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He’ll risk everything for her safety—this time it’s personal.

Hooded Pleasures
, Book 3

Of all the subs Jennifer works with as a Domme-for-hire for Hooded Pleasures as “Danielle”, her favorite is Nathan Harrowsford, a sexy, tough—yet kind—beat cop with a desire to be dominated on his days off.

Though she is responsible for creating a haven for his fantasies, it’s he who makes her feel safe. Yet when she learns a violent piece of her past has been let out on parole, she hesitates to bring Nathan anywhere near her complicated world.

Nathan doesn’t know anything about “Danielle”, not even her real name. But when she reluctantly asks for his help, he’s determined to move heaven and earth for her safety. Because he’s a cop, a man, and her submissive—in that order.

When danger hits too close to home, Nathan’s race to save her and the rest of her subs pushes him to the edge of his skills, and his feelings for his Domme. Because he’s no longer willing to settle for being just her client. He wants her for his full-time lover—if they live long enough.

Warning: Sexy cops who raise the heat—in the kitchen and out—and a man who’s not afraid to rise from his knees to guard his lover’s back.


Strictly Yours

Sheryl Nantus


Dedication

For my husband who believes in me more than I do at times – and my thanks to my agents, Rachel Brooks and Louise Fury who never, ever, let me do less than my best. And, last but not least, my excellent editor, Linda Ingmanson, who makes the ordinary into something so much more.


Chapter One

“I said spread ’em.” The harsh tone snapped across Nathan Harrowsford’s ears. He shuffled his feet farther apart and back, grunting as he leaned forward on the cold concrete. He splayed his fingers in an attempt to get better purchase on the wall.

He’d been patted down before in training.

But never like this.

The hand slid down his bare back and stopped at his hip with a light squeeze before traveling down the outside of his right leg.

“Nothing here.” The hand shifted to the inside and ran up his leg. He flexed instinctively as it moved to cup his balls and gently massage them.

“I see you’re packing some heat.” The warm whisper intensified the sensations. “I’m impressed.”

The hand released him and moved down the inside of his left leg. It skimmed back up to rest at the center of his back.

“Not quite regulation, but I like to be thorough. Make sure you’re not hiding anything.”

A lone finger started at the small of his back and traveled slowly up over his bare flesh. “But you took too long to get into position.”

Something cool touched his bare ass.

Paddle
, he mentally cataloged.

Classics were classics for a reason.

He tensed up as it vanished and returned with a hard slap. The pain shot right to his groin. The following nine strokes drew a sigh from him as he shifted from side to side, accepting his punishment without complaint.

As he should.

A soft chime went off somewhere behind him.

Nathan swallowed hard, knowing what it signified.

Damn.

There was never enough time.

Fingers drew down over his back, pressing against the inflamed skin left from his earlier visit to the whipping post set in one corner of his basement. The jagged pain spun down and settled in his gut as he grunted, his cock twitching and begging for release.

That wasn’t going to happen for a bit longer.

He bit down on his lower lip, his self-control pushed to the limit.

“Thank you. You’ve been very good today.” A hand tugged at the leather collar on his neck, the heated whisper doing nothing to dampen his libido. “Come sit with me on the couch.”

Nathan pushed himself back from the wall and straightened up, feeling the welcome burning in his muscles. He turned and smiled at Danielle—his personal Domme-for-hire.

Her long blonde hair fell over her shoulders, tangling with the shoulder straps of her black bra. She tilted her head to one side and scanned him with deep brown eyes, studying him.

Watching him.

“Yes, Mistress.” He nodded and made his way to the couch, letting her follow him. He was exhausted but felt great, as if he’d finished a marathon.

The finish line here was much better—relaxing with a beautiful woman sure beat the dry heaves and leg cramps.

He loved the sessions but wholeheartedly enjoyed these ending moments. It was a way to come down from the physical and emotional high, to rest and recover.

It gave him the strength to face another week on the streets.

Nathan picked up the light brown blanket from the floor where he’d placed it earlier in the day. It slid over his sweaty shoulders and helped keep him from getting a chill.

Danielle handed him an energy drink. She ran a hand through his short black hair and smiled.

“You were wonderful today. Thank you.”

Nathan nodded.

He finished off the can in two swallows before crushing it in one hand and placing it on the floor for later disposal. He sighed as the euphoria eased out of him, the emotional rush of the session dribbling away.

He wasn’t sure how he’d survived before discovering Hooded Pleasures and their services.

Now he never wanted to contemplate being without a Mistress.

Nathan wondered, not for the first time, how his fellow policemen would view him if they knew what he did in his basement once a week.

He chuckled inside, thinking of the dirty jokes and raunchy comments they all shared in the locker room. There were more than a few spanking stories among them.

Wonder if they ever thought about being on the receiving end.

He could imagine how they’d react to seeing one of their own, naked on the couch with a beautiful woman beside him and nothing else going on.

It’d be hard to explain it to them, explain the rules the two of them played by, but Hooded Pleasures had laid down the law.

Safe, sane, consensual.

And no sex.

It was the price he had to pay for having a Domme come to his home, to his basement once a week for a session.

Sometimes Nathan didn’t mind. The experience itself was as good or better than sex.

Sometimes he did.

He glanced at the beautiful woman beside him. Perfect white skin highlighted by the black bra and panties, her luscious lips begging to be kissed, caressed—

Stop
, he told himself.
That way madness lies, and you know it.

Danielle unlocked the leather collar from around his neck and carefully pulled it free before reattaching the tiny lock and key. She placed it on the coffee table in front of them. The metal ring clanked on the polished wood. “You had a rough week.”

It wasn’t a question.

She could read him better than anyone could.

He nodded and stretched out against her. “Found a dead homeless person. Froze to death under the bridge during that sharp temperature drop we had on Tuesday. No reason why he had to die.” He sighed. “I hate this time of year.”

“Hmm.” She stroked his arm and offered him the energy bar she’d unwrapped. “You can’t save everyone. The shelters have room, but some people don’t want to go in no matter how cold it gets.”

Nathan took a bite and chewed slowly. “Yeah.” He leaned in, wallowing in her warmth. “I just hate to lose anyone on my shift. On my beat.”

“I hear you.” She stroked his arm. “Hope I helped.”

“Yes. Thank you.” He covered his mouth as a yawn escaped. “Excuse me.”

Danielle chuckled. “I won’t take it as an insult.” She gently withdrew and stood up. A tug pulled the soft flannel blanket over his exposed side where she’d moved away. “Rest. I need to pack up.”

He watched as she unzipped the pink backpack and placed the tools of her trade inside—a leather paddle, the belt, the riding crop. He’d never dared to peek inside to see what other surprises she carried with her.

She glanced over and smiled as she reached for the light blue uniform shirt and pulled it on, hiding the black bra with matching panties and garter belt from sight. The fake police badge caught the track lighting overhead and bounced it back. Her shoulder-length blonde hair brushed over the collar, and he flexed his fingers, itching to run them through the soft, silky tresses.

Danielle laughed as she hopped on one foot and then the other, putting the dark blue pants on over the black nylons. “Don’t you ever get bored of wearing the same thing every day?” She reached for the leather belt and folded it carefully before placing it in the pack.

Nathan watched her, remembering the feeling the leather had made on his bare ass earlier in their session. “Do you?”

He drew a deep breath, aroused again by watching her do nothing more than put clothes on.

Danielle turned and smirked, and he knew he’d been caught. She wagged a finger at him. “I’ll remember for next week’s appointment.” She held out her cell phone. “It’s time.”

Nathan reached for his wallet on the coffee table and busied himself with the payment procedure while she finished cleaning up.

“Thank you.” She smiled and hefted the backpack onto her shoulder, giving a shake to make sure her hair didn’t get caught under the straps.

Nathan stood and stretched. “Let me at least get my pants on, and I’ll escort you to the door.”

Danielle waved him off. “No need. I’ll grab my coat and—”

“Please.” He levered himself to his feet and reached for the gray track pants and matching T-shirt sitting on the floor. “I’m a gentleman. And a gentleman escorts a lady to the front door.”

She put her hands on her hips and watched as he forced himself to move. His hands felt like cement blocks, and he wanted nothing more than to lie down on the sofa and fall asleep.

But that wasn’t what a proper man did.

The least he could do was make it up the stairs and to the front door to see her out.

Nathan grunted through the pain as he pulled up the pants. His ass hurt, and he knew there’d be lovely red stripes on it matching the ones across his back.

Nathan gestured toward the basement stairs. “After you.”

She laughed. “As always.”

He watched her sidle up the steps, enjoying the sight.

There’s nothing like a woman in uniform.

* * * * *

Jennifer Lowell, or, as she was known on Mondays, Thursdays and Sundays, Mistress Danielle, didn’t wave at Nathan as she pulled away from the curb.

She wanted to.

Of all the Hooded Pleasures clients she’d dealt with, Nathan was her favorite, one she could let her hair down with.

Not enough to tell him her real name or what she did when she wasn’t working as a Domme-for-hire.

But she enjoyed her weekly appointments with him almost as much as he did. It was a welcome break from her other submissives and definitely a change from her daily job as a medical receptionist at Med-Rush Clinic.

It was the best of both worlds. She got paid to do what she loved and didn’t have to worry about having a misfire during a visit to her favorite BDSM club, Boots ’n’ Chains.

There was nothing worse than getting in the back room with a willing submissive and discovering her night’s acquisition either wanted to top from the bottom and tell her what to do and how to do it. Or worse—a punk who wanted to change her preferences with the power of his penis.

She laughed at the memory of the last one who had tried as she pulled into the underground parking of her apartment building.

“But you can’t want to be a Domme,” he’d protested the entire way back down the hall to the lounge after she’d called the encounter off. “Women don’t want to be Dommes. They just need the right man to be submissive to.”

That earned him a swat on the ass as she kicked him back onto the dance floor, and a quick visit to the manager’s office to inform Matthew that maybe this silver-bracelet holder was really looking for gold.

A month later, she’d noticed the young pup in the very capable hands of one of the senior Doms, learning the ropes. He’d given her a sheepish smile and a nod before following his mentor down the hall.

Jennifer chuckled softly, remembering the last time she’d visited the club. Kate had been in a booth, cuddling with Alex.

Jennifer liked Alex.

Before Alex and Kate had become, well, Alex
and
Kate, she’d taken him in hand for a few sessions as Danielle, her Domme persona, and loved every moment of it. He’d been a natural, but his heart belonged to Kate, and he’d canceled his contract with Hooded Pleasures before settling down with her. Kate had also “retired” from the job, recovering from a broken heart and finding her true love.

It was as close to a fairy-tale ending as she could imagine.

A few months earlier, the same night she’d kicked the punk back into the pack, she’d met Wendy at the bar and, after a few drinks and a long conversation, interviewed for Hooded Pleasures. Being a Domme-for-hire wasn’t for everyone, and Wendy took as much care in choosing her employees as she did their clients.

But Jen had passed inspection, and she’d loved the concept.

Because there were needs to be met. There were men and women who couldn’t go to the clubs for a variety of reasons, and for them, the idea of having a Domme visit them at home was a wonderful, glorious option. Thanks to Hooded Pleasures, complete safety and security was available for those who wanted and needed it.

She knew Nathan got a discount—it was policy to give all first responders a deal because Wendy and Evan believed these were the people who needed HP the most.

She slid her car into her assigned spot in the underground parking, nodding at the ever-present attendant. It was early morning and most of the spots were empty, the tenants rushing off to their day jobs.

Jen covered her mouth as a yawn escaped. She’d always been a night owl, and this schedule suited her, even if she did feel a bit out of sorts at times.

It was also hard to keep friends when you had to explain how you slept most of the day away and spent the evening getting ready for work when they were preparing to go to bed.

She sniffed the cool air coming in from Lake Ontario. It was still technically autumn, but it was cold enough to expect snow any time. The condominium she rented had a great view of the lake, and if she squinted, she’d swear she could see Buffalo in the distance.

But Jen hadn’t picked this building for the view. She’d picked it for the doorman at the front desk, the parking attendant and the closed-circuit cameras around the building sealing the deal.

The attendant came over as Jen opened the car door, his young face puckered up in a frown.

“Miss, your back tire is almost flat.”

Jen got out carefully, keeping her coat closed, and looked back.

He was right.

The back rear tire was slightly deflated, the limp rubber a shocking contrast to the other tires.

“I must have hit a nail somewhere on the way in,” Jen said. She tucked her hands into her pockets. “Damn.”

“I’ll help you change it if you like.” The attendant glanced back toward his booth. “I just need to keep an eye out for anyone coming in or going out who needs help.”

“Go on back to your booth. I can change this on my own. Thank you for the offer.” Jen waved him off, grateful she’d put the faux uniform back on before leaving Nathan.

She unlocked the trunk, settling back down in the real world with a hearty thump.

* * * * *

Thankfully the spare tire was in good shape, and it didn’t take long to switch out the tire, putting the flat one back into her trunk and making a mental note to get it replaced as soon as possible.
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