sitting next to her sandwich on that stupid lunch tray. 
 
    An explosion of dread crawled up her back when he set that tray on the first flat surface he found, which happened to be the counter just inside the bathroom. An even more dreadful pulse of heated arousal thumped to instant life between her legs, spilling molten down through the folds of her sex and stealing all the strength to run straight out of her quivering knees. 
 
    “In about two seconds,” he said, picking up that paddle and coming toward her, “I’m going to bust your little ass until you can’t sit down for the rest of the day.” 
 
    Being this mad was at once both terrible and terribly freeing. Even knowing what the consequences would be, it gave her the courage to snap back, “I’ll bet you say that to all the girls.” 
 
    Stopping directly in front of her, a full head taller than she was and looking so much bigger and stronger with every breath he took, he said, “You’re right. When I need to, I do say that phrase a lot. And then I follow up and do exactly as I’ve promised, but do you know what I don’t say or do to ‘all the girls’?” 
 
    She was steeling herself to lie and say she didn’t care when he tossed the paddle onto the frilly pink princess bed behind him, caught her face in the surprisingly gentle cradle of his two hands, and shattered all her irrational unhappiness with the kiss that claimed her lips. 
 
    Desire seared through the knots that her anger had tied inside her. It stole her breath and her will, and utterly killed her knee-jerk reaction, which should have been to slap him, or at the very least, to shove him back a step. It killed every should-have, would-have, or could-have that any sensible woman might have come up with. All Win could do was mewl, a soft cry of such raw wanting that he let go of her face and grabbed on to her bottom instead. 
 
    He heaved her off her feet, pulling her tight against him and turning her into a monkey. And God help her, but she wrapped her arms around his shoulders and her legs around his hips and she kissed him back with all the wounded need that her anger had conjured. 
 
    The next thing she knew, she was on her back on the soft bed, with the hard wedge of Daddy’s Little Helper under her hip, and Eric’s bigger, harder body pinning her down. His hips nestled into the cradle of hers as he consumed her with kisses, one after another, after fiery hot another, until her whole body ached to be consumed by him. Her nipples burned through her costume, the budding tips stroked by every brushing caress of his chest as he moved over her. Her thighs burned, locked around his waist as the bulge of his incredible cock, trapped within the barrier of his clothes, ground against her sex. 
 
    He thrust, a series of powerful of pumps that caught her clit in all the right ways, leaving her gasping, arching into his kisses, and gushing hot wetness that he didn’t seem to care was soaking into the front of his dark trousers. He rocked her body. He rocked her senses, tantalizing every nerve until all that she was ached to feel the unparalleled stretch as he impaled her on the full naked length of his hard flesh. Flesh she wanted so badly to touch that she couldn’t stop herself from reaching down between them, just to feel the heat of him in her hot little hand. 
 
    She mewed the loss of it when his mouth at last broke from hers. She chased his kiss, but he was already pulling away. His hips stopped moving too. With her body still pinned beneath his, he drew himself up on strong arms and waited until she came back to herself enough to open her eyes and stare back up at him, raw and pulsing, and so desperately needy that if he’d only reach between her shaky legs, she would have come at nothing more than a touch of his finger. 
 
    “Certain things might be done, but they aren’t said to just anyone,” he told her. “I hope you believe me, because this is one of them.” 
 
    Swallowing hard, Win nodded. “O-okay.” 
 
    His look subtly changed. The hunger was still there, the desire so hot in his stare that it scalded all the parts of her where they were still touching. 
 
    “The next time I hear you call the Castle guests ‘monkeys’, I will take my belt to you, is that clear?” 
 
    As hot as her need was, her shame burned her worse. “Yes. I’m sorry.” 
 
    “If a Castle guest hears you say it, or any other derogatory term you might come up with, I. Will. Cane. You.” He tipped his head, the severity of his stare intensifying. “Is that clear?” 
 
    She felt so bad, she almost dissolved back into tears. Her breath catching in her throat, she nodded and whispered, “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    Pushing himself up onto one knee, he found Daddy’s Little Helper under her. “On your tummy, Winona, my love.” 
 
    She lost the fight against her tears before she’d even fully rolled over. When he captured her hands, pinning them behind her back in the hard grip of one impossibly strong hand, she buried her face in the bedding and wailed.  
 
    But those cries were nothing like ones Daddy’s Little Helper inspired as Eric paddled her raw, spanking her bottom, her sit-spots, and all down the backs of both thighs just as he’d said he would, correcting her stupid fit of jealousy with swats that soon had her pleading and sobbing. She would never do this again, no matter what. She wouldn’t be jealous. The word ‘monkey’ would never cross her mind, much less her lips. 
 
    She would be good. 
 
    She promised. 
 
    She promised, weeping and wailing and hiccupping on every ragged breath, long after the paddle was discarded on the bedspread. She wept to the sensual, comforting caress of Eric’s hand on her hot, smarting skin.  
 
    She wept until she didn’t have any tears left. Or anger, for that matter. Or any of those heavy, shameful thoughts that had powered her through the last three rooms she’d checked off her to-do list after spying on him and the monkeys. 
 
    She felt lighter.  
 
    She felt weirdly forgiven. 
 
    She felt boneless to the point that when he said, “Come with me,” she only crawled off the bed and wobbled after him on unsteady legs while he took her into the bathroom.  
 
    Standing in front of the sink, she lifted her skirt when he told her to and, while he dug individually sealed guest supplies out of a counter drawer, she looked at the damage in the mirror behind her. As awful as it had felt, she was a little surprised that she wasn’t a darker shade of red, or even bruised from hips to knees. Her bottom looked a little swollen, and it was definitely a shade darker than just pink, but this was a color that could definitely be spanked darker still. 
 
    On someone else, of course. Not her. 
 
    Stick a fork in her; she was done. 
 
    “I’m surprised I have a bottom left,” she said in a small, somewhat startled voice. 
 
    Eric laughed. His reflection’s gaze met hers in the mirror. “I already told you. Daddy will never spank longer or harder than you need to be. Although he does know how to spank in ways that will make you think so at the time. Hold your skirt right up now and don’t move. We don’t want to get it wet.” 
 
    Turning on the water, he promptly shocked Win half out of her skin when he used his hand to wet and wash between her legs. She came right up onto her tiptoes when his fingertips glided over and through her folds, touching everywhere, dipping in under the running faucet water again and again until tiny drops were streaming down the inner slopes of her thighs and a small puddle had formed on the tiles between her spread feet. 
 
    “Hold still,” he cautioned, opening a package to lay the head of a disposable razor into the bowl under the warm running water. 
 
    It wasn’t until then that Win gave the supplies he’d pulled out more than a cursory glance. Shaving soap, a razor, a washcloth—oh dear God. He wet his hands and the soap, and although she quickly stammered that she could do it herself, he shaved her.  
 
    Win was not a bushy girl. She kept herself neatly trimmed, with what she considered an attractive landing strip. Two swipes of Eric’s razor had her bald and smooth as the day she was born. 
 
    Discarding the razor, he washed his hands and got one soapy all over again. 
 
    “Look at me,” he ordered when her startled gaze tried to follow his fingers back under her skirt hem. Her breath caught at his next touch. “Skirt up, babygirl.” 
 
    She yanked her skirt higher, sucking back a startled moan when his soapy fingers glided smoothly through her folds again. 
 
    “Look at me,” he coaxed, and she did, though her face flamed every bit as hot as her blazing backside, especially when he skimmed the surface of her clit and suddenly that oh-so intimate aspect of her sexuality became a captive in his hand. “This is what Daddy likes, right?” 
 
    Around and around his fingers went until her legs were shaking wildly. She nodded. 
 
    “This is how you will be from now on. Right?” 
 
    He patted her pussy, the gentlest of spankings aimed directly at her clit. She jerked her head in another nod, fighting to keep her hips from bucking, or that tightly-coiling spring of an orgasm from snapping her right in two.  
 
    “Daddy has to go back to work.” He caught her clit between his fingers, plucking with slick soapiness. 
 
    She missed him already. 
 
    “You will eat your lunch. You will drink your juice. You will lie down upon the bed and you will do this”—he stroked her, around and around in lazy circles that quickly drove her right to the edge of what she could bear—“to yourself until you come.” 
 
    She shook her head in naked disbelief. 
 
    “Yes,” he countered, that warning look creeping back into his eyes. “You will do it twice now, in fact. And when you are done, you will use your cellphone to take a picture of all your pretty wetness and you will send it to me. You will say, ‘Thank you, Daddy, for letting me come,’ because I won’t often do that, especially not when you’ve been naughty. Right?” 
 
    Incredulously, Win caught herself nodding, although for the life of her she had no idea if she was agreeing to what he was asking or agreeing to being deprived of an orgasm as a future form of punishment. 
 
    As if they had a future. 
 
    Her brow creased at such a startlingly unexpected thought, but just as quickly, he caught her clit in a commanding pinch that banished every other thought from her head. 
 
    “Are you listening to me?” he asked. 
 
    She nodded, incapable now of doing anything but listen. 
 
    “Are you going to do as Daddy says?” 
 
    She nodded again, the heat of mortification creeping up into her face as she agreed not only to masturbate, but to send him picture proof when she was done. 
 
    “Two times,” he reminded, and then grudgingly took his fingers off her clit. “Good girl,” he praised as she wilted back down off her toes. 
 
    He went back to work with a hard-on tenting the front of his pants. Eventually, Win went back to work too, but only after she’d eaten her lunch, emptied every last sip from her juice boxes, and crawled awkwardly into that fluffy pink princess bed. She lay on her back with her legs spread self-consciously wide and her sore bottom with no option but to grind against the mattress as she put her hands down between her own legs.  
 
    She touched herself the way he had touched her, in slow, lazy circles until she couldn’t bear it any longer. Through the convulsions of one sharp orgasm, she forced herself to keep going past the point that she wanted to stop—because Daddy had said two. 
 
    The second orgasm was harder to achieve. It was sharper, almost painful when it came. She was not a multi-orgasmic girl, but she managed it, thinking of him the whole time. Snapping a picture of the aftermath, she sent it to him, and then she lay there, in the fluffiness of a bed that wasn’t hers, burning in a strange amalgamation of shame and sexiness beyond belief. 
 
    She’d just sent a picture of her pussy to a man she barely knew. 
 
    She covered her face with both hands. Lord, the things he did to her.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
    “I’m going to the Dungeon,” announced Little Bit. Her real name was Brenda… something. Her approximate Little age was in the six-to-nine year range. She was a brat, fond of lying as a way of getting into the trouble she craved. She loved spanking, hated corner time and writing lines, and all of that was exactly what Eric thought of when he looked at her, because that was how he kept the endless stream of submissives who ebbed in and out of his life straight. Those few things were all he needed to know to do his job. 
 
    The Nursery was closing for the night, and she was always the last to leave. She swayed her body, her gaze trying to convey innocence as she enticed him to come with her. In the past, Eric might have considered it. Little Bit gave head with a level of expert enthusiasm and endurance that few other women he knew could match, and yet it wasn’t her mouth that he hadn’t been able to stop thinking about all afternoon. It wasn’t her glistening pussy lips on his phone, either, or the phantom touch of her slick heat that he could still feel filling up his hand. And it was the strangest feeling, to have looked forward to getting back to work as intensely as he had only to now, after one day, be every bit as eagerly looking forward to ditching work so he could get back into Win’s company. 
 
    Manwhore. 
 
    Manwhore, indeed. 
 
    “Have fun,” Eric told Brenda, letting her down gently but firmly. “Mind the rules down there, too, because I’m pretty sure Master Austin is the Daddy on nightshift duty this week, and any misbehavior at all will have you in his office, writing lines until your hand cramps.” 
 
    She pouted, but he shooed her out the door, then shut and locked it. After helping the Nannies straighten up the room, he ran a quick vacuum over the carpeted areas, stripped the beds for the Little Maids on laundry duty to come and collect, wrote his own lines on the small mountain of paperwork that signified the official end of his day—a kitchen order to restock the mini fridge for tomorrow, supplies used, discipline dispensed, with copies going to Marshall to be added to each guest’s file—and then he was free. 
 
    “Let’s go, ladies,” he called to the Nannies, who were still straightening up toy boxes and shelves. “Good night,” he told the first as he held the door so she could slip by, his other hand resting impatiently on the hidden light switch. “Sleep well,” he told the other, extinguishing the fake torches with a flick of his finger. Then off he went.  
 
    He hadn’t seen Win since he’d brought her crackers and cheese and fruit punch at around three. It was six now, and every step that carried him down the hall felt electrifying. He went to the room he’d last seen her in, although he already knew she wouldn’t be there. That girl could work, and she was really very single-minded about it. Already she’d finished every room in this part of the Littles’ wing, she’d gone around the corner, finishing every room along that side too, and damn if he didn’t find her two rooms from the very end along the back stretch of the Nursery wing. Tiny beads of sweat dotted her forehead as she hurriedly hooked new wires onto her drill bit rod to run up into the ceiling. Dirt smudged her cheek, her clothes, and the bridge of her nose, and she had a cut on her thumb to go with last night’s snacked knuckles. 
 
    “Dinner time,” he announced from the doorway. 
 
    She startled at first, but almost immediately that turned to disgruntlement as she threw her hands in the air. “No! Nooo! I was so close! I just have two more rooms. Can’t you go away? I only need an hour, maybe two, and I can have it all done!” 
 
    She was so cute in her flustered state, and it was so genuine. Compared to the last few hours with Little Bit, this time when he smiled, that felt genuine too. 
 
    “It’ll all still be here for you when you come in tomorrow,” he soothed. 
 
    Hers was at once the most apologetic and defiant look that he’d ever had anyone flash him, and she did it just before shoving the rod up through the wall pipe. She didn’t exactly run, but she did make a fast walk toward the ladder in the bathroom. He caught her by the arm before she dodged past him and disappeared into the ceiling.  
 
    “It’s already after six,” he told her.  
 
    The side-eyed look she gave him said she didn’t care. 
 
    “I guarantee none of the other contractors are still working.”  
 
    Her next side-eyed glare said exactly what she thought of their work ethics.  
 
    “Come on, now.” He tried not to laugh. “Time for supper.” 
 
    “Can I come back and work a while longer after we eat?” 
 
    “Not a chance,” he said fondly. “You’ve done more than enough for one day. It’s time for rest, a bath, a Band-Aid or four, and then a good night’s sleep. You can finish this up tomorrow and then—” 
 
    And then it hit him. When she was done with these two rooms, she would skip out of his care and promptly go to the next most popular wing, which was St. Castle’s school for wayward young submissives. Right now, classes were being held in the library until the classroom lights got working again. Considering how hard Win pushed herself, he was sure she’d have the school wing and principal’s office running right in a day, maybe two if the dorms were as badly messed up as the Nursery had been. That was two days in which she’d be answerable to someone else. Collins, maybe Shaffer, whichever Master was the principal on duty this week. Two days of someone other than him supervising her activities, taking her to meals, taking her to the bathroom, applying a firm hand, paddle, switch or even one of the schoolroom’s infamous canes to her errant backside when her sassy—dare he think of it as a Little?—side reared past her adult constraints and got her into trouble. 
 
    In the back of his head, it tickled at him that it was Shaffer on principal duty. As much as Eric bristled at the thought of Collins disciplining Win, at least Collins was a good-natured man who was far more likely to take one look at Win, recognize her for the submissive she was, and immediately soften his approach. Shaffer, on the other hand, was humorless, stoic, a stickler for the rules, and gigantic prick to just about everyone, which made him a great principal. But he’d probably take one look at Win, see only an outside laborer, and immediately send her to Marshall, who’d probably send her packing, because she was already on his shortlist for wandering outside her room on her first night here. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” Win asked when Eric just stood there, holding her arm. 
 
    “Nothing,” he said a little sharper than he meant to. “Let’s go to dinner. Then I’m taking you back to your room. I-I need to talk to Marshall about something.” 
 
    “I could work while you talk to—” 
 
    “You already know you don’t get to be here if I’m not. So if you want to continue being stubborn about this, then I’m going to go get some jalapeño lube and you can go to dinner with an anal hook tied to the back of your hair. Is that what you want?”  
 
    She scowled. “That’s not a real thing. You’re just saying that so I’ll do what you say.” 
 
    He arched both eyebrows. “It’ll take me ten seconds to get everything I need to show you just how real those things are. Do you really want to go down that road tonight?” 
 
    The ferocity of her scowl turned uncertain. “Not particularly.” 
 
    “Okay, then.” He turned her around by her arm, but it wasn’t until he had her toolbelt off and draped across the foot of the adult bed that he realized how screwed he was. He’d just removed an article of clothing on a woman—a very, seductive, attractive (both physically and mentally) submissive in his care—and all he could think about right now was locating Marshall before he lost Win to someone else. Someone who’d take one look at her big, brown eyes as she obediently pushed her panties down around her knees and be unable to help but be aroused. 
 
    No. 
 
    Hell no. 
 
    “Um… Why are we running?” 
 
    Eric came back to himself with a start. He barely remembered leaving the Nursery wing and yet here they were, in the upper hall with the balcony staircase just ahead.  
 
    “I’m not running.” He immediately shorted his steps and slowed his pace. “I never run.” 
 
    The hall was not as thick with guests and staff as it would have been before last year’s bombing, but there were a few groups roaming here and there, laughing and talking, ascending the stairs on their way back to their rooms, descending the stairs on the way to supper or perhaps even the Dungeon, which never closed and which would be busy, even now while there was no dungeon music because the speakers blared nothing but static. 
 
    A princess was sitting on the bench outside Marshall’s office, waiting her turn to go inside. So, at least now Eric knew Marshall was inside, but now he also had Win in tow and was this really a conversation he wanted to risk her overhearing? 
 
    Grabbing her hand, he hurried her on down the stairs. Confusion and worry clouded her eyes as she tried to keep up. “Wh-why are we not running?” 
 
    “Sorry,” he apologized, but as soon as they reached the first floor and rounded the banister for the dining hall, he was stopped all over again—this time by the sight of the giant wood-plank door that led down to the Dungeon.  
 
    Now, instead of the St. Castle classrooms, all he could think about was his Winona being yanked out of his care and put down in the dungeon. In the grand scheme of things, the Dungeon was by far more popular among the guests, and received a lot more traffic than any other program they’d ever had. What if Win got put into Dominick’s care? What if she got put into Eamon’s, the Dungeon Master’s sadistic second in command? Instead of her cute Alice in Wonderland outfit, she would be stripped down to the stark white, ultra-revealing Roman slave girl costume, and every Dom down in that place would look at her as she walked by.  
 
    His heart pounded against his breastbone and not in a good way. He felt… unnerved. The last time he’d felt this way, it was because a bomb had just gone off in the Masters’ living quarters. He couldn’t recall ever feeling this on behalf of a submissive in his care. Littles went to the Dungeon, after all. Little Bit was down there right now, or she would be by the end of the night. He personally had no qualms recommending that everyone who came to the Castle visit the Dungeon at least once. 
 
    Everyone except Win. He hustled her past the Dungeon’s main access as far from the under-the-stairs door as the width of the hallway would allow.  
 
    “You must really be hungry,” she puffed, practically jogging to keep pace with his quick, long-legged steps. 
 
    “Famished.” His jaw ached from the tension with which he’d unknowingly been clenching his teeth. And when the Dungeon door suddenly flew open before a group of giggling submissives, he quickly switched sides, putting himself between Win and them and shielding her eyes with his hand so she couldn’t see in there, not even accidentally. Not that any part of the basement could be glimpsed from the top of the stairs. 
 
    “What are you…” She immediately stopped flinching from his hand the second a loud whip crack and scream reverberated up the Dungeon steps. Both were muffled to silence when the heavy door drifted shut, but the damage was done. Win’s eyes were huge and she wasn’t just grabbing his arm now, she was craning and ducking in an effort to see past his blocking body. “What the hell was that?” 
 
    Stopping where he was, Eric seized her by the shoulders and gave her a stern shake. “You ever set one foot down those stairs without me right beside you and you won’t sit for a year, do you understand me? You are too little for that place.” 
 
    “I’m twenty-six!” she protested, all worry instantly vanishing behind a disgruntled scowl. 
 
    “A year,” he warned her again, and he was mostly serious about that too. Maybe not a full year, but he’d happily refresh her bare-bottom tenderness week after disciplinary week until he was confident that she never… 
 
    She wasn’t even going to be here ‘week after week’. She sure as hell wasn’t going to be here for a year. And beyond those two points, she wasn’t his. Not that that had stopped him up until now, but she wasn’t his to spank, and especially not for disciplinary purposes. She wasn’t his Little. 
 
    But he wanted her to be. 
 
    He really, really wanted her to be, and that was at once the most terrifying, appalling, gut-ripping revelation he thought he’d ever had after knowing someone for this short a time. 
 
    He was smitten with her. He wouldn’t go so far as to bring the L-word into this, but he was smitten. And what was she doing but stiffening her back, squaring her shoulders, doing her best from her diminutive five-foot-nothing height to frown him down as she argued, “I am not a little girl. I can handle anything this place has to offer, and I mean that.” 
 
    Hands on her hips, she looked absolutely adorable as she metaphorically put her shiny, little, black-buckled, baby-girl shoe-clad foot down. 
 
    “How far away did you have to drive to come here?” he asked, the tickle of a smile tugging at the corners of his mouth. A smidgen of calm amusement was creeping in to beat back his previous panic. 
 
    She blinked twice. “A-a couple hours… why?” 
 
    “Just wondering how far I’m going to have to drive every weekend to make sure you can’t sit for a year.” Cupping her slumping shoulders in his hands, he leaned in to press a kiss to her forehead and then led her down the hall to Cook Connie’s Friday night buffet. Seafood night. God, he’d missed these, and yet he couldn’t afford to take the time to stop and grab a plate. Not with a matter this important to take care of, and especially not once he spotted Jackson and his trio of dirty, bedraggled, pastel bunnies, waiting in line to grab their plates. 
 
    Catching Win’s hand, he took her straight to them. “Do me a solid?” he asked the burly chief of security as soon as they were close enough. 
 
    A master at not showing surprise, Jackson only said, “Okay.” 
 
    Before the other Master could protest, Eric pushed Win into line amongst his pastel fluffle. “Watch my Little. I’ll be right back,” he promised, and then to her, who was far more openly startled, he promised again, “I’ll be right back.” 
 
    Eric took off. He managed not to run while he was still dodging all the people filing into the cafeteria to get into the buffet line, but the minute he was out the door, with Jackson calling after him, “What do you mean, your Little?” that immediately changed. He jogged back down the hall, took the stairs up to the second floor two at a time, and then he ran.  
 
    The woman was gone from the bench just outside Marshall’s office, but fortunately, the Master of the Masters was standing right outside his door, just locking up when Eric came racing up the hall.  
 
    “Hold it!” Eric called, but Marshall had already spotted him. By the time he reached him, Marshall had his door unlocked and standing open. 
 
    “How is the Nursery?” Marshall asked, waving him inside. 
 
    “Not as quiet as you’d think with only three Littles in it.” 
 
    “You’ll have another come in on the bus in the morning. How are the repairs?” 
 
    Trying to pretend he wasn’t half as winded as he felt after running all the way upstairs, Eric led the way to Marshall’s desk and even took a seat when offered. Marshall perched on the edge of his desk, arms folded across his chest, long legs stretched out between them and crossed at the booted ankles. 
 
    “She completely rewired the hall, parts of the Nursery, and some of the rooms. She’s got two left to go, but apart from that, all the lights and outlets are working. Give her an hour, maybe two, and she’ll have the Littles’ wing completely open for business.” 
 
    Marshall blinked, seeming at once surprised and pleased. “Already?” 
 
    “That is one hardworking young lady,” Eric said, ridiculously proud of her, considering he had no business to be. 
 
    “And here I thought I was going to have issues with her. All right.” Pushing off his desk, Marshall circled it to pull a clipboard from a middle desk drawer and briefly consulted his list of issues left to fix. “I’d move her to the classrooms next, but I think it’s more important to get the Dungeon back on track, and then the store. Sinclair has been hyperventilating in her own candy bags, sure she’ll lose her food handlers if she gets a surprise inspection right now. That will need to be moved up on the priority list too.” He tapped his clipboard and made his decision. “I’ll let Dominick know to expect her in the morning. As soon as she’s done with those last two rooms, send her down to Wardrobe. She can be a Roman slave girl for the next couple of assignments.” 
 
    “Not a chance.” The refusal was out of Eric’s mouth while he was still trying to come up with a more diplomatic way of saying it, not to mention a supporting reason to help justify himself. 
 
    Lowering his clipboard, Marshall regarded him with thinly veiled disapproval. “No?” he echoed, a tic of muscle jumping the length of his jaw. “May I ask why not?” 
 
    Because she’s too innocent. 
 
    Because Dominick would treat her like a contractor and be all business with her, expecting her to go about her job with minimal supervision. In. The. Dungeon. 
 
    Because anything could happen to her down there, which of course it wouldn’t, since there were monitors everywhere, they knew how to do their jobs, and they would keep an eye on her. 
 
    But not really. Not a close enough eye, and because of that just the idea of her down there without him itched under his skin in the most uncomfortable and unbearable way, and he was so ill-equipped to handle feeling this way about anyone that he couldn’t even begin to explain it. 
 
    But also, trying to imagine her anywhere in any part of the Castle without him made him feel the same way. 
 
    “Don’t read into this what isn’t there,” Eric hedged, all but squirming in the unbearable itchiness of his suddenly too-tight skin. 
 
    “All right.” Marshall’s ice-blue eyes narrowed. 
 
    “Put another Master in charge of the Nursery while she’s here. I’ll take her down into the Dungeon. We’ll take care of the candy shop and the store and whatever else you need her to do, but I’m not ready to give her up yet.” 
 
    The Master of the Masters blinked once. “Not ready,” he echoed, his tone mild. 
 
    “I’m not giving her to Dominick,” Eric added. “Or Sam. Or Jackson. Or Shaffer, Kade, Bennet, Grimsley, Mistress Hardwick, Eamon. In fact, I can’t think of a single person in this entire resort whom I would feel comfortable putting in charge of her.” 
 
    “You can’t think of anyone,” Marshall echoed again. 
 
    Rubbing his mouth, Eric shifted in his chair. “Like I said, don’t read too much into it,” he said again, even knowing such was likely already a lost cause. “But no. No, I can’t.” 
 
    “Win is not a guest, Eric,” Marshall said slowly. 
 
    “No, I know. I…” He stopped just shy of saying he wasn’t treating her like a guest. He wasn’t. The uncomfortable things he was starting to feel whenever he got close to her, he’d never felt toward any guest he’d yet met. “I know,” he insisted. 
 
    “I’ll tell Dominick to keep an extra close eye—” 
 
    “She doesn’t go down there without me,” Eric stubbornly repeated. “She doesn’t go to the Mermaid Lagoon without me, or the Primal Pit, or the fantasy rooms—I don’t want her anywhere near the Gorean slave quarters. She’s too… Little,” he finished lamely. 
 
    Marshall stared him down, his face a mask. One would have to know him very well to hear the rapid-fire questions bouncing through the man’s mind. Eric could hear them. Mostly because the same questions had been bouncing through his own head from the moment he half-assedly decided he had to have this talk.  
 
    “Eric,” he said, softening his tone. “She is not—” 
 
    “I’m a dick, all right?” Eric announced, too exasperated to mean the humor his involuntary laugh suggested. “I don’t want her going down there. Can she do the work? Yes, she can: I have no reservations about that. She would do it fast, she would do it well, she would do it doggedly, without stopping for lunch, dinner, breaks, or sleep, until she either finished the assignment or someone physically makes her stop. Or she gets lured away.” As much as he didn’t want to give voice to them, his fears came tumbling out. “Chelsea was nearly raped down there. We’ve seen them so many times on a daily basis, we’re all too jaded to realize just how many ‘shinies’ there are in every corner of this place, but Win’ll find them.” 
 
    Marshall tipped his head. “Shinies?” 
 
    “The implements, the equipment, the people,” Eric snapped. “All those shiny new things that she’s never seen before and may never see again. It’s all so wondrous and alluring, she can’t help but look and touch and say things that would make a seasoned submissive think twice, but really, she’s got no idea.” Launching himself to the very edge of his chair, Eric tried not to growl or show how sick to his stomach he felt just having to say all this out loud. “She is too innocent for this place, and I…” He stopped before he did something stupid, like admit how impossibly drawn to her he was. Marshall probably had a file on all the women he’d been ‘drawn’ to in the past, but dammit, this was different. This was so damn different, he couldn’t even begin to express it. 
 
    “Dom is very good at what he does,” Marshall said gently. “He would never let anything happen to her.” 
 
    “Dom scared the piss out of Kaylee the first time she met him,” Eric replied, fighting to sound reasonable instead of desperate. “Plus, I’ve seen his roster. He’s got at least three private play sessions a day from now until Christmas. He doesn’t have the time or the inclination to stand over her every minute that she’s down there. Especially not when in the first five minutes of meeting her, he’s going to know what I knew in two. She belongs in this place. I can see the Little inside her—” 
 
    “Or maybe you just want to.” 
 
    “If you’d spent half the time that I have with her, you would understand. Or maybe not.” Eric shrugged. “I barely understand what I’m trying to say, but I do know this: if Dominick puts her on a Sybian, I’ll kill him. If he puts a plug up her ass, with or without the hot pepper oil to add that little extra something-something, I’ll really kill him. And if he so much as breathes in her direction with that whip in his hand, I’ll motherfucking kill him and, yes, I am very well aware the man is three times my size. It will absolutely go badly for me, but I will do it anyway.”  
 
    Spreading his hands, helpless to explain it any better than that, Eric said simply, “The Nursery is going to need another Daddy tomorrow. Win doesn’t leave my sight in this place. Not until she’s learned some street-smarts about it and the lifestyle. At least enough for her to stop giving off those ‘top me’ vibes with every look she gives or word she speaks.” 
 
    Marshall was still standing there, silently stunned, when Eric got up and walked out.  
 
    He half expected to get called back, but Marshall didn’t chase after him. All the way down the hall to the balcony staircase, he expected his cellphone to go off or to get that ‘you want to give me ultimatums, jackass, you’re fired’ text, but it never came.  
 
    In fact, he made it all the way back to the cafeteria, where he grabbed a plate, piled it high with shrimp scampi, steak and lobster tails, and then made his way through the boisterous crowd of laughing, costumed guests to the Masters’ private dining room without security showing up to escort him off the property or anything bad happening at all. It was enough to make him stop where he was, to look around him, and even relax a little. He breathed in, and he actually felt as if an elephantine weight were lifting off his chest as he did it. 
 
    He didn’t understand it, but it felt good. After a long, long time, life was getting back to normal. And not just life since the bombing, but before that too. Years and years before it.  
 
    It did his heart good to see this many people filling up the dining hall again. He thought he even spotted his brother, Everett, at a private table with a cute little brunette listening raptly to his every word. 
 
    He wished Everett luck with that. 
 
    He wished himself luck, too, because now that he was again this close to Win, his whole body was energizing. It felt new, exciting. Just laying his hand on the door latch felt electrifying.  
 
    Slightly less electrifying was yanking the door open to find Jackson, Sam, Dominick, and Reeve all waiting for him with empty plates, half-full cups of coffee, and the same grim look on all four of their faces. 
 
    Jackson’s fluffle of bunnies were nowhere to be seen, and neither was Win. 
 
    Chairs creaked as both Jackson and Kade folded their arms and leaned back in near mirror images of disapproval. 
 
    “All right,” Eric said, already certain he wasn’t going to like this. “Where’s Win?” 
 
    “I put her and her supper in her room for the night,” Jackson told him. “Same as my group, just as we all agreed to do when we realized there was no avoiding having outsiders in the Castle during business hours.” 
 
    “You may as well come and sit down,” Sam added, and Dominick helpfully kicked out a chair for him on Eric’s side of the table. A far more appealing option would have been flaying the skin off his own back, but as if he could read Eric’s mind, Sam tsked and said, “You may as well sit. Marshall called. You’re not getting out of this until we’ve had a word.” 
 
    “Welcome to your intervention,” Reeve added, with a tight half-smile of his own. “Frankly, I think it’s a little early for this. Women strike your fancy all the time.” 
 
    “Did you really say you were going to motherfucking kill me?” Dominick drawled, his dark eyes spearing Eric to the floor. 
 
    Reeve’s eyebrows shot up toward his bangs. “You didn’t.” 
 
    “I did,” Eric reluctantly admitted. “Although to be fair, I also said I doubted it would go well for me.” 
 
    “And here I only thought I was done working for today. My little darling,” Dominick said with toothy fondness, “I will pull out all the stops for you.” 
 
    “Why would you go after Dom?” Reeve asked, laughing in his surprise. “No offense; I love you, man, but in that fight, my money goes on the Dungeon Master.” 
 
    Eric didn’t want to answer that. He had no idea how to answer that. 
 
    Dominick’s smile became that much toothier. “Because Marshall wants me to take charge of his babygirl.” 
 
    “She’s not my babygirl,” Eric huffed, but that both felt and tasted like a lie. Just having to defend himself pricked his sleepy temper. “And like you should even care. You don’t have the patience for Littles, and you know it.” 
 
    “She’s not a Little,” Jackson interrupted, pricking Eric’s temper all over again. “She’s an electrician, and she’s here to do a job.” 
 
    “Fine.” Appetite gone, Eric set his plate on the table, but he didn’t sit down and he had no intention of joining his friends. In fact, it was everything he could do right now just to remember they were his friends. “She’s a contract laborer. She’s not a guest. She’s here to work, and then she’s leaving again as soon as she’s done. But not one of you knows her as well as I do, and—” 
 
    “You’ve known her two days,” Jackson said flatly. 
 
    Now Eric’s temper really did rear its head, burning up through his chest and into his temples. He stared at Jackson for a full count of ten before shifting his gaze to Sam. Softly and evenly, he said, “You knew Hannah one day, and then you signed a slave contract with her and moved her into the little house you shared with Marshall and five other Doms who’d never met her before in their lives.” He turned on Dom next. “You knew Maddy less than a week, and you”—he pinned his best friend, Reeve, with an equally angry stare—“you knew Sandy for a weekend. You,” he said, finally coming back to Jackson, “have worked here long enough to know if it took any one of us two hours, much less two days, to get into a submissive’s head, we wouldn’t have jobs anymore because we’d be incompetent. Win is a submissive with a very innocent Little side. She doesn’t have a clue when it comes to this place and its hidden dangers. And, bitch,” he turned to Dominick again, “you go anywhere near her, and I’ll be the one pulling out my stops for you.” 
 
    Eric made every guest at the table nearest the Masters’ private dining room jump when he slammed out the door, sending it crashing into the wall. He hadn’t meant to do that. He wasn’t an angry man by nature and never had been. So as badly as he wanted in that moment to see Win, if for no other reason than so he’d know she was all right, he couldn’t. Not in this mood. 
 
    He hit the gym instead, and for the next hour, beat his frustrations out on a punching bag until the sweat poured from his body, his knuckles were red and raw, and his temper, thank God, was finally expended. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Nine 
 
      
 
    Win lay on her stomach in bed, feet kicking back and forth behind her as she thumbed through the store catalog she’d swiped from her dresser drawer. She’d gone through the costumes and, holy shitballs, were there a lot of skimpy outfits pictured in that booklet. It was the biggest section of the Castle catalog and that wasn’t even everything, because when she’d got to the end of the costumes, it read: “We proudly offer something for every kink and preference. Visit us in Wardrobe anytime between the hours of 6 a.m. and midnight.” 
 
    Unless, of course, a person wasn’t a guest. In which case they were stuck in their room. 
 
    Sighing, she flipped through the bondage section next. That was almost half as thick as the costume section, and culminated in a history lesson on the different types of rigging styles, a listing of all the bondage books the Castle store carried, and an ad for a two-hour rope class offered in the 101 room every Tuesday and Saturday afternoon. There was also a brief section of color photographs of both women and men artfully tied up in red and black ropes. Some were simple, some were intricate. She admired them, but none got her half as appalled or turned on as the dual front and back photo of a woman hogtied on her stomach in black leather restraints, wearing nothing but a green jeweled butt plug and a hood that forced her mouth open in a ready ‘O’. She had two red stripes across her ass, another directly across her swollen, jutting nipples, and it was shameful, just scintillatingly shameful, how uncomfortably aroused it made her.  
 
    She was practically in that position right now, Win thought, fighting hard to pretend her pussy didn’t flood hotter and throb hard the longer she stared at that photo. 
 
    Was that even comfortable? 
 
    Laying the catalog open on the bedspread before her, she reached back to grab her own ankles, which admittedly did feel better once she relaxed enough to let her knees spread wide apart. Her back and shoulders felt the strain, but it wasn’t half as unpleasant as she, perhaps, should have found it. 
 
    Letting go of her ankles, she snapped her knees together and quickly flipped through several more pages so as not to let herself get caught up in any more bon—oh dear God, a woman was fucking a man with a strap-on! Her jaw dropped, and her eyes bugged. With far more curiosity that she cared to admit to, she flipped through page after slow page of different strap-on styles, penis shapes, colors, textures and sizes, and finally culminated in a half-page promotion for another class offered by private reservation only on the art of rimming, prostrate massage, and pegging for fun and punishment. 
 
    The catalog was both horrible and intriguing, informational and pornographic, and Win flipped from pegging to dildos to anal toys, to his and hers lubricants that did everything from making bigger, harder, longer-lasting erections to burning, cooling, and tingling the naughty bits. 
 
    Hers were tingling already as she read the descriptions and either mentally consented to maybe try that someday or cringed. It was more than a little shocking, the sheer quantity of things that made her cringe, but not because they frightened her. 
 
    Was that a fucking machine? 
 
    It was. A motorized machine and immobilizing stock combination unit that could be adjusted to fit any size submissive on hands and knees, with an optional rod for the addition of a vibrating wand, and another that allowed for dual penetration. Available for purchase and free shipping at the store, but also available to sample (at no further cost apart from the purchase of whatever dildo was used) in the dungeon upon reservation. 
 
    A sharp knock at the door startled Win so badly, she not only threw the catalog under her pillow, but she leapt off the bed, her face burning hot with shame. It was like being caught masturbating, instead of reading something as—well, nothing in that catalog had been innocent, but still, it was just a catalog. 
 
    Patting her face with her hands and hoping she wasn’t as red as she felt, she went to answer the door.  
 
    She expected Eric, who’d forced her to stop working so he could take her to dinner and then vanished on her. Or maybe Jackson, the burly security guard who’d dropped his bunnies off in their respective rooms before bringing her back here. He’d even taken the time to unlock and hold her door open for her before saying, “Behave, young lady.” 
 
    She had full control of the locks on the inside of her door, but this was still a lot like a prison. Eric was right, though; the food and pay were better. 
 
    But when Win cracked open her door, it wasn’t Eric or Jackson who launched themselves at her, excitedly yelling, “The fireworks have started! Nance, hur—oh!” Drawing back, the startled redhead in a sapphire blue ballgown gaped at her, then laughed at her mistake and said, “Sorry! Wrong room. But yeah, the fireworks have started! You’d better hurry if you want a seat in the garden to watch!” 
 
    The woman hurried on to the next room and, after a moment, Win cracked the door wide enough to lean out into the hall. There were at least a dozen people that she could see, three on their way to the rooms, and all the rest heading back out for fun, fireworks, fresh outfits at Wardrobe, and self-heating gel to lube up their in-room fucking machines. Because, of course, everyone but her would have one. 
 
    Which was ridiculous, but now she couldn’t help but feel sorry for herself. She hadn’t really packed for all this downtime. Her usual mode was work until she was tired, sleep, then get up and do it again. She hadn’t brought a book or a laptop, her phone got a crappy signal this deep within all these stone walls, and while there was a media room downstairs, she wasn’t allowed to visit it. And now there were fireworks and she didn’t even have a window from which to watch. 
 
    She loved fireworks, dang it. 
 
    Would anyone really notice if she slipped outside amongst all those other people? 
 
    No. Oh, no. That was the same line of thinking that had got her in trouble and spanked so awfully last night. 
 
    Except last night, she’d been the only one walking around after the lights went out, and right now there were a million people out in those halls. Well… okay, three or maybe four hundred people, but how would anyone ever see her out in all that mess? She’d be super sneaky and really careful. She wouldn’t go back to work; no, she’d learned that lesson. Instead, she’d just slip out into the garden, watch the colorful fireworks display, quietly mingle with people so she wasn’t quite so alone, and then she’d come right back here and go to sleep like she was supposed to. 
 
    No one (except Eric) knew she was here, and no one (except Eric) was likely to come knocking. He hadn’t done that last night… at least, not until after she’d gotten caught and they’d called him. So long as she didn’t get caught this time, chances were very good he’d never know. 
 
    God. The allure. 
 
    But no. Not this time. She was staying right here. 
 
    Retreating back into her room, Win shut the door. And yet, her resolve lasted only until she’d walked as far as to where she’d kicked off her shoes. Then, in the time it took her to sit down on the foot of the bed, she went from sternly telling herself that she wasn’t going anywhere to very sternly telling herself she’d be quick, quiet, and back in bed reading that catalog before anyone knew she’d left it. She even put on the black buckle shoes, the ones that came with her Alice costume, as opposed to her steel-toed boots, because that was the mistake she’d made the first time. She’d stood out.  
 
    This time, she was determined to blend in so she’d get away with it better. She even put her hair up in pigtails before she grabbed her keycard and slipped out the door. After that, her disobedience was as easy as following the herd. Head down to avoid the hidden cameras she now knew were functioning just fine, she migrated along with everyone else through the labyrinthine twists of the Castle corridors to the main floor, where the single-direction flow split into all different directions. 
 
    Some went through the massive Dungeon door she’d been forbidden on pain of certain pain not to venture through. Others went toward the cafeteria, and the first group she fell into pace behind took her straight to the media room. So, now she knew where that was. 
 
    The second group she followed knew right where she wanted to go and the next thing she knew, she was outside in the shadowy darkness of a massive garden. Walkway lights snaked around the edges of maze-like hedges and flowerbeds, and bursts of bright fireworks boomed overhead, lighting up the grounds. 
 
    That first booming pop caught her in its shimmering light before she even made it to the bottom of the stone steps. A sharp moan and gasp, punctuated by the unmistakable wet fleshy slapping of rigorous sex, immediately stole her attention from the sky. The laughing, giggling herd she’d been following moved on without her and, lured by sex noises, Win found herself leaving the main path to follow a dimly lit garden trail through the tall hedges until the brush suddenly opened up into a clearing where a group of naked men and one woman with a strap-on were taking turns with a submissive locked in old-fashioned wooden stocks. 
 
    A shimmering burst of fireworks lit them up in sparkles of blue and white just as the man currently at bat finished. His final vigorous thrust rammed into her hard enough to shake the stocks and then he withdrew, arching a spray of glistening fluid all the way up onto her back. He gave the captured woman a sharp slap on the ass before stepping aside so another could take his place.  
 
    Either the submissive was already raw or from his very first thrust he went in an unexpected hole, because the woman stiffened with a shout of lust and discomfort.  
 
    “Take it,” a man to the side of her said, stroking his high-standing cock. “Tell me how much you want it.” 
 
    Win jumped at the next loud firework pop, her heart hammering in her chest as they all lit up in flickers of red. 
 
    “I love it!” the submissive cried, the pain in her voice already easing back into pleasure as she was ridden hard for the joy of another. “Please… oh please!” 
 
    “No. You come for me and no one else,” the man said, reaching under the stocks to cup her naked breasts. 
 
    Win’s nipples tightened. Her sex thrummed, her own thighs feeling that other women’s strain as she stood frozen on the path, swearing she could feel the rigorous force with which that man pounded against his captive’s ass.  
 
    She’d never seen anything like this. 
 
    She couldn’t believe she was just standing here, watching. Aching in all the right places, her whole body shivering with the taboo of what she was doing. And what she suddenly found herself wanting.  
 
    As intent as she was on watching the show, she barely realized a naked man was sidling up beside her until she felt the heat of his hand clamp onto the back of her neck. Startled, she jerked back, but his grip stayed on her neck. He yanked her into his bare chest. Horrified to find her hand suddenly touching a nipple ring, she shoved back, but now he was pushing down, applying force on the back of her neck meant to push her to her knees. 
 
    “Suck, fluffer,” he said in a low growl. “Get me ready. I’m next.” 
 
    Clawing at his restraining hand, Win broke free, but her involuntary jump back was thwarted when she crashed into another naked chest. Seized in a bear hug, her arms were pinned. As scared now as she was surprised, she couldn’t even scream. 
 
    “What’s this?” the new man laughed, spinning her out of the mouth of the clearing and back into the darkness behind the hedges. “Did someone lose her Daddy?” 
 
    Win sucked in a frightened breath, but before she could think what to do, the man turned her loose. 
 
    “I’m a Castle Master,” he said, low and for her ears only. Then he pointed, aiming her back down the garden path from which she’d come. “Unless you want to be next, you’d best get go find your Dom.” 
 
    She didn’t need to be told twice. She ran down the narrow hedge trail, nearly colliding with a leashed woman in a kitty costume. The Dominatrix walking her grabbed her startled kitten close. “Hey,” she said sharply, but Win didn’t stay to be scolded. 
 
    She tore through the garden, up the same steps to the same door she’d wandered out of only a few minutes before. Heaving it open, she dodged between two skirts, glancing back over her shoulder to see if she was being chased, and promptly smashed into a living, breathing wall of muscle. 
 
    She almost knocked them both to the ground, but he caught her. 
 
    “Are you okay?” exclaimed a scarred blonde woman in a Cinderella ballgown. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she panted, desperately twisting to see behind her. “I-I don’t think they’re ch-chasing…” Turning to face her rescuer for the first time, Win froze when she recognized him. 
 
    Master Jackson, Chief of Security, took one look at her and his already grim face melted into a frown. 
 
    Caught. 
 
    Crap. 
 
    Letting go of her arms, his hands went to his hips and every nuance of his glower became an even sterner ‘what-am-I-going-to-do-with-you’ glare. 
 
    Deflating, Win couldn’t think of a single thing to say. Deflating even more, she sighed and then offered him her ear. 
 
    Without so much as an “I’ll be right back,” to his puzzled companion, Master Jackson took firm pinching hold of Win’s lobe and up on tiptoes she went, wincing and hissing soft ows under her breath as she was dragged off down the hall and upstairs to Master Marshall’s office. 
 
    “Sit,” he ordered, pointing at the hard wooden bench that made up the reigning Master’s waiting area. 
 
    She sat, in the same spot. Which was ironic, really. The whole reason she was here was so she’d might someday have a place she could come back to again and again. Had she known it was going to be this bench, she’d have brought a pillow. 
 
    The chief of security went into the office, leaving her out in the hall for everyone to stare at and whisper about as they passed on their way to doing whatever fun stuff she wasn’t allowed to know about. Which sucked, but at the same time, what was her problem? Why was she doing this? She’d gone her whole life without knowing about this place, and never had she spent so much time focusing on weird, unusual, curious sex practices. Eventually (at this point, probably sooner rather than later) she was going to leave, and she probably wouldn’t think about it… much… once she was on whatever job she managed to secure next. 
 
    If there was a next job. 
 
    Why she doing everything in her power to screw this up? 
 
    Elbows on her knees, she buried her face in her hands. It was all she could do not to cry. She wished Eric was here. 
 
    Now she knew this place was messing with her head. Considering his favorite form of punishment, having him here ought to be the last thing she should want. 
 
    Hard steps on stone floors penetrated her thoughts a bare instant before a pair of men’s boots walked up to her and stopped. Cringing, she looked up. Something told her she shouldn’t be half as relieved as she was to find Master Marshall’s icy glare frowning back at her instead of Eric’s. 
 
    “And here we are again,” the head Master said. “What am I going to do with you, I wonder.” 
 
    Give her another chance, was Win’s first desperate thought, but she doubted it would happen.  
 
    “Fire me,” she muttered, because really, that was what she deserved, wasn’t it? What was she on now, her third chance from this man? Fourth chances weren’t a thing for a reason. She ought to just face it and get it over with. As badly as she wanted the work—not to mention the paycheck, because… her spot, dammit. Her spot!—she just wasn’t cut out for the kind of temptation this place kept throwing at her. Especially not when it was followed by these sorts of rules. 
 
    And rules were followed by discipline. 
 
    And Eric was probably going to show up here with Daddy’s Little Helper in his hand, and all she wanted to do right now was curl up in Daddy’s lap and just be held for a minute. 
 
    And why couldn’t that follow breaking the rules instead? 
 
    And great, now she was calling him Daddy in her head. 
 
    “Is that what you think I should do?” Marshall asked, hands on his hips as he studied her with that terrible unblinking, scolding stare that so many of the guys here had. The kind that ripped right through a girl and made the pit of her stomach feel just awful. 
 
    Win rubbed her stomach, willing the feeling to go away, and helpless to think of any way to answer his waiting question except by just agreeing. How much easier it would be to retreat into ‘I don’t know’ or a wordless shrug of her shoulders, but there was no escaping that she’d known better. She’d done everything in her power not to get caught… except, of course, not getting caught. She was in the wrong and she knew it. 
 
    “Look at me,” Marshall commanded, his tone hardening. 
 
    She didn’t want to but, pushing on her stomach to stop it from twisting, she made herself obey. 
 
    Slowly, Marshall came down to her level, hands clasped between his knees as he squatted before her, studying her. He looked at her hair, her dress, her hands—pushing as they were against the unhappy churning in her gut. Very softly, he asked, “Does your tummy hurt?” 
 
    Embarrassed now as well as unhappy, she shook her head. “No, I just don’t like this feeling.” 
 
    “Understandable.” He looked her over again before, eyes narrowing speculatively, he said, “If I could do one thing—”  
 
    “Hold it!” came a familiar bellow from down the hall.  
 
    Eric. 
 
    Daddy. 
 
    It was amazing, the level of comfort and relief that swept her just at the sound of his voice. But that relief didn’t last any longer than it took her to spot him ducking past thin groups of guests as he came jogging up the hall.  
 
    He was wearing shoes and his pants were completely buttoned this time, but he was shirtless, covered in a fine sheen of sweat, and the thought she had that shattered her joy at seeing him: Just whom had she dragged him away from? Which monkey had been climbing her Daddy, working him up while she’d been stuck in her room with nothing to do but want? Desperately. Every raw and ravaged part of her body torturing her with things she couldn’t have. 
 
    Just like she was torturing herself now, because honestly, he wasn’t hers. She had no business feeling this way. 
 
    Ripping her gaze away, she made herself look anywhere else, but the flames of her jealousy weren’t just lit. They were blazing. She’d never, ever been so covetous of anyone or anything in her life, but that didn’t stop her from feeling this way. She didn’t just feel it, either. It was eating at her insides, taking brutal, killer bites out of her soul and leaving massive, ugly, pain-filled holes where she couldn’t help but feel every nuance of the resulting ugliness. It rose up like tears in her chest, forcing her to swallow hard to keep them down. She choked on them instead, finding it impossible just to breathe, much less to breathe slow and easy. 
 
    “Where did he find her?” Eric asked incredulously, once he was close enough not to have to shout. He panted, winded. 
 
    If he came any closer to her, she was going to choke him out. 
 
    “Coming in from the garden,” Marshall said, rising to stand once more. 
 
    Seething inside, Win squirmed to keep her irrational anger contained, but every second she spent on this bench now felt like sitting on needles.  
 
    She couldn’t handle this. 
 
    Jumping up, she slapped his hand away when Eric tried to catch hold of her arm. But instead of winning her escape, he only grabbed her again, yanking her sharply around and hauling her right up next to him.  
 
    “Really?” he said, eyebrows arched, no longer smiling the way he had been coming down the hall. “Is this the game we’re going to play now?” 
 
    Game? Stung all over again, she grabbed his wrist and would have thrown the world’s biggest fit, yanking until he had no choice but to let her go, except she accidentally caught sight of his hand. His fingers were bruised, his knuckles red and swollen against her skin. Two were dressed in Band-Aids and that stunned the hurt right out of her. 
 
    “What happened?” she cried, grabbing his wrist. 
 
    “I was going ten rounds with a punching bag,” he sniped. “If you think you’re going to change the subject that easily, think again. What were you doing out in the garden? And if you pull away from me again, I’ll bare your ass right here in the hallway and I don’t care who sees it.” 
 
    He was sweaty because he’d been working out, not because he’d been playing with the monkeys? Really? 
 
    Now she really was ashamed of herself. 
 
    “All right,” Eric said, when she slunk back a step, bowing her head instead of answering. “I guess we’re doing this the hard way.” When he held out his hand, she looked at it. “Panties,” he said expectantly. “Take them off right now. You don’t get to wear them anymore. You’ve lost the privilege.” 
 
    Her eyes got huge, but just that fast, she went from feeling guilty, jealous and awful, to intensely hot and bothered. It was like standing out in the garden all over again, watching those people take turns with the woman in the stocks. Or like lying on the bondage bed in her room, flipping through the catalog, picking out the things she wouldn’t mind having done to her. 
 
    “Wearing panties is a privilege?” She looked from Eric to Jackson, just now coming out of the office, and then to Master Marshall, who shrugged. 
 
    “I just work here, apparently.” 
 
    The longer she stood there, trying to process this new punishment, the higher Eric’s eyebrows arched. “I will put you in a diaper,” he warned. His tone turning low and threatening, he added, “And I can also make you use it.” 
 
    A trio of leather lingerie-clad women passing by got to witness just how fast she got her hands up under her too-short skirt and yanked her own panties down. She wadded them up in a tight little ball, as if the smaller they got, the less they might exist. Except that wasn’t how physics worked, and they didn’t stay crumpled or small once she released them into his waiting palm. 
 
    Clamping his hand onto the back of her neck, he took her into Marshall’s office, where the panties were promptly tossed into the nearest garbage can. 
 
    “Nope,” he said when she tried to protest. “You’re all done.” 
 
    All done? What did that even mean, and why was she letting him drag her up to this big wooden wardrobe as if she was perfectly okay with whatever he wanted to do? 
 
    If she had half a spine, she’d grab her underwear back again, tell Marshall she wanted a check for labor already done, and walk out of—shitballs… Win blinked, her jaw dropping in reluctant fascination as Eric opened up the wardrobe, revealing a wide display of spanking implements and bondage paraphernalia. She saw gags, dildos, butt plugs, nipple clamps, restraints, and devices she recognized as suction pumps, although she wasn’t at all sure she wanted to know why or how they’d be used. 
 
    Snagging a sealed plastic package out of an inside drawer, he ripped it open, tossed the wrapper in the garbage too, then grabbed her wrist and clapped a cuff onto it. Oh dear God, he’d put a child’s wrist leash on her arm. The other end, he clipped to his belt. 
 
    “If you’re going to wander, then I’m going to keep a closer eye on you,” he said.  
 
    The leash was bright blue with a slinky-like tether that linked them together. She stared at it, feeling all of three-inches tall while he grabbed two clips, closed up the wardrobe again and headed for the desk. The tether stretched out to about six feet before it hit its end.  
 
    When it did, Eric looked down at his belt first, and then at her. “Do we need to make a rule: If the tether breaks, the belt comes off?” 
 
    She felt silly, scolded, and oddly nowhere near as insulted by this as perhaps she ought to have been. It actually felt kind of comforting in a weird way that she wasn’t entirely sure she wanted to examine too closely. 
 
    She stepped in close enough for the tether to go slack again. 
 
    Stealing a paper from Marshall’s desk, Eric found a black felt marker and took a moment before scrawling, ‘I don’t stay where I’m told.’ 
 
    “Turn around,” he said, capping the marker.  
 
    Shoulders sagging, she gave him her back and wilted with each clip that he used to attach that note to the collar of her dress. 
 
    “Now, we’re going to play a game.” 
 
    She had a sinking feeling she wasn’t going to find his game very fun. 
 
    “We’re going to play Roaming Corner Time.” 
 
    Yup. She’d called it. 
 
    Standing in the doorway, Master Jackson bowed his head to cover his eyes; Master Marshall had his hand covering his mouth while he watched it all unfold.  
 
    “Since you have proven you can’t be trusted to be where you’re supposed to be,” Eric continued, putting the marker back where he’d found it, “I am now going to be staying in your room with you for the remainder of your visit.” 
 
    Win’s heart fluttered and her pussy pulsed hot and hard. Her face flushed. She refused to look in case he hadn’t yet noticed, but she was pretty sure her nipples had just tightened into very prominent peaks. 
 
    “So, this is what is going to happen,” Eric said, sitting down on the edge of Marshall’s desk so he could address her sternly. “We’re going to go upstairs to my room so I can grab a few things, and it’s going to take us some time because we’re going to pause at every corner we pass long enough for you to put your nose in it for two full minutes. If you fuss, if you refuse, if I don’t think you’re taking it at all seriously from here all the way to my apartment, then I am going to add a punishment. Frankly, I don’t know what that is going to be. Nose hooks, maybe.” 
 
    Her eyes got huge. N-nose… hooks? 
 
    “Hot sauce on the clitty. Hot sauce butt plug. Maybe I’ll just strip you down to nothing but a diaper and binky, and make you crawl all the way back to your apartment, putting you straight to bed as soon as we get there. Jury’s still out on whether or not I’ll spank you first.” 
 
    “Do I get a vote?” 
 
    He inclined his head in a nod. “Sure.” 
 
    “Please don’t.” She winced. Not that she didn’t deserve it—maybe—but he spanked way too hard and for way too long. The last thing she wanted was to be back over his knee for another round with Daddy’s Little Helper before bed. 
 
    He nodded again. “Spanking it is.” 
 
    She groaned. 
 
    Crap. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Ten 
 
      
 
    There were eight corners from Marshall’s office to Eric’s room, and true to his word, he made her stop all eight times, put her hands on top of her head, face the joining of the walls, and stand there. Like an idiot. Or a disagreeable child, one who only got more disagreeable as time went on, because this was the most boring punishment on the face of the planet. 
 
    It wasn’t even over when they got to his room, because he immediately stuck her in another corner while he disappeared in the back somewhere to put on a shirt—white, long-sleeved, the same as any other Daddy shirt he’d worn down in the Nursery. He even took the time to button the wrist cuffs, throw some clothes and toiletries into an overnight bag and then grabbed another bag from the coat closet near her. Then back downstairs they went, with her pausing at all those same eight corners she’d already studied far longer than any human ought to be subjected to, until finally they arrived back in the main hallway on the second floor. From there, she got to experience all the joys and wonders of a whole new set of corners. 
 
    There was a reason this was a punishment. 
 
    She began to grade them. 
 
    The two minutes she spent in the corner of the room marked 101 Flogging was the most interesting, with a conference of sorts going on inside. Now and then, she heard talking amidst the rhythmic sheet-snapping sounds. Through the closed door, she got maybe one word in ten, but trying to figure out what was going on in there did distract her from the boredom. On a scale from one to ten, that corner got an eight. 
 
    Which was a marked improvement from all the other corners in the residential wings Eric took her through on their way back to her room. Those corners were gray stone blocks, with gray gritty mortar, few pictures, statues, passersby, or anything that could be used as a distraction from the painfully slow passage of time that occurred once she put her face up to the wall. Literally, all she could do in those places was count the speckles in the rocks. Corners with interesting speckles were graded a three. Corners without, got a two or less.  
 
    By the time she reached her room, she was a corner freaking connoisseur. Which was how she knew with certainty that of all the corners in both her bedroom and bathroom combined, the corner that Daddy promptly stuck her in was the worst, most boring of the lot. It was the one right inside the door, where there was nothing. No window, nowhere near enough light to see the speckles much less to count them, and nothing to do except stand there, her hands on her head, listening as he moved around the room, unpacking his clothes into the bottommost dresser drawer, moving his toiletries into the bathroom, setting that heavy bag he’d brought from his own coat closet on top of the dresser, where it settled with the most ominous clatter of wood and metal bumping together. 
 
    He took his time getting all settled in, with her wanting nothing more than for this hellish waiting to be over. Eventually he must have run out of things to put away. That was when he took a seat on the foot of her bed, unbuttoned the cuffs of the shirt he’d put on and calmly rolled his sleeves up past his elbows. 
 
    “All right,” he said, perfectly reasonable sounding, when she knew for a fact that he was getting ready to spank her again. “Come here.” 
 
    She’d give anything if only she could live safe in this corner for the rest of her life.  
 
    Win turned slowly, only just resisting the urge to reach back and give her bottom a rueful, apologetic rub. Now. While she could still bear to touch it. In very small steps, she went to him. 
 
    “Do you need to use the bathroom?” he asked. 
 
    A flush of embarrassment touched her cheeks as she shook her head. 
 
    “Would you like to go over to my play bag and bring me the Ziploc bag of lubricants?” 
 
    Although posed as a question, something told her that wasn’t a request she had the option of refusing. 
 
    Lubricants. Her stomach instantly both knotted and warmed, that honeyed flow spreading down into her suddenly shaky legs. She clenched, but it was hard to clench and walk even as far as the dresser. Not if she wanted to look casual and unconcerned. Like she brought guys who were making themselves comfortable on her bed bottles of lubricant all the time. 
 
    Her trembling hand betrayed the lie when she reached for the zipper to open up that mysterious duffel bag. Play bag, he’d called it. She could immediately see why. All the same sorts of things that Master Marshall had in his massive wardrobe were in this bag, only on a smaller scale. There were neat bundles of red ropes, black leather restraints linked by clips and chains, and softer pink faux fur-lined cuffs with Velcro buckles. There were paddles too—two wooden ones, one big and one hand-sized; two leather ones, again, one bigger and one no wider or longer than his open palm; and one made out of some kind of clear plastic, with holes drilled in the flat business end. And yeah, it looked like it meant business. 
 
    She had to dig down past all that stuff, past the vibrating wand with its cord neatly wrapped around it. Past the brand-new packages of dildoes, vibrators, butt plugs, binkies, sippy cups, blankets, a teddy bear, a boxed kit that read Mirage Violet Wand, and finally, she found the bag he’d asked for. When she brought it to him, he dug through the collection until he found the one that appealed to him most. When he popped the top on it, the pungent aroma of ginger reached her nose. 
 
    “Bring me three condoms from the dresser, please,” he said, recapping the oil. 
 
    Three condoms? Her pussy responded with a sharp contraction that echoed in ripples all the way up into her womb. If she wanted to say no, this was the time. And yet, she didn’t. Returning to the dresser, she pulled open that drawer of Castle-provided toys and pretended her fingers weren’t trembling from the moment she touched the box of condoms.  
 
    It was a variety pack. Flavored? Ultra-thin for his pleasure? Ultra-ribbed for hers? Intense sensations? For crying out loud, what did ‘charged’ ones do? 
 
    No. Just no. She took him the whole box and made him pick, because it was just too much responsibility, and already her nerves were ramping higher and higher, her anxiousness going through the roof as she tried to wrap her head around what was going to happen next.  
 
    He was going to put something in her, that was what was going to happen next. Her pussy wasn’t just throbbing anymore, it was singing. Her clit humming. The exhilaration of it left her shaking and scared and breathless all at once. And what was she doing except just standing there, wide-eyed and totally complicit in her own impending ravishment. 
 
    She’d never been ravished before, but this was exactly what that felt like and he hadn’t even touched her yet. 
 
    Intense sensations and two ribbed. Those were the condoms he took from the box before handing it back for her to put away.  
 
    “I’m not going to ask what you were thinking or why you decided to break the rules for a second night in a row,” Eric said, as she returned the condoms to the dresser. “I’m pretty sure I already know why. It can’t be easy having to stay cooped up in this room with no one to talk to.” 
 
    On her list of sexy conversations to have before sex, getting lectured fell somewhere towards the bottom. Hard as she tried, though, it was a struggle to get her head back out of the erotic cloud she had soared up into long enough to focus on what he was saying. 
 
    “You had very clear instructions and you could have texted me.” He paused to give her a meaningful look. “I probably would have snuck you down into the garden, staying well clear of the guests so you could watch the fireworks if you’d asked. But”—his look turned even more meaningful—“you didn’t ask. You just did it, and you got caught. Again. Which, although I know you probably haven’t considered it this way, reflects incredibly badly on me as your Master in Charge.” 
 
    Okay, she wasn’t soaring quite so high now. In fact, the erotic thrum in her nethers was diminishing as guilt moved in to tighten up the knots now reforming in her stomach. 
 
    “No,” she said softly. “I-I didn’t mean to do that.” 
 
    “I have put my job on the line for you twice,” he said, both his tone and expression walking a weird line that was neither scolding nor smiling. “I would really appreciate it if you stopped doing things that could easily get us both fired at this point. Please bring me a butt plug from the dresser.” 
 
    Her bottom clenched, an involuntary spasm that was at once equal parts anticipation and dread. It was like reading the catalog all over again, except with Eric now standing by ready to make all those ‘cringy’ fantasies she’d been harboring a reluctant reality. 
 
    She wasn’t even sure how reluctant she actually was. 
 
    Especially with him sitting right there, with lubricant and condoms in his hands. 
 
    A butt plug? She regarded the dresser as if it were a snarling Doberman and approached it just as reluctantly. Drawing the top drawer out, she stared into a sea of pre-packaged sex toys.  
 
    By now, she had been through this drawer so many times, she ought to know the contents by heart. Nothing was as neatly arranged as it had been before she got here. She supposed that was to be expected since, well… sex toys. Who wouldn’t at least look through them two or three—or more—times? Still, it was weird how the butt plugs seemed to jump out at her now that she’d been sent to get one. The different colors, sizes and materials blurred among the other brightly colored things until it was all she could see.  
 
    She reached for the smallest, a hot pink plug as long as her little finger and not much wider. She hadn’t yet fully withdrawn it from the dresser when he said, “Oh, I think you can find a bigger one than that. I’m sure if you think about it, you’ll agree you deserve something you’re going to feel.” 
 
    She was pretty sure she was going to feel whatever he put inside her no matter the size, but she dutifully put the little plug down and redirected her attention to the other sizes. 
 
    She immediately disregarded the red-ribbed plug because it wasn’t much bigger than the little pink one. She disregarded the ginormous black one too, because while grudgingly prepared to admit she did deserve something for leaving her room tonight, she didn’t think she deserved to die for it. 
 
    Choosing a silver-plated metal one with an egg-shaped base and a very narrow neck, she showed it to him. “This?” 
 
    Lazily rolling the bottle of lube back and forth between his hands, Eric glanced up from where he was sitting on the foot of her bed. “Have you done anal before?” 
 
    She held up a finger. One time. But she wasn’t sure how much it actually counted, since all her boyfriend at the time had done was push it in until there was a flash of the worst biting pain, pumped it twice, and before she was even done shouting, he’d come and that was pretty much that.  
 
    “How long ago?” Eric asked.  
 
    “A couple years,” she admitted. 
 
    “Did you enjoy it?” 
 
    “It… wasn’t as horrible as some people say,” she hedged, which was pretty much exactly what she’d thought at the time. Once he’d pulled out, the pain had died away, becoming a pulsing heat that wasn’t anywhere near as unpleasant as the start had been. She’d liked that it had lingered a little while, and it wasn’t like she’d had to sit on ice packs for the rest of the day. 
 
    “Mmhm,” Eric hummed. He both tsked, arched an eyebrow and then patted his knee. “Come here.” 
 
    He didn’t sound or even look very enthusiastic about it, which kind of killed the eroticism. “You know, if you don’t want to…” 
 
    “I do and I don’t,” he said bluntly, a twist of a smile tugging at the corners of his handsome mouth. “I don’t know many guys who actually want the first time they get intimate with a woman they care about to be for disciplinary purposes.” 
 
    He cared about her? 
 
    The eroticism returned with a nipple tightening, pussy-throbbing vengeance. 
 
    “I would much, much rather it be my cock sliding up inside you,” he said. “And inside of watching your body tense and your mouth tighten in pain, I’d rather hear you gasp and moan with the pleasure of what I’m doing, instead of the pain. Which, I promise, I am going to do my best to limit, but only to an extent. After all, when Daddy tells you to do something, my little Winona, he really does want you to do it.” 
 
    She’d never felt so aroused and so awful all at the same time. “I know.” 
 
    When he held out his hand, she passed him the butt plug so he could open that package now too. “Like I said, I understand why you did what you did, but enough is enough. Granted, you’ll have fewer opportunities to misbehave now that I’m going to be with you 24/7. But I need you to understand that when I say no, that doesn’t just mean when I’m watching you. It means all the time.” 
 
    She didn’t think it was possible to feel any worse than she already did, but the calmness of his tone and the thoroughness of his scolding proved her wrong. She felt very small. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “I know, and I appreciate that. Is there anything you’d like to say before we begin?” 
 
    Shoulders sinking, she shook her head. 
 
    “Are you going to have trouble forgiving yourself? Do you want Daddy to spank your bottom in a not fun way until you can?” 
 
    The entire surface of her bottom lit up with sparks that should have been dreadful and yet still felt exciting too. Her gaze kept wanting to slide to the butt plug in his hand, but she wouldn’t let it.  She shook her head. “No, thank you.” 
 
    “Okay, then. Take off all your clothes and bend over my knee. Daddy’s going to show you what happens when you choose not to mind.” 
 
    Her stomach both warmed and dropped, rolled and tightened. There was something so shameful and yet so erotic about having to take her clothes off in front of this man. Not just because she’d never taken her clothes off for him before, or because she barely knew him. But because he was fully dressed and not likely to change that, nor was he going to pull her into his arms, kissing, caressing, and fondling her to their mutual satisfaction. Because she’d broken the rules, forcing him into a position where now he had to, as he put it, teach her to mind. 
 
    With a butt plug. 
 
    Which he was going to put in her bottom. 
 
    “Win,” he warned. 
 
    She took her clothes off, starting with her shoes. He was already sitting on the bed and it felt wrong to plop herself down next to him even if only for long enough to pull her shoes off. So she sat on the floor, plucking the tight buckles loose until she could pull them off her feet. Those were the safest things to remove. After that, it got harder. 
 
    Standing, she peeled herself out of her costume. This was so unnervingly intimate. She bared her shoulders and then her breasts, never in her life so painstakingly aware of all her self-perceived imperfections while he just sat there, rolling that bottle of ginger oil between his hands.  
 
    He watched her as if he watched women get naked all the time, which was both aggravating and disheartening. Look at where he worked; of course he saw naked women all the time. Compared to this place, there was nothing special about her.  
 
    Her boobs were just boobs, and they weren’t even very big. Her hips, as she worked her dress down over them, dropping it to the floor so she could step out of the flouncy folds, were just hips. Her butt and thighs were probably her best features, because of climbing up and down ladders all day long. But even so, she took off the garter belt and rolled down her white stockings, counting more than her fair share of tiny little stretch marks because she’d gone from four-foot-two to four-foot-ten in her one and only major growth spurt back in the sixth grade and her skin had never forgiven her for it. 
 
    With all her clothes on the floor around her feet, she cupped her hands over her pubis and tried not to look at him, afraid of what she’d see. Not that she was unattractive. She knew she was pretty, but he was beautiful and she knew she wasn’t perfect. The longer his silence went on, the more convinced she became that he could see it, too. Every dimple. Every stretch mark. Every mole or errant freckle from too much time in the sun. 
 
    “Look at me,” Eric said softly.  
 
    Swallowing hard, she made herself look at him. 
 
    “In case I forget to tell you later,” he said. “Thank you for sharing this view with me tonight.” 
 
    Startled as she was by the near reverent sincerity in his tone, she almost didn’t recognize the thinly veiled heat in the way his gaze lovingly caressed her body, wandering the length of her, lingering a moment at her breasts, again at her navel, and then her sex, eventually coming to a rest on her feet. 
 
    “God help me,” he said, with a shake of his head. “Even your feet are pretty.” 
 
    Blooms of heat unfurled in her belly, tickling at her clit, curling up into her nipples, filtering all the way down through her legs into her silly toes. Her insecurities were no match at all against the reassurances found in a smile like his. 
 
    Win melted, and then she threw herself at him.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Eleven 
 
      
 
    Eric startled awake in pitch darkness, lying fully clothed on top of a bed with every nerve in his body braced for a fight. Snapping from his side onto his back, he scrambled for his cellphone, but his bedside table wasn’t where it should have been and neither was his phone. He fumbled, eventually found it, and the soft blue glow of the screen lit up a foreign room. It wasn’t until he heard Win’s soft, mewling whimpers from under the mound of blankets beside him that he suddenly remembered where he was and, more importantly, with whom. 
 
    “Mm,” she half hummed, half mumbled, the sound slowly ebbing the panic from his locked muscles.  
 
    This was the second time now that he’d been present while she was sleeping, and there was no getting around it, she was a talker. Well, not words, per se, but she made noises—little mumbles, mews, whimpering sighs. Perhaps because she’d fallen asleep straight after her punishment, while still mentally in a place too fragile for whatever dreams she was having. He didn’t know, but he hoped it wasn’t nightmares, because he liked the noises.  
 
    Dark and noises… that was okay. Dark and silence… that wasn’t a good combination for him. 
 
    Easing back over onto his side, he felt along the top of the soft bedspread until he found the lump of her shoulder.  
 
    “Shh,” he soothed, caressing gently through the layers so as not to wake her up. The moment she felt his touch, she rolled toward him. 
 
    He rubbed her naked back through the covers, liking it when she curled in tighter. 
 
    She also whimpered again. 
 
    “Shh,” he whispered, his own anxieties easing while she made her sleepy noises.  
 
    The blanket was a bastard of a barrier. He much would have preferred to slip his hand beneath it so he could touch her skin to skin. But he was determined to be a gentleman, which was really unlike him. In his experience, sex was what most people came here for. The BDSM, sure, that was a part of it, but people wanted the fantasy. They wanted Daddy to catch them in their naughtiness and do all those same deeply sexualized punishments that he’d done to Win last night—stripping her naked, putting her over his knee, scolding her as he worked her little bottom first with the ginger oil and then the butt plug, fucking her with it before spanking her soundly, and even holding her on his lap after it was over while she cried against his neck with her arms flung tight around him.  
 
    The only thing he hadn’t done was take her, and had she been anyone else—literally, anyone—he would have. Because that was the exchange, his reward for being Daddy. For taking the time to exert his dominance with all the skill he had in order to make their dreams that much more real. 
 
    With any other woman, he’d have worked it in as part of the punishment and they’d have accepted it as such, coming up off his knee with the plug still burning in their bottom and their clits on fire from the time he’d taken to rub it in. They’d have gone to their knees to honor Daddy’s cock before crawling into position on the bed, a willing sheath for him to satisfy his lust in any way he wanted. 
 
    He wouldn’t have been selfish. He prided himself on making sure his partners came hard and often, but with Win, it was different. She hadn’t come here looking for sex. She didn’t have a fantasy for him to live up to, and yet she had fallen into his arms just as sweetly as any submissive in this place.  
 
    She’d put herself across his knee and taken her spankings like a Little with years of practice playing opposite his Daddy Dom preferences. He had a picture of her pussy, still swollen with desire and glistening from the orgasms he’d told her to give herself, on his phone. And last night, she had sat on his lap with her back to his chest, her legs hooked over his thighs, spread impossibly wide while he bathed her clit in the fires of ginger oil and made her come in spite of it. 
 
    The war of agony and ecstasy that had played across her face had been breathtaking to watch as he edged her upon the razor of her own well-sharpened orgasm. An orgasm he refused to allow her, not until she asked for it. 
 
    Asking had been hard for her. 
 
    Asking would be her new normal with him, and that right there was the scariest thought he’d ever entertained. And that included the time he’d spent forty minutes in a jet-black hole, the prisoner of Al-Qaeda terrorists who’d have had no problem hacking his head off with a blunt machete. He knew because he hadn’t been the only prisoner in that basement and just before American troops swarmed the place, he’d heard it happen to someone else. Sitting in the blackness, listening to those screams, had been the most frightening moments of his entire life as a soldier. 
 
    Holding Win now, the room as black as that hole had been, he found himself actually entertaining thoughts every bit as terrifying as any he’d had in those forty minutes, albeit for very different reasons now. He couldn’t count the number of women he’d said goodbye to over the years and never thought twice about after they’d gone. He couldn’t for the life of him think of one he hadn’t been ready to load up on the goodbye buses with anything more than a pat on the butt or a kiss on the forehead. He’d never had one he couldn’t let go of, or felt like calling after she’d gone. He’d never slept on top of the covers for anyone, or put his own sexual release on indefinite hold because… what, was he waiting for it to feel right? This wasn’t high school. What was wrong with him? 
 
    He didn’t want Win to go, that was what.  
 
    What if she didn’t feel the same way?  
 
    For the first time in a long time, Eric felt connected to someone other than, well, Reeve, who didn’t need him anymore and hadn’t, not since he’d fallen for Sandy. No one at the Castle needed him. 
 
    Except perhaps the Littles. Littles always needed, it was what he liked most about them. 
 
    Win needed too. She was the most capable person he’d ever met, but she had a single-minded drive to do things and when that drive engaged, she became her own worst enemy very quickly and she didn’t even seem to know it.  
 
    If not for him, she wouldn’t have taken a single break or eaten lunch all day long, because she was that fixated on doing her job. Off the job, it was her curiosity that drove her, and in his opinion, that was almost worse because that’s what had lured her into the garden where something had obviously scared her and sent her running straight into Jackson.  
 
    Eric knew the gardens well, both the pleasures and the dangers. If she wanted an introduction, he was happy to arrange it, but she would definitely need a guide. 
 
    And he wanted that job. 
 
    He wanted it like he hadn’t wanted anything in years. It was shocking how possessive his feelings had grown in so short a time. In fact, possessive was a pale description for what he felt as the woman in his arms muffled another soft whimper. She twitched, her hand bumping his side. He shifted even closer, caressing her hair from her face, stroking down the slope of her back, whispering soft assurances against the shell of her ear.  
 
    He wanted her so much.  
 
    He caressed her, loving how she seemed to need to get closer still. How her little body eased when she heard his voice and responded to the touch of his skin, even in her sleep. 
 
    Because she needed him, the Daddy in him whispered. Every bit as much as he did her. 
 
    And nothing felt better than being needed. 
 
    He rubbed her back, soothing her demons with nothing more than a whispered hum and a touch of his hand, until eventually his eyes closed and sleep crept over him once more. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “Can I get you some fudge?” the red-head named Sinclair asked for the third time. “I’ve got tons of fudge. Or cake balls? Anything in the store you want, it’s yours! I can’t tell you how grateful I am to be able to plug things in and actually have them work.” 
 
    Grinning, Win screwed the last outlet plate back into place. “I’m good, thanks,” she said, although internally it was all she could do not to grab a little bag and go nuts. Maybe’s Candies was the biggest candy store she’d been to in years and it had everything, including her favorite: candy corn. Admittedly, they were closing in on Halloween, and candy corn was everywhere this time of year, but Sinclair sold it in bulk. If Win had had her wallet on her, she’d have been tempted to buy it by the pound. 
 
    “I’ll take fudge,” Eric said brightly, winking at Win when Sinclair brightened and immediately ducked into the back after the freshest batch.  
 
    Up until now, all Sinclair’s candy making had had to be done in Cook Connie’s kitchen, because no part of the candy shop had been working. Unfortunately for the red-head, Cook Connie wasn’t very good about sharing her cooking space. She also spanked if people got in her way. Fortunately for Win, it had been an easy fix. The correct wires had all been run, but no connections had been made. Since the outlets were built into the floor in the shop, rather than up the walls and into the ceiling, the hardest part of the job was pushing all the heavy glass display cases out of the way so she could unscrew the plates, connect the wires, and—voila—instant electricity.  
 
    Now came the other hard part of the job: pushing the heavy display cases back into their rightful place. This was where Eric came in handy. Plus, depending on whether he could move it by himself or if she had to help, all she had to do was stand back and watch his rippling muscles and tight ass in action. He had a fantastic body, and for a change, she got to admire it in action when he wasn’t about to spank her. 
 
    “I hate to say it,” she said, standing well out of the way while he shoved, pushed, heaved and pulled the biggest and heaviest of the three glass display cases that made up the candy shop’s checkout counter into a neat row over the electric outlets, “I’m starting to think what happened to you guys is more than just forgetfulness or incompetence on the job. I mean nobody, I don’t care how overwhelmed you are, puts an outlet back together without realizing it’s not hooked up.” 
 
    “No,” Eric agreed, promptly pinching his finger between two cases. He yanked his hand free with a curse. Shaking his hand, he paced the pain out for a few steps before adding, “You’re probably right, although I can’t for the life of me think why anyone would deliberately sabotage our repairs. Well”—he checked the damage on his injured finger, then shook it out again— “anyone other than Goodman, anyway.” 
 
    Startling, Win stared at him. “John Goodman? The county’s ex permits and licensing inspector?” 
 
    He arched his eyebrows. “You know him?” 
 
    “Everyone who works in this county knows that man, and those who haven’t have at least heard of him. You know his brother-in-law owns one of the biggest construction firms in the state, right? Used to be there was talk that the two of them had some kind of racket going.” 
 
    “Are you serious?” Eric snorted. He shook his hand out one last time. “Wouldn’t happen to be Peffly Construction, would it?” 
 
    She perked. “How’d you know?” 
 
    He stopped in the middle of pushing on the display case again. “Are you serious?” he said again, only this time he wasn’t laughing. She was still trying to figure out the significance when he abruptly went for his phone. “I don’t believe this,” he said, texting vigorously. “Nobody’s going to believe this. In fact”—he abruptly put his phone away—“forget texting. This is something that has to be said in person. Let’s go.” 
 
    “But, you asked for fudge, and we’re not yet done.” Spreading her hands, Win looked at the minor mess that was her tools scattered everywhere that she’d been working. All the things they’d taken out of the cases to lighten the weight of them had yet to be put back inside, as well as all the racks, napkins, boxes and brochures that belonged on top. The register still needed to be plugged in, a ceiling light fixture remained unattached, and there were two strips of molding by the door that she’d promised Sinclair she would hammer into place before she left. All she needed for that was a handful of finishing nails, and she was pretty sure she had some on the work trolley the porters had helpfully lugged all the way down from the Littles’ wing this morning. 
 
    Phone beeping, Eric glanced at it before frowning at her. His face darkened in warning, and her pussy pulsed instantly in the most deliciously confused way. There was no other way for her to describe it. Looks like that meant punishment, and his punishments (although often ending in orgasms) should not make her this aroused.  
 
    “If I leave you to clean up, are you going to wait right here until I get back?” he asked. 
 
    “Right here,” she promised. 
 
    “If I have to go and find you…” 
 
    “I won’t move from this spot.” 
 
    “…you won’t come for a week,” he finished. “Then I’ll spank you.” 
 
    Her bottom tingled, but it wasn’t anywhere near as dreadful as it should have been. 
 
    “I won’t go anywhere, I promise.” It had taken more than once, but she had learned that particular lesson. There was no such thing as ‘who would ever know’ at the Castle. Somebody would always know, and that meant Eric would always find out. “I will be so good,” she swore.  
 
    “And I will be right back, so don’t disappoint me.” One more hard look, and then he left. She watched him walk past the front shop window that overlooked the crowded ground-floor foyer, hurrying for the stairs that led up to the second-floor balcony. Hungry for that last look of him, Win leaned over as far as the candy displays would allow, almost pressing her forehead to the glass until she couldn’t see him anymore. 
 
    Her shoulders drooped. Threat notwithstanding, she missed him already.  
 
    It wasn’t yet noon, but already the foyer was bustling with people in all kinds of costumes—heading for the dining room, heading down into the Dungeon, coming out of the Dungeon and heading upstairs to bed, grabbing coffee from the deli bar in the media room before signing on to one of the dozens of computers for a peek at what the rest of the world was doing beyond these old stone walls. 
 
    Sighing, Win eased back down off her tiptoes and stared at her hands, resting lightly as they were on a bulk case of brightly colored M&Ms. It was ridiculous how much she liked having him with her. What in the world was she could do to when the job came to a close and she no longer had his company? This place was in rough shape now, but eventually there would come a time when there was nothing more to do, and then out into the real world she would go.  
 
    With money in her jaw, yes. But only herself in her car, driving off to destinations unknown in search of more work. 
 
    It wasn’t like she’d be working on the moon. It wasn’t like they never had to see or speak to one another again. 
 
    If they wanted to. 
 
    Would he want to? 
 
    Every word that came out of his mouth seemed geared toward... well, an ongoing relationship of some kind. It was far too early to be talking permanence, but a relationship was definitely what this felt like. Especially when he went off on one of his ‘I am Daddy, and you’d better mind me’ kicks. Which, she had to admit, were kind of hot. Once she’d got past the shock and taboo of the whole thing, she kind of liked that he made sure she didn’t skip lunches, brought her juice boxes or apple slices, and even though it aggravated her need to just get the job done, she kind of even liked it when he decided she’d done enough for one day and it was time to stop working. 
 
    It was weirdly freeing when he took over the reins like that, removing her from her own sense of responsibilities so that she could just… be. 
 
    It was different. but while it might work while they were together in this place, how would it work when she was outside of here and he wasn’t? 
 
    Sighing, she rubbed her forehead. She had too much to do to worry about that now, she supposed. Later, when the job felt closer to done, then she would find the right moment to talk to him. They could sort out all the what-ifs and maybes then. 
 
    Collecting her scattered thoughts, she raised her head, but instead of staring into her own reflection in the glass, she froze under the grim, unsmiling stare of a woman with hair just a little too blonde for eyebrows that dark. It was one of the monkeys, Eric’s Little Bit, still dressed up in that pink little girl dress that mirrored Win’s own, and with very little expression to betray what thoughts moved behind her unblinking eyes. 
 
    Were there drapes, Win would have closed them. But she doubted she could have got to them any faster than she reached the door when Little Bit suddenly decided to come inside. Win jumped for the door, but already the monkey had it open and then she was inside, marching right up to stand in front of Win, still silent, still staring, but now with less than a foot of space between them. Win had no idea how comforting that barrier of glass had been until she was without it. 
 
    The kitchen doors far behind her swished open and Sinclair bustled in, cheerfully calling, “I packaged you up a sample of every kind of fudge I—oh!” She stopped when she saw the other woman and maybe she recognized the tension in the air, because all cheerfulness wilted from her voice when she said, “Hello. I, uh… didn’t realize I had a customer.” 
 
    Little Bit barely glanced at her, not even when Sinclair slipped surreptitiously up to the register, probably already frantically pressing the security call button hidden under the counter. It would work too. Win knew because she’d fixed it, but still, while unnerved by the confrontation, she didn’t start to get scared until she realized Sinclair was unnerved too. 
 
    The corner of Little Bit’s mouth twitched—not a smile or a frown. She blinked twice, and Win caught her first glimpse of shininess in the other woman’s eyes.  
 
    “You,” Little Bit finally said, her voice weird—that too heavy, too tight, water-choked sound of someone trying to talk through a curtain of impending tears. “You took my Daddy away.” 
 
    A leaden weight dropped, cold and uncomfortable, into the pit of Win’s stomach.  
 
    “Why?” Little Bit asked, visibly losing the battle to keep back her unhappiness. “Why would you do that?” 
 
    Her shoulders hitched as she sucked in a hard breath, and like the breaking of a dam, her tears burst free in a storm of sharp gasps and a look of absolute horror at what was happening to her. Hiding her face behind her hands, she bent almost in half and then just sat down in a heap on the floor.  
 
    Horrified, partially even on Little Bit’s behalf, Win looked to Sinclair for help, but the other was busy grabbing napkins.  
 
    “Why would you do that?” Little Bit wailed, lifting her head to glare at Win with accusing, tear-filled eyes. “I’m not rich, you know. I can’t just come here whenever I want to. And it’s been closed for a long, long time. And all I wanted was to be with a daddy for a little while, and you took him from me!” 
 
    “Okay,” Sinclair soothed, dodging tools and candy clutter as she hurried down the narrow shop’s aisle with a handful of napkins. “Here, sweetie. Dry your eyes.” 
 
    Hiccupping, Little Bit obediently wiped her face and then blew her nose. She looked Win again, only this time there was no accusation, only sadness. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” Win said softly, a little surprised to find she actually was. As jealous as she’d been every time she’d seen or even thought about this woman with Eric, she had never in her wildest imaginings thought of Little Bit as anything other than a rival. There was nothing rival-ish about her now, sitting in a mess of her own tears, alternately sniffling and blowing her nose because it wouldn’t stop running. And all because she’d wanted to chase a fantasy. She didn’t want Eric. Well... not really. She wanted Daddy Eric, and only for as long as her purchased time allotment would allow.  
 
    Hugging her rolling stomach, Win watched as Sinclair dropped to sit on the floor beside her, one arm thrown over her shoulders in easy camaraderie. “Have you asked Master Marshall for a one-on-one Daddy?” 
 
    Shaking her head, Little Bit made a face. “No. I tried that once, but I kind of like going to the nursery during the days and doing my own thing at night. You know, I’m not Little all the time. Just sometimes. And it was nice having someone who got me, you know? He did it so effortlessly, it felt magical. I really liked that about him. Plus, Daddy Eric is never frowny. He’s always smiling and joking, and he gets down on the floor with you and really plays. It doesn’t feel fake with him, and I don’t get that in my real life.” 
 
    Looking from Sinclair to Win, she glanced at the tool belt around her waist. “Do you work here?” 
 
    If anything, that made Win feel worse. She hugged her arms even tighter, trying to still the twists of guilt now eating away at her insides. “Sort of.” 
 
    “Then you can have him anytime,” Little Bit whined, slapping at her skirt and kicking one buckle-shoed foot. “Can’t you let me have him for a little while?” 
 
    “Okay,” Sinclair said firmly, indicating with her eyes for Win to move away. Behind them, the door opened and two men dressed in the all black uniform of Castle Security stepped in. They hung back when Sinclair snapped up a staying hand. To Little Bit, she said, “Let’s see what we can do to make your stay better. My name’s Sinclair.” Smiling, the candy shop owner held out her hand. “What’s yours?” 
 
    Win went back to work before Little Bit could reply. She didn’t want to know the woman’s real name. She didn’t want to feel sorry for her, either. She felt bad enough as it was and she didn’t even want to feel that. Eric was hers, dammit! This wasn’t playground rules. Just because she’d seen him first, that didn’t mean Little Bit could claim him. And why should she have to share? Let the monkey get her own Daddy somewhere else! 
 
    But then, Eric wasn’t really hers, was he? Considering what she’d seen of their exchange that first day, Little Bit and Eric had a history. Did Win really, after only a few short days, have a right to end that? 
 
    Did she have a right to drop other women into heaps of tears on the candy store’s floor because Win wouldn’t let her play with her Daddy anymore? 
 
    Did she have the right to say who Eric could play with, anyway? This was his job! 
 
    No, frankly. She didn’t think she did.  
 
    Jealousy was a hard emotion to come to terms with, but the hard fact of it was she had no right to feel like this. What she had was the right to make a choice: She could either trust Eric to do what he needed to over the course of his job as a Daddy and Dominant in this fantasy resort, or she could let the ugliness of that relationship-killing emotion get the best of her. 
 
    God, she hated it when common sense took over.  
 
    Gathering her tools, Win installed the last light fixture, nailed up the missing molding, and cleaned up her space. By the time she was done, between Sinclair and the security guards, Little Bit had been convinced to pay Marshall a visit. 
 
    She walked out the door past Win, with a piece of licorice in one hand and wad of fresh tissues in the other for the tears that were still falling. 
 
    “Are you okay?” Sinclair asked once they were gone. 
 
    Trying to smile it off, Win both nodded and shrugged. “Yeah, sure. Why wouldn’t I be?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” the more experienced submissive replied. “Maybe because if I were in your shoes, I’d be finding it very hard not to be upset right now. I remember my first thoughts of this place, back when I was the independent contractor and Parker was my guide to all things Castle. Those first few days were quite the… eye opening experience.” 
 
    In the process of packing her tools on the cart, Win hesitated. “You were like me?” 
 
    “My outfit was different.” Holding up her hands, the shapely red-head gave a sedate twirl to show off her white robe. “Roman slave girl all the way, baby. Of course, I think I looked better in it back before the pregnancy but…” she shrugged, “fifteen more pounds and a little tummy toning and I’ll be good as new, I think.” 
 
    Win half smiled. “I guess we see our own imperfections better than anyone else.” 
 
    “Boy, do we ever.” Sinclair grinned, and gestured at the trolley. “Want some help with that?” 
 
    “I can probably do it by myself, but I won’t promise not to knock over any displays in the process.” 
 
    Giggling, Sinclair asked, “Where do you want it?” 
 
    “Right outside the front door. I won’t be in your way there while I wait for Da—um, Eric, I mean.” She flushed, quickly averting her eyes. 
 
    Sinclair didn’t press. Instead, she pushed while Win pulled, and together they muscled the heavy luggage cart out into the foyer. Win parked it between the door and the big shop window, within full view of the stairs so she could watch until Eric came back down.  
 
    “Let me know if you need anything,” Sinclair said, brushing her hands on her hips. She started back into her shop, then hesitated. “You know, I just want to say, I’ve known Eric for five years now. I’ve never seen him play for keeps before.” She patted Win’s shoulder. “I’m here if you should want to talk. And hey, because of you, I get to be here with all the lights on and the refrigerated case running.” 
 
    Win grinned when Sinclair laughed, and back into her store she went, leaving Win to clear off a spot on the trolley just big enough to sit down. Arms folded on her knees, she watched people come and go. The morning buses must have come, because a whole influx of new and excited people in their real-world clothes were being led through the front door by a tall, slender butler. The man had distinguished flecks of gray in his salt and pepper hair and a lethal-looking seven-switch birch clutched behind his back.  
 
    “Come along,” he called, in a tone that suggested he had little patience for dawdling. “Upstairs we go. Straight to Wardrobe. Last one to the top gets a stroke.” And he punctuated that with a stern swat to the jean-clad rump of the brunette who was last through the front doors.  
 
    Yelping, she all but ran for the stairs, starting a stampede of giggling people all eager not to be the last. Following at a more leisurely pace, the butler watched them go with the near-predatory smirk of a man who loved his job. 
 
    From here, she could see into the media room, with its bank of computers, and the coffee and deli bar with a long line of customers that stretched all the way to the door.  
 
    To the far left, she could see the Castle store with its lights still flickering overhead. The temptation to just slip in and check it out, maybe fix the lights while she was at it, itched up both her legs, but she kept her butt on the trolley and her arms folded around her knees. A girl only had to be spanked for that twice, not to mention butt-fucked with a plug lubed in ginger oil, for that particular lesson to sink in. She wasn’t budging from this spot. 
 
    “All right, you lot. March!” 
 
    Win startled when she heard the chief of security’s brusque voice. A moment later, he appeared around the corner of the wall where she was sitting. 
 
    “Go,” he ordered, pointing his fluffle of bedraggled bunnies toward the stairs. “Wardrobe, right now.” 
 
    Except he had more than just bunnies trailing along in his wake. Pointing with one hand and impatiently hustling with the other, Master Jackson looked like a traffic cop with a long line of contractors that he was trying to keep moving. Bunnies, pirates, nobles, Superman, two doctors in blue scrubs and white lab coats, and a very hairy ‘Catholic schoolgirl’ marched single-file up the stairs on their way toward Wardrobe.  
 
    “You!” Master Jackson said when he spotted her. Snapping his fingers, he gestured her into line with the rest. “March, right now. Up the stairs. You’re out of here.” 
 
    “B-but,” she stammered, “I’m not doing what I shouldn’t this time. I’m actually supposed to be here.” 
 
    “Not anymore.” 
 
    Win scrambled to her feet when he started toward her. He looked annoyed, but then, he always looked like that when he was looking at her. “But Eric told me to stay here.” 
 
    “Master Marshall wants you in his office, and he trumps Daddy.” 
 
    “But I didn’t do anything wrong this time!” she wailed. 
 
    Catching her by the ear, Jackson marched her up the stairs anyway, the last contractor in his very long line. “Wardrobe,” he ordered the others, and at the top of the stairs, they all turned left, trudging down the hall to divest themselves of their costumes. Win, however, he dragged off to the right, down the hall to, by now, Marshall’s very familiar office waiting area.  
 
    “This isn’t fair,” she said, clapping a hand to her sore ear and rubbing once he finally let go. 
 
    “Such is life,” he responded sagely, then snapped his fingers and pointed at the bench. “Sit your butt down until someone tells you otherwise. If I have to come after you, I will not be happy. And if I’m not happy, I guarantee I will make it my mission to ensure you’re not happy either.” He stabbed a finger at the bench. “Sit.” 
 
    Close to tears, Win sat. As upset as she was, she didn’t even realize she wasn’t alone on that bench until after he’d gone and there she was, shoulders hunched, hands in her lap, staring at three white-stockinged knees. Hers, and someone else’s—clad in the same Alice in Wonderland skirt which barely covered halfway down her thighs. Except that skirt was pink. 
 
    Shitballs. 
 
    Shifting her gaze, she looked at Little Bit, who sat with arms tightly folded and looking everywhere but back at Win. 
 
    Facing her lap again, Win scowled at her hands. Everywhere she went, she was sharing something with this woman. First her Daddy; now her bench. Only Win was on the wrong side of it. The wooden right arm bumped at her elbow when she should have been on the left side, which was closest to Master Marshall’s door. 
 
    Win squirmed, but the more she sat here, the more the unfairness of it all ate at her. It very quickly became more than she could swallow and, finally, with a huff, she turned back to Little Bit and said, “Excuse me?” 
 
    Arms still folded, her expression melting into supreme reluctance, Little Bit slid her a sidelong stare. “What?” 
 
    “You’re in my spot.” 
 
    Little Bit stared at her incredulously for a full three seconds before, erupting up off the bench, she let Win slide over and then flopped down again on the right side. “This isn’t The Big Bang Theory,” she grumbled, folding her arms across her chest again. 
 
    Win folded her arms too, but by God, she did it in the victory and comfort of her side of the damn bench.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Twelve 
 
      
 
    “Go after them,” Marshall said into the phone. His tone was dangerously soft, his blue eyes so electrified by the magnitude of the anger he kept so tightly leashed that, to Eric, even the air between them felt energized. “I don’t care about the money at this point, I want their asses handed to me on a god-damn platter. Failing that, I want them in prison. For the next two to ten years, I want them to live in such fear of dropping the soap that, every time they bend over, they feel me right there behind them.” 
 
    Illustrative, but awkward.  
 
    Rolling his shoulders, Eric waited quietly for Marshall to finish his conversation with the Castle lawyers so they could get back to the real meat of the morning’s problems, and that was Marshall’s hastily—in his opinion—order to remove all contractors from the premises. 
 
    Standing shoulder-to-shoulder beside him, Sam had already relayed the order to Jackson, and if Eric knew the Castle’s Chief of Security half as well as he liked to think he did, then it was not going to take him long to round them all up. Including Win, who (he hoped) was obediently waiting in the candy shop where she might not be easily spotted.  
 
    Unless Jackson got the camera crew involved. A full sweep of the Castle wouldn’t take very long. Hell, as well-trained as those boys were, they might already have found her.  
 
    And he was stuck here, waiting for Marshall to rally legal support, starting with local police and working his way right up the ladder to a Federal level to make sure all the proper necks were breathed down. At the very least, the Peffly Construction Company was finished. And if their old friend John Goodman really was involved, then heads were going to roll. 
 
    “Fine, just make it happen. I want to know every step of progress or every setback we have from now until their arrest.” Ending the call, Marshall put his cellphone down. Scowling, his rubbed his mouth and chin, smacked the top of his desk once, and then exhaled a slow, seething breath. “It’s better to know than not know,” he finally said. 
 
    “At least now we can protect ourselves,” Sam added. 
 
    “Right,” Eric added, just to make sure everyone knew he was on their side. Then he promptly redirected the focus of the conversation back to the most important issue. “You don’t really mean all the contractors, right? Just some of them. Right?” 
 
    The look Sam gave him said he wasn’t fooled. “We don’t know how many of them are on Goodman’s payroll. We could be years trying to fix the damage they’ve already done.” 
 
    “But not all of them—” Eric started to say, but Marshall cut him off. 
 
    “I ejected one group from the property last night.” 
 
    That took Eric by surprise. He hadn’t heard that. “For what?” 
 
    “Catcalls, verbal harassment—” Sam said, counting off on his fingers. “Two guys from different companies cut the power to the security cameras.” 
 
    “Another tried to corner Maddy in the Dungeon.” 
 
    Alarm flashed through Eric’s gut, but his thoughts went straight to Win. “Is she okay?” he asked, no longer smiling. 
 
    Marshall nodded. 
 
    Cautiously, Eric asked, “Is the guy okay?” 
 
    “We’ll just say no charges will be pressed on either side and leave it at that.” 
 
    “Oh shit,” Eric said. 
 
    “So yes, all contractors are going to be removed from the—” 
 
    “But the work isn’t finished,” he protested. “It isn’t even close to finished! We can’t operate out of only half a Castle. Do we even have half the Castle operational?” 
 
    “Your sub finished your entire wing in less than two days,” Marshall countered, picking up a file folder off his desk and holding it out to him.  
 
    Almost afraid to know what was inside, Eric took it. “What’s this?” Opening the folder, he stared at the new employee packet tucked into the right-hand side pocket. In the left was the confidentiality contract she’d already signed, and a completed background check. “Seriously?” 
 
    Marshall didn’t smile. “I have it on good authority that she does good work, and she does it fast. Someone”—he glanced at Sam—“convinced me that, while it might take a little longer than planned to complete our repairs, having someone we can trust doing the work might be infinitely preferable to keeping on multiple people we obviously can’t. She will, of course, need to undergo the same probationary period as everyone else, under the watchful supervision of a more experienced employee.” Marshall held Eric’s stare, one finger tapping lightly at his desk. “After that probationary period is over, however, I am going to need to have my daytime Daddy in Charge back on rotation in the Nursery. Are we agreed? Because if we’re not, Master Eric, then you and I need to sit down and discuss whether or not you have a future in this resort.” 
 
    Eric took a whole half second to think about it. “I may have some contingencies on where she is and isn’t allowed to go once she’s on her own.” 
 
    Folding his hands, Marshall leaned back in his chair. “Kaylee is not allowed to leave the Castle or walk the grounds unescorted. She may not do so because I don’t like the fact that we have blind spots outside, both in the placements of our cameras and our microphones.” 
 
    “Hannah doesn’t get to go in the Dexter rooms or the medical rooms unless I am with her,” Sam added. “She hasn’t cut herself in years, but sometimes her attraction becomes more than she can resist. It’s better, in my opinion, to remove temptation from her path.” A corner of the most seasoned Master’s mouth curled. “Plus, no one gets to make her bleed but me. You’re not the only one here with contingencies.” 
 
    “You are the only one, however,” Marshall pointed out, “who has been stupid enough to stop doing his job, all while giving me edicts. But as someone apparently said, Sam did give Hannah a slave contract after knowing her less than one day. And my… attraction to Kaylee was not what one would call a long courtship. So, sometimes that’s just how it happens. Now, yes or no. What are you going to do?” 
 
    Eric stared at the manila folder in his hands. He knew what Marshall was telling him, but ever since meeting Win, his only thoughts had been what he would do after she was gone. How he was going to maintain contact. What he was going to do with himself in the inevitable silence that would come after she’d packed up and moved on.  
 
    He honestly hadn’t expected this. He hadn’t once considered that Marshall might want to keep her on as an employee. A submissive. Another in the growing crew of Ladies of the Castle, because he already knew if he did this… if he brought her this choice, he might as well sew his heart to hers because she would never go anywhere without it. He would always be attached to her. 
 
    “I’m not going anywhere,” Eric said finally, because of all the things he was thinking, that was what he kept coming back to. 
 
    He couldn’t even begin to function outside these walls. He’d been a soldier, but that had killed him. He’d been a wanderer next, drifting from odd job to odd job, bar to bar. 
 
    Woman to woman. 
 
    He’d been a Daddy now for years, with an ever-changing sea of Little faces coming and going, but always needing. Keeping him busy. 
 
    And in the center of all that was Win, who probably didn’t need him half as much as he needed her to, but who kept him grounded. Who kept things from getting too quiet. 
 
    He couldn’t imagine his life without her in it. 
 
    That manila file folder was burning the tips of all his fingers. 
 
    Maybe he wouldn’t have to. 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    “Up!” Eric announced the second he came through Master Marshall’s door. 
 
    Win hadn’t even known he was in there, but her relief when she saw him died almost as fast as it flared to life, and suddenly, all that festering unfairness exploded out of her. She erupted off the bench. “I didn’t do anything wrong! I did exactly what you—” 
 
    She was completely unprepared for the way he came at her, grabbing the back of her neck and hauling her right up into his capturing kiss. Every thought in her head evaporated beneath the crush of his lips as he kissed her, again and again. Her head spun, her senses danced, and when his mouth at last broke from hers, she stumbled, unexpectedly unsteady on her feet.  
 
    “Um…” What was she saying? “I… I didn’t do—” 
 
    “Anything.” He pulled her in for another ardent kiss, his lips caressing hers as he said, “I know. You stayed where you were told until Jackson found you.” The heat of his hand crept up her neck along the back of her scalp, becoming a fist in her hair that slowly pulled back until she was locked in his embrace, her wide eyes trapped in the stare of his blue ones, completely unable to move. “Come with me. Daddy has something to show you.” 
 
    She shuddered, a delicious thrill rippling through her while her heartbeat throbbed in her clit. “Okay.” 
 
    Dazed, she barely saw the manila file folder he shooed at her and then swatted her with, moving her off down the hall, away from Marshall’s office and the bench where Little Bit was sitting, staring after Eric with eyes that were stunned, resentful, envious and sad all at once. She quickly looked away, but Win had already seen it and it was a look that at once killed her ardor as well as fired her jealousy and guilt.  
 
    She had to get this ugly part of her under control, she could see that now. But even as she thought it, a wave of sadness swept her. Jackson had said she was done here. All the other contractors were already gone. He’d no doubt sent her to Marshall so he could, at last, fire her for all the trouble she’d caused him. The porters were probably right now packing up all her things to load back into her van. In a few minutes, she was going to have to say goodbye to this man. 
 
    Her chest tightened so suddenly and sharply that it was damn near painful. She wasn’t prepared for this. Oh, in the back of her mind, she’d always known she was going to have to say goodbye, but what had happened to all that time she’d thought she would have? 
 
    Eric smiled, but there was no sadness in it. Nothing about him looked like a man preparing to say goodbye to anyone. They walked, the heat of his hand resting on the back of her neck in the most proprietary way. She was surprised how much she liked it. So surprised that she didn’t even realize the direction Eric was taking her wasn’t where her hotel room was. It was down the hall, around the corner, toward that locked security door to the third floor where only people who worked at the Castle were allowed to go. Eric had his master keycard out of his pocket almost before she realized he was taking her to his apartment.  
 
    As soon as he had the door open, he swatted her with the file folder again, and then with his open hand, propelled her without speaking up the stairs, until by the time they got to the top, instead of the heat of his hand resting on her neck, it was resting under her skirt on the curve of her bottom with only the thin barrier of her underwear between his skin and hers. It was startling. It was magnetic. She didn’t walk, she floated with every step she took down that hall until they reached his door.  
 
    “Remember the safeword?” he asked as he paused to unlock it. 
 
    Her heart stumbled, but the honeyed flow of anticipation in her veins only warmed that much hotter. The last time he’d asked her that, he’d applied Daddy’s Little Helper to her bare bottom until she was a sobbing mess, and yet Win wasn’t afraid. She nodded. 
 
    “No matter what or why, if you need to stop, I want you to use it.” 
 
    She nodded again, but if she wasn’t antsy about walking into his home before, she was now. Her skin tingled, especially where his palm slipped back up under her skirt to settle hot against the curve of her bottom again. He applied no pressure. He simply waited until she worked up the nerve to step through the open door he held. 
 
    His apartment was small—the front door opening up on a short entryway, with a functional kitchen to her immediate left, and a bachelor-pad living room straight ahead, brightly lit by twin windows with blinds opened up to show only a lot of sky and some treetops. A solid wall on her right separated Eric’s place from whomever lived next door. She assumed he had a bathroom and bedroom somewhere around the corner, past the kitchen, although by the looks of the blanket and pillow on the couch, he did more sleeping there than anywhere else. 
 
    “Yeah,” he said, noting the direction of her gaze. “Uh, pretend you don’t see the mess. I’ll straighten up in a minute.”  
 
    Pulling her into the kitchen, he picked her up by the waist and sat her on the counter, putting her back to the other room and giving the focus of her attention no option but to lock on him. Especially when he braced his hands on the counter to either side of her hips. Sitting up here like this, she was almost as tall as he was, and when he leaned in to her, for a moment, she was sure he was about to kiss her. She looked at his mouth, rolling her tingling lips in her eagerness. 
 
    He smiled. “Look at me.” 
 
    It took effort to drag her gaze up as far as his eyes. 
 
    “I brought you up here because Master Marshall has decided to make you an offer no one else is going to get. Before we get into that, though, I want to make you an offer too. I want you to know, one is not contingent on the other. You can accept or reject either, I won’t be mad.” 
 
    “Okay.” She sounded strangled, her racing mind leaping to all kinds of conclusions. She wasn’t stupid. There were only a limited number of offers that Marshall was likely to want to make her—all of which surprised her, because after all the trouble she’d been, she never would have thought he liked her enough to make any of them.  
 
    “My offer first,” Eric said. 
 
    She braced herself. As hungrily as he was looking at her, that burning in his blue eyes set all her most sensitive parts on dull-pulsing fire.  
 
    “I want you,” he said bluntly. “I want you in ways I haven’t wanted another person in… I don’t know how long. I want really, really badly to see if what we have is something that can become meaningful and long-term. We need time for that, but only if you feel the same way. So, question number one: Am I out of my mind, or do you feel something between us too?” 
 
    Win lost the breath she hadn’t realized she’d been holding. “Yes,” she gasped. 
 
    His smile grew wider. “I don’t know where you live, so I’m not sure how practical it is for me to drive out to you on my days off. But we could do that. We could spend whatever time together that we can squeeze out, and the rest of the time do a semi-long-distance thing with calls and texts, if that’s what you want.” 
 
    “I live in my car.” As caught up as she was, staring at his beautiful lips, she didn’t realize what she’d said until he suddenly frowned.  
 
    “Seriously?” 
 
    Too dazed to think, too hungry to be kissed, she only blinked. “What?” 
 
    “What do you mean, what? You’re homeless?” 
 
    “I’m not homeless,” she protested, a little insulted. “I told you. I live in my car. It’s a van. I go where the work is.” 
 
    Judging by his frown, he didn’t seem to care for the distinction. “How long have you been ho”—he caught himself before she could do more than arch her eyebrows—“living in your van?” 
 
    “Since I was three.” She shot back, “How long have you been manwhoring it up in a porn factory?” 
 
    “I am not—okay,” he said, stopping that argument cold. “We’re going to set that topic aside for a minute, so we can finish this one first, okay?” 
 
    “Fine.” Relationships meant compromise, but if he thought for a second she would forget to finish that other discussion, he could think again. “Option one,” she reiterated, just to make sure they were on the same page, “you drive out to my perfectly normal, non-pornographic job sites on your faloozing days off.” 
 
    He chuckled, his eyes darkening dangerously, but all he said was a perfectly agreeable, “That’s option one. Option two: Marshall wants to hire you full-time, doing exactly what you’re doing now, fixing what was sabotaged until we’re fully functional again. And once we are, hey, it’s a resort. Shit breaks down. Employment comes with medical, dental, vacation, room and board, official perks unlike any you’ll find working anywhere else, and one very special unofficial one.” 
 
    Was he offering her a job? Insult forgotten, Win could only blink.  
 
    “Yeah.” Eric nodded. “I mean me. You’ll have to pass a three-month probationary period in order to be considered a fulltime Castle employee. You’ll be put in my charge during that time, and we’ll continue on pretty much as we have been.” He gave the apron on her dress a playful tug. “This will be your uniform because, frankly, it’s adorable. Toolbelt, boots and all. I’ll still be your Daddy. You’ll have more freedom; no more being restricted to a windowless room. But you’ll have more rules, too, and considering that little check your mouth just wrote, you’d better believe Daddy’s Little Helper will be a staple in your life. So will corner time, scolding, figging and butt plugs”—his smile never quite died, although his expression did turn serious—“me.” 
 
    “The whole Daddy Dom package,” she quipped, hoping humor might help hide how abnormally attracted to his list of punishments she was. That had to be bass-ackwards to what he intended and yet that dull-pulse was only picking up its throbby pace. The heady thump of it beating between her legs was all she could feel, burning her up inside until she was sure he had to be able to see it in her face. “Does that mean we’re actually going to, um… do it… at some point?” 
 
    “When you’re ready to open that particular door,” he said, “yes, Daddy’s cock is more than ready to make your acquaintance.” 
 
    “I was kind of hoping it would last night,” she found herself admitting. It took everything she had not to squirm in the wake of the heated blushing melting all through her. 
 
    He nodded. “It was more important to me that you know I regard you differently. I don’t want you thinking you’re just another ‘monkey’ to me. I also want you to know, if we decide to do this, I will eventually have to go back to work, but this particular Daddy will be one hundred percent faithful to the little girl who matters to him the most.” 
 
    Touched, she almost hugged him. Pricked by resurging guilt and jealousy, she reluctantly held up a staying finger instead. “Can we start tomorrow?” 
 
    Smile dimming, he tipped his head. “I don’t understand. What part?” 
 
    “All of it,” she begged, hoping she wasn’t about to do something that would come back and bite her so hard that she’d always regret it. “God!” Stomach tightening, the ugliness of her jealousy nipping at the back of her head, she said, “W-would you do me one favor first? I mean, option two. I want option two, but I need you to do something first.” 
 
    “Okay,” he said slowly. “Hit me. What do you need?” 
 
    Shaking her head, she tried to kill her inner selfishness. “Would you please be that monkey’s Daddy for the rest of today?” 
 
    Pushing back off the kitchen counter, Eric straightened slowly. 
 
    “I know,” she groaned. “I know I’m not supposed to call her that, but I think she needs you more than I do right now.” 
 
    “Do you mean Little Bit?” he asked slowly. “The woman outside Marshall’s office?” 
 
    “That’s the one,” she grumbled. “I promise, after this I’ll try my best not to call anyone else a monkey.” She thought about it. “Or a manwhore, although maybe if you wanted to spank me for it later tonight, I think by then I might really, really need it.” 
 
    Understanding softening his smile, Eric cupped her face in his big hands. He touched his forehead to hers. “I think I can do that.” He laughed, then kissed her gently. “If I can find the biggest, meanest security guard to watch over you, do you think you can go back to work while I take care of Little Bit?” 
 
    She nodded. It was ridiculous how she could already feel his impending separation pulling at her. 
 
    “Good girl.” He shot a text off to Marshall before engulfing her in a reassuring hug so tight and warm that all she could feel was how very much bigger he was compared to her. He lifted her down off the counter and, with Win hugging her employment folder one-armed to her chest, together they walked hand-in-hand back downstairs. 
 
    Dropping a kiss upon her forehead and giving her hand a squeeze, Eric left her tucked behind the very last corner before they reached the long hall in which Marshall’s office resided. She stared at the floor, waiting for that stab of resentment when she heard his voice boom out a cheerful, “Little Bit, what are you doing still waiting here all by yourself?” 
 
    It felt every bit as prickly as she’d expected, especially when Little Bit replied, too softly for Win to hear her reply. The end result was still the same, though. Eric took that other woman by the hand and off they went, with his deeper voice promising they could do whatever she wanted for the rest of the day. 
 
    After that, he would be hers again. Knowing that kind of helped.  
 
    Waiting until she was sure they were gone, Win finally ventured out from around the corner and walked down the hall to take her place on the hard bench outside Marshall’s office. She made herself as comfortable on it as she could. Fishing a pen out of a pouch of her toolbelt and a pad of sticky notes from another, she jotted down two short words and then stuck it to the wall directly behind her. 
 
    She looked at the yellow post-it. It read: Win’s Spot. 
 
    Settling back in her seat, she opened the file folder and quietly filled in the employment contract until security came and got her. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    Three months later… 
 
    “I want mine to have a big mean-looking dragon crouched all protective-like over a tiny little girl. Or a teddy bear,” Win said, flopping down to sit on the stool next to the tattoo parlor chair in the nook of the Dungeon where Sam had set up shop by reservation only. “Underneath it can say something uber possessive, like, ‘Daddy’s property’.” 
 
    Removing his Daddy-Dom Victorian vest and the white long-sleeved shirt beneath, Eric took his place on the parlor chair. “The deal is,” he reminded, getting comfortable on his back, “my tattoo at three months. You have to keep the same design for six months, no changes, and then you can have it after one year.” 
 
    “I know,” she said simply. “I’m just saying that’s what I want. What are you getting?” 
 
    “Sam knows,” Eric said simply. 
 
    Moving around them, getting his colors and needles ready, Sam chuckled. “Want something to hug before we get started?” 
 
    “No using the big needles just so you can get a bigger thrill out of it,” Eric told him. “Sadist.” 
 
    “So you’ve told me. Three times now.” Sam pulled up a chair and spread out his sterilizing supplies. “I promise not to hurt you more than I do anyone else, but this is going right on the breastbone. So… yeah, you’re going to feel it. I will, however, do my best not to look like I’m coming while you’re writhing in agony.” Shooting Win a smile and a wink, Sam said, “Doms are such pansies when it comes to pain.” 
 
    Eyeing the other Master knowingly, Eric said, “If you’re waiting for me to stupidly say I can take anything you can dish out, you’re going to be waiting a very long time.”  
 
    Turning on the tattoo machine, Sam told Win, “Turn around, darling. No Little needs to see her Daddy crying. Plus, he wants it to be a surprise.” 
 
    Disappointed that he wouldn’t let her watch, she obediently swiveled around on the stool to face the rest of the Dungeon. The music was thumping, the place was crowded. They’d just had a fire-cupping class, so everywhere she looked, all she could see were flames, cups and, in two cases, submissives writhing under the heated drips of candle wax. Normally, she’d have been captivated by all the wondrous unknown things she saw on the rare occasions when Daddy brought her down here, but right now she was far more aware of what was happening behind her. 
 
    For the longest time, all she could hear was the hum of the tattoo machine, the soft sounds Sam made as he constantly wiped away excess ink and/or blood, and Eric’s smooth, even breathing, occasionally punctuated by a hitch as all breathing stopped while he dealt with the discomfort. 
 
    “Son of a gun,” Eric grunted softly. 
 
    “Take it for Daddy,” Sam cooed, distractedly. 
 
    Eric growled a low, dangerous laugh that made all of Win’s lady bits tingle in the most wonderful way. 
 
    “I want to see,” she said, supremely proud of herself for not whining it. 
 
    “Not yet,” Eric and Sam both said in unison. 
 
    She clutched her knees in excitement, hardly able to stand it as the grinding tattoo-hum continued for an unbearably long time. It was hours. It was forever. 
 
    “Please, can I have a peek now?” she begged. 
 
    “Five more minutes.” 
 
    God, the waiting. 
 
    “Now?” she asked hopefully, a small eternity later. 
 
    “I think someone is asking to be the new show at the Master’s Supper and Show,” Sam suggested mildly. “The girl who was scheduled for the continuous orgasm demonstration had to call in sick.” 
 
    “Who’s doing it?” Eric asked, dropping Win’s jaw. She squeaked, but if he heard her, he ignored that not-so-quiet hint not to be involved. 
 
    So did Sam. “You don’t want to do it?” 
 
    “It’s not a punishment if I do it.” 
 
    “All right, all right. I’ll be good.” Win shut her mouth, locking her lips tight together to keep from saying anything more.  
 
    “Who’ll do it if I don’t?” Eric continued as if she hadn’t said anything. 
 
    Manwhore. 
 
    Softly, very distracted, Sam said, “Me. Don’t move.” 
 
    “Hannah’s sick?” 
 
    “Sort of. Aunt Flow seems to have postponed her regularly scheduled visits.” 
 
    “Dare I say congratulations?” 
 
    “Home tests came up positive, but she’s scared to go to a doctor because of her scars. I’m done talking about it. Now she’s on a full-stop restriction until she agrees to go. No cutting, no needles, no coming—no nothing. Almost finished.” 
 
    “Son of a bitch,” Eric growled under his breath. 
 
    “There’s a good boy,” Sam soothed. 
 
    “I will hit you,” Eric answered. After a soft grunt, he added, “I will also let you top Win. Unless you think that would bother Hannah too much?” 
 
    “Hannah’s being punished. Bothering her is the whole point.” 
 
    “Awesome, two punishments with one scene, and I can just relax and watch the show.” 
 
    “You guys are so mean.” Win pouted, trying hard to ignore the flare of excitement that licked up between her legs at the thought of being publicly exhibited in such an intensely intimate scene. But with someone other than Eric? 
 
    Her anxiety kicked up a notch. 
 
    Although he would be right there, watching it. Enjoying it, maybe. 
 
    Her excitement kicked up a notch, too, and the two waged a hidden battle in the pit of her stomach until suddenly the tattoo machine shut off. 
 
    “Okay,” Sam said, wiping the newly created tattoo on Eric’s chest clean. “All done.” 
 
    Frozen in anticipation, Win waited until she heard Eric’s grunt of approval, followed by that long-awaited grant of permission. “Want to see?” 
 
    She almost fell off her stool, she spun around so fast. “Oh!” she gasped, slapping both hands up to cover her mouth. She stared, every inch of her so stunned that she couldn’t move. 
 
    “Maybe now the ‘mystery’ of the recurring post-it notes in the second-floor hallway can stop,” Sam said with a smirk. 
 
    Tattooed there on her Daddy’s chest directly above his own, was a fist-sized teddy bear hugging a brightly-colored heart. Inside, in swoops of elegant black calligraphy, were the words: Win’s Spot. 
 
    “Try not to”—Sam started to say, but she had already launched herself off the stool into Eric’s open arms—“rub it,” he finished, shaking his head. 
 
    Curling around her, Eric cradled her close, pretty sure the post-it notes would no longer be needed.  
 
    The spot he’d just given her was far more permanent. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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