Chapter One
THE INITIATION
The leather whip warmed beneath my fingers alive, no longer a foreign object but an extension of my will. I traced its rough braids across my palm, savoring how my skin awakened—each nerve coming alive. I felt the most exciting tingle of anticipation as I awaited my first official client.
"Remember," Iseult murmured from the doorway, "he's paying for authenticity, not performance. Your accent, your expressions, these are your weapons."
I nodded, the black leather bodice creaking softly as I breathed. Its firmness pressed against my ribs like possessive fingers, transforming my curves into weapons that no man's gaze could withstand. The corset restricted my breathing creating a hypersensitivity on my skin that would serve me well tonight—each shallow inhalation reminding me of the exchange of power that was about to unfold.
The honey-gold lights of Club Obsidienne's private chamber cast my skin in rich amber, highlighting the curves that my grandmother always said were my birthright from generations of strong women. "Built to endure and dominate," she'd say with a wink. If only she could see me now, using that strength in ways she never imagined I would take so literally.
"He's here," Iseult announced, slipping into the preparation room like smoke. Her eyes held something I hadn't seen before—concern mixed with excitement. "And he's... difficult. Very drunk. Very handsome. The tabloid reputation seems accurate."
My stomach fluttered with a familiar tightness, like lightning about to strike, anticipation trickling down to places I once foolishly reserved for love, now claimed for a purpose more honest and pure. 
Warmth spread through me like wildfire, settling heavy and insistent between my thighs—my body answering the call of power I was about to wield in ways that had shocked even Iseult during my training. My flesh knew secrets my mind was only beginning to grasp—this wasn't just work; this was awakening.
This wasn't a training session. 
This was real. 
My first official client.
"Send him in," I said, surprising myself with calm authority in my voice.
The heavy mahogany door swung open with enough force to rattle the hinges, and Étienne Laroche stumbled through as if he'd been pushed.
"Putain de merde," he muttered, steadying himself against the doorframe before raising his gaze to mine.
Twenty-seven years old, dark hair artfully tousled, eyes the precise blue of a flame's hottest core, face carved by gods who clearly played favorites. The heir to Château Laroche, France's most prestigious vineyard, worth upwards of 500 million euros and featured in tabloids weekly with a different model on his arm. 
His Balmain jacket probably cost more than most people's monthly rent, carelessly unbuttoned over a tight black t-shirt that showcased a body maintained by the best trainers in Saint-Germain money could buy.
The scent of him reached me before he did—expensive cologne barely masking the floral notes of absinthe and the musk of a man who'd spent the day in designer clothes. Something animal stirred in me at that scent, something that recognized the possibilities even before my conscious mind had fully processed them.
"C'est une blague?" he laughed, eyes raking over me with the casual entitlement of someone who had never been denied anything. "This Southern African-American housewife is what my five thousand euros gets me? I expected someone more..." his tongue darted out to wet his lower lip, "formidable."
The crass ignorance slid over me like warm honey, sweet in its transparency. I felt something deep in my core shift—the Southern belle I'd been raised to be would have smiled sweetly while plotting revenge. The dominatrix I was becoming had more direct methods.
"Remove your jacket, Étienne. When you sound naive like a little uneducated boy." I said, letting my Savannah drawl stretch his name into something that belonged to me.
"And if I don't want to?" His smirk was practiced, designed to make women accommodate rather than challenge.
I approached him with intimidating steps, my stiletto heels clicking against the hardwood floor with the precision of a metronome. Each step closer sent a thrill through me—I could see his eyes widen in anticipation, his pulse quicken in his throat.
"You misunderstand," I replied, my voice dropping to a register that made his smirk falter. "That wasn't a request."
The challenge in his eyes sparked something primal in me. This wasn't the reverent submission of a loyal practiced servant; this was raw, untamed masculinity that would need to be broken. My skin prickled, nipples tightening against the leather of my bodice.
"Do you know who I am?" he asked, chin lifting in aristocratic disdain.
I was close enough now that I could feel the warmth radiating from his body, close enough that my perfume—jasmine with subtle vanilla undertones—would be filling his nostrils, working its way past his defenses.
"I know exactly who you are." I reached up, my fingers brushing his cheek in a touch so light, unsure if imagined or real. "The question is: Do you?"
His breathing changed, just slightly—a deeper draw of air, a longer exhale. My touch had landed more effectively than he willed to admit.
"Everyone knows who I am," he said, the words carrying less conviction than before.
"They know what you let them see," I countered, beginning a slow circle around him. My fingertips trailed across his shoulder, down his arm, a continuous point of contact that left goosebumps in their wake. "The tabloid prince. The vineyard heir. The perpetual disappointment to your father."
That struck a nerve. His jaw tightened, a muscle jumping beneath smooth skin. "You don't know anything about my father."
"I know men like him," I said, completing my circle to stand before him again. "Men who build empires and expect their sons to be worthy of them." I leaned closer, my lips near enough to his ear that my breath would caress his sensitivities. 
"Are you worthy, Étienne?"
"Va te faire foutre," he spat, but the tremor in his voice betrayed him.
Crack! My hand connected with his face before either of us registered the movement. Not hard enough to leave a mark, but enough to shock. The decisiveness, shocked him,  freezing time for a heartbeat.
His eyes opened even wider, hand rising to his cheek in disbelief. No one had ever dared. 
Heat surged through me, a sizzling wave of power that made my pussy clench with unexpected hunger. I hadn't anticipated how good it would feel to be the first person to challenge this beautiful, broken man.
"That's your only free one," I said calmly, though my heart hammered against my ribs. "The next time you disrespect me, the punishment will be more... creative."
The atmosphere in the room changed, electricity crackling between us. His mouth gasped for air, a flush spreading across his cheeks that had nothing to do with the slap or the alcohol in his system.
"Take off your jacket," I repeated, my voice honey-slow but iron-firm.
This time, he complied, shrugging out of the expensive garment with deliberate slowness, his eyes never leaving mine. Challenge still burned there, but something else had joined it, curiosity, perhaps.
Or hunger.
"Your shoes next," I instructed.
"And if I refuse?" His tone suggested it wasn't a genuine question but another test of boundaries, another push to see where my limits lay.
I smiled, the expression not reaching my eyes. "Then our session ends, you leave unsatisfied, and the five thousand euros is still mine." I stepped closer, invading his personal space until our bodies were almost touching. "But we both know you're not going to refuse."
He held my gaze for a long moment, measuring me, reassessing me. I could almost see the calculations behind those beautiful eyes—the weighing of pride against desire, of habit against hunger.
Finally, he bent to remove his hand-crafted Italian loafers, the movement bringing him lower than me for the first time. The position created a delicious tableau, this arrogant man lowering himself before me, and I felt my body respond with a rush of dampness between my thighs.
"On your knees where you belong when I'm in the room," I said when he straightened.
His laugh was sharp with disbelief. "Absolutely not. Never!"
I stepped closer, close enough that my pert breasts slightly brushed against his chest with each breath. 
"Your reputation says otherwise, Étienne." I ran my fingers up his arm, over his shoulder, until they rested lightly against his throat. "All those women, all those nightclubs, all those headlines... you're searching for something. Something you haven't found with any of your empty supermodel conquests or all-night parties."
His breathing had changed, becoming deeper, more ragged. I could feel his pulse hammering in his throat beneath my fingertips. Boom Boom. Boom Boom. Boom Boom.
"I know you want to surrender Étienne," I continued, my voice dropping to a near whisper that forced him to lean slightly forward to hear me correctly. 
"But you need someone powerful enough to seize that control from you. Someone who is not impressed by your name or your money or your pretty face."
"And that's you?" His voice aimed for sarcasm but landed somewhere closer to genuine question. I could smell the liquor on his breath, feel the heat of it against my lips.
"Kneel," I said simply, "and find out. Once and for all."
The moment stretched between us, tight as a tripwire. Then, with a grace that belied his earlier stumbling, he sank to his knees before me.
The sight sent a surge of power through me, electric and intoxicating. The man, who commanded attention everywhere he went, whose face graced tabloids and whose exploits filled gossip columns, was on his knees at my command. My pussy was soaking now, pulsing with approval, flesh slick with arousal that had nothing to do with attraction and everything to do with power.
"Now we can begin," I said, moving to the table where various secrets of the ancient craft were arranged. I started simple, but effective, selecting a blindfold of violet silk. "Close your eyes."
"I'd rather see what you're doing," he countered, that defiance flaring again. His hand moved to his crotch, pulling it away from his thigh, with bold lack of subtlety. "Especially if you're going to make this worth the money."
I turned to face him, the crimson blindfold dangling from my fingers. "This isn't about what you want little man. It's about what you need." I approached, standing over him, letting him feel the dominance, up close and personal. "And right now, you need to surrender that control you cling to so desperately. So pathetically."
Something in my tone must have reached him, because after a moment of resistance, his eyes gently closed as if he was diving off a cliff into a beautiful lagoon.
I moved behind him, settling the silk over his eyes and tying it securely. The fabric caught slightly on his long lashes, and I found myself fascinated by that small detail—the femininity of those lashes against his otherwise masculine features.
"Your eyelashes would make a beautiful woman did you ever realize that?"
Étienne witheld his response, but his labored breathing told me all I need to know.
"Answer me slut." I let him feel the point of my fingernail dip into his asshole through his pants.
"I asked you if you were aware you would look even prettier than those fancy girls that fuck you not for your skills in bed, but your money, your false reputation."
"Yes. I know."
"Reputations need to be earned...
Putain de merde," I laughed, mocking his initial under-estimation of my utter dominance.
Stand," I instructed, my hands on his shoulders guiding him upward. A vigorous heat seeped through his expensive t-shirt, his muscles tense beneath my fingers.
I led him to the center of the room, to the wooden X-frame that dominated the space.
"Arms up."
This time he hesitated longer. "I don't—"
"You do," I interrupted, my voice gentle but allowing no argument. "You are here for this very reason."
Slowly, he lifted his arms. I man-handled him, securing his slack wrists with leather cuffs lined with soft rabbit fur, comfort within constraint. The contact as I fastened the restraints made his body tremble in ecstasy. His breathing quickened, chest rising and falling in a rapid rhythm that betrayed his feeble attempts to maintain detachment.
"Spread your legs Putain," I instructed, moving to secure his ankles in a similar gentle, erotic fashion.
Étienne complied with less resistance this time, his body beginning to accept what his mind still fought against. When he was fully secured to the frame, I stepped back to admire my handiwork. 
Even blindfolded and restrained, he maintained a certain defiant beauty—chin lifted, shoulders squared, body tense with anticipation and wariness. He was very lovable. I see why   women worshipped him, but I never would.
I selected a suede flogger, the falls soft enough for a first-time client but substantial enough to make an impression. 
Without warning, I dragged it across his shoulders, letting him feel the weight of it.
"Qu'est-ce que c'est?" he demanded, his voice raising in a higher pitch than before.
"Shh," I soothed, letting the falls trail down his spine. "Focus on the sensation, not the tool."
I flicked it lightly against his lower back, earning a startled gasp. "The trick with a flogger," I explained, striking slightly harder across his shoulders, "is finding the perfect balance between pleasure and pain."
His breathing quickened, his body responding to the stimulation despite his attempts to remain detached. 
"I don't—I'm not into pain."
"Everyone's into pain in the right moment." I countered, landing another careful strike. "Pain cuts through the noise. Silences the constant chatter in your head. Frees you from having to be Étienne Laroche for a few sacred moments."
A shudder ran through him at my words, suggesting they had landed more accurately than the flogger. I continued working, each stroke calculated, gradually, learning his body's language with every erotic reaction.
After several minutes, I noticed a change. His resistance was melting, the tension in his shoulders giving way to a different kind of tautness. His breathing had deepened, and occasional moans escaped lips that had been pressed firmly together when we began. The outline of his hard cock strained against his fancy rich boy jeans, a confession his pride would never allow him to voice.
I placed the flogger aside and moved closer, not quite touching him. "Tell me what you're thinking... feeling..." I ordered him, keeping my voice low, but forceful.
"I don't know," he admitted, the words seeming to surprise him as much as me.
"You know," I encouraged, letting my fingernails trail lightly down his spine.
He shivered at the touch. "I feel alive," he released it as a gasp, a whisper the word carrying unexpected vulnerability buried deep inside him.
I moved my hand to his abdomen tracing the definition of his muscles through his shirt. His body squirmed beneath my touch, hips instinctively pushing forward seeking to shove his erection deep inside me. 
"And what do you want?" I asked, my touch deliberately avoiding the tremoring bulge in his pants.
"More," he admitted, the single syllable sounding like surrender.
I circled to face him, though he couldn't see me through the blindfold. "What you're feeling," I explained, "is giving in to your true desires." The relief of someone else taking control. No decisions to make, no image to maintain, no expectations to meet."
A sound escaped him, half protest, half acknowledgment.
"Tell me you want me to continue," I demanded softly.
His jaw worked, pride battling desire. "Please," he finally said, the word dropping from his lips like a lead weight, heavy with concession.
"Please, what?" I pressed, my hand hovering just above the obviousness of his arousal, close enough that he could feel my fire but not the touch he craved.
"Please dont's stop." he managed, his French accent thickening with desire. "Savannah. Please."
The sound of my name on his lips, wrapped in that accent and laden with need, sent a thrill through me that I hadn't expected. My own body was responding to his surrender, nipples hard against the leather that contained them, a slippery warmth between my thighs.
I reached for his t-shirt, lifting it slowly to expose his toned abdomen. "I think we need to level the playing field a bit," I murmured, sliding the fabric upward until it bunched beneath his arms. "Your body should be as exposed as your pride."
He didn't resist as I maneuvered the shirt up and over his restrained arms, leaving it hanging from the frame above him. His chest was a masterpiece of definitio, not the overly muscled bulk of someone who lived in a gym, but the lean strength of a man whose body was a natural extension of his lust for life.
"Beautiful," I acknowledged, allowing genuine appreciation to color my tone. My fingertips traced the contours of his chest, circling one nipple with deliberate slowness. "Even more impressive in person than in those paparazzi beach photos from Saint-Tropez."
He sucked in a breath as my nail scraped lightly over the sensitive peak. "You've seen those?"
"I've seen everything about you that's available to see," I replied, repeating the action on his other nipple and watching it harden in response. "Which is quite a lot, given your penchant for outdoor activities with minimal clothing. The speedoes. Or as they say in the South 'banana hammock'. You Europeans are really something."
My hand traveled lower, tracing the line of dark hair that disappeared beneath his waistband. "The question is, what haven't I seen? What parts of Étienne Laroche are kept hidden from those hungry cameras and gossiping tongues?"
His breathing had grown ragged, hips pushing forward instinctively as my fingers played along the edge of his jeans. "Nothing," he gasped. "I'm an open book."
"Don't lie to me," I whispered, my lips close to his ear. "You're a fortress of secrets beneath that playboy facade. But I'm going to find every single one of them, Étienne. I'm going to crack you open and swallow what's inside."
I unhooked his belt with deliberate slowness, the leather sliding through the loops with a sound that made him shiver. The button of his jeans followed, then the zipper, each tiny metallic click amplified in the quiet room.
"What are you doing?" he asked, voice tight with mingled apprehension and desire.
"Exactly what you're paying me to do," I replied, easing his jeans down his hips to crumble at is feet. He wore black Yves  Saint-Laurent boxer briefs beneath, the expensive fabric doing little to conceal his substantial arousal. "Discovering who you really are beneath all those layers of pretense."
I selected a riding crop from the table, the leather tip a perfect instrument for the next phase of his education. Without warning, I flicked the whip lightly against his inner thigh, just hard enough to sting without marking.
Snap!
He jerked in his restraints, a startled sound escaping his throat. "Putain!"
"Language," I admonished, delivering another light strike to his opposite thigh. "Although I suppose I should expect nothing less from a man whose vocabulary consists primarily of profanity and perverted pickup lines."
The crop traced a path up his thigh, over the tented fabric of his boxers, coming to rest just beneath his chin, lifting it slightly. "Tell me something true, Étienne. Something you've never told those vapid models or fawning paparazzi. Something real."
His throat worked as he swallowed, the crop moving with the motion. "I don't know what you want from me."


"That's better," I acknowledged. "Confusion is at least honest. And what I want..." I leaned closer, my nipples brushing against his chest, the contact, sending electricity through both of us. "What I want is to strip away everything you think you are until we discover who you can become."
I withdrew the whip, then brought it down with more force against his upper thigh, leaving a pink mark that would fade within a few hours. Étienne's hips bucked involuntarily, a moan tearing from his throat that held as much pleasure as pain.
"You see?" I murmured, soothing the spot with my palm. "Your body knows what it needs, even if your mind refuses to acknowledge it."
For the next half hour, I thoroughly worked his body alternating the sharp sting of the whip, the palm of my hand, and the soothing touch of my hands, building a rhythm of pain and pleasure that gradually broke down his resistance. 
Étienne's moans became more frequent, his hips thrusting desperately seeking friction and release that I deliberately withheld.
When I finally gripped the substantial bulge in his boxers, he cried out as if I'd struck him again, his body jerking in the restraints.
"Please," he gasped, the word no longer a reluctant concession but a desperate plea. "S'il te plaît, Savannah."
"Please what?" I asked, my voice innocent as I squeezed him lightly through the fabric.
"Finish," he begged, accent thick with need. "Please. I need to..."
I slipped my fingers in the waistband of his boxers, easing them down with deliberate slowness. His cock sprang free, impressively hard, the beautiful head flushed dark with blood and already dripping cum. I took him in my gloved hand, the leather creating a friction that made him cry out again.
"Is this what you want?" I asked, stroking him with a grip just shy of enough. "To be handled? Controlled? Owned?"
"Yes! Yes! I want," he gasped, hips bucking into my touch. "Oui, oui, c'est ça."
I took hold of him with determination quickly building into a chugging rhythm that kept him perpetually on edge—accelerating when his breathing suggested that he might explode, then slowing to a torturous pace that made him whimper with frustration. His composure had completely abandoned him, all that aristocratic disdain melted away to reveal the desperate, needy creature beneath.
"Who owns your pleasure?" I demanded, my voice sharp with authority. "Who controls this body right now?"
"You do," he gasped, head thrown back, throat exposed and vulnerable. "You do, Savannah. Only you."
"And who decides when you empty this wonderful cock of yours?"
"You do," he repeated, the words dissolving into a moan as my thumb circled the sensitive head, the index and middle finger bracing the shaft, to apply just the right pressure. "Mon Dieu, you do."
"That's right," I confirmed, increasing my pace just enough to bring him to the very edge. 
"I decide everything now. Your pleasure, your pain, your release—all mine to give or withhold as I see fit."
His body tensed, that telltale tightening that signaled he was jut about ready to blow. I immediately removed my hand completely, leaving him gasping and desperate.
"No, no, please," he begged, hips thrusting helplessly into empty air. "S'il te plaît, j'étais si proche."
"I know you were," I soothed, running my hands up his chest instead, pinching his nipples with just enough force to make him gasp. 
"That's the point, Étienne. You come when I decide, not a moment before."
A knock at the door interrupted the moment.  Iseult's voice came through, concern evident. "Is everything alright? We heard... distress."
I glanced at Étienne, his body trembling with denied release, sweat glistening on his skin in the amber light.
"We're fine," I called back. "Just a stubborn little Putain learning his place."
"Very good, Mistress Savannah. Carry on," came the reply, followed by retreating footsteps.
I returned my attention to my beautiful, desperate captive. 
"Now, where were we?" I mused, trailing my fingers along the inside of his thigh, my wrist colliding with his prodigious erection in the process, "Ah yes, you were learning the most valuable lesson a man like you could possibly learn."
"What's that?" he managed, voice cracked with need.
"Patience," I replied, taking him in hand once more and beginning a torturously slow rhythm. "The understanding that true pleasure comes not from immediate gratification, but from surrender to someone else's choice and decision."
I grabbed his over-inflated cock and went to town on it, jerking like a crazy woman only to stop three more times as he approached  the edge, each moment making him more desperate, more willing to beg, more completely surrendered to my control. By the fourth time, he was sobbing with need, all pretense abandoned, all defiance dissolved. 
"Please, Savannah," he pleaded, voice breaking. "I can't take anymore. Please I'll do anything."
"Anything?" I echoed, increasing my pace just slightly, enough to make his breath catch.
"Yes, anything," he promised, hips moving in helpless rhythm with my hand. "Weekly sessions. Double the fee. Whatever you want. Just please, please let me finish."
I smiled, though he couldn't see it through the blindfold.
"What I want, Étienne, is for you to remember this moment the rest of your life. To remember that beneath all that money and privilege and entitlement is a man who begged mercifully  to Mistress Savannah. A man who surrendered completely to my will. A decent kind, patient, man who discovered his true self in submission."
"I will," he gasped. "I swear it. I'll remember."
"Then let it all out Putain," I commanded, my grip tightening, my pace increasing to give him just what he needed. 
"Come for me now, Étienne. Blow that load!"
His release was magnificent, his entire body convulsing in the restraints as he exploded, a cry of complete surrender that sent a surge of triumphant pleasure through my own body. Wave after wave crashed through him, as his body seized uncontrollably, each pulse drawing another broken sound from his throat.
I worked him caringly through every aftershock, gentling my touch as he became oversensitive, finally releasing him only when his body sagged completely in the restraints.
For several glorious moments, the only sound in the room was Étienne Laroche's ragged breathing, gradually slowing to a normal satisfied rhythm. He trembled as I carefully cleaned him with a warm, damp silk towel I'd prepared earlier, then removed the blindfold, wanting to see his eyes in this moment of complete vulnerability.
What I saw there stole my breath—none of the arrogance, none of the practiced charm, just raw, open wonder and something that looked surprisingly like gratitude.
"That was..." he began, voice rough from his cries.
"I know," I said simply, beginning to release his restraints. When his arms were free, I supported him as he found his footing, his legs unsteady beneath him.
"Sit," I instructed, guiding him to a velvet chaise positioned strategically nearby.
He obeyed without question, his earlier defiance completely absent. I poured water from a crystal decanter, pressing the glass into his hands. 
"Drink some water."
As he sipped, I moved behind him, my hands finding his shoulders, kneading the tension from muscles knotted from being restrained. He melted into the touch, head dropping forward to give me better access.
"Mistress Savannah," he tested the title on his tongue, no mockery in it now. "This uh line of work... this beautiful craft suits you."
I inclined my head, accepting the compliment. 
"Rest a little longer. Take your time love." I suggested. 
As he leaned back on the chaise, eyes closed in momentary peace, I felt a surge unlike anything I'd experienced before. This—this power to break and rebuild, to dominate and nurture—was what I had been born for, though I'd never known it until I was forced me to discover strengths I hadn't realized that I possessed.
Mistress Savannah had arrived in Paris, France and Étienne was just the beginning.
Chapter Two
 THE ART DEALER
The address Iseult had given me led to a nineteenth-century building in the heart of Saint-Germain-des-Prés, its limestone facade glowing golden in the evening light. Unlike Club Obsidienne's discreet entrance, this building announced its significance with carved medallions and wrought-iron balconies that spoke of old Parisian wealth.
I adjusted the high collar of my burgundy coat, grateful for Iseult's wardrobe advice. Beneath it, I wore the ensemble she had suggested, a structured leather corset in the same deep wine color, paired with a high-waisted skirt that hugged my curves before flaring subtly at my knees. The outfit was less overtly dominatrix than last night's attire, yet no less commanding.
The doorman, impeccable in a uniform that hadn't changed in a century, barely glanced at me before pressing a button to announce my arrival. "Mademoiselle Porter for Monsieur Malekzadeh," he stated into the intercom, his tone suggesting he announced beautiful women to this particular apartment with some regularity.
"Send her up," came the reply, a deep voice with an accent I couldn't immediately place.
The elevator was a work of art itself, original brass grating enclosing a space barely large enough for three people, lined with beveled mirrors that multiplied my reflection into infinity. As it ascended silently, I studied myself from multiple angles, making minute adjustments to my appearance.
Last night with Étienne had cracked something open inside me, power flowing through my veins like aged bourbon, intoxicating and warm, as I discovered the sweet alchemy of withholding and granting pleasure according to nothing but my own desire.
But tonight felt different, more complex. Mehdi Malekzadeh wasn't just another wealthy European seeking release from responsibility. He was connected to Bastien, a potential source of information, perhaps even of justice.
The elevator stopped with a gentle chime, opening directly into a private foyer. The space was dimly lit by wall sconces that cast a warm glow over Persian rugs so old and valuable their patterns had softened into watercolor abstractions. 
A single door stood open at the end of the short hallway.
I stepped out of the elevator, my stiletto heels silent on the ancient wool. The air smelled of sandalwood and something else, perhaps oud, that precious resin so valued in Middle Eastern perfumery. As I approached the open door, a figure appeared within its frame.
"Mademoiselle Porter," he said, his voice even deeper in person. "Please come in."
Mehdi Malekzadeh was not what I had expected. In my mind, I'd pictured someone older, perhaps portly with success and indulgence. The man before me was tall, attractive, and lean, with the build of someone who maintained his body with the same care as his art collection. His age was difficult to determine, somewhere between forty and fifty, with just enough silver threading through his black hair to suggest experience rather than age. His skin was the color of burnished bronze, his eyes so dark they appeared black in the low light.
"Thank you for agreeing to meet me outside your usual venue," he continued, stepping aside to allow me entry. "I prefer more private settings for initial conversations."
I moved past him into the apartment, immediately struck by the space. The ceiling soared at least fifteen feet high, its original moldings illuminated by subtle lighting. One entire wall was glass, offering a panoramic view of the Seine and Notre-Dame in the distance. The furnishings were minimal but exquisite, a low sectional sofa in charcoal velvet, several mid-century chairs that looked Scandinavian, a massive coffee table that appeared to be a single slab of petrified wood.
But it was the art that dominated the space. Every wall displayed museum-quality pieces, I recognized a Rothko, its rectangular fields of color seeming to pulse in the dim light, and what appeared to be an early Basquiat. Interspersed among these modern works were much older pieces, Persian miniatures, their jewel tones and gold leaf catching the light, and what looked like ancient pottery displayed in custom-built niches.
"Your home is extraordinary," I said, deliberately choosing honesty over the practiced sultriness I'd employed with Étienne.
"Thank you." He gestured toward the sofa. "Would you like something to drink? Wine? Cognac?"
"Wine, please," I replied, moving to the seating area but remaining standing, taking the opportunity to study him as he moved to a concealed bar area.
Mehdi wore a simple black shirt, the sleeves rolled to reveal forearms corded with muscle and decorated with a single gold bangle. His trousers were equally understated but clearly bespoke, their perfect drape suggesting a tailor who knew precisely how to accentuate his frame. No visible logos, no ostentatious displays of wealth beyond the quiet assurance of someone who had nothing to prove.
He returned with two glasses of red wine so dark it was nearly black in the low light. "A Syrah from the Northern Rhône," he explained, handing me one. "I find French wines often try too hard to announce their pedigree. This one simply exists, confident in what it is."
I accepted the glass, noting how he avoided touching my fingers, not out of aversion, but a deliberate maintenance of personal space. Interesting. Most clients at Club Obsidienne were eager for any physical contact, however incidental.
"Please, sit," he said, taking one of the chairs rather than joining me on the sofa. Another calculated distance.
I settled onto the velvet, arranging my skirt with precision. "Iseult mentioned you attended a demonstration last week."
"Yes." He sipped his wine, his eyes never leaving mine. "Though 'demonstration' suggests something clinical. What I witnessed was more akin to performance art. You have a quality rarely found in your profession, authenticity."
"And what would you know of authenticity in dominance?" I asked, allowing my Southern drawl to emerge fully, a sound as incongruous in this Parisian setting as birdsong in a library.
His lips curved slightly. "I collect art, Mademoiselle Porter. My business depends on distinguishing the authentic from the skillfully forged. The same principles apply to human interaction."
I tasted the wine, complex, with notes of blackberry and something earthy that lingered on the tongue. "And what makes you think I'm not simply a good forgery?"
"A fair question." He set his glass down on the petrified wood table. "Most dominatrices I've encountered perform a role, the stern headmistress, the cruel goddess, the punishing mother figure. You're not performing domination. You're simply commanding, as naturally as breathing."
His observation slid under my skin like a warm blade, unexpected recognition from a man who spent his life distinguishing genuine value from clever imitation. "You speak as though you have considerable experience with dominatrices."
"I have considerable experience with power dynamics in all their forms," he replied. "Art dealing is fundamentally about power, who has it, who wants it, who's willing to pay for it."
I leaned back slightly, allowing the corset to accentuate my posture. "And what power are you seeking from me, Monsieur Malekzadeh?"
"Please, call me Mehdi." He picked up his wine again, the gold bangle on his wrist catching the light. "What I seek is complicated. Perhaps we should first discuss why you agreed to this meeting."
The directness caught me off guard. Most clients preferred the illusion that my interest was in them rather than my fee.
"Iseult mentioned you have connections to certain art galleries," I said, matching his frankness. "Galleries that sometimes do business with a Frenchman named Bastien Dufort."
If he was surprised by my response, he didn't show it. "Ah. Yes. Monsieur Dufort and I have crossed paths professionally." His eyes narrowed slightly. "May I ask why this interests you?"
I took another sip of wine, using the moment to decide how much to reveal. "Let's say he and I have unfinished business."
"Of a personal nature, I presume."
"Very personal."
Mehdi studied me for a long moment, his expression unreadable. Then he rose suddenly, moving to one of the walls. "Come. I want to show you something."
I joined him before a small painting I hadn't noticed earlier, a work perhaps twelve by sixteen inches, depicting a woman in eighteenth-century dress reading a letter by candlelight.
"This is a Fragonard," he said quietly. "Not one of his famous works, but valuable nonetheless. Do you know why I purchased it?"
I studied the painting, noting the exquisite brushwork, the way the light seemed to emanate from within the canvas. "Because it's beautiful."
"Partially." He stepped closer to the painting but still maintained his distance from me. "I bought it because it was stolen from a Jewish family in Paris during the Nazi occupation. It disappeared for decades, emerging recently at an auction in Geneva with falsified provenance papers."
I looked at him, intrigued. "And now?"
"And now I'm in negotiations to return it to the grandchildren of its rightful owners." His voice had taken on a new quality, something fierce beneath the cultured exterior. "After I use it to trace the network of dealers who knowingly traffic in such works."
Understanding dawned. "Including Bastien."
He turned to me, his dark eyes intense. "Your Monsieur Dufort has a particular specialty, creating false provenance for pieces with... questionable histories. He provides new identities for artworks, much as a forger might provide new passports for fugitives."
The revelation stirred something deep within me, not surprise, exactly, but a crystallization of suspicions. Bastien's charm, his network of shady connections, his mysterious income sources... it all aligned with this new information.
"So he's not just a con man targeting American women," I said, more to myself than to Mehdi. "He's involved in something much larger."
Mehdi's eyebrows rose slightly. "You know him well."
"I thought I did." I turned back to the wine, needing its warmth. "He was my husband. Or so I believed."
Mehdi smirked, following me back to the seating area, his movement liquid and controlled. "Now I understand your interest." He remained standing, watching me with new intensity. "What exactly did he do to you, Naomi?"
The use of my first name, not Mistress Savannah, not Mademoiselle Porter, created an unexpected intimacy. I found myself telling him everything, the whirlwind romance in Savannah, the fake marriage, the emptied bank account, my desperate circumstances in Paris, and finally, my unexpected position at Club Obsidienne.
Throughout my recitation, he listened without interruption, his expression growing increasingly grave. When I finished, he moved to a cabinet and returned with the wine bottle, refilling both our glasses.
"Bastien Dufort is currently working on his most ambitious scheme to date," he said, sitting across from me. "He's cultivating a relationship with Eléonore Kosta, a wealthy widow who inherited one of the finest private collections of post-impressionist art in Europe. The collection includes several van Goghs, a Gauguin from his Tahiti period, and numerous works by Cézanne."
I felt a chill despite the warm room. "He's going to marry her and take everything."
"That's my suspicion," Mehdi confirmed. "But he's moving more cautiously this time. Madame Kosta is not without connections and protections. He's been courting her for nearly three months."
"How do you know all this?"
His smile was thin. "Paris is a small city when it comes to art and money. I make it my business to know what happens in both worlds."
I leaned forward, the corset constraining my movement in a way that heightened my awareness of my body. "Why are you telling me this?"
"Because," he said simply, "I believe we could help each other. You want justice, perhaps revenge, for what Bastien did to you. I want to dismantle the network of forgery and fraud he's part of. Our interests align."
The proposal hung in the air between us, tantalizing in its possibilities. "And how exactly would this arrangement work? What role would I play?"
Mehdi rose again, too restless to remain seated. "That depends on what you're willing to do. How far you're willing to go."
I stood as well, unwilling to allow him the height advantage. In my heels, we were nearly eye to eye. "You haven't yet told me what you want from me professionally. Why you requested me specifically from Club Obsidienne."
"No," he agreed. "I haven't."
He moved closer, close enough that I could smell his cologne, something custom-blended, with notes of cedar and cardamom. For the first time since entering his apartment, I felt a flicker of genuine desire, a heat that had nothing to do with power games or professional performance.
"I don't want the standard services," he said, his voice lower now. "I don't seek physical domination or release from responsibility. What I want is more... particular."
"Tell me," I commanded softly, slipping into the voice I'd used with Étienne, the voice of Mistress Savannah.
His eyes glimmered, the only visible reaction. "I want you to tell me stories while I kneel before you. Stories of your childhood in Savannah. Stories of your grandmother. I want to hear how you became the woman you are."
The request was so unexpected, so unlike anything Iseult had prepared me for, that I nearly laughed. "Stories? That's what you're willing to pay thousands of euros for?"
"Yes." No hesitation, no embarrassment.
"Why?"
His eyes held mine. "Because true intimacy has nothing to do with physical nakedness. It comes from allowing someone to see the experiences that shaped you. That kind of vulnerability is far more rare, and therefore more valuable, than anything involving whips or restraints."
I studied him, trying to discern if this was some elaborate game. But his expression remained earnest, his gaze steady. "And you'll kneel while I do this?"
"Yes. The physical posture of submission creates a particular state of receptivity. But there will be no physical contact between us. No sexual component."
I thought of Étienne the previous night, coming undone beneath my touch, begging for release. This proposal was entirely different, yet somehow more intimate, as Mehdi had suggested.
"And in return?" I asked. "Beyond your standard fee?"
"Information," he said. "Everything I know about Bastien's operation. Names, dates, connections. And my assistance in whatever you choose to do with that information."
I circled him slowly, a predator considering not the danger of prey but its particular flavor. My corset gripped my ribs like a lover's possessive hands, keeping my spine straight as plantation pine, my every movement a deliberate note in this curious symphony we were composing.The corset kept my spine straight, my movements deliberate. "You're proposing a transaction where you submit physically while maintaining intellectual control through the information you possess."
He smiled, appreciating my perception. "All relationships involve power exchanges. I prefer mine to be transparent."
I completed my circle, stopping directly before him. "Kneel," I said, testing his sincerity.
Without hesitation, Mehdi lowered himself to his knees on the priceless Persian carpet, his movements as graceful as a yoga master's. In this position, his eyes were level with my waist, requiring him to look up to meet my gaze.
The sight of him kneeling struck me like summer lightning, this sophisticated collector of beauty and influence now arranged at my feet like an offering, sending heat spiraling through places that had nothing to do with professional performance and everything to do with primal recognition of power willingly surrendered. Not just power, but a deeper satisfaction. In this moment, I understood what Iseult had been trying to explain about authentic dominance. It wasn't about costumes or equipment or even sexual acts. It was about the willing surrender of one human to another, the voluntary relinquishment of control.
"What would you like to hear first?" I asked, my voice honeyed with the cadences of the South.
"Tell me about your grandmother's house," he replied, his posture relaxed yet attentive. "The place where you first learned who you were."
I smiled, surprised by how easily the memories came. "It was a shotgun house in the historic district, narrow but deep, with rooms lined up one after another like beads on a string. The front porch had a swing that groaned like an old man when the wind pushed it. Every morning, my grandmother would sit there with chicory coffee so strong it could practically stand up on its own, watching the neighborhood wake up."
As I spoke, describing the peeling paint the color of butter, the creaking floorboards that announced visitors before they could knock, the kitchen where my grandmother taught me to make biscuits "with love in your hands, sugar, not just flour," I watched Mehdi's face. His eyes never left mine, his attention complete.
I found myself revealing details I hadn't thought about in years, the collection of blue glass bottles my grandmother kept on the windowsills "to catch evil spirits before they could enter," the smell of her gardenia perfume that lingered in rooms long after she'd left them, the way she'd stand at her full height of five-foot-nothing when confronting anyone who showed disrespect.
"She used to tell me, 'Baby girl, in this world, they'll try to make you small. Don't you help them do it.'" I smiled at the memory. "She'd straighten my shoulders and lift my chin. 'The only person who can diminish your worth is you, by believing what they say about it.'"
Mehdi remained silent, absorbing every word. There was something almost religious in his attention, as if my memories were sacred texts he was committing to memory.
After perhaps thirty minutes of this one-sided exchange, I fell silent, having talked more about my past than I had since arriving in Paris.
"Thank you," he said simply, still kneeling.
"Is that what you wanted?" I asked, genuinely curious.
"Yes." He made no move to rise. "May I request one more story?"
I nodded, finding myself strangely moved by the experience.
"Tell me about the first time you realized you had power."
The question resonated in unexpected ways. I thought for a moment, then began to speak. "I was sixteen. A boy in my class had been harassing a friend of mine, nothing physical, just constant comments about her body, her clothes, asking her out repeatedly despite her refusals. The teachers did nothing. 'Boys will be boys,' they said."
Mehdi nodded, recognizing the universal dismissal.
"One day after school, I cornered him behind the gymnasium. I didn't yell. I didn't threaten. I simply told him, in the calmest voice I could manage, exactly what I would do if he spoke to her again, how I would systematically dismantle his reputation, how I would ensure every girl in school knew exactly what kind of person he was, how I would make his remaining two years of high school an exercise in social isolation."
I smiled at the memory. "He never bothered her again. In fact, he crossed the hallway whenever he saw either of us coming. That's when I realized, power isn't in volume or force. It's in certainty. In the absolute conviction that you will do exactly what you say you will do."
"And have you maintained that certainty in your adult life?" Mehdi asked, his first real question since kneeling.
The query struck closer to home than I was comfortable with. Had I been certain when I followed Bastien to Paris? When I merged our finances? When I believed his promises?
"Not always," I admitted. "But I'm reclaiming it now."
He nodded, accepting my answer without judgment. Then, with the same fluid grace with which he had knelt, he rose to his feet.
"Our hour is nearly complete," he said, glancing at a discreet watch on his wrist. "But I would like to continue this... arrangement, if you're willing."
"The stories for information exchange?" I clarified.
"Yes. Though I suspect the stories themselves have become of genuine interest to me, beyond our initial bargain."
I considered him, this elegant, enigmatic man with his museum-quality art and his unusual desires. He offered a connection to Bastien, a potential path to justice. But there was something else, something I hadn't anticipated, a genuine curiosity about him, about his motives, about the man beneath the collector's polished exterior.
"I'm willing," I said finally. "But I want to set some parameters."
"Of course."
"First, complete honesty. Anything you tell me about Bastien must be factual, verifiable."
He nodded.
"Second, discretion. What happens between us, what I share with you, remains private."
"Absolutely."
"And third," I said, stepping closer, "I want to know why this matters so much to you. Not just Bastien's art fraud, but my stories. Why the interest in my past?"
Something flickered in his eyes, a vulnerability he quickly masked. "That's a complex question. Perhaps one better answered in our next session."
I recognized the deflection but decided not to press. "When would you like that to be?"
"Would same time next week be convenient?" he asked, moving to a desk where he withdrew a leather portfolio. "I'll have more information about Bastien's current activities by then."
"Yes," I agreed. "Next week."
He opened the portfolio and removed a cream-colored envelope, handing it to me. "Your fee, as arranged with Iseult. And something extra."
The envelope was heavy, clearly containing more than the standard payment.
"Consider it an advance on our information exchange," he explained, seeing my hesitation. "A gesture of good faith."
I accepted it, slipping it into my Chanel clutch. "Until next week, then."
He escorted me back to the elevator, maintaining the careful distance he had established throughout our encounter. As the doors began to close, he placed his hand against them, holding them open for a moment longer.
"Naomi," he said, using my given name again, "your grandmother was right. About not letting others make you small." His eyes held mine with unexpected intensity. "You fill every space you enter."
Then he stepped back, allowing the doors to close between us.
As the elevator carried me downward, mirrors multiplying me in all directions like some infinite Southern goddess newly crowned. The woman reflected back wasn't the one who had ascended an hour earlier, her eyes held shadows deeper than bourbon pools, her posture claiming space as birthright rather than permission, roots growing beneath her stilettos into Parisian soil that had once felt so foreign
I thought about Étienne last night, undone by physical domination, and Mehdi tonight, offering submission of an entirely different kind. Both experiences had altered something within me, expanding my understanding of power and its many forms.
The envelope in my clutch contained enough money to pay two months' rent on my new apartment. But the real value of the evening lay in the connection to Bastien, the first concrete lead I'd had since discovering his betrayal.
Paris wrapped around me as I stepped into the night, its ancient air carrying hints of rain-washed stone and distant perfume. Energy hummed beneath my skin despite the hour, as if the city that had witnessed my humiliation now conspired in my awakening.
The city seemed different somehow, less foreign, more accessible. As if by sharing stories of Savannah, I had begun to build a bridge between my past and this new present.
A text message chimed on my phone, Iseult, checking that the appointment had gone well. I replied simply: "Very productive. Will explain tomorrow."
As I hailed a taxi, I caught a glimpse of myself in a storefront window, the burgundy coat catching the streetlights, my posture still influenced by the corset beneath. Mistress Savannah looking back at me, no longer a role but an emerging truth.
The taxi pulled to the curb, and I gave my address with new confidence.As the taxi pulled away, I caught movement above, a dark silhouette against amber light, Mehdi watching my departure with collector's patience. The weight of his gaze followed me like a promise, or perhaps a warning, into the Parisian night that increasingly felt less like exile and more like hunting ground.
Justice, I thought. Or perhaps revenge. Either way, I was no longer merely surviving Paris.
I was setting out to conquer it.
Chatper Three
 THE REVELATION
The week between our sessions passed with excruciating slowness. Each night at Club Obsidienne felt like a rehearsal for what truly occupied my thoughts, Mehdi on his knees, his dark eyes watching me with that peculiar intensity that was neither submission nor dominance but something more complex.
When the evening of our second appointment finally arrived, I prepared with meticulous care. I soaked in a bath scented with jasmine oil, watching steam rise in lazy spirals from the water's surface, allowing my mind to wander to what might unfold. The midnight blue leather dress I'd selected hung on my closet door, a custom piece Iseult had suggested from a designer who specialized in garments for women who commanded attention.
The dress enclosed my body like armor, the supple leather molding to my curves while maintaining an unyielding structure. Its high collar accentuated the length of my neck, while strategic cutouts along my collarbone created a tantalizing suggestion of vulnerability amid the power. I paired it with stilettos that elevated me to a commanding height, their soles painted the signature red that Parisian women recognized as a statement of authority.
The mirror reflected a woman transformed, not just by leather and heels, but by something shifting beneath the surface. The scared, betrayed woman who had arrived in Paris three months ago was being steadily eclipsed by Mistress Savannah, whose eyes now held knowledge of men's desires and the power that came with controlling them.
The taxi deposited me before Mehdi's building precisely at nine, the limestone façade glowing amber in the evening light. Paris in autumn possessed a particular magic, the quality of light softer than summer's harsh clarity, the air carrying hints of wood smoke and the distant sweetness of chestnuts roasting at street vendors' carts.
The doorman recognized me this time, his eyes lingering a moment longer than professional courtesy demanded before he announced my arrival. The antique elevator carried me upward, its brass grating and beveled mirrors multiplying my reflection into infinity, countless versions of this new self I was becoming, stretching forward and backward through possibilities I was only beginning to explore.
When the doors opened, Mehdi was waiting in the foyer. No pretense of casualness tonight, his eagerness evident in this small gesture of anticipation.
"Naomi," he greeted me, my given name in his mouth sounding both intimate and foreign. His eyes traveled the length of my body, taking in the midnight leather with evident appreciation. "You look magnificent."
"Thank you," I replied, stepping past him with deliberate slowness, allowing him to catch the scent of my perfume, jasmine anchored with amber and a hint of vanilla, sensual without being overtly sexual.
The apartment was transformed from our previous meeting. The harsh overhead lights had been replaced by carefully positioned lamps that created pools of golden illumination amid strategic shadows. A fire burned in the marble fireplace, its dancing flames reflected in the wall of windows that showcased the Seine and the illuminated spires of Notre-Dame in the distance.
The art seemed different tonight as well, though I knew it hadn't changed, the Rothko's rectangular fields of color more vibrant, the Persian miniatures' gold leaf catching the firelight like distant stars. The apartment breathed anticipation, as if the very walls were awaiting what would unfold between us.
"Wine?" Mehdi offered, already moving toward a sideboard where crystal decanters caught and fragmented the light.
"Yes, please." I settled onto the velvet sofa, arranging myself with deliberate precision, spine straight, shoulders back, legs crossed at the ankle rather than the knee, a posture my grandmother had taught me conveyed both breeding and authority.
He returned with two glasses containing a golden liquid rather than the red we'd shared previously. "Sauternes," he explained, handing me one with that careful avoidance of contact I'd noticed in our first meeting. "I thought something sweeter might complement tonight's... conversation."
The wine was liquid sunshine in the crystal glass, its aroma complex with notes of honey, apricot, and something more exotic beneath, perhaps saffron. I sipped it slowly, allowing the sweetness to linger on my tongue before swallowing.
"You promised me information," I reminded him, recrossing my ankles with deliberate slowness, the leather of my dress pulling taut across my thighs with the movement.
"Yes." He settled into a chair opposite me, maintaining that careful distance that seemed both professional and oddly intimate in its restraint. "Bastien has escalated his relationship with Eléonore Kosta. They were seen dining at L'Ambroisie last night, her first public appearance with him at a restaurant of that caliber."
The news sent a flicker of something uncomfortable through me, not jealousy, but recognition. L'Ambroisie had been Bastien's first choice for our own Parisian debut, a calculated selection designed to impress the unsophisticated American artist he'd claimed to adore.
"He follows patterns," Mehdi continued, watching my reaction with those observant eyes that seemed to catalog every microexpression. "Based on my research into his previous... relationships, he typically proposes approximately three months after the first public appearance at an exclusive venue."
"That would give us, "
"About ten weeks," he confirmed. "Before he potentially secures legal access to her collection."
I took another sip of the Sauternes, using the moment to process this information. "Tell me about her. Eléonore Kosta."
"Sixty-two years old. Greek by birth but educated in Switzerland and France. Widowed three years ago, her husband was thirty years her senior, a shipping magnate who began collecting post-impressionist art in the seventies."
"And emotionally?"
His eyebrows lifted slightly, appreciating the question. "Intelligent. Refined. But isolated since her husband's death. The social circles they moved in were primarily his connections, not hers. She's been... adrift. Vulnerable in the specific way that Bastien excels at identifying."
I nodded, understanding all too well. "I want to see them together. To observe how he works her."
"That can be arranged. They frequent several establishments, restaurants, galleries, the opera."
"Perfect." I finished my wine and set the empty glass on the coffee table, the crystal making a soft, definitive sound against the petrified wood. "Now, shall we proceed with our arrangement?"
Without waiting for his response, I rose and moved to a high-backed chair positioned near the fireplace. Not accidentally placed there, I suspected, but deliberately positioned for this exact purpose. I sat with perfect posture, hands resting on the arms of the chair, the firelight catching the midnight blue leather and giving it depth like still water under moonlight.
"Kneel," I commanded, my voice pitched low but carrying the unmistakable expectation of obedience.
Mehdi's eyes darkened as he stood. He moved with that controlled grace I'd noticed in our first meeting, not the studied movements of a man conscious of being watched, but the natural fluidity of someone completely at home in his body. He lowered himself to his knees before me, the transition from standing to kneeling accomplished with such elegance it appeared choreographed.
The firelight painted half his face in gold, the other half in shadow, emphasizing the architectural precision of his cheekbones and jaw. Tonight he wore a simple black shirt, the sleeves rolled to reveal forearms corded with lean muscle and decorated with a single gold bangle. His trousers were equally understated but clearly bespoke, the perfect drape suggesting a tailor who understood exactly how to accentuate his frame.
"Last week," I began, looking down at him from my elevated position, "you asked about my first realization of power. Tonight, I want something more intimate from you."
His expression remained composed, but I noticed the slight quickening of his breath, the faintest flare of his nostrils, the barely perceptible increase in the pulse visible at his throat.
"Tell me," I said, my Southern drawl stretching the words like warm honey, "about your first time. Not the fumbling adolescent encounter, but the first moment you truly understood the potential of sex, of eroticism. In detail."
The request hung in the air between us, more daring than anything we'd exchanged previously. For a moment, I thought he might refuse, might stand and reestablish the professional barriers between us.
Instead, he settled more comfortably on his knees, as if preparing for a lengthy confession. His eyes dropped briefly before meeting mine again, the subtle shift revealing more vulnerability than any words could have expressed.
"I was twenty-three," he began, his voice lower than before, something raw already entering his tone. "Studying art history at the Sorbonne."
He paused, seeming to gather not just the memory but the courage to share it properly. I waited, the silence between us creating its own tension, my breath deliberately steady while his grew shallower.
"There was a visiting professor from Barcelona, Elena Varela," he continued, his accent thickening slightly as the name left his lips. The way he pronounced it—with a reverence typically reserved for sacred things—told me immediately that this woman had marked him in ways that transcended the physical.
"She taught a seminar on Goya's 'Black Paintings,'" he said, his eyes taking on a distant quality. "A course restricted to doctoral candidates, but I was desperate to attend. I'd written a paper on the psychological implications of Goya's deteriorating vision. It was... adequate. Enough to persuade her to admit me."
His hand moved unconsciously to his throat, fingers resting against his pulse point as if checking whether his heart still beat normally at the memory.
"She was... formidable," he continued. "Forty-five, perhaps. Silver streaking her black hair, which she wore pulled back so severely it looked painful. Always in black, with a single piece of statement jewelry—a massive silver cuff, or earrings that brushed her shoulders when she moved."
I watched his face as he described her, noting how his eyes became wide, how a flush spread across his cheekbones. The memory was affecting him physically even now, years later. My own body responded to his vulnerability, a warmth spreading beneath my skin that had nothing to do with the temperature of the room.
"The seminar met once weekly, in the evening," he said, voice dropping further. "Twelve students seated around an oval table, with Professor Varela at the head. She was brilliant but cutting, reducing arguments to ash with a few precisely chosen words."
His lips curved in what might have been admiration, but something darker lurked beneath the expression.
"I was terrified of her," he admitted, "but also fascinated. I prepared obsessively for each meeting determined to earn her approval."
I leaned forward slightly, drawn by the authenticity of his confession. This wasn't a performance for my benefit but a genuine revelation.
"After the final time we met, she asked me to stay behind to discuss my term paper," he continued. "The other students filed out, and suddenly we were alone in this grand old room with its high ceilings and paintings of dead philosophers watching from the walls. She walked to the door and locked it."
He shifted slightly, the movement causing the expensive fabric of his trousers to strain against his evident arousal. I pretended not to notice, maintaining the focus on his story rather than his physical response.
"She returned to the table but didn't sit," he said, his breathing visibly deeper now. "Instead, she stood behind me and placed her hands on my shoulders."
He paused, swallowing before continuing, as if the memory had left his throat suddenly dry.
"'Your paper was exceptional,' she said. 'But there are things about Goya's darkness you cannot understand from books alone.'" His eyes closed briefly as he recreated the moment. "Her fingers moved to my let not caressing me, but measuring my warmth for her. How I would react  beneath her touch."


His own hand mirrored the motion unconsciously, embracing the path hers had taken years ago.
"She told me to stand and remove my shirt," he continued, eyes still closed. "I obeyed without question, not out of fear, but from some deeper recognition. Some understanding that this was a threshold I had been waiting to cross."
When his eyes opened again, they held something raw and unguarded, a window into a younger Mehdi discovering something fundamental about himself.
"She circled me," he said, the word almost a caress. "Examining my body with clinical detachment at first. Then she reached out and traced a line from my lips to my navel with a single fingernail. 'Pleasure and pain live in the same house,' she said. 'Goya understood this. Soon, you will too.'"
His voice had grown increasingly hypnotic, pulling me deeper into his memory. I found myself visualizing the scene with unexpected vividness, feeling the cool trail of that fingernail against warm skin, seeing the young student trembling beneath the professor's appraising gaze.
"She took me to her apartment near the Luxembourg Gardens," he continued. "It was filled with books and art, originals, not reproductions. She instructed me to stand in the center of her bedroom while she removed her clothes with methodical precision. No seduction, no performance. Just the unveiling of her body, mature, marked by life, utterly magnificent in its confidence."
His eyes met mine, dark and intense. "She taught me everything over the course of that night. How to wait. How to attend to every inch of a woman's body with appropriate reverence. How pleasure delayed becomes pleasure magnified. How surrender can be a form of power."
"You're being evasive," I said, my voice carrying a note of gentle reprimand. "I want raw specifics, Mehdi. Tell me exactly what happened when you entered her bedroom. How did she undress? What did she reveal? Describe her body to me."
He swallowed, his composure wavering slightly before he regained control. "Her bedroom was lit only by candles, dozens of them, their light golden on the dark red walls. She directed me to stand in the center of an antique Persian rug while she moved to stand before a full-length mirror."
He paused, his eyes still focused on some distant memory.
"Continue," I prompted, my voice soft but insistent, leaning closer as if drawn by an invisible thread.
"She began with her jewelry," he said, his voice dropping to almost a whisper, forcing me to lean even closer. "Removing each piece deliberately and placing it on a silver tray. The heavy cuff bracelet. Earrings that had hung like drops of blood from her lobes. A thin chain around her neck that disappeared beneath her blouse."
His breathing had deepened, the rhythm matching the cadence of his words. I found my own breathing unconsciously synchronizing with his, creating an intimate connection through the shared air between us.
"Then her blouse," he continued, "black silk that whispered as she unbuttoned it. She didn't look at me, only at her reflection, as if I were merely a witness to a private ritual. Beneath, she wore nothing. Her breasts were smaller than I had imagined,  but perfect in proportion to her frame, olive skin marked with a single beauty mark below her left collarbone."
I noted the flush creeping up his neck as he continued, the barely perceptible shift in his posture as memory transported him back to that candlelit room.
"Her skirt followed, a simple black pencil skirt that she unzipped at the side, allowing it to fall around her ankles. She stepped out of it with dancer's grace. Black stockings held by a garter belt. No underwear. Just the stockings, the garter, and her heels."
The image he painted was vivid enough that I could almost see it myself—the severe professor transformed into something more primal, more honest. I felt an unexpected heat building between my thighs, my body responding to the intimacy of his confession in ways that surprised me.
"What did you feel, seeing her like that?" I asked, leaning forward slightly, my own body responding to the intensity of his narrative.
"Awe," he said simply. "And terror. Not of her, but of my own response to her. I'd never wanted anyone with such intensity. It was like hunger, but deeper. More primal. Like some essential part of me had been sleeping until that moment."
"Were you aroused?" I asked directly, needing to keep some professional distance despite the growing intimacy between us.
"Painfully so," he admitted, his eyes holding mine without shame now.
"Tell me about that," I instructed, my voice honeyed with command. "Describe your she made your dick feel."
He hesitated, perhaps not expecting this level of explicit detail. "I was... really really hard," he said finally. "Straining against my clothing. I felt nervous I would cum in my pants before I even got the chance to put it insider her. I remember being acutely aware of the texture of my underwear, suddenly too rough against sensitive skin. My breath was coming faster, my heart pounding so loudly I was certain she could hear it across the room."
The confession painted a picture of youthful vulnerability that contrasted sharply with the composed art dealer kneeling before me. I felt a surge of power at having accessed this memory, this part of him he clearly shared rarely, if ever.
"And what did she do next?" I asked, relishing his increasing vulnerability.
"She approached me," he said, "still in her heels, moving with measured steps. 'Remove the rest of your clothes,' she instructed. I did so awkwardly, painfully aware of my obvious arousal."
He paused, his eyes meeting mine with startling directness. "When I stood naked before her, she circled me as she had in the classroom, but this time her examination was unabashedly sexual. She looked at my body as one might appraise a sculpture, appreciating the form without personal attachment."
I watched his body, noting how the memory affected him physically, the almost imperceptible shift in his posture that suggested growing arousal even now, years later, simply from recounting the experience.
"Tell me about your cock at that moment," I said, deliberately crude. "How did it feel when she looked at it?"
His eyes widened fractionally at my directness, but he answered without hesitation. "It was stronger than I'd ever experienced before," he said, his voice roughening. "It felt like it would never go down. Each time she circled behind me, it would pulse, as if seeking her attention even when she couldn't see it." As Medhi spoke, I noticed his cock pulsing beneath his slacks in rhythm with the story.
"And did she touch you then?" I asked, my own breath coming slightly faster now, though I maintained my professional demeanor.
"No," he replied, shifting slightly on his knees. "She guided me to her bed, an antique four-poster with dark red sheets that looked black in the candlelight. She directed me to lie on my back, arms above my head. 'You will not move them unless I tell you to,' she instructed. 'You will not speak unless I ask you a question. You are to focus entirely on sensation.'"
The firelight played across his features as he continued, his voice taking on a hypnotic quality that drew me deeper into his narrative.
"She opened a drawer and removed a black silk scarf. 'Close your eyes,' she said. The silk was cool against my chest as she lowered it and bound my wrists. Not too tight, but enough to restrain. Making it clear that I was to surrender control."
I watched his face, utterly fascinated by his transformation as he spoke, the composed art dealer giving way to something more primal, more vulnerable.
"What happened next?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.
"Nothing," he said. "For what felt like eternity. Just darkness and silence and growing anticipation. I could sense her in the room, could occasionally hear the whisper of fabric or the barely perceptible sound of her breathing, but she didn't touch me."
His breathing had subtly deepened, his voice taking on a rougher quality.
"When she finally touched me, it was just a single fingertip drawn down the center of my chest. So light I might have imagined it. Then nothing again for minutes that stretched like hours. Then another touch, her nail scraping gently along my ribs. Then silence. Stillness."
Mehdi's body had tensed slightly with the memory, his shoulders straightening, his throat working as he swallowed.
"The pattern continued," he said, "a single point of contact followed by nothingness, until my entire body was hypersensitized, desperate for the next touch, unable to anticipate where it would land. Sometimes it was her fingertip, sometimes the brush of what felt like silk, once the startling coolness of what might have been a metal object."
His voice had dropped to nearly a whisper, compelling me to lean closer. The distance between us had shrunk throughout his story, our bodies now close enough that I could feel the heat radiating from him, could smell the subtle notes of his cologne mingling with the warmer scent of his arousal.
"I could feel myself leaking onto my stomach," he continued, his honesty startling in its rawness. "My cock so rigid it ached. Each touch, no matter where it landed, seemed directly connected to my groin. She touched my collarbone, and I felt it in my cock. She traced my ankle, and I felt it in my cock. My entire body had become an erogenous zone."


The confession sent a surge of heat through me, my own body responding to his confession in ways I hadn't anticipated. 
"Then suddenly, the mattress dipped," he continued. "I could feel her straddling me, her knees on either side of my hips. The heat of her was unmistakable, hovering just above where I desperately wanted contact. 'Tell me what you want, Mehdi,' she whispered, her accent making my name sound like a different word entirely."
"And what did you say?" I prompted when he paused, my own curiosity genuine.
"I told her I wanted to be inside her," he said, his voice rough with remembered desire. "I wanted to feel her wet heat around me. I wanted her to ride me until neither of us could breathe."
"And her response?" My voice was husky now, affected by his story despite my professional demeanor.
"She laughed," he said, "not cruelly, but with genuine amusement. 'So direct. So typically male. No, that's not what you truly want. What you want is for me to show you what you're capable of feeling. What your body can experience when properly awakened.' Then she lowered herself, not onto my cock, but onto my stomach, her wetness unmistakable against my skin. She began to rock slowly, using my body for her pleasure while deliberately avoiding what I thought I needed most."
His eyes had taken on a glazed quality, the memory clearly affecting him physically.
"I'm going to ask you something very intimate," I said, shifting slightly in my chair. "And I expect complete honesty. How aroused are you right now, telling me this story?"
His eyes refocused on me, a flicker of surprise quickly replaced by resignation. 
"Completely," he admitted. "Painfully. Same as that day."
"Show me," I commanded softly.
He hesitated for the first time since kneeling before me.
"Stand," I instructed, giving him a moment to compose himself.
He rose in one fluid motion, towering over me now but still utterly compliant. Beneath his tailored trousers, desire betrayed what his face struggled to hide, his body confessing what his pride would never put into words.
"Remove your shirt."
His hands moved to his buttons without further hesitation. One by one, he unfastened them, revealing a chest more defined than I had anticipated, olive skin over lean muscle, a narrow line of dark hair running down his abdomen and disappearing beneath his waistband. His body told its own stories, a faint scar along his left collarbone, the subtle asymmetry of his shoulders suggesting an old injury, the definition of muscle indicating disciplined physical maintenance rather than vanity.
"Turn around."
He pivoted slowly, revealing a back marked by two unexpected elements, a long scar that ran diagonally from his right shoulder blade to his left kidney, and a tattoo in Arabic script curving along his right side.
"The scar?" I asked, my voice soft but carrying the unmistakable expectation of an answer.
"A childhood accident. Glass table, broken during an earthquake in Tehran."
"And the tattoo?"
"A line from Rumi. 'The wound is where the light enters you.'"
I stood, moving closer without touching him. The heat from his skin was palpable, his scent more pronounced now, sandalwood and clean sweat and something uniquely him. I circled him slowly, deliberately invading his personal space, allowing my breath to occasionally ghost across his skin. Each time it did, I observed the minute reactions, the slight tension in his muscles, the almost imperceptible catch in his breathing.
"Continue your story," I instructed, still circling him. "Tell me what she did next. How she touched you. How she tasted. Spare no detail."
His breath caught slightly before he continued. "She moved up my body, still keeping me blindfolded, still keeping my wrists loosely bound. I could feel her wetness trailing up my chest until she was positioned above my face. 'Now,' she said, 'you will learn to please a woman properly. With attention. With patience. With reverence.' Then she lowered herself onto my mouth."
I completed my circle, coming to stand before him, close enough that the leather of my dress nearly brushed against his bare chest. "Describe her taste."
He swallowed hard, his composure wavering. "Salt and musk. Clean, fresh, and slightly sweet Complex. Intoxicating. Unlike anything I'd experienced before."
"And what did she instruct you to do?"
"She guided me with words and with her body, showing me how to use my tongue, when to be gentle, when to be firm. When to focus on her clit, when to explore deeper. She was explicit in her directions. 'Slower.' 'There.' 'Circles, now lines.' 'Softer.' 'Now harder.' 'Now make the alphabet.' 'cover everything' Learning her body was like learning a new language, one expressed through sighs and moans gradually soaking my tongue."
His arousal was even more evident now, his breathing slightly ragged, his pulse visibly quickening at his throat.
"Unfasten your trousers," I commanded softly.
His eyes widened fractionally, we had established no physical contact between us, but this was something else. This was performance, not connection. Observation, not participation.
Without breaking eye contact, he unbuckled his belt slowly, the soft sound of leather sliding through loops echoing in the quiet room. He unfastened his trousers, lowering the zipper with deliberate care.
"Take them off completely," I directed, wanting him more exposed, more vulnerable.
He obeyed, stepping out of his trousers with that same fluid grace that characterized all his movements. His underwear, black silk boxers, did little to conceal his arousal, the silk stretched taut
"Those too."
The last barrier removed, he stood before me entirely naked,  utterly at my command. His body was a study in contrasts, lean but powerful, with the defined muscles of someone who maintained himself through discipline rather than vanity. The scar on his back continued around his side, I could now see, a permanent reminder of vulnerability in an otherwise perfect form.
His cock strained upward, a scimitar, longer than I had anticipated and elegantly proportioned, with a beautiful crown, shiny from evidence it may have dripped some while still in his pants.
"Kneel again," I instructed, returning to my chair.
He complied, the position even more vulnerable now in his naked state, his arousal prominently displayed between his thighs.
"Continue your story. Tell me how she brought you to orgasm. How it felt. Every detail."
He settled back on his heels, his breathing carefully controlled despite his obvious arousal. "After I brought her to climax with my mouth, she moved down my body again. I remained blindfolded, my world reduced to darkness and sensation. I felt her breath first, warm against the head of my cock, then the lightest touch of her tongue, just tasting that drop of fluid at the tip."
I watched him intently, noting how the memory and his current exposure affected him physically, the further dilation of his pupils, the deepening of his breathing, the subtle tension in his thighs as he fought to remain still.
"She took me into her mouth slowly, just the head at first, her tongue circling it with exquisite precision. Then deeper, until I could feel the back of her throat. Then she withdrew completely, leaving me wet and aching in the cool air of her bedroom. The contrast between the heat of her mouth and the chill of the room was... excruciating in its pleasure."
His cock twitched visibly as he spoke, responding to the memory.
"Touch yourself," I ordered softly. "Show me how she made you feel."
Without hesitation, he wrapped his hand around his cock, a visible shudder passing through him at the contact. His movements were controlled at first, long, measured strokes from base to tip, his eyes never leaving mine.
"She alternated her mouth with her hand," he continued, matching his current movements to the memory. "Keeping me constantly on edge, never allowing me to become accustomed to any one sensation. When I was close, so close I could feel the tension building at the base of my spine, she'd slow down or stop entirely, keeping me suspended in that exquisite space just short of release."
His hand followed his narration, slowing when he described her teasing, his breathing growing more ragged, the muscles in his abdomen tensing with each stroke.
"How long did she keep you on the edge?" I asked, my own voice husky with arousal I made no attempt to hide.
"Hours," he said, his voice strained. "Or what felt like hours. Time lost meaning. There was only sensation, only the climbing tension and the deliberate denial of release. She would bring me to the edge, then squeeze the base of my cock firmly, preventing orgasm. Then she'd start again, building me back up with her mouth, her hands, occasionally the brush of her breasts against my thighs."
His hand had slowed on his cock, mimicking the control she had exercised, the head now darkly flushed, more fluid pearling at the tip.
"Eventually, she removed the blindfold. 'I want you to see what I'm doing to you,' she said. 'I want you to watch as I make you lose control.' The sight of her, her perfect mouth stretched around me, her eyes holding mine with absolute confidence, nearly ended me then. But she sensed it and pulled away again."
His strokes had become less controlled now, his breathing harsh, his narrative increasingly broken by pauses as he fought for composure.
"She straddled me again, positioning herself over my cock but not taking me inside. Instead, she slid her wet heat along my length, coating me with her arousal, the pressure exquisite but insufficient. 'Beg me,' she said. 'Beg me to allow you inside.'"
"And did you beg?" I asked, leaning forward, completely captivated by his vulnerability.
"Yes," he admitted, his voice rough with remembered desperation and current need. "I begged. I pleaded. I promised anything, everything, if only she would allow me that release."
"What words did you use?" I pressed, wanting his complete surrender, now as then.
"Please," he gasped, his control fraying with each stroke of his hand. "Please let me inside you. Please let me feel you around me. I need it. Need you. I'll do anything you ask. Just please, please let me feel you."
"And then?" My voice was barely above a whisper.
"She positioned me at her entrance, then sank down in one slow, deliberate movement, taking me entirely inside her. The heat, the wetness, the pressure, after so long denied, it was overwhelming. She began to move, setting a rhythm that brought me instantly back to the edge. 'Not yet,' she commanded. 'You come when I allow it, not before.' And she rode me hard, more wild, and I became wild with her and it just went to new places at the time I never knew, but every time I make love since then, it becomes like this. She taught me and opened me to a world of pleasure."
His hand moved furiously now, matching the rhythm of his story, his breathing harsh, his eyes locked on mine with an intensity that was almost physical in its connection. He was past the point of being timid or shy. 
"Are you close to spraying cum everywhere now?" I asked, though the answer was evident in the tension of his body, the flush spreading across his chest.
"Yes," he managed, his voice strained.
"Just as you were that day when you were fucking her brains out?"
"Yes. God, yes. I fucked her brains out that day. She was screaming I was afraid they would think I was hurting her, but just the opposite."
I leaned forward, close enough that my breath caressed his face. "Anyone that could hear knew the truth Medhi. That you were a young stallion riding an old mare that knew how to fuck you dry."
"Yes 
"And what did she do? When did she allow you to release? Your balls are very big Mehdi. They seem like they will overflow, but show me how you lasted that day. I want to see how you fucked her Mehdi. I want to be there next to you as you..."
"She rode me harder, her own pleasure building again. I could feel her tightening around me, her rhythm becoming erratic. She leaned down, her breasts brushing my chest, her lips at my ear. 'Now,' she whispered. 'Come for me now, Mehdi.' And I did, an explosion that started at the base of my spine and radiated outward until my entire body was consumed by it. I came in her. It was so much."
His hand moved faster, his control visibly slipping. I could see he was on the edge, maintaining his composure only through supreme effort to prove to me that he had matured.
"Beg me," I commanded softly. "Beg me to let you come, just as you begged her."
"Please," he gasped, all composure abandoned now. "Please, Savannah. Let me come for you. I need it. Need you to watch me cum.."
I leaned in, my lips nearly touching his ear, my voice a Southern-honey whisper. "You can come for me now, Mehdi. Let go. Fill her up Mehdi. Show me how you filled her middle-age pussy."
The permission broke the last of his restraint. With a guttural sound that might have been my name, he came, his release intense and prolonged, his body shuddering with the force of it, his free hand grasping the heirloom carpet for support.
I didn't move away, didn't flinch from the evidence of his pleasure. Instead, I let it land on my cheek, my neck, my chest as I watched his face in fascination.
As the spasms subsided, I handed him a silk handkerchief  and he gently leaned in and wiped me dry. I felt the hands of an appraiser. The swift movements of a cultured man who appreciated the finer things in life and he treated me as such.
He cleaned himself with the same measured grace that characterized all his movements, even in his most exposed moment.
"Thank you," he said simply, his voice rough but his composure returning.
"You jerk off beautifully Mehdi. I will remember your story and hold in my heart and my pussy for the rest of my life. 
He smiled, touching my face with affection. As he looked at me,  I felt he was looking at her. He was back there in the afterglow of his greatest climax or at least the one that opened his heart to being alive.
"Now get dressed," I ordered, moving back to my chair and reclaiming my position of authority.
He did so quickly but without haste, each movement deliberate, nothing hurried or embarrassed in his actions. When he was fully clothed again, he looked at me with new intensity, something fundamentally altered in our dynamic.
"No one has ever seen me like that," he admitted quietly. "Not even Elena."
The confession touched me in unexpected ways. I had witnessed something genuine, something beyond the performance of submission he had offered in our first meeting.
"Kneel you big softie," I said, gentler now but no less commanding.
He returned to his position at my feet, somehow both powerful and submissive in this posture.
"You promised me information about Bastien," I reminded him, bringing us back to the original purpose of our arrangement.
"Yes." He reached into his pocket and withdrew a usb drive, offering it to me. "Everything I've gathered. Financial records, gallery transactions, patterns of behavior with previous marks. And something else, an invitation."
"Invitation?"
"To a charity auction next week at the Petit Palais. Bastien will be there with Eléonore Kosta. I've arranged for you to attend as my companion."
I took the drive, our fingers brushing briefly in the exchange. "You move quickly."
"Time is limited. And after tonight..." He paused, something vulnerable flickering in his eyes. "After tonight, I find myself increasingly invested in your success."
The confession hung between us, shifting our arrangement into territory we hadn't defined. I found myself equally uncertain how to proceed.
"The session is nearly over," I said, glancing at the ornate clock on his mantel.
"Stay," he said suddenly. "Not as Mistress Savannah. As Naomi. Have dinner with me. We can discuss strategy for the auction, how to approach Bastien without revealing your hand too soon."
The invitation was tempting in ways I hadn't anticipated. The lines between professional and personal had already blurred beyond recognition tonight. Why not acknowledge the shift?
"Yes," I agreed, surprising myself. "I'll stay."
His smile transformed his face, revealing a warmth I hadn't glimpsed before. "Excellent. I have a chef who prepares meals in advance, simple but good food that only requires heating. And more wine, of course."
"Of course," I echoed, feeling something indefinable shifting between us, not just desire or power, but something more complex. Something that reminded me, disturbingly, of how I'd felt in those early days with Bastien.
But this was different, I told myself. I was different. No longer the naive artist seeking validation, but Mistress Savannah, a woman who commanded men like Mehdi Malekzadeh to their knees with nothing but her voice and presence.
As he rose to prepare our meal, I remained in my throne-like chair, watching him move around his kitchen with the same economical grace he'd displayed while kneeling before me. There was something compelling about seeing him in this context, domestic, ordinary, yet still carrying the energy of our encounter in the tension of his shoulders, the occasional glance he cast my way.
The apartment's open floor plan allowed me to observe him while remaining in my position of authority, a subtle dynamic that pleased me. His kitchen was a masterpiece of understated luxury, copper pots hanging from a ceiling rack, marble countertops, a wine refrigerator humming softly in the corner. He moved through the space with the confidence of someone who knew exactly where everything belonged, retrieving plates from a cabinet, wine from the cooler, silverware from a drawer.
"Next week," I said, breaking the comfortable silence, "when we attend this charity auction. What should I expect?"
He looked up from the dish he was transferring to elegant white plates. "The usual spectacle of wealth attempting to appear charitable. The elite of Paris competing to demonstrate both their generosity and their superior taste. Bastien will be working the room, introducing Eléonore to the right people, whispering private jokes in her ear to create intimacy, occasionally letting his hand linger at the small of her back."
The description conjured memories so vivid I could almost feel Bastien's hand on my own back, his breath against my ear as he whispered observations about the Parisian elite that had made me feel like his co-conspirator rather than his mark.
"And what will be our strategy?" I asked, forcing my attention back to the present.
Mehdi brought the plates to the glass dining table that occupied a space near the windows, the nighttime vista of Paris creating a dramatic backdrop. "We'll observe first. Let him see us, but not approach. Let him wonder who you are, why you're with me. The uncertainty will unsettle him."
He returned to the kitchen for the wine, a different bottle than we'd been drinking earlier. "I'd like you to wear red," he said, his back to me as he opened the bottle. "Something striking. Something that commands attention without appearing to seek it."
The specificity of the request surprised me. "You have thoughts about my wardrobe now?"
He turned, a hint of amusement in his eyes. "I have thoughts about the psychological impact of color, particularly in a room full of Parisian women who default to black. Red will make you impossible to ignore, especially for a man with Bastien's particular appetites."
The observation was astute. Bastien had always responded strongly to me in red, a fact I'd noted but never deliberately exploited.
"I'll consider it," I replied, rising from my chair and moving to the table, where he had arranged our meal with the same attention to detail he brought to everything. The plates held something that looked like risotto, the grains of rice creamy and flecked with what appeared to be wild mushrooms and herbs.
He held my chair for me, a courtly gesture that created an interesting friction with our earlier dynamic. I settled into it, allowing him this moment of traditional masculinity after his complete surrender before me.
"This is delicious," I acknowledged after tasting the risotto. "Your chef has remarkable skill."
"He trained at Ducasse," Mehdi replied, taking his own seat across from me. "Works for several clients in this building. Simple food, perfectly executed, is his philosophy."
We ate in companionable silence for a few minutes, the risotto indeed perfectly executed, each grain of rice distinct yet creamy, the mushrooms earthy and complex, the fresh herbs brightening the rich flavors.
"Tell me about your revenge fantasies," Mehdi said suddenly, his dark eyes intent on my face.
The question was unexpected, intimate in a different way than our earlier exchange. "What makes you think I have revenge fantasies?"
"Everyone who's been betrayed has them," he replied simply. "It's a natural response. The desire to balance scales, to reclaim power."
I considered his words, sipping the wine he'd poured, a white Burgundy, mineral and complex. "At first, I imagined public humiliation. Exposing him at some gallery opening, revealing him as a fraud before all of Paris."
Mehdi nodded, encouraging me to continue.
"Then I fantasized about something more personal, seducing him again, making him believe I'd forgiven everything, then disappearing as he had, taking whatever I could with me." I traced the rim of my wineglass with one finger. "But neither scenario felt... sufficient."
"And now?" His voice was gentle, but his eyes remained focused, analytical.
"Now I want justice, not just revenge. I want him stopped. Not just for me, but for whoever would come after Eléonore. I want the pattern broken."
Something shifted in Mehdi's expression, approval, perhaps, or recognition. "That's why I'm helping you. The difference between revenge and justice is that one heals only the individual; the other heals the community."
The observation struck me as profound, revealing a moral dimension to Mehdi I hadn't fully appreciated before. "You said you've been investigating him for years. Why? What's your stake in this?"
He set down his fork, his expression growing more serious. "That's a complex question. Perhaps one better addressed in our next... session."
I recognized the deflection but decided not to press. The evening had already crossed numerous boundaries; some mysteries could remain for now.
We finished our meal discussing more practical matters, the timing of the charity auction, the key players who would be present, the best approach for an "accidental" encounter with Bastien.
When we'd finished the risotto, Mehdi cleared our plates and returned with small ramekins of crème brûlée, the sugar crust crackling perfectly under my spoon.
"When we first met," I said, tasting the silky custard beneath the caramelized sugar, "you said your interest in my services was complicated. After tonight, I'm inclined to believe you."
He smiled, the expression transforming his austere features into something almost boyish. "I rarely lie, Naomi. I may omit, I may deflect, but direct falsehood requires too much maintenance."
"An unusual trait in the art world, I'd imagine."
"Precisely why it's effective," he replied. "In a realm where everyone expects deception, straightforward truth becomes the perfect camouflage."
We finished our dessert, the conversation drifting to lighter topics, a new exhibition at the Pompidou, a recent translation of Persian poetry he'd found disappointing, my observations on Parisian street fashion. Yet beneath this ordinary exchange, I remained aware of him as I had seen him earlier, naked, aroused, completely vulnerable to my command.
When the crème brûlée was finished and the wine bottle empty, I knew it was time to depart. Any longer and the evening would inevitably shift again, perhaps crossing boundaries I wasn't yet prepared to navigate.
"I should go," I said, rising from the table.
He stood as well, no argument in his expression, only that same careful observation I'd noted from our first meeting. "Of course. I'll call for a taxi."
While he made the call, I retrieved my clutch from beside the chair where I'd commanded him, the juxtaposition of the mundane and the erotic striking me again. This room, with its museum-quality art and perfect views, had witnessed his complete surrender, his most private memories exposed at my direction.
"Ten minutes," he said, returning to me. "The taxi will meet you downstairs."
"Thank you for dinner," I said, maintaining the polite fiction that this had been a normal evening between colleagues.
"Thank you for... everything else," he replied, the slight hesitation acknowledging the inadequacy of conventional gratitude for what had transpired between us.
We moved toward the elevator, the apartment suddenly feeling charged again with unspoken possibility. At the elevator doors, he pressed the button, then turned to me.
"Next Tuesday," he said. "The auction begins at eight. I'll send a car for you at seven-thirty, if that's convenient."
"It is," I confirmed, listening to the mechanical hum of the approaching elevator.
The doors opened, revealing the mirrored interior that had reflected countless versions of me earlier in the evening. I stepped inside, turning to face him as the doors began to close.
"Wear the burgundy leather," he said suddenly, his eyes darkening. "Next time, at the club. I want to watch you command me in that specific shade of power."
The doors closed before I could respond, but I felt a smile curve my lips as the elevator descended. The balance had shifted again, his request both a submission and a subtle direction. A game within a game, power exchanged like currency between us.
Outside, Paris had transformed in the hours I'd spent in Mehdi's apartment. A light rain had fallen, leaving the streets gleaming under the streetlights, the air washed clean of the day's exhaust and perfume. The taxi waited as promised, its driver offering a respectful "Bonsoir, Madame" as I slid into the backseat.
As we pulled away from the curb, I glanced up at Mehdi's windows, unsurprised to see him standing on the balcony, watching my departure. Even at this distance, even through the rain-streaked window of the taxi, I could feel the intensity of his gaze, a tangible connection that neither of us had anticipated when we established our arrangement.
"Rue de Verneuil," I instructed the driver, settling back against the leather seat.
The USB drive in my clutch felt heavier than its physical weight warranted, a solid connection to my original purpose in Paris. Revenge. Justice. The exposure of Bastien's fraudulent schemes.
Yet as the taxi navigated the rain-slicked streets, I found my thoughts returning not to Bastien but to Mehdi, kneeling before me, his controlled exterior giving way to vulnerable need, his confession unlocking something within me I hadn't known existed.
The revelation wasn't just his story of Professor Varela, or even his surrender to my command. The true revelation was simpler, more unsettling: in commanding Mehdi's pleasure, I had discovered my own.
Chapter Four
THE UNCONVENTIONAL SESSION
Club Obsidienne felt different tonight. The familiar hallways with their subdued lighting and plush burgundy carpeting seemed charged with a new energy as I moved through them, nodding to the staff who had, in the span of mere weeks, come to treat me with a deference that still felt foreign. My heels sank into the carpet with each step, the sound muffled but the sensation grounding me, reminding me of the transformation that had brought me to this moment.
Iseult approached, her sleek bob framing her face like a helmet of obsidian. "He's arrived," she said, her French accent making the simple phrase sound like poetry. "Waiting in the Garnet Room, as requested."
"Thank you," I replied, smoothing my hands over the burgundy leather dress that encased my body like a second skin. Mehdi's specific request. The thought of him dictating this small element of our encounter had occupied my thoughts for days, creating a delicious tension between his submission and his subtle attempts to direct our dance.
The Garnet Room was one of Club Obsidienne's most exclusive spaces, reserved for members who paid an additional premium for absolute privacy and luxury. I had never used it before, but Iseult had approved my request without question, one eyebrow raised in curiosity but asking nothing. Another marker of my rising status within this strange new world I inhabited.
I paused outside the heavy mahogany door, taking a moment to center myself. Tonight would be different from the sessions I conducted with my regular clients. Different even from our encounter in Mehdi's apartment. Tonight, the lines between Mistress Savannah and Naomi Porter would blur even further, the professional and personal entwining in ways I couldn't fully anticipate.
The Garnet Room revealed itself as I opened the door, walls draped in rich crimson silk, furniture of dark wood and black leather, lighting that seemed to emanate from nowhere specific, creating an amber glow that turned skin to gold. A fire burned in a marble fireplace, the only sound in the room the occasional crack and pop of the flames.
And kneeling in the center of a Persian rug, already in position, was Mehdi Malekzadeh.
He wore a simple black shirt, open at the throat, the sleeves rolled to expose his forearms. Black trousers, no shoes. His posture was perfect, back straight, hands resting on his thighs, eyes downcast in a show of deference that I knew masked a keen intelligence and absolute self-possession.
I closed the door behind me, the soft click of the latch like a starting pistol for the evening's ceremony.
"Look at me," I commanded, my voice pitched low but carrying easily in the quiet room.
His eyes rose to meet mine, dark and intense as ever, but with an added heat I hadn't seen before. The anticipation of our last encounter, perhaps, or the novelty of seeing me in my professional domain rather than his.
"You requested the burgundy," I said, turning slowly to allow him to appreciate the dress from all angles. The leather hugged every curve of my body, its high collar accentuating the length of my neck, its hem ending just below my knees with a slit up the back that allowed me to walk. Power and sensuality in perfect balance.
"Yes," he acknowledged, his voice rougher than usual. "It suits you perfectly."
"Does it?" I moved closer, circling him where he knelt, letting my fingers trail lightly across his shoulders as I passed behind him. "Tell me why this specific color."
He remained perfectly still under my touch, only his breathing betraying his response to my proximity. "Burgundy carries authority without aggression. It suggests richness, depth, complexity. A color with history, with patience."
I completed my circle, coming to stand before him again. "Like a wine that improves with age?"
"Precisely." His eyes traveled the length of my body once more, lingering on the places where the leather clung most intimately. "A perfect balance of power and sensuality."
"And why did you want me in this specific dress for our session?" I pressed, curious about his motivations.
"Because I wanted to be commanded by the most authentic version of you," he replied without hesitation. "Not the Mistress Savannah you perform for others, but the woman who emerged when you ordered me to my knees in my own home."
The honesty was startling, cutting through the carefully constructed artifice of the club setting. This was the difference with Mehdi, his submission came with an unsettling perceptiveness, a willingness to see beyond the professional persona to the woman beneath.
"You presume to know the difference," I said, my Southern drawl more pronounced, a defensive reaction to feeling exposed.
"I don't presume to know it," he corrected gently. "I merely recognize its existence."
I moved to a high-backed chair positioned near the fireplace, a throne of sorts, clearly intended for the dominant partner in these encounters. The leather of my dress creaked softly as I sat, the sound oddly intimate in the quiet room.
"Last time," I began, crossing my legs deliberately, watching his eyes track the movement, "you shared a significant memory. You allowed me to witness your vulnerability. Tonight, I want something different."
His posture shifted slightly, a minute adjustment that communicated his full attention.
"Tonight," I continued, "I want you to tell me what you desire. Not what you think I want to hear. Not what you believe fits our arrangement. Your actual desires. The fantasies you've never spoken aloud."
The request hung in the air between us, more daring than it might have seemed to an observer. In the world of Club Obsidienne, desires were commodified, categorized, priced according to complexity and taboo. But I wasn't asking for a transaction. I was asking for truth.
Mehdi's composure wavered for the first time, a flicker of genuine uncertainty crossing his features. "That's... not what I anticipated."
"Good," I said simply. “When you're always waiting for what comes next, you miss what's happening right now.”
He shifted on his knees, his eyes leaving mine briefly to focus on the fire. When he looked back, something had changed in his expression, a decision made, a barrier lowered.
"I desire to be undone," he said, his voice low and controlled despite the vulnerability of the admission. "Not just physically, though that's part of it. I want the dissolution of the boundaries I maintain so carefully. The walls between control and surrender, between power and submission, between my public self and my private needs."
I listened, fascinated by his eloquence even in this moment of exposure.
"With my professor," he continued, "I experienced a taste of that dissolution. But it was always on her terms, according to her design. What I truly desire, what I've never admitted to anyone, is to surrender to someone who sees me completely. Who understands that my submission is not a weakness to be exploited but a strength to be honored."
The confession resonated with unexpected depth, touching something in me that had nothing to do with my role as Mistress Savannah and everything to do with my own carefully guarded sense of self.
"And you believe I'm that person?" I asked, genuinely curious.
"I believe you could be," he answered, his honesty disarming. "You command without cruelty. You observe without judgment. You recognize power in its many forms, not just the obvious ones."
I uncrossed my legs and leaned forward, reducing the physical distance between us. "Tell me specifically," I said, my voice softer now but no less commanding. "If there were no limitations, no boundaries between us, what would you ask of me?"
His breathing deepened, the only visible sign of the impact of my question. "I would ask you to possess me completely, for a finite period of time. To claim every part of me, mind, body, will, as your own property. Not forever, but absolutely within the bounds of our agreement."
"And what would that look like?" I pressed, intrigued by the concept. "This complete possession."
"You would control everything," he said, his voice taking on a hypnotic quality as he articulated fantasies clearly long held but never expressed. "When I speak. When I move. What I wear. What I eat. How and when I find release. You would use me for your pleasure, in whatever way you desired. You would reward obedience and punish defiance, not according to club protocol but according to your personal desires."
My stomach tightened with unexpected desire at his words, catching me off guard. This was supposed to be professional, controlled, part of our arrangement regarding Bastien. Yet something about the raw need in his voice, the vulnerability beneath his careful composure, sent a rush of warmth through places that had no business getting involved in this transaction.
"And in return?" I asked, my own voice huskier than intended. "What would you expect from me in this fantasy?"
"Presence," he answered immediately. "Complete attention. The certainty that my surrender is being witnessed and valued. And one more thing..." He hesitated, perhaps approaching a line he was unsure about crossing.
"Tell me," I commanded softly.
"Occasionally, when you decided it was appropriate, I would want you to surrender something to me in return. Not control, necessarily, but a piece of yourself you don't share with others. A memory. A desire of your own. A vulnerability you typically keep hidden."
The request startled me. He wasn't asking to reverse our roles or undermine my authority. He was asking for intimacy within the power exchange, the genuine connection that I'd been taught was the boundary professional dominants never crossed.
"Stand," I said, needing to shift the energy between us, to reclaim the authority his honesty had momentarily destabilized.
He rose with that same fluid grace I'd observed before, his movements betraying no discomfort despite having knelt for some time.
"Remove your shirt," I instructed, my voice steady once more.
He complied without hesitation, unbuttoning the black shirt and setting it aside  His chest was as I remembered it, olive skin over lean muscle, the faint scars telling stories of a life lived beyond the controlled environment of Paris galleries and auction houses.
"Now tell me," I continued, rising from my chair to approach him, "what you thought about after our last encounter. After I sent you home, what images lingered in your mind?"
His eyes darkened, pupils dilating as I drew closer. "Your eyes," he said quietly. "The way you watched me when I was most vulnerable. Not with clinical detachment or voyeuristic excitement, but with genuine curiosity. As if my pleasure was a landscape you were mapping for future exploration."
I circled him slowly, close enough now that he could feel the heat of my body, smell the jasmine perfume I wore. "What else?"
"Your voice," he continued, his breathing more audible as I moved behind him, out of his sight. "The way it changed when you commanded me to come. Deeper, rougher, as if you were affected despite your control."
"I was," I admitted, surprising myself with the confession. "Your surrender was... compelling."
I completed my circle, coming to stand before him again, close enough now that the slightest movement would bring our bodies into contact. "What do you want tonight, Mehdi? From this session specifically."
The directness of the question seemed to catch him off guard. In Club Obsidienne, sessions were typically planned in advance, expectations clearly established, boundaries defined. My question introduced an element of spontaneity that professional dominants rarely allowed.
"I want you to tell me a story," he said after a moment's consideration. "A story about you. Something true, something formative. And while you speak, I want to kneel at your feet, to watch your face, to be completely present for your revelation."
The request was both innocuous and profoundly intimate, nothing that would violate the club's protocols, yet potentially more significant than any physical act we might engage in.
"What kind of story?" I asked, moving back toward my chair, needing the distance to maintain my composure.
"Something about desire. The nature you hide within," he replied, following my movement with his eyes but remaining where he stood. 
I settled back into the chair, considering his request. This was not what I had anticipated for tonight's session. I had expected something more conventional, something that maintained clearer boundaries between us. Yet I found myself intrigued by the intellectual direction he was taking us.
"Kneel," I instructed, indicating the space directly before my chair.
He complied immediately, his movements graceful despite the firmness of the floor beneath him.
"I'll tell you a story," I agreed, leaning back in the chair, allowing the leather of my dress to creak softly with the movement. "But understand this, what I share is not for your use. Not for manipulation. Not for leverage in our arrangement regarding Bastien. When you told me your story, it honestly reminded me of one of my own. So I want to share it with you."
"I understand," he said solemnly.
"If you repeat anything I tell you, our arrangement ends immediately." The threat carried weight beyond the professional; we both knew it.
"I would never betray your confidence," he replied, his voice carrying absolute conviction.
I studied him for a long moment, assessing his sincerity. Then I began to speak, my voice taking on the rhythms of the South, the cadences my grandmother had passed to me through years of porch-swing stories and kitchen wisdom.
"When I was twenty-two, newly graduated and preparing for my first solo exhibition in Savannah, I had a brief affair with one of my professors also, but it wasn't like yours. He was forty-eight, married, renowned in the local art community. The relationship was consensual but obviously inappropriate. He pursued me; I consented. Simple on the surface."
Mehdi listened with perfect attention, his dark eyes never leaving my face.
"What wasn't simple was what I discovered about myself during those months. He was, by conventional standards, the one with power, older, established, connected, my direct superior for four years. Yet in the bedroom, the dynamic reversed completely. Without training, without experience, I found myself naturally taking control."
I shifted in my chair, the memory more vivid than I'd anticipated.
"The first time, he tried to direct things, where I should move, how I should touch him. I remember placing my hand on his chest and saying, 'Be still.' Just those two words, but something in my voice..." I paused, remembering the shock on his face, the immediate compliance. "He stilled instantly. His eyes widened. And I saw it, that moment of recognition. Of surrender."
The fire crackled in the silence as I continued. I remembered that I was the boss and he was the servant. I could not allow him to see me vulnerable, despite my agreement to share.
"I discovered I could control his pleasure with my voice and my gaze. I could make him wait, make him beg, make him transcend his own boundaries simply by commanding it. I found more satisfaction from controlling his pleasure than from my own."
Mehdi's breathing had deepened slightly, his posture still perfect but tension visible in the line of his shoulders.
"The affair ended when I graduated. I never used what I knew against him, never threatened his position or his marriage. But I carried that knowledge with me, the understanding that power isn't about age or status or societal position. It's about recognizing what someone truly desires and being willing to control access to it."
I leaned forward, close enough that my breath caressed his face. "That's what I do now, at Club Obsidienne. I identify desire and control its fulfillment. The techniques, the equipment, the costumes, they're just trappings. The real power is in the recognition."
His eyes had darkened further, his pupils dilated with unmistakable arousal. "And what do you recognize in me?" he asked, his voice rough with wanting.
"I recognize a man who maintains absolute control in every aspect of his life," I replied, studying his face. "Your art dealings, your investments, your carefully curated public persona. You control everything and everyone around you with such subtle precision that most people never realize they're being directed."
A flicker of surprise crossed his features, confirming my assessment.
"What you desire," I continued, "is the relief of having that control taken from you. Not broken or destroyed, but temporarily lifted from your shoulders. You want someone strong enough to carry the weight you bear constantly."
His breath caught, the observation striking closer to home than he had perhaps anticipated.
"Stand," I commanded, rising from my chair simultaneously.
He obeyed, bringing us face to face, close enough that I could see the flecks of amber in his dark eyes, could feel the heat radiating from his bare chest.
"Remove your trousers," I instructed, my voice gentle but brooking no refusal.
His hands moved to his belt, unfastening it with immediacy. The trousers followed, leaving him in nothing but black silk boxers, his hard-on evident beneath the fine fabric.
"Those too," I said, my gaze never leaving his face.
He removed the last barrier, standing before me entirely naked, entirely vulnerable, yet somehow maintaining his dignity, his essential self-possession.
"Now," I said, circling him slowly, "you will listen to another story. One I've never told anyone. And you will not move. You will not touch yourself. You will simply absorb my words and allow them to affect you however they will."
I completed my circle, coming to stand before him again. "Can you do that for me?"
"Yes," he replied, his voice steady despite his obvious arousal.
I reached out, allowing my fingertips to trace the line of his collarbone, the first direct touch I'd initiated between us. His skin was warm, smooth over the solid structure of bone and muscle beneath. I felt him tremble slightly under my touch but maintain his position perfectly.
"When I came to Paris with Bastien," I began, using the contact between us to ground my story in the present moment, "I discovered something unexpected about myself. Something beyond the betrayal, beyond the financial devastation, beyond the humiliation."
My fingers trailed down his chest, following the line of dark hair that narrowed as it descended toward his navel. His breathing deepened, but he remained motionless under my touch.
"I discovered I was aroused by the city itself. By its unapologetic beauty, its casual sophistication, its absolute confidence in its own worth." My hand moved lower, tracing the sharp cut of his hip bone. "Paris seduced me in a way Bastien never could. The city became my true lover, demanding, capricious, breathtakingly beautiful in its indifference to my suffering."
My fingers hovered just above where he most wanted them, close enough that he could feel the heat of my hand but not the relief of my touch.
"Each morning, I would walk along the Seine, watching the booksellers set up their stalls, the light changing the color of the water from gray to gold as the sun rose. And despite everything, the empty bank account, the humiliation, the fear, I would feel this pull low in my belly. This hunger that had nothing to do with food."
I withdrew my hand entirely, moving behind him where he couldn't see me. I spoke close to his ear, my breath stirring the hair at his nape.
"I would find a quiet spot, a bench overlooking the river, a corner of Luxembourg Gardens, and I would touch myself. Not to climax, just enough to acknowledge the wanting. To recognize that even in my devastation, my body was alive, responsive, hungry for sensation."
I heard his breath catch, imagining the picture my words were painting in his mind.
"One morning, about two weeks after Bastien disappeared, I was sitting on a bench near Pont Neuf. It was early, the tourists not yet out in force. I wore a dress, simple cotton, nothing remarkable, but the fabric against my skin felt like a caress. The sun was warm, the light golden on the water. I felt that now-familiar pull, that hunger."
I moved around to face him again, noting the flush that had spread across his chest, the tension in his thighs as he fought to remain still.
"I let my hand drift beneath the hem of my dress, just high enough to touch the inside of my thigh. Nothing inappropriate, nothing anyone passing would notice. But I knew. And that knowledge, that secret touch hidden in plain sight, was intoxicating."
His cock twitched visibly at my words, a drop of pre-cum forming at the tip. I watched it with frank appreciation, making no attempt to hide my interest.
"A man sat on the bench beside me," I continued, my voice lower now, more intimate. "Older, distinguished, obviously Parisian in his perfectly tailored suit and casual confidence. He didn't look at me directly, but I knew he had noticed my slightly parted lips, the flush I could feel on my cheeks. He knew what I was doing."
Mehdi's breathing had grown ragged, his control visibly fraying at the edges though he maintained his position perfectly.
"We sat there in silence, strangers sharing an intimate moment without acknowledgment. I never looked at him directly. He never looked at me. But I felt his awareness like a physical touch. When I finally stood to leave, he said just one thing: 'Merci, mademoiselle.' For allowing him to witness my private pleasure, though he'd seen nothing explicit."
I moved closer to Mehdi, close enough now that the leather of my dress brushed against his bare skin with each breath.
"That's what I want from you tonight," I whispered. "I want you to witness my pleasure without participating directly. I want you to watch as I touch myself, knowing that your observation heightens my experience. That your wanting feeds my satisfaction."
His eyes widened, clearly not expecting this turn in our session.
"Would you like that?" I asked, my voice honey-slow. "To watch me pleasure myself while you remain still, unable to touch either me or yourself?"
"Yes," he breathed, the single word carrying volumes of desire.
I stepped back, creating distance between us. "First, I want you to tell me," I said, maintaining eye contact, "if this crosses a line for you professionally. This is beyond our original arrangement."
The question was genuine, a necessary check despite the heat of the moment. Club Obsidienne had strict protocols about client-dominant interactions, and while what I proposed violated no explicit rule, it certainly pushed the boundaries of professional distance.
"This is between Naomi and Mehdi," he replied, using our given names deliberately. "Not Mistress Savannah and her client. Different rules apply."
I nodded, accepting his distinction. "Sit," I instructed, indicating a leather armchair positioned directly across from the fireplace.
He moved to the chair, his nakedness in stark contrast to my fully clothed state, the power differential visually reinforced.
Once he was seated, I moved to stand before the fire, my silhouette outlined by the flames behind me. "You will not move from that chair," I instructed. "You will not touch yourself. You will simply watch. If you disobey, I stop immediately. Understood?"
"Yes," he replied, his voice rough with anticipation.
I began slowly, running my hands down the front of my leather dress, feeling the supple material warm beneath my touch. The firelight caught the burgundy leather, turning it almost black in places, blood-red in others. I turned slightly, offering him my profile, the curves of my body accentuated by the tailored cut of the dress.
With deliberate movements, I reached behind me to lower the zipper, the sound loud in the quiet room. The dress opened gradually, revealing a line of bare skin down my back. I allowed it to fall open but not off, the leather now framing my body rather than encasing it.
I glanced over my shoulder at Mehdi, gauging his reaction. His hands gripped the arms of the chair, his knuckles white with the effort of remaining still, his eyes burning with an intensity that sent heat flooding through me.
Turning to face him fully, I allowed the dress to slip from my shoulders, catching it at my waist so that my upper body was revealed while my lower half remained covered. I wore nothing beneath the leather, a deliberate choice made with this moment in mind, though I hadn't consciously acknowledged it until now.
The firelight played across my skin, turning it to gold, highlighting the curves of my breasts, the taut peaks of my nipples responding to both the cooler air and the heat of Mehdi's gaze.
"Tell me what you're thinking," I commanded softly, holding the dress at my waist.
His throat worked as he swallowed before speaking. "That you're the most beautiful thing I've ever seen. That watching you like this, in control even as you reveal yourself, is the most erotic experience of my life."
The words sent a surge of pleasure through me, more potent than a physical touch. I let the dress fall completely, stepping out of it and standing before him entirely naked except for my stiletto heels. The contrast of my bare skin and the sharp, unyielding shoes created a visual representation of the soft power I wielded in this room.
I moved to the wide ottoman positioned near his chair, arranging myself with deliberate grace, leaning back slightly so that my body was displayed to its best advantage in the firelight. Then, maintaining eye contact, I allowed my hand to drift down my body, tracing my collarbone, the curve of my breast, the plane of my stomach, before coming to rest at the apex of my thighs.
Mehdi's breathing was audible now, his arousal evident and untouched. The discipline required to remain seated, to comply with my instruction not to move, was clearly testing the limits of his considerable self-control.
I began to touch myself with slow, deliberate movements, showing him exactly how I liked to be pleasured.
"What does it feel like," I asked, my voice huskier now, "to watch but not touch? To see but not participate?"
"Exquisite torture," he replied, his accent more pronounced with arousal. "Like appreciating a masterpiece behind glass, you can see every detail, but the texture, the scent, the true essence remains tantalizingly out of reach."
His eloquence even in this state of extreme arousal was remarkable. I rewarded him by allowing my movements to become more explicit, my fingers circling my clit with increasing pressure, my other hand moving to squeeze my breast.
"Tell me what you want to do right now," I commanded, my breath coming faster as pleasure built within me.
"I want to kneel before you," he said without hesitation. "I want to replace your fingers with my mouth. I want to taste you, to feel you come against my tongue, to know the specific flavor of your pleasure."
The graphic image his words conjured sent a new surge of heat through me. I increased the pressure and speed of my fingers, feeling the familiar tension building at the base of my spine.
"What else?" I pressed, wanting, needing, to hear more of his desire.
"I want to feel you take control of my body as completely as you've taken control of my mind," he continued, his voice dropping lower. "I want your hands directing my movements, your voice commanding my responses. I want the experience of being completely possessed by you, used for your pleasure, valued for my surrender."
My movements became less controlled as his words affected me, my body responding to both the physical stimulation and the psychological power of commanding his desire so completely.
"Watch me," I instructed, though his eyes hadn't left me for a moment. "Watch me come while thinking about how it would feel to have your mouth on me, your body under my command."
The imagery, pushed me toward the edge. I allowed myself to moan, no longer maintaining the perfect control I typically displayed with clients, letting him see a genuine response rather than a performance.
When orgasm finally claimed me, it was with an intensity that surprised me, waves of pleasure radiating outward from my core, my back arching involuntarily, a sound that was half gasp, half moan escaping my lips. Throughout, I tried my best to maintain eye contact with Mehdi, allowing him to witness every nuance of my pleasure, holding nothing back.
As the sensations gradually subsided, I remained where I was, making no move to cover myself, letting him see the aftermath, the flush on my skin, the slight trembling of my thighs, the depth of my breathing as it slowly returned to normal.
"Thank you," he said simply, the words carrying a weight of genuine gratitude that transcended conventional politeness.
I rose from the ottoman, moving toward him with unhurried grace. When I reached his chair, I leaned down, bringing my face close to his. "Now," I whispered, "I'm going to get dressed. And you're going to remain exactly as you are, aroused, unsatisfied, wanting. You're going to carry that wanting with you when you leave here. You're going to feel it with every step, every breath, until our next meeting."
His eyes widened at the realization that I had no intention of providing him release. "And when will that be?" he asked, his voice strained with the effort of maintaining composure.
"Tuesday," I replied, referring to the charity auction we were scheduled to attend. "You'll escort me in your wanting state, knowing that beneath whatever gown I choose to wear, I'm carrying the memory of your observation. The knowledge of how completely you surrendered to my command."
I straightened, moving to retrieve my dress from where it had fallen. I slipped back into it with deliberate movements, aware of his eyes tracking every motion, the leather sliding over my still-sensitized skin creating aftershocks of pleasure that I allowed to show on my face.
Once dressed, I turned to face him fully. "You may get dressed now," I permitted, watching as he rose from the chair, his arousal still evident but his movements once again controlled, graceful despite his obvious discomfort.
He dressed without rushing, each movement precise despite the tremor I could detect in his hands. When he was fully clothed, he turned to me, something new in his expression, a depth of connection that went beyond professional boundaries, beyond even the unusual arrangement we had established.
"That was..." he began, seemingly at a loss for words for the first time since I'd met him.
"Unconventional?" I supplied, a smile curving my lips.
"Transformative," he corrected, his composure returning gradually. "You gave me exactly what I asked for, though not in the way I anticipated. The revelation of your pleasure was more intimate than any physical connection could have been."
The observation was astute, cutting to the heart of what had transpired between us. I had revealed more of myself in that controlled exposure than in any conventional sexual encounter.
"Tuesday," I reminded him, moving toward the door. "The car will pick me up at seven-thirty. I'll wear red, as you suggested."
"I'll be counting the hours," he replied, a hint of his usual urbane charm returning despite the intensity of what we'd shared.
As I opened the door to leave, he spoke once more: "Naomi." The use of my given name in this space was deliberate, an acknowledgment of the boundary we had crossed. "Thank you for the story. Both of them."
I glanced back at him, standing composed yet fundamentally altered in the center of the Garnet Room. "Next time," I said softly, "I want to hear about your scars. All of them, not just the physical ones."
His eyes held mine for a long moment, unguarded in a way I hadn't seen before. "As you wish."
The door closed between us, and I took a moment to compose myself in the quiet hallway. The evening had veered far from what I had anticipated when I entered Club Obsidienne. The lines between professional and personal, between Mistress Savannah and Naomi Porter, had blurred beyond recognition.
Yet as I made my way through the club's hushed corridors, nodding to staff who couldn't possibly know what had just transpired, I felt a clarity I hadn't experienced since arriving in Paris. The unconventional session with Mehdi had revealed something essential, not just about him, but about myself.
I had discovered a power more genuine than anything Club Obsidienne had taught me. A power that had nothing to do with leather or titles or elaborate scenes, and everything to do with authentic connection.
Tuesday suddenly seemed very far away.
Chatper Five 
THE COLLECTOR
The charity auction at the Petit Palais had been a revelation in more ways than one. Watching Bastien with Eléonore Kosta, his hand perpetually at the small of her back, his lips constantly brushing her ear with confidences that made her laugh, had been exactly as Mehdi predicted. The performance was familiar down to the specific tilt of Bastien's head when listening to her speak, the precise moment he would touch her arm to emphasize a point, the calculated frequency with which he would refill her champagne glass.
I had observed it all from Mehdi's side, resplendent in a red gown that had drawn exactly the attention he'd anticipated. Bastien had noticed me immediately, his practiced smile faltering for just a heartbeat before he recovered. The moment our eyes met across the glittering crowd, I knew he recognized me, perhaps not as Mistress Savannah, dominatrix to Paris's elite, but certainly as Naomi Porter, the woman whose bank account and dreams he had pillaged with such casual efficiency.
But tonight wasn't about that encounter, or the brief, tense conversation that had followed when he approached us at the champagne bar, or even the valuable information we'd gathered about his progress with Eléonore. Tonight was about something else entirely.
Mehdi had requested a special session at Club Obsidienne, our third official appointment, though our encounters had already transcended the typical dominatrix-client relationship in ways I was still processing. He had been specific about the setting: the Garnet Room again, with its crimson silk walls and amber lighting, but with one addition, a vintage Eames chair positioned before the fireplace, its black leather and rosewood frame an elegant counterpoint to the more overtly sensual furnishings of the room.
I had chosen my attire with particular care for this session, a corseted dress in deep emerald leather that accentuated my waist while maintaining the structured authority that defined Mistress Savannah. The color was a deliberate departure from the burgundy he had requested for our previous encounter; a reminder that while I might indulge his preferences, ultimate control remained mine.
When I entered the Garnet Room precisely at nine, Mehdi was already waiting, not kneeling as before, but standing by the fireplace, his posture betraying a tension that intrigued me. He wore a simple black button-down and trousers, elegantly tailored but understated. His eyes widened appreciatively at my appearance, noting the change in color with a slight smile that acknowledged my assertion of independence.
"Good evening, Savannah," he greeted me, using my professional name rather than my given one, a return to formality that suggested he, too, was recalibrating our boundaries.
"Mehdi," I responded, moving further into the room with measured steps, my stiletto heels sinking into the plush carpet. "You requested a specific furnishing tonight."
"Yes." He gestured to the Eames chair. "I thought it might facilitate the exchange I'd like to propose."
I raised an eyebrow, intrigued. "And what exchange is that?"
"Stories for stories," he replied, his dark eyes intent on mine. "You've heard about my formative experience with Professor Varela. Now I'd like to hear yours, your first significant sexual experience. The one that shaped you into the woman who now commands men to their knees with nothing but her voice."
The directness of the request sent an unexpected thrill through me. Not because the story itself was particularly sacred, but because of what I sensed beneath the request, his continuing need to know me, to understand the experiences that had formed me, to possess me through knowledge if not through physical dominance.
"That's quite a request," I said, circling him slowly, establishing my control of the space and situation. "What do you offer in exchange?"
"Information about Bastien," he replied promptly. "He's accelerated his timeline with Eléonore. They're spending weekends at her château in Burgundy now. The proposal will come sooner than we anticipated."
I completed my circle, coming to stand directly before him. "And the art fraud connection? Any progress there?"
"Yes. I've identified three more forged provenance documents for pieces he's funneled through galleries in the 8th arrondissement. The evidence is mounting."
I considered his offering, studying his face. "That's worthy of basic information about Bastien's movements. But my first significant sexual experience? That requires something more... personal in exchange."
A flicker of something, anticipation, perhaps, or concern, crossed his face. "What did you have in mind?"
I moved to the Eames chair and seated myself with deliberate grace, arranging my leather-clad body for maximum impact, spine straight, shoulders back, legs crossed at the ankle rather than the knee. A position of power that was simultaneously feminine and unyielding.
"I want to know what you did after our last session," I said, my Southern drawl more pronounced. "When you went home, still aroused, still wanting. What images played in your mind. What specific actions you took to relieve the tension I deliberately created."
Color rose in his cheeks, but he held my gaze. "That's... intimate."
"Yes," I agreed, uncrossing my ankles and recrossing them in the opposite direction, a small movement that nonetheless drew his eyes to my legs. "As is what you're asking of me."
He considered this for a moment, then nodded once, decisively. "A fair exchange."
"Kneel," I commanded, gesturing to the space before my chair.
He complied immediately, lowering himself to the carpet with that fluid grace I'd come to associate with him. In this position, looking up at me, the power dynamic was physically reinforced, his surrender to my authority made visible.
"Now," I said, resting my hands on the arms of the chair like a queen on her throne, "tell me everything. With complete honesty."
He took a deep breath, centering himself before beginning. "When I left Club Obsidienne that night, I was in a state I've rarely experienced. Physical arousal, yes, but something deeper. A psychological hunger created by watching you reveal yourself while remaining completely in control."
I listened, noting how his breathing had already deepened slightly at the memory.
"The car ride home was... uncomfortable," he continued. "Every movement, every vibration of the vehicle amplified the physical sensitivity you had created. I found myself remembering specific details, the exact curve of your breast in the firelight, the precise cadence of your breath as you approached climax, the particular shade of your skin flushed with pleasure."
His voice had dropped lower, his accent more pronounced as he slipped into the sensual memory.
"When I arrived home, I didn't immediately seek relief. I poured a glass of cognac and stood at my windows, looking out at Paris, prolonging the state you had created. Savoring the wanting itself."
I watched his face as he spoke, fascinated by this glimpse into his private response to our encounter.
"Eventually, I moved to my bedroom. I undressed methodically, just as I had in your presence. I lay on my bed, still maintaining the discipline you had imposed, not touching myself, simply feeling the air against my skin, remembering the authority in your voice when you commanded me to watch but not participate."
He paused, perhaps reaching the limits of his comfortable disclosure.
"Continue," I instructed softly. "I want every detail."
He swallowed, then nodded. "I imagined your hands on me, not gentle, not tentative, but commanding. Taking ownership of my pleasure as completely as you had taken ownership of your own. I pictured you standing over me, fully clothed in that burgundy leather, while I lay naked and exposed before you."
His arousal was becoming evident even now, in the slight flush spreading across his cheeks, the tension in his posture.
"When I finally touched myself, it was with the memory of your voice in my ear, the exact timbre when you said 'Watch me come while thinking about how it would feel to have your mouth on me.' I maintained the slow pace you might have commanded, drawing out the experience, imagining it was your decision when I would be permitted release."
I leaned forward slightly, completely engaged in his confession. "And when you came? What were you thinking in that precise moment?"
His eyes met mine, dark with remembered pleasure and current desire. "I was thinking of kneeling before you, exactly as I am now. Completely at your mercy, denied direct contact, valued for my surrender rather than my participation."
The image he painted sent a surge of heat through me, gratifying my professional pride in how thoroughly I had captured his imagination.
"Thank you for your candor," I said, leaning back in the chair. "That was... illuminating, but to be honest with you as I always am. It felt rushed and protected. I want to hear your true desire. Please. I need to know who you are at the core. I am so attracted to you."
He remained kneeling, waiting for his part of the exchange.
"Now," I said, "you want to hear about my first significant sexual experience. The one that shaped me into the woman I am now. Not rushed."
"Yes."
"Authentic and true."
"Yes," he confirmed, his attention absolute.
I considered how to begin. This wasn't a story I shared casually, not because it was traumatic or particularly private, but because it revealed more about my true ature than most were equipped to understand.
"Okay. You have obeyed me, so I will grant you this wish."
"Thank you Mistress Savanahh." Mehdi answered almost hypnotized, once again blurring the lines of our encounters.
"I was twenty," I began, watching his face. "Home in Savannah for summer break from SCAD, the Savannah College of Art and Design. I was dating a senior named Johnny, handsome, ambitious, from a good family in Charleston. The kind of relationship my grandmother approved of, though she insisted we sleep in separate rooms when he visited."
I paused, noting how Mehdi's posture had shifted subtly, his body leaning forward almost imperceptibly, drawn into my narrative.
"One weekend, Johnny invited me to his family's beach house on Hilton Head Island. His parents were in Europe, his siblings scattered to various summer activities. We would have the place entirely to ourselves."
Mehdi listened with that perfect attention I'd come to recognize, focused, analytical, absorbing every nuance of my expression along with my words.
"The house was magnificent, old Southern money, the kind that doesn't need to announce itself. Right on the beach, wraparound porches, white columns, ceiling fans turning lazily in every room. We arrived on Friday evening as the sun was setting, the air thick with heat and salt and possibility."
I could see the scene clearly even now, the golden light on the weathered wood of the porch, the sound of waves in the near distance, the anticipation humming between us as Johnny carried our bags inside.
"That night was... conventional. Pleasant enough, but nothing remarkable. The kind of sex you have when you're following an established script, foreplay, intercourse, polite mutual satisfaction. We fell asleep in the master bedroom with the windows open, the sound of the ocean our lullaby."
I paused, remembering the pivotal moment that followed.
"I woke before dawn, the room silver-blue with predawn light. Johnny was still sleeping deeply, one arm flung across the bed, his face relaxed in a way it rarely was when awake. I slipped out from under the sheets and went to stand on the balcony, wearing nothing but his discarded shirt."
The memory was vivid, the warm air against my bare legs, the distant rhythm of the waves, the liminal quality of the hour suspended between night and day.
"While standing there, I noticed movement on the beach. A man, running along the water's edge, his body silhouetted against the brightening horizon. Something about the solitude of the figure, the discipline of exercising at such an hour, captivated me. I watched him approach, then pass directly below the house, unaware of my observation."
I uncrossed my ankles, recrossing them in the opposite direction, noting how Mehdi's eyes tracked the movement.
"When I returned to the bedroom, I found myself looking at Johnny differently. He was still asleep, vulnerable, unaware. For the first time, I truly recognized the power in that dynamic, the watcher and the watched, the conscious and the unconscious. I stood there, completely aware of my own desire in a way I hadn't been the night before."
Mehdi's attention was absolute, his breathing visibly deeper now.
"I removed the shirt I was wearing and straddled him while he slept. He woke immediately, confused but aroused. Before he could speak, I placed my hand over his mouth. 'Don't talk,' I said. 'Don't move unless I tell you to. Just feel.'"
I smiled slightly at the memory of Johnny's wide-eyed surprise.
"The look on his face, shock mingled with arousal, confusion with sudden, intense desire, affected me in a way nothing ever had before. I realized in that moment that what truly aroused me wasn't his body or even the physical act itself, but the control. The power to direct his pleasure, to determine its pace and intensity."
I leaned forward slightly, bringing my face closer to Mehdi's, my voice dropping to a more intimate register.
"I spent the entire weekend exploring that discovery. I tied him to the bed with his own neckties. I blindfolded him with my silk scarf. I made him kneel on the hardwood floor for hours, naked and aroused, while I read on the porch swing, occasionally coming inside to touch him briefly before returning to my book."
Mehdi's breathing had deepened noticeably, his posture tense with attention.
"On Saturday night, I directed him to eat my pussy for what must have been two hours, not allowing him any relief himself. Each time he would begin to falter from fatigue, I would tangle my fingers in his hair and tighten my grip, reminding him without words who was in control of the situation."
I rose from the chair, needing movement to accompany this part of the story. I circled behind Mehdi, speaking now to the back of his head, forcing him to remain still while imagining my expressions rather than seeing them.
"By Sunday, he was completely transformed, responding to my slightest gesture, anticipating my desires before I voiced them, finding pleasure in his submission that clearly surprised him. When I finally allowed him to fuck me again, it was with me on top of him, cowgirl style, my hands pinning his wrists to the bed, setting a pace too slow to satisfy him until I decided he had earned his release."
I completed my circle, coming to stand directly before him, looking down from my full height, the firelight casting dramatic shadows across my face.
"But here's what truly shaped me," I continued, my voice lower now. "What I discovered wasn't just that I enjoyed dominating. What I found was that the physical act of sex itself became secondary to the psychological exchange of power during these rituals. I derived more pleasure from controlling a man's responses than from any direct stimulation. I found myself calculating what would intensify his experience specifically so I could then deny or delay it."
I crouched down, bringing my face level with his, close enough that he could feel my breath against his skin.
"And the most significant discovery? When I finally allowed him release, when I whispered in his ear, 'Now, Johnny. Come for me now', and he responded instantly, helplessly, to my command... that moment of total control over another person's most vulnerable state was more arousing, more satisfying to me than any orgasm I've ever experienced myself. I trained him to come in command."
Mehdi's seemed to be in a trance, holding on closely to my every word.
"That weekend fundamentally changed me," I concluded, rising again to my full height.
I returned to the Eames chair, seating myself once more with deliberate grace. "Johnny and I continued dating through the summer, with him becoming increasingly dependent on the dynamic I'd established. When I ended things before returning to school in the fall, he was devastated in a way that went beyond normal heartbreak. He'd become addicted to the specific way I controlled him, to the person he became in his submission."
"And how did that make you feel?" Mehdi asked, his voice rougher than usual. "His dependency?"
"Powerful," I admitted without hesitation. "Responsible, certainly, which is why I ended it cleanly rather than dragging it out. But primarily... confirmed in my discovery about myself. It validated what I'd learned that first morning on the balcony, watching the runner on the beach and then returning to take control of my sleeping lover."
Mehdi nodded slowly, absorbing everything I'd shared. "And since then? Has your approach evolved?"
"It's refined," I replied. "Become more nuanced. I've learned that different men require different forms of control. Some need physical dominance, others psychological. Some require humiliation to fully surrender, others the opposite, elevation, worship. But the core remains the same, my pleasure comes primarily from controlling access to theirs."
I leaned forward, studying his face with deliberate thoroughness. "But there's more to the story. Something I've never told anyone before. Something that explains why I'm particularly suited to this profession."
His eyes widened slightly, recognizing the value of what I was offering.
"The night before I returned to school, after I'd ended things with Johnny, I went out to a bar with some high school friends. Just a casual goodbye before we all went our separate ways. And there, sitting alone at the bar, was the runner from the beach."
Mehdi's breath caught audibly, immediately grasping the significance.
"I recognized him instantly, though he'd never seen me. He was older, mid-thirties perhaps, with the lean, disciplined body I'd observed from the balcony. I found myself watching him throughout the evening, just as I had that morning on the beach."
I paused, allowing the tension to build.
"Eventually, I approached him. We talked. He was a lawyer from Atlanta, spending a long weekend at Hilton Head. Divorced. Disciplined. Controlled. I found myself wondering what it would take to make him surrender that control, to reduce him to the state I'd created in Johnny."
Mehdi remained perfectly still, his focus absolute.
"I invited him back to my grandmother's house. She was visiting relatives in Charleston, so we had the place to ourselves. When we arrived, he tried to take control of the situation, kissing me, moving things in the direction men typically assume is their role to dictate."
I smiled at the memory.
"I stopped him with a single gesture, my hand on his chest, gentle but firm. 'No,' I said. 'Not like that.' The look on his face, confusion mingled with intrigue, told me everything I needed to know. He was used to being in charge, to directing outcomes, to controlling situations."
I leaned back in my chair, enjoying the building tension in Mehdi's posture.
"I directed him to remove his clothes while I remained fully dressed. I instructed him to kneel before me, to place his hands behind his back, to wait for permission to move or speak. Each command was a test, would this accomplished, confident man submit to a woman over a decade his junior, someone he'd met just hours before?"
The firelight played across my face as I continued.
"Not only did he submit, he revealed a hunger for submission I don't think he had previously recognized in himself."
Mehdi's breathing had grown noticeably deeper, his arousal evident despite his efforts at composure.
"I made him lick only my clit first, teaching him exactly how I wanted it. Disallowing him from sticking his tongue or his fingers inside me. I critiqued his technique, corrected his approach, demanded he continue long past the point of his own comfort."
I paused, noting the effect my words were having on Mehdi, the flush spreading across his cheeks, the tension in his thighs as he maintained his kneeling position.
"When I finally allowed him to come, my hands gripping his wrists, my voice commanding his release, he experienced something beyond physical pleasure. He later told me he'd felt 'unmade' in that moment, reduced to pure feeling and response, emptied of thought or control or identity. Just pure, animal surrender."
I leaned forward again, bringing my face close to Mehdi's. "And watching him in that state, a successful, powerful man completely undone by my command, I experienced a satisfaction deeper than any conventional orgasm. I had dismantled him piece by piece and reassembled him according to my design, if only for an hour."
Mehdi swallowed hard, his composure visibly strained. "And after?"
"He wanted to see me again, of course. Offered to visit me at school, to fly me to Atlanta for weekends. But I declined. I knew instinctively that what had happened between us wasn't replicable on an ongoing basis. The power had been in the novelty, in the unexpected nature of the encounter. To continue would have diminished it, normalized it."
I stood again, circling behind Mehdi where he couldn't see me. "Besides, I had learned what I needed from the experience. I had confirmed that my ability to command submission wasn't limited to a boyfriend who already cared for me. It worked on a stranger, on a man accustomed to authority and control. That knowledge stayed with me through my college years, informing my relationships but never defining them completely."
I completed my circle, coming to stand before him once more. "Until now. Until Paris. Until necessity forced me to reconsider what I had always treated as a private preference, a personal inclination, and transform it into a professional skill."
Mehdi remained silent, processing everything I had shared. The room felt charged with a new energy, the intimacy of confession, the vulnerability of revelation.
"Stand," I commanded suddenly, breaking the tension.
He rose to his feet with that fluid grace I'd come to expect, his arousal evident beneath his tailored trousers.
"Remove your shirt," I instructed, my voice carrying the unmistakable tone of Mistress Savannah rather than Naomi the storyteller.
Without hesitation, he unbuttoned his shirt and removed it, revealing the olive skin and lean muscle I remembered from our previous sessions. His body told its own stories, the long scar across his back, the subtle asymmetry of his shoulders, the definition that spoke of disciplined maintenance rather than vanity.
"Turn around," I directed.
He pivoted slowly, allowing me to observe him from all angles, his back straight, his hands relaxed at his sides despite the vulnerability of his position.
"Kneel again," I said, returning to my chair.
He complied immediately, the transition from standing to kneeling accomplished with perfect control. In this position, bare-chested and looking up at me, the power dynamic between us was physically manifested, his partial nudity contrasting with my fully clothed state, his lowered position emphasizing my authority.
I studied him for a long moment, enjoying the anticipation my silence created. "The story I've just told you," I finally said, "has affected you strongly. I can see it in your body's responses, in your breathing, in the dilation of your pupils."
He didn't deny it, his honesty one of the qualities I had come to appreciate about him.
"What specifically turned you on most?" I asked, genuinely curious about which aspects of my revelation had resonated most powerfully.
He considered the question thoughtfully before answering. "The contrast between your youth at the time and the absolute certainty of your command. The recognition of your own nature not as something learned or acquired, but as an essential truth discovered. And..." he hesitated briefly, "the power you held over men who typically experienced themselves as authoritative, as in control."
His perception was keen, cutting to the heart of what had made those experiences formative for me.
"And now," I said, my voice honeyed with Southern drawl, "I'm going to demonstrate that same control over you. In a more... intense manner than our previous sessions."
His eyes darkened further, his breathing visibly deeper. "Yes, Savannah."
I rose from the chair and moved to the table against the wall, where various implements had been arranged in anticipation of this session. I selected a leather whip , simple, elegant, effective, and returned to stand before him.
"Remove the rest of your clothes," I instructed.
Without hesitation or embarrassment, he complied, undressing with the same economical grace I'd observed in our previous encounters. When he stood naked before me, I allowed myself to look at him fully, not as Naomi appreciating a man who attracted me, but as Mistress Savannah evaluating a subject for maximum effect.
"Kneel again," I commanded.
He returned to his kneeling position, his dignity somehow intact despite his nakedness, his obvious arousal, his physical vulnerability.
"You've shared intimate details with me," I said, running the whip  lightly down his spine, watching the goosebumps rise in its wake. "Your fantasies after our last session. And I've shared an intimate truth with you, the discovery of my nature, my preferred form of pleasure."
The whip  continued its journey, tracing patterns across his skin that were just firm enough to be felt, not hard enough to truly count as impact.
"Tonight," I continued, "you're going to experience what Johnny and the runner experienced. The complete surrender of control. The deliberate extension of desire without release. The total submission to my will and timing."
I moved in front of him again, using the whip  to lift his chin, forcing his eyes to meet mine.
"There will be pain," I warned. "Not severe, but significant enough to create contrast with pleasure. There will be denials, disappointments, frustrations. And eventually, if you please me with your submission, there will be release. But only when I decide. Only how I decide. Do you consent to these terms?"
"Yes," he replied without hesitation, his voice rough with anticipation. "Yes, Savannah."
I smiled, pleased with his eagerness. "Good. Then we begin."
The next two hours were a symphony of sensations, a carefully orchestrated journey through dominance and submission more intense than anything we had shared previously. I used the whip  with precision, alternating stinging taps with soothing touches, creating a rhythm of pain and relief that kept him constantly off-balance, never certain what would come next.
I directed him into various positions, kneeling, standing with arms outstretched, bent over the Eames chair, lying prostrate on the floor, each one designed to emphasize his vulnerability and my control. Throughout, I maintained my fully clothed state, the leather of my dress creaking softly with each movement, a constant reminder of the power differential between us.
I brought him to the edge of release multiple times, using my voice, the whip , occasionally my gloved hand, only to deny him at the crucial moment, prolonging his state of desperate want until he was trembling with need. Each time I withdrew stimulation, I made him articulate his state, like the cerebral over-thinker he was, describe in explicit detail what he was feeling, what he wanted, how completely he had surrendered control to me.
When I finally decided he had earned release, he was in a state I had rarely observed in any client, a transcendent surrender that went beyond physical arousal to a place of complete psychological submission. His entire being was focused on my voice, my commands, my permission.
"Look at me," I instructed, standing before him as he knelt, his body sheened with sweat, his breathing ragged, his arousal almost painful in its intensity.
His eyes met mine, dark with a need so profound it transcended simple sexual want.
"Tell me who controls your pleasure," I commanded.
"You do, Savannah," he replied without hesitation, his voice barely recognizable. "Only you."
"And when do you find release?"
"When you permit it. Only when you decide."
I nodded, satisfied with his complete surrender. "Now," I said simply. "Now you may come for me, Mehdi."
The permission, combined with a final deliberate crack of the whip , sent him over the edge into an orgasm so intense it was almost convulsive. His entire body shuddered, his head falling back, a sound escaping him that seemed torn from the depths of his being. I watched his face, fascinated by the complete dissolution of his careful composure, the utter vulnerability he allowed me to witness.
As the spasms gradually subsided, I set aside the whip  and retrieved a warm, damp cloth I had prepared earlier. I cleaned him gently, this caretaking an essential part of the dominance experience, the responsibility that came with the power I had exercised over him.
"Breathe," I instructed softly. "Slowly. Deeply. Return to yourself gradually."
He obeyed, his breathing gradually steadying, his body relaxing from the intense tension it had maintained for hours. When he seemed sufficiently recovered, I handed him a glass of water from the side table, watching as he drank it gratefully.
"How do you feel?" I asked, my voice gentler now but still maintaining the authority of Mistress Savannah
"Unmade," he replied, using the same word I had used in my story about the runner. "Emptied and filled simultaneously. I understand now what you meant, about the experience transcending physical pleasure."
I nodded, pleased with his comprehension. "Get dressed," I said, my tone returning to its more commanding register. "Slowly. With attention to each movement. Feel how different your body is now compared to when you arrived."
While he dressed, I gathered the implements I had used, returning them to their proper places with the same deliberate care I brought to every aspect of my profession. When he was fully clothed again, I turned to face him, noting how differently he carried himself now, a subtle but unmistakable shift in his physical presence that reflected the psychological journey he had undertaken.
"Our session is complete," I said formally. "But before you go, I want to be clear about something. What happened tonight, the intensity, the intimacy of both story and experience, does not change our fundamental arrangement. I remain Mistress Savannah to you, not Naomi. Professional boundaries remain, despite the unusual nature of our connection."
He nodded, understanding the importance of this clarification. "Of course."
"That said," I continued, "you have become... significant to me, in ways I hadn't anticipated when we began this arrangement. Your help with Bastien, your respectful approach to my profession, your genuine interest in understanding rather than merely experiencing, these things set you apart from my other clients."
A smile touched his lips, brief but genuine. "Thank you."
"I have a new client tomorrow," I said, moving toward the door. "A French basketball player. Enormously successful, enormously tall, enormously egotistical. He requires a very different approach than what you and I have shared. Less intellectual then the two of us enjoy. More primal."
"I understand," he replied, his composure fully restored now though something in his eyes remained altered by our experience. "Will we continue our sessions?"
I considered this carefully. The intensity of what we had shared tonight suggested a natural culmination, a peak experience that might be diminished by repetition. Yet our connection regarding Bastien remained important, and I found myself reluctant to sever the unique dynamic we had established.
"Yes," I decided. "But with some distance. Time between sessions to maintain the proper perspective. And with the understanding that what happened tonight was exceptional, not a new baseline."
He nodded, accepting these terms. "I'll continue gathering information about Bastien. His proposal to Eléonore seems imminent, within weeks rather than months. We need to be prepared to act quickly when it happens."
"Agreed," I said, opening the door. "Good night, Mehdi."
"Good night, Savannah," he replied, the deliberate use of my professional name acknowledging the boundaries I had reestablished.
As I walked through the hushed corridors of Club Obsidienne toward my private preparation room, I found myself reflecting on the evening's revelations, both those I had shared with Mehdi and those I had discovered about myself in the process. The stories I had told had been true, but in the telling, they had acquired new significance, new power.
Mistress Savannah had begun as a role, a persona adopted out of necessity. But with each session, particularly those with Mehdi, the boundaries between the role and my authentic self were becoming increasingly blurred. Not in ways that compromised my professional standards, but in the recognition that perhaps Mistress Savannah was not merely a character I played but an expression of something fundamental in my nature, something that had been present that morning on the balcony in Hilton Head, waiting to be fully realized.
Tomorrow would bring a new client, a new challenge, a different facet of my professional skills to exercise. But tonight had marked a significant evolution in my understanding of myself and the unique power I wielded in this unexpected career.
As I changed out of my emerald leather dress, I caught sight of myself in the full-length mirror, a woman transformed not just by circumstances but by her own deliberate choices, her own recognized power. Naomi Porter from Savannah, Georgia, psychologist and betrayed lover, was still there. But Mistress Savannah, dominatrix and architect of men's deepest surrender, was becoming the more authentic expression of who I truly was.
The realization brought a smile to my lips as I prepared to leave the club and return to my apartment. Tomorrow would bring a new man to his knees before me. But tonight belonged to the woman I was becoming, not despite my unexpected circumstances, but because of how I had chosen to transform them.
Chapter Six
 THE ATHLETE
"You cannot be serious," I said, staring at the file Iseult had placed on her immaculate desk. The glossy press photo showed a man standing head and shoulders, literally, above a crowd of reporters, his dark skin gleaming under camera flashes, his smile blindingly perfect.
"Entirely serious," Iseult replied, her manicured fingernail tapping the name printed below the image. "Xavier Beaumont. Center for Paris Basketball. Two-time MVP of EuroLeague. And quite possibly the most famous athlete in France at the moment."
I sank into the chair opposite her desk, still processing this information. "And he wants...me? Specifically?"
"He requested an American dominatrix," Iseult explained, pouring us each a measure of cognac from the crystal decanter she kept for special client discussions. "When I mentioned we had one from Georgia with a particularly authentic approach, he became extremely interested."
I sipped the amber liquid, letting its warmth spread through me as I considered the implications. "What's his particular interest? His desires?"
A small smile curved Iseult's perfectly painted lips. "Verbal humiliation, primarily. With a specific focus on his sexual performance."
My eyebrows rose. "He wants to be told he's bad in bed? A man who undoubtedly has women throwing themselves at him constantly?"
"Precisely." Iseult leaned back in her chair, studying me over the rim of her glass. "That's exactly why he's seeking this service. Everyone in his life treats him with excessive deference, coaches, teammates, sponsors, the endless parade of models and actresses he dates. No one ever tells him anything but what they think he wants to hear."
I flipped through the file, noting the astronomical figures of his contracts, the meticulously documented public relationships with actresses and models, the carefully managed public image of athletic excellence and charm.
"And you think I'm the right dominatrix for this?"
"Without question." Iseult set down her glass, her expression turning business-like. "Your Southern manner, that sweet exterior with a core of steel, is exactly what he's seeking. The contrast between your honeyed drawl and cutting observations will be particularly effective for a man in his position."
I considered this, acknowledging that my natural inclination toward psychological dominance rather than purely physical methods would likely suit this scenario.
"He can pay triple our standard rate," Iseult added, her tone casual though her eyes were sharp. "And he's requesting a standing appointment twice monthly for the foreseeable future."
That settled it. The financial stability of a regular high-paying client couldn't be dismissed, especially as I continued gathering resources to eventually confront Bastien.
"When does he want to start?"
"Tomorrow evening. Eight o'clock. The Sapphire Room." Iseult handed me another folder. "His detailed preferences and boundaries. You'll note he's particularly interested in public humiliation scenarios as well as private sessions."
"Public?" I asked, surprised. "He's not concerned about being recognized?"
"He's specified certain clubs where athletes rarely venture. Locations where the clientele is discreet and more focused on their own pleasures than celebrity spotting." She gave me a significant look. "It presents unique opportunities for your particular skills."
I spent that evening studying Xavier Beaumont's file with the same dedicated attention I'd once given to preparing for gallery presentations. The man was a fascinating study in contradictions, a towering physical specimen at seven feet tall with a body meticulously honed for athletic performance, yet seeking experiences where his physical prowess was dismissed or mocked.
His background revealed potential insights, raised in Paris's banlieues by a single mother from Martinique, discovered playing street basketball at fifteen, catapulted to fame and fortune before he was twenty. Now, at twenty-eight, he was at the peak of his career, with endorsement deals, international recognition, and reportedly more money than he could spend in three lifetimes.
What intrigued me most were the notes from his initial interview with Iseult. He'd been remarkably specific about what he wanted, to be treated as sexually inadequate despite his physical attributes, to be reminded of his failures with women despite his endless opportunities, to be spoken to with a combination of condescension and pity by someone completely unimpressed by his fame or fortune.
Most revealing was his explicit request for a dominatrix who would engage in actual conversation with him, moments where the professional dynamic would be temporarily suspended to allow for genuine interaction. This suggestion of loneliness beneath the carefully constructed public persona added a dimension of humanity that made me view the assignment with newfound interest.

The Sapphire Room at Club Obsidienne lived up to its name, walls in varying shades of blue from midnight to cerulean, furniture in dark mahogany with midnight blue velvet upholstery, lighting that created the impression of being underwater. Unlike the Garnet Room I'd used with Mehdi, this space was larger, with distinct areas for different aspects of a session, a conversation nook with comfortable seating, a more formal area with an imposing chair that was clearly meant for the dominant, and an open space where various scenarios could unfold.
I had chosen my attire carefully, a structured dress in deep navy leather with subtle silver accents at the collar and cuffs, paired with silver stilettos that added a solid five inches to my height. Still, I knew I would be dramatically outsized by my new client, a dynamic I intended to use to my advantage rather than disadvantage.
When Xavier Beaumont entered the room exactly at eight, I was seated in the dominant's chair, legs crossed at the ankle, spine straight, hands resting on the arms in a posture of casual authority. Despite having seen his photos and statistics, I was still momentarily taken aback by his sheer physical presence, not just his height but the way he seemed to consume the available oxygen in the room, his energy palpable even before he spoke.
His skin was the deep rich brown of dark coffee, his head completely shaved to a gleaming smoothness that emphasized the perfect architecture of his skull. He wore a simple black button-down and trousers that had clearly been custom-made for his extraordinary proportions, the fabric and cut suggesting casual luxury rather than ostentation.
Most surprising were his eyes, a warm amber color that conveyed intelligence and humor at odds with the stone-faced intensity I'd seen in his basketball photos. Those eyes now studied me with evident appreciation and curiosity.
"Mistress Savannah," he said, his deep voice carrying just a hint of his Parisian banlieue origins beneath the polished French. "A pleasure to meet you."
"Mr. Beaumont," I replied, deliberately not rising from my seat, forcing him to look down at me from his considerable height. "I understand you have specific interests that bring you to Club Obsidienne."
A smile curved his lips, revealing perfect white teeth. "I do indeed."
"Kneel," I commanded without preamble, my Southern drawl deliberately pronounced. "I don't care to strain my neck looking up at you."
If he was surprised by my directness, he didn't show it. With unexpected grace for a man of his size, he lowered himself to his knees on the plush carpet, a position that finally brought us to approximate eye level, though he was still slightly taller than me even kneeling before my seated form.
"Better," I acknowledged, studying him with deliberate thoroughness. "Though I'm not sure why you bother with such expensive clothes when they do so little to improve the overall package."
A flash of something, anticipation, perhaps, sparked in his amber eyes. "You don't find me attractive, Mistress Savannah?"
"I find you obvious," I replied with calculated dismissiveness. "A collection of physical attributes assembled without subtlety or intrigue. Like a billboard, designed to be seen from a distance but offering nothing of interest up close."
He didn't respond immediately, his expression suggesting he was savoring my words rather than being wounded by them. The reaction confirmed Iseult's assessment, this was indeed what he sought, what he paid handsomely for.
"Tell me," I continued, leaning back in my chair with deliberate casualness, "how many women have you slept with, Mr. Beaumont?"
The question seemed to surprise him, though surely he'd anticipated something along these lines given his stated preferences. "I don't keep count," he said after a moment.
"No?" I raised an eyebrow skeptically. "I find that hard to believe. A man like you, whose entire existence is defined by statistics, metrics, performance evaluations, doesn't track his sexual conquests? Please."
I leaned forward slightly, my voice dropping to a more intimate register. "Let me rephrase. Would you estimate the number to be in the dozens? Hundreds?"
He shifted slightly on his knees, the first sign of genuine discomfort. "Probably in the hundreds," he admitted, a note of something like embarrassment coloring his voice.
"Hundreds," I repeated, infusing the word with a combination of incredulity and disdain. "Hundreds of women who experienced the profound disappointment of discovering that physical magnitude doesn't correlate with sexual prowess."
His breathing deepened slightly, his eyes never leaving mine. This was exactly what he had come for, the verbal equivalent of a whip  against sensitive skin.
"Stand up," I commanded suddenly. "Remove your shirt."
He complied without hesitation, rising to his full height before unbuttoning his shirt with unexpectedly elegant fingers. As the fabric parted, it revealed exactly what one would expect, a torso sculpted by countless hours of professional training, each muscle group defined with textbook perfection, skin gleaming with health and vitality.
"Impressive," I acknowledged, deliberately unimpressed. "The physical manifestation of thousands of hours of work. And yet..."
I rose from my chair, circling him slowly, my heels clicking against the hardwood floor where it extended beyond the carpet. Despite my added height, I still had to look up to meet his eyes, a dynamic I used by stopping directly before him and tilting my head back with exaggerated effort.
"And yet I've known men half your size who could satisfy a woman twice as thoroughly," I continued, my Southern drawl stretching the words into honeyed barbs. "Men who understood that sex isn't a basketball game, it's not about size or speed or how impressively you can perform physically. It's about attention. Patience. The ability to read your partner's responses and adjust accordingly."
I resumed my circle, trailing one finger lightly across his bare shoulder as I passed behind him. Not a caress, but a clinical assessment, like a coach evaluating an athlete's condition.
"I'd wager that not one of those hundreds of women ever told you the truth," I said, completing my circle to face him again. "Not one ever looked up at you afterward and said, 'Is that really all there is?' Not one ever admitted she'd faked her pleasure to spare your ego. Not one ever compared you, unfavorably, to less physically impressive lovers."
His breathing had grown deeper, his pupils dilating slightly, clear signs that my words were having precisely the effect he desired.
"Remove your trousers," I instructed, returning to my chair and reclaiming my seated position of authority.
Again, he complied without comment or hesitation, stepping out of his shoes and trousers with that same unexpected grace. He stood now in nothing but black boxer briefs that did little to conceal an unmistakable physical response to our interaction.
"Predictable," I sighed, gesturing dismissively at his evident arousal. "You're getting hard simply being talked to honestly. That speaks volumes about how rarely it happens."
I adjusted my position in the chair, recrossing my ankles in the opposite direction, a small movement that nonetheless drew his eyes briefly.
"Those underwear," I said, my tone suggesting I was addressing a mildly disappointing child. "Remove them as well."
When he stood completely naked before me, I allowed my gaze to travel deliberately from his face downward, pausing at his now fully evident arousal with an expression of studied indifference.
"As I suspected," I said, my voice honey-slow. "Proportional, certainly. Impressive by conventional standards. And yet..." I shook my head slightly. "The same problem as the rest of you. All physical attributes, no subtlety. No intrigue. Just... obvious."
I gestured to the carpeted area before my chair. "Kneel again."
He returned to his kneeling position, his physical arousal undiminished by my disparaging comments, indeed, possibly intensified by them.
"Now," I said, settling more comfortably into my chair, "I want you to tell me about the last woman who left your bed unsatisfied. And don't pretend there hasn't been one recently. A man with your schedule, your focus on career, your fundamental self-absorption, you're physiologically incapable of being consistently attentive to a partner's needs."
For the first time, genuine discomfort flashed across his features, suggesting I'd struck closer to truth than performance. Interesting.
"Three weeks ago," he said after a moment, his voice lower than before. "An actress. After a charity event."
"And what happened?" I pressed, genuinely curious now.
"Nothing dramatic. I was... distracted. Thinking about an upcoming game. She seemed to enjoy herself, but..." He hesitated, then continued with surprising candor. "She didn't come. She assured me it was fine, that she had a lovely time regardless. But her expression, I've seen it before."
"Of course you have," I replied, maintaining my tone of gentle condescension. "Women are socialized from girlhood to protect male egos, particularly those of men with power or status. She wasn't going to risk offending Xavier Beaumont, basketball star, by suggesting his performance was inadequate."
I leaned forward slightly, capturing his full attention. "Tell me, do you actually believe any of those assurances? When they pat your arm and say 'it's fine' or 'it was still nice' or 'don't worry about it', do you genuinely think they mean it? Or do you suspect they're simply managing your feelings, calculating the benefits of maintaining your goodwill against the temporary discomfort of faking satisfaction?"
He swallowed visibly, his composure wavering. "I... suspect the latter. Often."
"At least you're self-aware," I acknowledged, offering this small crumb of approval. "That's more than can be said for many men in your position."
I rose from my chair again, moving to a side table where various implements had been arranged according to Iseult's summary of his preferences. I selected a simple riding whip , returning to stand before him.
"Yet despite this awareness," I continued, tapping the whip  lightly against my own thigh, "you continue the same patterns. Different women, same disappointing outcome. One might even call it a form of insanity, doing the same thing repeatedly while expecting different results."
I extended the whip , using it to lift his chin slightly, forcing his eyes to meet mine. "Why do you think that is, Mr. Beaumont? Why can't a man with your physical gifts, your resources, your virtually unlimited access to partners, manage to consistently please a woman?"
The question hung in the air between us, more genuine inquiry than humiliation tactic. Something shifted in his expression, a recognition, perhaps, that I was inviting a level of introspection beyond the surface dynamic he had requested.
"Because I don't have to," he said finally, the words carrying the weight of a confession. "Because there's always another woman waiting. Because the novelty of who I am supersedes the reality of what I do. Because I've never had to develop those skills when physical attributes and status have always been sufficient to get me through the door."
I nodded, acknowledging the honesty of his response. "The curse of exceptional physical gifts. The never-having-to-try syndrome." I tapped the whip  lightly against his shoulder, not a strike but a punctuation. "Which brings us back to why you're here. On your knees. Naked. Aroused by being spoken to with complete honesty rather than deferential flattery."
His eyes held mine, unflinching. "Yes."
"You understand," I said, returning to my chair but remaining standing beside it, maintaining my height advantage, "that I will never have sex with you. Not now, not in future sessions, not ever. My role is not to correct your sexual inadequacies through demonstration, but to illuminate them through observation. I will not touch your body with mine. I will not permit you to touch me intimately. There will be no sexual contact between us whatsoever."
"I understand completely," he replied, his tone suggesting this was entirely aligned with his expectations.
"Good." I seated myself once more, arranging the whip  across my lap. "Then let's be crystal clear about what will happen over the course of our professional relationship. I will systematically deconstruct your sexual self-image. I will identify and articulate the failings you've accumulated but never addressed. I will not be impressed by your physical attributes, your fame, your wealth, or your status. I will treat you exactly as you deserve to be treated, as a man of great potential who has squandered his opportunities for genuine connection through laziness and self-absorption."
His arousal, visible and unmistakable, had not diminished in the slightest during this outline of our arrangement. If anything, it had intensified.
"In exchange," I continued, "you will provide me with complete honesty. No posturing, no athlete's bravado, no carefully constructed public persona. When I ask a question, you will answer truthfully, regardless of how uncomfortable or revealing that truth might be."
"Agreed," he said without hesitation.
"Now," I said, changing my tone to one of casual conversation, breaking the intensity of the dynamic we had established, "tell me something about yourself that isn't in your file. Something that has nothing to do with basketball or women or fame. Something true."
The abrupt shift seemed to momentarily disorient him, which was precisely my intention. After a moment's consideration, a genuine smile transformed his features, revealing a warmth that his professional photos rarely captured.
"I collect vintage comic books," he said, the admission carrying a hint of self-deprecation. "Specifically Silver Age Marvel. I have a first appearance of Black Panther that's my prized possession."
The revelation was so unexpectedly endearing that I found myself smiling in response, a genuine reaction rather than a calculated one. "That's... surprisingly charming."
He grinned, the expression boyish despite his imposing physical presence. "Most people think so. It's why I don't talk about it much in interviews. Better to maintain the image of the sophisticated player than reveal I spend my free time hunting down pristine copies of Fantastic Four from the sixties."
This glimpse of authentic personality, the man beneath the carefully constructed public image, created a moment of genuine connection that enhanced rather than undermined the professional dynamic we were establishing. His willingness to reveal this softer aspect confirmed Iseult's assessment that he sought not just humiliation but occasional authentic interaction.
"Back to business," I said, my tone shifting once more to Mistress Savannah's authoritative drawl. "Are you familiar with the practice of edging, Mr. Beaumont?"
His eyes darkened slightly, suggesting he was indeed familiar with the concept. "Yes, Mistress."
"Good. Because you're going to experience it today, but not in the way you might expect." I tapped the whip  against my palm. "I'm not going to touch your cock. Not with my hands, not with any implement, not with any part of my body. Instead, you're going to kneel exactly where you are, naked and exposed, while I describe in precise detail the sexual experiences of men who truly know how to please a woman."
His breathing deepened noticeably, confirmation that psychological domination could be as effective as physical methods for a man in his position.
"I'm going to tell you about lovers I've known who understood that sex is an art rather than a sport," I continued, my voice taking on a hypnotic quality. "Men who could bring a woman to climax multiple times with nothing but their voice and their focused attention. Men who measured their success not by their own release but by their partner's satisfaction. Men who would consider your approach to sexuality as tragically underdeveloped as a child playing at being a professional athlete."
I leaned forward slightly, watching his physical response to my words with clinical attention. "And you're going to become increasingly aroused hearing about these superior lovers. You're going to want release desperately. But you will not touch yourself. You will not move. You will simply kneel there, wanting, as I describe in exquisite detail everything you've failed to become sexually despite your physical advantages."
He swallowed hard, his arousal visibly intensifying. "Yes, Mistress Savannah."
"And when I decide, not when you want, but when I determine it's appropriate, I will permit you to touch yourself. Briefly. Inadequately. Just enough to remind you of how little control you actually have, how completely your pleasure is subject to another's decision."
His pupils were fully dilated now, his breathing audibly deeper. "Thank you, Mistress."
"Don't thank me yet," I replied, settling more comfortably into my chair. "You have no idea what's coming."
For the next hour, I did exactly as promised, describing in explicit, detailed terms the techniques, approaches, and attitudes of truly skilled lovers. Some were drawn from my actual experiences, others constructed specifically to highlight the shortcomings he had tacitly acknowledged. Throughout, I maintained complete professional boundaries, never touching him, never permitting him to touch me, creating intense arousal through nothing but my voice and his imagination.
When I finally granted him permission to come, I did it on my terms—quick, controlled, leaving him gasping for more. He shattered beautifully under my command, his famous charm and status meaning nothing as he trembled and spilled at my word alone. This was exactly what he craved—to be seen through his own smoke and mirrors, to be wanted not for his fame but for his surrender.
Afterward, as he dressed with that same unexpected grace that had surprised me earlier, we shifted into the more casual interaction he had specifically requested, a conversation between equals rather than dominatrix and client.
"You're remarkably good at this," he observed, buttoning his shirt with nimble fingers. "Especially for someone relatively new to the profession."
"I've discovered it comes naturally," I replied honestly. "The psychology of dominance, particularly verbal dominance, seems to align with aspects of my personality I hadn't fully explored before coming to Paris."
He smiled, an expression of genuine amusement rather than the practiced charm he displayed in public appearances. "Your accent is the perfect delivery mechanism. The contrast between that sweet Southern drawl and the cutting content, it's like being stabbed with a honey-coated knife."
I laughed, appreciating his colorful assessment. "My grandmother always said Southern women have been perfecting the art of the genteel insult for generations. 'Bless your heart' can be sincere sympathy or a devastating dismissal depending on the inflection."
"I can imagine," he said, sitting to put on his shoes, a necessity given his height and the relatively low ceilings of the club. "When I told my teammates I was seeing a dominatrix, they assumed it would involve whips and chains and elaborate costumes. They wouldn't understand that words can create a more intense experience than any physical implement."
I studied him with genuine curiosity. "Why did you tell them at all? Most clients prefer absolute discretion."
He shrugged, the gesture somehow elegant despite his size. "I have very few secrets from my teammates. The nature of professional sports, the shared physical strain, the emotional highs and lows, the constant travel, creates a unique intimacy. Besides," he added with a wry smile, "I've found that being open about my interests prevents them from becoming fodder for gossip or potential blackmail."
"Sensible," I acknowledged. "And surprising."
"I'm full of surprises, Mistress Savannah." He stood, fully dressed now but somehow carrying himself differently than when he'd entered, a subtle shift in posture that suggested a weight lifted rather than imposed. "For instance, I'd like to adjust our arrangement slightly."
I raised an eyebrow, maintaining professional composure despite my curiosity. "In what way?"
"I'd like to add a public component to our next session," he said. "Not actual public humiliation, I'm not seeking exposure or embarrassment in that sense. But I know from your file that you're willing to accompany clients to certain venues where the power dynamic can be maintained in a more subtle fashion."
"That's correct," I confirmed, thinking of several exclusive clubs where such arrangements were not uncommon. "You have something specific in mind?"
"There's a private lounge in the 8th arrondissement called L'Eclipse. Exclusive, discreet, frequented by a certain type of Parisian elite who are more interested in their own pleasures than celebrity spotting. I'd like you to accompany me there next week, continuing our particular dynamic but in a more... constrained environment."
Iseult wouldn't raise an eyebrow at taking things off-site, plenty of clients preferred their surrender happen somewhere less clinical than Club Obsidienne's perfumed rooms. But most folks waited till we'd established more trust before inviting me into their territory. Alessio wasn't most folks.
"That can be arranged," I said after a moment's consideration. "With the understanding that our physical boundaries remain absolute, regardless of setting."
"Of course," he agreed immediately. "In fact, that's precisely the point. To be seen with a beautiful woman who remains completely unattainable, who treats me with subtle but unmistakable dominance regardless of the setting or audience."
I found myself intrigued by this extension of our arrangement. The psychological complexity of his desires suggested a depth beyond the simple humiliation scenario I had initially anticipated.
"Same time next week, then," I confirmed. "I'll coordinate with Iseult regarding transportation and specific parameters."
He nodded, his expression shifting back toward the confident public persona I recognized from his photos, though now I had glimpsed what lay beneath it. "Until then, Mistress Savannah."
After he departed, I remained in the Sapphire Room for a few minutes, mentally reviewing the session. Xavier Beaumont had proven more complex, more self-aware, and ultimately more interesting than I had anticipated. The combination of his physical presence, his psychological desires, and the unexpected glimpses of genuine personality created a professional challenge I found unexpectedly satisfying.
As I gathered my things to depart, my phone chimed with a text from Mehdi, a reminder that while new clients might engage my professional attention, my personal mission regarding Bastien remained paramount. The message was brief but significant: "Proposal imminent. Weekend at château. Details to follow."
I texted back a simple acknowledgment, my mind already shifting to the implications. If Bastien was indeed planning to propose to Eléonore at her family château, the timeline for our intervention was accelerating. The satisfaction I had derived from my session with Xavier receded, replaced by the familiar determination that had brought me to Club Obsidienne in the first place.
Justice, I reminded myself as I left the club and stepped into the cool Parisian night. That remained the ultimate goal, regardless of how intriguing my professional encounters might become.
Still, as I hailed a taxi to return to my apartment, I found myself smiling at the prospect of next week's session with Xavier. Mistress Savannah might have been born of necessity, but she was evolving into something I increasingly recognized as an authentic expression of aspects of myself I had never fully explored before Paris.
The taxi pulled away from the curb, carrying me through streets now familiar rather than foreign. Like the city itself, I was transforming, becoming something more complex, more layered, more authentic than the woman who had arrived months ago with a broken heart and empty bank account.
The revenge that had initially motivated me remained important, perhaps even more so as Bastien's plans with Eléonore progressed. But alongside that motivation had grown something unexpected, a genuine appreciation for the woman I was becoming through these unanticipated circumstances.
Mistress Savannah had begun as a role, a means to an end. But with each session, each client, each new discovery about my own capacity for dominance and control, the boundaries between role and reality were increasingly blurred. Not in ways that compromised my ultimate goals, but in a fusion of purpose and identity I had never anticipated when I first entered Club Obsidienne.
Next week would bring a new dimension to my relationship with Xavier, alongside whatever developments Mehdi reported regarding Bastien's plans. The parallel tracks of my Paris existence, professional dominatrix and woman seeking justice, were increasingly intertwined, creating a complexity I was only beginning to navigate.
As the taxi turned onto my street, I found myself looking forward to both aspects of this unexpected life, the continued refinement of Mistress Savannah's skills, and the approaching opportunity to finally confront the man whose betrayal had set this entire transformation in motion.
Chapter Seven
PUBLIC DISPLAY
Before dark leather and commanding men to their knees, before Bastien's betrayal and empty bank accounts, there had been simple pleasures, the kind that required nothing but time and an appreciation for self-care. In Savannah, I'd maintained rituals that grounded me through the chaos of gallery openings and client deadlines. But since arriving in Paris, those moments of purely personal indulgence had been scarce, sacrificed to survival and revenge.
Which is why, two days after my first session with Xavier Beaumont, I found myself at Thermes de Lutèce, a hammam in the 5th arrondissement that  Iseult had recommended. The space was a sanctuary of marble and mosaic, steam rising in lazy spirals from heated stones, the air perfumed with eucalyptus and cedar. I'd paid for the complete package, steam room, full-body gommage, massage, and facial, a luxury I could now afford thanks to my growing client list at Club Obsidienne.
Lying on warm marble as a Moroccan woman named Fatima scrubbed my skin with a rough mitt and black olive soap, I felt layers peeling away, not just dead skin cells but accumulated tension. The methodical pressure of her experienced hands reminded me that my body existed for purposes beyond professional performance, that I was entitled to pleasure that served no agenda beyond my own satisfaction.
"You carry much stress in your shoulders," Fatima observed, her accented French melodic in the steamy air. "Very tight. Like you are carrying something heavy."
I smiled at the unintentional accuracy of her assessment. "Something like that."
"Man problems?" she asked with the casual directness of someone who had heard countless confessions while tending to naked, vulnerable women.
"You could say that," I replied, thinking of Bastien, of Mehdi, of Xavier, each representing a different facet of my complicated relationship with men since arriving in Paris.
"Men," she said, as if the single syllable contained encyclopedic understanding. "They are simple creatures made complicated by their own fears."
The observation struck me as remarkably aligned with what I'd been discovering at Club Obsidienne, that beneath the varied scenarios and specific requests, most clients sought the same fundamental experience: surrender of control to someone who truly saw them, who understood their desires without judgment or exploitation.
After my session at the hammam, I stopped at a small boutique nearby, drawn by a window display of lingerie that was both elegant and playful. Inside, I found exactly what I needed for my upcoming session with Xavier, a pair of silk panties in deep violet with black lace trim, sized for a man of his considerable proportions. The saleswoman didn't bat an eye at my request for the unusual size, simply nodding and wrapping the purchase in discreet tissue paper.
"For a very special gentleman," she commented with professional neutrality.
"Very special indeed," I agreed, my tone deliberately ambiguous.
The following day, I dedicated two hours to the hotel gym, another luxury I'd denied myself during my initial weeks of financial precarity but now incorporated into my routine. Physical conditioning wasn't just vanity; it was professional necessity. The stamina required for lengthy sessions, the core strength needed to maintain authoritative postures, the flexibility that allowed me to move with graceful command, all were essential components of Mistress Savannah's effectiveness.
As I completed my final set of weighted squats, I caught sight of myself in the wall of mirrors, skin glowing from yesterday's hammam treatment, muscles defined but feminine, posture that communicated quiet confidence. The woman reflected back at me bore little resemblance to the shell-shocked, betrayed artist who had arrived in Paris months ago. Mistress Savannah had begun as a role, a means of survival, but was increasingly becoming an integrated aspect of my authentic self.
That evening, I prepared for my session with Xavier with meticulous attention to detail. Our meeting place was not Club Obsidienne's controlled environment but Le Tambour, an underground reggae club in Belleville known for its authentic Caribbean atmosphere and clientele more interested in music than celebrity-spotting. The venue aligned perfectly with Xavier's request for public interaction without high risk of recognition; its predominantly Black patrons and dim lighting would make the famous basketball player less conspicuous than he would be elsewhere in Paris.
I chose my attire carefully, a dress that conveyed dominance without screaming "professional dominatrix." Emerald green silk that hugged my curves without restricting movement, hemline just above the knee, neckline suggesting rather than displaying. The color made my brown skin glow and complimented my eyes, which I'd enhanced with subtle smoky shadow. I wore my hair in its natural curls, an abundance of coils that framed my face and softened the deliberate authority of my expression.
In my purse, wrapped in tissue paper, were the violet silk panties, an instrument of control more effective than any whip  or restraint could be in a public setting.
Our arranged meeting point was Père Lachaise Cemetery at sunset, his suggestion, surprising me with its blend of the macabre and romantic. I arrived deliberately early, giving myself time to wander among the ornate tombs and sculptures. The evening was unseasonably warm, the late sunlight casting long shadows across stone angels and weathered epitaphs. Tourists meandered along the main paths, following maps to find famous graves, while locals strolled more casually, treating the sprawling necropolis as a park.
I positioned myself near Oscar Wilde's tomb, a modernist monument covered in lipstick kisses despite the protective barrier erected to prevent such tributes. The choice of location felt symbolic somehow; Wilde, the master of witty verbal barbs delivered with elegant precision, seemed an appropriate patron saint for the evening's planned activities.
Xavier appeared exactly at our arranged time, his height making him immediately visible despite his attempt at inconspicuous dress, a simple black t-shirt, jeans, and baseball cap pulled low over his face. Even in this casual attire, his physical presence was commanding, drawing glances from passing tourists who likely couldn't place him but recognized instinctively that he was someone of note.
"Mistress Savannah," he greeted me, his voice pitched low, a smile warming his amber eyes. "This is certainly different from the Sapphire Room."
"A change of scenery seemed appropriate," I replied, making no move to close the distance between us, forcing him to approach me. "Though we're still surrounded by bodies, just less animated ones."
He laughed, the sound rich and genuine. "Morbid but accurate. You look stunning, if I may say so."
"You may," I acknowledged with calculated graciousness. "And you look... conspicuous. Let's walk."
I turned without waiting for his response, setting a pace that required him to adjust his naturally longer stride, a small assertion of control that set the tone for our interaction. He fell into step beside me, keeping a respectful distance that nonetheless allowed for conversation.
"I have something for you," I said as we moved deeper into the cemetery, away from the more frequented paths. I reached into my purse and withdrew the tissue-wrapped package, handing it to him without explanation.
He accepted it with a curious expression, carefully unwrapping the delicate paper to reveal the violet silk panties. His eyebrows rose, a flush darkening his cheeks above his neatly trimmed beard.
"These are..." he began.
"For you to wear," I completed his sentence. "Now. You'll find the men's room just past Jim Morrison's grave. I'll wait here."
He hesitated only briefly before nodding, the package disappearing into his pocket as he moved in the direction I'd indicated. I watched him go, appreciating the blend of power and grace in his movement, an athlete's body conditioned for performance, now following my commands in ways his coaches and trainers could never imagine.
While waiting, I observed a middle-aged American couple consulting a cemetery map, their accent unmistakably Midwestern as they debated which famous grave to visit next. The normalcy of the scene contrasted sharply with what was transpiring just yards away, an internationally famous athlete changing into women's underwear at the direction of a dominatrix from Georgia. The juxtaposition nearly made me laugh aloud.
Xavier returned several minutes later, his expression a fascinating blend of embarrassment and arousal. His jeans, I noted with satisfaction, were low-slung enough that the violet silk would be visible if he bent even slightly.
"How do they feel?" I asked, my Southern drawl deliberately pronounced, my voice pitched just loud enough that he glanced around nervously to ensure no one was within earshot.
"Tight," he admitted, shifting his weight from one foot to another. "But... not unpleasant."
"They're designed to constrain," I explained, beginning to walk again and gesturing for him to follow. "To remind you with every step that your body is subject to my directions, even in public. Even surrounded by tourists who would ask for your autograph if they recognized you."
His breathing deepened slightly, his eyes darkening in a way I was coming to recognize as arousal. "Yes, Mistress."
"Do you know what we call men who wear panties in Georgia?" I asked, my voice honey-sweet, my expression deceptively innocent.
He swallowed visibly. "No, Mistress."
"Sugar britches," I drawled, elongating each syllable until the nickname became both ridiculous and somehow erotic. "As in, 'Come here, sugar britches, and let me see what you're hiding under those jeans.'"
A couple passed us on the narrow path, nodding politely, completely unaware of our conversation. Xavier's flush deepened, his discomfort and arousal both visibly intensifying.
"Of course," I continued as if we were discussing nothing more significant than the weather, "that's one of the more polite terms. The boys I grew up with had cruder names. 'Silk sissy' was popular. 'Lace lover.' 'Panty prince.'"
With each nickname, I watched his reaction carefully, noting which ones created the strongest response. I watched his face catch fire at my words, gauging exactly where the line lay between sweet sting and true hurt. Like finding the perfect heat for a cast iron skillet, too cool and nothing transforms, too hot and everything burns to ash. His breathing changed when certain words landed, little arrows finding the chinks in that expensive armor he wore against the world.
"Do you know what else we say in the South?" I asked, stopping near a particularly ornate mausoleum where shadows provided privacy despite our public location. "Bend over and pick up that wrapper you dropped."
I gestured to the tissue paper that had come loose from his pocket, now lying on the path beside him. He glanced around, no one was immediately visible, but voices could be heard nearby, tourists just around the bend in the path.
"Now, sugar britches," I insisted, my tone soft but unmistakably commanding.
He complied, bending slowly to retrieve the paper. As anticipated, his low-slung jeans revealed a strip of violet silk at his lower back, the panties now visible to anyone who might round the corner at that moment. I allowed him to remain in this vulnerable position for several seconds longer than necessary, observing his breathing grow more rapid, his fists clenching slightly with the tension of potential discovery.
"That's enough," I finally said, permitting him to straighten. "You follow instructions beautifully for such a big, powerful athlete."
The praise, delivered with deliberate condescension, sent a visible shiver through him. His arousal was evident now, straining against both the silk panties and his jeans.
"Is that your famous basketball dong getting excited, sugar britches?" I asked, my voice dropping to a near whisper that forced him to lean closer to hear me. "Right here in Père Lachaise, surrounded by tourists and dead poets? My, my... what would your sponsors think?"
His breath caught, his pupils dilating further. "Please, Mistress..."
"Please what?" I pressed, genuinely curious about what he was asking for.
"Please don't stop," he clarified, his voice rough with desire. "This is... exactly what I wanted."
I rewarded his honesty with a smile that carried genuine warmth beneath the professional dominance. "Good. Because we're just getting started. The cemetery was merely the appetizer. Now we move to the main course."
We exited Père Lachaise as the sunset deepened into twilight, the cemetery closing for the evening. I hailed a taxi, giving the driver an address in Belleville that made Xavier raise his eyebrows in surprise.
"You know the neighborhood?" I asked as we settled into the back seat, maintaining a proper distance between us.
"Yes," he replied, keeping his voice low enough that the driver couldn't overhear. "I grew up not far from there. Before basketball changed everything."
This glimpse of his background, information not included in the file Iseult had provided, intrigued me. "Tell me about that. The boy before the star."
For the duration of the taxi ride, Xavier shared snippets of his childhood, the son of a Martinican immigrant mother who worked three jobs, growing up in a tough neighborhood where his unusual height made him simultaneously a target and a potential asset. Basketball had been his salvation, his ticket out of circumstances that swallowed many of his childhood friends.
"I go back sometimes," he admitted as the taxi approached our destination. "Anonymously as possible. Fund community programs. Try to create opportunities I wish had existed when I was coming up."
This dimension of social consciousness added unexpected depth to what I'd assumed was a fairly straightforward case of a privileged athlete seeking novel experiences. I filed the information away, recognizing that understanding a client's complete humanity only enhanced my ability to provide the specific form of dominance they sought.
Le Tambour emerged from the Belleville streetscape like a secret revealed only to those who knew where to look, an unmarked door beside a Senegalese restaurant, a faint bass line thrumming through the walls the only indication of what lay within. I paid the taxi driver while Xavier stood awkwardly on the sidewalk, his height drawing curious glances from passersby.
"Follow me," I instructed, approaching the door and nodding to the imposing doorman, who recognized me from previous visits, a personal indulgence I'd discovered shortly after arriving in Paris, drawn by the authentic reggae and the predominantly Black clientele that reminded me, however distantly, of certain clubs back home.
Inside, Le Tambour was a sensory immersion, dim lighting punctuated by occasional flashes of blue and red, air thick with the scent of rum and essential oils, bodies moving to a hypnotic bass line laid down by a live band on the small stage. The crowd was predominantly Black, French-African, Caribbean, American expats, with a sprinkling of other ethnicities, all united by the music that seemed to vibrate through the floorboards.
I led Xavier to a small table in a corner where the lighting was particularly subdued, positioning him with his back to the room to minimize the chance of recognition. A waitress approached immediately, her smile widening as she recognized me.
"Naomi! Ça fait longtemps," she greeted me, her French accented with the lilting cadences of Guadeloupe.
"Trop longtemps, Marie," I agreed, returning her smile. "Deux rhums arrangés, s'il te plaît."
She nodded, giving Xavier an appreciative glance before disappearing into the crowd. He raised an eyebrow at me, clearly intrigued by this glimpse of my personal life intersecting with our professional arrangement.
"You come here often," he observed. "Not with clients, I think."
"No," I confirmed, relaxing slightly into a version of myself that existed between Naomi and Mistress Savannah. "This is personal. One of the few places in Paris that felt immediately... right to me."
"I understand," he said, his gaze traveling around the club with obvious familiarity. "I used to come to places like this before I was recognizable. Now it's more complicated."
"Which is why we're here," I reminded him, shifting back into my professional persona as Marie returned with our drinks, rum infused with tropical spices and fruits, a Caribbean specialty that enhanced the authenticity of the venue. "A place where you can be seen but not necessarily recognized. Where your size might draw attention but not your fame."
I raised my glass slightly. "To new experiences, sugar britches."
He flushed at the nickname but raised his glass in response, taking a substantial swallow of the potent rum. As the liquor hit his system, I noted the slight relaxation of his shoulders, the softening of his vigilant posture.
"Now," I said, leaning forward slightly to be heard over the music, "I want you to tell me about those hundreds of women. Not the number, not the conquest. Tell me about the ones you disappointed. The ones who faked their pleasure to spare your ego. Be specific."
The request visibly caught him off guard, this public venue somehow making the confession more intimate, more exposing, than it would have been in Club Obsidienne's private rooms.
"There was a model," he began after a moment's hesitation, his voice pitched just loud enough for me to hear over the music. "Last year. After a game in Barcelona. Beautiful, of course. Experienced. I was... overconfident. Rushed things. Afterward, she said all the right words, but her eyes..." He paused, taking another swallow of rum. "Her eyes were disappointed. Bored, even."
"And how did that make you feel?" I pressed, genuinely curious about the psychology beneath his desire for humiliation.
"Inadequate," he admitted, his gaze dropping to his glass. "Which was... unfamiliar. On the court, in business, in most social situations, I'm accustomed to excellence, to exceeding expectations. But in that moment, I felt... small. Despite everything." He gestured vaguely at his imposing frame.
"Small," I repeated, savoring the word. "The great Xavier Beaumont, feeling small. Tell me more about that feeling."
For the next half hour, as the reggae band played and the crowd grew more animated, Xavier continued his confessions, intimate details of sexual encounters gone wrong, moments of inadequacy carefully concealed from public knowledge, the growing disconnection between his public image of virile athleticism and his private awareness of his limitations as a lover.
Throughout, I maintained the perfect balance of professional dominance and genuine attention, pushing him toward uncomfortable revelations while ensuring he never felt truly unsafe in his vulnerability. This was the art I was perfecting at Club Obsidienne, the calibration of control and care, dominance and protection.
As the evening progressed, the music shifted to a slower, more sensual rhythm, the dance floor filling with couples moving together with the fluid intimacy that reggae uniquely inspired.
"Dance with me," I instructed, rising from our table.
He followed me to the dance floor, his height creating a path through the crowd that closed behind us as we reached a spot near the center, surrounded by bodies moving in unison. I turned to face him, making no move to close the distance between us, forcing him to navigate the physical dynamics of our interaction.
"Remember," I said as he stepped carefully closer, "the panties. Feel them with every movement. Know that beneath your jeans, you're wearing what I chose for you. What I commanded you to wear."
His breathing deepened visibly, his eyes darkening as he began to move to the music. Despite his size, he moved with surprising grace, a reminder that professional athletes, regardless of their sport, possessed body awareness beyond ordinary people.
I allowed my own body to respond to the music, the rum and the atmosphere creating a pleasant warmth that softened my usual controlled precision. We moved like satellites caught in each other's gravity, never touching but feeling the pull between us stronger than hands could ever be. The heat of him radiated across that careful distance, making the air between us thick as storm clouds before lightning breaks. 'In Georgia,' I said, letting my voice slide under the music like a secret, my accent blooming full as magnolias in June, 'we got sayings about men like you. Men whose equipment outmatches their expertise
"In Georgia," I said, my voice pitched to reach him over the music, my Southern drawl deliberately pronounced, "we have sayings about men like you. Men whose equipment outmatches their expertise."
The flush returned to his cheeks, visible even in the dim light, his arousal evident in his expression and the tension in his body.
"We say, 'All hat, no cattle,'" I continued, moving slightly closer but still not touching him. "Or 'Big gun, poor aim.' My personal favorite? 'That boy's batting a thousand in a little league game.'"
I watched his face carefully as I spoke, noting which words made his breath catch, which ones made his cock twitch against his thigh. This was the skill I was developing, the ability to read responses, to calibrate my approach in real-time, to deliver exactly the experience a client sought without crossing boundaries or causing genuine harm.
As the song reached its chorus, I finally closed the distance between us, placing my hands lightly on his shoulders as we moved together. His hands hovered uncertainly until I guided them to my waist, a professional decision, calculated to enhance the scenario we were creating while maintaining appropriate boundaries.
"You feel those panties?" I asked, my lips close to his ear, my voice a honeyed drawl. "Silk against your most sensitive parts? Reminding you with every movement that your body obeys my commands? That the great Xavier Beaumont wears what I tell him to wear, moves how I tell him to move, reveals what I tell him to reveal?"
His breathing had grown ragged, his hands tightening slightly on my waist. We were pressed together now, moving as one to the hypnotic rhythm, his arousal unmistakable against my stomach.
"Such a big man," I murmured, my tone deliberately condescending despite having to tilt my head back to meet his eyes. "Such impressive physical attributes. And yet... so easily controlled. So desperately seeking someone who sees past the fame and the fortune to the inadequate lover beneath."
The band transitioned seamlessly into another slow song, this one even more sensual, the bass line thrumming through the floorboards and into our bodies. I adjusted our position slightly, creating a subtle friction against his evident arousal, watching his face carefully for responses.
"You're close, aren't you?" I observed, keeping my voice soft enough that only he could hear. "Right here on the dance floor. Surrounded by people. The great athlete about to lose control like an overeager teenager. How embarrassing that would be. How completely mortifying."
His pupils were fully dilated now, his breathing shallow, his entire body tense with the effort of restraint. "Please," he whispered, the word barely audible over the music.
"Please what?" I pressed, maintaining the steady rhythm of our movement. "Please stop? Please continue? Please permit you release? You need to use your words, sugar britches."
"Please," he repeated, his voice strained. "I'm going to..."
"You're going to wait," I instructed firmly. "Until I decide. Until I give permission. That's what this is about, isn't it? Not just the humiliation, not just the verbal domination, but the control. Surrendering the decision to someone else after a lifetime of being deferred to."
He nodded, his eyes never leaving mine, the vulnerability in his expression creating an unexpected intimacy that transcended our professional arrangement without violating its boundaries.
"Now," I said simply, pressing deliberately against him one final time. "Now you can let go, Xavier."
His eyes closed briefly, his body tensing against mine, his breath catching in a way that would be imperceptible to anyone not paying careful attention. I maintained our movement, shielding his moment of vulnerability from the crowd around us, providing the privacy within public exposure that he had sought.
When he opened his eyes again, there was a new softness there, gratitude mingled with something deeper, a connection formed through shared vulnerability despite the clear professional boundaries between us.
"Thank you," he said quietly as the song ended and we separated.
"You're welcome," I replied, my tone deliberately casual as I led him back to our table. "Though now you'll have to spend the rest of the evening with the evidence of your lack of control. Another form of humiliation, wouldn't you say?"
The flush returned to his cheeks, but there was a smile beneath it, the pleasure of being truly seen and accepted despite his perceived inadequacies. This, I was learning, was what most clients truly sought beneath their specific scenarios and requests: the experience of being fully known without judgment or exploitation.
We remained at Le Tambour for another hour, transitioning to casual conversation, his upcoming game schedule, my carefully edited backstory as a graphic designer from Savannah, our mutual appreciation for authentic reggae. Moving from making him beg to chatting about reggae music was part of our dance - keeping him off-balance, reminding him I was a woman with depths, not just a walking fantasy in leather.
When we finally left the club, the night air cool against skin heated from dancing, I maintained the professional distance that defined our relationship. Xavier hailed a taxi for me, standing respectfully on the sidewalk as I prepared to depart.
"Next week?" he asked, his tone suggesting it was a genuine question rather than an assumption.
"Next week," I confirmed. "I'll have Iseult coordinate the details."
As the taxi pulled away, I caught a final glimpse of him, imposing yet somehow vulnerable in the streetlight, a complex man seeking experiences that the public would never associate with his carefully managed image.
The taxi carried me through streets that had slowly transformed from foreign to familiar, Paris unfolding its night-blooming secrets one by one as we passed. Inside my skin, something hummed like cicadas after rain, the dancing, the rum, the voltage that builds when you hold someone else's desire in your hands without quite claiming it. By the time we reached my building, my body had become a instrument tuned to a key I couldn't name but could feel in my bones.
Inside my apartment, I moved through my nightly routine with deliberate mindfulness, removing makeup, showering away the scent of the club, changing into silk pajamas that felt decadent against my skin. The evening with Xavier had been professionally satisfying, the perfect calibration of humiliation and support creating exactly the experience he sought. But it had also awakened my own desires, my body responding to the proximity and the power exchange despite the clear boundaries I maintained.
Here's a revised version that includes her fantasies about specific male attributes that turn her on:

In the privacy of my bedroom, with Paris glittering beyond my window like scattered diamonds on black velvet, I finally surrendered to the arousal that had been building all evening. My silk robe whispered to the floor, cool air kissing my heated skin as I settled onto the bed.
I allowed myself the release I had denied Xavier, my fingers tracing familiar paths across my body - not as Mistress Savannah performing for a client, but as Naomi seeking her own pleasure. I started slowly, brushing fingertips across my collarbone, down the valley between my breasts, circling but not yet touching where the hunger burned hottest.
My mind filled with images not of any specific client, but of fragments that had always turned me on - strong hands with veins mapping their backs, broad shoulders tapering to narrow hips, the soft vulnerability of a man's throat when his head falls back in pleasure. I imagined the weight of a man above me, something I never allowed in my professional life - someone whose strength matched mine, who could pin my wrists above my head while his mouth traced fire down my neck.
My eyes closed as I cupped my breasts, thumbs grazing nipples that had been teased to sensitivity by the friction of leather against skin all evening. A soft gasp escaped my lips as I imagined a man's tongue replacing my fingers, warm and insistent, teasing but never quite giving what I needed until I arched against him, demanding more.
As one hand continued its attention to my breast, the other slid lower, over the slight curve of my belly, through trimmed curls to the slick heat between my thighs. I was already wet, my body having secretly collected desire throughout the evening like rain gathering before a storm. In my mind, it wasn't my fingers sliding through that wetness but a man's cock, thick and heavy, the head nudging against me, teasing my entrance without pushing inside, making me lift my hips in silent pleading.
I built a rhythm with my fingers that had nothing to do with professional technique and everything to do with what I knew my body craved - circles that started wide and unhurried, gradually tightening, pressure increasing as my breathing deepened. In my fantasy, I heard a man's breath growing ragged against my ear, felt his muscles tensing beneath my hands as he fought to maintain control, his groans vibrating through his chest pressed against mine.
My back arched slightly off the mattress, toes curling into the sheets as that familiar tension began coiling tight at the base of my spine. The man in my mind was faceless but perfect - strong enough to dominate, vulnerable enough to surrender, his body responding to my touch with the same hungry desperation mine showed for his.
When release finally came, it wasn't the performed climax of Mistress Savannah but something wilder, more honest - my head pressing back into the pillow, thighs trembling, a sound escaping my throat that was half gasp, half cry. In my fantasy, I felt him pulsing inside me, his body shuddering against mine, his release triggered by the sight of my pleasure, the ultimate surrender we both craved.
Waves of pleasure radiated outward from my core, washing through me with an intensity that left my skin hypersensitive, my limbs heavy with sweet exhaustion. As the last aftershocks rippled through me, I lay sprawled across the rumpled sheets, breathing slowing gradually, sweat cooling on my flushed skin.
In these unguarded moments, with pleasure still humming through my veins, I found myself thinking about the surprising path my life had taken. What had begun as desperate survival was evolving into something richer, more complex - a profession that engaged not just my body but my mind, my perception, my understanding of human desire in all its complicated glory.
The woman who had arrived in Paris betrayed and nearly broken was discovering strengths she never knew she possessed, exploring aspects of herself that might have remained dormant in the safe predictability of her former life. As my breathing returned to normal and my heartbeat slowed to its usual rhythm, I felt an unexpected gratitude for this strange journey, this path I never would have chosen but was now making entirely my own.
Bastien remained my focus, the information from Mehdi about his imminent proposal to Eléonore creating a new urgency in our plans. But alongside that mission had grown something unexpected: a genuine appreciation for the woman I was becoming through these unanticipated circumstances.
Mistress Savannah had begun as a role, a mask donned out of necessity. But with each client, each session, each new discovery about my capacity for dominance and perception, the boundaries between the role and my authentic self were increasingly blurred. Not in ways that compromised my ultimate goals or professional integrity, but in a fusion of purpose and identity I had never anticipated when I first entered Club Obsidienne.
As sleep claimed me, my body still humming with aftershocks of pleasure, I found myself contemplating what Fatima at the hammam had said: men were simple creatures made complicated by their own fears. There was truth in that observation, but also an oversimplification. Xavier, like Mehdi, contained depths and complexities that defied easy categorization, vulnerabilities and strengths interwoven in patterns unique to each individual.
Learning to read those patterns, to respond to them with precision and care while maintaining clear boundaries, this was the art I was perfecting at Club Obsidienne. An art that served my immediate goals regarding Bastien but was also, unexpectedly, becoming valuable in its own right.
The last thought that drifted through my mind before sleep claimed me completely was a memory of dancing, bodies moving to hypnotic rhythms, the bass line thrumming through floorboards, the perfect calibration of proximity and distance creating a tension that was its own form of pleasure. In that memory, I wasn't Mistress Savannah or even Naomi the betrayed lover seeking justice. I was simply a woman in Paris, finding unexpected joy in circumstances I had never anticipated.
Chapter Eight
THE INVITATION
"Absolutely not," I said, staring at my phone as if it had personally offended me. The text message from Xavier glowed on the screen, its audacity stunning even after everything we'd shared in our professional relationship.
Coach wants to meet the woman who's got me playing better than ever. Team dinner after tomorrow's game. Locker room tour before. Say yes.
I set the phone down on Iseult's pristine desk, watching her perfectly shaped eyebrow arch in curiosity. We were in her office at Club Obsidienne, reviewing client schedules for the coming month, a ritual that had evolved from strictly business to something approaching mentorship as my status at the club had solidified.
"Problem?" she inquired, her French accent making even the simple word sound elegant.
"Xavier Beaumont has invited me to meet his coach and tour the team's locker room," I explained, pushing the phone toward her so she could read the message herself. "After tomorrow's home game. Apparently, I'm responsible for his improved performance on the court."
Iseult picked up the phone, reading the message with the measured consideration she brought to all club matters. "Interesting," she said finally, returning the device to the desk. "He's blurring boundaries."
"Exactly," I agreed, relieved she immediately understood my concern. "This isn't a session request. This is... something else. Something personal."
"Is that necessarily problematic?" she asked, her tone neutral but her eyes sharp with assessment. "Many of our clients develop attachments. Some even pursue relationships beyond our professional services."
I leaned back in my chair, considering her question. In the two months since Xavier had become my client, we'd established a rhythm, twice-monthly sessions alternating between Club Obsidienne's private rooms and carefully selected public venues. Each meeting followed the same essential pattern: verbal humiliation centered on his sexual inadequacies, psychological dominance that left him simultaneously reduced and elevated, the careful maintenance of professional boundaries despite the intimate nature of our exchanges.
"It's not just the invitation that concerns me," I admitted. "It's my response to it. I found myself... not immediately dismissing the idea."
A small smile curved Iseult's perfect lips. "You're attracted to him."
It wasn't a question, and I didn't insult her perceptiveness by pretending otherwise. "Yes. But that's irrelevant to our professional relationship."
"Is it?" She rose gracefully, moving to the cabinet where she kept a select collection of cognacs for special client discussions. "Attraction is information, Naomi. Like any other data point we gather about our clients and ourselves. The question isn't whether it exists, but how we choose to utilize it."
She poured two measures of amber liquid into crystal glasses, returning to place one before me. "Tell me about this attraction. Not as Mistress Savannah speaking of a client, but as Naomi speaking of a man."
The request created an unexpected vulnerability, shifting our conversation from professional consultation to something more personal. But Iseult had earned my trust over the months, proving herself not just a skilled businesswoman but a surprisingly compassionate mentor.
"He's..." I began, searching for words that wouldn't sound trite. "Complex. The public image, the basketball star, the celebrity athlete with the endless parade of models and actresses, that's real, but it's also constructed. Beneath it, there's a man with genuine awareness of his limitations, with a desire to be truly seen rather than merely admired."
I sipped the cognac, its warmth spreading through me as I continued. "He grew up in the banlieues, raised by a single mother from Martinique. Despite his fame and fortune, he maintains connections to that community, funds programs for kids in similar circumstances. And he's funny, not the polished humor of public appearances, but a genuine wit that catches me off guard."
Iseult listened with the same focused attention she brought to all significant club matters, her expression revealing nothing of her thoughts.
"Most surprisingly," I concluded, "he seems genuinely interested in me, not just Mistress Savannah, but the glimpses of Naomi I've occasionally allowed to surface during our sessions. He remembers details about Savannah, asks thoughtful questions about my design work, expresses curiosity about my journey that goes beyond professional courtesy."
"And this concerns you," Iseult observed, swirling the cognac in her glass. "This potential for genuine connection."
"Of course it does," I replied, perhaps too quickly. "I came to Paris with specific goals. Finding myself attracted to a client, especially one as high-profile as Xavier Beaumont, isn't part of that plan."
"Plans evolve," she said simply. "The woman who walked into my club six months ago, desperate, betrayed, seeking financial security above all else, she has evolved. Why shouldn't her plans do the same?"
The observation struck closer to home than was entirely comfortable. She was right, of course. The Naomi who had first entered Club Obsidienne barely resembled the woman I now saw in the mirror each morning, confident, financially secure, professionally respected. Only my focus on Bastien remained constant, a north star guiding my decisions despite the unexpected paths I'd traveled to maintain that direction.
"My arrangement with Mehdi," I reminded her. "The situation with Bastien and Eléonore. Those haven't changed."
"True," Iseult acknowledged. "But perhaps the timeline has. Mehdi's latest intelligence suggests Bastien has delayed his proposal to Eléonore, some complication with her family's legal team requesting additional financial disclosures. You may have more time than you anticipated."
This was news to me, though not entirely surprising. Bastien's schemes had always involved careful calibration of timing and circumstances.
"So what are you suggesting?" I asked, returning to the immediate question of Xavier's invitation. "That I accept?"
"I'm suggesting," she replied, finishing her cognac with elegant precision, "that you consider the professional opportunities this invitation presents, separate from your personal response to the man."
I raised an eyebrow, waiting for her to elaborate.
"Xavier Beaumont is not merely a basketball player," she continued. "He's connected to an entire ecosystem of wealthy, powerful men, teammates, coaches, owners, sponsors. Men who might benefit from our services. Men who would never have considered such options without a trusted recommendation."
The business calculation was impeccable, as I would expect from Iseult. Club Obsidienne operated on discretion and exclusivity; new clients typically came through careful vetting and personal referrals rather than any form of advertising.
"You're suggesting I use this invitation as a recruitment opportunity," I said, understanding her direction.
"I'm suggesting we both do," she clarified. "I'll accompany you. Two professional women accepting an invitation to observe a male-dominated space. Nothing inappropriate, nothing that crosses boundaries. Simply an opportunity to expand our client base while maintaining our professional standards."
The proposal was elegant in its simplicity, transforming a potentially boundary-crossing invitation into a controlled business opportunity. It allowed me to accept without compromising my professional ethics or sending misleading signals about my personal availability.
"And if Xavier's intentions are more personal than professional?" I asked, voicing the question that remained between us.
Iseult's expression softened slightly, a rare glimpse of the woman beneath the impeccable businesswoman. "Then you'll have a decision to make. But it will be a choice made from a position of clarity and control, not confusion or compromise."
I considered her words, turning the crystal glass slowly between my fingers. "I'll text him back. Accept the invitation for both of us."
She nodded, apparently satisfied with my decision. "Wear the midnight blue suit. Professional but unmistakably feminine. I'll coordinate my attire accordingly."
As I composed my response to Xavier, accepting his invitation but specifying that Iseult would accompany me as my business associate, I found myself contemplating the unexpected turns my Paris existence had taken. What had begun as desperate survival had evolved into professional success; what had started as a singular focus on revenge against Bastien had expanded to include genuine connections and new possibilities.
Whether these developments represented growth or distraction remained to be seen.

The atmosphere inside Halle Georges Carpentier was electric, the capacity crowd generating a wave of sound that washed over us as Iseult and I took our seats in the reserved section Xavier had arranged. The Paris Basketball home game against AS Monaco was apparently a significant match-up in the French league, though my knowledge of European basketball was limited to what I'd gleaned from Xavier's file and casual conversations during our sessions.
"Impressive," Iseult commented, her eyes taking in not just the game preparations but the social dynamics of the arena. "The VIP section is particularly interesting. Political figures, entertainment celebrities, business leaders, all performing their public allegiance to this ritual of athletic competition."
Her observation was astute, as always. Around us sat a collection of Paris's elite, fashion designers, film directors, tech entrepreneurs, and the occasional government official, all dressed in carefully casual luxury that nonetheless signaled their status. The seats Xavier had provided placed us not in the flashiest front-row positions but in a more discreet section that suggested insider connection rather than purchased privilege.
The teams emerged for warm-ups, Xavier immediately identifiable not just from his height, though at seven feet he towered over most of his teammates, but from the distinctive fluid grace of his movements. Despite his size, he moved with a controlled precision that spoke to thousands of hours of disciplined practice, his body a finely tuned instrument dedicated to a specific purpose.
Watching him in this context, his professional arena rather than mine, created a strange duality in my perception. This was the same man who had knelt before me in submission, who had followed my commands in public and private, who had revealed his most vulnerable insecurities at my direction. Yet here he was, commanding the court with absolute authority, the focus of thousands of admiring eyes, the embodiment of athletic excellence and celebrity status.
"He's spotted you," Iseult murmured, nodding subtly toward the court where Xavier had paused briefly in his warm-up routine, his gaze finding mine across the distance.
He gave no obvious acknowledgment, no wave or nod that might draw attention, but the brief intensity of his look conveyed clear recognition before he returned to his preparations. The exchange lasted barely a second but created a current of awareness that persisted as the game began.
I had never watched a professional basketball game in person before, my sports knowledge limited to the obligatory football awareness that came with growing up in the South. But even to my untrained eye, Xavier's performance was extraordinary. His height gave him obvious advantages, but it was his court awareness, his ability to anticipate movements and create opportunities for his teammates, that truly distinguished his play.
"He wasn't exaggerating," Iseult observed midway through the second quarter. "He is playing exceptionally well. The commentators have mentioned it twice already."
Indeed, the French announcer's voice had repeatedly highlighted Xavier's performance, his name punctuating the rapid-fire commentary with increasing frequency as the game progressed. With each successful play, the crowd's response grew more enthusiastic, the energy in the arena intensifying to match the competitive rhythm unfolding before us.
By the game's final minutes, with Paris Basketball maintaining a narrow lead over Monaco, Xavier had accumulated impressive statistics, points, rebounds, assists, blocks, that even I could recognize as exceptional. When the final buzzer sounded, securing Paris's victory, the crowd erupted in celebration, the sound physically palpable as thousands of fans expressed their collective joy.
"Quite the spectacle," Iseult commented as we remained seated, allowing the initial surge of departing spectators to clear before we made our way toward the private entrance Xavier had detailed in his follow-up text. "Athletic competition as modern gladiatorial combat, complete with tribal affiliations and ritualized celebration."
Her anthropological framing made me smile despite my growing nervousness about the locker room invitation. "You make it sound so primal."
"Isn't it?" she replied, her perfect eyebrow arching slightly. "Strip away the corporate sponsorships and multimillion-euro contracts, and what remains is fundamentally the same impulse that drew crowds to the Colosseum two thousand years ago. Physical excellence as public entertainment, the celebration of bodies pushed to their limits for collective catharsis."
Her observation reminded me of why Iseult excelled at managing Club Obsidienne, her keen insight into human nature, her understanding of desires both acknowledged and unrecognized, her ability to identify the primal beneath the polished.
We made our way through the thinning crowd toward the designated entrance, where a security guard checked our names against a list before directing us down a corridor lined with team photographs and trophy displays. The atmosphere changed as we moved deeper into the building's private areas, the public excitement of the arena giving way to the focused professionalism of the team's working environment.
A woman in a team-branded blazer met us at a security checkpoint, her expression professionally pleasant. "Mademoiselle Porter and Madame Durand? Xavier asked me to escort you to the team area. The players are just finishing their post-game routines."
She led us through another corridor, this one lined with training rooms visible through glass walls, physical therapy stations, weight equipment, medical facilities that spoke to the intensive physical maintenance required of professional athletes.
"The business of bodies," Iseult murmured beside me, her observation once again cutting to the essence of what we were witnessing. "Not so different from our own profession, in some respects."
Before I could respond, our guide stopped before a set of double doors marked with the team logo. "The players know you're coming," she assured us. "Coach Bernard is particularly looking forward to meeting you both."
She pushed open the doors, revealing a large, well-appointed room that served as an ante-chamber to the actual locker facilities. Several men in coaching attire stood talking, while team staff moved efficiently around them, organizing equipment and attending to post-game logistics.
A stocky man with close-whip ped gray hair and the weathered face of someone who had spent decades in high-stress environments detached himself from the group, approaching us with a direct gaze and outstretched hand.
"Coach Bernard," he introduced himself, his handshake firm but not aggressively so. "Xavier has mentioned you, Mademoiselle Porter. Says you've helped him focus, find his center. Whatever you're doing, keep it up. He's playing the best basketball of his career these past two months."
I returned his handshake with matching firmness, maintaining the professional composure I'd perfected at Club Obsidienne. "Naomi Porter. And this is my colleague, Iseult Durand. We provide specialized consulting services for high-performance individuals."
The deliberate vagueness of my description seemed to satisfy him; like many successful coaches, he appeared more concerned with results than methods. "Well, your consulting has done what my shouting couldn't. Xavier's always been talented, but lately he's been... centered. Present in a way he wasn't before."
"That's gratifying to hear," I replied, my Southern manners providing the perfect blend of politeness and reserve. "Our approach is highly individualized, focused on identifying and addressing specific psychological barriers to optimal performance."
Coach Bernard nodded, apparently appreciating my professionalism. "Team's still cleaning up, but they'll be out soon. Xavier wanted to show you around before the team dinner. Said something about helping you understand the full context of his professional environment."
The coach's phrasing suggested Xavier had been careful in how he'd presented our relationship to his colleagues, positioning me as some form of performance consultant rather than revealing the true nature of our arrangement. The discretion was admirable and strategically intelligent, creating a plausible explanation for my presence that required no uncomfortable disclosures.
"That sounds valuable," Iseult responded smoothly. "Understanding our clients' complete professional ecosystem allows us to tailor our services more effectively."
You're right - that locker room scene could be much sexier. Here's a revamped version that makes the basketball players' physical presence more visceral and enticing:

Coach Bernard's reply faded into background noise as the inner doors swung open. My body reacted before my mind could process it - pulse quickening, breath catching in my throat, a sudden warmth blooming low in my belly.
The athletes emerged from the locker room in waves, their presence hitting me like physical force. The scent reached me first - clean sweat mingled with expensive body wash, that unmistakable male smell that no cologne can quite disguise. Then came the heat radiating from bodies still warm from hot showers, creating an invisible cloud that enveloped me as they moved into the room.
My eyes struggled to process what my body already understood. These men weren't just tall - they were magnificent in a way that made my professional dominatrix composure falter for the first time in months. Some wore team-branded warm-ups that clung to bodies still damp from showers, fabric stretched across chests that made my fingers itch to trace the defined muscles beneath. Others had dressed in designer clothing that only emphasized what it attempted to contain - thighs that could crush a woman's resistance without effort, shoulders broad enough to blot out the light.
I heard myself swallow, felt my nipples tighten against the silk of my bra as a player nearest to me reached overhead, his shirt riding up to reveal abs so defined I could count each ridge, a trail of dark hair disappearing beneath his waistband that drew my eye downward before I caught myself. My cheeks burned, though I prayed the dim lighting hid my reaction.
Their voices vibrated through me - deep, confident bass tones that seemed to resonate directly with that secret place between my thighs. I caught fragments of conversation that weren't meant for a woman's ears - crude jokes, boasts about conquests, plans for after-parties - all delivered with the casual arrogance of men who'd never been denied anything they truly wanted.
Xavier appeared among them, somehow both part of this masculine tide and separate from it. His eyes found mine across the room with laser precision, and the knowing half-smile that curved his lips told me he'd caught my reaction. That smile promised things we'd never discussed in our professional sessions, whispered possibilities that had no place in the dominatrix-client dynamic we'd established.
I forced my breathing to steady, called on years of Southern breeding that taught women to maintain composure in any situation. But beneath my professional mask, Naomi - not Mistress Savannah - was acutely, uncomfortably aware of being the only woman in a room full of men whose bodies were living weapons of both sport and seduction. Men who made the executives and businessmen I dominated seem like boys playing at power games.
Coach Bernard cleared his throat beside me, forcing me back to the moment. I straightened my spine, reclaiming my dominatrix persona with effort, though I could still feel the weight of Xavier's gaze like a physical touch across the room. Later, I knew, he would use this moment against me - evidence that the woman who controlled him so completely was not immune to the raw masculine energy that filled this space.
And God help me, in that moment, I wasn't sure he'd be wrong.
His face brightened visibly when he spotted us, though his expression remained professionally composed as he approached. "Naomi, Madame Durand, thank you for coming. I hope you enjoyed the game?"
"Impressive performance," I acknowledged, maintaining the carefully calibrated tone of a professional consultant rather than either dominatrix or potential romantic interest. "Your court awareness was particularly notable in the third quarter."
The observation, drawn from comments I'd overheard from nearby fans during the game, earned an appreciative nod from Coach Bernard. "Exactly what I've been telling him for two seasons. Good to hear it from someone he might actually listen to."
Other players had begun to notice our presence, curiosity evident in glances and murmured comments as they passed. Xavier caught my eye with a subtle look that conveyed both apology for the attention and pride in publicly acknowledging our connection, however disguised its true nature.
"I promised you a tour of our facilities," he said, gesturing toward another set of doors. "If you'd like to see where the real work happens before the team dinner?"
"We'd be delighted," Iseult replied, her perfect smile revealing nothing of the strategic assessment I knew she was conducting of each player, each staff member, each potential client or connection.
Xavier led me deeper into the complex, the tour providing perfect cover for a more dangerous game. As we entered a narrow corridor leading to the private training facilities, I deliberately brushed against him, my body grazing his just long enough for him to feel the heat between us.
"This area is restricted to players and essential staff," he explained, his voice dropping lower as we moved further from the others. "No cameras, no interruptions."
"Perfect," I murmured, letting my fingers trail along the wall beside us. "I was beginning to feel... confined."
When he turned to point out a feature of the training equipment through a glass wall, I took my opportunity. With quick, practiced movements, I slipped my hand beneath my skirt, gathering wetness I'd been building all evening. His back still to me, I brought my fingers to my lips, tasting myself briefly before he turned around.
"Something smells nice," he said, nostrils flaring slightly as he caught the scent.
I merely smiled, stepping closer to explain something I'd "noticed" about the facility, bringing my fingers close to his face as I gestured. His pupils dilated, nostrils flaring again as recognition dawned in his eyes. The basketball star froze, caught between professionalism and primal response.
"You were saying?" I prompted innocently.
He swallowed hard, continuing the tour with admirable composure, though the growing bulge in his pants told a different story. As we approached a door marked "Video Analysis Room," he checked both directions before ushering me inside, flipping on only the dimmest lights.
"This is where we review game footage," he explained, his voice strained.
I pretended to examine the room's features, then turned to face him. "No cameras in here either?"
"None," he confirmed, eyes darkening as I stepped closer.
"Good." In one fluid motion, I backed him against the door and pressed those same fingers against his lips. "Taste what you've been smelling, Xavier. Just a sample of what you're asking for."
His lips parted instinctively, tongue darting out to taste my fingers. A groan rumbled deep in his chest as he sucked them into his mouth, eyes closing in momentary surrender before I withdrew them.
"That's all you get for now," I whispered, straightening his tie as if nothing had happened. "Consider it research material for your decision in three weeks."
We rejoined the others moments later, my composure perfect while he struggled to adjust his stance to hide his reaction. Coach Bernard gave Xavier a questioning look that he deflected with practiced ease.
"Everything alright? You look flushed."
"Just excited about tomorrow's game," Xavier replied smoothly, though his eyes never left mine.
The power had shifted back to me, his physical dominance in this space undermined by the secret knowledge of what had transpired moments ago - and by the lingering taste of me on his tongue that he couldn't acknowledge to anyone.
For the remainder of the tour, I maintained professional distance, but occasionally caught his gaze and slowly licked my lips, a reminder of our secret that made his steps falter every time. By the time we reached the team dining area, his composure had nearly returned, but I knew he'd be reliving those moments in the video room long into the night.
Throughout the evening, I circled the room like a predator assessing prey, maintaining deliberate distance from Xavier while never letting him fully escape my awareness. Our eyes would lock across the crowded space, electricity arcing between us for heartbeats before I'd deliberately turn away, leaving him standing with half-finished sentences on his lips.
Each time we passed near each other, I'd allow the briefest contact - my hand grazing his lower back, my hip brushing his thigh, my breath warm against his neck as I leaned in to "hear better" - touches so subtle they'd seem accidental to observers but left him visibly struggling to maintain his professional demeanor.
"Your coach is watching," I murmured during one such moment, my Southern drawl thick as honey but my words sharp as a blade. "He's wondering why his star player keeps losing his train of thought whenever a certain blonde consultant walks by."
Xavier's throat worked as he swallowed, his composure slipping just enough for me to notice. "You're playing with fire," he whispered back.
"Sugar," I replied, letting my fingernails graze his palm as I accepted a drink from his hand, "that's precisely what you pay me for."
Across the room, Iseult worked her own magic, methodically identifying potential clients among the team's elite circle. Her approach was masterful - conversations that revealed nothing inappropriate while planting seeds in receptive minds, her business cards appearing in select pockets like magic tricks.
As the evening progressed, I caught Xavier watching me with increasing intensity, his professional mask slipping to reveal hunger that had nothing to do with basketball. When he finally maneuvered through the social currents to reach me during a momentary lull, I could feel the barely contained energy vibrating beneath his calm exterior.
"You've impressed everyone," he said quietly, his voice pitched low enough that only I could hear. "Coach Bernard thinks I should triple whatever I'm paying you for your 'consulting services.'"
I allowed a smile to curve my lips, just enough to show I was pleased without surrendering power. "If only he knew the specific nature of those services."
"He'd probably still approve, given the results," Xavier replied, his eyes dropping briefly to my mouth before meeting my gaze again. "My performance metrics are up across every category since we began our... consultations."
"I'm glad to have been helpful," I said, maintaining our careful fiction while letting my fingers brush invisible lint from his lapel, a touch that lingered just long enough to make his pupils dilate.
"You still have my taste on your tongue, don't you?" I whispered, the words so soft they barely disturbed the air between us. "Every time you speak to one of your teammates, you remember what I let you sample."
His breathing changed, became shallow and quick. Something shifted in his expression - desire crystallizing into decision, want transforming into resolve.
"Naomi," he began, using my real name with deliberate intimacy, "I know our arrangement has specific parameters. Professional boundaries that we've both respected. But I need to ask..." He paused, gathering courage despite his towering physical presence. "Would you consider seeing me outside those parameters? Not as Mistress Savannah and client, but as Naomi and Xavier?"
The directness caught me off guard despite having anticipated something similar. The vulnerability in his expression made deflection impossible, demanding honesty in return.
"Xavier," I began carefully, "what we have is valuable precisely because of its clarity. The defined boundaries. The mutual understanding of roles and expectations."
"I know," he acknowledged, his voice roughening with emotion. "And I wouldn't ask if I hadn't given it serious thought. But these past two months, getting to know you, not just the professional persona but glimpses of the woman behind it, I've found myself wanting more. Something genuine, beyond the scenario we've created."
I studied him, this man who could dominate any room with his physical presence yet willingly submitted to my control. The contradiction fascinated me, even as professional caution warned against blurring these lines.
"A month," I said finally, decision crystallizing as I spoke. "Give me one month to consider. During that time, our professional relationship continues unchanged."
Relief flooded his expression, hope tempering the hunger in his eyes. "A month," he agreed. "I can wait."
As Iseult appeared at my side, signaling our departure, I leaned close to Xavier one final time, my lips nearly brushing his ear.
"And Xavier? Every time you touch yourself during that month, remember - it belongs to me until I decide otherwise."
I felt him shudder, the smallest tremor passing through his powerful frame as I pulled away, professional smile firmly in place as we made our goodbyes to the rest of the team.
As Iseult and I made our graceful exit, accepting thanks from the coach and owner for our attendance, I found myself genuinely contemplating Xavier's request. Not dismissing it as a boundary violation or professional complication, but seriously considering what it might mean to explore a connection that had developed despite rather than because of our professional relationship.
In the taxi ride back to my apartment, Iseult maintained a thoughtful silence until we were nearly at my building. "He's falling in love with you," she observed finally, her tone matter-of-fact rather than concerned. "Or believes he is, which amounts to the same thing in practical terms."
I didn't bother denying her assessment. "It's a complication I didn't anticipate."
"Most meaningful things are complications we don't anticipate," she replied, her gaze focused on the passing city lights. "The question is whether this particular complication serves or hinders your ultimate goals."
The observation cut to the heart of my dilemma. My purpose in Paris remained unchanged, justice for Bastien's betrayal, protection for Eléonore from his schemes, the reclamation of my own agency after having it so thoroughly undermined. Did exploring a genuine connection with Xavier support that purpose, or distract from it?
"He's asked for time to consider his request," I said as the taxi pulled up to my building. "I told him I have commitments, personal goals that take priority."
Iseult nodded, understanding the reference to our ongoing plans regarding Bastien. "A month," she suggested. "Tell him you need a month to consider. Continue your professional sessions in the meantime. Maintain the structure while you evaluate the possibility."
The timeframe aligned with our updated intelligence on Bastien's delayed proposal to Eléonore. A month would allow the Bastien situation to progress toward resolution without permanently dismissing the unexpected possibility Xavier represented.
"A month," I agreed, the decision bringing a surprising sense of relief. "Thank you, Iseult. For coming tonight, for your guidance. For everything, really."
She smiled, a genuine warmth visible beneath her usual composed professionalism. "We recognize something in each other, I think. Women who have created themselves deliberately, who refuse to be defined by circumstances rather than choices."
The observation resonated deeply, capturing what had evolved between us from initial business arrangement to something approaching genuine mentorship, perhaps even friendship.
The next morning, I texted Xavier my decision: I need a month. Professional sessions continue as scheduled. In four weeks, I'll have an answer about anything beyond that.
His response came almost immediately: A month. I can work with that. Thank you for considering the possibility.
The exchange was simple, direct, yet carried the weight of potential transformation. For the first time since arriving in Paris, I was contemplating a future that extended beyond justice for Bastien's betrayal, a possibility I had never included in my carefully constructed plans.
Whether this represented growth or distraction remained to be seen. But as I prepared for my day, I found myself contemplating the woman in the mirror with new awareness. Not just Mistress Savannah the professional dominatrix, not just Naomi the betrayed lover seeking justice, but someone more complex, a woman capable of commanding powerful men while remaining open to genuine connection, of pursuing justice while considering possibilities beyond revenge.
The month ahead would bring clarity, one way or another. Until then, I would maintain the structured balance I had so carefully cultivated, professional dominance at Club Obsidienne, strategic planning with Mehdi regarding Bastien, and now this new element: the contemplation of authentic connection in a city where I had expected to find only calculated survival and eventual retribution.
Paris, it seemed, had other plans for me than those I had originally envisioned. The question was whether I would embrace those plans or resist them in favor of my original purpose. A month seemed both impossibly long and inadequately brief to make such a consequential decision.
But four weeks would be, time enough, I hoped, to determine whether Xavier Beaumont represented a meaningful evolution of my Paris journey or a beautiful distraction from the justice I had come to achieve.
Chapter Nine
THE RECKONING
Fate, I've found, has a peculiar sense of timing. And perhaps a sense of humor that borders on the cruel.
The text from Mehdi arrived precisely three weeks into the month I'd asked Xavier to wait for my decision. Three weeks of continuing our professional sessions while carefully maintaining boundaries. Three weeks of contemplating possibilities I'd never planned for when I arrived in Paris.
Bastien at Café Marly tonight. Alone. Not meeting Eléonore. Opportunity?
I stared at the message, feeling the slow bloom of heat in my chest that had nothing to do with desire and everything to do with the simmering rage I'd carried since waking to an empty apartment and emptier bank account months ago. The rage I'd channeled into creating Mistress Savannah, into building a new life from the ashes of the one Bastien had burned to the ground.
What time? I replied, already calculating.
8 PM. Regular table. Business meeting just canceled.
I glanced at my watch. Nearly six. Time enough to prepare, to transform, to become not just Mistress Savannah but something more precisely calibrated for this specific encounter.
I'll be there. Alone.
I could almost feel Mehdi's concern through the phone. Are you sure? I can be nearby.
No. This is personal. I paused, then added, But thank you.
His response was immediate. As you wish. I'll be available if needed.
I set the phone down, my mind already racing with possibilities. This wasn't how I'd anticipated confronting Bastien. Our intelligence suggested he was still pursuing Eléonore, still orchestrating his elaborate scheme to access her art collection. I'd expected our confrontation would come later, would involve exposing his fraud to her directly.
But fate had offered this unexpected opportunity. Bastien alone at Café Marly, the very restaurant where he'd first taken me upon our arrival in Paris, where he'd charmed me with stories of our future together in this glittering city.
I moved to my closet with deliberate purpose, selecting not the dominatrix attire of Club Obsidienne but something far more disarming, a dress Bastien had purchased for me during our first month in Paris. A delicate ivory silk that had once made me feel like a princess in a fairy tale and now served as costume for a very different performance. The dress he'd always claimed made me look "innocent" and "pure", words that now struck me as revealing more about his own fantasies than any quality I possessed.
I styled my hair the way he had preferred, smoothed into submission rather than embracing its natural curls, another detail that now spoke volumes about his need to control rather than appreciate. My makeup I kept minimal but precise, emphasizing my eyes in the way he had once said made me look "vulnerable."
The irony of using his own preferred image of me as a weapon against him wasn't lost on me. The woman who gazed back from the mirror was a carefully constructed illusion, the Naomi he thought he knew, the woman he had believed easy to manipulate. But behind that familiar appearance lurked Mistress Savannah's steel, my new skills humming beneath the surface like a current waiting to be unleashed.
In my purse I placed a few essential items, things that would serve my purpose without revealing my intentions. A small recorder disguised as a compact. A set of handcuffs with a safety release, deceptively ornate like jewelry. A vial of perfume I'd custom-blended at a small shop in the Marais, jasmine and vanilla with undertones of an aphrodisiac compound that heightened sensitivity without clouding judgment.
I arrived at Café Marly at precisely 8:15, late enough to make an entrance, not so late as to suggest I'd agonized over the timing. The restaurant maintained its elegant ambiance, the Louvre's historic façade visible through its windows, the clientele a carefully curated mix of tourists with the right connections and Parisians with the right pedigrees.
I spotted Bastien immediately, seated at "his" regular table with the preferred view of the museum. He looked much as I remembered, handsome in the polished European way that had initially captured my attention, his dark hair artfully styled, his tailored suit suggesting money without shouting it.
What struck me now, with the perspective of months and experiences between us, was how deliberately constructed his appearance was, how every element, from the precisely trimmed stubble to the casually unbuttoned collar, was calculated for effect rather than expressing anything authentic about the man beneath.
He was absorbed in his phone, a glass of red wine half-empty before him, unaware of my approach. I paused just beyond his peripheral vision, taking a moment to center myself, to inhabit fully the role I had chosen for this encounter.
Then I moved forward with deliberate grace, stopping directly beside his table.
"Bastien?" I said softly, my voice pitched higher than my natural register, carrying an uncertain quality that was entirely manufactured.
He looked up, the practiced charm of his expression freezing as recognition dawned. Several emotions flickered across his face in rapid succession, shock, disbelief, calculation, and finally the emergence of a possessive interest that confirmed everything I needed to know about his character.
"Naomi," he said, recovering quickly, rising from his seat with exaggerated gallantry. "Mon Dieu. I can't believe it's you."
I allowed my eyes to fill with carefully calibrated tears, not enough to spill over, just enough to create a shimmering vulnerability. "I wasn't sure you'd want to see me," I said, letting my voice tremble slightly.
"Of course I do," he replied, gesturing to the chair across from his. "Please, sit. You look... exactly as I remember."
That was precisely the point. I took the offered seat, arranging the ivory silk around me with deliberate delicacy, watching his gaze follow the movement with the same appreciative assessment I remembered.
"I thought you would have returned to America," he said, signaling the waiter with the casual entitlement that had once impressed me and now struck me as faintly ridiculous.
"I tried," I said, lowering my gaze in a gesture of defeat that once would have been genuine. "But I couldn't afford the ticket home. After you..." I let my voice trail off, watching his reaction carefully.
A flash of guilt crossed his features, quickly replaced by calculation. "What happened was... complicated," he offered, his tone suggesting he was bestowing a great kindness by even addressing the subject. "Business matters you wouldn't understand. But I never stopped thinking about you."
The waiter approached, and Bastien ordered champagne without consulting me, the same presumption I had once found charming and now recognized as a subtle form of control.
"I've been surviving," I said when the waiter departed, injecting a note of pride into my otherwise vulnerable demeanor. "Working at a small gallery in Saint-Germain. Nothing special, but it keeps me in Paris."
Interest sparked in his eyes, not concern for my wellbeing, but recognition of potential opportunity. "You've always had an excellent eye for art," he said, the compliment as calculated as everything else about him. "That's one of the things I loved about you."
I ducked my head, as if pleased by the praise, while inwardly cataloging how quickly he pivoted to past-tense "loved" rather than present. "Really? You loved things about me?"
"Many things," he assured me, reaching across the table to touch my hand. "I've thought about you often, Naomi. Wondered how you were managing. If you were... angry with me."
I turned my hand beneath his, allowing our fingers to interlace in a gesture of tentative reconnection. "I was angry," I admitted, my tone suggesting the emotion was safely in the past. "Hurt. Confused. But with time..." I shrugged delicately, leaving the implication hanging.
The champagne arrived, and Bastien raised his glass in a toast. "To unexpected reunions," he said, his eyes holding mine with intensity.
I clinked my glass against his, taking a small sip while watching him over the rim. "Why did you really leave, Bastien?" I asked, infusing my voice with genuine-seeming curiosity rather than accusation. "The truth. I think I deserve that much."
He hesitated, weighing his options, calibrating his response for maximum effect with minimum revelation. "Financial pressures," he said finally. "Debts I hadn't disclosed. People I owed money to were becoming... insistent. I thought a clean break would be kinder than dragging you into my troubles."
The lie was masterful in its construction, containing just enough truth to seem plausible, offering a quasi-noble motive for his betrayal, positioning himself as protecting rather than abandoning me. Six months ago, I might have believed it. Now, I saw the craftsmanship of the deception with the same clarity I recognized in a well-executed scene at Club Obsidienne.
"That must have been difficult for you," I said, my voice soft with manufactured sympathy. "Feeling trapped that way."
Relief flickered across his face as he recognized my apparent acceptance of his explanation. "It was," he agreed, seizing the opening I'd provided. "I've regretted how things ended between us every day since."
"Have you?" I asked, allowing a hint of genuine Naomi to surface through the constructed vulnerability. "How, specifically, have you regretted it?"
The question caught him momentarily off-guard, more direct than the compliant woman he remembered would have been. But he recovered quickly, shifting to a register of rehearsed romance.
"I've missed your smile," he said, his voice dropping to the intimate tone I remembered all too well. "The way your eyes light up when you discover something beautiful. Your body next to mine in the morning light. Everything about you, Naomi."
I lowered my gaze, ostensibly overcome by his words but actually concealing the flash of triumph in my eyes. He was following the script I'd anticipated, walking willingly into the scenario I was constructing.
"I've missed you too," I whispered, the admission seeming to cost me emotional effort. "Even after everything, I find myself remembering the good times. The way you made me feel."
His hand tightened on mine, pressing with increased urgency. "We could have that again," he suggested, his tone careful but intent. "Perhaps not immediately, but... we could start slowly. Rebuild what we had."
I looked up, allowing genuine surprise to show in my expression. "You'd want that? Even though I'm..." I gestured vaguely at myself, implying diminished circumstances.
"You're still beautiful," he said, his gaze traveling over me with unconcealed appreciation. "Still the woman who captivated me in Savannah. Money, circumstances, those are temporary conditions. What's between us is more fundamental."
I bit my lower lip, a gesture I knew he had always found enticing. "It's been hard, being alone in Paris," I admitted, the vulnerability in my voice carefully measured. "Nights are the worst. Remembering how it felt to be held, to be wanted. To be touched."
His pupils dilated visibly, the first flush of arousal darkening his cheeks. Bastien had always been susceptible to sexual suggestion, his confidence in his prowess making him especially responsive to feminine desire directed his way.
"That could be remedied," he said, his voice roughening slightly. "Tonight, if you wished it."
I widened my eyes, the picture of uncertain hope. "Tonight? But... where? I have a tiny room in a shared apartment. Not very private."
"My place," he offered immediately. "Or..." he glanced around the restaurant, seeming to assess our surroundings with new purpose. "There are other possibilities. For those who can't wait."
I followed his gaze, noting how it lingered on a discreet door near the back of the restaurant. "What do you mean?"
He leaned closer, his breath warm against my cheek as he lowered his voice. "This building has many forgotten corners. Service passages dating back centuries. Places where privacy can be found, if one knows where to look."
The suggestion was exactly what I had anticipated, Bastien had always enjoyed the thrill of quasi-public encounters, the risk of discovery adding spice to his already inflated sense of sexual entitlement. During our time together, he had initiated such encounters in museum bathrooms, restaurant coat checks, even once in a showcase at a closed antique store.
"That sounds dangerous," I whispered, infusing my voice with a blend of trepidation and intrigue designed to further inflame his interest.
"Exciting," he corrected, his thumb tracing circles on my palm in a gesture I remembered well. "Immediate. A way to reconnect on the most primal level."
I hesitated, letting him see the deliberate calculation in my expression. "I don't know, Bastien. After what happened between us... I'd need some assurance."
"What kind of assurance?" he asked, wariness briefly replacing desire in his eyes.
I withdrew my hand from his, reaching for my champagne and taking a delicate sip. "Information," I said simply. "Honesty about what you're doing now. About your situation with... what was her name? Eléonore?"
Surprise flashed across his face before he could mask it. "How do you know about Eléonore?" he asked, his tone deliberately casual despite the tension suddenly visible in his shoulders.
I smiled, a genuine expression this time, enjoying his discomfort. "Paris is smaller than it seems. The art world especially so. I may be working in a small gallery, but people talk. Especially about a handsome Frenchman pursuing a wealthy widow with a significant collection."
He studied me carefully, reassessing the situation. "It's not what you might think," he began, clearly weighing how much to reveal. "A business relationship, primarily. She has art interests that align with my expertise."
"And the weekend visits to her château?" I asked innocently. "Also business?"
His expression tightened fractionally. "You seem remarkably well-informed for someone working in a small gallery."
I shrugged, a delicate movement that drew his gaze to my shoulders, my collarbones, the neckline of the ivory dress he had once selected. "As I said, people talk. Especially when there's speculation about valuable art changing hands. About provenance documents being... adjusted."
The color drained slightly from his face, though his expression remained controlled. "That sounds like gossip," he said dismissively. "The art world thrives on it."
"Perhaps," I agreed, maintaining my guileless expression. "But it makes me curious. About your intentions with Eléonore. About your intentions with me, here, tonight."
He leaned back slightly, his gaze now wary but still assessing. "What exactly are you asking, Naomi?"
I leaned forward, closing the distance he had created, allowing him a glimpse of cleavage that once would have immediately redirected his attention. "I'm asking if you're playing the same game with her that you played with me. Marriage that isn't really marriage. Intimacy that isn't really intimacy. Promises made to be broken."
For a moment, his mask slipped entirely, revealing the cold calculation beneath. Then he regained his composure, his expression softening into practiced contrition. "What happened between us was... a mistake," he said, his voice dropping to a register designed to convey emotional authenticity. "One I regret deeply. But it's also made me realize what I truly lost when I left."
His hand reached for mine again, his touch deliberately gentle. "Seeing you tonight feels like a second chance. An opportunity to rebuild something genuine."
I allowed my expression to reflect hopeful uncertainty, as if his words were affecting me exactly as intended. "It's difficult to trust again, after what happened," I said softly. "But I'd be lying if I said I didn't want to."
"Then don't think too much," he suggested, his thumb resuming its circular caress of my palm. "Feel instead. Remember how good we were together. How good we could be again, starting tonight."
I bit my lip again, letting him see the deliberate calculation of my desire against my caution. "Show me this private place you mentioned," I said finally, my voice carrying a breathless quality that had once been genuine and was now entirely manufactured. "Help me remember."
His smile held triumph poorly disguised as tenderness. He signaled for the check, paying with the casual ostentation that had once impressed me, making sure I noticed the black credit card, the generous tip, the easy confidence of a man accustomed to controlling his environment through financial display.
"Follow me," he said when the transaction was complete, rising and offering his hand with choreographed gallantry. "But not too closely. Discretion enhances the experience."
I accepted his hand, allowing him to help me rise, my touch lingering in a way that promised future intimacies. "I remember your appreciation for discretion," I murmured, the double meaning clear to me if not to him.
He released my hand once I was standing, gesturing for me to wait as he moved toward the discreet door he had identified earlier. I watched him speak briefly to a server, pressing what was clearly a substantial tip into the man's hand, receiving a nod of complicity in return.
When he beckoned to me, I followed with apparent eagerness, moving across the restaurant with the fluid grace I had perfected at Club Obsidienne. Several male diners tracked my progress, their appreciation visible in their expressions. I noted with satisfaction how Bastien registered these looks, the flash of possessive pride in his eyes confirming that his ego remained as predictable as ever.
The door opened to a narrow service corridor, dimly lit and clearly not intended for guest use. Bastien led me deeper into the building's labyrinthine back areas, his hand occasionally brushing mine in a way designed to seem accidental but was entirely deliberate.
"Where are we going?" I asked, injecting a note of nervous excitement into my voice.
"Somewhere special," he promised, his tone suggesting intimate knowledge of our surroundings. "A place few people know exists."
The corridor eventually opened into a small antechamber, clearly once a service area but now used primarily for storage. Shelves lined one wall, holding folded linens and extra dining supplies. The opposite wall featured a small window that overlooked an interior courtyard, providing minimal natural light supplemented by a single overhead bulb.
"Not exactly the Ritz," I observed, allowing a touch of dry humor to surface through my otherwise compliant demeanor.
"But private," Bastien countered, closing the door behind us with a soft click. "And unexpected. The combination creates its own kind of luxury, doesn't it?"
Without waiting for my response, he moved closer, his hands coming to rest on my waist, his body pressing mine against the wall beside the window. "I've missed touching you," he murmured, his lips brushing my ear in a gesture that once would have sent shivers down my spine and now left me clinically observant of his technique.
"Have you?" I asked, my voice deliberately breathy. "What else have you missed?"
His hands slid lower, cupping my hips through the ivory silk. "Everything," he said, the word more growl than speech. "Your smell. Your taste. The sounds you make when I touch you just right."
I allowed my body to respond as he would expect, a slight arch of the back, a soft inhalation, the physical performance of desire without its authentic emotional component. "Show me," I whispered, my hands moving to the buttons of his shirt with apparent eagerness.
His breathing quickened as I worked my way down his chest, revealing skin I had once explored with genuine passion and now regarded with professional detachment. When I reached his belt, I hesitated deliberately, glancing up with manufactured uncertainty.
"Are you sure we won't be discovered?" I asked, my voice pitched to suggest excitement mingled with apprehension.
"Not if we're reasonably quiet," he assured me, his hands now exploring the contours of my body through the dress, his touch growing more insistent. "Though I remember how challenging that could be for you."
I laughed softly, the sound calculated to stoke his ego while disguising my true assessment of his sexual prowess. "You always did know exactly how to make me lose control," I agreed, resuming my work on his belt with apparent enthusiasm.
As the leather slid free of its loops, I reached into my purse, retrieving the vial of perfume with a quick, practiced movement. "I have something that might enhance the experience," I said, unstopping the vial and allowing him to catch its scent, jasmine and vanilla with those special undertones designed to heighten sensitivity.
"New perfume?" he asked, his pupils dilating further as the compound began its subtle work on his olfactory senses.
"Something I discovered recently," I confirmed, applying it to my wrists and neck with deliberate sensuality. "It helps me... let go of inhibitions."
He inhaled deeply, his expression growing more intensely focused as the scent worked its magic, not clouding judgment but heightening physical receptivity, making the body more responsive to touch while leaving the mind clear. A tool I had discovered through Club Obsidienne that served my purpose perfectly.
"Take off your shirt," I directed, the command slipping out in Mistress Savannah's authoritative tone rather than Naomi's deferential one.
He blinked, momentarily confused by the shift, but the perfume and his own arousal overrode any caution the change might have otherwise triggered. He complied, removing his shirt and draping it carefully over a nearby shelf, always conscious of his appearance, even in moments of supposed abandonment.
I ran my hands down his chest with apparent appreciation, noting how he preened slightly under my touch. "And the rest," I encouraged, my fingers working at the fastening of his trousers. "I want to see all of you."
His smile turned triumphant as he interpreted my eagerness as capitulation, as confirmation of his belief that I had remained unchanged, still susceptible to his charm despite his betrayal. He stepped out of his shoes, then allowed his trousers to fall, revealing silk boxers that did little to conceal his arousal.
"Those too," I instructed, my Southern drawl becoming more pronounced as I allowed more of Mistress Savannah to surface through the constructed vulnerability.
Again, he complied, his eyes dark with desire and chemical enhancement, his body fully revealed in the dim light of the storage room. He stood before me, entirely naked while I remained fully clothed, a power dynamic reversed from what he would have expected but that he was too aroused to properly register.
"Now," I said, reaching into my purse again, "I have something special in mind."
I withdrew the handcuffs, ornate and seemingly decorative, their actual strength disguised by their aesthetic appeal. "Do you remember that night in the hotel in Lyon?" I asked, referring to an occasion when he had used similar restraints on me, an experience he had enjoyed far more than I had, though I had never revealed that fact.
Recognition flashed in his eyes, followed by eager anticipation. "You kept those?"
"I bought new ones," I corrected, dangling them temptingly. "Better quality. More... secure."
He offered his wrists without hesitation, arousal overriding any caution he might normally have exercised. "You always were full of surprises," he murmured, clearly interpreting this development as evidence of my continued enchantment with him rather than the calculated trap it actually was.
I closed the cuffs around his wrists, testing their security with a quick tug. "Too tight?" I asked, my tone solicitous.
"Perfect," he assured me, his breathing increasingly rapid, his body responding to both the perfume and the scenario with visible enthusiasm.
"Good," I said, allowing Mistress Savannah's smile to replace Naomi's uncertainty. "Now, hands above your head, please."
He complied without question, raising his cuffed wrists with an eagerness that confirmed his complete misreading of the situation. I guided his hands to a pipe that ran along the ceiling, not plumbing but electrical conduit, sturdy enough for my purpose.
"Comfortable?" I asked as I secured the cuffs to the pipe, leaving him fully extended, entirely exposed, and completely vulnerable.
"Eager," he corrected, his voice rough with desire. "Though I'm surprised by this assertive side of you. It's... intriguing."
"Oh, you have no idea," I agreed, stepping back to survey my handiwork. Bastien Dufort, naked, aroused, restrained, and utterly at my mercy in a semi-public space where discovery would be particularly humiliating. "People change, Bastien. Evolve. Discover new aspects of themselves."
Something in my tone finally penetrated his arousal-fogged perception. A flicker of uncertainty crossed his features, his expression shifting from eager anticipation to the first stirrings of concern.
"Naomi? What exactly did you have in mind?"
I smiled, allowing my transformation to become fully visible, Mistress Savannah emerging completely from behind Naomi's constructed vulnerability. "Justice," I said simply. "Or perhaps accountability is the better term."
I reached into my purse one final time, withdrawing the recorder disguised as a compact. "Let's start with a proper confession, shall we? About Eléonore Kosta and her art collection. About forged provenance documents. About your entire operation."
Comprehension dawned in his expression, followed rapidly by anger. "What the hell is this? Some kind of setup?"
"Precisely that," I agreed, my Southern drawl now deliberate rather than disguised. "Though perhaps 'sting operation' would be more accurate. You're very predictable, Bastien. Your patterns, your preferences, your weaknesses, all so consistent, so exploitable."
He yanked at the restraints, finding them far more secure than the decorative toys he had anticipated. "Let me go," he demanded, his charm evaporating entirely, revealing the cold calculation beneath. "Now."
"Not quite yet," I said, activating the recorder. "First, you're going to tell me everything about your scheme with Eléonore. The complete truth, in your own words. Then we can discuss how this evening concludes."
"I'll tell you nothing," he spat, fury replacing the desire that had consumed him moments before.
I shrugged, the movement deliberately casual. "That's your choice. But consider your current situation carefully. You're naked, handcuffed to a pipe, in a storage room where anyone might enter at any moment. A restaurant employee. Another guest seeking privacy. Perhaps even security, called to investigate unusual activity in the service areas."
His eyes darted to the door, acknowledging the vulnerability of his position.
"If you cooperate," I continued, "this remains between us. If not..." I gestured to his exposed state. "I imagine the humiliation of being discovered like this would be considerable. Especially if the discoverer happened to have a phone capable of taking photographs. Imagine such images circulating among your associates in the art world. Among Eléonore's social circle."
The threat struck precisely where intended, at his carefully constructed image, his professional reputation, the foundation of his various schemes. "You wouldn't dare," he said, but uncertainty had replaced anger in his tone.
"Wouldn't I?" I countered, my smile carrying the confidence I had developed at Club Obsidienne. "You have no idea what I'm capable of now, Bastien. How thoroughly I've transformed since you left me with nothing but my own resources."
To demonstrate my point, I moved to the door, opening it a crack and peering into the corridor beyond. "It seems quiet out there at the moment," I observed. "But who knows how long that will last? Tick tock, Bastien. Decision time."
His jaw worked as he considered his options, calculation visible in his expression despite his compromised position. "What exactly do you want to know?" he asked finally, his tone suggesting capitulation while his eyes remained wary.
"Everything," I replied, keeping the recorder clearly visible. "Starting with when you first targeted Eléonore. How you identified her as a mark. The specific pieces in her collection you intend to replace with forgeries. The names of your accomplices in creating the false provenance documents. Leave nothing out."
For several seconds, he remained silent, weighing his alternatives. Then, with the pragmatism that characterized his amoral approach to life, he began to speak, detailing a scheme more elaborate than even Mehdi had uncovered, involving not just forgeries but tax fraud, insurance scams, and multiple levels of art world corruption.
I recorded everything, asking clarifying questions when necessary, building a comprehensive record of his criminal enterprise. Throughout, I maintained perfect composure, neither gloating over his capitulation nor revealing how the information aligned with or expanded upon what I already knew from Mehdi's investigation.
When he had finished, his voice hoarse from the extended confession, I stopped the recorder and returned it to my purse. "Thank you for your cooperation," I said, my tone professionally detached. "That was most illuminating."
"Now let me go," he demanded, though the command lacked his earlier confidence.
"In a moment," I replied, retrieving the small key that would release the handcuffs. "But first, a question, why did you really leave me? The true reason, not the fiction you constructed earlier."
He stared at me, clearly calculating whether further honesty served his immediate goal of release. "You were becoming... inconvenient," he said finally. "Asking too many questions about my business activities. Wanting to meet people I preferred to keep separate from my personal life. And financially, you had served your purpose, your accounts emptied, your credit extended as far as it could go."
The brutal honesty stung despite my having suspected as much. "And the note? The part about our marriage never being filed?"
A flash of his old arrogance surfaced. "That was true. I never submitted the paperwork. You were too trusting to verify, too naive to question why we never received official documentation. A valuable lesson, I imagine."
"Indeed," I agreed, approaching him with the key. "One of many you've inadvertently taught me."
I reached up as if to unlock the cuffs, then paused, my expression thoughtful. "You know, I'm not entirely satisfied with our conclusion here. You've provided information, yes, but there's been no real... consequence for your actions."
Wariness returned to his expression. "What are you suggesting?"
I smiled, the expression carrying none of Naomi's former warmth but all of Mistress Savannah's calculated authority. "I think a period of reflection might be valuable for you. A chance to contemplate the choices that led you to this particular predicament."
Before he could respond, I stepped back, retrieving his clothing from where it had been placed and moving toward the door.
"What are you doing?" he demanded, alarm replacing calculation in his voice. "You can't leave me like this!"
"Can't I?" I countered, pausing at the doorway. "The cuffs have a safety release, Bastien. Press firmly on the inner mechanism and they'll open. It might take you some time to figure out exactly where to apply pressure, but I'm sure a man of your intelligence will manage eventually."
"You bitch," he spat, yanking futilely at the restraints. "You've changed."
"I have," I agreed, meeting his gaze steadily. "Thanks to you. As for the name-calling, perhaps consider that if you do manage to free yourself before being discovered, the recording of your confession will find its way to Eléonore Kosta and the relevant authorities. If, however, you're found in this compromising position and face public humiliation... well, perhaps that might be punishment enough for your crimes against me specifically."
I opened the door wider, checking that the corridor remained empty. "A choice for you to consider during your period of reflection. Now, if you'll excuse me, I have a life to return to. One that no longer includes you except as a particularly instructive chapter in my development."
His protests followed me into the corridor, but I closed the door firmly behind me, muffling his increasingly desperate demands. I made my way back through the service passages, emerging into the restaurant proper with composed dignity, nodding politely to the server who had accepted Bastien's bribe earlier.
Outside Café Marly, the Paris evening was soft with early summer warmth, the Louvre's illuminated façade creating a backdrop of historic beauty against the contemporary drama I had just orchestrated. I walked unhurriedly to the nearest taxi stand, my posture carrying the confidence I had developed at Club Obsidienne rather than the artificial vulnerability I had performed for Bastien.
Only when I was safely in a taxi, headed back to my apartment, did I allow myself to fully process what had just transpired. Not revenge in any simple sense, but something more complex, a reclamation of power, a demonstration of transformation, a justice tailored specifically to the man who had believed me incapable of either evolution or retribution.
Whether Bastien managed to free himself before discovery or faced the humiliation of being found naked and restrained in the restaurant's storage room was, in some ways, irrelevant. The recording of his confession provided all the leverage I needed to protect Eléonore and dismantle his scheme. His momentary discomfort, whether extended to public embarrassment or not, was simply a bonus, a personal satisfaction separate from the larger justice his confession would enable.
As the taxi navigated the evening traffic, I texted Mehdi a simple message: Mission accomplished. Full confession obtained. Will share details tomorrow.
His response came quickly: Well done. Dinner tomorrow to celebrate? My apartment, 8 PM.
I smiled, recognizing the invitation as professional rather than romantic, a chance to strategize our next steps regarding Bastien's confession and Eléonore's protection. I'll bring champagne, I replied.
Then, after a moment's consideration, I sent another text, this one to Xavier: Three weeks down, one to go. Still thinking.
His response was immediate and characteristically direct: Take all the time you need. I'm not going anywhere.
Three men, three different ways of moving through the world. Bastien with his snake-oil smile, Mehdi with his careful distance, and Xavier with those patient eyes that never pushed but never looked away either. Each had left their fingerprints on my Paris story, for better or worse. From victim to dominatrix to woman contemplating genuine connection, my journey had been more complex, more transformative than I could have imagined when I first arrived in this city.
As the taxi pulled up to my building, I found myself smiling with genuine amusement at the thought of Bastien struggling with the handcuffs' safety release, a mechanism simple enough if you knew its secret but potentially baffling if
Chapter Ten
The Chef
"Absolutely not," Iseult said, her voice carrying a rare note of genuine concern rather than her usual professional detachment. "I cannot in good conscience assign this client to you."
I studied the file open on her immaculate desk, my interest piqued precisely because of her reluctance. In my six months at Club Obsidienne, I had never seen Iseult hesitate to match a client with a dominatrix. Her judgment in such matters was typically flawless, an instinctive understanding of which professional could best satisfy which specific desires.
"What makes him so unsuitable?" I asked, turning another page in the file. The man's photo showed striking features, intense dark eyes beneath heavy brows, full lips curved in what might be either a smile or a sneer, thick black hair styled with deliberate dishevelment. Handsome, certainly, but with something volatile in his expression that suggested complexity beyond mere physical appeal.
"Alessio Ricci is..." Iseult paused, seeming to search for precisely the right word, "unpredictable. His moods shift without warning. His desires are extreme even by our standards. The last three dominatrices who worked with him all requested reassignment after a single session."
This revelation only intensified my curiosity. Club Obsidienne's professionals were hardly delicate flowers, they routinely handled clients with intense fantasies and complex psychological needs. For three experienced dominatrices to refuse a repeat session suggested something truly unusual about this man.
"What specifically did they find objectionable?" I asked, continuing to read through his file. Chef-owner of Fuoco, a Michelin-starred Italian restaurant in the 7th arrondissement. Forty-two years old. Born in Naples, trained in kitchens throughout Italy before establishing himself in Paris fifteen years ago. Unmarried. No criminal record, though several notes in his file mentioned "incidents" that had been "resolved privately."
Iseult sighed, a small release of tension that revealed her genuine concern. "It wasn't any specific request or fantasy. All three described the same phenomenon, his energy is... destabilizing. One moment charming, seductive, seemingly completely engaged; the next cold, contemptuous, even vaguely threatening. Not physically, he's never touched any of our staff inappropriately, but his presence can be... unnerving."
"Sounds like he might be bipolar," I observed, remembering a college boyfriend who had exhibited similar rapid mood shifts before eventually being diagnosed.
"Perhaps," Iseult acknowledged. "Though our role is not to diagnose but to accommodate within appropriate boundaries. In Alessio's case, those boundaries become particularly challenging to maintain."
I closed the file, my decision already made though I knew Iseult wouldn't approve. "I'd like to meet him. Just an interview, not a session. If I find him as unsettling as the others did, I'll decline the assignment."
Iseult studied me with that penetrating gaze that seemed to assess not just my words but the intentions behind them. "Your curiosity is understandable. You've proven remarkably adaptive with challenging clients. Xavier Beaumont is thriving under your attention, despite his complex needs. But Alessio is different. There's something... volatile about him that resists even the most skilled handling."
"All the more reason to at least have a conversation," I countered, leaning forward slightly. "If he's going to remain a client of Club Obsidienne, someone needs to find an approach that works with him. Why not me?"
She considered this for a long moment before nodding once, decisively. "An interview only. In the Blue Room, with Claude positioned outside. If at any point you feel uncomfortable, you use the signal phrase, and he'll enter immediately."
The precautions were unusual but not unprecedented for initial meetings with clients who had specific reputation flags in our system. Claude, the club's most physically imposing security staff member, often served as a reassuring presence for such encounters.
"Agreed," I said, rising from my chair with the file still in hand. "When can it be arranged?"
"He requested an appointment for tonight," Iseult replied, her tone suggesting she had already anticipated my interest despite her reservations. "Nine o'clock. He's quite insistent about punctuality, arrives exactly on time and expects the same precision from others."
I checked my watch, barely noon. Time enough to prepare properly. "I'll be ready."
As I turned to leave, Iseult's voice stopped me at the door. "Naomi," she said, using my given name rather than my professional one, a sign of personal rather than business concern. "Be especially mindful with this one. Your strength as a dominatrix is your authenticity, your ability to remain centered in your own power while adapting to clients' needs. Alessio has a particular talent for disrupting that center."
Her warning struck me as both genuine and slightly mysterious. "I'll be careful," I assured her, though privately I was already strategizing approaches that might succeed where others had failed. The challenge intrigued me, not just professionally but as a measure of how far I had come since those early, uncertain days at Club Obsidienne.
I spent the afternoon reviewing Alessio's file in greater detail and preparing my approach. Unlike Xavier, whose desires centered on humiliation regarding his sexual performance, or Mehdi, whose needs involved intellectual submission as much as physical, Alessio's specific requests were somewhat vague in our records. He had expressed interest in "boundary exploration" and "situational creativity," terms that could encompass a wide range of activities from the relatively benign to the potentially problematic.
The notes from previous dominatrices offered limited practical guidance. One described him as "exhausting to manage emotionally." Another noted his "tendency to test limits continuously throughout the session." The third simply wrote, "Impossible to satisfy consistently, what pleases him one moment irritates him the next."
Reading between the lines, I sensed a client whose desires weren't fundamentally about specific acts or scenarios but about the emotional dynamics generated through the session, the tension, the uncertainty, the constant recalibration of approach. A challenging proposition, but not necessarily an insurmountable one with the right mindset.
For the interview, I chose attire that balanced professional dominance with subtle psychological signals, a structured dress in deep sapphire blue that suggested authority without overtly referencing BDSM aesthetics, paired with heels that added height without compromising mobility. My makeup I kept minimal but precise, my hair in its natural curls rather than any elaborate styling. The overall effect was of confident self-possession rather than constructed intimidation, an approach I suspected might work better with a man described as resistant to conventional domination techniques.
I arrived at Club Obsidienne thirty minutes before the scheduled meeting, using the time to familiarize myself with the Blue Room, a space I used less frequently than the Garnet or Sapphire Rooms. Its décor featured varying shades of blue from midnight to cerulean, creating an atmosphere simultaneously calming and mysterious. The lighting could be adjusted from bright clarity to intimate dimness; I set it at a middle intensity that allowed for clear observation without harsh exposure.
Claude nodded respectfully as I passed him in the hallway, his substantial frame projecting reassuring capability despite his fundamentally gentle nature. "I'll be just outside, Mistress Savannah," he confirmed. "Your signal phrase is 'perhaps another approach' if you need assistance."
"Thank you, Claude," I replied, appreciating his professionalism while privately hoping his services wouldn't be necessary. In six months of sessions with dozens of clients, I had never once required security intervention. The fact that Iseult considered it a prudent precaution with Alessio spoke volumes about her assessment of the potential situation.
At precisely nine o'clock, a soft knock sounded at the door. I had positioned myself in the room's primary chair, a high-backed velvet piece that created a subtle throne-like effect without veering into cliché. "Enter," I called, my voice pitched to carry the quiet authority I had perfected during my months at the club.
The door opened to reveal a man whose physical presence exceeded even his photograph's suggestion of intensity. Alessio Ricci was not tall, perhaps five-ten, but his body possessed a coiled energy that commanded attention immediately. He wore simple, expensive clothing, charcoal trousers and a white shirt open at the collar, no tie, sleeves rolled to expose muscular forearms marked with the faded burns and scars of a career chef. His movement as he entered the room reminded me of a predator, deliberate, contained power with potential for explosive action.
But it was his eyes that truly captured attention, nearly black in the room's lighting, intense with an intelligence that seemed to assess and categorize everything instantly. Those eyes fixed on me with an immediate focus that felt almost physical in its intensity.
"Mistress Savannah," he said, his voice carrying the musical cadences of his Italian heritage despite flawless French. "A pleasure to meet you at last. I've heard interesting things about your approach."
"Mr. Ricci," I acknowledged, not rising from my seat, requiring him to come to me rather than meeting him halfway. "Please, sit." I gestured to the chair positioned across from mine, close enough for conversation but maintaining a professional distance.
He complied with fluid grace, his movements suggesting physical discipline beyond what his chef's credentials might explain. As he settled into the chair, I noted how he arranged himself, spine straight, hands resting easily on his thighs, nothing in his posture suggesting either submission or challenge. An intriguing neutral stance that revealed training in something beyond culinary arts.
"Boxing," he said, as if reading my assessment. "Since childhood. And later, various martial disciplines. A chef's life is physically demanding, but these other practices help maintain... balance."
The direct acknowledgment of my unspoken observation was slightly disconcerting, a small power play suggesting he was as accustomed to reading others as being read himself.
"Balance is essential in any demanding profession," I agreed, allowing my Southern accent to emerge naturally rather than either emphasizing or suppressing it. "I understand you've worked with several of my colleagues previously."
A smile curved his lips, an expression that transformed his intense features without truly softening them. "Yes. Talented professionals, all of them. Yet none quite... suited to my particular needs."
"And what needs are those, exactly?" I asked, maintaining direct eye contact. "Your file contains rather vague terminology. 'Boundary exploration' can encompass a wide range of activities."
He leaned forward slightly, his focus intensifying. "You're direct. I appreciate that. Most dominatrices begin with more... theatrical approaches. Establishing authority through traditional methods."
"I find authenticity more effective than theater," I replied simply. "Now, your needs, Mr. Ricci?"
"Alessio, please." His smile deepened, revealing perfect teeth, an unexpected feature given his Italian heritage and chef's profession, where coffee, wine, and cigarettes typically took their toll. "My needs are perhaps better demonstrated than described. But in simplest terms, I seek experiences that penetrate numbness. That create genuine response rather than performed reaction."
The phrasing was intriguing, not the typical language of clients seeking dominance or submission but something more psychologically complex. "Numbness," I repeated, inviting elaboration.
He gestured vaguely, a fluid movement that suggested frustration with language's limitations. "The professional kitchen is... intense. Extreme heat, extreme pressure, extreme precision required constantly. Over time, one develops a certain... insulation against ordinary stimuli. What most people find exciting barely registers. What most find frightening seems merely interesting."
I nodded, understanding the phenomenon he described. "You're seeking experiences intense enough to penetrate that professional desensitization."
"Precisely." His eyes held mine with a focus that felt almost tactile. "The previous dominatrices approached this through increasingly extreme scenarios. But extremity itself quickly becomes... predictable. Mechanical. What I seek is unpredictability. Genuine engagement that forces presence rather than performance."
"He wasn't asking for whips or chains or elaborate scenes—he wanted something that couldn't be scripted or predicted. He was hungry for connection that cut deeper than skin, something real in a world of careful performance. No wonder the other dominatrices had struggled with him; most clients at Club Obsidienne wanted to follow the script, even if they pretended otherwise. But Alessio wanted to burn the script entirely.
"That's a sophisticated request," I acknowledged. "And potentially challenging to fulfill within professional boundaries."
His expression shifted suddenly, the engaged interest replaced by something colder, more assessing. "Boundaries," he repeated, the word carrying a hint of contempt. "Always the safe container, yes? The controlled environment where transgression is merely simulated rather than experienced."
His mood shifted like storm clouds rolling across summer sky—sunshine to shadow in the span of a heartbeat. Where other women had been rattled by these sudden changes, I found myself leaning in closer, drawn to the darkness as much as the light. There was a pattern to his chaos that beckoned me like a fingercrook at midnight.
Boundaries aren't walls, Alessio," I said, letting his name roll off my tongue slow as honey, a small gift of intimacy. "They're the riverbanks that make the current possible. Without them, we'd just have still water spreading everywhere, never finding that deep, rushing place where real surrender happens.
He studied me, ice melting from his gaze degree by degree until heat returned. "That's... unexpected," he murmured. "Most people build boundaries like fortress walls. You make them sound like invitations."
In the right hands, they are," I said, giving him the smile I saved for men just beginning to surrender. "Think of your tasting menus—each course building on the last, creating hunger for what comes next. The structure doesn't cage your creativity; it showcases it. Pleasure works the same way.
The culinary reference appeared to resonate with him, his expression softening into something more genuinely engaged. "A chef's perspective applied to domination. Refreshing." He leaned back slightly, his posture relaxing fractionally. "Perhaps you might indeed understand what I'm seeking."
"I make no promises," I cautioned, letting my eyes linger on him just long enough to make his breath catch. "But I'll admit, you've got me curious. Most men who walk through that door want something so... predictable. Your hunger seems to run deeper than that."
"And you prefer sophistication to simplicity?" he asked, his tone carrying a hint of amusement.
"I prefer what's real," I drawled, letting my Southern accent warm the words like sunshine on whiskey. "Some men come in here wanting the simplest things, but they want them with their whole heart. Others wrap their needs in so many fancy layers you'd think they were hiding Christmas gifts instead of desires. They're more worried about looking sophisticated than actually feeling satisfied."
His eyes narrowed slightly, suggesting my observation had struck closer to home than he might have expected. "And which category do you place me in, Mistress Savannah?"
I considered him carefully, taking my time with the assessment. "Neither," I said finally. "Your desires seem both complex and genuine, rooted in real psychological needs rather than constructed fantasies. That makes them both more challenging and potentially more rewarding to fulfill."
Something flickered in his expression, a brief vulnerability quickly masked by resumed intensity. "Most people find me difficult to read," he observed, his tone neutral but his eyes watchful.
"I'm not most people," I replied simply.
He laughed then—a rich, unexpected sound that transformed his entire face, melting years of careful severity like sunshine on frost. "No, clearly not." He leaned in, the space between us suddenly charged with possibility. "So," he murmured, voice dropping to that register that bypasses the ears and heads straight for the spine, "shall we see if what's happening between us on paper translates to real life? Your body, my surrender—a proper test of your theories?"
I maintained my composure, not showing the satisfaction I felt at having navigated this initial conversation more successfully than his file might have predicted. "I believe that would be worthwhile. Though I should note that my approach may differ significantly from what you've experienced previously."
"I certainly hope so," he replied, that intensity returning to his gaze. "Differences are precisely what I seek."
"Then let's establish some preliminary parameters," I suggested, shifting to the practical aspects of the arrangement. "Timing, location preferences, specific boundaries you wish to maintain."
He waved a hand dismissively. "I leave those details to your discretion. Surprise is essential to the experience I seek. Planning eliminates possibility."
"Some structure is necessary," I insisted gently. "Even improvisation requires a key signature, a time signature, a general sense of the composition being created."
The musical metaphor earned another small smile. "Very well. Time: evening, after my restaurant closes. Location: I prefer to leave the club environment behind, too contrived, too predictable. As for boundaries..." He paused, considering. "No permanent marks. No public humiliation that could affect my business. Otherwise, I am open to your creativity."
The request to move beyond Club Obsidienne's controlled environment was unusual but not unprecedented. Some clients, particularly those concerned with absolute privacy, preferred sessions in hotel suites or private residences. The club had protocols for such arrangements, including security measures and check-in procedures.
"I'll need to consult with Iseult regarding off-site sessions," I said. "That requires additional considerations for everyone's safety and comfort."
"Of course," he agreed easily, though something in his expression suggested he found such precautions tedious rather than reassuring. "Shall we say tomorrow evening? My restaurant closes at midnight. I could be available by twelve-thirty."
The timing was atypical, most clients preferred earlier appointments, but as a chef, his schedule naturally revolved around service hours. "That can be arranged," I confirmed. "Assuming Iseult approves the off-site location."
"She will," he said with absolute certainty. "I'm a valued client despite my... challenging nature. Or perhaps because of it. Novelty commands premium rates, after all."
There was truth in his assessment, Club Obsidienne's business model depended on satisfying the desires of wealthy clients, particularly those with unusual requests that couldn't be easily fulfilled elsewhere. Alessio's substantial fees were noted in his file, suggesting he paid well above standard rates for his sessions.
"One last question," I said, maintaining professional composure despite my growing curiosity about this unusual man. "What would you consider a successful outcome for our session? How will you measure whether it meets your needs?"
He considered this carefully, his expression becoming more thoughtful than intense. "If I remain fully present throughout, not drifting into boredom or detachment. If I experience genuine surprise at least once. If I find myself thinking about the experience afterward, unable to categorize or dismiss it easily." He paused, then added with startling candor, "If you manage to make me feel something beyond the professional numbness I described earlier."
The answer revealed more vulnerability than I had expected, a genuine desire for authentic experience rather than merely novel sensation. His confession hung in the air between us like smoke, surprising vulnerability from a man who measured ingredients to the milligram and commanded kitchens with military precision. I found myself leaning forward, drawn by the contrast of his powerful body yielding in confession while maintaining perfect posture, those dark eyes simultaneously revealing and guarded. My pulse quickened, professional interest mingling with something deeper as his conflicting signals tangled around me like invisible silk.
"Tomorrow at twelve-thirty, then," I confirmed, rising from my chair to signal the conclusion of our interview. "I'll contact you with location details after consulting with Iseult."
He stood as well, that contained energy immediately apparent in his movement. "I look forward to discovering your approach, Mistress Savannah." He extended his hand, a gesture more appropriate to business meetings than dominatrix consultations, but fitting for the unusual nature of our conversation.
I accepted his hand, feeling calluses scrape against my palm like fine sandpaper. His fingers wrapped around mine with the precise pressure of someone who'd spent decades judging when fruit was perfectly ripe, firm enough to show confidence but stopping just short of dominance. Heat radiated from his skin, along with the story told by countless tiny scars and burns that mapped his career across his flesh. As our hands parted, his fingertips grazed my wrist with deliberate lightness, sending an unexpected ripple of awareness up my arm. Our eyes met in silent acknowledgment of boundaries tested but not crossed.
"Until tomorrow," I said, withdrawing my hand with deliberate casualness.
He inclined his head slightly, not quite a bow but an acknowledgment of respect, before turning to leave. At the door, he paused, glancing back with that intense gaze. "You're different from the others," he observed. "Less theatrical, more... essential. I think perhaps you might actually understand what I'm seeking."
Before I could respond, he was gone, leaving behind a scent of cedar and ambition and something darker I couldn't name. I stood there feeling the ghost of his presence like a fingerprint on my skin—a man who would be fascinating to dominate and dangerous to desire. Both possibilities left me more breathless than I wanted to admit.
Claude appeared in the doorway moments after Alessio's departure. "Everything all right, Mistress Savannah?" he asked, his expression suggesting he had been monitoring the situation with heightened awareness.
"Perfectly fine," I assured him. "Though I understand why precautions were suggested. He has a... distinctive presence."
Claude nodded, his usually impassive features revealing a hint of concern. "The Italian chef. He's... unpredictable. One moment charming, the next..." He left the observation unfinished, his professional discretion preventing him from directly criticizing a client.
"I noticed," I acknowledged. "But I find him more intriguing than concerning at this point. An unusual psychological profile, certainly, but nothing that seems genuinely problematic."
Claude accepted my assessment with another nod, though his expression suggested he wasn't entirely convinced. "Iseult would like to see you when you're ready," he said, returning to his formal role. "She's waiting in her office."
I found Iseult at her desk, reviewing financial projections with her characteristic focus. She looked up as I entered, setting aside the documents with a deliberate gesture.
"Your impression?" she asked without preamble.
"Fascinating," I replied honestly, taking the seat across from her. "Challenging, certainly, but not in the ways I'd anticipated from the file. His moods do shift dramatically, but there seems to be a genuine psychological need beneath the volatility. I'd like to work with him."
She studied me carefully, her expression revealing neither approval nor concern. "And the off-site request? He always insists on locations beyond our controlled environment."
"I'm comfortable with that, assuming our usual safety protocols are in place," I said. "I understand the additional risks, but I also see potential benefits, breaking the familiar patterns that have proven unsuccessful with previous dominatrices."
Iseult considered this, her fingers tapping a thoughtful rhythm on her desk. "Very well," she finally decided. "I'll authorize the off-site session with enhanced protocols. Hourly check-ins rather than just beginning and end. Claude positioned nearby but not immediately visible. And a firm three-hour limit for this initial encounter."
The precautions were more extensive than typically employed for off-site sessions, reflecting Iseult's genuine concern about this particular client. I accepted them without argument, recognizing both her professional judgment and her personal care for my wellbeing.
"I'll need a location suggestion," I said. "Somewhere that balances privacy with security considerations."
"The Chambord Suite at Le Bristol," she replied immediately, suggesting she had anticipated my interest despite her reservations. "We have a standing arrangement with their management. Complete privacy, exceptional sound insulation, separate entry options for additional discretion."
The suggestion of one of Paris's most exclusive hotels indicated both the seriousness with which Iseult was approaching this assignment and the premium rates Alessio must be paying for his sessions. Le Bristol's Chambord Suite typically commanded thousands of euros per night, a significant investment even for Club Obsidienne's wealthy clientele.
"Perfect," I agreed. "And my approach..."
"Is entirely your discretion," Iseult completed my thought. "Your instincts with challenging clients have proven remarkably effective. I won't presume to direct your professional judgment in this case, despite my personal reservations."
The vote of confidence warmed me, confirming how far I'd come from those early, uncertain days at the club. "Thank you," I said simply. "I won't disappoint your trust."
She smiled slightly, a rare expression of genuine warmth breaking through her professional reserve. "I'm not concerned about disappointment, Naomi. Only about your wellbeing with a client known for psychological intensity. Alessio Ricci is not merely demanding; he can be... destabilizing. Maintain your center regardless of his attempts to disrupt it."
The personal concern touched me, Iseult was not given to maternal protectiveness toward her dominatrices, treating us instead as professional equals deserving of respect rather than sheltering. Her departure from that standard approach highlighted her genuine assessment of Alessio's potentially challenging nature.
"I'll be careful," I assured her, rising to depart. "And I'll adhere to all the enhanced protocols without exception."
She nodded, apparently satisfied with my commitment. "The suite will be prepared for your arrival at midnight. Alessio will be notified to meet you there at twelve-thirty. Claude will be positioned in the adjoining room with the connecting door unlocked but closed."
The arrangements confirmed, I left Club Obsidienne to prepare for what promised to be one of my most intriguing professional challenges yet. Unlike my sessions with Étienne Laroche or Xavier Beaumont, which followed familiar dominance patterns despite their individual variations, Alessio Ricci represented something genuinely novel, a client whose desires centered not on specific acts or scenarios but on authentic psychological engagement beyond standard dominatrix-client dynamics.
I spent the following day considering potential approaches, reviewing what I knew about Alessio while brainstorming strategies that might penetrate the professional numbness he had described. His file provided limited practical guidance, but reading between the lines of previous dominatrices' notes, I sensed their primary mistake had been attempting increasingly extreme physical scenarios rather than addressing the psychological underpinnings of his desires.
As evening draped Paris in shadows, I prepared for Alessio with a different approach than my usual carefully choreographed dominance. No rigid script, no predetermined pathway - instead, I crafted a fluid framework that would allow me to follow the currents of his responses wherever they might lead.
If what he truly sought was unpredictability and genuine engagement, I needed to shed some of my professional armor. The calculated distance I maintained with clients would need to give way to something more immediate, more authentic - a version of myself that wasn't quite Naomi but wasn't entirely Mistress Savannah either.
I moved through my apartment, lighting candles that cast my shadow in elongated patterns across the wall. The scent of jasmine oil warmed on my skin as I massaged it into my wrists, behind my ears, between my breasts. Each deliberate action was both preparation and meditation, centering me in my body while freeing my mind to remain responsive to whatever energies emerged between us.
This approach carried risks. The professional persona I'd cultivated at Club Obsidienne was as much protection as performance - a boundary that kept clients from accessing the vulnerable parts of myself still healing from Bastien's betrayal. Lowering that shield, even partially, meant exposing nerves still raw beneath my dominatrix confidence.
Yet something about Alessio's hunger for authenticity resonated with my evolving understanding of true dominance. Physical control - whips, restraints, commanded positions - those were merely tools, not the essence. Real power lay in psychological insight, in seeing beneath masks to the hidden hungers that drove men like Alessio to seek women like me. In naming desires they couldn't articulate themselves. In recognizing needs they didn't know they had until I showed them.
I chose my attire with this understanding - a dress that suggested authority without screaming it, makeup that enhanced rather than concealed, jewelry that drew attention to the graceful strength of my neck, my wrists, my hands. Every element designed not to construct a fantasy but to heighten reality, to keep both of us present in each moment rather than performing roles we'd rehearsed.
As I slipped into heels that brought me to my full height, I felt that familiar shift in my center of gravity - that subtle realignment that always marked my transition from Naomi to Mistress Savannah. But tonight, the boundary between those identities felt more permeable, less defined. Tonight, I would need to draw from both wells of my being to give Alessio what he truly sought: not just dominance, but truth.
For attire, I chose something deliberately unconventional for a dominatrix session, a simple black dress that suggested business dinner rather than dungeon encounter, paired with minimal jewelry and comfortable heels that prioritized mobility over intimidation. My makeup I kept natural, my hair in its loose curls rather than any severe styling. The overall effect was of confident femininity rather than constructed dominance, a deliberate departure from what Alessio would likely expect based on previous experiences.
I arrived at Le Bristol at eleven forty-five, entering through a discreet side entrance reserved for guests seeking additional privacy. The hotel manager himself escorted me to the Chambord Suite, providing the key card with professional courtesy that acknowledged our established arrangement without requiring explanations.
The suite was magnificent, old-world luxury executed with impeccable contemporary standards. The living area featured silk-upholstered furniture in subtle cream tones, artwork selected for aesthetic value rather than shock or statement, windows overlooking a private courtyard garden illuminated by subtle landscape lighting. The bedroom beyond continued the sophisticated aesthetic, a king-sized bed with handmade Italian linens, antique furnishings polished to a warm glow, lighting designed for ambiance rather than exposure.
Claude arrived moments after my own entrance, conducting a professional security review of the space before positioning himself in the adjoining room as planned. "All set, Mistress Savannah," he confirmed. "I'll be right through that door if needed."
"Thank you, Claude," I replied, appreciating his calm competence. "Remember, this session may involve unusual psychological dynamics. Don't be concerned if you hear raised voices or intense exchanges. I'll use the signal phrase if actual intervention is required."
He nodded, his expression revealing nothing beyond professional focus. "Understood. First check-in at one-thirty, then hourly until conclusion or earlier signal."
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With security arrangements confirmed, I became an artist preparing her canvas. My hands lingered over each element of the suite, transforming it from luxury hotel room into a space of psychological seduction.
I dimmed the overhead lights and ignited strategically placed lamps, creating pools of amber illumination that would caress skin with golden warmth, revealing truth while softening imperfection. The lighting would flatter without lying, show without exposing - a visual metaphor for the balance I sought to strike with Alessio tonight.
My fingers trailed across the suite's sound system, scrolling through digital options until I found exactly what I wanted. The first haunting notes of Miles Davis's "Kind of Blue" unfurled into the room like smoke - not the obvious choice of seduction music, but something with hidden depths, complex layers, unpredictable shifts between tension and release. Music that demanded presence rather than allowing the mind to drift into fantasy.
I moved through the space in a final check, my heels sinking into plush carpet as I adjusted a chair angle here, a pillow there, each touch deliberate as a chess move. Unlike my sessions with other clients, I'd brought no implements of conventional dominance - no leather, no steel, no silk for binding. Tonight's tools would be subtler: my voice, my gaze, the carefully measured distance between our bodies, the psychological space between question and answer.
The room now breathed with anticipation, every element aligned to support the delicate dance we would perform - not the choreographed routine of dominatrix and submissive, but something more dangerous, more authentic. Something that might reveal as much about me as it would about him.
When the discreet knock finally came at exactly the appointed hour, I took a final centering breath before moving to answer it, feeling the weight of this new approach settle around my shoulders like an invisible cloak of power.
When I opened the door, Alessio stood in the hallway, his presentation subtly different from our meeting at Club Obsidienne. He wore a chef's jacket, not the pristine white version seen in publicity photos but the working garment of service completion, bearing evidence of the evening's culinary battles in minor stains and creases. The choice seemed deliberate, bringing his professional identity directly into our encounter rather than leaving it behind.
"Mistress Savannah," he greeted me, his intense gaze taking in my attire with a slight narrowing of his eyes, noting the departure from dominatrix convention without commenting directly. "Precisely on time. I appreciate punctuality."
"Alessio," I acknowledged, stepping aside to allow him entry. "Please come in."
He moved past me with that contained energy I had noticed previously, his eyes scanning the suite with the rapid assessment of someone accustomed to evaluating environments for potential advantage or threat. "Le Bristol," he observed. "Excellent choice. I know the executive chef here. Vincent creates remarkable cuisine despite the constraints of hotel service requirements."
The comment revealed both his professional connections and his instinct to establish familiarity with our surroundings, asserting knowledge that might balance the control I presumably held as the dominatrix directing our session. An interesting psychological maneuver that confirmed my initial assessment of his complexity.
"Would you like something to drink?" I offered, gesturing toward the suite's well-stocked bar. "They've provided an impressive selection."
He glanced at the bar, then back at me, his expression revealing mild surprise at this conventional beginning. "Grappa, if they have it. No ice."
I moved to the bar, finding and pouring the requested Italian spirit into a crystal glass. My own I filled with sparkling water, maintaining clarity while observing his reactions. When I handed him the drink, our fingers brushed briefly, the contact seemingly casual but charged with the awareness of why we were both in this luxurious suite at nearly one in the morning.
"To unexpected encounters," I said, raising my glass slightly.
He touched his glass to mine, his dark eyes never leaving my face. "Indeed." He sipped the grappa appreciatively, then asked with deceptive casualness, "What have you planned for our session, Mistress Savannah? Another dominatrix might have had me undressed and kneeling by now, establishing her authority through traditional methods."
"I'm not another dominatrix," I replied simply. "And I suspect traditional methods have proven unsatisfying for you previously, or you wouldn't be meeting me tonight."
A smile curved his lips, genuine amusement rather than performed response. "Direct as ever. Yes, conventional approaches quickly become... predictable. Regardless of their surface intensity."
"Then let's dispense with convention entirely," I suggested, setting my glass aside and moving to sit in one of the suite's elegant armchairs, gesturing for him to take the one opposite. "No scripts, no predetermined roles. Just authentic engagement with whatever emerges between us."
He studied me with increased interest, taking the indicated seat but perching on its edge rather than settling comfortably, that contained energy remaining visibly present in his posture. "Risky," he observed. "Professionals typically prefer established patterns. Safety through predictability."
"You didn't seek me out for safety," I countered, allowing my Southern drawl to emerge naturally rather than either emphasizing or suppressing it. "You specifically requested unpredictability. Genuine engagement rather than performed reaction."
"True," he acknowledged, taking another sip of grappa. "But few dominatrices are willing to truly abandon the theatrical aspects of their profession. The constructed persona, the predetermined scenarios, the carefully managed power dynamics."
"I'm not most dominatrices," I reminded him, echoing my response from our initial meeting. "My approach has always privileged authenticity over performance, psychological engagement over physical display."
His expression shifted, that intensity warming into something like genuine curiosity. "And how does that translate to our session tonight? What should I expect?"
"Expecting is precisely what I want you to stop doing," I replied, leaning forward slightly. "You've developed professional numbness, as you described it yesterday. Part of that comes from constant anticipation, analyzing, predicting, categorizing experiences before they've fully unfolded. I'm proposing we move beyond that pattern."
He considered this, his expression revealing both interest and skepticism. "An admirable goal. But how specifically do you intend to accomplish it?"
I smiled, recognizing the chef's instinct for precise recipes and clear techniques. "Not through specifics at all. Through presence. Through genuine curiosity about what emerges when we set aside prescribed roles and practiced responses."
His skepticism seemed to deepen, though his interest remained. "Most who claim to abandon structure simply substitute a more subtle form of control. Spontaneity becomes its own kind of performance."
"A valid concern," I acknowledged. "But perhaps you might temporarily suspend your skepticism and simply experience what unfolds? Your analytical mind, valuable in your profession, may be precisely what maintains the numbness you're seeking to penetrate."
This observation appeared to strike a chord, his expression shifting to something more thoughtful. "An interesting hypothesis. The very tools that ensure my professional success might prevent the authentic engagement I seek elsewhere."
"Precisely," I confirmed, seeing the psychological opening his consideration provided. "So I propose we begin with something that bypasses analytical thinking entirely. Something physical but not overtly sexual. Something that requires presence rather than prediction."
"Such as?" he asked, that eyebrow raising slightly in renewed curiosity.
I rose from my chair, extending my hand toward him. "Stand with me."
He complied, setting aside his glass and taking my offered hand with that same controlled strength I had noted in our handshake the previous day. I guided him to the center of the room, positioning us facing each other with approximately two feet of space between us.
"Close your eyes," I instructed, my voice gentle but conveying a clear expectation of compliance.
He hesitated briefly, the instinctive resistance of someone accustomed to constant vigilance, before complying, his dark lashes lowering over those intense eyes.
"Breathe deeply," I continued. "Focus on the physical sensations of your body. The weight of your feet on the floor. The fabric of your clothing against your skin. The air entering and leaving your lungs."
I watched as he followed these instructions, noting the subtle shifts in his posture as awareness moved through his body. His breathing deepened, his shoulders lowered fractionally, his facial muscles relaxed slightly from their habitual intensity.
"Now," I said, my voice dropping to a more intimate register, "I'm going to touch you. Nothing sexual, nothing painful. Just contact designed to bring you fully into the present moment. If at any point you wish me to stop, simply say 'pause,' and I will immediately respect that boundary."
Without waiting for his response, I moved closer, my hands finding his shoulders with quiet certainty. Even through his chef's jacket, heat radiated into my palms - the unmistakable warmth of a body that ran hotter than most, as if the fires he commanded in his kitchen had somehow seeped into his blood.
My touch began gentle as rain, fingertips tracing the geography of tension mapped across his shoulders. His muscles felt like stone beneath my hands, years of kitchen posture and constant vigilance trapped in the fibers.
"Feel that?" I murmured, my voice low enough that he had to focus to hear me. "That's where you carry everything - every order that must be perfect, every dish that couldn't wait, every critic who could destroy with a single word."
My hands moved with deliberate slowness, traveling from the rigid plateau of his shoulders down the slope of his upper arms, feeling each subtle shift as his breathing deepened. I traced the history written in his forearms - the strength built through thousands of lifted pots, the scars from burns and blades that had long since healed but left their silver memories behind.
"Your body remembers everything," I continued, my accent flowing thick as warm honey. "Every triumph, every failure, every moment you pushed past exhaustion because the kitchen demanded it."
When my fingers encircled his wrists, I felt his pulse jump beneath my touch - a quick betrayal of the calm he tried to project. I held him there for a heartbeat longer than necessary, a silent reminder of how easily he could be restrained, before my exploration continued to his hands - those instruments of his art and identity.
His breathing had changed, no longer the measured control of a man accustomed to hiding his responses. Something looser, deeper had taken its place - not surrender yet, but the first yielding of hard earth to spring rain.
When my hands returned to his shoulders, the difference was immediate - the stone had softened, not to clay but perhaps to something less unyielding. The perpetual readiness for action that defined him hadn't disappeared, but it had quieted, like a predator choosing to rest while remaining aware.
I leaned closer, my lips near his ear, close enough that my breath would warm his skin. "There you are," I murmured. "Behind all that control, there's still a body that can feel."
"Open your eyes," I instructed after several minutes.
His lashes lifted slowly, revealing eyes that seemed somehow altered, the intensity still present but now mingled with something softer, more receptive. He blinked once, twice, as if adjusting not just to the light but to a shifted perception.
"What do you notice?" I asked, my hands still resting lightly on his shoulders.
He took a moment to respond, the usual rapid calculation of his expressions temporarily suspended. "Presence," he said finally. "A... clarity of sensation I rarely experience outside the most demanding moments in my kitchen."
"That's the difference between thinking about an experience and actually being in it," I observed, allowing my hands to drop away from his shoulders, creating space between us once more. "You spend most of your life analyzing, categorizing, preparing for what comes next. Those are valuable skills in a professional kitchen, essential, even. But they create the numbness you described when applied constantly to all aspects of existence."
He nodded slowly, his eyes never leaving mine. "An accurate assessment. Though temporary, I suspect. The mind quickly returns to its habitual patterns."
"Of course," I agreed. "Which is why we'll continue creating experiences that demand presence rather than analysis. That engage you physically and psychologically in ways that prevent the usual categorization."
Something shifted in his expression then, the receptivity giving way to a hint of the cold assessment I had observed briefly during our initial meeting. "This is not what I expected," he said, his tone neutral but carrying an undertone of potential dismissal. "Most dominatrices move quickly to more... intense activities."
"I'm not most dominatrices," I reminded him, unfazed by his sudden coolness. My voice remained steady, honey-warm despite his frost. "And you said it yourself - all those whips and chains and pain just leave you numb eventually, no matter how extreme they get. I'm offering you something else entirely."
I moved closer, close enough for him to catch my scent but not quite touching. "I'm not here to shock your body. I'm here to wake up the parts of you that have been sleeping."
He studied me, that icy assessment thawing gradually back to interest. Something shifted in his dark eyes, recognition flickering like a candle flame.
"Mind games instead of pain games," he said, a smile tugging at the corner of his mouth. Not quite warmth, but appreciation - the same look he might give a perfectly executed dish. "You actually listened to what I wanted. You didn't just pull your standard dominatrix tricks and slap my name on them."
"Of course," I replied, moving toward the bar to refresh our drinks. "That's the difference between a technician and an artist. The former applies learned skills with precision; the latter responds to the unique qualities of each new creation."
The culinary parallel clearly resonated with him, his posture relaxing further as he accepted the refreshed glass of grappa. "And what comes next in this artistic approach? Now that you have my attention."
I took a sip of my water, considering him thoughtfully. "Remove your chef's jacket," I instructed, my tone shifting from conversational to commanding without becoming theatrical.
He raised an eyebrow but complied without hesitation, unbuttoning the double-breasted white jacket and placing it carefully over the back of a chair. Beneath he wore a simple black t-shirt that revealed arms more muscled than his lean frame might have suggested, the result of years of physical work in hot kitchens, lifting heavy pots and maneuvering through demanding service.
"And the shirt," I continued, maintaining that calm command.
Again he complied, pulling the t-shirt over his head in a single fluid movement. His torso revealed a similar combination of lean muscle and unexpected strength, his skin olive-toned and marked with the small scars of his profession, burns from oil splatter and hot pans, a few longer marks that might have come from knife accidents early in his career.
"Now your shoes and socks," I directed, watching his reactions carefully.
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He removed the final layer of fabric, arranging them neatly beside the chair with that same chef's precision. Standing now in just his trousers, feet bare on the plush carpet, he carried himself with a dignity that spoke of a man comfortable in his own skin, unashamed of being seen.
"Turn slowly," I instructed, my voice dropping to that honey-thick register that seemed to bypass his ears and go straight to his spine.
As he rotated, I let my eyes drink him in like an expensive wine - noting the play of light across shoulders built from years of hefting stock pots and hoisting crates of produce, the tapering of his waist where muscle wrapped tight around his core, the curve of his lower back with its single beauty mark like a dark star on olive skin. His body told stories his words never would - the long diagonal scar across his back from some ancient kitchen accident, the slight unevenness of his shoulders from favoring his knife hand, the burns and nicks that mapped his journey from apprentice to master.
"Your body is a record of your life," I observed, circling him with deliberate slowness, close enough that my clothing occasionally brushed against him, creating whispers of contact that made his skin pebble in response. "Every mark earned, every muscle built through purpose rather than vanity."
He remained still under my gaze, neither preening nor flinching from my assessment. His breathing had deepened slightly, the only sign that my attention affected him.
"The body is a tool," he said, his voice rougher than before despite his controlled expression. "Like a knife or a pan. It must be maintained properly to function at the highest level."
"But unlike those implements," I countered, completing my circle to stand before him, close enough to feel the heat radiating from his skin, "it's also where you live. The vessel of your consciousness. The medium through which you experience everything - pleasure, pain, and the numbness you're seeking to overcome."
Something flickered in his expression - recognition, perhaps, of a truth he'd been avoiding. His eyes darkened as they held mine, the first cracks appearing in that careful professional armor.
"Now your trousers," I instructed, my voice gentle but allowing no room for refusal.
This time, hesitation crossed his features - a moment of genuine uncertainty rippling through his usually decisive demeanor. The vulnerability of that small pause was more intimate than any nudity could be. Then he unbuckled his belt with hands that betrayed the slightest tremor, the soft hiss of leather sliding through loops loud in the quiet room.
He unfastened his trousers and stepped out of them with that same controlled grace, folding them precisely before adding them to the growing collection. Standing now in black boxer briefs that clung to his thighs, he was a study in contrasts - power and vulnerability, control and surrender, the chef accustomed to commanding others now yielding to my direction.
His body spoke of function rather than display - thighs thick from standing twelve-hour shifts, core solid from the constant balance required in frantic kitchen movements. Unlike my other clients with their gym-sculpted vanity, every ounce of his strength had been earned through work, through purpose.
"And those," I said, indicating the boxer briefs with a slight nod. "Everything."
The hesitation was more pronounced this time, a genuine moment of consideration rather than automatic compliance. His eyes searched mine, looking for something beyond professional dominance. Whatever he found there seemed to satisfy him, because he hooked his thumbs in the waistband and slid the final barrier down his legs.
His nakedness hit me with unexpected force, not just the visual but the psychological exposure of this intensely private man standing bare before me. His cock was impressive even at rest, not in the length that men so often prized, but in a thickness that made my breath catch despite my professional detachment. It was proportioned perfectly to his frame, a chef's body with a chef's appetites, made for sensation rather than show.
But what struck me more powerfully was his stillness in this vulnerability - no posturing, no false modesty, just the same centered presence he brought to everything. Even exposed, he remained himself, a quality rarer than any physical attribute.
"Thank you," I said simply, allowing genuine appreciation to warm my voice. "Now, stand by the window."
He moved to comply, that contained energy flowing through his movement despite his complete nudity. Watching him walk away, I let myself appreciate the play of muscles beneath his skin, the perfect curve where back met buttock, the strength evident in every step. This was a body that knew itself, that had been pushed to breaking and survived, that contained years of discipline and occasional surrender.
The window overlooked the private courtyard garden, its design ensuring visibility of the carefully maintained greenery while preventing observation from other parts of the hotel. Alessio stood framed against the night, his naked form silhouetted against the landscape lighting beyond, a living sculpture more compelling than any art in the hotel's collection.
I moved to stand beside him rather than behind, close enough that our arms almost touched, the contrast between my clothing and his nudity creating its own current between us.
"Look out at the garden," I instructed. "Observe it completely - the patterns of light and shadow, the arrangement of plants, the subtle movement of leaves in the night breeze.
He complied, his expression shifting subtly as he redirected attention to auditory perception. "Distant traffic," he said after a moment. "The subtle mechanics of climate control. Your breathing, slightly faster than mine. The whisper of fabric as you shift position."
"And what do you feel?" I asked, my voice dropping to a near whisper that required his complete attention to hear.
"Air against my skin," he began, his own voice growing softer as he focused more deeply on physical sensation. "The carpet beneath my feet. The temperature difference between my sun-facing side and shadow side. The lingering effects of the grappa, a warmth in my chest, a slight numbness in my extremities."
"Good," I acknowledged. "Now, without opening your eyes, turn to face me."
He pivoted with that same surprising grace, now standing naked before me with eyes still closed, his expression revealing a blend of compliance and curiosity about what would come next.
"I'm going to touch you now," I informed him, my voice lowering to that register where Southern honey meets midnight whiskey. "Not to get you off, but to wake up your skin. To remind your body it can feel more than just heat and pain."
Without waiting for his answer, I reached into my bag, the soft leather rustling with promise. My fingers found what I sought - a midnight blue silk scarf that caught the light like liquid moonlight when I drew it forth. The fabric was so fine you could pull it through a wedding ring, a whisper of textile that had cost more than most people spent on a week's groceries.
I stepped closer, close enough that my perfume would reach him before the silk did. When I finally touched the scarf to his chest, his reaction was subtle but unmistakable - a sharp intake of breath, a momentary tensing of muscle beneath olive skin.
"There," I murmured, dragging the silk slowly across his sternum, watching goosebumps rise in its wake. "Your body remembers how to respond, even if your mind tries to stay numb."
I continued my exploration, letting the scarf dance across his shoulders, tracing the defined muscles of his arms, swirling patterns across his abdomen that dipped tantalizingly close to his groin before sweeping away. With each pass, his breathing grew deeper, his skin more responsive, flushing slightly with blood rising to the surface.
"Feel how each part of your body responds differently," I instructed, the scarf now trailing down his spine, making him arch almost imperceptibly into the touch. "Your back wants it firmer. Your sides crave it lighter. Your body knows what it needs, if you'd only listen."
Setting aside the silk, I withdrew my next implement - a small metal pastry wheel I'd taken from a chef's supply store, its tiny teeth smooth and cool. "From your world to mine," I said, holding it where he could see it before touching the metal to his shoulder.
The contrast was immediate and dramatic. Where the silk had been whisper-soft, the metal was definite and cool, bringing a different kind of awareness. I rolled it slowly across his chest, watching as his nipples hardened in response, his abdominal muscles tightening as I traced the line of dark hair that disappeared beneath his navel.
"Your body's waking up," I observed, my voice intimate as a shared secret. "Look at how responsive you're becoming. Every inch of your skin now hungry for the next sensation."
His cock had begun to stir, thickening slightly though not yet fully erect - a natural response I neither acknowledged nor discouraged. This wasn't about getting him off—it was about waking up every nerve ending in his body that had been sleeping for years.
"What are you thinking?" I asked, deliberately breaking his concentration on physical sensation.
He swallowed before answering, his voice rougher than before. "That I should be bored," he admitted, surprise evident in his tone. "Other dominatrices used whips, hot wax, electricity... things far more intense. Yet I'm more fully here, more... present than I've been with any of them."
"Because intensity isn't what penetrates numbness," I explained, setting aside the metal wheel and selecting a small feather, its edge so delicate it seemed almost translucent. "Predictable pain just builds new calluses on your soul. What breaks through is contrast. Surprise. The unexpected."
I touched the feather to the hollow of his throat, so lightly it might have been a breath. His entire body shivered in response, a full-body reaction more powerful than anything the whips had produced. I trailed it along his collarbone, down his sternum, circling one nipple without quite touching it.
"You've been chasing stronger and stronger sensations," I murmured, the feather now tracing the sensitive skin where hip meets thigh, making his breathing stutter, "when what you really needed was subtlety."
His eyes had fallen closed, his lips slightly parted, the severe lines of his face softened by growing arousal. His cock now stood partially erect, responding to touch that had never gone near it.
"You spend your life creating intense flavors," I continued, the feather now tracing lazy circles on his inner thighs, making the muscles there jump and twitch. "But the most sophisticated palates know that sometimes a single, perfect herb can speak louder than the richest sauce."
I replaced the feather with my bare hand, not touching his cock but allowing my palm to hover just above it, close enough that he could feel my heat without contact. His hips shifted minutely, unconsciously seeking connection my hand deliberately withheld.
"Feel that space between us," I instructed, my breath warm against his ear. "That anticipation, that possibility - it's more alive than any touch could be. That's what you've been missing. Not intensity, but aliveness."
"Open your eyes," I instructed after several minutes of this sensory exploration.
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He opened his eyes, his gaze finding mine with a depth I hadn't seen before. The careful walls he maintained - those defensive layers he'd built over years of commanding kitchens and controlling every variable around him - had thinned just enough for me to see something real behind them. Something hungry and honest.
"You understand," he said simply. Not a question, not merely an observation, but a recognition that landed between us with the weight of confession.
I moved closer, close enough that my dress brushed against his still-naked body, creating a whisper of contact that made him inhale sharply. "I recognize the pattern," I acknowledged, my voice intimate as shared breath. "The endless chase for stronger sensations that never quite break through. The numbness that once protected you from the relentless demands of your kitchen now traps you behind glass, able to see experience but never fully taste it."
His eyes never left mine, that rare vulnerability still present in the softened lines around his mouth, the slight surrender in his shoulders. The proud chef who made grown men tremble with a glance now stood before me stripped of more than just clothing.
"Most people find me difficult," he said, the words carrying neither pride nor apology, just a simple truth offered without defense.
I reached up, not quite touching his face but letting my fingers hover near his jaw, close enough that he could feel my heat. "You cultivate difficulty like one of your rare herbs," I replied, matching his directness. "Those mood shifts, that intensity - they keep everyone at a careful distance while creating the illusion of connection. Nobody gets close enough to see the man behind the chef."
For a moment, his expression hardened, that cold assessment returning like frost across a window, perfectly confirming my observation about his defensive patterns. Then, surprisingly, it melted again into something like rueful acknowledgment, a smile that carried actual warmth touching the corner of his mouth.
"Uncomfortably accurate," he admitted, his voice rougher than before. "Though most people wrap such observations in layers of politeness. If they dare make them at all."
"Directness serves us better than pretty lies," I said, finally allowing my fingertips to graze his cheek in a touch so light it might have been imagination. The brief contact sent something electric between us, his pupils dilating in response. "Get dressed and join me. We're moving to the next phase."
He raised an eyebrow at this abrupt transition, the flush on his skin suggesting he'd expected something else entirely. But he complied, retrieving his clothing and dressing with those efficient movements that revealed years of changing in cramped restaurant locker rooms between shifts.
I moved to the seating area, giving him the momentary privacy that allowed us both to recalibrate. When he joined me, now in just his trousers and t-shirt, the chef's jacket left aside, his body language had shifted. The vulnerability remained, but now it was contained within his usual strength rather than replacing it - a more dangerous, more authentic combination than either extreme alone.
"Most dominatrices would have pushed further," he observed as he took the seat opposite mine, his voice conversational though his eyes remained heated. "Exploited that vulnerability for deeper control. Made me beg. Made me break."
"Most dominatrices aren't interested in what's really broken," I countered, crossing my legs slowly enough that his eyes tracked the movement before returning to my face. "They're creating experiences, not transformations. Temporary escapes rather than genuine connections."
He leaned forward slightly, the movement bringing his scent to me - clean sweat and that indefinable male heat mixed with the lingering traces of restaurant spices that never quite washed from his skin. "What exactly are you offering then, Mistress Savannah? Beyond what Club Obsidienne advertises in its discreet brochures?"
"Authenticity." I replied, matching his forward lean until the space between us hummed with possibility. "Recognition of what you're really seeking beneath all those alluded to indirect requests. You don't need more whips or wax or elaborate scenarios. Those are readily available and have failed you repeatedly." I let my voice drop lower, intimate as a confessional. "What you want is genuine connection that breaks through the professional numbness you've developed as armor against the demands of your life."
The directness seemed to strike him like a physical touch. His breathing changed, deepened, his eyes darkening as they held mine. "Most people," he said, his voice barely above a whisper, "find such psychological nakedness far more threatening than the physical kind."
"I'm not most people," I reminded him for the third time that evening, the repetition deliberate, establishing a through-line of authentic difference rather than merely claimed exceptionalism.
"No," he agreed, that intense gaze still fixed on mine. "You're not. Which raises the question of what comes next in this unusual session. We've established a psychological connection. We've explored touch between the obvious. Where does this lead?"
I considered him thoughtfully, taking my time with the response. "That depends on what you truly want from our professional relationship. I can continue providing experiences that temporarily penetrate the numbness, sessions that create moments of genuine presence and connection. Or we can address the underlying decisions that maintain the numbness in your daily life. The choice is yours."
He leaned forward slightly, that contained energy becoming more focused. "You believe you could affect my life beyond these sessions? Ambitious."
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"Not at all," I countered, maintaining composed confidence. "I'm simply acknowledging the reality that genuine transformation requires more than isolated experiences, however powerful. It requires consistent practice, awareness of habitual patterns, and deliberate choices to engage differently with daily reality."
His expression shifted again, that mercurial changeability previous dominatrices had noted in their files, but this time I recognized it not as manipulation but as his mind working through implications, considering possibilities beyond his usual patterns.
"You're suggesting something beyond the traditional dominatrix-client relationship," he observed.
"I'm suggesting that your needs extend beyond what that traditional relationship typically addresses," I clarified. "Whether we explore that extension is entirely your decision."
He sat back, his posture relaxing into something more contemplative than defensive. "You're a surprising woman, Mistress Savannah. Not at all what I anticipated when Iseult arranged this meeting."
"That was precisely the point," I replied with a small smile. "Unpredictability was your stated desire. I've simply taken that request seriously rather than applying it merely to physical scenarios."
He nodded, acknowledgment rather than mere agreement. "And what would you suggest for the remainder of our session tonight? We've departed substantially from conventional patterns already."
I rose from my chair, moving to the suite's bar where a pitcher of water and crystal glasses waited. "Remove your shirt again and come here," I instructed, my voice carrying that quiet authority that expected compliance without needing to demand it.
He complied without hesitation this time, the earlier wariness replaced by genuine curiosity about my approach. When he stood before me, upper body revealed once more to the warm light, I filled two glasses with water, handing him one.
"Drink," I said simply. "But not normally. Hold the water in your mouth. Don't swallow until I tell you."
Surprise flickered across his features, but he raised the glass to his lips, taking a mouthful and holding it as instructed, his eyes questioning above the rim.
I set my own glass down untouched and moved closer, close enough that he could feel my body heat. "The greatest irony of a chef's life," I murmured, my fingers coming to rest lightly on his throat where I could feel the muscles restraining the water, "is that you rarely truly taste anything. Always analyzing, categorizing, comparing to previous experiences. Never simply experiencing the pure sensation."
I drew my fingertips slowly down his bare chest, a feather-light touch that made his skin pebble with goosebumps. "Notice how holding that water makes you suddenly aware of your mouth, your throat, sensations you normally ignore. How your body becomes hyperaware when a simple, automatic action is deliberately prolonged."
His eyes had darkened, pupils dilating as he maintained the unusual position, unable to speak but listening with his entire body. The vulnerability of standing half-naked with water held in his mouth created a different kind of surrender than conventional dominance play, more subtle yet somehow more complete.
"Now close your eyes," I instructed, "and when you swallow, I want you to experience it as if it's the first water you've ever tasted. Not with a chef's palate that analyzes mineral content and pH, but with the pure awareness of sensation."
He closed his eyes, the long dark lashes resting against his cheeks as he finally swallowed, his throat working in a motion that drew my gaze. When his eyes opened again, something had shifted in their depths, a clarity that hadn't been there before.
"Again," I said, refilling his glass and bringing my own to my lips. "This time together."
We stood facing each other, eyes locked as we each took a mouthful of water. I placed my hand gently on his sternum, feeling his heartbeat beneath my palm. The moment stretched between us, intimate in its simplicity, profound in its restraint. When I finally nodded, we swallowed in unison, the shared action creating a connection more powerful than any elaborate scenario could have achieved.
"What did you taste?" I asked, my voice softened to match the moment we'd created.
"Water," he answered, his voice rougher than before. "Just water. Not hard or soft, not mineral or filtered. Just... sensation." He looked almost startled by this, as if the simplicity of the experience had revealed something profound.
"That's presence," I told him, setting down my glass and letting my fingers trace the line of his collarbone. "When you stop analyzing and simply experience, the most ordinary things become extraordinary. The chef's curse is living always in comparison rather than in the moment."
His breathing had deepened, his skin warming beneath my touch in a way that had nothing to do with conventional sexual arousal and everything to do with awakened awareness. The simple exercise had accomplished what whips and restraints never could – bringing him fully into his body, into the present moment, into pure sensation without analysis.
"Every part of your life can be experienced this way," I continued, my fingertips now trailing down his arm to his wrist, where I could feel his pulse jumping beneath the skin. "Every taste, every touch, every sound. The numbness comes from processing everything through your professional filter. Liberation comes from learning to set that filter aside when it no longer serves you."
He caught my hand in his, the touch unexpected but not unwelcome. For a moment, we stood connected by that single point of contact, something electric passing between us that transcended the dominatrix-client dynamic without violating its boundaries.
"No one has ever..." he began, then paused, searching for words that seemed to elude him. "This is not what I expected."
"The unexpected is precisely what you needed," I replied, gently reclaiming my hand and moving back toward the seating area. "Get dressed and join me. We're only just beginning to explore what's possible."
"This is not what I expected when requesting a dominatrix session," he observed, his voice carrying no criticism but genuine wonder at the unexpected direction.
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I replied, my voice gentle in the aftermath of our shared moment. "When we categorize everything before truly experiencing it, we miss most of what life offers."
He nodded, his expression thoughtful rather than intense for perhaps the first time in our encounter. "You've created an experience I cannot easily categorize," he acknowledged. "One that maintained my full attention without resorting to extremity or shock. Professionally speaking, that's remarkable."
"Thank you," I accepted, "though this was created between us, not imposed by me. Your willingness to engage made it possible."
I glanced at the discreet clock on the mantel. "Our session is nearly complete."
He followed my gaze, surprise crossing his features. "Three hours? It seems impossible."
"Time perception changes when we're fully present," I observed, moving toward the bar to pour him a final glass of grappa. "It's one of the clearest signs you've truly engaged rather than just processed."
He accepted the glass, his expression now openly appreciative rather than guardedly assessing. "You've fulfilled every objective," he said after a thoughtful sip. "I remained present throughout. I experienced genuine surprise. And I'll certainly be thinking about this long after it concludes."
"I'm pleased to hear that," I replied. "Those were indeed the metrics you established."
"Which raises the question of continuation," he said, his gaze holding mine with renewed intensity. "I'd like to schedule regular sessions. Perhaps explore that extended approach you suggested, addressing patterns beyond isolated experiences."
I nodded, having anticipated this request. "I'd be willing to work with you on an ongoing basis. Though my approach will continue to evolve rather than repeating tonight's elements. Predictability is the enemy of presence."
"Understood and appreciated," he said, finishing his grappa and setting the glass aside with deliberate precision. "Same time next week? After my restaurant closes?"
"That can be arranged," I confirmed. "Though perhaps in a different location. Unpredictability extends to settings as well."
A smile curved his lips, not the cold calculation I had observed earlier but something warmer, more genuine. "Of course. I leave that decision in your capable hands."
The formal session concluded with professional courtesy, Alessio retrieving his chef's jacket and departing with a handshake that lingered just slightly longer than convention required.
When he had gone, Claude appeared from the adjoining room, his expression revealing nothing of what he might have witnessed.
"All well, Mistress Savannah?" he asked, his discretion impeccable.
"Perfectly," I assured him. "Though I suspect quite different from what you might have expected based on Alessio's file."
A hint of a smile touched Claude's features. "Each client requires a unique approach. Yours appears to have been effective."
"So it seems," I agreed. "Please let Iseult know the session concluded successfully and that Alessio has requested regular appointments."
The taxi home through quiet Parisian streets gave me space to reflect. What had begun as a potentially challenging client with a reputation for volatility had transformed into one of my most psychologically interesting professional relationships.
Alessio represented something different from my other regulars - neither Étienne's straightforward humiliation desires nor Xavier's complex emotional vulnerability, but something more mercurial. His rapid mood shifts, his professional numbness, his hunger for authentic connection - all suggested a depth that would make our ongoing sessions particularly engaging.
As I prepared for bed, removing makeup and changing into simple silk pajamas - a small luxury my growing financial security now allowed - I found myself genuinely looking forward to our next session. Not merely as a professional challenge, but as a chance to explore the complexities of a man who, like me, navigated the world through a carefully constructed persona that both revealed and concealed his authentic self.
As sleep claimed me, possibilities followed me into dreams that blended our sensory exploration with the taste of water held too long in the mouth, waiting for permission to swallow - a simple act transformed into profound surrender.
Chapter Eleven
THE WILDNESS
"Get in," Alessio said, his voice carrying that particular Italian melody that somehow made even simple commands sound like seduction. He leaned across the passenger seat of a vintage Alfa Romeo Spider convertible, candy-apple red, gleaming under the streetlights like spilled Cabernet, to push open the door from inside.
I stood on the sidewalk outside my apartment building, taking in the unexpected sight. Our second session had been scheduled for ten PM, but instead of meeting at the designated location, Alessio had texted an hour earlier: Change of plans. Be ready at nine-thirty. Wear something adaptable. I'll pick you up.
The midnight blue dress I'd chosen, fitted but not restrictive, the silk substantial enough for an autumn evening, suddenly felt exactly right for whatever unplanned adventure lay ahead. Club Obsidienne's protocols suggested refusing such last-minute changes, but something about Alessio had captured my professional curiosity beyond standard procedure.
"This isn't what we arranged," I observed, making no move toward the car despite the light drizzle dampening my carefully styled curls.
"Predictability is the enemy of feeling," he replied, his dark eyes gleaming with something that walked the line between playfulness and danger. "Isn't that what you told me during our first session?"
I raised an eyebrow, recognizing his attempt to use my own philosophy against me. "I believe I also mentioned boundaries being the foundation that makes genuine exploration possible."
"And I respect those boundaries completely," he assured me, though the slight curve of his lips suggested he enjoyed testing their elasticity. "But tonight needs movement, speed, the unexpected. Not another hotel suite, not another controlled environment."
The vintage convertible's engine purred with barely contained power, vibrating through the damp night air like a large cat's warning. This moment represented a choice, assert absolute control by refusing his deviation from protocol, or incorporate his unpredictability into something more interesting for us both.
"Three conditions," I said, my Southern drawl honey-slow but iron-firm. "I maintain veto power over any location or activity. My phone remains with me at all times. And you tell me the general category of what you have planned."
He considered this, his expression shifting through calculations so rapid they were almost visible behind his eyes. "Agreed to the first two," he said finally. "As for the third, tonight is about hunger. Not just for food, though that's part of it. For experience. For intensity. For something real."
The word "hunger" coming from a chef carried particular weight, not the casual desire most people meant when using the term, but something deeper, more primal, more precise. I nodded, decision made, and slid into the passenger seat. The leather was buttery-soft against my bare legs, the car's interior smelling of expensive leather, subtle cologne, and something uniquely mechanical that spoke to its age and pedigree.
"Remind me," I said as I fastened my seatbelt, "do you have a valid license? And is this vehicle actually registered?" My tone made it clear I already knew the answers but was establishing my authority regardless of whose car we occupied.
Alessio laughed, the sound genuine rather than performative. "Yes to both. Though the car has been... modified beyond what's strictly regulation. The engine is from a later model, more power, more response."
Before I could respond, he shifted gears and pulled away from the curb with an acceleration that pressed me back against the seat. The sudden movement wasn't reckless but definitely aggressive, Alessio testing boundaries from the very first moment, as was his pattern in everything from cooking to our sessions.
"Where did you learn to drive like this?" I asked as he wove through traffic with startling precision, the car responding to his hands like it was an extension of his body.
"Naples," he replied, taking a corner fast enough that I felt the g-force like a physical caress against my skin. "In Naples, you either develop extraordinary reflexes or die spectacular deaths in traffic. There's no middle ground."
The statement carried both humor and an underlying seriousness that seemed characteristic of his approach to life, acknowledging danger without being constrained by fear of it. The city blurred past us, Paris transforming from carefully managed beauty to streaks of light and shadow as our speed converted solid reality to impressionistic painting.
"The first place we're going," he continued, downshifting with fluid expertise as we approached a narrow side street in what I recognized as the 11th arrondissement, "is my mother's apartment."
This was unexpected enough that I turned to study his profile, illuminated intermittently by passing streetlights. "Your mother lives in Paris?"
"For thirty years," he confirmed, slowing the car to a more reasonable pace as we entered a residential area of modest apartment buildings. "She followed me here when I was eighteen and starting my apprenticeship. Refused to let her only son 'turn French,' as she put it."
The glimpse into his personal history created a different kind of intimacy than our previous session had established, not the structured vulnerability of dominance play but something more authentic, more revealing of the man behind the client persona.
He parked the car with surprising gentleness compared to his earlier driving, fitting it into a space that seemed impossibly small with the precision of someone who had performed this exact maneuver countless times before. "She's expecting us," he said, shutting off the engine. "I called her after texting you."
"And what exactly did you tell her about me?" I asked, genuinely curious about how he would describe our professional relationship to his mother.
A smile curved his lips, that mercurial expression that transformed his intensity without diminishing it. "That you're an American consultant helping me explore psychological patterns. Which is true, yes?"
"Technically accurate," I acknowledged, appreciating the elegant simplicity of his explanation. "Though perhaps lacking certain contextual details."
"My mother is seventy-three," he replied, his tone suggesting this explained everything. "Some contextual details are best left contextual."
He led me into a modest apartment building, up three flights of stairs that he took two at a time despite his apparent comfort waiting for my more measured pace in heeled sandals. The hallway was clean but showed the wear of decades, faded carpet, paint with visible touch-ups, the lingering scent of cooking that had permeated the walls over years of habitation.
Before Alessio could knock, the door opened to reveal a tiny woman with silver hair pulled back in a severe bun, her face a feminine echo of her son's sharp features, her dark eyes carrying the same intensity but tempered with something warmer, more amused by life's absurdities.
"Always late," she scolded in Italian-accented French, the words carrying no actual censure. "The risotto is perfect now, in three minutes it will be ruined. Come, come." She gestured us inside with the wooden spoon she held, then surprised me by switching to nearly perfect English. "You must be Savannah. My son says you are helping him with his psychological problems. God knows he needs it."
The apartment was small but immaculate, the furniture modest but clearly chosen with care and maintained with pride. What dominated the space was not visual but olfactory, the profound scent of serious cooking, layers of aromatics and stock and wine creating an atmosphere that was almost visible in its intensity.
"Signora Ricci," I began, offering my hand with the polite deference appropriate to an elder, regardless of context.
"Sofia," she corrected, ignoring my hand to pat my cheek with surprising familiarity. "We don't shake hands when someone enters our home. Now sit, both of you. The table is ready."
The dining table, clearly the center of this household's life, was set with simple white plates, good quality but not ostentatious. The silverware showed the soft patina of pieces used daily for decades rather than reserved for special occasions. A bottle of red wine was already open, breathing beside three glasses.
"I didn't know we would be dining with your mother," I said quietly to Alessio as Sofia returned to the kitchen area, visible through an open archway as she attended to something on the stove.
"Neither did I until an hour ago," he admitted, his voice equally low. "She called as I was leaving the restaurant. Said she'd made my father's risotto and I should come taste it. When I told her I had plans, she insisted I bring you. My mother doesn't really accept refusals."
This spontaneous change explained his last-minute text to me, not a calculated challenge to our professional boundaries but an adaptation to his own disrupted plans. The revelation softened my perception of his apparent impulsiveness.
Sofia returned carrying a large, shallow dish of golden risotto, the grains distinct yet suspended in creamy perfection, the surface decorated with what appeared to be shaved white truffle, an ingredient so expensive it transformed this simple family dinner into something approaching luxury cuisine.
"Sit, sit," she insisted, placing the dish in the center of the table. "Alessio, pour the wine. The Barolo your cousin sent, not that French vinegar you usually drink."
He complied with the comfortable familiarity of a lifetime's pattern, filling three glasses with ruby liquid that caught the light like liquid garnets. Sofia served the pasta. The portions generous without being excessive.
"My husband's recipe," she explained as we began to eat. "Alessio's father. He was chef at a small restaurant in Naples. Nothing fancy, but people came from all over the city for his risotto. The secret is stirring constantly, never stopping even for a moment. Like life, yes? Stop paying attention, and everything sticks to the bottom and burns."
The risotto was extraordinary, each grain of rice distinct yet surrounded by creamy sauce, the stock clearly made from scratch over many hours, the white truffle adding an earthy perfume that elevated the dish from excellent to transcendent. I made an appreciative sound that was entirely genuine rather than polite obligation.
"She likes it," Sofia observed to her son, evident pleasure in her tone. "Good. A woman who appreciates proper cooking is worth knowing." She turned her attention fully to me. "So, Savannah from America. What exactly do you do that helps my son with his psychological difficulties?"
The directness of the question presented an interesting challenge, maintaining honesty without revealing inappropriate details of our professional relationship. "I specialize in helping people connect with authentic experience," I replied, selecting my words carefully. "Particularly those whose professional lives require such constant control that they develop a certain... numbness to ordinary stimuli."
Sofia nodded, her expression suggesting this description aligned perfectly with her own assessment of her son. "Alessio has been this way since childhood. Always seeking the stronger flavor, the hotter fire, the more dangerous game. His father was the same. Men who cannot feel normal things must constantly seek abnormal ones, yes?"
The casual insight revealed where Alessio might have inherited his psychological complexity, not just his culinary skills but his fundamental approach to experience.
"Mamma," Alessio protested mildly, though his tone suggested this was familiar conversational territory rather than genuine discomfort.
"What? I say nothing she doesn't already know," Sofia dismissed his objection with a wave of her hand. "She is a professional in understanding such things. Why pretend?"
The directness was refreshing after the careful negotiations of professional dominance. Sofia's perception cut through pretense with the same precision her son applied to ingredients, identifying essential qualities without unnecessary flourish.
As we continued eating, the conversation shifted to safer topics, Sofia's opinions on Parisian markets compared to those in Naples, her assessment of various restaurants in the city (including scathing critiques of several Michelin-starred establishments), her stories of Alessio's childhood cooking experiments that had occasionally endangered her kitchen.
Throughout, I observed the dynamic between mother and son, the clear love expressed primarily through food and blunt honesty, the shared language of culinary precision, the comfortable patterns established over decades. This glimpse into Alessio's personal history revealed layers of context for his professional intensity and his complicated relationship with control and sensation.
When we had finished eating, the risotto followed by a simple salad of bitter greens and aged balsamic, then tiny cups of espresso so strong it was almost hallucinogenic, Sofia fixed her penetrating gaze on me once more.
"You are good for him," she declared with the confidence of someone who had never doubted her own judgment. "Already I see a difference. Less of the darkness behind the eyes. Whatever you are doing, continue."
The assessment carried no suggestion that she understood the specific nature of our professional relationship, but rather an intuitive recognition of its positive effect on her son, a mother's perception unclouded by conventional categorization.
"I appreciate your confidence," I replied, maintaining the polite ambiguity that served both truth and discretion.
"Now go," she said, rising with the decisive energy of someone half her age. "Alessio promised to show you proper Paris, not just an old woman's apartment. And I have my program on television."
The dismissal was affectionate rather than rude, the straightforward communication of someone who saw no need for elaborate social ritual. Alessio kissed his mother's cheek with evident affection, and she surprised me by giving me the same double-cheek kiss she had offered her son.
"Bring her again," she instructed Alessio as we moved toward the door. "Next time I make the osso buco."
Outside in the hallway, Alessio ran a hand through his hair, the gesture revealing a momentary boyishness at odds with his usual intensity. "That was not part of my planned evening," he admitted. "But my mother is a force of nature. Resistance is futile."
"I found it illuminating," I replied honestly. "Context often reveals more than direct inquiry ever could."
He studied me for a moment, his expression shifting from mild embarrassment to something more appreciative. "Most dominatrices would consider this a disruption of the professional dynamic. A blurring of boundaries between client and provider."
"I'm not most dominatrices," I reminded him, echoing a phrase I'd used in our first session. "And authentic understanding requires seeing beyond constructed personas, both yours and mine."
This perspective seemed to please him, his expression warming into genuine engagement rather than performed response. "Then shall we continue to our next destination? Something more aligned with traditional expectations of a dominatrix session, perhaps?"
"Lead on," I agreed, curious about what he had planned for the remainder of our evening.
The Alfa Romeo awaited us, its red paint now glistening with light rain that had fallen while we dined. Alessio opened my door with the same courtly gesture he had displayed earlier, a movement that seemed genuine rather than performed, perhaps reflecting both his Italian upbringing and his mother's clearly expressed expectations regarding proper behavior.
As I settled into the passenger seat, I noted how the car's interior had absorbed some of the night's dampness, creating a fresh petrichor scent that mingled with leather and engine oil. There was something fundamentally sensual about this vintage vehicle, not in any overtly sexual way, but in its direct connection to physical sensation, its unapologetic prioritization of experience over convenience or comfort.
"Now," Alessio said as he started the engine, that predatory purr emerging instantly, "we move to the next course in our evening's tasting menu."
He pulled away from the curb with that same controlled aggression that characterized so many of his movements, accelerating into the Parisian night with confidence that bordered on recklessness without quite crossing that line. The rain had intensified slightly, not enough to require raising the convertible's top but sufficient to create a fine mist that caressed my skin like cool breath.
"The next destination requires context," Alessio said as he navigated through increasingly unfamiliar streets, heading toward what appeared to be the eastern edge of the city. "What do you know about Paris's lesser-known food markets?"
"Only the standard tourist versions," I admitted. "The carefully sanitized morning markets in the fashionable arrondissements."
He smiled, that expression that transformed his intensity without diminishing it. "Then you've never seen the real heart of Paris's food culture. The places where chefs like me find what doesn't appear on official menus or sanitized marketplace stalls."
His driving grew increasingly confident as we left the well-lit central districts, moving into areas where streetlights were fewer and buildings showed the weathered authenticity of neighborhoods untouched by tourists. Finally, he turned down what appeared to be a service alley behind a row of warehouses, pulling up before a nondescript metal door with no signage or indication of what lay beyond.
"We've arrived," he announced, shutting off the engine and turning to face me with an expression of genuine anticipation. "The real Les Halles, not the shopping mall that tourists visit, but the underground market that replaced the original when it was demolished."
The reference carried significant weight for anyone familiar with Paris's culinary history. The original Les Halles had been the city's central food market for centuries, the "stomach of Paris," as Émile Zola had famously called it, before being demolished in the 1970s and replaced with a sterile shopping complex. What Alessio was suggesting was the existence of an underground continuation of that historic tradition, something not mentioned in any official guides or recognized by municipal authorities.
"An illegal food market?" I asked, intrigued rather than concerned.
"Not illegal, precisely," he clarified, opening his door and coming around to open mine with that same courtly gesture. "Unregulated. Operating in the spaces between official oversight. Where traditions continue that modern sanitization would eliminate."
He led me to the metal door, knocking in a specific pattern, three rapid taps, pause, two more, pause, one final knock. After a moment, a small viewport slid open, eyes appearing briefly before recognition sparked and the door swung inward.
The space beyond was unexpectedly vast, what appeared from outside to be a single warehouse revealed as a series of connected structures, their walls removed to create one enormous open area. The lighting was dim but adequate, coming primarily from strings of simple bulbs hung in rows across the ceiling. But what dominated the experience was not visual but olfactory, the profound symphony of food scents, some familiar and others entirely novel, creating an atmosphere so rich it was almost visible.
Dozens of stalls lined makeshift aisles, each dedicated to specific ingredients or preparations. Unlike tourist markets with their carefully arranged displays and sanitized presentations, this was authentically functional, seafood still moving on beds of ice, whole animal carcasses hanging from hooks, vegetables with soil still clinging to their roots. Vendors and customers conducted transactions with the focused intensity of professionals rather than the casual browsing of tourists.
"Alessio!" a burly man with hands like cured hams called out, waving us over to a stall filled with produce I'd never seen in conventional markets. "Come, come! I have something special for you."
Alessio guided me through the crowd, his hand at the small of my back – not possessive but orienting, making sure I wasn't separated in the press of bodies. The vendor's table displayed an array of vegetables in shapes and colors that seemed almost obscene in their vividness – purple carrots thick as my wrist, cucumbers curved like question marks, bananas still attached in clusters unlike their supermarket counterparts.
"These just arrived from Sicily," the vendor said, holding up a particularly impressive cucumber with reverent hands. "Perfect specimens. The soil there creates a density you cannot find elsewhere."
Alessio examined the produce with the critical eye of a professional chef, testing firmness with gentle pressure from his thumbs, inhaling the earthy scent at their ends. "I'll take your best selection," he said, "and whatever else you recommend that's exceptional tonight."
As the vendor began assembling a collection, Alessio turned to me with that mercurial smile that transformed his intensity without diminishing it. "For later," he said, his voice dropping to a register only I could hear. "I have plans that require... props."
I raised an eyebrow, recognizing the implication immediately. "How creative," I replied, my Southern drawl stretching the words into honeyed assessment. "Though I'd have expected a chef of your caliber to be more original in your selection."
His eyes widened fractionally – surprised by my immediate understanding and subtle challenge. "The classic tools remain classic for a reason," he countered, that dangerous playfulness returning to his expression. "But I'm open to your professional guidance on the matter."
I surveyed the vendor's display with deliberate attention, taking my time as I selected items – a particularly rigid carrot with interesting ridges along its length, a banana from the bunch still firm rather than overly ripe, and a small, perfectly round eggplant with skin like polished obsidian.
"These will do nicely," I declared, handing my selections to the vendor. "Wrap them separately, please. They'll be handled... individually."
Alessio's expression shifted through surprise to appreciation to something darker and more anticipatory. The vendor, misunderstanding the exchange entirely, began explaining the best cooking methods for each item while carefully wrapping them in brown paper.
"You understand," I continued once we'd moved away from the stall with our purchases, "that these aren't for your pleasure directly. They're tools for your education."
"Of course," he replied, though the slight flush across his cheekbones suggested he was less composed than his tone indicated. "I would expect nothing less from a professional of your caliber."
We continued through the market, Alessio occasionally stopping to greet vendors who clearly knew him well, making small purchases that disappeared into the bag with our special selections. Throughout, I maintained a running commentary only he could hear – detailed descriptions of exactly how each vegetable might be employed in our session, the sensations they would create, the psychological dynamics they would explore.
"The thing about penetration," I explained as we examined spices at another stall, my voice pitched for his ears alone while my expression remained pleasantly neutral for any observers, "is that men fear it precisely because they crave it. The surrender of that final boundary, the admission of pleasure from a source your culture has taught you to reject – it's the ultimate vulnerability."
The flush on his cheeks deepened, his breathing visibly altered though he maintained external composure. "And you believe I seek such vulnerability?" he asked, his own voice carefully modulated despite his evident arousal at the direction of our conversation.
"Sugar," I drawled, deliberately emphasizing my Southern accent as I selected a particularly exotic chili from the display before us, "you practically begged for it with every vegetable you had that man show you. A girl only needs eyes to recognize hunger, even when it's disguised as professional interest."
His laugh – sudden, genuine, slightly helpless – turned heads at nearby stalls. The sound transformed his face completely, removing years and layers of protective intensity. "You are... unexpected," he admitted, genuine admiration evident beneath the arousal and anticipation.
"That was your request, wasn't it?" I reminded him as we completed our circuit of the market. "Unpredictability. Genuine engagement rather than performed reaction. I'm simply fulfilling my professional obligation."
Back in the vintage Alfa Romeo, the collection of vegetables nestled in their brown paper wrappings on the narrow back shelf, Alessio drove with even more aggressive energy than before – his body clearly responding to the psychological tension I'd been building throughout our market visit. The car responded to his hands like a living thing, the engine's growl deepening as he pushed it harder through the Parisian streets now emptying of regular traffic as midnight approached.
"Where to next?" I asked, maintaining casual composure despite the charged atmosphere.
"My restaurant," he replied, taking a corner fast enough that I felt the g-force press me against the door. "After hours. The staff is gone. We'll have the entire kitchen to ourselves."
The implication hung between us – the chef bringing me to his professional domain, his territory of absolute control, yet with the clear intention of surrendering that control within those very walls. The psychological dynamics couldn't have been more perfectly designed if I'd arranged them myself.
Fuoco occupied a discreet corner in the 7th arrondissement, its exterior understated compared to many Michelin-starred establishments. Alessio parked the Alfa in a small private lot behind the building, using a key card to access a service entrance that led directly into the heart of the restaurant.
The kitchen gleamed in the dim emergency lighting – stainless steel surfaces reflecting the minimal illumination, copper pots hanging from ceiling racks creating abstract patterns of shadow and subtle glow. The space breathed professional precision – each tool in its designated place, each surface immaculate despite the evening's service having concluded hours earlier.
"My domain," Alessio said, flipping on a single light that illuminated the central preparation area without brightening the entire space. "Where I maintain absolute control for fourteen hours each day."
"And now?" I asked, setting our market bag on the immaculate counter, the brown paper crinkling with suggestion of what lay within.
"And now," he replied, his voice dropping to that register that revealed genuine vulnerability beneath his usual intensity, "I place myself under your control. Completely."
I smiled, allowing Mistress Savannah to fully emerge from the more casual persona I'd maintained during our earlier interactions. "Remove your clothes," I instructed, my Southern drawl stretching the command into something both soft and uncompromising. "Except your shoes. The floor is cold, and we wouldn't want discomfort distracting from the sensations I intend to create."
His eyes darkened, but he complied without hesitation – removing his jacket, shirt, and pants with efficient movements that revealed both comfort with his body and eagerness to proceed. When he stood before me in only his boxer briefs and shoes, I raised an eyebrow.
"All of it, sugar," I clarified. "Unless you're suddenly finding yourself shy in your own kitchen."
The mild taunt had its intended effect – he removed the final garment, standing naked except for his shoes in the center of his professional domain. His body reflected his Mediterranean heritage and chef's lifestyle – lean but strong, olive skin marked with the small scars and burns that came from years working with fire and knives, dark hair across his chest narrowing to a line that led to his evident arousal.
I circled him slowly, maintaining distance, making a point to observe him, without touching him at first. "Interesting," I observed, my tone professionally assessing rather than overtly sexual. "Your body shows the evidence of your profession so clearly – the burn on your forearm from inattention at the wrong moment, the knife scar across your knuckles from youthful carelessness. Your body keeps a record of every mistake, doesn't it?"
He remained still under my observation, neither preening nor attempting to hide. "The kitchen forgives nothing," he agreed. "Every error leaves its mark."
"Yet you maintain absolute control in this space," I continued, completing my circle to face him directly. "The renowned chef, the perfectionist, the commander of others. How interesting that you now choose to surrender that control, in this specific location where you otherwise exercise it most completely."
Something flickered in his expression – recognition that I had identified a psychological pattern he perhaps hadn't fully acknowledged himself. "The contrast creates its own intensity," he observed, his analytical mind still active despite his physical vulnerability.
"Indeed it does," I agreed, moving to the market bag and beginning to unwrap our purchases with deliberate slowness. I unwrapped each vegetable with the deliberate patience of a woman who knows anticipation is its own form of penetration. The carrot's ridged surface caught the light as I laid it on cold steel, followed by the banana's proud curve, then the eggplant with skin so darkly perfect it reflected his wide-eyed stare right back at him. The three soldiers stood at attention, awaiting my command while his breathing grew heavier with each passing second.
"Do you know what I find most interesting about powerful men like you, Alessio?" I asked, arranging the vegetables in a precise line.
"Tell me," he requested, his voice rougher than before, his arousal visibly intensifying as he watched my deliberate preparation.
"The disconnect between what you claim to want and what your body reveals you truly desire," I said, selecting the carrot and examining it with exaggerated attention. "You present yourself as the epitome of traditional masculine control, yet here you stand, visibly aroused by the prospect of surrendering that control completely."
I moved closer, the carrot held casually in my hand like a teaching prop. "Tell me, chef. Have you ever allowed anyone to penetrate you? To access that most vulnerable part of your body that culture insists should remain inviolate for men like you?"
His breath caught in his throat like a thief caught red-handed, his pupils blooming black as midnight truffles. 'No,' he whispered, that single syllable containing all the longing of a man who's spent a lifetime denying the hunger that now radiated from him in waves I could almost taste
"Yet you've considered it," I observed, not a question but a statement based on his evident response to my suggestion. "Imagined it. Perhaps even craved it while denying that craving."
He didn't answer verbally, but his body's reaction – the deepening flush across his chest, the visible pulse at his throat, the intensification of his arousal – provided confirmation more honest than words could offer.
"Turn around," I instructed, my voice gentle but brooking no refusal. "Bend forward and brace your hands on the preparation table."
He complied with surprising grace for a man of his size and usual dominance, assuming the vulnerable position with a chef's inherent body awareness. The stainless steel table was at perfect height for my purpose, allowing him to maintain the position comfortably while remaining completely exposed.
"Now, sugar," I said, moving to stand beside him where I could observe his face while maintaining access to his positioned body, "we're going to explore some truths your professional control doesn't allow you to acknowledge. The pleasure your body is capable of experiencing when you surrender those artificial limitations."
I set the carrot down within his line of sight, its presence serving as psychological suggestion rather than immediate implementation. From the bag, I retrieved a small bottle of olive oil he had purchased from a specialty vendor – first cold press, Sicilian, the label promising exceptional purity and smoothness.
"Appropriate, isn't it?" I commented, opening the bottle and allowing him to catch its grassy scent. "Using the finest ingredients, just as you would in your cooking. Quality matters in all sensory experiences, doesn't it, chef?"
His breathing had grown more rapid, his knuckles white where he gripped the edge of the stainless steel table. Yet he maintained position perfectly, his body revealing both apprehension and anticipation in equal measure.
I poured the oil into my waiting palm, liquid gold catching the kitchen light as it pooled against my skin. I rubbed my hands together slowly, warming this precious ingredient while his eyes tracked every movement like a starving man watching a feast being prepared. When I finally pressed my slick hands against the tense canvas of his lower back, he shuddered as though I'd branded him. His olive skin glistened under my touch, muscles jumping and twitching beneath my fingers like fresh fish on a cutting board.
"Relax," I instructed, my hands working the oil into his skin with firm pressure designed to release the tension that had built in his body. "Resistance only creates discomfort. Surrender creates possibility."
"Gradually, his muscles surrendered to my touch, yielding like caramelizing sugar, his breathing transforming from shallow, nervous flutters to deep, hungry draws that seemed to pull me in with each exhale. His body was learning its own lessons faster than his mind could catch up."
"Good boy," I praised, honey dripping from each syllable as his resistance melted under my hands. "That's exactly right. Surrender isn't weakness, Alessio. It's just another form of mastery – one that takes more courage than barking orders in this kitchen of yours ever could."
I reached for the cucumber, its smooth, cool surface now glistening with the artisanal olive oil. "I'm going to help you discover something about yourself, Alessio," I explained, my voice honeyed but authoritative. "Something your body knows but your mind has been too stubborn to acknowledge."
His eyes followed my movements, widening slightly as he realized my intentions. A small tremor passed through his frame – not resistance exactly, but the body's natural response to anticipated novelty.
"Have you ever wondered," I continued, trailing the tip of the cucumber lightly down the cleft of his buttocks, "why nature designed men with such a specific bundle of nerves in such a private location? Seems an odd choice if it wasn't meant to be a source of pleasure, doesn't it?"
"I've... considered it," he admitted, his voice rougher than usual, vulnerability evident in the slight catch of his breath.
"Of course you have," I replied, applying more oil to the cucumber, my movements deliberately unhurried. "Strong men like you always consider it. But consideration isn't exploration, is it? And a chef of all people should understand that theoretical knowledge is nothing compared to direct experience."
pressed the cucumber's cool, rounded tip against that tight entrance to his most guarded self, a promise not yet fulfilled but impossible to ignore. 'Breathe for me, sugar,' I drawled, my voice dripping Southern honey laced with steel. 'Deep and slow, like you're drawing in the scent of a perfect sauce. Your body's been waiting for this its whole life – it knows exactly what to do if you'd just let that stubborn mind of yours step aside and surrender the kitchen, just this once.'
His breathing changed, becoming more deliberate as he fought against the instinct to tense. I watched his face from my position beside him – the flicker of uncertainty giving way to concentration, the chef's discipline now applied to this new kind of bodily control.
"Good," I praised as I felt his resistance begin to yield. "That's exactly right. Surrender isn't weakness, Alessio. It's another form of mastery."
As the cucumber began to enter him, I observed every microexpression that crossed his face – the initial discomfort, the moment of uncertainty, then the first flicker of unexpected sensation that transcended simple categorization.
"Oh," he breathed, the single syllable carrying surprise and discovery in equal measure.
"Yes," I confirmed, my free hand claiming the small of his back like territory conquered, heat flowing between us like current. "That's it, sugar. That sensation right there is what your body's been starving for while your pride's been keeping it on such a strict diet."
I proceeded with exquisite patience, advancing and retreating with the cucumber in a rhythm designed to build sensation gradually rather than overwhelm. With each careful movement, I watched his responses sharpen, his breathing change from control to something more primal, more honest.
"Do you feel that, sugar?" I whispered, adjusting my angle with the precision he normally reserved for plating Michelin-star desserts. "That little bundle of nerves that's about to turn the great Chef Ricci into nothing but raw sensation and desperate need?".
His response was immediate and unmistakable – a full-body shudder, a sound caught between gasp and moan, his head dropping forward between his shoulders as sensation overwhelmed his usual composure.
"There it is," I purred, satisfaction rolling through my voice like warm bourbon. "That sweet spot where all your control and dignity dissolve like sugar in hot water. The place where that brilliant chef's mind of yours finally surrenders and lets your body take over completely."
I maintained the pressure precisely there, watching as Alessio – the commanding chef, the controlled professional, the man accustomed to directing others rather than surrendering himself – began to tremble with sensations he had never permitted himself to experience.
"What's rushing through you right now," I drawled, keeping my voice steady as honey while his composure shattered like dropped crystal, "is all that pleasure you've been taught good Italian boys should reject. Ain't that a shame, denying yourself something that makes you tremble like fresh leaves in a summer storm?"
His response was beyond words now – physical reactions that couldn't be falsified or controlled. Sweat beaded along his spine despite the kitchen's cool temperature, his breathing harsh and uneven, small sounds escaping him that I suspected he'd never made before in the presence of another person.
"That's it," I encouraged, working that sweet spot with the precision he normally reserved for his signature dishes. "Stop trying to name what's happening to you. Stop trying to control it. Just let it consume you whole, like you're drowning in the finest wine you've ever tasted."
The cucumber continued its work, but I now reached around with my free hand, not to touch him directly but to hover just above his straining erection – close enough that he could feel the heat of my palm without actual contact.
"Look at how your body betrays all your secrets," I observed, my voice thick with satisfaction. "I haven't laid a finger on that beautiful cock of yours, yet it's standing at attention harder than your sous-chefs when you walk into this kitchen. Your body knows what you need better than that stubborn mind ever could."
His only response was a groan that seemed torn from somewhere deep inside him, a sound of surrender that carried no shame, only revelation.
"I could make you spill yourself all over this pristine kitchen of yours," I told him, my Southern drawl stretching each word into a silken rope binding him tighter. "Never touching that straining cock of yours, just working this cucumber against that spot that's making you shake like you're coming apart at the seams. Wouldn't that be something for the great chef to experience?"
"Yes," he managed, the word barely recognizable through the roughness of his breathing. "God, yes."
I smiled, though he couldn't see it from his position. "Then stop thinking and start feeling. Completely. Without reservation."
What followed was a masterclass in sensation – the careful, precise stimulation of nerve endings whose potential had been ignored for decades of adult life, creating responses that transcended conventional categories of pleasure. I whispered in his ear the whole time – telling him exactly how to feel, when to breathe, praising every little shudder and gasp when he stopped fighting and just let himself feel.
"Look at you now," I murmured as tremors rippled through him like heat waves across hot pavement, his sounds growing wild and unrestrained. "All that precision, all that control you wield like a weapon in this kitchen, melting away faster than butter on a hot pan. And all it took was one little vegetable to reveal what you really hunger for."
"More," he managed, the single word emerging rough and genuine. "Far more."
"I increased the pressure just so, adjusted my angle with the same deliberate precision he'd use to position a delicate herb on a perfect plate, and watched glorious devastation spread across his face as the final threads of his famous control unraveled completely. The great chef was coming undone, and lord, was it something to behold."
"Let go," I instructed, my voice carrying absolute authority despite its softness. "Give yourself permission to feel everything, Alessio. Everything your body is capable of experiencing."
The release when it came was unlike anything I had witnessed in previous clients – not merely physical completion but something approaching transcendence. His entire body convulsed, his cry echoing off the stainless steel surfaces of his professional domain, his release untouched but more intense than conventional stimulation could have possibly produced.
His cum painted streaks across his immaculate kitchen floor – the physical evidence of his surrender spilling out just like his control had moments before. That pristine surface now marked with the most honest thing this kitchen had likely ever witnessed, his raw, unfiltered pleasure laid bare where normally only calculated perfection was allowed."
Wave after wave moved through him, each seemingly more intense than the last, until he finally collapsed forward, only his white-knuckled grip on the prep table keeping him from falling completely.
I withdrew the cucumber with the same careful patience I had used throughout, attentive to sensitivity that would be heightened in the aftermath of such intense stimulation. My free hand moved to his lower back, a steadying presence as his breathing gradually returned from ragged desperation to something approaching normal rhythm.
"Breathe through it, sugar," I reminded him, my voice gentling like I was coaxing a soufflé not to fall. "Don't you dare start thinking again just yet. Let those aftershocks have their way with you – they've got their own kind of pleasure that most men rush right past, too eager to put their armor back on."
For several minutes, we remained in this tableau – Alessio bent forward over his prep table, trembling with aftershocks, my hand a steady presence on his back as he gradually returned to himself. The kitchen that had witnessed his most profound surrender now held the sacred silence that follows genuine transformation.
When he finally straightened and faced me, there wasn't a trace of shame in his eyes—only wonder, like a man who'd discovered treasure in a place he'd been afraid to look. Instead, I saw genuine gratitude beneath the physical satisfaction – recognition that I had guided him through territory he had wanted to explore but couldn't access alone.
"That," he said finally, his voice rougher than usual but carrying no embarrassment, "was beyond anything I anticipated when I requested your services."
"That's exactly the point, sugar," I replied, my voice steady even though we'd just crossed lines I hadn't planned on crossing. "Real dominance isn't about doing what you expect - it's about surprising you with something that blows your mind wide open."
He nodded, a chef acknowledging a perfect dish rather than a man who'd just been unmade. As he cleaned himself with those methodical movements that never quite left his hands, I watched something deeper than sweat and release being wiped away. Years of rigid control had dissolved on that kitchen floor along with his cum.
"Next time," he said as he dressed, his nakedness reclaimed but something in his eyes still bare and new, "we should explore what other limitations might be worth breaking."
"Perhaps," I drawled, leaving the possibility hanging between us like ripe fruit. "Though you know I'll never be predictable. That numbness of yours requires constant surprise."
His laugh – rich and unguarded – bounced off the steel surfaces that had witnessed his surrender. The sound carried none of the sharp edges I'd grown used to hearing in his voice.
"Indeed," he agreed, his eyes finding mine with new recognition. "No expectations, only presence."
This revision maintains the key elements of the exchange while making it tighter, more sensual, and more in line with Mistress Savannah's established voice. It emphasizes the transformation Alessio has undergone while keeping the dialogue authentic to both characters.
Chapter Twelve
 THE BALANCE
The morning light filtered through my apartment windows, casting golden patterns across the hardwood floor as I balanced my coffee cup in one hand and my planner in the other. Three client sessions scheduled at Club Obsidienne, two calls with Mehdi regarding developments in the Bastien situation, and somewhere in between all that, I needed to find time for the normal maintenance of life, laundry, groceries, the endless emails that accumulated regardless of how regularly I attended to them.
My phone buzzed with a text, the screen lighting up with Alessio's name. It had been three days since our kitchen session, that unexpected exploration of boundaries that had revealed aspects of himself he'd kept locked away for years.
Thinking of you this morning. My body remembers your lessons vividly. When can I see you again?
The text carried an intimacy that flirted with the edge of professional boundaries. Not crossing them, precisely, but testing their elasticity, a pattern I was coming to recognize as characteristically Alessio.
Before I could respond, the phone rang, not Alessio but Iseult, her name flashing on the screen with the precise timing that seemed almost supernatural in its consistency.
"Good morning," I answered, setting down my coffee to give the conversation my full attention.
"Naomi," Iseult's voice carried its usual composed authority. "I hope I'm not interrupting your morning routine."
"Not at all," I assured her, moving to the window to gaze out at the Parisian rooftops bathed in autumn sunlight. "What can I do for you?"
"I wanted to discuss the Alessio situation," she replied, getting directly to the point as was her habit. "His request for another session has come with some... unusual parameters."
I raised an eyebrow, though of course she couldn't see the gesture. "Define unusual."
"He's requested a remote session," Iseult explained. "He's traveling to Milan for a culinary competition, judging, not competing, and wants to maintain your professional relationship during his absence. Specifically, he's requested a phone session this evening."
The request wasn't entirely unprecedented. Club Obsidienne occasionally offered remote sessions for established clients, particularly those who traveled frequently, though they typically commanded premium rates to compensate for the additional challenges of maintaining dominance without physical presence.
"I see," I said, considering the implications. "And your thoughts on this request?"
"Professionally, I have no objections," Iseult replied. "He's offered our standard remote rate plus an additional premium. However, given his... intensity during in-person sessions, I wanted to ensure you're comfortable with this deviation from your established dynamic."
The consideration was characteristic of Iseult's approach to management, prioritizing her dominatrices' comfort and boundaries while maintaining the club's business interests. It was one of many reasons I had come to genuinely respect her beyond our professional relationship.
"I appreciate your concern," I said. "But I think I can manage Alessio remotely. In some ways, it might be an interesting evolution of our professional relationship, exploring dominance that relies entirely on voice and suggestion rather than physical presence."
"As you wish," Iseult agreed. "I'll confirm the appointment for eight this evening, then. His full fee has already been transferred to the club account, with your percentage to be released upon session completion as usual."
After concluding the call with Iseult, I returned to Alessio's text, considering my response. The intimacy of his message required calibration, maintaining professional boundaries while acknowledging the genuine connection that had developed during our sessions.
Your body remembers because your mind finally surrendered its grip on control, sugar. 8PM tonight. Phone session. Prepare three items: a mirror large enough to see every inch of yourself, that silk necktie I noticed in Milan, and the bottle of that Sicilian olive oil we both remember so well. Ensure complete privacy and clear at least 90 minutes. You'll need every second.
His response came almost immediately: As you command. The anticipation alone is arousing.
I smiled as I set the phone aside, my fingers lingering on the screen like they might on his skin. With each session, our dance grew more intoxicating - his fierce control crumbling into beautiful surrender, while I found myself creating a dominance tailored just for him, unlike anything I'd done with other men. We were writing our own rules now, page by heated page.
The day unfolded according to schedule, a session with Étienne Laroche that explored new dimensions of his desire for humiliation regarding sexual inadequacy, a quick lunch at a café near Club Obsidienne, then a meeting with Mehdi at his gallery to discuss recent developments with Bastien.
"He's accelerated his timeline," Mehdi explained, showing me surveillance photos of Bastien and Eléonore at her family château in Burgundy. "The proposal appears imminent, possibly this weekend, based on reservations he's made at a Michelin-starred restaurant near her estate."
"And the evidence regarding the forged provenance documents?" I asked, examining the photos with clinical detachment rather than the emotional response they might once have triggered.
"Nearly complete," Mehdi assured me. "I've identified three specific paintings in her collection that he plans to substitute with forgeries. The documentation would be sufficient for legal action, though that might not be the most... satisfying approach."
The subtle emphasis on "satisfying" revealed Mehdi's understanding of my desire for justice beyond merely legal consequences. Our shared project had evolved beyond professional arrangement to something approaching genuine collaboration, his resources and connections complimenting my more personal motivation.
"Keep monitoring the situation," I instructed, gathering my belongings as our meeting concluded. "I want to be prepared to intervene the moment he makes his move, not after."
Mehdi nodded, his dark eyes holding mine with that particular intensity that characterized our interactions. "Of course. And your other clients? The basketball player and the chef? They're not... distracting from our primary objective?"
The question carried multiple layers, professional concern about our shared goal regarding Bastien, but perhaps also something more personal in his interest about my other client relationships. The boundaries between us had always been complex, neither purely professional nor inappropriately personal.
"They're not distractions," I assured him. "They're part of the life I've built here, the foundation that allows me to pursue justice regarding Bastien from a position of strength rather than desperation."
He accepted this with a slight nod, his expression revealing nothing beyond professional acknowledgment. "Until next time, then."
The remainder of the afternoon passed in necessary mundanities, grocery shopping at the small market near my apartment, laundry sorted and started in the building's basement facility, emails triaged and addressed according to urgency. By early evening, I had cleared enough of my obligations to prepare properly for the remote session with Alessio.
At precisely eight o'clock, my phone rang, that little red icon from Club Obsidienne's private app pulsing like a heartbeat. I settled deeper into the armchair I'd positioned just so, my spine straightening into that regal posture that made men tremble even when they couldn't see me. Power doesn't need eyes to be felt.
"Good evening, Alessio," I greeted him, my Southern drawl deliberately pronounced, establishing our professional dynamic immediately.
"Mistress Savannah," he replied, his voice carrying that particular Italian melody even through the digital connection. "Thank you for accommodating this unusual arrangement. Milan is... less interesting without your presence."
"Did you acquire the items I requested?" My honeyed drawl cracked like a whip through the phone connection, sweet venom dissolving his attempt at familiarity.
"Yes," he confirmed, his tone shifting subtly to reflect recognition of the established hierarchy. "The mirror is positioned at the foot of my hotel bed. The necktie and oil are beside me."
"Good," I acknowledged. "Now, tell me about your accommodations. Be specific."
The request served multiple purposes - forcing him to paint his surroundings with words he couldn't hide behind, making him surrender the private details of his temporary kingdom, and reminding him that even from hundreds of miles away, I was still collecting every piece of him like ingredients for a recipe only I knew how to prepare.
"A suite at the Bulgari Hotel," he replied. "Separate bedroom and living area. Dark wood, cream walls, minimalist luxury. The bed faces floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the courtyard garden, though the curtains are drawn now for privacy."
"And you're alone?" I confirmed, though the question was largely rhetorical given the nature of our planned session.
"Completely," he assured me. "The 'Do Not Disturb' sign is displayed. Room service has already delivered dinner. I've cleared my schedule entirely for this evening."
"Excellent," I said, satisfaction evident in my tone. "Remove your clothes. All of them. Then sit on the edge of the bed facing the mirror, phone on speaker beside you."
I heard rustling movement, the subtle sounds of clothing being removed with the efficient precision I'd come to associate with Alessio's physical actions. After perhaps a minute, his voice returned, slightly more distant now with the phone on speaker.
"Done," he confirmed. "I'm seated as instructed."
"Describe what you see in the mirror," I directed, settling more comfortably in my chair, preparing for the extended psychological engagement that defined our professional relationship.
"Myself," he began, then paused as if recognizing the inadequacy of this response. "A man with olive skin, dark hair, lean muscle. Sitting on the edge of a king-sized bed with white linens. Naked. Already partially aroused from anticipation."
"Look at yourself properly." My voice poured through the connection like warm bourbon, gentle but impossible to resist. "Not with those chef's eyes that dissect and critique. See what I see when I watch you come undone.”
"His breath caught audibly, a sound like silk tearing. Just a simple shift in perspective and already his body was betraying how desperately he craved my guidance, even with hundreds of miles between us."
My words slipped beneath his skin like silent rain into thirsty earth, finding desires he'd buried so deep even he couldn't name them until I called them forth, his body responding to truths his mind hadn't yet accepted.
"I see..." he began again, his voice carrying a different quality now. "I see possibilities I spent decades denying. Capacities for feeling I deliberately ignored. A body trained for control now learning the pleasure of surrender."
"Good," I praised, genuine approval in my tone. "Now take the silk necktie."
More subtle sounds transmitted through the connection, the whisper of silk against skin, the slight adjustment of position on the bed.
"I want you to bind your own wrists," I instructed. "Not tightly enough to cut circulation, but securely enough that releasing yourself would require deliberate effort. Can you manage that with your chef's dexterity?"
"Yes," he confirmed, confidence in his voice despite the vulnerability of the request.
I listened to the sounds of his compliance, the whisper of silk, the subtle grunts of effort as he maneuvered to bind his own wrists before him. The process took longer than if I had been physically present to secure the restraint, but that extended time created its own anticipation, its own psychological tension.
"Completed," he finally reported, his breathing slightly heavier from the exertion and, I suspected, from the growing arousal the self-binding had generated.
"Look at yourself again in the mirror," I directed. "The renowned chef Alessio Ricci, commander of kitchens, controller of culinary empires, now sitting bound by his own hands at the direction of a woman hundreds of kilometers away. How does that image affect you?"
His breathing deepened further, the sound carrying clearly through the connection. "It's... powerful," he admitted. "More arousing than I would have anticipated from merely visual stimulation."
"That's because it's not merely visual," I explained, my voice dropping to a more intimate register that required his complete attention to hear clearly. "It's symbolic. Your body bound by your own actions at my command."
I heard him swallow, the small sound revealing the intensity of his response to this framing.
"Now," I continued, "I want you to close your eyes. Imagine I'm there in the room with you. Not touching you, just observing from a chair positioned beside the mirror. Watching you with the same focused attention I brought to our kitchen session."
His breathing changed again, becoming more deliberate as he engaged with the visualization I was creating. With all those miles between us, I couldn't rely on my physical presence to bend him to my will. Instead, I had to use my voice like fingers reaching through the phone line, stirring up memories so strong they'd make his skin prickle with ghost touches.
"Can you feel my gaze on your skin?" I asked, my Southern drawl stretching the words into something almost tactile despite the distance between us.
"Yes," he whispered, the single syllable carrying unmistakable arousal.
"Good. Now open your eyes again. Look at your reflection, particularly at your cock. Tell me what you see."
His breath caught at the directness of the request, though we both knew such explicit instruction was essential in a session without visual confirmation between us.
"It's fully erect now," he reported, his professional precision applying even to this intimate self-description. "Flushed darker than the surrounding skin. The foreskin partially retracted from the head. A drop of pre-cum visible at the tip."
The clinical detail carried its own eroticism, the chef's trained observational skills now directed toward his own arousal at my instruction. The uncircumcised detail he mentioned reminded me briefly, unexpectedly, of Xavier, a fleeting comparison between clients that I dismissed immediately as unprofessional, regardless of its accuracy.
"Don't touch it," I instructed, hearing the slight movement that suggested he had been about to do exactly that. "Not yet. First, take the bottle of olive oil."
More subtle sounds, the clink of glass, the pop of a cork being removed, the whisper of liquid.
"Pour some into your bound hands," I directed. "Enough to coat your palms completely."
He complied, the subtle sounds of liquid transferring from bottle to hands carrying clearly through the connection.
"Now I want you to touch yourself," I instructed, my voice deliberately measured. "But not your cock. Not yet. Start with your chest. Your nipples specifically. Tell me what you feel as you touch them with the oil."
His breathing deepened as he followed my instructions, the subtle sounds of slick hands against skin creating their own erotic soundtrack to our remote connection.
"They're... more sensitive than I expected," he admitted, surprise evident in his tone. "The oil creates a different sensation than dry touch, cooler initially, then warming. They're hardening under my fingers."
"Men often ignore their nipples as potential sources of pleasure," I observed, my tone educational despite the intimate context. "Another arbitrary limitation culture imposes on us. Continue touching them while you tell me what you're feeling."
As he surrendered, that chef's laser focus turned inward—the same precision he used for tasting rare truffles now cataloging each whisper of pleasure across his own skin. I guided him with my voice, keeping it low and honeyed but unmistakably in command, directing his attention like a conductor leading an orchestra of nerve endings. Under my instruction, he discovered how his skin could rise in anticipation before being touched, how his muscles could sing with tension, how even his breath became an instrument of pleasure when he truly paid attention to its rhythm.
"Now those hands are going to travel lower," I instructed, my voice dropping to the register that always made him shiver. "Trace every ridge of those stomach muscles you're so proud of. Explore those hip bones like they're uncharted territory. Brush those fingertips along your inner thighs where the skin gets so sensitive it almost hurts. But that cock of yours stays untouched. It doesn't get a single stroke until I decide it's earned my attention."
The sounds of his breathing intensified as he complied, following my directions with the same disciplined focus he might apply to executing a complex recipe. The restraint of not touching his most obvious erogenous zone while exploring peripheral sensations created a tension I could virtually feel through the connection between us.
"How does it feel?" I asked. "To touch yourself this way at my direction? To explore your body as an instrument of sensation rather than merely a tool for professional function?"
"Revelatory," he answered, the word slightly breathless but precise. "I've never... attended to these sensations so specifically. Never allowed myself to focus on feeling rather than performing."
"That's the essence of what we're exploring together," I confirmed, genuine approval in my tone. "The difference between experiencing and executing, between presence and performance."
I made him touch himself everywhere for what felt like forever, his skin glistening with oil as I directed every stroke, every press, every circular motion, drawing every delicious sound from his throat. By the time I finally let him touch his cock, he was trembling like he might shatter, every inch of his skin alive and hungry.
"Now," I said finally, when I judged his arousal had reached appropriate intensity, "I want you to look at yourself in the mirror again. Tell me what you see."
His breath caught as he complied. "I'm... flushed across my chest and neck. My cock is harder than I can remember it being, the head is really slippery. I look... desperate."
“You look real," I whispered, my fingers grazing his jaw. "Like a man who's finally stopped pretending and started feeling. God, it's beautiful to watch.
I heard him swallow, the simple sound revealing how deeply my observation had affected him.
"Now you may touch your cock," I permitted. "With your bound hands together, creating a channel to thrust into rather than a conventional grip. Can you manage that?"
"Yes," he confirmed, his voice rougher than before.
"Slowly," I instructed as I heard the first sounds of his compliance. "This isn't about efficient completion but extended sensation. Listen to the sounds your body makes, the slick movement of oil-covered skin, the wetness of your arousal, the change in your breathing as pleasure intensifies."
His attention to this direction was evident in the sounds transmitted through our connection, the wet, rhythmic noises of his bound hands working his cock, his breathing growing increasingly ragged as sensation built. The unmistakable sounds of foreskin sliding over sensitized flesh created a vivid auditory image despite the distance between us.
"Tell me what you're thinking," I directed, my own voice huskier now despite my professional detachment. "Not what you think I want to hear. Your authentic thoughts in this moment."
"I'm thinking," he began, his voice breaking slightly as pleasure interrupted his usual articulate precision, "that you see me more clearly from hundreds of kilometers away than people who have known me for decades. That you understand aspects of me I've never acknowledged even to myself."
The confession carried genuine vulnerability, transcending the merely physical dimension of our session to touch something deeper, more significant. This was the real thrill of what I did - not just making his body obey me, but cracking open that shell he kept around himself, exposing the raw, trembling truth inside.
"Continue touching yourself," I instructed. "But vary your rhythm. Faster then slower. Harder then softer. Don't allow yourself to fall into a pattern that leads predictably to climax."
He complied, the changing sounds of his self-pleasuring carrying clearly through our connection. His breathing alternated between deep grunts and sharp inhalations as he followed my directions, extending his arousal while preventing its resolution.
"I want you to remember our kitchen session," I said, my voice dropping to an intimate register that required his complete attention. "The moment the cucumber first pressed inside you. The initial resistance, then the surrender. The discovery of sensation you'd denied yourself for decades."
His response was immediate and unmistakable, a groan that seemed torn from somewhere deep within him, the wet sounds of his self-pleasuring intensifying despite no specific instruction to increase pace.
Yes," I breathed, watching his body respond to the memory. "Go back there with me. Remember how it felt when something finally broke through all those walls you'd built. When you stopped fighting and just felt everything. When all that control you clutch so tight in your kitchen finally slipped through your fingers, leaving nothing but raw feeling."
I painted pictures with my words for several minutes, whispering reminders of our kitchen session while his hands worked his cock. My voice became another kind of touch, reaching places inside him his fingers never could, guiding his memory through the discoveries he had made under my direction, reinforcing the connection between surrender and sensation that formed the core of our professional relationship.
Throughout, the sounds of his response intensified, his breathing increasingly ragged, occasional words in Italian escaping him that needed no translation to convey their meaning, the wet noises of his bound hands working his oil-slicked cock creating an unmistakable soundtrack to our remote connection.
"Look at yourself in the mirror," I instructed when I judged his arousal had reached appropriate intensity. "See yourself as I would see you, completely undone by pleasure, all professional control surrendered, authentically present in pure sensation."
His breathing suggested he complied, though words seemed beyond him now.
"Tell me what you need," I commanded, my voice honey-slow but iron-firm.
"Permission," he managed, the word barely recognizable through his labored breathing. "Please... permission to come."
"Not yet," I denied, the refusal deliberate rather than arbitrary. "First, I want you to tell me something true. Something you've never admitted to anyone else. A desire, a fear, a recognition about yourself that you've kept hidden behind that controlled professional persona."
The request created momentary silence apart from his ragged breathing, the psychological demand perhaps more challenging than any physical instruction I had given throughout our session.
"I'm afraid," he finally admitted, his voice raw with both arousal and vulnerability, "that without my professional identity, I don't know who I am. That Alessio the chef has consumed Alessio the man so completely that nothing remains beyond the kitchen and the reputation."
His confession finally named the ghost I'd sensed haunting him since our first meeting - that beneath his chef's whites and volcanic temperament lived a man terrified he'd forgotten how to be real. That somewhere between his first Michelin star and his last kitchen tirade, the mask had fused to his skin, leaving nothing but emptiness where a man should be.
"Thank you for that truth, sugar," I breathed, letting genuine warmth twine through my commanding tone. "That confession was the real surrender I've been waiting for. Now you've earned your release. Eyes wide open, watching yourself in that mirror. I want you to see exactly who you really are beneath all those chef's whites and borrowed confidence when you finally let go completely."
He came with a sound ripped from somewhere primal and raw, his body jerking against mine, breath catching in his throat before spilling out in desperate, ragged pants. I remained silent during these moments, allowing his experience to unfold without direction or commentary, respecting the vulnerability of complete surrender even across digital distance.
When his breathing finally began to slow, returning from desperate gulps to something approaching normal rhythm, I spoke again, my voice gentle but still carrying professional authority.
"Tell me what you're feeling now," I directed. "Not just physically but emotionally. The complete landscape of your current experience."
He took a moment to respond, suggesting he was genuinely assessing his state rather than providing a rehearsed reaction. "Physically... aftershocks. Sensitivity bordering on discomfort. Emotionally... exposed. Vulnerable. But not in a threatening way. In a... necessary way. Like lancing a wound to allow healing."
His words hit me like truth wrapped in velvet - he understood exactly what was happening between us. This wasn't just about bodies and release; it was about cracking through those hard shells we'd built around ourselves, letting each other feel something raw and real for the first time in too long.
"Untie your wrists," I instructed. "Then clean yourself with whatever's available. But maintain our connection."
I listened to the sounds of his compliance, the whisper of silk being unknotted, movement suggesting he had retrieved towels or tissues for cleaning, water running briefly in what was likely the bathroom adjoining his hotel bedroom. Throughout, I remained present through the open connection, maintaining our professional relationship despite the necessary attention to physical aftermath.
When he returned fully to the phone, his voice carried new clarity, the fog of intense arousal cleared to reveal the articulate intelligence that characterized his non-sexual communication.
"Thank you," he said simply. "That was... beyond what I expected from a remote session."
"What happens between our bodies just opens the door to what happens in our minds," I said, my drawl softening the truth of it. "Sometimes being apart creates a hunger that touch alone could never satisfy."
"When I return to Paris," he began, then paused as if carefully considering his next words. "Our sessions have become significant to me beyond mere professional service. I hope that's not inappropriate to acknowledge."
The statement walked the delicate line between genuine appreciation and potential boundary crossing, acknowledging the depth of our professional relationship without explicitly requesting its evolution into something more personal.
"It's not inappropriate to recognize the value of our work together," I assured him, maintaining careful balance in my response. "The exploration we're undertaking is inherently significant, the penetration of protective numbness, the discovery of authentic experience beyond performative response."
His silence told me he understood the boundary I'd drawn – not a wall but a delicate line that preserved what made our connection valuable. 'I'll transfer the payment immediately,' he said, that chef's precision returning to his voice though something warmer lingered beneath. 'Plus an additional amount that might begin to reflect what happened between us tonight.' The way he said it made clear he wasn't trying to buy more of me, but rather acknowledging something had been exchanged that no standard rate could possibly capture.
"That's not necessary," I began, though such bonus payments were not uncommon for particularly successful sessions.
"Please," he interrupted with uncharacteristic insistence. "Allow me this expression of appreciation. Professional to professional."
I accepted with simple grace, recognizing that the additional payment represented not merely financial compensation but acknowledgment of genuinely transformative experience. "Is there anything else you need before we conclude our session?" I asked, maintaining professional attention to his potential requirements.
"Just confirmation of our next appointment upon my return to Paris," he replied. "Four days from now?"
"I'll confirm with Iseult and have her contact you with details," I assured him, bringing our session toward its professional conclusion.
"After we hung up, I sat motionless in the sudden silence of my apartment, my body still humming with the aftershocks of what we'd created across miles of physical distance. What should have been a simple schedule adjustment had instead stripped away everything but our raw connection—his surrender and my command flowing between us like electricity, more powerful for having nothing but our voices to carry it.
My phone chimed with a notification, a payment receipt from the app showing not merely the agreed fee but an additional amount nearly doubling the original. Seconds later, a text message arrived: Words inadequate. Until Paris. A.
The brevity and signature were characteristic of Alessio, efficient communication carrying deeper significance than its surface simplicity might suggest. I set the phone aside without responding, maintaining professional boundaries despite the genuine connection that had developed through our sessions.
After brief consideration, I decided to honor rather than deny the heat he'd kindled in me. From my bedside drawer came the vibrator that waited like a faithful servant for moments just like this. Unlike the elaborate toys at the club, this one was elegantly simple – a single dial that promised exactly what I needed without unnecessary flourish. Much like the control I'd just exercised over Alessio, this was power distilled to its purest form.
"After brief consideration, I decided to honor rather than deny the heat he'd kindled in me. From my bedside drawer came the vibrator that waited like a faithful servant for moments just like this. Unlike the elaborate toys at the club, this one was elegantly simple – a single dial that promised exactly what I needed without unnecessary flourish. Much like the control I'd just exercised over Alessio, this was power distilled to its purest form."
Settling onto my bed, I allowed myself to explore the arousal that had built during Alessio's session, not through fantasy about the client himself (a professional boundary I maintained absolutely) but through awareness of my own power in guiding his experience, in penetrating his carefully maintained control to access authentic vulnerability.
The vibrator's quiet hum joined my deepening breathing in a private symphony. Unlike the extended exploration I'd guided Alessio through, I sought my own release with the efficient precision of a woman who knew exactly what she needed. This wasn't about indulgence but necessity – the power of controlling another's complete surrender had left its own heat simmering under my skin, a tension that demanded acknowledgment before I could return to the evening's practical demands.
I let the shower rain down on me, hot water sluicing away the sticky evidence of pleasure from my skin while steam cleared my head. When I finally stepped out and wrapped myself in my favorite indulgence – that sinfully plush robe I'd bought with my first real money from the club – I felt like myself again. Mistress Savannah tucked away for the moment, Naomi back in charge until the next time someone needed what only my other self could give.
My phone showed two missed calls from Mehdi and a text from Xavier, a gentle reminder that his month of patience was nearing its conclusion, though phrased with characteristic respect for my autonomy in making that decision. The contrast between my three primary professional relationships in Paris created its own kind of symmetry, Mehdi's controlled intensity focused on our shared project regarding Bastien, Alessio's volatile need for experiences that penetrated professional numbness, Xavier's patient desire for connection beyond the dominatrix-client dynamic.
I returned Mehdi's call first, professional priorities taking precedence over personal considerations. His voice when he answered carried barely contained excitement, unusual for his typically controlled demeanor.
"I've confirmed it," he said without preamble. "Bastien has reserved the private dining room at L'Ambroisie for Saturday evening. The booking notes specify a celebration with champagne to be served at precisely nine o'clock. He's going to propose to Eléonore exactly as predicted."
"And our evidence regarding the forged provenance documents?" I asked, professional focus overriding any emotional response to this confirmation of Bastien's continuing patterns.
"Complete and verified by two independent experts," Mehdi confirmed. "Enough to convince Eléonore and, if necessary, the authorities. We're positioned to intervene at the optimal moment, just as he believes his scheme is reaching fruition."
The satisfaction in his tone was evident, professional appreciation for a complex project approaching a successful conclusion. "Excellent," I acknowledged, my own satisfaction more personal but no less genuine. "We should meet tomorrow to finalize details. My afternoon is open after three."
"Perfect," he agreed. "My gallery at three-thirty? I'll have everything prepared for your review."
After concluding the call with Mehdi, I considered Xavier's text, a simple Thinking of you. X that carried no pressure despite the approaching conclusion of the month I had requested to consider his unprecedented proposition. The contrast between his patient respect for boundaries and Alessio's constant testing of their elasticity created its own kind of tension, two approaches to desire representing fundamentally different relationships with control and surrender.
I responded with equal simplicity: Likewise. Decision soon. N
The remainder of my evening passed in practical tasks, reviewing the next day's schedule, preparing clothes for morning appointments, responding to emails that couldn't wait until tomorrow. Throughout, I found myself reflecting on the balance I had somehow established in this unexpected Parisian life, professional dominatrix, avenger tracking a sophisticated con man, woman contemplating genuine connection beyond calculated performance.
What had begun as a desperate survival strategy had bloomed into something rich and strange, a life that awakened parts of myself that had slept soundly in Savannah. Paris had called forth capacities for power and perception that had been hiding in my blood all along, just waiting for crisis to crack me open so they could finally breathe. The city that broke me had remade me stronger at every shattered place.
As I prepared for sleep, Paris glittering beyond my windows like scattered diamonds on black velvet, I could appreciate the strange, unexpected harmony I'd somehow achieved in the aftermath of betrayal. What began as desperate survival had bloomed into something rich and complex—financial security flowing from professional success, deeper understanding of desire through each client encounter, and new possibilities unfurling like night flowers in what was once barren soil. The city that broke me had remade me stronger at every shattered place.
The phone on my nightstand buzzed once more, a final payment notification confirming Alessio's excessive bonus had been processed and deposited to my account. The financial security represented by that simple notification would have seemed impossible mere months ago when I had arrived in Paris betrayed and nearly destitute.
Now, as sleep approached, I found myself not merely surviving but thriving in this city that had initially represented my greatest humiliation. The balance I had established, between professional dominance and personal vulnerability, between calculated revenge and genuine connection, created its own kind of harmony, its own particular power that transcended any single aspect of my unexpected Parisian existence.
Tomorrow would bring new challenges, finalizing plans regarding Bastien, maintaining professional boundaries with increasingly complex client relationships, navigating personal decisions regarding Xavier's patient waiting. But tonight, in the quiet of my apartment with Paris gleaming beyond the windows like scattered diamonds on black velvet, I could appreciate the strange, unexpected balance I had somehow achieved in the aftermath of betrayal.
Mistress Savannah and Naomi Porter, professional persona and authentic self, had begun as separate entities, one created to ensure the other's survival. But with each client session, each step toward justice regarding Bastien, each genuine connection established in this foreign city, the boundaries between them grew increasingly blurred, creating something more complex, more authentic, more powerful than either could have been alone.
With this recognition providing its own kind of peace, I finally surrendered to sleep, Paris watching over me like a complicated lover, beautiful, dangerous, transformative in ways I was only beginning to fully understand.
Chapter Thirteen
THE KITCHEN
The phone call came at 4:37 AM, that particular hour when night hasn't quite surrendered to morning, when consciousness feels like swimming through honey. The number was unfamiliar, with a country code I didn't immediately recognize.
"Hello?" I answered, my voice rough with interrupted sleep.
"Savannah." Alessio's voice sounded strange, stripped of its usual smooth confidence, the single word of my name coming through a connection that sounded like it was being filtered through tin cans and rusty wire. "I need help."
I sat up, sleep falling away as the urgency in his tone registered. "What's wrong? Where are you?"
"Police station. Ninth arrondissement." His voice dropped lower, as if concerned about being overheard. "I did something... foolish."
"What happened?" I asked, already moving to my closet, the phone tucked between ear and shoulder.
A harsh laugh came through the connection, nothing like his usual warm amusement. "Too much grappa after a difficult service. Three prostitutes. Cocaine that apparently exceeds the threshold for 'personal use.' A misunderstanding about payment that became... physical."
The summary was delivered with the efficient precision of a chef describing a failed dish, clinical assessment of where things had gone wrong despite its personal consequences.
"You're calling me instead of your lawyer?" I asked, pulling on jeans and a sweater, practical choices for a pre-dawn rescue mission.
"I could call my lawyer, but that creates an official record. I could call my mother, but that creates a different kind of hell entirely." His voice dropped even lower. "I need someone who understands bad decisions without unnecessary judgment."
I sighed, slipping into boots and grabbing my coat. "Give me the address. I'll be there as soon as possible."
"Wait," he said quickly. "You're actually coming? I half-expected you to tell me to rot in jail as a learning experience."
I paused at the door, considering his surprise at my willingness to help. "The thought did cross my mind," I admitted. "But leaving you to 'suck all the cocks in jail,' as tempting as that might be from a dominatrix perspective, seems excessive even for your educational needs."
His laughter, genuine this time, despite the circumstances, was cut off as the call disconnected.
The police station blazed against Paris's velvet darkness, institutional fluorescents washing everything in that sickly glow that makes 4 AM feel like purgatory – neither night nor day but some liminal space where time stretches like taffy. The kind of lighting designed to make sinners confess faster just to escape its merciless exposure.
"I'm here about Alessio Ricci," I explained, my French carefully formal despite the hour. "He called me to assist with his situation."
Twenty minutes and considerable paperwork later, Alessio emerged from a back area, his usual immaculate appearance noticeably disheveled, designer shirt wrinkled and missing a button, dark stubble shadowing his jaw, a small cut visible at the corner of his left eyebrow. Despite these markers of his difficult night, he carried himself with the same contained energy I'd observed from our first meeting.
"Savannah," he acknowledged, genuine relief breaking through his composed expression. "I... thank you."
"Don't thank me yet," I replied, signing the final release form. "We still need to get you home safely without further incidents."
Outside, the night had begun its slow surrender to dawn, the eastern sky showing the first hints of light behind Paris's distinctive roofline. I hailed a passing taxi, giving the driver Alessio's address with the quiet authority I'd perfected at Club Obsidienne.
"You could have called your mother," I said once we were settled in the back seat, privacy screen raised between us and the driver.
He flinched slightly, my observation striking closer to home than he expected. "She would never let me forget it," he muttered, though the objection lacked conviction.
"Precisely," I agreed, watching his profile in the passing streetlights. "Accountability comes from people with sufficient investment to maintain it, not from professional connections that can be severed when inconvenient."
He turned to face me fully, those dark eyes holding mine with surprising clarity given the night he'd experienced. "That's why I called you. You see me without either legal obligation or social entanglement. Your judgment is professional rather than personal."
His midnight call from a police station laid bare what his carefully curated life tried to hide—a man surrounded by people who cared about his talent, his connections, his fame, but not him. That he'd reached for me—a woman he paid to dominate him—instead of anyone who loved him for free told a story sadder than any confession he'd made while coming apart beneath my hands
"Next time, call your mother," I repeated as the taxi stopped before his building. "She'd be furious, but at least she cares about you beyond your professional usefulness."

Eight hours later, after Alessio had showered, slept, and restored himself to some semblance of his usual composed appearance, he insisted on taking me to his restaurant as originally planned before his misadventure.
"Staff meal begins at five," he explained as we departed his apartment in the gleaming Mercedes sedan that represented his public professional image unlike the vintage Alfa Romeo that expressed his private passions. "I'd still like you to observe kitchen dynamics before service, to understand the professional context that creates the... tensions we've been exploring in our sessions."
Visiting his restaurant blurred the lines I normally kept razor-sharp between professional sessions and real life. But curiosity pulled at me like a magnet—what secrets might his kitchen reveal about the man who surrendered so beautifully behind closed doors? That hunger for understanding him won out over my usual caution.
Paris traffic crawled around us as afternoon light gilded the buildings. With each passing minute, Alessio seemed to withdraw into himself—his hands clutching the wheel where they usually danced over it, conversation drying up like water in desert heat, his fingertips drumming nervous patterns whenever we stopped. Something about returning to his kingdom had him wound tight as a new watch spring.
"You seem... unsettled," I observed as we approached the restaurant district in the 7th arrondissement.
He glanced at me, then back to the road, his profile tightening with uncharacteristic uncertainty. "There's something I should mention," he began, then stopped, seeming to reconsider his words.
"Yes?" I prompted when he didn't continue.
"Since our kitchen session," he finally admitted, his eyes fixed on the road like a man afraid to witness his own confession, "I find myself... unusually tense before service. That cucumber awakened things that refuse to sleep again. Every time I walk into my kitchen, my body remembers what it discovered bent over that prep table. The distraction is... significant."
"And how have you been managing this distraction?" I asked, intrigued by this unplanned consequence of our exploration.
His knuckles whitened slightly on the steering wheel. "Before service, I've found it necessary to... relieve the tension. To ensure my focus remains entirely professional once kitchen operations begin."
The admission revealed interesting evolution in our dynamic, Alessio voluntarily sharing vulnerability rather than waiting for me to extract it through dominatrix techniques.
"I see," I replied, keeping my tone professionally neutral despite the intimate nature of his confession. "And you're sharing this information because...?"
"Because given your presence tonight, the usual pre-service routine presents certain... logistical complications." He turned into a small parking area behind an elegant building, pulling the Mercedes into a space marked with his name. "Yet skipping it entirely would likely affect my performance in ways that might be noticeable to my staff."
Understanding dawned with perfect clarity, he was indirectly requesting permission, or perhaps assistance, with his pre-service ritual given my unexpected presence. Instead of immediately responding, I observed our surroundings, the small private lot behind Fuoco, his Michelin-starred restaurant, currently empty of other vehicles given the early hour before staff arrival.
"We have approximately thirty minutes before the sous chef arrives with his key to let in other staff," Alessio continued when I remained silent, his tone striving for professional detachment despite the intimacy of the subject matter. "I normally use this time to... prepare mentally for service."
"In your car?" I asked, arching one eyebrow while my lips curved into a knowing smile. "Such a private confession in such a public place—always keeping your pleasure right up against your work life without ever letting them touch. You really do like to live right on the edge, don't you, sugar?"
"Privacy with proximity," he acknowledged, embarrassment briefly visible before professional composure reasserted itself. "The tinted windows provide sufficient discretion while the location allows immediate transition to professional mode afterward."
I considered the situation with professional detachment, the dynamics at play, the potential benefits and risks of various responses, the boundaries that should be maintained versus those that might productively blur in service of our ongoing work together.
"This constitutes an additional session beyond our established schedule," I observed, neither refusing nor accepting whatever unstated request lay beneath his explanation. "With appropriate compensation expected."
"Of course," he agreed immediately, relief evident in his expression. "Standard rate plus premium for unconventional setting."
"Triple standard rate," I corrected, establishing clear value for boundary flexibility. "And a donation to the culinary scholarship program at my former college in Savannah."
His eyebrows rose slightly at the unexpected addition, but he nodded acceptance without hesitation. "Agreed on all terms."
"Then proceed as you normally would," I instructed, my Southern drawl deliberately pronounced, establishing our professional dynamic within this unconventional context. "With the understanding that I'm observing and directing rather than participating directly."
The relief that crossed his features was momentarily so naked, so genuine, that it revealed more about his psychological state than any verbal exchange could have expressed. With efficiency that spoke to established routine, he shifted in his seat, unbuckling his belt and lowering his zipper, his arousal already evident despite the unusual circumstances.
What do you normally use to catch all that mess?" I asked, my tone practical but my eyes dancing with wicked interest. "Or do you just let it fly wherever it wants to go, like some kind of artistic statement?”
Something flickered in his expression, embarrassment mingled with unexpected arousal at the clinical discussion of intimate details. He reached under his seat, producing a disposable coffee cup, the kind available at any Parisian café.
"Practical choice,"  I kept my voice cool and steady, though my pulse raced at the intimate details he was sharing. "The way you spill yourself into that cup, then toss it away before stepping into your kitchen—it says everything about how you keep your desires locked in little boxes, separate from the rest of your life."
The observation clearly struck home, his expression revealing recognition of a pattern he hadn't previously considered. This was why he kept coming back to me.I could put words to the hunger he felt but couldn't name, dragging his deepest cravings into the light where he couldn't ignore them anymore.
"Tell me what you're thinking," I instructed as he began touching himself with efficient movements that suggested a practiced routine rather than savored experience.
"That this should feel strange but doesn't," he admitted, his breathing already deepening as his hand established a steady rhythm. "That your observation creates its own intensity beyond physical sensation."
"Because submission to observation is what truly arouses you," I observed, maintaining analytical tone alongside dominant presence. "Not just the physical release but the surrender of privacy, the exposure of vulnerability to witnessing rather than merely private experience."
His ragged breathing told me I'd hit the mark—his hands moving faster, more desperate with each truth I whispered. My words were unlocking him like a key crafted for his particular locks, turning desire from simmer to boil with nothing but sound and air between us. Each word I spoke seemed to slip beneath his skin like silent rain into thirsty earth. His eyes fully alive, breath catching as I named desires he'd hidden even from himself. I watched the flush spread across his chest, his cock hardening further without a single touch from my hand, my voice alone bringing him closer to the edge than any physical contact could have. His fingers gripped the sheets, knuckles white, as I continued whispering his secret hungers back to him in my honeyed drawl.
"Stop," I commanded suddenly, my voice carrying that quiet authority that had proven more effective with Alessio than theatrical dominance ever could. "You're rushing. Enjoy it.”
His hand stilled immediately, his expression revealing confusion mingled with heightened arousal at the unexpected interruption of established pattern.
"I'm going to count backward from ten," I explained, settling more comfortably in my seat to better observe his responses. "Each number represents a specific instruction. You will follow exactly as directed. Demonstrate that even your most basic physical responses remain under my command rather than your control."
He nodded, anticipation visible in the tension that suddenly infused his previously efficient movements. The air between us thickened like pond water before a lightning strike, charged and waiting. His breathing changed, shoulders tightening under my gaze like a violin string being tuned, his body responding to the slightest shift in my expression the way magnolia leaves turn toward the strongest light.
"Ten," I began, my Southern drawl stretching the word into something languid and commanding simultaneously. "Show me how you touch yourself when you're alone. Not the efficient version you were attempting, but the way you'd touch if time and pleasure were your only considerations."
His movements shifted immediately, becoming slower, more deliberate, his grip changing to accommodate the full length of his cock rather than merely the most sensitive areas. The transformation revealed interesting insight into his usual patterns, efficiency prioritized over sensation, function over experience, even in private moments.
"Nine," I continued, my voice dropping to a more intimate register. "Tell me what you're feeling. Be specific. The physical sensations, the texture of your skin, the way your foreskin moves, the sensitivity beneath your fingers."
"It's..." he began, then paused as if struggling to articulate physical experience so rarely verbalized. "Warm. Sensitive at the ridge beneath the head. The foreskin moves smoothly over the shaft, creating different sensations depending on how far I pull it up or back. There's wetness beginning at the tip, slick, making the movement easier."
"Eight," I prompted, noting how the verbalization itself intensified his physical response, his breathing deepening as forced articulation created heightened awareness of sensation. "Use your other hand to explore yourself. Testicles, inner thighs, that sensitive place just behind your balls. Show me how you touch yourself when no one is watching."
He complied, his left hand joining the right, moving lower, touching places men usually pretend don't exist or don't matter, I saw something crack behind his eyes, like he was finally giving himself permission to want what he wanted.
"Seven," I continued, my voice honeyed with deliberate sensuality. "Slower. Even slower than that. Feel every millimeter of skin, every subtle response, every change in texture and sensitivity. This isn't about completion but experience."
His hands slowed dramatically, movements now almost ceremonial in their deliberation, each stroke of his fingers calling forth visible physical responses, slight tensing of abdominal muscles, subtle arching into his own touch, small sounds escaping without apparent awareness.
"Six," I instructed, leaning slightly closer to observe. His body betrayed every secret as he touched himself—the ripple of muscle across his stomach, the way he arched toward his own hands like he couldn't help himself, those little sounds that escaped his throat when he forgot I was watching. "Tell me what you're imagining. The fantasy playing behind your closed eyes.
His eyes, which had drifted closed during the previous explorations, opened suddenly to meet mine, vulnerability and arousal creating complex emotional display rarely visible in his typically controlled expressions.
"I'm imagining being fucked again," he admitted, voice rough with both arousal and revelation. "Like in our kitchen session. But this time... this time with you watching my face instead of standing behind me. Seeing everything I try to hide when vulnerability overwhelms control."
His confession stripped him bare in ways his nakedness never could. He wasn't just telling me what he wanted—he was showing me the walls he'd built inside himself, and how desperately he needed someone to tear them down while he still felt safe. What he truly craved wasn't just the physical high, but to be truly seen in that moment when his careful defenses crumbled—his surrender witnessed by eyes that wouldn't look away, even at his most vulnerable.
"Five," I acknowledged, neither confirming nor rejecting the scenario he had revealed. "Now watch your hands as they move over your cock. See what I see, the visual experience of your vulnerability, your arousal, your gradual surrender to sensation over function."
He looked down, his gaze following his hands as they moved over his flesh, the perspective shift creating its own intensity, becoming an observer of his own vulnerability while simultaneously experiencing the sensations that created it. His face showed everything - the shock, the heat, the hunger as he watched his own hands work their magic on his cock. Seeing himself fall apart was turning him on almost as much as the touch itself.
"Four," I continued, noting his increasing arousal despite the deliberately slowed pace. "Feel how close you're getting to release. That tension building at the base of your spine, the tightening in your balls, the increased sensitivity at the head of your cock. But you will not come. Not yet. Control maintains even as pleasure builds."
His breathing had grown ragged, his hands moving with exquisite slowness despite the evident desire to increase pace, to seek completion rather than prolong experience. Making him hold back when his body was screaming for release gave me a rush of power that went deeper than flesh.
"Three," I said, my voice lower now, requiring his complete attention to hear clearly. "Remember our kitchen session. The moment the cucumber first pressed inside you. The initial resistance, then the surrender. The discovery of sensation you'd denied yourself for decades."
A visible shudder passed through him at the memory, his cock visibly hardening further beneath his fingers, a drop of pre-cum appearing at the tip despite the deliberately slowed pace of his movements.
"Two," I continued, observing his increasingly desperate restraint with professional appreciation. "Look at me. Maintain eye contact as you touch yourself. Let me see everything, every response, every vulnerability, every moment control threatens to dissolve beneath sensation."
His eyes met mine, dark with arousal and something deeper, the psychological exposure more profound than merely physical vulnerability. In that sustained gaze, the compartmentalization he maintained so rigidly in his professional life temporarily dissolved, chef and submissive, controller and supplicant, professional and private selves momentarily integrated through the simple act of witnessed pleasure.
"One," I said finally, holding his gaze with calm authority despite the charged atmosphere between us. "Now you may come. But slowly. Control even in release. I want to see each pulse, each contraction, each moment of surrender. Nothing rushed, nothing hidden, nothing merely functional."
His release when it came stunned me with its beauty – not the frantic, desperate explosion men usually chase, but something almost ceremonial in its controlled surrender. Each pulse visible as it moved through him like slow-rolling thunder, his eyes never leaving mine as he finally allowed himself to be completely seen. This wasn't just a man coming; this was a man finding himself in the act of letting go.
His pleasure spilled in pearly ribbons into the waiting cup, each pulse surrendering more of the control he clutched so tightly in his kitchen, his body's confession collected in a vessel that would later become its own secret testimony
Throughout, our gazes remained locked, the witnessed vulnerability creating intimacy beyond merely shared physical experience.
When the final tremor passed through him, I watched his face soften into that particular openness men only have right after they come. His eyes met mine, still dark but without that hard edge of control he normally wore like armor.
"Well done," I said softly, genuine appreciation warming my voice. "Even in pleasure, you follow instructions beautifully."
He smiled - not his usual calculated curve of lips but something looser, almost boyish. Without ceremony, he reached for tissues, cleaning himself with unhurried movements. His chef's precision remained, but without the tension that usually accompanied it.
The cup sat between us, pearly evidence of his surrender catching light through the tinted windows.. Still smiling, he reached beneath his seat, movements fluid and relaxed, producing a small bottle of clear liquid with faint yellow-green tints.
"Pernod," he said casually, unscrewing the cap with that particular dexterity his fingers never lost. "Perfect solution."
He poured a generous splash into the cup, swirling it with the same easy motion he might use to test a sauce. The mixture clouded to milky white, his evidence disappearing into something that looked exactly like the anise liqueur served across Paris.
"No one questions a chef with Pernod," he explained, that smile still playing around his lips as he capped the bottle. "Professional hazard."
He lifted the cup in playful toast, taking a small sip before his eyes found mine again over the rim. "Care to taste?" he offered, holding it toward me. "My special blend."
His smile widened, a mischievous glint appearing in his dark eyes as he held the cup toward me. "Perhaps you'd like to try some? A taste of my... special blend."
The outrageous suggestion hung between us, simultaneously testing boundaries and introducing an element of playfulness I rarely saw in our sessions. His eyes watched me carefully, gauging my reaction with that chef's precision he brought to all our experiences.
"I think not," I replied, deliberately adding Southern primness to my tone. "That particular beverage falls well outside the professional services offered by Club Obsidienne, regardless of our arrangement."
He laughed, the sound filling the car with genuine warmth rather than the performative responses he often gave in public settings. "Worth trying," he conceded, his expression still playful as he pulled the cup back. "Though you can't blame a man for offering to share."
"Drink it yourself if you're so eager to share," I countered, allowing my own smile to surface briefly. "Since you seem to find it so... appropriate."
Something sparked in his eyes - that dangerous heat returning as the professional chef began reclaiming territory from the satisfied man. "Is that a command, Mistress Savannah?" he asked, voice dropping lower. "Would you have me drink my own... creation?"
Just like that, the power dynamic shifted back into place between us, his momentary freedom already surrendering to the roles we both preferred. I let the silence stretch between us, watching his breathing change as he awaited my decision.
"Is that a command, Mistress Savannah?" he asked, voice dropping to that silky register that always indicated heightened arousal. "Would you have me consume my own... evidence?"
"Not yet," I decided, my Southern drawl stretching the words into something both gentle and uncompromising. "But the suggestion has... possibilities. Perhaps during your staff meeting, which I believe I'll be observing as your American culinary journalist."
His expression shifted from playful to intrigued, curiosity overtaking his initial surprise. "What exactly are you suggesting?"
"A game," I proposed, leaning slightly closer, close enough that my perfume, jasmine with hints of vanilla, would reach him in the confined space of the car. "During your staff meeting, should I happen to adjust my blouse in a certain way, perhaps allowing a momentary glimpse of something, like a nipple, not intended for professional observation, you would take a small sip from your special preparation."
His eyes widened, breath catching as the implications registered. "You would..." he began, then paused, his eyes darkening as he realized just how far I might push our boundaries. "In a professional setting, you would deliberately expose yourself?"
"Not explicitly," I clarified, maintaining dominatrix precision. "A flash so brief most would question whether they'd seen anything at all. A moment of ambiguity rather than obvious exposure. The risk minimal, the psychological impact significant."
He studied me, his chef's mind calculating risks versus rewards. "And if someone notices?"
"Then I adjust my blouse with appropriate embarrassment," I replied with Southern sweetness. "Just a wardrobe malfunction, nothing more. While you take your sip with perfect composure, the only one truly understanding what has transpired."
The potential exposure of our private dynamic in his professional sanctuary created its own delicious tension - taking my control out of the bedroom and into his kitchen where he reigned supreme. This wasn't just crossing boundaries but dissolving them entirely.
"And should I refuse this sip when signaled?" he asked, testing not the concept but the consequences.
"Then our evening concludes immediately," I replied without hesitation. "I leave your restaurant, our professional relationship terminates, and Club Obsidienne refunds any prepaid sessions."
I laid it out plain as day - disobey me and we're done. That wasn't a threat; it was a promise that made the game real.
He considered this for a long moment, excitement flickering behind his calculating gaze. "Agreed," he finally said, his tone shifting to something more formal. "Specific signal initiates required response, with discretion paramount for both parties."
"Excellent," I acknowledged, satisfaction warming my voice. "Now, shall we proceed? I believe we've prepared adequately for the evening's performance."
Alessio nodded, tucking the cup into the holder near the gear shift. He straightened his clothing, checked his appearance once more, and reached for the door.
"After you, Mistress Savannah," he said, formal acknowledgment of my dominatrix identity deliberate despite our imminent transition to public personas.
As we abandoned the privacy of the car for his professional domain, electricity hummed between us like the moment before lightning strikes. What had begun as straightforward dominatrix service had transformed into something neither of us could have predicted – therapy disguised as domination, vulnerability masquerading as power games.
With the cup in hand, Alessio led me toward the service entrance, each step bringing us closer to our dual performance. The chef who kept everything in separate boxes was about to have those walls come tumbling down, no longer compartmentalizing but integrating the different aspects of himself under my careful guidance.
The thought brought a smile to my lips as Alessio swiped his key card. Let the performance begin.
Chapter Fourteen
THE STAFF MEETING
The restaurant's service entrance opened into a world of controlled chaos. Stainless steel gleamed under professional lighting, the air rich with reducing stocks and fresh herbs. Alessio transformed as we crossed the threshold - shoulders straightening, expression hardening into authority, the vulnerable man from the car vanishing beneath the renowned chef whose name adorned the menu. Yet the cup remained in his hand, our private secret disguised as afternoon refreshment.
"This way," he directed, voice commanding immediate attention. "The staff gathers in the private dining area for our pre-service meeting in ten minutes. You can observe from there."
As we moved through the kitchen, staff acknowledged him with the quiet respect of professionals who recognized genuine talent. Their curious glances at me quickly disappeared when his gaze swept over them, but not before I caught their silent speculations about the unknown woman accompanying their chef.
"Jean-Marc," Alessio called to a tall, lean man examining perfectly uniform vegetables. "This is Savannah Porter, the American culinary journalist I mentioned. She'll be observing for her piece on European kitchen culture."
The cover story was elegant in its simplicity. Jean-Marc wiped his hands and extended one to me, professional wariness visible beneath his polite greeting.
"Ms. Porter's focus is on kitchen dynamics rather than culinary secrets," Alessio explained smoothly, setting the cup on a nearby counter. "The relationship between hierarchy and execution is her primary interest."
Jean-Marc guided me to the private dining room while Alessio disappeared into his office, cup in hand. The room had been transformed from customer-facing elegance to functional meeting space – a long table surrounded by empty chairs, with Alessio's position clearly demarcated at the head. Against the wall, a smaller table with a single chair represented my observation post.
"Can I offer you water while you wait?" Jean-Marc asked, checking his watch with practiced efficiency.
"Water would be lovely," I replied, settling into the observer's chair. "Though I notice your chef prefers Pernod in the afternoon. Interesting pre-service choice."
Jean-Marc's small shrug carried diplomatic professionalism. "Chef has his rituals. We all develop routines that focus our concentration before service."
The staff began arriving, each carrying notebooks or tablets, arranging themselves with the practiced movements of those following long-established patterns. Alessio entered last, cup positioned casually in his left hand, leather portfolio in his right. His transformation was complete – commanding, authoritative, no hint of the man who had sat exposed in his car thirty minutes earlier. Yet the cup remained, a private bridge between those separate worlds.
"Good evening," he began, placing the cup before him. "We have thirty-two reservations confirmed tonight, including the Spanish ambassador's party of eight at nine."
The meeting proceeded with flawless efficiency. Throughout, Alessio maintained complete professional focus, his commentary crisp and authoritative. Yet my eyes kept returning to that innocuous cup sitting before him, containing evidence of his surrender beneath a disguise of anise liqueur.
Ten minutes in, I decided it was time to begin our little game.
Alessio was deep in discussion about the ambassador's lamb, his voice carrying that effortless authority I'd watched him build like armor. I crossed my legs slowly, the whisper of silk against silk barely audible but enough to draw his gaze. When his eyes found mine, I deliberately shifted in my chair, leaning forward as if to better hear the discussion.
My blouse—carefully chosen this morning with this moment in mind—fell open just enough to reveal the gentle swell of my right breast. The warm honey-gold of my skin against crisp white fabric created a contrast designed to catch and hold attention. My nipple remained hidden, but its presence was suggested by the curve revealed beneath silk.
His reaction was so subtle only someone watching for it would notice—that momentary pause in his discourse about sauce consistency, the slight dilation of his pupils, the almost imperceptible hitch in his breathing. His words continued their professional path, but his eyes betrayed him, drawn back to me despite obvious effort to focus elsewhere.
Yet he didn't reach for the cup.
I raised an eyebrow slightly, the challenge clear between us despite the room separating us. His flush began at his collar, the faintest blush of pink against olive skin as he fought against what we both knew was inevitable.
The sous chef asked a question about wine selection, momentarily drawing everyone's attention to the far end of the table. Under this cover, Alessio's hand finally moved to the cup, his fingers betraying tension despite his composed face. The first sip was tentative, his throat working as he swallowed. When he set the cup down, our eyes met briefly, and I saw it there – the acknowledgment that our dance had begun.
Seven minutes passed, the meeting flowing around us while tension built beneath its professional surface. Wine pairings dominated the conversation now, with Jean-Marc explaining a particular Bordeaux selected for a VIP table. All eyes focused on the sommelier's tablet – all except Alessio's, which kept finding their way back to me with increasing frequency.
I waited until he was mid-sentence about vintage selection before making my next move. With languid grace suggesting nothing but mild discomfort from sitting too long, I stretched slightly, arms raised above my head. The motion caused my silk blouse to part further, this time revealing my entire breast.
My nipple darkened and tightened in the cool air, the dusky rose standing proud against golden skin. I held the stretch a beat longer than necessary, giving him ample time to absorb the view before relaxing back into my chair as though completely unaware of what I'd revealed.
This time his reaction was stronger – words faltering mid-sentence, a visible swallow, his hand gripping the portfolio with sudden intensity. The flush deepened across his cheekbones, spreading upward like spilled wine. Jean-Marc glanced at him with momentary concern before Alessio recovered, smoothly redirecting the conversation to bottle allocation.
This time his reaction was stronger – words faltering mid-sentence, a visible swallow, his hand gripping the portfolio with sudden intensity. The flush deepened across his cheekbones, spreading upward like spilled wine. Jean-Marc glanced at him with momentary concern before Alessio recovered, smoothly redirecting the conversation to bottle allocation.
His hand moved toward the cup with less pretense of casualness now. This sip was deeper, his eyelids fluttering briefly as he swallowed what we both knew was no ordinary liqueur. When he set the cup down, a new tension had settled in his shoulders, the controlled chef battling against the man who'd surrendered to me in his car.
The meeting continued, shifting to discussions about the evening's special seafood preparations. A fish purveyor had delivered particularly fine sea bass that morning, inspiring Alessio to create a new dish specifically for the ambassador. As he described the delicate balance of fennel and citrus that would complement the fish, I watched his professional rhythm slowly return, that momentary crack in his armor gradually sealing itself.
Yet his awareness of me never fully disappeared. Though he directed his attention to his staff with apparent focus, his gaze would find me at irregular intervals, as if pulled by some invisible thread he couldn't quite break. Each time our eyes met, that flush would return briefly before he forced it down beneath his chef's composure.
Jean-Marc presented wine pairing suggestions for the new sea bass dish, prompting a lively discussion among the senior staff. In these moments when attention shifted away from Alessio, I could see him relax incrementally, shoulders dropping slightly, fingers loosening their death grip on his portfolio. Then, as if realizing his guard had slipped, he would straighten again, voice taking on that sharp, authoritative edge that kept his kitchen staff in perfect formation.
The cup sat before him, innocent-looking yet charged with meaning only we shared. Its contents had diminished by perhaps a third now, the milky liquid catching light when he occasionally turned it between his fingers – a nervous gesture quickly suppressed whenever he caught himself doing it.
As the seafood discussion wound down, the pastry station took center stage. A young chef with an eager expression presented his tablet, displaying elaborate renderings of dessert presentations for the ambassador's table. Staff leaned forward with professional interest, focus shifting toward the far end of the table where the intricate designs were being explained with enthusiasm.
Beneath the cover of this distraction, I unbuttoned another button on my blouse. Both breasts now visible to Alessio's gaze, nipples pebbled into tight peaks that caught the light from overhead. With deliberate slowness, I trailed my fingertips across one nipple, circling the areola while maintaining an expression of perfect professional interest in the pastry discussion.
Alessio's composure visibly cracked – his explanation of chocolate specifications interrupted mid-sentence, an audible intake of breath quickly disguised as thoughtful consideration. His flush had spread fully now, a sheen of perspiration visible at his temples despite the room's comfortable temperature.
His hand moved to the cup with obvious urgency. The sip he took was substantial, and this time I caught the first hint of conflict in his expression – a slight tightening around his mouth, a momentary furrow between his brows. The mixture was changing, its time in the warm room altering something in its composition. He reached for his water immediately after, taking a quick sip before returning to his explanation about Venezuelan chocolate sourcing.
"The chocolate must be tempered with absolute precision," he continued, voice rougher than before. His throat worked as he swallowed again, as if trying to clear away a taste that refused to be dismissed. "Even half a degree can affect the snap, the mouthfeel, the way it coats the palate."
The pastry chef nodded eagerly, unaware of the subtle shift in his mentor's demeanor. The meeting progressed to discussions of timing – exactly when each dish would be fired, the precise choreography required to ensure every plate arrived at the ambassador's table at optimal temperature and presentation.
Throughout this detailed operational planning, I observed the internal battle raging beneath Alessio's professional veneer. His posture remained commanding, his instructions clear and authoritative, but small tells betrayed his distraction – a finger occasionally brushing his lips as if remembering the cup's taste, eyes darting to me when he thought no one was watching, the increasingly frequent adjustment of his position in his chair.
The cup sat there, less innocent now, its contents taking on a slightly different hue than when we'd begun. Science was working its quiet magic on his clever disguise, transforming it into something he hadn't anticipated. His private surrender was becoming something he couldn't ignore, a sensory reminder that wouldn't stay safely hidden beneath anise and artifice.
A sous chef asked a detailed question about timing between courses, drawing everyone's attention to the service schedule displayed on a tablet. Staff members leaned forward, their focus entirely on the complex logistics of ensuring thirty-two separate dining experiences would unfold with perfect synchronicity.
By our fourth exchange, the tension between us had become almost palpable. Alessio struggled to maintain professional focus while discussing plating techniques, his voice occasionally dropping to a lower register before he corrected himself. Several staff members exchanged subtle glances, nothing directly acknowledging their chef's unusual demeanor but suggesting awareness that something wasn't quite normal in his presentation.
I waited until all eyes were on a vegetable display before creating a more elaborate tableau. Deliberately dropping my pen, I bent to retrieve it with a movement that caused my blouse to fall completely open. The motion also allowed my skirt to ride up significantly, revealing the lace tops of my thigh-high stockings and a glimpse of bare skin above.
As I straightened, I caught Alessio's eye directly. Slowly, deliberately, I moistened my lips with the tip of my tongue while sliding my hand across my collarbone in a gesture that appeared to be adjusting my clothing but actually emphasized what I'd just revealed.
His reaction was immediate – his sentence about garnish placement abandoned entirely, a visible tremor running through his shoulders. Jean-Marc spoke up quickly, covering the awkward pause with a question about herb selection. Alessio nodded gratefully, but his eyes kept finding their way back to me, dark with heat and something approaching desperation.
His hand moved to the cup now with obvious reluctance, as though he already suspected what awaited him there. The sip he took was smaller than previous ones, and this time I clearly saw him wince. The mixture had definitely transformed during the meeting, no longer the smooth disguise he had prepared but something altogether different. He cleared his throat repeatedly, reaching again for water to chase away whatever taste now lingered.
"The microgreens for the ambassador's plates must be selected individually," he instructed, voice strained despite his evident effort to maintain normal tone. "Antoine, you'll handle this personally. Each placement should create height without overshadowing the protein."
The young garde-manger nodded seriously, making notes on his tablet. The meeting progressed to final details – specific servers assigned to the VIP tables, exact language to be used when describing the evening's specials, particular attention to wine service for tables with known preferences.
Throughout this final stretch of professional discussion, the atmosphere around Alessio had changed subtly. His authority remained unquestioned, but staff responses had shifted from their earlier relaxed professionalism to something more careful, more attentive to his reactions. They had sensed something off in their leader's demeanor, nothing they could name but enough to trigger the heightened awareness that develops among people who work closely together in high-pressure environments.
The cup sat before him, now drained to perhaps its final quarter, the liquid no longer resembling fresh Pernod but something more sinister to those amidst the game fully aware. Alessio avoided looking at it directly, though his awareness of its presence was evident in the way he carefully moved papers and tablets around it rather than moving the cup itself.
As the meeting approached its conclusion, staff began subtly preparing for departure – tablets being closed, notes organized, mental attention shifting from collective planning to individual responsibilities. The ambassadors' dinner had been thoroughly dissected, every possible contingency addressed, each staff member clear on their role in creating a flawless experience.
For our final exchange, I waited until Alessio was summarizing the meeting's key points. I stood as if to collect my things, deliberately catching my blouse on the chair arm.
The fabric gaped completely open, revealing both breasts fully while I simultaneously allowed my skirt to ride up. With my back to the staff and facing only Alessio, I slowly slid my hand between my thighs, fingers disappearing briefly beneath the hem. When they emerged, they glistened visibly with evidence of my own arousal.
With perfect Southern lady composure, I brought those fingers to my lips and tasted myself while holding his gaze. The message couldn't have been clearer—dominance and submission blended into a single gesture that transcended conventional roles, power exchanged through silent signals only we understood.
Alessio froze completely. His face drained of color before flooding with heat, eyes wide with shock and unmistakable desire. His hand moved to the cup with desperate intensity, draining the final portion in one continuous swallow.
The effect was instantaneous and dramatic. His body jerked as if shocked, the cup nearly slipping from suddenly rigid fingers. Confusion flashed across his face, followed by dawning horror as whatever chemical reaction had occurred in the cup finally registered on his palate.
"Chef?" Jean-Marc asked, concern evident as Alessio's composure visibly collapsed. "Are you alright?"
Alessio raised one hand in a gesture that attempted to communicate reassurance despite his inability to speak. His throat worked convulsively, professional dignity battling what appeared to be an overwhelming gag reflex as he fought to maintain composure.
"Water," he managed finally, the word barely audible. "Please."
Jean-Marc moved immediately, retrieving bottled water from a side table and placing it before Alessio with an efficient movement that spoke to long professional relationships accustomed to addressing unexpected situations. Alessio accepted the bottle with visible gratitude, consuming nearly half its contents in continuous swallows that suggested a desperate attempt to override whatever sensory experience had triggered such a pronounced physical reaction.
"My apologies," he said finally, voice rough but gradually returning to professional register. "Something... unexpected in my Pernod. Perhaps stored too long in warm conditions."
The explanation was accepted without comment by staff who had already begun rising from their positions, professional focus on upcoming service overriding curiosity about their chef's momentary lapse in composure. Within minutes, the room had emptied except for Jean-Marc, who lingered with obvious concern despite Alessio's repeated assurances.
"I'm fine, truly," Alessio insisted, professional authority gradually reasserting itself despite the physical reaction still visible in slight tension around his mouth. "Please ensure the ambassador's table is prepared precisely as discussed. I'll join you in the kitchen momentarily."
When Jean-Marc finally departed, closing the door behind him with professional discretion, Alessio turned to me with an expression of complex emotion, part accusation, part admiration, part lingering physical distaste.
"What..." he began, then paused to take another sip of water before continuing. "What exactly happened to my preparation?"
I moved toward him with unhurried grace, my body easy while my heart drummed a victory beat. "Perhaps," I said, voice sweet as summer honey, "when Pernod and certain... personal ingredients sit together too long, they stop being such friendly neighbors. A little chemistry lesson neither of us expected."
I watched understanding bloom across his face. That clever little trick he'd concocted, hiding his shame in plain sight, had turned traitor in his mouth. What looked like innocent Pernod had become something else entirely, the heat of the room transforming his secret into something that wouldn't be ignored.
"You knew this would happen," he said, not quite accusation, more like reluctant admiration.
"I suspected it might," I acknowledged with a small smile. "Though I confess the specifics of your reaction exceeded my expectations."
He shook his head, his own smile gradually emerging despite occasional grimaces suggesting the taste lingered. "Diabolical," he observed, appreciation evident beneath superficial censure. "Finding new ways to push boundaries while maintaining perfect deniability."
"Consider it extra-credit learning," I suggested. "Lessons in chemistry alongside psychology."
His laugh, genuine despite the circumstances, carried notes of both surrender and appreciation. "You continue to exceed expectations, Mistress Savannah," he acknowledged, using my professional name deliberately despite our being alone.
Alessio glanced at his watch, professional responsibility reasserting itself. "I need to return to the kitchen," he said, regret evident beneath the statement. "Service begins in twenty minutes."
"Of course," I acknowledged. "Your professional responsibilities take precedence. Our session can be considered complete for today."
He hesitated, something unspoken passing between us that existed in ambiguous space between client-provider relationship and genuine human connection. "Perhaps," he suggested carefully, "you might enjoy dining in the restaurant this evening? As my guest, to complete your journalistic observations."
"Thank you for the invitation," I replied, maintaining professional composure. "But I have other commitments this evening. Perhaps another time, when our schedules align more conveniently."
We said our goodbyes with the right words, drawing that professional line back in the sand even though we both knew something deeper had grown between us. The distance between us as we walked away felt right, though. Necessary. A reminder that whatever spell we'd woven had rules, had edges.
As I slipped through Fuoco's side entrance, Paris caught me in that golden hour light that turns ordinary streets into something from a painting. That little game we played had done something our regular sessions never could. I'd watched the chef and the submissive melting into one person instead of two separate men living in the same skin. And he'd done it surrounded by people who'd tremble at his slightest frown. That wasn't nothing.
I raised my hand and a taxi materialized like it had been waiting just for me. As we pulled away, I felt that particular satisfaction that comes from a job well done, though this had become far more than just a job. This city that had first broken me was now showing me parts of myself I never knew existed, like finding rooms in your own house you didn't know were there.
Chapter Fifteen
THE RIVALRY
The message from Iseult arrived as I held two dresses against my body, charcoal in one hand, navy in the other. My evening promised nothing more exciting than dinner at a little bistro I'd discovered where the chef made a gumbo that almost reminded me of home.
Alessio requested Mistress Victoria for tonight's session. Thought you should know.
Six simple words that shouldn't have affected me a bit, yet I felt something twist in my belly like a snake uncoiling. Not jealousy, I'd never call it that, but something territorial all the same.
Mistress Victoria. Club Obsidienne's reigning queen before my arrival. A woman whose crimson lips never smudged, whose whips never missed their mark, and whose eyes stayed cold while men trembled beneath her perfect cruelty.
I set both dresses aside, my fingers lingering on the fabric as I composed my reply.
Thank you for letting me know. His session begins at 9?
Her response came back quick as sin: Yes. Room 7. They're scheduled until midnight.
Room 7, the Gold Room with its wall of windows overlooking that little courtyard. The room connected to Room 8 by those wrought iron balconies, a quirk from when the building belonged to some count who wanted to visit his mistress without getting caught.
My watch said seven thirty. Plenty of time.
My fingers found the midnight blue leather dress, the one that hugged my curves like a jealous lover. The zipper's whisper against my skin raised goosebumps as fine as frost. I arranged my curls loose around my shoulders, not the severe dominatrix style but something wilder, more me. The jasmine perfume found the hollow of my throat, behind my ears, between my breasts.
The taxi's tires kissed wet pavement as we approached Club Obsidienne. The dashboard clock glowed 8:45, blue as a gas flame.
My key card slid into the service entrance lock, that little green light welcoming me like an old friend. The back corridors stretched empty, most staff busy preparing other clients for their evening journeys into surrender. Room 8's door yielded to my touch, its amber lighting warming my skin as I slipped inside.
The connecting balcony beckoned, a narrow strip of ironwork with an ornate screen between the two spaces. I stepped out, the Paris night wrapping around me warm for October. Behind the screen, I became shadow and silence, nothing but waiting and watching as voices floated through the evening air.
“Savannah, exactly what your file said you wanted," Victoria's crisp British accent cut through the night like expensive scissors through silk. "Though honestly, darling, I expected something more... adventurous from a man with your reputation."
"Adventurous?" Alessio's voice rolled through the dark, rich as espresso and twice as bitter. "That's a first. Most people think my tastes are already too extreme."
"Hardly." Heels clicked across hardwood, the sound of Victoria circling her prey. "Domination, submission, a little pain... it's all terribly basic, isn't it?"
I could see her in my mind, that black corset laced tight enough to whittle her waist to something impossible, those thigh-high boots gleaming under the lights, that severe bun pulling her face into a permanent look of disdain.
"My sessions with Mistress Savannah weren't about the acts," Alessio replied, his tone the same one he used when discussing wine vintages with sommeliers. "They were about breaking through the numbness. Finding something real."
"Oh, darling." Victoria's laugh cut like glass. "It's all an act. Some of us are just better performers. Now take off your fucking clothes. I want to see what I'm working with."
Silence stretched between them, taut as a tripwire. The rustle of fabric remained conspicuously absent.
"I don't usually strip until we've established a connection," Alessio finally said, his words measured as precise amounts of spice.
"How sweet." Victoria's voice dripped condescension sweet as poisoned honey. "But I didn't ask what you usually do, did I? I told you to take off your clothes. Now."
More silence, heavy as storm clouds. Then came the whispers, fabric against skin, leather sliding through belt loops, the soft percussion of expensive clothing being folded with care.
"Well, well." Victoria's voice warmed with something like genuine interest. "Your cock certainly doesn't share your hesitation. Quite eager, isn't it? Despite your reluctance."
Alessio said nothing. I pictured his face, that intensity burning in his dark eyes, that little muscle jumping at the corner of his jaw, betraying his arousal even as he tried to wrap himself in dignity like a cloak.
"On your knees," Victoria commanded, her voice a velvet glove hiding an iron fist. "Hands behind your back. Eyes down. Show me you know how to behave."
Movement whispered through the darkness, knees meeting hardwood, balance adjusting, breath catching.
"Better," she said, satisfaction purring beneath the word. "Though that face of yours... still so fucking defiant."
Leather kissed skin with a crack that split the night. Alessio's sharp breath hissed between teeth, the sound carrying through the warm darkness like a secret told too loud.
"Pain cuts through the bullshit," Victoria explained, her voice casual as if discussing the weather. "When your ass is burning, your mind finally shuts the fuck up."
Another strike, sharper this time. Another gasp from Alessio, deeper, his control fraying at the edges like expensive linen washed too hot.
"Look at that dick of yours," Victoria observed, smug as a cat with feathers on its whiskers. "Getting stiffer with every strike. Your mouth says no, but your body is begging for more."
Three more measured strikes followed, each pulling sounds from Alessio that tightened something low in my belly, something I had no business feeling given my position as uninvited observer.
"Stand up," Victoria commanded. "Get completely naked. Then walk out to the balcony. I want to see you displayed against the Paris night."
My heart skipped. The balcony door scraped open, hungry for oil at its hinges. Bare feet whispered across tile, each step bringing him closer to where I hid, wrapped in shadows and the night's warm breath.
I froze behind the screen, barely pulling air into suddenly starved lungs. If Alessio stepped fully onto the balcony, he would sense me, the disruption in the air currents, the faint jasmine clinging to skin like dew on morning flowers, the weight of another's gaze heavy as August heat.
"Interesting," his voice came suddenly, close enough that I could almost feel his breath stirring my hair. "The jasmine perfume is kind of familiar."
His hand appeared around the edge of the screen, fingers tracing ironwork like a blind man reading secrets. My breath caught in my throat, trapped like a butterfly in a jar.
"Mistress Savannah," he said as he carefully moved the screen aside. His naked body caught moonlight on skin smooth as river stones, every muscle defined by shadow, his cock hard and ready. But his eyes held only curious amusement. "Night off, huh? Or did you miss me that much?"
"Alessio." I let my accent flow thick as honey. "Maybe I just wanted to see if she could handle you properly."
Victoria appeared in the balcony doorway, her perfect mouth dropping open. "What the fuck is this? Spying on my session?"
"Not spying, sugar," I drawled, stepping fully into view. "Quality control."
"Quality, " Victoria sputtered, her composure cracking for the first time. "This is completely unprofessional."
"What's unprofessional," I said, letting my eyes drift over Alessio's naked body with deliberate slowness, "is rushing a man like this. Some ingredients need slow cooking, don't they, chef?"
Alessio's eyes darkened, his cock visibly twitching at my words. "Some flavors only develop with time and... proper attention."
"This is absurd," Victoria snapped, but her eyes held more calculation than anger. "Though I suppose... unexpected circumstances can create interesting opportunities."
"What kind of opportunities did you have in mind?" I asked, stepping closer to Alessio, close enough to feel the heat radiating from his skin.
"Perhaps a comparison," Victoria suggested, her professional interest visibly overriding her initial outrage. "Two very different approaches to the same man. A test of methods."
"A contest?" I smiled slow as summer heat. "Or a collaboration?"
Alessio's breath quickened. "Either sounds... educational."
"Let's find out which works better," Victoria said, her eyes gleaming with competitive fire. "Your soft Southern approach or my more direct methods."
"Sugar," I said, letting my fingers brush ever so lightly against Alessio's chest, "there's nothing soft about my approach. Just ask him."
His skin jumped beneath my touch. "Mistress Savannah's methods are... surprisingly effective."
"Prove it," Victoria challenged. "Three minutes each. Alternating. Let's see who makes him respond more."
I smiled, feeling the power shift in the room. "You first, darlin'. Show me what all that fancy equipment and cold British precision can do."
Victoria led us back into the Gold Room, her heels clicking a sharp rhythm on the hardwood. Alessio followed, his naked body moving with that controlled grace that never failed to captivate me. I took up position by the wall, ready to observe the competition I'd unwittingly created.
"On your knees," Victoria commanded once more, circling Alessio with predatory focus. "Look at you," she purred, her voice dropping to theatrical depths. "So powerful in your kitchen, barking orders, making grown men tremble. And now here you are – naked, hard, desperate for a woman to tell you what to do."
His breathing deepened, his back straightening.
"Your body knows what you need," Victoria continued, trailing her riding whip  along his shoulder blades. "To surrender that control you clutch so tightly. To let someone else make the decisions. To be nothing but sensation and response."
The whip connected with his skin – not hard enough to mark, just enough to sting. Alessio's breath caught, his muscles tensing beautifully.
"See how he responds?" Victoria threw me a triumphant glance. "Men like him don't want conversation. They want this." Another strike, another caught breath. "Direct. Undeniable. Physical."
When her three minutes ended, Victoria stepped back with theatrical flourish. "Your turn, Savannah. Let's see this psychological magic you supposedly work."
I moved to stand before Alessio, our eyes meeting in the warm light. Instead of speaking immediately, I simply looked at him – really looked – until he leaned forward almost imperceptibly, seeking connection.
"She thinks it's about the pain," I said finally, my voice low and intimate. "But that's not what you're looking for, is it? The pain just cuts through the noise for a moment. What you really want is to be seen. To be known. For someone to recognize the man beneath the chef, the vulnerability behind the control."
His pupils dilated, his chest rising and falling more rapidly.
"You respond to her whip  because it's direct and honest," I continued, letting my accent flow thick as blackstrap molasses. "But it doesn't reach the parts of you that stay numb. The parts that watch from a distance, analyzing even your own pleasure like it's happening to someone else."
I moved closer, not quite touching him, but near enough that he could feel my heat, smell my perfume. "You want something that breaks through completely. Something that doesn't just make your body respond, but reaches all the way in to where you hide."
Victoria reclaimed center position when my time ended. "Fascinating approach," she conceded with professional respect. "But let's see how theory compares to practice."
Her riding whip  whistled through the air, landing with precision across Alessio's chest, then his thighs, then dangerously close to his straining cock. Each strike pulled a gasp, a tensing of muscle, a visible pulse of arousal.
"Words are pretty," Victoria said as she worked. "But this – this is primal. Undeniable. Your cock doesn't lie, darling."
When my turn came again, I circled behind Alessio. My hands came to rest lightly on his shoulders. He flinched at the unexpected contact, then melted beneath my touch.
"Your body responds to her skill," I murmured near his ear. "But your mind stays separate, doesn't it? Watching. Evaluating. Never fully surrendering."
My hands slid down his arms, feeling every twitch and tremor. "What you really crave isn't just release. It's connection. Someone who touches not just your body, but the places inside you that stay cold and numb."
His breathing changed – no longer the sharp gasps Victoria's whip  had pulled from him, but something deeper, more surrendered.
"You're hard for her because your body knows its job," I said, my lips close enough to his ear that my breath caressed his skin. "But you're opening for me because something deeper knows what it needs."
As we continued, Alessio's body spoke two different languages with us. Victoria's skilled hands made him jump and harden, his flesh responding like a well-trained instrument. But with me, something deeper unfolded – his eyes went liquid dark, his breath fell into rhythm with mine, and he melted from the inside out, surrendering not just his body but something he'd never given anyone before
Victoria noticed it too. "Remarkable contrast," she admitted during a transition. "Different approaches, different kinds of response."
Our methods began to merge as the session progressed – Victoria's technical precision complimenting my psychological insight rather than competing. The interplay created something neither of us had achieved alone.
"Perhaps," Victoria suggested after we'd worked him into a state of beautiful desperation, "we should combine our approaches more directly. Your insight guiding my technique."
"I like how you think," I said, a genuine smile warming my voice. "Though we'd need to maintain some professional boundaries through all this... creativity."
Victoria nodded. "Of course. But imagine what we could create together. Your understanding of what he truly needs directing my technical skill."
I turned to Alessio, whose eyes had gone dark and hungry with arousal. "What do you think, sugar? Ready to let us take you apart and put you back together? Both of us working together?"
His voice came rough as sandpaper. "Yes. God, yes."
Victoria's eyes gleamed with sudden inspiration as she moved to a discreet mahogany cabinet against the far wall. Her heels marked a deliberate rhythm against the hardwood, the sound building anticipation as surely as a drumroll. With graceful efficiency, she unlocked and opened the doors, revealing what I knew to be Club Obsidienne's extensive collection of specialized equipment.
"I believe," she said, her British accent precise as cut crystal, "our chef deserves something special tonight."
She turned, and in her hands rested a strap-on, black leather straps arranged around a sleek obsidian dildo that seemed to absorb the amber light of the room. Alessio's breath caught audibly at the sight, his cock visibly twitching with renewed interest.
"Oh," I said softly, genuine surprise coloring my voice. This was territory I hadn't yet explored with clients, though I understood the theory. "That's certainly... direct."
Victoria's smile was knowing, almost conspiratorial. "Sometimes psychological breakthroughs require physical catalysts, wouldn't you agree? And our chef has been preparing for this, haven't you, darling?"
Alessio's eyes darted between us, arousal and vulnerability creating a heady mixture in his expression. "Yes," he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper. "It's been... part of my training with Mistress Savannah."
"Has it now?" Victoria's perfect eyebrow arched with professional interest as she looked at me. "You're more experimental than your Southern persona suggests."
I felt heat rise to my cheeks, not from embarrassment but from the territorial awareness that Alessio had just referenced our private kitchen session, a boundary crossing I hadn't anticipated. "We've explored various avenues of surrender," I said carefully, refusing to be rattled by her implicit challenge.
Victoria nodded, accepting my professional discretion. With practiced movements, she began to secure the harness around her hips, each strap finding its place against the perfect paleness of her skin revealed between her corset and the tops of her thigh-high boots. The black leather created striking contrast against her porcelain complexion, the obsidian attachment jutting forward like a declaration of intent.
"On your hands and knees," she instructed Alessio, who complied with surprising eagerness, his movements fluid despite his substantial arousal. The position displayed him perfectly, broad back tapering to narrow hips, the curve of his ass presented with almost artistic precision, his cock hanging heavy between his thighs.
Victoria retrieved a bottle of lubricant from the cabinet, the clear gel catching the amber light as she poured a generous amount into her palm. "Watch carefully, Savannah," she said, her tone both instruction and invitation. "There's an art to this particular form of domination."
I found myself moving closer, professional curiosity overriding any lingering resistance. Victoria's hands, encased in black latex gloves that had appeared from nowhere, moved with surgical precision as she began to prepare Alessio, one finger circling his entrance with deliberate slowness before pressing gradually inward.
His reaction was immediate and unmistakable, a sharp intake of breath, followed by a long, low moan that seemed to emerge from somewhere deep inside him. His head dropped forward, dark hair falling to obscure his face, but the tension in his shoulders and the way his fingers curled against the carpet told their own story.
"See how responsive he is?" Victoria noted, her clinical tone at odds with the intimacy of her actions. "The body remembers, even when the mind tries to maintain distance."
I watched, fascinated despite myself, as she worked him open with careful, patient movements, one finger becoming two, then three, each addition accompanied by more lubricant and more of those sounds from Alessio that tightened something low in my belly. His cock, untouched, leaked steadily onto the carpet below, each drop catching the light like liquid amber.
"I believe he's ready," Victoria said after several minutes of this exquisite preparation. She positioned herself behind himt. "Breathe, darling," she instructed him. "Deep and slow."
Alessio complied, his chest expanding with a deliberate inhalation. As he exhaled, Victoria began to press forward, a careful, measured advance that made his breath catch and his fingers claw at the plush carpet. Inch by gradual inch, the attachment disappeared, his body accepting the intrusion with visible effort.
"That's it," Victoria murmured, her voice gentler than I'd heard it before. "Open for me."
I found myself circling to where I could see Alessio's face, drawn by some fascination I couldn't quite name. His expression had transformed completely, gone was the controlled chef, the composed professional, the man who commanded kitchens with iron precision. In his place was something raw, vulnerable, beautifully undone, lips parted, eyes unfocused, cheeks flushed with color that spread down his neck and across his chest.
"Beautiful, isn't he?" Victoria said, her eyes meeting mine over Alessio's bent form. "When all that control finally shatters."
She began to move with deliberate slowness, each thrust careful and accurate. Alessio responded with sounds I'd never heard from him before, deep, guttural moans that seemed dragged from somewhere primal and unguarded. His cock swayed with each movement, occasionally jerking when Victoria found a particularly sensitive angle.
"Come closer," she instructed me, her breathing slightly elevated from exertion. "Let him see you watching. That's part of it for him, being witnessed in his surrender."
I knelt where Alessio could see me, his eyes focusing on me with visible effort through the haze of sensation. "There you are," I said softly, my accent thick with genuine emotion. "Finally letting go completely."
Victoria's rhythm never faltered as I spoke to him, describing what I saw in his face, naming the vulnerability he displayed, affirming the beauty in his complete surrender. Her movements had found a perfect cadence, not brutal or punishing but relentless, inescapable, each thrust striking that spot inside him that made his whole body jerk with pleasure.
"Would you like to try?" Victoria asked suddenly, her question catching me off guard. "I have another harness. A big fat one in a lovely shade of violet that would complement your coloring beautifully."
The suggestion created a moment of genuine surprise, not just at the offer itself but at my immediate, visceral response to it. Heat flooded through me, an unexpected desire to experience this particular form of dominance, to feel Alessio yield to me in this most primal way.
"I've never..." I began, then stopped, recalibrating my response. "That sounds interesting."
Victoria's smile was knowing, almost triumphant. "Wait here," she instructed Alessio, withdrawing carefully from his body. He made a sound of loss that tugged at something deep in my chest, his hips shifting restlessly as if seeking the return of the sensation.
From the cabinet, Victoria produced a second strap-on penis, this one with a violet attachment that seemed to shimmer in the amber light. "A virgin dominatrix," she observed with something like delight as she handed it to me. "How refreshing. Don't worry, darling. It's quite intuitive once you get started."
The harness felt strange in my hands, heavy with promise and possibility. I hesitated only briefly before stepping into it, adjusting the straps against my thighs with a slight wiggle. Victoria helped secure the final buckles, her fingers efficient but gentle against my hips.
"The slipper the better," she instructed, handing me the bottle. "A little extra is always better just in case."
I coated the violet attachment generously, the cool gel against the silicone. Alessio watched over his shoulder, he looked vulnerable, but starving in a way that made my breath catch in my throat.
"Dont rush," Victoria advised as I positioned myself behind him. "Let him feel every inch."
I placed one hand on the small of Alessio's back, feeling the heat of his skin, the fine tremor of anticipation running through his muscles. With my other hand, I guided the rather large dong to his asshole, already relaxed from Victoria's attention.
"Breathe, sugar," I instructed, my voice honey-slow and gentle before hardening to steel. "I'm going to fuck your brains you little bitch."
He complied, his chest expanding with a deliberate inhalation. As he exhaled, I began to press forward, a careful, measured advance that mimicked what I'd observed in Victoria's technique. The resistance was greater than I'd expected, the pressure against the harness creating an unexpected feedback that made my own breath catch.
"That's it," I murmured, echoing Victoria's earlier encouragement. "Spread. I know you liked to get fucked. Don’t you?"
Time seemed to slow as I pumped, watching Alessio's asshole accept the invasion inch by gradual inch. Victoria moved to where she could see his face, her hand coming to rest lightly on his hair.
"Beautiful," she said, the word carrying genuine appreciation. “You’re very happy now aren’t you."
When I went more than half way, I paused, overwhelmed by the intimacy of being so deep inside of him. Alessio trembled beneath me, around me, his breathing quick and shallow. I remained still, giving him time to adjust, my hands resting lightly on his hips.
"Now withdraw slightly," Victoria instructed, "then press forward again. Find your rhythm."
I began to move, mimicking the pace and angle I'd observed in Victoria's demonstration. The first withdrawal, made him moan in a way I’d never heard a man moan before. I hadn't anticipated, a curious resistance followed by release, then the slow press forward again, as I bounced off his ass cheeks, fucking him more aggressively
Alessio groaned, the sound reverberating through both our bodies. I found myself responding to his reactions, adjusting my movements based on the sounds he made, the tension in his muscles, the arch of his back.
"That's it," Victoria encouraged, watching us both with evident appreciation. "You're a natural, Savannah. Fuck him raw."
I smiled already lost in a slow, deliberate rhythm, putting my back into each thrust, summoning my power. Alessio's responses grew more uninhibited, gasps and groans giving way to deeper, more primal sounds that seemed to emerge from some place he couldn’t control, nor wanted to.
"Harder," Victoria instructed me, her own breathing slightly elevated as she watched. "He can take more. Can't you, darling?"
Biting his lip erotically, Alessio managed something that might have been "yes," though it was barely recognizable through the blur of constant movement. I tightened my grip on his hips, increasing the pace and depth, each thrust now hitting that spot that made his entire body jerk with pleasure. Lifting him slightly each time the purple dildo crashed into him.
"Look at that boner he is sporting," Victoria observed, kneeling beside us to trace one perfect red nail along its length without quite touching. "So hard, so desperate to cum, and we haven't even properly jerked it. He likes it in the ass, dont you Alessio?"
The sight of Alessio, stretched around the large violet cock hanging heavy and untouched between his thighs, body trembling with each thrust, created unexpected feelings in me. Dominating was one thing, but something about Victoria's confident control made me wonder what it would feel like to be on the receiving end. I didn't want that nice fat cock to go to waste, but decided to stay professional, for now at least.
"I think it's time," Victoria said, her eyes meeting mine with wicked inspiration, "for us to team up. Both of us, at once. I think you have room for a cock in your mouth don’t you, dear?"
The suggestion sent a thrill through me, not just the physical logistics but the psychological impact it would have, the complete dominance it represented. "Interesting proposal," I acknowledged, maintaining my rhythm while considering the possibilities.
"Stop for a moment," Victoria instructed. When I carefully withdrew, Alessio made a sound of protest that was quickly silenced by Victoria's firm hand on the back of his neck. "Don't worry, darling. We're not finished with you. As long as you want to be fucked we will fuck you, okay?."
She directed him onto his back, positioning pillows beneath his hips to elevate them slightly. "Now, Savannah, come back to him. I want him to see your face while you're inside him."
I positioned myself between his spread thighs, the violet attachment pressing against him once more. His eyes locked with mine as I began to enter him again, this new angle allowing me to witness every minute shift of expression, every flicker of vulnerability as his body accepted the intrusion.
Victoria knelt beside his head, her hand stroking his hair with surprising tenderness. "That's it," she murmured. "Take her. All of her."
When I was fully seated, Alessio's legs instinctively wrapped around my waist, pulling me deeper. The pressure against my own body intensified, creating sensations I hadn't anticipated when I first donned the harness. I established a rhythm again, slower now, more deliberate, each thrust punctuated by Alessio's increasingly desperate sounds.
"Now for the true test," Victoria said, moving to straddle Alessio's chest, facing me. The position brought her obsidian attachment level with his mouth. "Open," she commanded him. "Show us how talented that chef's palate really is."
Alessio complied without hesitation, his lips parting to accept her even as his body continued to respond to my steady rhythm. The sight was staggering, this powerful man caught between us, penetrated from both ends, surrendering completely to our shared dominance.
"Look at me," Victoria instructed me, her eyes locking with mine over Alessio's recumbent form. "Match my rhythm. We'll take him together."
I found myself responding to her command, adjusting my pace to mirror hers, creating a synchronized assault on Alessio's body that left him nowhere to hide from the building pleasure. Each thrust from me pushed him more firmly onto Victoria, each retreat from her drove him back against me.
"Beautiful," Victoria murmured, her composure cracking slightly as Alessio's mouth worked against her. "He's completely gone now. Nowhere to retreat, nowhere to hide. Just pure sensation."
I could feel it in his body, the complete surrender, the absence of that distance he typically maintained. Every time I pushed into him, the sounds he made against Victoria's body vibrated through all of us, spinning a web of shared pleasure that made it impossible to tell where one sensation ended and another begins.
"Harder," Victoria commanded me, her own movements becoming more insistent. "Make him feel it. Make him remember who truly commands him."
I obeyed, driving into Alessio with renewed purpose, my hands gripping his thighs for leverage. His cock wept with need, shining brightly in the moonlight. The sight fueled something primal in me, a desire to push him further, to witness his complete undoing.
"Look at his cock," Victoria observed, her perfect composure further unraveling as Alessio's mouth continued its attentions. "He's close. So close without a single touch."
"Should we touch him?" I asked, my voice unrecognizable to my own ears.
"Not yet," Victoria decided, her hand moving to tangle in Alessio's hair, controlling his movements with precise cruelty. "Let's see if we can make him come just from this. From being filled and taking pleasure without giving it directly in return."
I adjusted my angle slightly, drawing those broken, desperate sounds from his throat that I was already becoming addicted to hearing. Alessio's response was immediate and dramatic, a full-body convulsion, a sound against Victoria's strap-on that was almost a sob.
"There," Victoria confirmed, her eyes meeting mine with triumphant recognition. "Right there. Don't change a thing. Just keep going exactly like that."
I kept hitting that sweet spot inside him, mesmerized as his mask crumbled completely, his body speaking truths his mouth never could, watching in fascination as Alessio's responded with more unbridled intensity, more uninhibited ecstacy. His breathing had transformed into ragged gasps punctuated by muffled sounds, his body trembling continuously beneath my hands.
"He's getting closer," Victoria observed, her own breathing quick and shallow. "Talk to him, Savannah. Push him over the edge."
I leaned forward, the change in angle driving me deeper into Alessio, earning another broken sound from his throat. "Let go," I murmured, my accent thick as honey. "Show us everything. Come apart completely. We've got you."
His body clutched at me hungrily, tightening around the violet silicone like he never wanted to let go, trembling on the edge of something magnificent. Victoria's fingers twisted in his hair, anchoring him to her as his breath turned to ragged gasps, the sounds of a man drowning in pleasure.
"That's it," I encouraged, maintaining my rhythm despite the increased resistance. "No more holding back. No more control. Just pure sensation. Pure surrender."
A shudder ran through him, different from the others, deeper, more profound, starting somewhere deep inside and radiating outward. His back arched sharply, pressing harder against my hips, a muffled sound emerging from his throat that was neither pain nor pleasure but some primal hybrid of both.
"Look," Victoria whispered, her eyes wide with fascination. "Look what you've done to him."
Alessio's cock pulsed violently, untouched, release spurting in long, thick ropes that splashed against his chest, against Victoria's pale back, against his own face where it missed her body. Each pulse coincided with another thrust, another wave of sensation that prolonged his pleasure beyond what seemed humanly possible, his entire body seizing with pleasure so intense it looked almost like pain.
"Don't stop," Victoria instructed, her voice tight with excitement. "Keep going until he tells you to stop."
I maintained my rhythm, though gentler now, each movement triggering another pulse, another shudder, another broken sound from Alessio's throat. Victoria withdrew from his mouth, allowing him to breathe more freely as the aftershocks continued to ripple through him.
"Take him to the balcony," Victoria commanded suddenly, her eyes bright with inspiration. "I want his final release with all of Paris watching."
The suggestion sent a thrill through me, the exhibitionism, the risk, the ultimate surrender it would require from a man as concerned with his public image as Alessio. I withdrew carefully, earning a sound of loss that echoed the one he'd made when Victoria had withdrawn earlier.
"Up," Victoria commanded, helping him to his feet. His legs trembled beneath him, barely supporting his weight despite our assistance. "To the balcony. Now."
We guided him through the glass doors, the warm October air embracing our heated skin like a lover's welcome. The balcony was small but adequate, the wrought iron railing cool under my palm as we positioned Alessio facing outward, the lights of Paris spread before him like a carpet of jewels, the Eiffel Tower visible in the distance.
"Beautiful, isn't it?" I murmured, pressing against his back, the violet attachment sliding along the cleft of his ass, a promise renewed but not yet fulfilled. "All those people out there, and none of them know what's happening right here. What you're about to do for us."
Victoria moved in front of him, kneeling gracefully between his body and the railing. The position was impossibly erotic, her perfect pale body framed against the Paris night, her crimson lips level with Alessio's still-hard cock, her eyes looking up at both of us with wicked anticipation.
"Both holes filled while you come all over the flowers below," she said, her voice rich with promise. "The ultimate surrender."
Alessio gripped the railing, his knuckles white against the black iron, his body trembling with renewed need despite his earlier release. Below the balcony, jasmine climbed the stone wall, white flowers luminous in the moonlight, their scent rising to mingle with the more primal aromas clinging to our bodies.
I drizzled more slick between his cheeks, watching the cool gel slide down his heat-flushed skin. He shivered at the sensation, a soft sound escaping him that might have been my name, though it was too broken to be certain.
"Spread your legs wider," I instructed, my voice gentle but allowing no resistance. "Show Paris how ready you are."
He complied immediately, feet moving further apart on the tile, back arching slightly to present himself more fully. I pressed forward again, reentering him with a single smooth thrust that made his back bow and his breath catch in his throat. He opened for me like he'd been waiting his whole life for this moment, his body welcoming me with a heat that made me dizzy despite the silicone between us.
"Take it," I commanded, my voice low and intense against his ear, my breasts pressing against his back through the midnight blue leather of my dress. "Every inch. Feel how deep I can go."
Victoria positioned herself beneath him, her mouth replacing her attachment, red lips parting to take him with professional expertise. The visual was staggering, Alessio suspended between us, penetrated from behind while Victoria's perfect mouth engulfed him from below, her crimson lipstick leaving traces on his skin like territorial markings.
"Count of three," she told me, withdrawing momentarily, her lips glistening in the moonlight. "Then we both start. Don't stop until he's finished. No matter what sounds he makes, no matter how he begs."
"One," I began, feeling Alessio's body tense with anticipation.
"Two," Victoria continued, her tongue darting out to trace the sensitive head of his cock, collecting the moisture gathered there.
"Three," we finished together, and then we began, my hips driving forward in a relentless rhythm as Victoria's mouth worked him with professional expertise, taking him so deeply that I could see the outline of him pressing against her throat.
Alessio surrendered against me, his throat bared to the Parisian moon, raw sounds pouring from him like confessions he'd never meant to make.Each noise vibrated through his body, through mine, creating a connection beyond the physical joining of our bodies.
"That's it," I crooned, one hand reaching around to pinch his nipple sharply, the other maintaining its grip on his hip. "Let everyone hear you. Let all of Paris know how completely you're surrendering."
His body tightened around the violet attachment, the muscles of his back and shoulders standing out in sharp relief as tension built visibly within him. Victoria's mouth never faltered, her rhythm matching mine perfectly, creating a synchronized assault on Alessio's senses that left him nowhere to hide from the building pleasure.
"You're getting close," I observed, feeling the tremors beginning deep inside him, the rhythmic clenching around the violet attachment signaling his approaching climax. "I can feel it. Your body can't lie to me, even if you wanted to."
Victoria hummed her agreement, the vibration visibly pushing him closer to the edge, his hands gripping the railing so tightly I feared the iron might bend beneath his fingers. His breathing had transformed into ragged gasps, each one punctuated by sounds that might have been words in another context, please, yes, more, now reduced to primal utterances that transcended language.
"Look at him," Victoria said, pulling back momentarily, her lips glistening in the moonlight. "So desperate. So beautiful when he finally stops thinking."
"Isn't he?" I agreed, maintaining my rhythm, each shove calculating and precise. The strap-on pressed against me with every thrust, sending hot shivers racing up from between my legs and making it harder to keep my professional mask in place. "So different from the man who commands his kitchen. So much more real."
Victoria's mouth returned to its work, her red lips stretched around him, her pale throat working as she took him deeper. Her eyes locked with mine over Alessio's shoulder, a silent communication passing between us, push him further, make him break completely, shatter whatever fragments of control remained.
"Do you feel that, sugar?" I murmured against Alessio's ear, my voice honey-thick with genuine arousal. "The way your body's starting to tremble? The way you're tightening around me with every thrust? You're right on that beautiful edge, aren't you?"
A sound tore from his throat, not quite agreement, not quite plea, something more primal than language could capture. His head pressed back harder against my shoulder, exposing more of that vulnerable throat to the Paris night.
"Cums for us," I commanded, my voice thick with my own arousal, the strap-on pressed against me with every thrust, sending hot shivers racing up from between my legs and making it harder to keep my professional mask in place. "Now, Alessio. Show us everything. Show all of Paris what happens when you surrender completely."
Victoria's hands gripped his thighs, holding him in place as her mouth worked with renewed purpose. Her eyes never left mine, that silent communication continuing, together, we're breaking him apart; together, we're witnessing something few ever see.
His body went rigid against mine, around mine, a sound tearing from his throat that seemed to contain years of controlled restraint finally shattered. Victoria pulled back just in time, her hand replacing her mouth as his release erupted in long, powerful arcs that caught the moonlight as they traveled through the Paris night.
The first rope arced high over the railing, suspended for a breathless moment against the backdrop of twinkling city lights before gravity reclaimed it, pulling it down to splatter against the white jasmine flowers climbing the stone wall below. The sound was delicate, musical, like the first fat drops of summer rain striking thirsty leaves.
The second pulse followed a different trajectory, lower but no less powerful, creating a glistening trail across the flowers that caught the moonlight like liquid silver. Alessio's entire body convulsed with the force of it, muscles contracting around the violet attachment in rhythmic waves that sent corresponding pulses of pleasure through my own body.
The third and fourth sprays came in quick succession, shorter arcs but no less intense, accompanied by sounds from Alessio's throat that seemed dragged from some place beyond language, beyond thought, beyond any form of control he had ever known. The jasmine took these offerings too, white petals now decorated with pearlescent droplets that trembled in the night breeze.
I maintained my rhythm throughout, stretching his pleasure, drawing out his orgasm until he was gasping, trembling, barely standing despite my supporting arm around his waist. Victoria rose gracefully to her feet, her expression satisfied as she watched him come apart completely between us.
"That's it," she murmured, her hand continuing to work him through the aftershocks, coaxing out the final drops. "Every last bit. Give it all to us. Nothing held back."
When the final tremor had passed through him, Alessio sagged against the railing, his breathing ragged, his body sheened with sweat that gleamed like liquid silver in the moonlight. I withdrew carefully, earning a final shudder that rippled through his spent form.
"Look," Victoria said, gesturing toward the jasmine below. The white flowers now glistened with evidence of Alessio's surrender, droplets catching moonlight like morning dew. "You've watered the flowers. How considerate."
A weak laugh escaped him, the sound containing equal parts exhaustion and wonder. "Jesus Christ," he managed, his accent thicker than I'd ever heard it, the careful precision of his usual speech completely abandoned. "That was... I don't even have words. Not in any language I know."
"You don't need words, sugar," I said, stroking his hair back from his forehead with unexpected tenderness. "Just feel it."
The Paris night wrapped around us, warm and forgiving, as we stood suspended in that moment of perfect surrender, the renowned chef trembling between two women who had taken him apart completely and put him back together as something new. Below us, the jasmine released its fragrance more intensely, as if awakened by its unconventional watering, the scent rising around us like invisible smoke.
Victoria's eyes met mine over Alessio's shoulder, professional respect mingled with something more personal, more genuine. In that moment, our rivalry had transformed completely into something neither of us had anticipated when the evening began, a collaboration that transcended professional boundaries while somehow maintaining them, a connection forged through shared dominance rather than competition.
"I believe," she said softly, her British precision returning as her professional composure reasserted itself, "this qualifies as a successful evening."
"I believe it does," I agreed, helping Alessio stand more steadily as his trembling gradually subsided. "Though highly irregular."
"The best things usually are," Victoria replied, a genuine smile warming her perfect features. "We should consider making this a regular offering. For special clients only, of course."
Alessio laughed weakly, the sound containing genuine warmth despite his exhaustion. "I'd pay double."
"Triple," I corrected with a smile, my hand still resting lightly on his back, feeling his breathing gradually return to normal. "Quality like this doesn't come cheap, chef."
As the three of us stood there, bathed in moonlight and the lingering evidence of what we'd created together, I felt something shift within me, a recognition that my journey in Paris had taken yet another unexpected turn. What had begun as simple territorial jealousy had evolved into something far more interesting, more challenging, more rewarding than I could have anticipated when I first received Iseult's text earlier that evening.
The Parisian night surrounded us, the city of light spread below like a carpet of stars, unaware of the boundaries crossed and reconfigured on this small balcony overlooking its ancient streets. Tomorrow would bring new challenges, new sessions, new developments in the ongoing pursuit of justice regarding Bastien's betrayal. But tonight belonged to this unexpected collaboration, this discovery of new territories both professional and personal.
I caught Victoria's eye as Alessio began to recover his composure, his body gradually reclaiming some of its usual controlled strength. "Same time next week?" I suggested, the question carrying more meaning than its simple words might suggest.
Her smile was slow and knowing, red lips curving with anticipation of possibilities yet to explore. "I'll clear my schedule."
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