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Chapter One 

The Faint played loudly from hidden speakers in the ceiling as Addison Sherridan wove her way 

through the crowd. Empty drink in hand she made her way to the bar, head bobbing to the music. She 

put  the  glass  down  and  waited  for  the  bartender  to  notice  her.  A  glance  around  the  room  showed 

bodies  everywhere,  writhing  against  each  on  the  dance  floor,  up  against  walls  and  in  dim  corners 

doing goddess knows what. The sight got her heart beating and her blood pumping. She reached into 

her cleavage and extracted a strawberry lollipop unwrapping it before popping it into her mouth. 

She swirled the stick on her tongue savoring the tart sweetness before turning her attention back 

to the bar. It was only midnight and already she felt tired. It had been a long week and this little club 

outing  was  her  only  means  of  release  since  she  had  broken  up  with  her  louse  of  an  ex-boyfriend. 

Tonight she wanted to dance, fuck and dance some more. If the guy was good maybe she wouldn’t be 

able  to  walk  out  the  club  without  assistance.  Just  the  thought  of  a  man  like  that  made  her  pussy 

clench with need. A smile spread across her lips and she made a mental note to thank her best friend 

Tara for recommending this club, it was just what she needed. 

It  had  been  so  long  since  she  had  sex  or  a  good  fucking  in  her  case,  that  she  almost  forgot  the 

sweet bliss of the afterglow. That wonderful floating sensation after a man had worked over her body 

so  thoroughly  that  every  bit  of  her  ached.  Her  legs  trembled  at  the  idea  of  finding  a  man  like  that 

tonight. She bit her lip to keep from letting out a needy whimper. A yearning so strong rose within her 

and her stomach clenched. It wasn’t just the sex she craved it was being tied down with buttery soft 

leather or the smoothest silk that gave her an extra burst of desire. 

Her moisture flooded her pussy and she had to clench her thighs to stave off the ache. With a deep 

breath, she closed her eyes and composed herself. She’d been single for a month. Addison refused to 

appear so desperate she’d fuck anyone or take anyone home with her. They would have to be so damn 

intriguing  she  couldn’t  resist  them  for  that  to  happen.  Tonight  would  be  about  meaningless  fucking 

and  a  few  orgasms,  that’s  it.  She  flagged  down  the  bartender  and  ordered  a  Dirty  Girl  Scout  and 

waited. An intense sensation on the back of her neck made her turn. Her gaze clashed with onyx eyes 

framed by dark lashes staring at her intensely. She swallowed as her heart picked up pace, thudding 

against her ribcage. 

Her  body  tightened  as  the  mystery  man’s  gaze  moved  lower.  His  look  was  like  a  soft  caress  on 

bare  skin.  She  suddenly  felt  naked,  as  if  the  plaid  red  mini  dress  she  wore  was  gone  leaving  her  in 

thigh  high  lace  top  black  fishnet  stockings  and  her  thigh  high  platform  stiletto  boots.  The  urge  to 

cover up was at war with the need to grab the attention of this mystery man. He was tall but not too 

tall. She guessed him to be about six feet give or take an inch. His black leather outfit encased his lean 

body like a second skin. She couldn’t even tell if it was all one outfit or two separate pieces. A glance 

down at his footwear showed her large black boots with silver bump toes and spikes that encircled the 

top of the shoes. 

Her gaze rose to take in his large hands encased in fingerless gloves. His thick fingers entranced 

her.  They looked rough. Just the thought of those digits touching her skin made her nipples tighten 

and press against the bodice of her dress. His hands tightened into fists and she looked up to take in 

his face, all angles, sharp cheekbones, hooded eyes framed by slashes of dark eyebrows. His skin was a 

deep bronze, as if he spent quite some time in the sun. A glance at his lips showed her lush, sensual 

lips that made her yearn to press her mouth to his. Long, wavy hair framed his face. 

The  man  reached  up  and  tucked  some  strands  of  hair  behind  his  ear  to  reveal  a  long  dangling 

feather shaped earring and a few silver studs. He started toward her. Addison’s heart pounded against 

her chest so loudly it almost drowned out the music playing overhead. She licked her lips nervously. 

Something  about  this  man  made  her  nervous,  scared.  Like  a  trapped  animal  she  looked  around 

desperate to escape. All she saw were bodies and dark metallic walls and leather couches everywhere. 

A hand took hold of hers and she yelped. An electrical charge rushed up her arm and heat flushed 

her body. She swallowed and looked up at him. Red sparks flashed in his bottomless gaze. 
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“Hello.” His voice was soft and yet he was heard above the loud music and murmurs of the crowd. 

He had an accent she couldn’t quite identify. For a brief second she was mesmerized by him. His eyes 

bore  into  hers.  He  pulled  her  to  him  and  she  stumbled  before  landing  against  the  hard  wall  of  his 

flesh. She looked up at him, surrounded by his heat and the scent of sandalwood and exotic spices. 

“I can give you what you need,” he purred. 

Her  legs  shook  and  pussy  tightened,  moisture  soaked  her  panties.  She  didn’t  doubt  that  for  a 

second. 


* * * 

Ba’al gazed down at the mysterious woman pressed against him. His body was on fire. Need the 

likes  of  which  he’d  never  known  pumped  through  his  veins.  His  balls  ached  for  release.  His  cock 

pressed against the leather breeches demandingly. She smelled of gardenias and sunshine. He wanted 

to  bury  his  hand  in  her  hair  and  kiss  her  full,  pouty  lips.  The  stick  of  the  lollipop  hung  out  of  her 

mouth. He reached up with his free hand to take hold of the stem and slip it out of her mouth before 

sliding it into his own. It tasted tart and sweet just like he hoped she would. He could just imagine his 

head buried between her thighs as he used the candy in a most wicked way. 

A dark grin curved his lips as his imagination took it to the next level with her strapped down on 

his  leather  bed  while  he  ate  her  out.  She  looked  up  at  him,  almost  helplessly,  as  if  she  too  was  

defenseless to fight the attraction that had risen up between them. 

“Come with me tonight, be with me,” he requested. Normally he would command but he doubted 

that  would  work.  This  mortal  needed  to  be  coaxed,  seduced.  She  was  obviously  tense  and  scared  of 

what  was  happening.  Despite  the  fire  burning  in  his  body  he  would  need  to  take  things  slowly  with 

her. 

He  watched  her  straighten  and  try  to  tug  her  hand  out  of  his  grip.  He  refused  to  let  go,  so  she 

reached out and pulled the lollipop out of his mouth and stuck it back into hers. Defiance glinted in 

her dark brown orbs. After a few moments she took the candy out of her mouth, slick with her saliva 

and he groaned. His cock jerked in his breaches as he pictured his cock glossy from her mouth. 

“First,  let  go  of  my  hand,  I  don’t  know  you  and  as  far  as  I  can  see  you  and  I  aren’t  crossing the 

street. Second, I doubt you could give me what I need, like you would know.” Her gaze looked up and 

down  again  and  fire  seared  him  from  that  visual  caress.  Despite  the  fact  that  she  was  basically 

dismissing him, he knew he didn’t imagine the heat in her gaze a few moments ago. She slipped the 

lolli back in her mouth. He watched in agony as she slipped it back out, with the tip of her tongue she 

flicked the round ball before curling her tongue around it and putting it back into her mouth. 

“Tease,” he purred, wincing slightly at how gruff his voice sounded. 

“No,  I’m  direct.  I  only  tease  when  I’m  on  top  and  I  have  my  man  strapped  down  to  my  bed.” 

Challenge flickered in her gaze and he grinned back at her. He doubted she could ever get him to do 

such a thing. 

“I  think  you  have  our  roles  confused,  it  will  be  you  who  is  bound  to  my  bed  and  awaiting  my 

pleasure.” He waited for her answer. Need rose up in her eyes before she composed herself to give him 

an amused look. 

“I  doubt  your  man  enough  to  try  it,”  She  stuck  the  lollipop  back  in  her  mouth  and  turned away 

from him to grab her drink. She downed it in one gulp and didn’t wince once. 

“What’s your name?” He asked, needing a name to go with such an intriguing minx. His mind was 

playing out so many delicious scenarios with her, he needed to know her name. 

“What’s your name?” She shot back. 

Ba’al couldn’t help but grin at her moxy. 

“Ba’al.” He bent down to whisper his name in her ear. “That will be the name you’ll be screaming 

tonight  as  I  fuck  you  senseless.    He  straightened  and  watched  a  small  tremor  run  through  her. 

Satisfaction swept over him at her response. She took in a deep breath and tossed her head back as if 

trying to show she was unaffected. “In your dreams,” she retorted. 

“My dreams, are nothing like this. They involve leather and bondage and you screaming my name 

as you come on my mouth, by my fingers and on my cock. I will take you to places no man ever has or 

ever will.” 
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She  snorted,  “Riiiight,  promises,  promises.  Look,  let’s  save  us  both  some  disappointment, 

especially me. Let go of my hand and I’ll pay my tab and go find someone who’s not all talk.” 

“The hell you will,” he growled. Anger rushed up hot and dark inside of him, surprising him with 

its  intensity.  Pushing  the  curious  emotion  aside  he  invading  her  personal  space  until  the  tips  of  her 

breasts pressed against his chest, “You belong to me tonight and only me.” 

He  watched  emotions  play  across  her  face  like  leaves  dancing  on  the  wind.  Ba’al  studied  her 

features.  From  the  moment  he  spotted  her  at  the  bar  she  had  entranced  him.  She  wore  a  red  plaid 

mini dress with a tight bodice that dipped to show enough cleavage but not too much. The skirt was 

black  and  flared  over  her  wide  hips.  Her  legs  were  encased  in  black  lace  top  stockings  that  peeked 

above thigh high black leather boots. Her hair was done up a haphazard bun with tendrils framing her 

oval face. She had clear milk chocolate skin with large, wide dark brown eyes, a small rounded nose 

and  full,  tempting  lips.  She  had  an  air  of  innocence  about  her  that  was  refreshing  when  contrasting 

with the jaded souls in the club. 

All of them could care less about who they went home with or what they did that night so long as 

they got off somehow. She on the other hand was not as blasé as she tried to appear to be. In fact he 

doubted  she  would  just  take  anyone  home  and  that  pleased  him.  Selective  women  were  so  few  in 

these modern times, he thought. One had to be very careful with all the diseases and irresponsibility 

going around. He shuddered to think of her with one of the other men currently floating around his 

club at the moment. 

“Look, Mr. Audacious, the only person I belong to is me, so if you want me you’ll have to take a 

number.” 

He  threw  back  his  head  and  laughed.  He  loved  her  spirit.  Unable  to  resist  he  bent his head and 

kissed her. The soft touch was supposed to be nothing more than a peck. The instant he had tasted the 

sweet  flavor  of  the  lollipop  on  her  lips  he  had  to  have  more.  The  kiss  became  bolder,  demanding, 

overpowering. He wanted her to toss aside these games and admit she wanted him just as much as he 

wanted her. Ba’al released her hand and buried his now free hand in her hair destroying her bun. He 

grabbed a handful of the silken tresses and tightened his grip to hold her head in place. 

She whimpered against his mouth and he took advantage of that opening to thrust his tongue in, 

stroking, teasing, and twirling with hers before exploring her mouth. He pulled back his head panting, 

heart  hammering  in  his  chest.  His  lungs  fought  to  get  air  in  as  he  tried  to  control  the  urges  raging 

through  his  body.  He  wanted  to  take  her  right  then  and  there.  Need  coursed  through  his  body 

enflaming him. His cock pressed against the fly of his breeches as his balls tightened. The murmur of 

the  crowd  around  him  reminded  him  of  where  they  were.  He  swore  in  his  mind.  No  one  but  him 

would see the treasures her body held or her private face when she came, no one but him. Without a 

word he released her hair and grabbed her hand. 

“Put her drink on my tab,” he called out to the bar tender, surprised by how hoarse he sounded. 

He pulled her through the crowd toward the employee exit. 

“What are you doing? Where are you taking me?” She yelled above the noise. 

“Somewhere we can be alone. I need to get to know you in private.” 

She tried to yank her hand out of his. “Let go. I don’t want to go anywhere with you.” 

He stopped and she crashed into him. Ba’al turned around. “Punishment one, lying to me.” 

Disregarding their environment, he dragged her over to a nearby couch, sat down and pulled her 

down with him. She ended up sprawled on his lap just where he wanted her to be. He pushed up the 

short skirt of hers to reveal a tiny, black, lace strap that disappeared between the rounded mounds of 

her  ass.  He  groaned  at  the  very  thought  of  fucking  her  ass.  His  cock  twitched  and  he  ignored  it. 

Focusing on giving her punishment he caressed on firm cheek before bringing his hand down to slap 

it hard. She cried out and wriggled, her hip rubbing against his erection torturing him. He continued 

her punishment, slapping each check. Her squirming turned into writhing and soft moans. 

“Stop, stop, please,” she pleaded. 

“No, not until you tell me your name,” he paused to caress the spots he had hit. He massaged the 

mounds in between strokes. 

“Addison, my name is Addison, now let me up.” 
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He  grinned  and  released  her.  Ba’al  watched  as  she  quickly  pushed  down  her  skirt  and  glared  at 

him. “What kind of freak are you?” 

He  stood  up  and  invaded  her  personal  space  again,  ignoring  the  eyes  watching  them.  “The  kind 

that will have you screaming his name long into the night.” 

He took her hand and pulled her through the crowd to the other side of the room. 

“Where are you taking me?” 

It  pleased  him  to  hear  her  not  asking  to  be  released.  Perhaps  he  had  gotten  to  her  on  a  carnal 

level. “Somewhere we can be alone.” 

After  that,  silence.  He  pushed  open  a  swinging  door  and  they  were  in  a  metallic  hallway.  The 

sounds  of  the  club  were  a  dull  thudding  that  slowly  faded  the  further  they  went.  After  entering 

another  door  the  scenery  changed  to  his  private  quarters.  Metal  turned  to  fabric  covering  the  walls. 

Gray,  silver  and  black  turned  to  various  shades  of  red,  orange,  black  and  gold.  Plants  were 

everywhere.  His  sanctuary  when  he  came  to  the  mortal  realm.  He  glanced  back  and  was  pleased  to 

note  the  awe  on  her  face  as  her  gaze  wandered.  Pillows  large  and  small  decorated  the  space  while a 

fountain bubbled at the center of the room. This was just the outer chamber. 

He  led  her  past  all  the  comforts  to  his  destination,  his  bedroom.  The  walls  were  lined  in  black 

leather with shelves of sex toys, and books among other things. The ceiling was decorated in mirrors. 

In the center of the room hanging from the ceiling by chains and anchored to the floor by more chains 

was his bed covered in a black leather spread and piled high with pillows. The floors were covered in 

deep pile oriental rugs. He let go of her hand and looked back to gauge her reaction. He walked over 

to the bed and crossed his arms. 

Ba’al waited for her to say something, anything. A smile quirked his lips as he watched her look 

around, mouth wide as she took in the room. He wanted to ask her if she liked what she saw. The need 

to  know  that  his  bedroom  pleased  her  was  insistent.  Instead  of  asking  he  unzipped  his  jacket  and 

shrugged out of it to reveal a black tank top. He threw his jacket away and walked over to his shelves 

of toys. 

He glanced back at her trying to determine what would suit her. Should he go hard or start off soft 

and  teasing?  He  selected  a  riding  crop  with  a  heart  shaped  leather  tip,  another  riding  crop  with  a 

feather  tip,  leather  restraints  for  her  wrists  and  ankles,  strawberry  flavored  lube,  a  vibrator,  anal 

beads and  some edible flavored body dust. He carried these items to the bed and laid them down. 

“So, you think you’re going to use all that on me?” 

He  looked  up  to  find  Addison  smirking  at  him.  Her  arms  were  crossed  pushing  up  her  breasts 

giving him a wonderful view of her cleavage. 

“Yes,” he replied simply. 

“I haven’t even said I’d do anything with you.” She paused. 

He gave her a devilish grin and stripped out of his top. Cool air brushed over his overheated skin. 

He tossed his top away and walked over to her. She was all fire and defiance. Ba’al couldn’t wait to get 

her into bed. He bent down to her petite height and smiled. “Yet, you haven’t agreed to do anything 

with me yet. Don’t worry. You will. I’m sure of it.” 

She took a step back showing her discomfort. “Sure of yourself are you?” 

Addison made her way around him, toward the bed. She picked up the riding crop and arched her 

brow at him. She stroked the implement with the palm of her hand. The very action sent a bolt of lust 

straight through him. His cock twitched as he watched the riding crop pass through her hand over and 

over. He wanted her hand on his cock stroking him, bringing him closer and closer to climax. A soft 

groan slipped from his lips and he swore silently when she smiled at him. 

“Mmmmm, perhaps maybe it won’t be me doing the screaming.” Her gaze dropped to the front of 

his pants and his cock jumped at the heated visual caress. 

“I will admit that you arouse me. That I won’t deny. Nor will I deny that at some time during the 

night I will be crying out your name but it will be you bound to the bed and screaming my name that I 

can guarantee.” 

She put the riding crop back on the bed and walked over to him. “Prove it.” 
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Chapter Two 

Addison’s  heart  threatened  to  beat  out  of  her  chest.  Arousal  coursed  through  body.  She  was 

nervous,  reckless,  yearning  and  intrigued  by  the  man  that  stood  before  her.  Not  once  during  her 

spanking had she felt humiliated that he was spanking her in public. In fact, she hadn’t really noticed 

until he stopped her “punishment”. It had only increased her desire for him with each slap of his hand 

on her ass. The fact that he had chosen some of her favorite toys increased the fever running through 

her  body.  He  was  dark,  mysterious,  dominating  and  undoubtedly  could  give  her  the  fucking  she 

yearned for. 

Her body felt so tight that she thought she was going to snap at any minute. An ache had started 

between  her  legs  and  her  breasts  yearned  for  his  touch.  She  trembled  remembering  the  way  he  had 

caressed her ass, so tender and possessive, as if she belonged to him. There was a phantom feeling of a 

collar  around  her  neck,  the  soft  leather  against  her  skin,  the  symbol  of  ownership,  his  ownership. 

She’d  never  really  been  too  keen  on  that  part  of  the  life  and  yet  standing  before  him  she  wanted  a 

piece of him at the end of the night, something to remember him by. His collar around her neck would 

be a reminder of what he had done to her and she didn’t want to forget one second of it. If he gave it to 

her, she could wear it and remember the night he owned her body. 

He strode toward her, confidant, arrogant, regal and sinfully delicious, like walking, dominating 

sex,  ready  to  fuck  her  senseless.  A  glance  at  his  crotch  showed  her  a  large  bulge  that  she  just  knew 

would stretch her to the point of pain and yet he would make it feel so good, she just knew it. 

“I will make it good for you, so good you’ll scream just by touch alone. I’ll make you come so hard 

you’ll  see the universe. I’ll send you to heaven and hell all in one night. You are mine, every inch of 

you will belong to me. I will fuck you and love you all night over and over again. Your pussy will be 

branded  by  my  cock.  No  other  man  will  please  you  the  way  I  can.  No  one  will  be  able  to  fulfill  the 

fantasies I know you have in that gorgeous head of yours. I am the master of your body. If you doubt 

me I’ll prove you wrong, no matter how long it takes, days? Weeks? Months? Years? No matter, but 

rest assured you will have no doubts in your mind who the hell you belong to.” 

She trembled at his words and the intensity in his eyes. 

“I bet your pussy is nice and tight for me and you’re wet, all because of me. I can’t wait to lap up 

that sweet cream of yours. Once I’m done fucking your pussy, I’ll fuck that glorious ass of yours and 

last your mouth. I want to watch those beautiful lips wrapped around my cock, sucking me so sweetly. 

And then we’ll do it all over again.” 

Her  legs  had  turned  to  jelly  and  she  was  having  trouble  standing.  It  was  so  hot  and  her  clothes 

were too tight. She couldn’t breathe. Escape, she had to get away but there was nowhere for her to go. 

She  was  sure  he  would  find  her  and  do  exactly  what  he  said  he  would.  It  was  arousing,  titillating, 

infuriating and sexy. She swallowed before responding. 

“So sure of yourself, huh? What makes you different? ” She took a step forward, this time invading 

his personal space. If they were of even height she could stare into his eyes and be nose to nose with 

him, instead she had to settle for looking up. His hand came up and he murmured to her in a foreign 

language. The words were tender and yet something about his tone made her think he wasn’t saying 

something  absolutely  filthy.  Heat  flushed  her  face  only  to  be  increased  when  the  rough  pads  of  his 

fingers touched her cheek. The contact was light at first before he took her chin in his fingers and bent 

his head, swiping her lips with his before stepping back. 

“I am very sure myself. You would be too if you knew what I did,” he gave her a mysterious smile 

that held dark knowledge and heated sensuality. 

She sounded out his name slowly. “Is that correct?” 

He  nodded.  “Good.  Now  that  we  know  each  other’s  names  shall  we  begin  our  night  together?  I 

know you want me and as I’m sure you’ve noticed, I can’t hide my desire for you.” 

Ba’al  reached  down  to  cup  his  erection,  stroking  the  large  bulge  slowly.  She  took  in  a  shaky 

breathe, wanting to see his cock and evidence of his desire. As if reading his mind he undid his fly and 

pushed down his pants to expose his long, thick cock to her gaze, a single pearlescent drop decorated 

the slit of his wide cockhead. She wanted to lap up that single drop, taste the salty sweetness of him. 
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He  took  hold  of  the  shaft  and  gave  himself  a  single  stroke,  swiping  his  thumb  over  the  mushroom 

head and crooked his finger at her. “Come, taste what you do to me.” 

Addison didn’t hesitate. She went to him and took hold of his wrist. Dipping her head she swiped 

her  tongue  over  the  pad  of  his  thumb.  She  felt  a  tremble  run  up  his  arm  and  smiled  before  taking 

another  swipe  and  then  scrapping  the  tip  with  her  teeth.  She  sucked  his  thumb  into  her  mouth, 

bobbing her head slightly. With a soft pop she released the digit and stepped back a smile played on 

her lips. She stuck the tiny ball of her lollipop in her mouth and bit down until the candy splintered. 

With  another  step  back  she  removed  the  stem  and  chewed  before  opening  her  mouth.  “Where’s  the 

trash can?” 

“I’ll dispose of that, you get undressed.” 

She  thought  about  defying  him,  instead  she  just  nodded  and  gave  him  the  stalk.  He  took  it  and 

then got completed undressed. It was so fast it was almost a blur, one minute he was partial dressed 

and  then  the  clothes  were  gone.  She  thought  she  had  imagined  it.  With  a  shake  of  her  head  she 

decided  she  had  dreamt  it  up  due  to  excitement.  A  glance  down  at  her  outfit  had  her  groaning.  She 

had chosen a halter style red plaid dress with tail and black silk skirt. It was easier to get in the dress 

than  out  of  it.  The  process  was  slow  and  at  times  her  fingers  stumbled  over  the  small  buttons  and 

hooks that kept the dress on. Once the dress was off she stood in just her underwear and boots. 

“Mmmm, very sexy but everything has to go but the stockings and boots.” He returned, his gaze 

taking in her nearly naked state. “In fact let me help you.” 

He walked toward her and stopped with just an inch between them. Without hesitation he undid 

the front clasp of her strapless bra and threw it away. Next he took the thin strings on the side of her 

panties  and  ripped  them  and  then  pulled.  The  rough  fabric  scratched  the  lips  of  her  pussy  sending 

delicious  sensations  through  her  body.    He  brought  the  now  scrap  of  lace  and  silk  to  his  nose  and 

inhaled deeply. “You smell delicious. I can’t wait to taste you. Get on the bed. I’m going to bind your 

arms and legs .” 

Her pussy clenched. He walked around her and stepped on something. A soft scrapping sound of 

stone against stone sounded and a small pedestal rose. Ba’al gathered up the sex toys and placed them 

on  the  platform.  He  then  shoved  the  pillows  off  and  gestured  to  the  bed.  She  climbed  on  without 

hesitation and lay down without being told. With a deep breath, trying to calm down her excited body, 

she  extended  her  arms  over  her  head  and  spread  her  legs  waiting  for  her  wrists  and  ankles  to  be 

encircled in the smooth, softness of leather. She closed her eyes and focused on the sensation of lying 

down on the cool, smooth leather, the soft musky scent of the fabric and the coolness of the room. 

The soft slap of bare feet signaled his approach. Her body tensed as anticipation ran through her 

body.  The  soft  tinkle  of  chains  sent heat ricocheting through her body. The snap of the bonds being 

closed  sounded  like  a  shotgun.  Her  body  jumped  before  she  told  herself  to  calm  down.  Her  heart 

pounded  against  her  ribcage  as  he  slipped  the  first  cuff  around  her  wrist.  She  didn’t  open  her  eyes, 

instead  she  focused  on  the  feel  of  the  leather  pressing  against  her  skin  the  heaviness  of  the  bond 

around her wrist. 

Next were her ankles and then her other wrist. A sense of excitement rose within her once she was 

fully  bound  to  the  bed.  She  opened  her  eyes,  lifted  her  head  and  watched  him  climb  on  the  bed. 

Addison was surprised to find the bed not swinging from side to side as he moved. As if reading her 

mind he said, “Very well bolted down by Hephaestus himself.” 

She wasn’t sure what to say so she remained silent. He seemed to catch what he said and shook 

his head. “Never mind, it’s now time to punish your defiance.” 

“It’s a bit hard to spank me like this,” she teased. 

“That wasn’t what I was thinking of spanking.” 

Heat rushed to her face and she swallowed. Her pussy clenched and moisture trickled out of her 

entrance. “You don’t mean…” 

Her voice trailed off at the thought of him using the riding crop on her pussy. He nodded his dark 

head and smiled. “Yes, but first I have to warm you up. I must say you look so decadent, like a sweet 

treat bound for my pleasure.” 

She  writhed  and  strained  against  her  bounds.  He  ran  his  hands  up  her  legs  and  she  cursed 

listening to him, wanting to feel his hands on her legs.  Expectation had her on a knife’s edge. Once 
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his hand made contact with the bare skin of her thighs she bucked off of the bed. A soft gasp fell from 

her lips. Pleasure ripped through her as his thumbs caressed the sensitive flesh of her inner thigh. She 

squirmed on the mattress, yearning, needing, wanting more of his touch. Her body was on fire and he 

was moving too slowly for her tastes. Her clit throbbed painfully. 

“Please,” she begged. Her voice was unrecognizable to her ears. So soft and husky, so filled with 

wanting and yearning. This is what he had done to her by voice, words and caress alone. Who was this 

man? She wondered. Addison sucked in a breath when his thumbs ran over the sensitive lips of her 

pussy. She trembled as tingles skittered through her groin to join the climbing heat of her body. Even 

the flicker of her tongue wetting her lips did nothing but help the anticipation build. He caressed her 

outer labia again causing her to jump. Soft strokes, so light they were a whisper of roughness on such 

a responsive area. 

She  wanted  more  than  just  his  touch.  It  was  just  a  tease,  a  precursor  to  what  was  to  come.  He 

parted her pussy lips, exposing the throbbing nub to the coolness of the room. Just a puff of warm air 

on her clit sent shots of electricity through her body. 

“Goddess!” 

He did it again and again, teasing, taunting her with a poor substitute for his fingers and mouth. 

Moisture trickled from her pussy.  Burning, incinerating and twisting tightly were the sensations she 

felt. It was like she was going to catch alit and break at the same time just on waiting for his next move 

alone. A soft touch of his thumb over the sensitive head of her clit sent jolts of pleasure through her. 

“Again, please, again,” Addison needed more of that touch. “More touch me again,” she pleaded. 

She  twisted  and  turned,  sweat  beaded  on  her  forehead  and  upper  lip  as  she  waited  for  yet  another 

caress.  He  didn’t  disappoint,  rubbing  the  bundle  of  nerves  again,  slowly  this  time.  He  circled  the 

aching bud slowly, increasing the pressure with each pass. 

“Yes,  yes,  just  like  that,”  she  moaned  as  she  tried  to  rock  her  hips  against  his  finger.  That  sole 

touch  was  her  world,  all  her  focus  was  centered  on  what  he  was  doing  to  her  clit.  Her  stomach 

clenched as an orgasm began to form on the horizon. He stopped and pinched her inner thigh causing 

her to yelp. 

“What the hell?” Her head rose and she looked down the line of her body to the man between her 

legs. He smiled up at her. 

“No moving.  I will stop every time you try to get yourself off understand?” 

She let out a frustrated cry in response causing him to chuckle. 

“Do you understand?” His tone was serious. To prove his point he pressed down on her clit and 

her pussy clenched. A soft cry fell from her lips. Movement, anything, she needed something whether 

it was his fingers or his cock she needed something to make her come. Pressure built inside of her but 

had no outlet, nothing to cause that sweet chain reaction for release. 

“Yes,” she nodded her head. “Please…” her voice trailed off. She wasn’t sure what to say or how to 

express what she wanted. 

“Please  what?  Touch  you?  Kiss  you?  Fuck  you?  Tell  me  what  you  want,  what  you  neeeed,”  he 

purred  dragging  out  the  last  word.  His  light  accent  made  his  words  sound  dark,  sinister  and  sexy. 

“Tell me,” he prompted. 

“I need…” she started. Her thoughts scattered as he released her clit. Heat spread upward and she 

moaned as a sense of pleasure took her. 

“Addison,  tell  me  what  you  want.”  The  bed  rocked  and  then  he  was  over her. His midnight hair 

hung  down  to  tickle  her  arms.  Even  that  small  sensation  sent  a  rush  of  pleasure  through  her.  He 

reached  out  and  grabbed  two  things:  the  riding  crop  and  the  edible  powder  before  he  moved  back 

down. 

She  swallowed  as  her  imagination  took  flight.  A  soft  moan  fell  from  her  mouth  as  her  mind 

formed images of his dark head between her thighs, teasing her pussy lips with the applicator before 

sucking, nipping and licking her sex. Her back arched, hips thrust up in the air, begging for him, for 

her fevered imaginings. 

Slap. She cried out at the sting of pain on her nether lips. Her body sank back onto the bed and 

she lifted her head to glare at him. 
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“No moving, I said. I also requested that you tell me what you want, what you need. You should be 

punished,  you’ve  done  neither.”  He  rubbed  the  stinging  flesh  slowly  turning  the  pain  to  pleasure 

before  using  the  riding  crop  to  slap  her  pussy  again.  Between  each  smack  was  a  soft  caress.  Heat 

flowed and ebbed through her body as pleasure built. The pain no longer mattered. Her orgasm curled 

tightly within her. Her frame shook with effort as she tried to stave of what was trying to burst forth. 

“No coming,” he growled. “You will take your punishment and come when I tell you too.” 

Addison whimpered, tears leaked from her eyes as the pressure inside built, higher and higher she 

climbed, so close to the edge and yet so far away. All she needed was a little push. He stopped slapping 

her with the crop. A tremor of pleasure washed through her as he caressed her labia. 

“So wet for me. Goddess, how I want to eat you but not yet. You haven’t earned it. I will let you 

rest for a bit.” The bed shook with his exit and she was left panting. Rivulets of sweat slipped over her 

body  teasing  her  with  the  soft  touches  she  craved  from  him.  She  was  one  pulse  point.  Her  heated 

pussy  throbbed  with  need.  The  building  orgasm  broke  apart  and  she  was  left  feeling  hollow  and 

unsatisfied. With her head resting on the bed she took in what had just happened. Small puffs of air 

slipped from her lips as she tried to ignore the restlessness within. Frustration was prevalent. 

He  returned  to  the  bed  and  she  hissed  when  a  hot  wash  cloth  was  placed  against  her  sensitive 

flesh. “Just a bit of a clean before I start the next phase of your punishment.” 

At the word punishment her pussy constricted, needing something to fill it. 

“Ba’al please…” 

“Please  what?”  He  continued  to  clean  her  sex  with  great  care.  The  roughness  of  the  washcloth 

over her clit caused a shard of electricity to run through her. He passed the fabric over the tightened 

nub  again  and  again  teasing  her  with  soft  strokes  without  giving  her  what  she  needed.  Another 

orgasm began to build only to be crushed when he stopped. She let out a frustrated shriek. 

“Fuck me!” She cried out. 

“Not yet, I’m in charge of this sweet body tonight. I intend to take you to heights of pleasure no 

other  man  could  possible  reach  with  you.  You  belong  to  me  tonight.”  He  stopped  cleaning  and 

climbed up her body to place a soft kiss on her lips before grabbing the lube and the dildo. Addison 

wasn’t sure whether to be scared or excited. 

“Have  you  ever  had  this  beautiful  ass  fucked?”  He  asked  as  he  released  the  bonds  holding  her 

ankles down. 

“Yes.” She didn’t want to think what he was about to do to her. 

“Not by me.” He climbed off the bed and released her wrists. “On all fours, now.” 

She didn’t hesitate to follow the command and quickly scrambled onto her hands and knees. He 

shackled her wrists first and then spread her legs out just a little bit more before he constrained her 

ankles.  Ba’al  climbed  back  on  the  bed  and  caressed  the  rounded  cheeks  of  her  ass.  “So  perfect,”  he 

murmured. “Perfect for spanking and fucking. I can’t wait to take this ass.” 

He gave her a sharp slap before she heard the flick of a top opening and phft sound. It wasn’t long 

before  she  felt  a  slick  finger  at  her  back  hole.  She  moved  her  hips  back  wanting  more  of  his  touch. 

Instead of giving her what she wanted he slapped her ass again before circling the puckered entrance 

slowly. “No moving. Your defiance makes me think you want to be punished again.” 

Her  pussy  gushed  fresh  cream  at  his  statement.  If  it  meant  coming  she  would  continue  to  defy 

him.  Before  she  had  a  chance  to  retort  he  slipped  one  slick  digit  into  her  tight  passage.  Burning 

started before pleasure began to build. He worked slowly pushing past the first ring before retreating 

and  then  pushing  further  in.  She  moaned  softly,  resisting  the  urge  to  fuck  herself  on  his  finger.  He 

withdrew the digit and added two slicked fingers. 

“More,” she pleaded. 

He slowly fucked her before withdrawing and adding a third finger, stretching her back passage, 

preparing  her  for  the  dildo.  She  wanted  his  cock  inside  of  her,  fucking  her  at  the  same  time  as  his 

fingers. 

“Please,  fuck  me,  Ba’al,  please,  I  need  your  cock  inside  of  me,”  she  moaned.  Her  hands  tried  to 

find purchase and grip the leather bed spread beneath her but it wasn’t loose enough for that. Instead 

she just gritted her teeth and held on. 
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“Not  yet,  you  haven’t  earned  a  good  fucking.”  He  withdrew  his  finger  and  she  felt  the  brush  of 

something slick and smooth against her back entrance. 

“Relax, sweet, just relax. I’ll go slowly.” 

Addison let her head drop and closed her eyes. She took slow deep breaths to prepare herself for 

what was to come. He pushed the blunt tip of the dildo in slowly before withdrawing. With each thrust 

it sunk further inside her. 

“You have no idea how watching this dildo sink inside of you is torturing me. Goddess, I want to 

fuck you here so badly,” his voice was a hoarse whisper that pleased her. He was just as aroused and 

tormented  as  she  was.  She  wanted  to  tell  him  it  could  be  him  if  he  would  just  stop  torturing  them 

both. Instead she kept silent. 

It  was  almost  as  if  he  read  her  thoughts  because  he  smacked  first  one  ass  cheek  and  then  the 

other. The momentary sting caught her off guard before heat replaced the pain. She moaned, her body 

shook  with  effort  to  stay  still.  He  spanked  her  ass  as  he  began  pulling  the  dildo  out  and  pushing  it 

forward.  Delicious  frissions  of  pleasure  began  to  build.  Her  body  rocked  with  each  stroke  and  slap. 

Another  orgasm  began  to  build  and  then  it  flitted  away  when  he  stopped  moving  completely.  Ba’al 

caressed  her  ass  softly  before  moving  back.  The  dildo  was  now  fully  inside of her. She gasped softly 

when the dildo was turned on and vibrations rippled through her, stimulating the walls of her ass and 

even her pussy. 

“Ba’al,”  she  moaned.  The  bed  rocked  and  his  hands  were  on  her  hips.  She  cried  out  at  the  first 

touch of his tongue on her pussy. He licked his way up one side of her labia and then the other. Her 

cunt contracted, moisture stained her thighs as he nibbled one thick lip before sucking the sensitive 

flesh  into  his  mouth.  He  transferred  his  attentions  to  her  other  plump  petal  while  slipping  first  one 

digit into her tight, slick channel. Her cunt contracted on the invading digit. He fucked her slowly as 

his mouth devoured her pussy with abandon. 

He withdrew his slick finger and inserted two, pumping the digits faster and faster in her aching 

cunt  while  his  tongue  delved  between  her  pussy  lips  to  flick  and  tease  her  clit.  Addison  shook  with 

effort as her orgasm grew. She bit her bottom lip to keep from crying out. It was so hard. Goddess she 

wanted  to  come  so  badly.  He  bit  her  clit  gently  and  she  cried  out  as  her  pain  and  pleasure  sensors 

flickered.  Her  pussy  clamped  down  on  his  fingers.  She  had  to  resist  the  urge  to  push  back.  Head 

bowed,  body  shaking  she  continued  to  endure  his  pleasurable  punishment  as  he  flicked  and  nipped 

her clit. Shots of electricity skittered through her system as her body tightened. 

“Please, let me come,” she begged. Droplets of sweat dripped off her nose and chin and slid over 

her back. His answer was to suck her clit into his mouth and slip his fingers from her aching cunt. She 

cried  out  when  he  took  hold  of  the  dildo  and  began  fucking  her  ass  with  it.  The  pleasure  nearly 

overwhelmed  her.  Her  back  passage  clenched  around  the  dildo  as  her  pussy  contracted.  Fingers  of 

heat rushed through her body as her orgasm coiled tighter and tighter within the pit of her stomach. 

“Goddess,” she moaned, “Please, let me come.” 

He released her hip and sunk three fingers into her tight, slick channel fucking her there too as he 

feasted  on  her  pussy.  So  full,  but  it  wasn’t  enough.  She  wanted  his  cock  inside  of  her.  Her  cunt 

grasped his fingers, a poor substitute for what she really needed. Heat built at the base of her spine as 

she was pushed closer and closer to coming. He sucked on the aching nub hard causing her to cry out. 

Harder and harder he fucked her with his fingers and the dildo. His mouth increased the suction on 

her  clit  before  he  bit  down.  Her  body  bucked  and  she  screamed.  Fire  exploded  through  her  body  as 

her  arms  and  legs  shook  from  the  intensity.  Her  vaginal  walls  rippled  around  his  fingers  before 

clamping down tightly on the digits, trying to draw them further inside her aching cunt. 

His name became a chant on her lips. She wanted more, needed more, yearned for him inside of 

her, deep inside of her, fucking her hard. 

“Ba’al please, fuck me, please,” she pleaded. 

He released her clit with a soft pop, flicked the sensitive head before giving her his answer. “No, 

that’s another punishment you’ve earned. You came without permission.” 

He withdrew his fingers from her pussy but didn’t turn off the dildo, instead letting it vibrate in 

her ass as he made his way off the bed. 
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“Spankings don’t work. Threats don’t work. Tell me, Addison what does?” His tone was hard, cold 

and distant. 

She feared he was angry. 

“I’ll just have to blindfold you then.” 

It was getting harder and harder to remain on all fours. Addison let a whimper fall from her lips 

as her muscles jumped, twitched and shook from her orgasm.  With a deep breath she tried to steady 

herself. If he blindfolded her it would only make things worse. Every caress, kiss, lick, thrust would be 

felt  tons  more  than  when  she  could  see  him.  That  would  only  make holding onto what little control 

she had that much harder. She didn’t know how submissives did it. 

“Or  perhaps  I  should  fuck  someone  else  while  you  watch?  One  of  the  other  woman  out there in 

the club, perhaps?” He came into view, his hand wrapped round his thick cock, pre-cum beaded at the 

tip,  beckoning  her.  The  phantom  taste  of  his  salty  sweetness  rushed  over  her  taste  buds  and  she 

whimpered only for the soft helpless sound to turn into a growl. 

“You  so  much  as  bring  someone  else  back  here  and  I’ll  rip  your balls off. You’re mine, tonight.” 

She was going to be the one coming tonight. Addison refused to watch someone else get what should 

rightfully be hers. After all the punishments, teasing and taunting, she refused to endure that kind of 

torture. 

He  bent  down  until  he  was  eyelevel  with  her.  His  hand  continued  to  stroke  his  cock,  crystalline 

trails  slipped  from  the  bulbous  head,  over  his  hand  and  down  the  flushed  shaft.  “Possessive  aren’t 

we?” 

She arched her eyebrow, “Not possessive, you promised me something and if you can’t deliver I’ll 

find someone else.” She tossed her head in defiance, damp tendrils of hair flew through the air to drift 

down and stick to her slick face. 

With  satisfaction  she  watched  his  eyes  flash and his cocky grin turn into a scowl, “No one fucks 

you but me, understand? You won’t find another man who can do what I can to you.” 

“Prove it,” she spat out. 

His grimace turned into a dark smile as his hand increased its pace on his thick cock, “Gladly, but 

first suck my cock. That will be your punishment.” 

She opened her mouth wide waiting for the feel of his shaft to slip into her mouth. The dildo in 

her ass began to move. A cry of surprise was muffled when he slipped his thick cock into her mouth. 

“Hope you don’t mind, I called a servant to join us. He will be working the dildo while you suck 

me off.” 
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Chapter Three 

Ba’al was losing his mind. Her mouth on his dick was driving him to the point of no return. Any 

moment  he  expected  to  spill  his  seed  in  her  mouth  and  disgrace  himself.  Her  mouth  felt  so  good 

around his cock. He had been waiting so long to get inside of her in any way shape or form, almost too 

long. When he had been finger fucking her pussy and eating her out he’d almost jerked off while doing 

it. The taste of her was intoxicating. The feel of her cunt clenching around his fingers nearly drove him 

to stop punishing her and sink balls deep inside of her hot, slick channel. Instead he’d held fast and 

now he was being tested again. 

She increased the pressure around his cock as her tongue caressed the underside of his shaft. He 

grabbed a handful of her hair and tried to hold her head still as he fucked her mouth. It didn’t work so 

well. When he withdrew until just the crest of him remained she lapped at the head, moaning softly. 

The  vibrations  shot  straight  to  his  balls,  tightening  further  as  the  tingles  at  the  base  of  his  spine 

increased. Fire lapped its way through his body as he came closer and closer to coming. 

He made the mistake of looking down. Just the image of her full, puffy lips around his cock made 

him want to spill in her mouth. Groaning he thrust faster in her mouth. When she relaxed her throat 

and swallowed him he swore at the feel of those muscles clenching around him so sweetly. “Fucking 

hell.” 

He withdrew and tried hard not to thrust too hard or too fast. Pressure built within him, further 

and  further  toward the precipice it shoved him until he was sure he would go over the edge. With a 

growl he withdrew from her mouth. Breathing hard he looked down at her. She only looked back at 

him, desire flaring in her dark chocolate gaze. 

“You’ve earned a fucking and by the gods I need you.” 

Triumph appeared in her eyes before the look disappeared. He barked an order for his servant to 

leave  them  and  he  took  his  place  back  on  the  bed.  Ba’al  took  hold  of  her  hips  and  with  one  thrust 

found himself in the tight, wet depths of her pussy. The pleasure nearly overwhelmed him as her walls 

contracted around his cock. Releasing one hip he took hold of the dildo and fucked her with it as he 

thrust into her pussy, slowly at first before building up speed. 

“Goddess your pussy feels good around my cock,” he groaned. 

“Ba’al,” she moaned. 

“Do  you  like  that,  my  minx?  Does  it  make  you  feel  good  that  I’m  fucking  you  in  the  ass  and 

pussy?” 

“Yes.” 

“Just  think  we  have  the  whole  night  ahead  of  us.  The  possibilities,”  he  murmured  roughly.  His 

cock jerked in her tight channel at the very thought of spending all night with her doing nothing but 

fucking. “Do you want that Addison, do you want to fuck me through the night.” 

His  response  was  a  low  groaned,  “yes,”  that  pleased  him.  She  rocked  her  body  against  his  hips. 

Instead of punishing her for moving without permission he only thrust into her faster. “I want you to 

come for me, Addison, come for me hard.” 

That was all it took. Her pussy rippled around his cock before clenching. Her body shook as she 

screamed his name. On a roar he stopped fucking her ass and took hold of both hips. Holding her still 

he fucked her hard, pounding into her pussy. His cock head hit her cervix with each stroke. 

“Fuck me Ba’al, fuck me harder, oh goddess, this feels so good,” Her body quaked and she came 

again. Fire shot up his spine as his balls pulled tighter to his body. He came on a roar, emptying his 

seed  deep in her pussy. He didn’t stop thrusting until his balls were empty. Spots danced before his 

eyes as his mind became swathed in cotton. With a grunt he withdrew from her cunt. Not bothering to 

manually  unlock  her  from  the  leather  cuffs  he  flexed  his  power.  With  superhuman  speed  he  caught 

her  before  she  fell  to  the  bed  and  laid  her  down  gently  and  pulled  out  the  dildo,  tossing  it  onto  a 

nearby chair. 

“There, there, minx, I’ve got you,” he murmured. Despite his exhaustion he managed to summon 

a  blanket  and  cover  them  both  before  curling  up  beside  her.  A  small  thought  intruded  on  the  sleep 

threatening  to  consume  him.  She  fits  perfectly  against  my  body.  With  that  musing  he  let 

unconsciousness slip over him as he cradled her body against his. 
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Ba’al  awoke  with  a  start  when  he  felt  a  presence  in  the  room.  Groggy  he  woke  to  find  the  room 

alight  completely  and  one  of  his  servants  holding  a  parchment.  Instead  of  releasing  Addison  he 

beckoned the man closer and took the message. With a nod of his head he dismissed the servant and 

unrolled  the  scroll.  He  let  out  a  soft  humph,  Cupid  and  Bacchus  wanted  to  rent  his  club  for  a  party 

they were throwing.  Ba’al sent a mental message of approval to the person in charge of booking the 

club and set the parchment aflame before curling back around Addison. He flexed his powers again to 

dim the lights. 

The next time he awoke his arms were empty. Sitting up suddenly he looked around the room and 

was  relieved  to  spot  Addison  walking  around  the  room  wearing  her  dress  again  much  to  his 

annoyance. 

“Bathroom,” she said softly. 

He threw back the covers and took her hand, guiding her to a small concealed door. Ba’al pushed 

a small square and the door slid open. “Don’t take too long, I have plans to fuck your ass while I watch 

you touch yourself.” 

His  response  was  a  grunted,  “Pervert,”  before  the  door  closed  behind  her.  He  smiled,  his  heart 

constricting  at  the  thought  of  spending  more  time  with  her.  With  a  flex  of  his  powers  the  leather 

bedding  changed  to  satin.  The  walls  scones  turned  to  flickering  candles  and  the  toys  on  the  wall 

changed. He grabbed some condoms and chose another dildo, a thicker one with a clit stimulator. He 

flicked the on button and watched the sex toy vibrate. “Perfect.” 

“What is?” 

He jumped and whirled around to find her directly behind him. Her hair was now down around 

her face, hanging past her shoulders in glossy dark brown waves. Her face was free of makeup making 

her look younger and softer. He couldn’t stop himself. He reached up and caressed her face, watching 

in  pleasure  as  she  turned  toward  his  touch.  His  thumb  caressed  her  plump  bottom  lip.  A  shock  of 

electricity went straight up his arm when her tongue darted out to flick his finger. 

Uncomfortable with the sudden feeling of not wanting to let her go just yet he stepped back and 

held up the vibrator. “This little toy. I want you to use it while I’m fucking that sweet ass of yours.” 

She held out her hand and he gave it to her. He groaned as she wrapped a small hand around the 

thick shaft and pumped it slowly. His cock twitched against his stomach at the thought of her giving 

him a hand job. With a swallow he walked around her and headed for the bed. “Join me.” 

“No holding me down this time?” Her lips quirked in a smile and he couldn’t help but respond. 

“Not this time, it would be kind of awkward to fuck your ass in the position I have in mind with 

your legs bound. Besides how can you fuck yourself with your hands tied?” 

She laughed and got undressed, fully this time. “I suppose your right.” 

Once naked, she joined him on the bed. 

“Lie down,” he said softly. She did as he asked and spread her legs so he was between them. 

“You look beautiful,” his voice was filled with a reverence he couldn’t describe. Something about 

her called to him. Shaking off the urge to get to know her after this night was over he quickly sheathed 

himself in a condom and grabbed the lube. He quickly worked the slick substance over his cock. He 

grabbed  her  hips  and  pulled  her  onto  his  lap.  Ba’al  plunged  his  fingers  into  her  back  entrance.  He 

slowed  worked  her  tight  passage  inserting  first  one  finger,  then  two  and  finally  three.  After  a  few 

strokes  he  would  pull  out  and  scoop  out  more  lube  and  reinsert  the  digits.  She  writhed  on  his  lap, 

rocking her body against his fingers. Once he felt she couldn’t take much more he withdrew the digits 

and  positioned  himself  at  her  anus.  He  thrust  slowly  inside  of  her  pushing  past the first ring before 

withdrawing and pushing forward again. 

Ba’al  took  his  time,  watching  his  cock  sink  between  her  rounded  cheeks  before  pulling  out  and 

thrusting  forward.  He  took  his  time,  ignoring the ache of his balls or the need riding him hard. Her 

back passage clenched around his cock tearing a groan from his lips. Once he was fully seated within 

her he stopped. “Touch yourself, minx let me watch you as you pleasure yourself for me.” 

She  didn’t  waste  time.  Her  long,  delicate  fingers  traced  a  path  between  her  breast,  over  her 

stomach  and  down  to  part  her  pussy  lips,  exposing  her  clit  to  his  heated  gaze.  She  rubbed  the  nub 

slowly before increasing the pace. “Fuck me Ba’al, fuck me hard,” she urged. 
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Addison’s eyes drifted half closed, her dark brown gaze locked behind black lashes. He rocked his 

hips against her ass, using short strokes to tease them both. 

“Please, Ba’al fuck me harder,” she pleaded as her fingers moved faster on her clit. 

He stopped, “Use the vibrator now, fuck yourself with it.” 

Her inner walls constricted him tearing a moan from his mouth.  He watched as she slipped the 

vibrator  into  her  pussy.  A  soft  groan  fell  from  his  lips  as  he  remembered  her  slick,  tight  heat.  A 

sensation rippled over his cock as he felt the sex toy pushing up inside of her. When she turned on the 

vibrator  they  both  cried  out.  His  balls  pulled  closer  to  his  body  pushing  her  closer  to  orgasm.  He 

withdrew and slammed into her ass fucking her hard as she used the vibrator. It was a feeling unlike 

any he had ever experienced. So much pleasure it was painful as the toy pushed forward and retreated 

inside of her, caressing his cock with its ridges and vibration through the thin membrane. She fucked 

herself faster and faster matching his pace thrust for thrust. 

Addison was the first come. Her legs shook and she screamed out his name as her back passage 

constricted,  gripping  his  cock  tightly  as  her  body  quivered.  He  withdrew  and  thrust  into  her  once, 

twice,  three  times  before  he  came  crying  out  her  name.  When  it  was  all  over  exhaustion  descended 

upon him once again. He withdrew from her tight ass and took the dildo out of her pussy. On shaky 

limbs he climbed off the bed disposed of the condom and put the dildo in a small bin to be cleaned. 

He made a mental note to do the same with the other toy. 

Slowly he made his way back onto the bed and curled his body around hers, pulling her as tightly 

against  him  as  possible.  Again,  he  used  his  power  to  produce  a  blanket  from  thin  air  to  cover  them 

both before falling asleep. 


** * 

Addison awoke to a hot body pressing against hers. She snuggled toward that warmth and sighed. 

Her  body  ached  pleasantly  and  she  couldn’t  possibly  think  of  getting  out  of  bed  just  yet.  A  soft 

chirping  started  and  for  a  second  she  couldn’t  understand  what  that  sound  was  until  it  dawned  on 

her:  her  cell  phone.  Reluctantly  she  crawled  out  of  bed  toward  the  noise.  She  picked  up  one  of  her 

boots and flicked open the small pouch at the top of the shoe. Relief swept over her when saw it was 

still  okay  after  what  they  had  done.  She  couldn’t  believe  she  had  forgotten  about  it.  The  brightly  lit 

screen  showed  her  that  it  was  four  thirty  in  the  morning  and  she’d  missed  her  friend  Tara’s  call. 

Worry ate at her as he hit speed dial. 

Tara  wouldn’t  be  calling  if  it  wasn’t  important.  Her  friend  picked  up  on  the  first  right.  Audible 

sniffling could be heard. 

“Tara?” 

“Could you come get me? I’m at Tim’s we had a fight, it’s over.” 

Addison’s gaze wandered over to the bed to a sleeping Ba’al.  Sighing silently she closed her eyes 

and said, “Sure, be there in ten.” 

She  dressed  quickly  while  searching  for  a  notepad  to  scribble  down  a  good-bye.  Finding  a  flyer 

with some local band on it she went in search of pen. Once she acquired that, she quickly wrote out a 

short note explaining things and then left it on the pillow she had slept on. Unable to resist she gave 

him a kiss on the forehead and whispered a soft thank you. Despite the way her body protested and 

how wobbly she felt she couldn’t hide the smile of satisfaction. As she left the club two gorgeous guys 

gave her a wolf whistle as she made her way to her car. 

Instead  of  rolling  her  eyes  she  just  grinned  wider.  She  hoped  she  would  run  into  Ba’al  the  next 

time she went to The Cave. 
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Chapter Four 

One Week Later… 



Addison groaned and reached for her coffee only to wince. It was now cold and not as appetizing 

as it had been a few hours ago. With a groan, she stood up and headed for the pot hoping some fresh 

coffee was available. Her muscles protested each movement. No amount of aspirin or standing under 

a spray of hot water could make her feel any better. Every time she closed her eyes her mind would 

replay the events of the weekend in crystal clear detail. Her body would flare to life with need and her 

pussy would clench. 

How she got from one end of the room to the other she wasn’t sure but she once at the counter she 

let  out  a  frustrated  groan.  No  more  coffee  left.  She  did  however  spot  a  flyer  for  a  party  the  coming 

weekend. Ba’al. She groaned feeling pathetic. He was like a drug. She craved his cock as much as she 

craved his presence. He was arrogant, demanding and oh so sexy to match wits with. She missed his 

voice, the soft sound rough, lightly accented tone made her knees weak with wanting to hear it again. 

Head  down  she  began  the  process  of  making  coffee.  Her  eyes  kept  glancing  at  the  flyer.  It  had 

been  there  this  morning  when she went out to get the paper just like the first advertisement for the 

party on Saturday. Her vision blurred for a second and she groaned. Sleepless nights were turning her 

into a zombie and she hated it. She was incapable of working when she was like this. With a sigh she 

made more coffee and studied the flyer. It was for some kind of love fest or something. Partiers had to 

dress up in their sexiest outfit. There were prizes for the raciest ensemble. 

Her thoughts flew up to her closet, she did have a sexy little mini dress in black leather and lace 

but she didn’t really think she could pull it off. The thing barely covered her ass, there was no way she 

was going to wear it to the club. On the other hand if Ba’al was there…She shook her head, pushing 

away the thought. Addison didn’t want to turn into the girl that waited by the phone or haunted the 

places  her  ex  hung  out  at.  Not  that  Ba’al  was  her  ex  but  to  her  it  would  be  just  like  that  situation. 

Going to the club they met at for the sole purpose of hoping to bump into him was not her. 

Besides,  what  they  shared  had  been  a one night stand, a mind blowing one night stand that she 

still felt the effects of but a one night stand none the less. She wasn’t the type of person to believe that 

something like that could turn into a relationship of some kind. Her coffee maker gave a soft ding and 

she pulled herself out of any scenario where she bumped into Ba’al accidentally. 

Besides there was the little thing of him being a God and all that. She may not have put two and 

two together that night but some talking to Tara told her everything she needed to know. Tara was a 

demigoddess, her father was unknown but her mother was mortal. Tara told her everything there was 

about Ba’al including myth and fact. After their little tête-à-tête, she doubted Ba’al would want to be 

with her, he was a flavor of the week kind of guy. 

Addison, when it came down to it, wanted a relationship with someone who got her in and out of 

the bed. Going to The Cave had been about relieving stress, getting laid and letting go. When she got 

home she had found ten messages, all from her ex. She deleted them and tended to her friend. Now a 

week later and alone with her thoughts, she decided it was time to truly move on and date again. With 

a grin she decided to call the cute delivery guy who had asked her out a few days ago. 


* * * 

Ba’al stared at the dance floor of his club and wanted to rip Cupid’s wings off. Every inch of the 

leather and metal was covered in red silk and velvet. It looked like a room straight out of some very 

tacky porn. He glared at one of his managers, “Change it,” he barked before striding off to deal with a 

wrong delivery. 

Ever since he woke up alone last week he’d been on edge. He’d wanted to be with Addison again, 

give her a proper good-bye instead he got flimsy note saying she had to go help a friend, at five in the 

morning? He snorted. In his opinion she could have woken him up and told him what was going on. 

“What  the  hell  is  wrong  with  you?”  Cupid  came  up  to  him,  a  cheeky  smile  on  his  face.  Ba’al 

wanted to smack him. Instead he drew in a deep breath. 

“You  turned  my  club  into  a  porn  set,”  he  said  as  calmly  as  he  could,  his  accent  becoming  more 

pronounced with each careful syllable. “Change it back.” 
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“Come on, that’s the fun in it all. It’s supposed to be that hideous and cheesy. Have a little fun will 

ya.” Cupid made the mistake of smacking his arm and Ba’al growled and grabbed his arm. He pulled 

the god close and pointed to the dance floor. “That is not fun. Not even close. Change it back to the 

way it was or I will be using the feathers from your wings as pillow stuffing.” 

He let go and watched Cupid, who had visibly paled, straighten his jacket. 

“Shit man you need to get laid, seriously.” 

Ba’al’s  only  response  was  to  growl.  Cupid  let  out  a  nervous  chuckle  and  snapped  his  fingers. 

“There all fixed back to your chrome and leather. With a few additions.” 

Ba’al  turned  around  and  blinked.  The  glass  scones  were  replaced  by  real  flickering  candles.  The 

scent of jasmine permeated at the air. The pillows on the couches were now covered in dark red silk 

and  the  dance  floor’s  black  and  silver  marble  was  now  clear  glass  which  showed  water  underneath. 

Ba’al  blinked  it  was  better  than  it  had  been  before  but  he  wasn’t  sure  if  he  liked  this  new  room 

arrangement. 

Shoulders  sagging  he  trudged  toward  his  office.  He  knew  the  real  reason  he  was  on  edge  he 

wanted  to  see  Addison  again.  Out  of  all  the  mortals  he’d  ever  been  with  she  had  been  the  most 

responsive  to  him.  She  gave  herself  up  to  him,  hiding  nothing.  He  could  still  remember  her  face  in 

passion,  in  the  afterglow  and  relaxed  while  at  rest.  Those  faces  haunted  his  dreams  and  waking 

moments. Sometimes he would catch the phantom of her scent in the air before it disappeared. 

There were moments he thought he’d heard her voice only to find it was someone else. He wasn’t 

sure what was going on with him. It had been meant to be a one night stand not something that was 

beginning to look like an obsession. Most mortal women meant nothing to him. Just a way to scratch 

an itch. Perhaps it was her defiance, spunk and spirit that had moved him. She didn’t hesitate to push 

him when he pushed her. It had been refreshing, adding to her sex appeal. 

His cock jerked when he remembered the fire in her eyes, such bold desire. It made him wonder 

why she had been at his club alone. Most women who showed up were usually with someone or a few 

some  ones.  They  came  to  his  club  for  seduction  and  to  fuck.  There  were  other  rooms  in  the 

establishment  to  indulge  almost  every  desire.  The  space  they  had  used  was  his  own  personal  room 

designed by him with his tastes in mind. 

He didn’t normally bring anyone back there unless they were truly special, which meant it rarely 

got  used.  Ba’al  was  pulled  out  of  his  thoughts  by  the  door  slamming  open.  His  niece  Tara  came 

strolling in. A smile spread across his lips. He rarely got to see her now that she was grown. 

“I’ve  held  my  tongue,  said  nothing  but  I  can’t  anymore.  I  cannot  believe  you  fucked  my  best 

friend.” 

He blinked. “Excuse me?” The smile faltered from his lips. 

“You fucked my best friend, Addison, she was at the club on Saturday and you had sex with her, 

how could you?” She crossed her arms over her chest and glared at him. A toss of her head sent her 

ink black hair sliding over her shoulder. Her dark brown eyes narrowed as he just stood there staring 

at her. 

“Well, what do you have to say for yourself?” She demanded, foot tapping. 

“Addison is your best friend?” He jogged his memory trying to figure out if he had met her. No, 

nothing was coming up. 

“Yes,” she hissed, “Has been since my last one decided to fuck my boyfriend, in my bed.” 

“Tara, I hadn’t met her before Saturday,” he started, “In fact you never introduced us.” 

He began to describe her just to be sure they were talking about the same person. Tara blinked. 

“Um, yes, that’s her. Oh crap.” She hung her head, looking very guilty. “I didn’t introduce you did I?” 

She sighed heavily and went and sat down in the visitor’s chair. 

“What do you mean by “oh crap”? What did you do?” 

“Before I go any further, you have to tell me if the reason you’re acting like a bastard to everyone 

is because you miss her or your suffering from male PMS.” 

“What?” 

“Just tell me is it because of her or not,” Tara demanded. 

“I do miss her and I did want to get to know her,” he started. She cut him off. 
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“Good enough. I think she misses you too.” Tara then began to tell him the awful truth where she 

had  painted  him  in  a  hideous  light  to  Addison.  “I  laid  it  on  really  thick.  It’s  just,  you  don’t  do 

relationships. You throw women away like tissue. I didn’t want her getting all hooked on you and then 

crying over you.” 

Ba’al held back his temper. He could see her point very clearly but that didn’t stop the emotions 

from  roiling  around  inside  of  him.  Now  he  would  never  have  the  chance  to  see  her  even  if  he  had 

wanted too. She would think him a cad, which he was. He sighed heavily. “I’m never going to see her 

again, am I?” 

If  he  were  honest  with  himself,  she  scared  him.  She  struck  up  emotions  in  him  he  couldn’t 

identify. He wanted to explore the effect she had on him. 

“Look, Uncle Cupid is throwing a party right for whatever reason. I’ll drag her here and we’ll see 

where it goes, but,” she held up a finger, her eyes glittering with determination, “If she doesn’t want to 

see you and move on then you stay away got it? Her last boyfriend was an asshole and well… Sorry but 

you can be too.” 

He laughed and nodded, “Fine and please don’t assume to know what I’ll do when I see her. I will 

try  to  refrain  from  acting  like  a  bastard,  can’t  promise  I  won’t  carry  her  out  of  the  room  for  a  chat 

though.” 

Tara glared at him and he laughed. They began to hatch a plan to get Addison back to the club. 


* * * 

Addison tugged down the short skirt of the leather mini dress and glared at Tara. She had said she 

didn’t  want  to  come  to  The  Cave  but  Tara  used  her  need  to  blow  off  steam  as  an  excuse  to  drag 

Addison  with  her.  Truth  be  told  she  needed  a  good  night  out  on  the  town  after  her  date  with  the 

delivery  guy  went  bust.  He  had  been  using  her  to  get  back  at  his  ex  by  asking  her  out  to  the  same 

restaurant  his  ex  was  a  chef  in.  Pissed  beyond  belief  at  being  used  she’d  dumped an entire bottle of 

Grace Family Vineyards Cabernet 2006 in his lap and walked off. 

Now  she  found  herself  paying  for  her  anger,  wearing  a  too  tight,  too  short  dress  and  heels  that 

were making her wobble. She clung to Tara’s arm tightly as her friend guided her through the crush of 

the crowd. The main dance floor looked different, soft somehow. She didn’t have time to take in the 

changes when they found themselves at the bar. The bartender smiled at her. Before she could order a 

nice, safe Mojito Tara answered for her. “She’ll have a Hard Dick and I want a Kinky Orgasm.” 

Addison’s  face  flushed  with  heat  and  she  glared  at  her  friend.  Tara  in  turn  just  shrugged.  “Oh 

goddess, come to mama.” 

Addison  tried  to  see  what  her  friend  was  look  at  behind  the  bar  when  she  spotted  a  tall,  blond, 

gorgeous specimen of man making his way toward them. He wore nothing but a loin cloth and large 

wings  that  actually  flapped.  He  had  rugged  looks  that  gave  his  face  character  rather  than  make him 

pretty. She could see what Tara saw in him. “Go for it,” she encouraged. Tara looked torn. 

Addison didn’t mind some alone time at the bar. Perhaps she would find someone to help take her 

mind off of Ba’al. Speak of the devil. He made his way through the crowd wearing nothing but leather 

pants  and  boots.  She  swallowed  hard.  Her  body  flushed  with  heat  and  she  forgot  how  to  breathe. 

When her drink was put next to her she reached out and took a large swig almost choking on the after 

burn. Eyes tearing up she tried to regain control of herself. He didn’t even stop to talk to her instead 

he walked right past her to a curvaceous redhead two seats down from her. It was as if he didn’t even 

recognize her. Granted she was wearing something she wouldn’t normally wear and her make-up was 

more extreme. 

Mentally  throwing  her  hands  up  in  the  air,  she  sighed.  Addison  knew  she  was  trying  to  find 

excuses  for  why  he  hadn’t  noticed  her  instead  of  telling  herself  the  obvious,  she  had  served  his 

purpose and it was time to move on. As much as she would have liked some acknowledgement on his 

part,  a  friendly  hello,  ignoring  her  was  hurtful.  Realizing  she  wasn’t  going  to  get  the  blow  off steam 

night she had planned, she paid for hers and Tara’s drinks and moved away from the bar disappearing 

into the crowd of people. 

As  she  grabbed  her  jacket  from  coat  check  she  let  out  a  soft  sigh.  She  felt  ridiculous  and 

embarrassed. “At least I didn’t throw myself at him.” 
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She shrugged into her jacket and stepped outside intent on calling a taxi. It was only ten at night 

and there was still activity on the streets. A cold wind picked up, pulled at the open edges of her coat. 

With  her  head  bent,  she  trudged  down  the  street  intent  on  getting  to  a  small  café  she  knew  before 

going home. She’d call a taxi from there. Her heel caught on an uneven section of pavement and she 

wobbled  before  falling  toward  the  ground.  Her  descent  was  stopped  by  a  pair  of  arms  wrapping 

around her midsection and righting her. 

Panic  ensued  as  she  struggled  to  break  free  worried  that  the  person  had  ulterior  motives.  Once 

freed  she  stumbled  back  and  turned  to  find  herself  confronted  with  the  very  man  she  was  trying  to 

leave behind. Ba’al stood before her shirtless, his face contorted in anger. 

“What the hell are you doing out here? In that?” He demanded. 

She looked at him in confusion, “I’m going home and last I checked I wear what I want. Why are 

you out here without a coat?” 

“Come back to the club,” he said not answering her question. 

“No,  I’m  going  home.  I  shouldn’t  have  gone  to  the  club.”  She  turned  to  continue  on  to  the  café 

when he grabbed her hand. 

“No, you’re going back to the club with me, besides we have to talk.” 

“About?” She looked toward the café, wanting a coffee and just to go home and crawl into bed. It 

should have pleased her that he had noticed her leave. Instead it only brought up confusion. Emotions 

she couldn’t identify swirled around in her head. 

“I want to talk about Saturday.” 

“It was a one night stand, that’s it. What’s there to talk about it?” 

“Can we please talk about this inside of the club?” His face softened and she sighed. It was cold 

and she could have one more round before she went home. What harm could it do she asked herself? 

Instead of leading her to the bar he took her hand and guided her to the back of the club again, this 

time they went into an office. 

“Please  sit  down.”  He  gestured  to  an  empty  visitor’s  chair  while  he  began  to  pace.  She  watched 

him in apprehension unsure of what to say. 

“When I woke up and found you gone, I was upset. I wanted to spend more time with you, get to 

know you a bit more before you left. I felt that your note was a cop out so you wouldn’t have to see me. 

Tara told me it was she who called. You see, Tara is my niece. It’s a long story. Anyway, I just wanted 

to say to you that I can’t stop thinking about you. I don’t know what happened between us but I want 

more of it.” He turned to her and her breath caught in her throat at the raw emotion on his face. 

She swallowed, pleased that she wasn’t alone in the not knowing part. 

“Will you give me a chance…,” His voice trailed off as if not sure what to ask for. 

“Do  you  really  want  a  chance  with  me?  Tara  told  me  about  your  track  record  with  women, 

especially mortal women. I refuse to start something and then have you say you’re tired of it. I don’t 

like playing games. Besides, I just got out of a lousy relationship. I don’t want to go into another one 

just because you want a convenient fuck. If you want a friends-with-benefits kind of thing let me know 

now and I would be okay with that.” She knew she was lying, she wasn’t sure she’d be okay with that 

at all. There were too many emotions to sort through. 

Despite his confession it was still confusing, to want to be with someone after having known them 

after such a short period of time. To attach such value to them when you’re only connection to them 

was just sex. 

“We’ve had sex, basically. Really good sex but that’s it. And I’m confused about how I feel about 

you. I just don’t understand it, this, whatever.” She threw her hands up in the air in hopes that it could 

clarify something, anything, it didn’t. 

“Neither do I but I know that I can’t stop thinking of you or remembering our time together. Can’t 

we  just  explore  first?  See  where  things  lead?”  He  dropped  to  his  knees  and  the  impact  of  the  scene 

before her blew her away. She could see this was a man who did not get on his knees. He was proud, 

arrogant and cocky but he didn’t beg. 

The move wasn’t so much begging as opening himself in a dramatic way, at least that’s how she 

saw it. 

“What are you trying to prove to me? Why are you on your knees?” 

~21~ 



“I’m trying to show you…to be open with you. I don’t know.” Confusion flitted across his features 

like leaves in the wind before they were gone. “Why are you making this so hard?” 

He  tilted  his  head  to  the  side,  dark  eyes  narrowed  as  he  studied  her.  She  looked  away,  knowing 

the  answer,  “I  don’t  want  to  get  hurt  I  suppose.  Saturday  was  very  intense.  That  kind  of  extreme 

connection can be quite combustible.” 

“So  take  the  risk.  You’re  not  the  only  one  entering  the  unknown.  The  rewards  could  be  quite 

lucrative for both of us.” 

“So this is some sort of deal to you?” She turned to look at him, eyebrow arched. 

“It’s the best way to describe it.” He reached out and took her hand. “Walk off the cliff with me. I 

want to get to know you, see where this goes. Come with me.” 

Her gaze roamed over his face. There were no walls, barriers; he was being open and honest with 

her. “Okay, but if you push me over the cliff, I’m going to haunt your ass for all eternity.” 

He  threw  back  his  head  and  laughed,  a  deep  rich  sound  that  made  her  smile  and  sent  waves  of 

heat flowing through her body. 

“Now what do you say we start our exploration right? I have to punish you for leaving me without 

a proper good-bye.” He stood up, her hands still in his. 

“What the hell are you talking about?” 

“First I’m going to spank that luscious ass of yours and then I’m going to fuck it before I take your 

sweet pussy. By the time I’m done with you the only way you’ll be leaving this club is if I have to carry 

you out.” 

Addison’s pussy clenched and she let out a soft moan. “Promise?” she whispered. 

He  gave  her  wicked  smile  that  made  her  knees  turn  to  jelly  and  her  body  quivered  with 

anticipation. 

“I’ll do more than promise. I mean every word and will enact every detail of it. I will make it very 

clear that if you have to leave next time, you wake me up. I want to give you a proper goodbye.” 

The heat blazing in his eyes gave her a good idea of what kind of parting he had in mind. A smile 

curved her lips as she gazed at him. “Well then I’ll just have to remember that when I leave.” Addison 

stood  up  and  stepped  away  from  him.  She  headed  for  the  door.  “Coming?”  she  called  over  her 

shoulder. 

“Lead  the  way,  minx.”  His  tone  was  soft,  husky  and  edged  in  heat.  She  opened  the  door  and 

looked down the hall. “Turn left, the end of the corridor,” he whispered next to her ear. She jumped 

hating that she hadn’t heard him approach. Instead of commenting on her discomfort she headed out 

the room and dashed down the hall giggling all the way. He called for her to stop, that only made her 

go  faster.  She  stopped  at  the  door  at  the  end  of  the  hall  and  laughed.  Ba’al  met  her  and  placed  his 

hands on either side of her body. “Another punishment, just for that.” 

“Do your worst,” she challenged. The door swung open and she stumbled into the room. Once she 

stopped moving she turned toward him grinning. The look on his face told her it would be a long night 

and Addison wouldn’t have it any other way. She moved backward until her legs hit the bed and she 

sat  down  and  leaned  back  on  her  hands.  Her  gaze  took  him  in  as  he  undressed  and  she  grinned.  If 

someone had told her a week ago she would meet the God, Ba’al, share a passionate night with him 

and want to be involved with him, she would have said they were crazy. Now, watching him shed the 

last of his clothing, she could honestly say, she wouldn’t have it another way. 
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