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The Ruining

Jenna

Age sixteen

“And now, for the senior division, ages sixteen to eighteen, the winner is...”

I wring my hands as the announcer opens the envelope. I already know which name he’s going to call. Killian Ashcroft. It’s always him. Every single time since I started competing four years ago. Yet I can’t stop hoping.

He pulls out the piece of paper, and disappointment churns in my stomach even before he reads the name.

“Jenna Winters,” he announces.

It takes me a moment to realize what he’s saying, and when the words register, they stun me into place. I just sit there, gawking.

“Jenna, where are you? Come up here,” the man on the stage says.

The girl beside me, who won the intermediate division for her beautiful interpretation of Chopin’s Nocturne in A-flat Major, leans in. “Isn’t that you?”

Turning my head, I meet a warm, friendly smile.

“Congratulations,” she says. “I was rooting for you. Now get up there and claim your prize.” She waves her own trophy.

I get up on shaky legs and approach the stage. The concert hall becomes a blur around me, clapping beating all around me, urging me on. My multi-layered dusty pink dress sways around my hips as I ascend the stairs, the silver streaks glittering under the lights. 

Realization kicks in when I set foot on the stage and walk toward the trophy the announcer is holding toward me. Taking it in my hands is surreal. My first golden trophy. I have plenty of silver and bronze ones on my shelf at home, but I’d almost given up the hopes of adding a golden one to the collection.

A smile spreads over my face when I turn toward the audience and take a bow. Finally. Hours upon hours of arduous practice since I was six have paid off. My heart skips a beat as I take in the moment. My moment. The clapping, the sleek metal in my hand, and the lights.

But my smile withers when I straighten and my eyes catch on Killian. The guy who always beats me. The guy whose attention I crave even more than this trophy. I thought winning would finally make him look at me differently, but his expression remains hard and unforgiving as usual. No, worse. Almost angry.

Why couldn’t I be one year younger than him, so I could win without beating him?

Guilt washes over me as I walk over the stage, feeling his gaze fix on me. This is his trophy, and I somehow took it.

When I reach the floor and look again, his dad is watching me too. Ian Ashcroft. World-renowned pianist and the one massive advantage Killian has over me, making him unbeatable. 

Meeting Ian’s gaze knocks the air from my lungs. It’s even worse than Killian’s. Severe, almost castigating, bearing the weight of mature authority. I feel it lingering—a palpable threat—even as I avert my gaze.

I swallow hard, feeling like I’ve done something wrong. Yet I can’t help looking again, pausing by my seat. Something about him draws me in. Maybe it’s the eerie similarities to his son—my crush since I was six. If it wasn’t for the white streaks in his dark hair, the lines in his face, and the competent authority he exudes, it would be easy to mistake the two for brothers. They share the same sharp bone structure, piercing blue eyes, and an arrogant dismissiveness toward people they consider below them. Even their dark hair is combed back in the same sleek hairdo, and their suits are the same deep blue color.

Swallowing hard, I sink into my seat. The trophy is heavy in my hands as the girl beside me clinks hers against it, lifting her shoulders and smiling excitedly. I only manage a half smile. I feel like I’m holding something that doesn’t belong to me—like I’ve stolen it. The feeling lingers when the event ends and I make my way out of the concert hall, down the pavement, toward my bus.

I’m surprised when I hear a familiar voice call out for me.

“Congratulations. You finally beat me.”

Turning on my heel, I find Killian leaning against a black Mercedes, arms crossed over his chest, smiling at me.

“Um, thanks,” I say, taking a few hesitant steps toward him.

Flashing an even brighter smile, he pushes off the car and approaches me. “Choosing that Rachmaninoff nocturne was a bold choice, but also what made you win. Who knows, maybe you’ll beat me again next time.”

Heat spreads into my cheeks. “Nah, I can’t possibly do that twice in a row.”

“Sure you can.” Something dark flickers across his face, but it’s gone before I can get a good look. “If you continue like this.” He closes the distance between us with another few steps, and I lower my gaze, my heart picking up speed. For years, he hasn’t been this close while watching me. “Can I see your trophy?”

I reach into my bag and take it out, watching his perfect, long pianist’s fingers wrap around it.

Sighing, he turns it over in his hands. “I must say, I’m a bit disappointed not to bring this one home myself.” He meets my gaze again, head tilting slightly. “But it’s almost worth it, knowing it goes to someone who plays as beautifully as you.”

I bite my lower lip, my breathing coming fast. I can’t believe he’s finally seeing me. When I walked off the stage, I thought he hated me, but maybe winning was what I needed to make him see me, after all.

He reaches toward my face, and the world stops when he brushes his fingertips across my skin and tucks my hair behind my ear. “Do you want to come back to my place?” He tilts his head toward the idling Mercedes behind him. “I’d love to hear you play the nocturne again and talk about your interpretation.”

I nod, unable to find the words. Suddenly, all my dreams seem to be coming true.

He gives me the trophy, takes my other hand, and leads me to the car. Memories from the first time I met him flicker through my mind as I watch our connected hands. It feels right. Like something I, deep down, always knew would happen again.

He opens the back door for me, and there’s that bright smile again as he scoots in beside me.

His dad doesn’t say anything, just casts a quick, impassive look at us in the rearview mirror, then takes off.

***

I can’t help gawking as Killian leads me through a soaring entryway with a black-and-white tile floor and an iron staircase that curves in elegant contours, modern art on the walls and spotlights embedded into the ceiling.

“My room is up here,” he says, leading the way up the stairs. “Actually, I have the whole floor to myself since Dad has everything he needs downstairs.”

He shows me his bedroom, the spacious bathroom, a workout room, and a gaming room. Each room is at least twice the size of mine and equipped with everything a teenage boy could dream of.

“Do you even have time to use all of that?” I ask when we leave the gaming room.

“Not really. Only when I have friends over.” He takes me by the hand and leads me over the landing to the last room. “This is where I spend most of my time.”

He opens the door, and I slap a hand over my mouth at the sight that meets me. It’s an open room with white paneled walls, polished pale wooden floors, and tall windows that offer a breathtaking view overlooking the city. But it’s not the view of the city shimmering at dusk, the tall bookcases full of sheet music, or the magnificent paintings of Liszt and Beethoven that have me gasping. It’s the grand piano in the middle of the room.

I take two steps forward, then pause. “Can I touch it?”

“Please.” He gestures to the piano bench in a chivalrous manner that makes him seem more like a grown man than a sixteen-year-old boy.

I carefully sink onto the bench, stroking the soft surface. Even the fabric seems more expensive and delicate than my bench at home. Roaming my gaze over the instrument, I take it all in. The glossy surface, the raised lid, and the golden letters above the black-and-white keys. Steinway & Sons.

I gently trace a finger over the letters. “I can’t believe you have a Steinway in your home.”

“We have two. Dad has one downstairs too.”

“Really?” I caress the polished surface and touch a few keys without pressing.

“It’s as good as the one we played at the concert hall. You should try it. Play the Rachmaninoff piece again.”

I barely notice him moving through the room and settling onto the couch by the windows. All I see is the instrument of my dreams, and it’s every bit as magnificent as I imagined when I press my fingers to the keys and begin to play. It’s like soaring. The instrument responds effortlessly to every nuance I shape, letting me breathe new life into the music in a way I never can at home. Even the room seems to embrace the sound more openly, its vastness allowing it to travel and expand the way it’s meant to.

I let it all sweep me away into another world. Five magical minutes. 

When I lift my hands from the keys, I’m speechless. I vaguely notice Killian getting up while I remain in place, staring at the monochromatic pattern, breathing hard from the outlet of emotion. It’s only when he’s right behind me that I truly notice him. Notes of eucalyptus drift through the air. His scent. The one that always has butterflies flapping in my belly.

I gasp when he brushes my hair behind my shoulders. “You look beautiful when you play. All lost in the music.”

His fingers move to my neck, trailing down my sensitive skin. I can’t even think. My focus narrows to him and his touch, and I forget everything as tiny shudders erupt down my arms, drawing up goosebumps.

“You have a beautiful neck. Would you mind if I decorate it a little?”

I make a hesitant shake of my head, having no idea what he means, but knowing that whatever it is, I want it.

“Stay here,” he says softly, trailing his hands over my shoulders as he steps back.

I remain in place while he’s gone, watching the city lights glittering in the darkening evening.

When Killian returns, my entire body starts prickling with awareness. He has brought something that he sets on the floor, but I don’t turn to see what. I don’t want to ruin the trance of the moment. 

“Lift your hair,” he says in that same soft voice as before, coming up behind me.

Slowly, I reach back and sweep my hair up off my neck.

“Close your eyes.” He trails a finger down the front of my neck—over my windpipe.

I let my eyes fall shut and draw a deep, shuddery breath at the feeling of something wide and smooth replacing his finger. Nervous anticipation skitters across my skin as he wraps it around my neck and fastens it at the back.

“What is it?” I whisper, my pulse speeding beneath the strange thing that grips my neck in a firm embrace.

“A collar.”

“Why?” I lift a hand to touch the leather and find a ring attached to the front.

“Because it suits you.”

It feels utterly wrong. A collar around my neck. Only animals wear collars. But somehow, it feels entirely right too. Like I belong to him.

“Take off your dress,” he whispers.

A trance-like state descends upon me as I slowly get up and turn to face him—the guy I’ve been yearning for ever since the first time he took my hand in his and even through the years of taunting and derision that followed. 

I reach behind me and pull the zipper down, push the straps off my shoulders, and let gravity drag the heavy skirt to the ground, landing in a pool around my feet. 

He watches my every move, then rakes his eyes down my half-naked body. “Stay,” he says with a roughness that has my blood swooshing.

He steps out of my line of sight, and the soft clatter of objects marks his movements as he rummages through a bag and sets things on the floor.

Then he comes up behind me, and the feeling of something descending over my head makes me draw a sharp breath. It’s more leather. Covering my eyes. Shrouding my world in darkness as he tightens the part over my nose to a snugger fit.

His fingers come to my bra clasp, flicking it open, then slipping the straps off my shoulders. “Have you ever played with cuffs?” 

“Hand cuffs?” I ask nervously. “No.” I shudder at the idea. I have only had sex once, and I’m not sure that even counts. The guy came so fast I barely realized he had penetrated. 

“Me either.”

Something rattles. Cold metal snaps around my right wrist, sending shudders through my body. Rapid clicking sounds as Killian fastens another cuff around my left wrist, locking my arms together behind my back.

I pull at the cuffs to test the strength. No give. And I can’t see. Suddenly, the situation descends over me. I’m alone with the guy who has been taunting me for years. Cuffed, blind, and helpless.

“I-I’m not sure I like this,” I stutter.

“No? I happen to like it very much. You look very beautiful like this.” He drags his hand down my spine, sending a cascade of shudders across my skin and deep into some foreign place within my belly. “I want you, Jenna, bound and at my mercy. Don’t say that you don’t want this too. I’ve noticed how you’ve been looking at me all those years.”

“W-why now?”

“Because you won.”

I release a small laugh. “I honestly thought you’d be mad at me for winning.”

He kisses my shoulder. “How could I be mad at such a beautiful little thing?”

A giggle erupts from my throat as he kisses and nibbles my skin just below the collar.

“Do you want me, Jenna?” he asks in a seductive voice that has a flood of heat rushing through me and washing away the uncertainty.

I release a shuddery breath. “Yes.”

“I want you to show me just how much. Will you do that?”

I nod eagerly, suddenly gripped by an urgent need to please him. “Of course.”

“Will you be a good girl and take whatever I want to give you?”

“Yes. Anything.”

“You really are so much more than I expected.” Wrapping his hand around my throat, over the collar, he pulls me into him, and I nearly moan at the intense heat of his body pressed against my naked back. “We’re gonna play a game now,” he rasps into my ear. “I’m gonna ask you whether you want something, and you’re gonna say yes or no—very clearly, so there’s no doubt—and then I’ll do that to you. If you say no, I’m gonna stop, and you won’t get more tonight. Are you up for that?”

I clear my voice. “Yes.”

He chuckles. “I thought so. Stay put.”

He moves away, and I stand completely still, breathing hard with the rush of it all as he moves things around, both smaller objects and bigger things.

When he comes back, I’m like putty in his hands, openly letting him turn me around and steer me forward. He makes me tell him how much I want him while he helps me onto the piano bench, on my knees, then makes me bend over the now closed piano lid.

“You look beautiful on your knees. All ready and waiting for me.”

I gasp when he nudges my legs apart and strokes a finger over the crotch of my panties. 

“Do you want me to take off your panties, Jenna?”

“Yes,” I all but moan.

From then on, all that escapes me is long strings of ‘yes’ after ‘yes’ and breathy moans. I have no idea what’s gotten over me. Killian asks if I want him to pull down my panties and spank my ass. I say yes. He asks if I want him to put nipple clamps on my breasts. I say yes. He asks if I want him to gag me. I answer in a full sentence, telling him to push the horrible rubber ball past my teeth. 

I barely know what I’m agreeing to, yet I know that I want it all. Every little perverted thing he does. I crave his praise, his gentle touch, and even the pain that somehow drives my need higher. I crave the intoxicating feeling of being fully and completely at his mercy—being his.

All the while, Killian taunts me with how wet I’m becoming, touching my opening and teasing, driving my need to insane heights and making me reckless in my desire. 

“So fucking wet,” he says, dragging a finger through my pussy lips. 

I mewl around the gag, more than a little embarrassed. But when he moves his wet finger backward, through my ass cheeks, I start to tense up.

“You’re so wet”—he presses his finger deeper, onto that hole—“I could lube your ass with your own juices.”

“No,” I protest around the gag, going completely rigid.

“Do you want me to stuff something inside your ass, Jenna?”

I’m about to repeat my garbled protest, but something makes me hesitate. That reckless desire to succumb to whatever he wants. And when he moves his finger back across my slick opening and finds my sensitive nub, all sense of logic crashes in a flood of desire.

I cry out, and more moans have me sputtering uncontrollably around the gag as he circles my clit. His touch is smooth and slick, sending jolts of electricity deep into my pussy. I jerk and buck from the onslaught of sensation, almost afraid I’ll make the piano bench topple over.

But then it all stops. Killian pulls his hand away and takes a step back.

I reel for a moment, feeling lost. Tears well in my eyes as my body keeps pounding with the need to… just go a little further.

“Eease,” I beg around the gag.

“Please what? Stuff something inside your ass?”

I nod frantically, barely even knowing what he’s saying. All I know is that I want—need—more.

“Do you want me to stuff that tight little hole of yours, Jenna?”

I nod again and keep doing so as he presses his thumb to my forbidden opening.

“Are you such a nasty girl that you want me to stuff your ass?”

I groan in utter humiliation, but even so, I can’t stop nodding. “Eease,” I repeat, the gag killing my ability to utter more than slurred strings of vowels.

“Okay then. If you say so.”

A twinge of worry strikes through my brain at his hardened change of tone, but I’m too far gone—too deep in the needy haze—to consider the meaning. I’m surprised when he leans forward and rips the blindfold from my eyes, but before I can understand why, he probes something at my slick pussy. I yelp, but the sound morphs into a cascade of moans when Killian circles the toy in my juices.

“Fuck, I’ve never seen anything like it,” Killian rasps, pushing the toy inside me and bringing it back out. “It’s like a goddamn waterfall down here.”

I groan at his humiliating comment, but somehow, it only drives me wilder.

He continues, in and out, a few times, and that small motion alone drives me onto the edge of something I can’t explain. It almost feels like an orgasm, but the orgasms I’ve given myself have never felt like this—like the warning tremors of an earthquake about to rip everything apart.

I wail with desperate need when he removes the toy, leaving an achy emptiness. But then he positions it between my ass cheeks, and a whole new type of sensation awakens, making me moan and arch in open invitation.

“Such a little ass slut.” He smacks my ass. “You actually want this.”

I want to shake my head, but the violent sensations have me crashing down the road I’ve set out on, unable to stop. All I can think is that I need more.

“Fuck,” he groans as he starts pushing the toy inside. It’s not big, but it stretches my inner walls unnaturally. It’s wrong and humiliating in so many ways, but still, I want it.

“You’re such a little slut,” he mocks, all trace of affection now gone. The toy sinks into place, and he steps back, taking it all in. “Show me how much you like this and wriggle your hips.”

Despite the coldness having crept into his voice, I obey, too lost in his control to do anything else.

He delivers a hard smack to my ass, then leaves my side. Blinking against the light of the room, I stare after him. He goes to the tall bookshelves and picks something up. His phone. I watch the blue cover as he places it on the piano surface beside my head.

“I think I have what I need now,” he says.

The fuzzy fog draws back for a moment as I hover, waiting for more.

I hear a buckle open followed by the scratch of a zipper. Then there’s a wet, rhythmic sound. A fist pumping a cock.

I blink repeatedly as the world draws in on me and nightmarish colors infiltrate the dream. Whimpering, I pull at the cuffs and try to scoot off the bench. But Killian grabs the chain of the cuffs and keeps me pressed to the surface.

“Fuuck,” he groans. It’s my only warning before sticky ribbons of cum spurt onto my lower back and ass.

“Ooo,” I cry out around the gag, trying to say no and stop. But it’s already too late. The transgression has already happened; it just hasn’t quite sunk in yet.

“Disgusting slut,” he spits and delivers another smack to my ass. Keeping his grip on the cuffs, he leans over the piano beside me. “Now, let’s see what delicious footage you’ve given me, princess.”

Tears sting my eyes as I jerk against his grip without achieving anything. I try to protest again, but the pathetic sounds coming out around the gag has me swallowing back the words. Humiliation hits me over the head and knocks the air from my lungs. I turn my head as the sound of his voice comes through the phone speaker, playing what I thought was the start of a dream, but really was a nightmare.

Do you want me to take off your panties, Jenna?

My moaned response has me drawing up my shoulders with the need to cover my ears.

“Watch with me, princess,” Killian says, releasing the cuffs to grab a fistful of my hair instead.

“Ooo,” I protest, and a string of drool drips down my chin, driving the humiliation deeper, searing at my very soul. Suddenly, I hate myself as I remember how I enjoyed the humiliation only moments ago.

I try to squeeze my eyes shut to block out the sight of the video of me lying over the piano, cuffed and blindfolded, while Killian spanks my ass.

“Watch,” he demands with a cruel shake of my head that smarts deep in my roots.

I peel my eyes open and watch as he goes harder and I start moaning. When I shut my eyes again, he simply tightens his grip on my hair and gives me another shake. When I close my eyes a third time, he leans in, his voice a low threat against my ear. “If I have to tell you one more time to keep your fucking eyes open, I’ll make my dad come up here and see you like this.”

From then on, I don’t try to close my eyes again. Tears stream down my cheeks while I watch Killian on the screen shove a butt plug inside my ass, and when the video is finally over, I’m shaking with the effort to hold myself together.

Pulling at my hair, Killian brings me up on my knees and turns my head at an awkward angle, getting in my face.

“Here’s how this is gonna go, princess. You’ll stop playing the piano. No more lessons, no more recitals, no more competitions.”

The tears come faster, and I shake my head frantically against his hand, my heart breaking in a thousand little pieces.

He holds his phone up. “If I find out that you’re doing it anyway, or if you tell anyone about this night, I’ll put this video online and email it to everyone, including your mom, our teachers, and everyone at school. Everyone will see what a dirty little whore you are, asking me to gag you and stuff your ass. Do you want that?”

I shut my eyes around the cascade of tears.

“Good. Do we have an agreement then?”

Sniffling, I nod my head.

“I’m happy we understand each other.” He gives me a light slap on the cheek. “This really was much easier than I thought it would be. I had no idea you were such a disgusting little slut.” He says those last three words with a vehemence that cuts deep into my soul. I remain frozen in place, eyes tightly shut and every muscle locked up, as Killian moves behind me and takes off the gag, the nipple clamps, the collar, and the cuffs.

“Now get the fuck out of my house,” he demands.

I scramble off the piano bench, onto the floor where I gather my dress and my purse in my arms. When I straighten, about to rush for the door, the butt plug stirs inside me, sending sparks of electricity through my nerves.

“Wha-what about...” Shame unlike any burns my face as I reach behind me to feel the smooth end of the plug between my ass cheeks. My voice goes shrill. “How do I get this out?”

“Not my problem,” Killian says with a smirk.

I stare at him for a moment, and then I run.

The tears come faster, and I start sniffling. Pausing just at the stairs, I pull the dress over my head, then hurry down the steps.

The mortification continues when I reach the bottom and his dad is there, watching me like I’m some flea-ridden cat that somehow got into his house.

He doesn’t say anything, and I rush past him, out of his house, through the gate, and down the street. The chilly evening air beats around my naked legs, and the unforgiving pavement scratches at my soles. I keep going, running and running without direction, until my lungs are raw, my muscles aching from the strain. Then I find the nearest bus stop and take the bus home, somehow managing to hold the tears back all the way.

“How did it go?” my mom asks when I get home, not even bothering to look up from her computer and whatever new ridiculous game she’s playing.

I slam the golden trophy down beside her glass of vodka and rush past her toward my room.

“Finally,” is the last thing I hear before I slam and lock the door and give in to the tears.
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The Reunion

Killian

Five years later

I scoff as I glance from the address on my phone to the dilapidated building on the other side of the road. Peeling paint, old bricks, and a rusty fire escape. I knew Jenna didn’t come from much, but I didn’t expect this tragic dump.

I button my jacket to relieve the frosty bite of the January air while I cross the street, then ring the bell of flat 1B. After trying three times without luck, I round the building to take a look. The curtains are wide open, the windows close enough to the street to peek in. At first, I’m not sure I have the right window as it’s all generic furniture, but then I see the digital piano in the corner and the pretty pink blouses hanging over the back of a chair. Apparently, Jenna hasn’t outgrown her innocent princess phase.

Shaking my head, I take out my phone and enter the second address on my list into my GPS. Ten minutes by car, it informs me. I return to the cracked-up parking lot and cast another glance at the building before getting into my blue Jaguar F-Type.

I wonder if Jenna has a boyfriend as decrepit as that building or if she’s all alone. It’s probably the latter. Judging from what I got from paying an old friend to hack into her socials, she doesn’t have anyone. Her mom died of liver failure two years ago, and a few impersonal condolences were all she got, and what few friends she has all seem to be loose connections.

The café I arrive at ten minutes later doesn’t look much better than the dilapidated building Jenna calls home. The mere idea of going in there makes me want to change into a cheaper suit to spare my Armani the grime of a place like that.

Stepping inside, I wince at the scent of fried food and the tired floorboards creaking under my shoes. It doesn’t look as disgusting as it does from the outside, but I’m still itching to get out of here. I’m of half a mind to leave and try Jenna’s flat later in the day when I see an unassuming brunette with a heart-shaped face, a button nose, and eyes as wide and round as a pathetic little fawn that has gotten lost in the woods. 

Jenna.

She’s at a table near the window, taking an order from an old woman with fragile bones and a strict scowl.

“Eggs over hard. None of that runny yolk,” the old woman reminds Jenna with a lifted finger. 

“As usual,” Jenna agrees with a smile.

“Don’t forget to write that down.” 

“Don’t worry, Mrs. Bower, we know how you take your eggs,” Jenna says, but scribbles on her small pad anyway. “How are the grandchildren?” She pockets her pen and aims her full attention at the old lady.

I roll my eyes at the sight of her big, bright smile. Still the same pathetic girl as always, smiling and trying to please even though she doesn’t have a single thing to smile about. It still annoys the shit out of me.

Mrs. Bower reaches into her purse to find her wallet and show Jenna a picture, and her frown disappears. “Jack just turned one, and he’s already walking, from one end of the living room to the other in thirty seconds. An old woman like me can’t keep up.”

Jenna leans in to look at the picture, pretending it’s the first time, even though it’s probably the hundredth. “He’s so cute.”

“He certainly is.” Mrs. Bower closes her wallet, and her scowl returns. “Now off you go. And remember about those eggs.”

“Of course,” Jenna assures and sets off toward the kitchen, her smile lingering even as she turns her back to the fussy customer. She casts a quick look my way, too brief to recognize me. “I’ll be right with you, sir. Have a seat wherever you like.”

Hearing the word ‘sir’ from her lips does strange things to me. There’s a slow buzzing inside me as I slide into a booth and watch her grab a menu, then head down the aisle toward me.

She still hasn’t noticed who I am when she stops at my table, taking the notebook and pen from her breast pocket. 

“Would you like to start with something to drink while you decide?” She aims her bright smile at me, but the moment our eyes collide, she blanches. The spark in her eyes goes out like a light, and her lips fall into a straight line. “Killian?”

“Hi, princess.” I offer her a smile of my own, only not so friendly. “How have you been?” I glance down at her mustard yellow uniform. “Well, you don’t have to answer that.” I widen my smile a bit. “It’s already quite clear.”

Her mouth tightens. “What do you want?”

“I have an offer for you.” I gesture to the seat across from me. “Sit down.”

She averts her gaze. “I’m not interested.”

I rake my eyes down her body. At the disgustingly yellow uniform and the stained white apron. For five years, not a day has gone by that I haven’t wondered how she looked, and this is what she gives me. My mouth twists with disgust. But then I study her face. Her lips are still full and rosy, and her big eyes are as vibrantly green as I remember them, although the spark has faded somewhat. There’s a tired look in them now, but even so, that vulnerable innocence remains. 

I lower my voice and imbue it with the dominant tone I’ve learned through five years of eager BDSM exploration. “Sit down.”

The effect is just what I’m going for. Her breath hitches, and her eyes become even wider as she lifts her gaze to me. I hold it, imbuing my expression with command. And Jenna can’t resist. She slides into the booth, although she clearly doesn’t want to. 

“Good girl,” I tell her, though not very nicely.

Her jaw hardens further, and she hugs her arms around her middle. She really shouldn’t do that. The protective gesture only lifts her breasts, drawing my attention to the nice handful they have grown into. 

“Do you like it here?” I ask, glancing around at the place—the worn seats and rough edges. She looks out of place here. Despite her origins, I always imagined her ending up in elegant surroundings. Concert halls and recording studios. Even after I ruined her, the image remained, only the concert hall changed to a fancy corner office with her name on the door.

Despite the tiredness lingering in her eyes, she looks out of place here. 

But then I remember the splatters of cum on her back and the mascara smeared on her cheeks as she scrambled off the piano bench, and I think she’s just where she belongs—right where I put her. Far below me.

“What do you want?” There’s a slight tremble to her voice now. I think she’s just barely holding it together. “I’ve done what you said. I haven’t played for anyone for years.”

I open my bag, pull out the folder I’ve brought for her, and hold it out.

“What’s this?” She tentatively takes it.

“A proposition.”

She swallows hard when she opens the folder and sees the sheet music inside. Then her expression twists with disbelief. “Is this some kind of cruel joke?” 

“I need to win the duo category in Rome in September. I can’t find a good match. My dad suggested you, so here I am.”

“I don’t play anymore, remember.”

I scoff. “Don’t lie to me, princess. I saw the digital piano through your window.”

Her fingers tighten around the sheet music, crumbling it slightly. “I only ever play at home. You never told me I couldn’t do that.”

“You’re right. I didn’t. Which is a good thing. Otherwise, you’d be useless to me. You might still be, but Dad will be the judge of that.”

She stares down at the sheet music and heaves a heavy sigh, undoubtedly imagining playing the music. It’s one of her favorite pieces. Smetana’s “Die Moldau” transcribed for piano, four hands. Jenna has always wanted to play it. As much as I ignored her when we were in school together, I would often stay close and listen in on her conversations with her friends, knowing she was my biggest competition. Keep your enemies close and all that.

“Why would I do this for you? Are you gonna blackmail me again? You know, if you post that video, you’re distributing child pornography. I was sixteen.” 

I trail my eyes demonstratively down her uniform. “I don’t think I have to. You’re desperate. You have nothing to live for. Nothing to lose.”

Hurt fills her eyes. “You don’t know anything about me.”

I shrug. “Am I wrong?”

“I have a plan,” she says, her jaw hardening.

“Yeah? Does that plan involve playing again?” 

She doesn’t answer, so I cut to the chase, offering her the only shot she’ll ever get at returning to the path of fulfilling her lifelong dream of becoming a concert pianist.

“Think about it, but don’t take too long. You have two weeks to learn the first three pages. There’s a date, time, and address at the back of the first page. Be there on time and convince my dad that you can do this, and he’ll spend the next eight months teaching you intensively. He’ll even cover all the costs of the competition.”

Her rosy lips part slightly, glittering from the gloss she has applied. At that moment, she looks exactly like that sixteen-year-old girl who stood in my music room, thinking the boy she had crushed on for years wanted her, having no idea about the perverted things I was about to do to her.

My cock stirs. As much as I’ve been thinking about her and replaying that night in my head—rewatching the video until I turned eighteen—I thought it was just because she was my first kinky experience. But as I watch her now, I’m gripped by a sudden urge to throw her over the table, rip her clothes off, and give her the same degrading treatment I did that night.

“Even if I wanted to, I don’t have the time.” She drops the sheet music onto the table. “I have work.”

“Call in sick.”

She gives a repeated shake of her head. “I need the money.”

“That’s not my problem.” I grab my bag and get up, closing the distance between us. As I’m about to pass her, I lean down and say in a low voice, “Tell me, sweet Jenna, how many times have you fantasized about that night? How many times have you come to the thought of me stuffing that plug inside your ass?”

She pulls away with a jerk. “Never.”

I grab her jaw and deepen my voice. “Tell me the truth.”

Her jaw hardens as she stares up at me. She doesn’t reply, and she doesn’t have to. The answer is bright and clear in the shame that washes over her face.

I smile and tap her cheek. “That’s what I thought.”

Then I walk away with an aching hard-on and a new and better plan brewing in my mind.

Jenna won’t just be my piano partner. She’ll be mine.
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The Decision

Jenna

When Killian leaves, I’m sure of my answer. There’s no way I’m doing this.

After five years of scrambling through life, trying not to let the flashbacks choke me and trying to accept that I can never pursue my lifelong dream, I have finally found some kind of peace. It’s not happiness and it’s not fulfillment, but it’s mine. 

Since that night, it has been one long struggle to steer my life onto a new track that offered a bit of hope. After changing schools and spending two hours a day commuting to one that I hated, but didn’t have Killian, I finally broke free from my mom, the misery of my childhood home, and her drinking. I got a job and a flat in a different part of the city and started seeing a therapist. It’s taken me a long time to find a way to live with the things Killian did to me, and I’m not sure I’ll ever truly recover, but I’ve found some inner strength and new purpose in life.

My goal is to leave this city altogether, start over somewhere new, and become a paralegal. If everything goes to plan, I’ll be able to afford moving and tuition in two years. 

There’s no way I’m letting Killian back into my life so he can destroy everything I’ve built.

But as the day wears on and the shock of seeing him again fades, new hope sparks. I’ve been dreaming about playing in front of a crowd again—living and breathing music instead of just playing to myself whenever it doesn’t hurt too much to confront my crushed dreams.

At the age of twenty-one, my chances of getting into a music college are fading fast. After not having had a single lesson in five years, I need the best piano teacher I can get if I want any chance at all. That teacher is Ian Ashcroft.

The first thing I do when I get home in the evening is look up the address on the backside of the sheet music. Chills cascade down my spine when I see that it’s the same house where I saw Killian the last time. His father’s house. The place of my nightmares.

The idea of going back there kills my resolve anew. But as I lie in bed at night, unable to sleep, my mind keeps drifting to the new sheet music that I shoved beneath the pile beside my digital piano. I know the piece well. I’ve heard it so many times, both the orchestral version and the four-hand piano transcription. I can clearly hear it in my inner ear. The first trickle of notes mimics two springs blending together in a rapid cascade of notes, which finally becomes the river Moldau in a soaring, magnificent melody.

I know why Killian gave me that piece. To manipulate me. I won’t let myself fall for it. I refuse. But despite my many attempts at remaining steadfast, the music keeps calling to me. It’s two A.M. when I slip out of bed to go sit at the piano, put on headphones, and begin learning the music.

I tell myself it’s just that one time, but when I get back from work the next day, I can’t stay away from the piano even though I’m bone-tired.

Over the next two weeks, I keep making excuses, telling myself I’m only learning the music for my own enjoyment and there is no way I’m ever going near Killian again. But as my deadline approaches and I have learned the first three pages fluently, my thoughts start to shift as I realize what this opportunity might mean for me. Honing my skills, playing in front of an audience, and maybe—just maybe—getting back on track to pursuing the dream I’ve had since I learned my very first piano piece. 

Dread fills me whenever I consider going back there, into the wolf’s den, but the anxiety is even more suffocating when I consider giving up and walking away from this opportunity that may never come again. I know taking it is reckless, stupid, and dangerous, but I also know not taking it will mean that I’ll remain stuck on this deadbeat, unfulfilling path I’m on for the rest of my life. 

Maybe confronting Killian and my fears will even grant me some much-needed closure and strength. Or maybe it will do the opposite and he’ll find ways to break me even more.

My thoughts keep flickering back and forth like this right up until the point where I’m standing in my flat, fully dressed and ready to leave, on Sunday at noon, an hour before the time scribbled on the back of the sheet music. I still haven’t decided, and I don’t think I will before I’m there, in front of that house.
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The Return

Jenna

Tremors quake through my whole body as I stand in front of the tall black gate, watching the grand white house beyond it. The columned entryway, multi-paned windows, and the polished, pristine facade lend the house a sense of intimidating elegance. Cold and unwelcoming, just like the icy frost covering the ground.

All my instincts beg me to bolt. Going inside seems like the stupidest thing I could ever do—second only to thinking Killian meant well that night five years ago.

The memories come rushing back, sharp and suffocating. My shoulders hunch, and my chin tucks in. I do my best to snap out of it, squaring my shoulders instead. Because that’s what I have to do. Even knowing how stupid it is, I have to take this chance. It’s crystal clear as I stand here. I’ve let fear ruin my life before; I’m not doing it again.

I draw a deep breath and lift my hand to the intercom. Here goes.

A minute later, the gate buzzes, and I push through it and walk across the driveway.

When the front door opens, I glance up to find the man who was the last chapter of my nightmare standing on top of the stairs.

Ian Ashcroft is as mighty and intimidating as I remember him. Tall, straight posture, tailored suit, and uncaring eyes. The man is the epitome of British aristocracy. Cold and condescending.

Walking up the stairs, I glue my eyes to the ground, trying not to think about that scornful look he cast me when I ran out of his house. But the memories become a frontal assault when I follow him into the entryway and see the shiny black-and-white floor and the wrought iron banister. It’s like it was only yesterday that I ran down those stairs with my dress hanging open, cum sticking to my skin, and the plug still lodged in my ass. The last two were hidden under my dress, yet it felt like Ian saw every bit of shame hanging off me. And as I feel his eyes lingering on me, oppressive and observant, I know he still sees it.

“Leave your shoes and coat here, then come into the music room,” he says in a clipped, almost annoyed tone. Then he leaves my side and turns down the hall to the right.

I glance nervously up the stairs, then hurry to toe off my shoes and hang my jacket before following Ian, relieved to find no trace of Killian. 

In the music room, Ian gestures to the padded bench before the grand piano, which dominates the center of the room, lid open and surface polished and shiny like everything else in this house. I gingerly step up to it and sink onto the bench, suppressing the urge to trail my fingers along the surface as I go. I set my sheet music on the stand and watch the black and white keys. They beckon me to touch them, but I almost don’t dare. I haven’t touched the keys of a real piano in five years. After that night, it took me a year to even gather the nerve to play again, and at that time, my mother had sold the upright piano Nan had gotten me for my eighth birthday. I had to get a new instrument myself, and a digital one was all I could afford.

“Let’s hear it. From the third line.” Ian stands at my side, arms crossed over his wide chest. I cast a glance at him and immediately regret it. The severe authority that seems to vibrate off him has me drawing in a sharp breath. It’s in everything from his tailored suit and neat hairdo to his very posture and blue gaze that seems to bore straight past my defenses.

“Go on,” he urges with a hint of irritation.

Closing my eyes, I draw a leveling breath, then place my hands over the keys and ease into the sparkling cascade of rapid notes mimicking the first spring of water. The beautiful sound of the piano strings vibrates into the room and hits straight into my starved soul. I thought I was doing better, but as I play through the five pages of sweeping ups and downs, I realize I’ve only just been getting by. It’s like having been stuck underwater with a half-empty oxygen tank for years and finally breaching the surface and breathing fresh air.

I pour my soul into the music, my breathing synching with the sweeping cadence. My heart swells, beating harder and steadier. New life seeps through my veins, and I sway along with it. 

I play the last two lines with closed eyes, and when I stop, I have forgotten everything about where I am. Keeping my eyes closed, I try to cling to the moment of oblivion, remaining deep in the warm embrace of the music.

What I wouldn’t do for another minute like this.

Everything.

A sharp voice takes me out of the warmth and into the cold. “With rigorous training, I’ll be able to get you ready for the competition in September.”

I turn my head to look at Ian with surprise, hope beating in my heart along with the lingering pulse of the music.

“It will require your full focus and discipline,” he continues. “Your technique is slipping, and your timing is off, but I can correct that if you’re willing to put in the work.”

“Really?”

Ignoring my flabbergasted question, he points at the bench I’m sitting on, delivering his command as if to a dog. “Stay.” Then he leaves the room.

While I wait, the music slowly seeps out of my heart, trepidation taking its place and spiking at the sound of two sets of footsteps returning.

The earth jolts beneath my feet when both Ian and Killian enter the room. A sharp energy of arrogance and control fills the space, sucking out all air and making my lungs struggle to function. Being alone with Ian was bad enough, but having two of them here is like being cornered by a hungry pack of wolves.

When Killian showed up at work two weeks ago, I was so deep in shock that I barely noticed the man he has become. But as he stands there beside his dad, it’s striking how much he has grown. He’s even wider than Ian, biceps straining against his white dress shirt, and they’re the same height now, both towering over me, at least six feet three. The looks in their blue eyes are the same as well, arrogant and cool, threatening to chill the very beat of my heart into frozen stiffness. He still looks like a younger copy of his dad, but there’s a striking difference. Where Ian’s gaze is calm and direct, like a tiger patiently waiting to strike, Killian has this wild, burning energy to him. A raging fire that will consume everything.

Chills cascade down my arms, and my whole nervous system braces for flight. But even so, there’s something about these two men that roots me to the spot, beckoning me to give in and fall victim to their devastating command.

“Make room for Killian,” Ian commands, nudging my waist with the back of his hand. 

Startled, I all but jump to the side, every small movement and touch feeling like a threat. But it’s nothing compared to the pounding panic that descends when Killian approaches and sits on the padded surface next to me. The bench is wider than a usual one, made to fit two people, but his thigh brushing against mine is enough to aggravate the choking sensation crushing my lungs.

“Hello, princess,” he says, casting me an evil smile.

Memories of the first time he called me princess come crashing. The realization that he had just filmed me. The mockery in what was supposed to be an endearment. The horror when he crushed my world. A hint of his eucalyptus scent drifts past my nose, and it takes me right back there.

I shake my head as the room draws in. Killian keeps smiling, enjoying the effect he has on me. It’s too much. I can’t do it. The panic keeps building until I can’t take it anymore. 

“No,” I gasp, darting up and backing away. Straight into a hard chest. 

Strong hands close around my arms, and Ian steers me back to the bench and lowers me onto it. “He’s not going to touch you,” he says with a reproachful tone, like I’m a silly little child. But there’s a promise in there, too, that I cling to.

“Not yet,” Killian says, mischief dancing in his cold eyes.

“Enough,” his father scolds. “This will not work if you keep scaring her.”

I close my eyes and draw a settling breath. As much as Ian is callous, I don’t think he’s out to harm me.

“Now play,” Ian orders.

Killian lifts his hands to the keys, and his expression has completely changed when he casts me a quick look. This time, it’s full of purpose and intensity. I feel something brewing, and I lift my hands to the keys too, my fingers itching with the need to play.

A small lift of his chin is his only cue as he starts playing. I’m surprised at how instinctively I follow after years of only playing alone—never having played with him at all. I hit the first note the exact moment he starts, and he casts me a glance that seems to mimic my surprise. He tried to set me up for failure, but he’s not getting it.

My first two lines are just little drips and drops of single notes. They are nothing on their own, but with Killian’s part, they require absolute precision. And I deliver. Even when he hesitates a fraction too long, then pushes the rhythm, I hit them spot-on, syncing perfectly with him. He casts me another glance, this time teeming with anticipation, just before I join him in my own cascade of rapid sixteenth notes, our momentum building into something breathless and unstoppable.

Again, our timing fits perfectly. Somehow, I anticipate all his subtle expressive touches, following him effortlessly through every shift in tempo and dynamic. It’s a rush like no other, the way we merge. Our hands move in synced rhythm, our breaths mingling and matching until it feels like we’re one seamless entity.

I feel Killian watching me as his part pauses, just before the melody begins. The moment is fraught with intensity. I feel it all. The fear, the shame, and the anxiety he has caused me, but also the excitement of playing again—the surprise of the effortlessness.

When he eases into the melody, tears spring to my eyes. This music has always touched me deeply, but something about hearing Killian play it—me being part of it—brings back all the emotions I had forgotten and suppressed: the awe he always inspired within me when he played and those early years that made me fall hopelessly and irrevocably in love with him before he shattered my world into pieces.
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The Beginning

Jenna

Age six

“Please come inside, Mom.” I tug at the hem of her jacket as she turns to leave. “Please.”

“Hush. You’re a big girl now. Stop whining.” She pulls at her jacket, and the fabric slides through my fingers, taking away my last piece of safety.

Tears pool in my eyes while I watch her walk away, down the hall, through the glass doors, disappearing out of sight. I turn toward the classroom, and a girl with pigtails sees my teary eyes and casts me a taunting look. But it’s not her condescension that makes my chest shake; it’s the sight of the woman holding her hand as they step inside—her mom stayed.

I quickly wipe at my eyes when a boy with dark brown hair and blue eyes comes up to me. I expect him to drop some mocking comment when he stops in front of me, but instead, he holds his hand toward mine.

“Do you want to go in together?”

I glance down at his hand and up at his face, expecting some kind of trick. But his smile is warm, his blue eyes bright with anticipation.

“It’s okay to be scared,” he tells me, then leans in to whisper in my ear. “I’m scared too.”

“You don’t look like it.”

He turns to show me his Spider-Man backpack. “That’s because I have this guy with me. My dad got it for me.” His eyes light up.

“Why isn’t he here with you?” I search the space and the end of the hall where my mom just left, and my chest gets tight again when I realize he’s alone too.

“He’s in Australia, playing a concert with a big orchestra.”

“Really? What instrument is he playing?”

“The piano,” he says proudly. “I can play some too.”

My cheeks heat, and I look at my shoes. “I’m taking my first piano lesson this week.”

“Well, then we can be piano buddies.” He holds out his hand again, and this time, I take it.

We walk hand in hand into the classroom and take a seat next to each other at the back. When the girl who saw me nearly crying turns around and casts me another dirty look, he sticks his tongue out at her, and she quickly turns back around.

I watch him with a big, bright smile, wanting to thank him. But when he turns his blue eyes my way, I can’t find the words.

“I’m Killian, by the way. What’s your name?”

“I’m Jenna.”

He holds his hand out to shake mine, seeming very grown-up. “Nice to meet you, Jenna.”
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The Desire

Jenna

Playing with Killian nearly steals my breath. It reminds me of that first day of school, being carried through the ups and downs by him. When the music runs out, I don’t want to open my eyes and face the world and the version of Killian that broke my heart. I want to stay with that sense of stability he gave me back then and again now while we played. 

Keeping my eyes closed for a moment, I breathe through parted lips as the intensity of it all washes over me. When I open my eyes, Killian is staring at my mouth. I draw back, unnerved by his burning attention.

He lifts his eyes to mine. “Your technique is shit, but your dynamics were very pretty.” He grabs my chin and places a swift kiss on my lips. Then he gets up and leaves the room.

I’m left reeling, just staring into thin air.

As the trance breaks, I become aware of Ian. He’s only a vague silhouette in my peripheral vision, but the weight of his gaze is oppressive. I want to shrink on the bench, and it takes everything I have to remain upright. I don’t dare to turn and look at him, not even when he steps right up behind me.

My breath comes in ragged drags as he reaches for my hair and sweeps it behind my shoulders, just like his son did all those years ago. And despite everything I’ve learned, my reaction is the exact same. My skin hums beneath his touch, and I have to stop myself from leaning closer.

“How much are you willing to give to play again?” he asks in a strangely intimate tone.

“Everything,” I say with a breath of purpose I haven’t felt in years.

“Everything?” 

“Yes.”

“Even your dignity?”

Shocked, I turn around. His expression gives no signs of mockery. The question is serious.

I part my lips to say something but close them again when I can’t find the words.

I’m about to finally ask what he means when he steps back. “Tomorrow. Straight after work. Lessons with me, and all your practice happens here.”

***

When I get home, the weight of the day crashes down on me. Fully clothed, I collapse onto my bed and pull the comforter tight, but it offers little relief. My mind flashes with memories—five years ago and today. For a very long time, I’ve only remembered the trauma of that night when Killian invited me home, but suddenly, I remember that aching, painful desire as well. And not just the one between my legs, but also that instinctive, visceral need to please Killian.

I remember that sweet loss of control when he pushed the gag past my teeth. The desperate desire as he toyed with me. And the humiliation that somehow mixed perfectly with the pleasure when he pushed the butt plug inside me.

Closing my eyes, I slip my hands under the comforter and into my pants. I gasp when I find my panties soaked. Shame rolls over me, but I can’t stop myself. I rub my clit while I let the memory of Killian’s hands on my neck fill my mind. The collar he put there. The wrong but so intoxicating feeling of belonging to him.

Suppressing a moan, I turn my head and bare my neck to his phantom touch. But suddenly, it’s not Killian’s hand I feel there. It’s Ian’s. His deep voice resonates in my inner ear, asking me in all seriousness if I want to give up my dignity.

Heat coalesces at my core, throbbing, twisting, and twirling. A moan slips from my lips. I apply more pressure, rubbing my fingers through my wetness. Lifting a hand from under the covers, I wrap it around my throat, pressing against my windpipe. The sensation shoots straight to my core, and my moans get louder and more out of control as I crash straight for the edge.

Such a little ass slut. You actually want this.

The words spear into my brain, sudden and unbidden. But instead of snuffing out the orgasm, it sets fire to it.

I scream as pleasure rips through my body, making me buck off the mattress and curl my toes until my legs cramp. The pleasure keeps rolling for an agonizing minute, and then I collapse, kicking the comforter aside as the heat becomes unbearable.

Then comes the shame. Hot and suffocating.

I don’t sleep that night. All I can do is try to breathe through the anxious fear that keeps me in a chokehold. But it’s not just the fear of the two men awaiting me. It’s also fear of myself and the desire that keeps humming at my core, making me come three more times before dawn breaks.
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The Obsession

Killian

“I want her,” I tell Dad once Jenna is gone.

He lifts his eyes from the three screens on his desk and leans back in his tall leather chair. “She’s good, I agree. Your playing came alive with her at your side in a way it hasn’t in years.”

I want to bark at him for suggesting I don’t play well enough on my own, but there’s something else I want more. Her. “Not just as my piano partner; as mine.”

A smug smile spreads over his lips as he points his golden pen at me. “I told you that girl was getting to you.”

“You’re right, okay. Are you happy?” I drop into one of the recliners by the window overlooking the garden.

“That night was a mistake,” he continues.

I sit up straight and point at him. “That night was the fucking right thing to do. She was catching up with me. You said it yourself.” 

“She might have been your biggest threat, and a very real one, but she was also the one who pushed you to perform better than anyone else. I should have seen that sooner.”

“Just stop it, okay. I’ve had enough of this.” Five years, and he never shut up, telling me I should fix things with her and make her start playing again. 

“You should have approached her sooner, like I said. Your playing is already improving, just from that short interaction.”

Unable to stand any more of his arrogant shit, I say, “I still win every single solo competition I enter.” 

Jenna might help me win the four-hand competition, but I don’t need her. Not like that. It’s just because I’m a greedy motherfucker who wants it fucking all that I finally relented and approached her.

“Your technique is impeccable, but you’re lacking nerve. That grit and fire the audience responds to. Soon, it won’t be a panel of four judges you need to impress, but a crowd of a thousand who couldn’t care less how fast you can blaze through a Liszt étude. You need to expand your repertoire and work on your expression if you truly want to be great.”

Gnashing my teeth, I get up and start pacing the room. “Whatever. I just want her.”

“And you’ll have her. She’s returning tomorrow. I’ll get her ready on time, and you’ll win the competition.”

I shake my head. “I want more. I’m not doing this if it’s just for that competition. I don’t need that trophy.” I suppress a smile when Dad’s jaw hardens. I’m not the only greedy motherfucker here. He wants it all too. Having already won everything and excelled himself isn’t enough. He wants a repeat, and I am to deliver it to him. I don’t mind. Never have. But now I want something in return.

“And what exactly is it that you want?” he asks.

“Her.” I stab a finger toward the floor. “Right here. At my mercy. Mine to do with whatever I want.”

He regards me with that cool detachment he has down to perfection.

“Don’t act like I’m asking for the moon,” I rebuke. “Jenna is desperate. She’ll do anything to play again. You didn’t see her expression when I presented her with the sheet music.”

“I’m not sure it’s enough. Desperation will make people do stupid things, but you’re asking her to walk straight back into the arms of the man who raped her and accept his abusive behavior.”

“I didn’t rape her,” I say angrily.

“Are you sure that’s the way she sees it?”

“She asked for it all. You saw the video.” 

“She did. Right up to the point where you stopped filming.”

“I told you; I didn’t fuck her. I just came on her.”

“Without her consent.” 

“Whatever. We can just kidnap her.” I throw my hands into the air, impatient as hell. “Simply keep her here tomorrow.”

He cocks a brow. “And how do you plan on taking a captive out in public to play with you?”

“I don’t know. Make another video and blackmail her. It worked like a breeze the last time.”

“It’s not a good solution in the long term. Too risky.”

“I don’t care.” My breathing is getting labored now, and I keep opening and closing my fist as I try to rein in the urge to slam it into his desk or maybe one of his many monitors.

“Sit down before you break something,” Dad demands, deepening his voice. 

With a grunt, I drop into a recliner, clutching the ends of the armrests.

The room goes silent while he turns his gaze to his computers and his day trading. He looks like he’s ignoring me, but I know he’s just considering things. Using the moment to calm myself, I close my eyes and lean my head back, breathing deeply.

I feel somewhat more in control when Dad speaks again. “It might be good to have an outlet for all that pent-up rage of yours. The piano isn’t cutting it anymore.”

I bite back my protest. My temper is another thing I can’t stand him pointing out, but as much as I want to deny it, he’s right. It is getting out of control.

He steeples his fingers. “You need to let me handle Jenna and come up with a plan. It’s a delicate matter. You’ll have her, but you need to be patient.”

“Okay,” I agree, even though the restless swoosh in my veins beckons me to push this. But I know the best thing to do is take a backseat and let him handle things. He’ll find a way. He always does. Dad might as well be a ruthless stockbroker or a mafia boss if the piano hadn’t been the first thing to have caught his obsessive attention. He’ll get her. I just have to be patient. If I can.
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The Smiles

Killian

Age seven

“Your dad is scary,” Jenna says, and I follow her eyes to look behind me where Dad stands with his arms crossed, my Spider-Man bag hanging from one hand. He doesn’t smile—he only does at home—but the approving nod he gives me is just as good as one of his bright smiles when he comes back from tour and sees me.

“He’s the best,” I say, then remember what he brought home for me this time. I’ve been looking forward to showing it to Jenna since Friday night. I dig into my pants pocket and fish out the keychain with a purple rubber kitten wearing a headset. “He just came back from tour and brought me this. Isn’t it cute?”

I hold it in my open palm for Jenna to see.

“So cute,” she agrees, eyes widening with awe, just like I thought they would. It makes me smile.

“Do you want it?” I hold it out to her. “I have a second one at home. It’s a blue puppy.”

“Really?” She lifts her gaze to me, eyes still wide and happy. 

“Yeah. It’s yours.” I grab her hand and slip the kitten into it. “This one’s listening to Schubert—the piece you’re working on. Mine is listening to Chopin—the one Dad is teaching me.”

She opens her palm and watches it, biting her lower lip as she makes this happy little wriggle with her shoulders. When she looks at me again, I lean in and pop a small kiss on her lips. Her cheeks turn red, and she draws her shoulders up excitedly, watching me the same way she did the kitten.

I glance back at Dad, who’s now smiling as well—the type he only shows at home. A warm feeling blooms in my chest. I just made my two favorite people smile.
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The Punishment

Jenna

I’m exhausted when Ian opens the door for me the next evening. I’ve only slept a few hours, and after a long day at work, riddled with flashbacks and anxiety, all I want is to go home and sleep. But I’m determined to do this. Whatever it takes.

“Come in, Jenna,” he says when I hesitate outside the door, memories flashing as I stare into the entryway, remembering how he saw my shameful flight from his house that night.

The moment I step inside, more memories come crashing, and anxiety slithers along my nerves. I keep glancing around while I step out of my shoes and hang my jacket, expecting Killian to come out and jump me at any moment. 

“You look nervous,” Ian says, placing a hand at the small of my back to guide me down the hall.

I stiffen at his touch, wishing I hadn’t come—wishing this cold, arrogant man wasn’t my only shot at getting back on track. 

“Killian is not here today,” he says, opening the door to the music room. “You don’t have to worry about him.”

Surprised, I glance at him as I take a seat on the padded bench.

Instead of stepping close and demanding that I play while breathing down my neck, he remains at the door. “Take your time warming up. I’ll be back in half an hour.” Then he leaves.

I just stare at the door for a moment, baffled by his calm, almost welcoming behavior. Even his clothes were more casual, a black, soft sweater instead of a crisp button-up shirt.

I set my sheet music on the stand and spend the next half hour doing scales and technique exercises. The time spent alone helps, as does the knowledge that I won’t be seeing Killian today. When Ian returns, I’m much calmer. Still tired, but not anxious.

“Coffee?” He sets a mug on a side table close to me and takes a sip of his own.

I reach for the mug, relieved at the prospect of caffeine. When I lift it to my mouth, I’m surprised to see the coffee has cream, like I prefer it. The coffee is better than anything I’ve had in a long time, if not ever—a balm on my frazzled nerves.

Ian allows me a few sips, then takes my mug and sets it aside. “Let me hear the part we worked on yesterday.”

As we start working on the page in question, I remember what he asked about my dignity, and my nerves return. I keep expecting some sort of belittlement, but it never comes. He’s a strict and not exactly nice teacher, but if anything, it only drives my need to please him higher.

“No, no, no,” he erupts at one point, swatting my hands off the keys. “If you want to play with my son, you need to use the right wrist movement. I won’t have any of that sloppy technique here.”

Crowding me, he makes me scamper off the bench to let him take a seat. “Like this.” He plays the same part slowly, exaggerating the wrist movement.

“Again,” he demands, getting up.

I try to mimic the movement, but don’t quite get it right. 

“It’s too stiff.” He grabs my right wrist, and a swoosh rushes through me at the feeling of his strong fingers. 

“I’m sorry,” I say, genuine regret building in my chest. 

He pauses, studying me, seeming surprised. I stare at his hand that’s locked around my wrist—the wide breadth of his knuckles and the thick veins. The sight does strange things to me.

“Like this,” he finally says, moving my wrist in rolling waves. “Not like this.” He moves it back and forth in a stiff line. 

Gulping, I nod and lift my hands to the keys. This time, I get it right, and the notes flow much more freely with the new movement.

“That’s it.” He places his hand on my shoulder for a brief moment, and there’s that rush again.

Disappointment rises in its wake when he steps away, and I scold myself inwardly. I should not be drawn to this man. It’s not real affection. He’s just teaching me. I’m too starved to see the difference.

***

Going to Ian and Killian’s house straight after work becomes my new routine throughout the week. There, I spend hours at the grand piano, with and without Ian teaching me with strict authority. He always starts out by assuring me that Killian isn’t home or won’t be coming downstairs while I’m there, and around dinner time, he always brings me a hearty meal. 

When I get home at eleven, sometimes as late as twelve, I’m so exhausted I can barely stand on my own two legs. I often fall asleep fully dressed, but not without rubbing myself to an orgasm first.

Friday night, Ian asks if I have the weekend off. When I nod, he tells me to be at his place at seven thirty in the morning on both Saturday and Sunday.

I suppress the urge to gape, not knowing how I’m supposed to keep up this routine. I badly need rest. But he doesn’t give me a chance to protest.

“Don’t be late,” he says in a strict tone, then leaves me to find my own way out.

Saturday leaves me bone-tired, and when my alarm goes off on Sunday morning, I’m so deep in sleep that I fall straight back under the moment I’ve turned it off. I’m not sure if it’s my subconscious mind thinking that I have the day off, as usual, or if I’m just that exhausted, but I’m so far gone that I turn off the next alarm as well. When the third one finally bolts me upright, I realize the bus leaves in fifteen minutes.

I rush around getting ready, skipping breakfast and makeup, but even so, I don’t make it. Just as I round the corner, ready to sprint for the bus stop, the bus pulls away from the curb. I’m left panting, staring after it, dread curdling in my stomach as I realize I’m going to be late.

Ian is not happy about it. I can tell already when I push through the gate and see him appear at the door. 

I hurry down the driveway, gluing my eyes to the ground and ignoring the instinct to flee.

“You’re late,” he says with a stern tone that weighs down on me, making each step up the stairs seem like a climb.

“I’m so, so sorry. I was so exhausted I fell asleep again when my alarm went off, and—”

“Get inside,” he cuts me off.

I’m about to lean down and take off my shoes, but Ian grabs me by the arm and hauls me along, down the hall, past the music room, and into an office. I don’t get a chance to look around before his hands clamp onto my shoulders and force me to my knees. I yelp, but the landing is soft—padded leather beneath me. He pushes me forward, bending me over another leather-covered surface. A stool. No, two stools joined together, forming a lower and upper tier. I press my palms into the padding, trying to push myself up, but Ian pins me there with a firm hand on my back.

“Lie still,” he demands with a reverberating authority that stuns me into place.

The upper tier is slanted, making my ass stick into the air, my head dropping toward the floor. When he lifts my skirt, I realize why.

“No,” I gasp, just before his hand connects with my right ass cheek. 

Pain flares, reverberating deep into my muscles. I cry out, squirming to get free, scooting my legs farther out on the lower stool. But Ian pulls a leather strap across the backs of my knees and yanks it tight, forcing me back into place.

“No,” I squeal when another smack lands. I kick my legs into the air, but it’s useless. Ian brings his hand down twice more, and I thrash even harder. “Stop,” I cry, flinging my arms back, trying to push him away. It makes no difference. He swats my hands aside and rains down six more blows in rapid succession, cold and efficient as he administers my punishment.

I’m clutching the legs of the stool by the time the last smack lands, panting through the onslaught of pain. My ass is on fire, but that’s not the worst part. I feel shaken to the core, on the verge of a breakdown. When Ian releases the strap and tells me to get up, my legs are shaking so hard they can barely support my weight.

He points at the couch across the room. “Go take a nap. You look like a mess.”

I don’t protest. I don’t say anything as I stagger across the floor and gingerly sink onto the couch, curling into a ball with my back to the room.

Ian brings a blanket that he spreads over me, tucking me in. I can’t look at him or even thank him—or what would be more appropriate: demand an explanation. I’m too ashamed. Too shaken. But when he places a hand on my head, warm and calm, I want to combust under the kind gesture. He strokes my hair for a minute, and when he leaves, it takes everything not to break down. Somehow, the loss of that comfort is worse than the spanking.

***

I have no idea how long I sleep, but when I wake again, I feel somewhat revitalized.

Slowly, I push up to sit and find a plate on the coffee table, full of fruit, bread, sausage, and eggs. There’s even a big glass of orange juice.

“Eat,” a deep voice says from across the room.

Looking up, I find Ian sitting behind a huge desk, staring back and forth between three screens and tapping at a keyboard.

I break off a piece of bread and put it into my mouth. At first, I don’t feel hungry at all, but as I start chewing and the food sinks into my stomach, I realize how badly I need the sustenance. I end up gobbling up all the food, forgetting about the horrible punishment and Ian’s presence.

It’s not until I take the last sip of orange juice and set the glass down beside the empty plate that I remember where I am and who’s with me. I startle when I look up and find Ian watching me. His expression is impassive; there’s no telling whether he’s angry or merely disappointed. But it has to be one of the two, and the thought that I’ve disappointed him like that makes my chest ache.

“I’m sorry.” I fold my hands in my lap and drop my gaze. I don’t know what it is about this man. I know my pleaser tendencies are bad, but he makes them roar to life with a vengeance that eradicates all thought of normal conduct and boundaries.

“You’ve done your penance. Now it’s time to move on. Go warm up in the music room.”

Heaving a deep breath, I get up. I feel like a little girl being scolded by the principal as I walk through the room with my hands gathered in front of me, feeling Ian’s eyes following me.

“You’ll stay until seven tonight to make up for the lost time,” he says when I grab the door handle.

Pausing, I turn toward him. Seven? I have several errands I need to run today. There’s no way I’ll make it when I won’t be home until after eight. But when he lifts his brows in a strict expression and nods for me to go on, I can’t protest.

“Yes,” I simply say and leave the room, trying to ignore the desperate longing for him to touch me again.
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The Plan

Ian

Jenna looks like a wreck when I let her go on Sunday night after six hours of arduous practice and only two short breaks. Like yesterday, she’s not wearing any makeup, and it makes her look even more vulnerable than she already does. It makes me want to take her in my arms and hold her close.

As much as I like to tear a woman apart and make her cry and scream, I love the mending as well. One is nothing without the other. It’s the combination that truly makes it special. And Jenna stirs my every protective instinct. Leaving her side after the punishment was more than a little difficult, and making sure she eats has become a little obsession of mine.

I hope Killian will come to see the value of aftercare, too, someday. The rate he’s going at now, exerting his cruel sadism and not providing any care, is not healthy. But I’m afraid he’ll only shut down even more if I push him too hard.

I will have to keep a close eye on him when we set our plan into motion.

But the plan is no longer the same as before. I want more as well. The sweet submissive girl is getting under my skin, just as she is with Killian. 

I never thought I’d feel attracted to her—my son’s former classmate and the girl whose life I coldly destroyed to make way for my son. But I couldn’t have known what a beautiful, fiercely determined, and disarmingly vulnerable woman she turned into. I also couldn’t have known how deeply her submission runs and how natural it is. I see it in every little thing she does, from the way she instinctively lowers her gaze in my presence to her genuine apologies when she doesn’t live up to my demands.

Only seconds pass between the front door closing behind her and a door upstairs slamming. Then Killian comes running down the stairs. Stopping on the last step, he crosses his arms over his chest. “When am I going to see her again?” 

“Patience,” I say, walking past him, toward the living room.

He follows. “I’ve been patient. It’s been a whole week.”

I turn to face him. “I need more time.”

“Why?”

I sigh, seeing how he’s already getting agitated. His temper has been worsening since he approached Jenna three weeks ago. This week, he has smashed two plates and the TV remote. I should probably get him a new therapist, but it never did help much. The most effective way to control his temper has always been to give him something else to focus on. Like pushing him to become the best pianist. Kink is helping him as well. I often worry he’ll go too far with one of his random girls, but so far, he’s kept himself in check. The few times he did cross a line, it wasn’t too bad, and me having a talk with the girl, giving her some aftercare, and paying off a chunk of her student loans has always sufficed to fix the problem.

I hope having Jenna will calm him. She seems to have a special effect on him that I haven’t seen in anyone or anything else before. But he needs to be patient, just a little while longer.

“I’m wearing her out,” I explain. “But it will take time to get her desperate enough to quit her job and accept our stipulations. I’m molding her to crave my touch; that takes time too.”

“Why?” he repeats.

“As much as she seems to crave your sadism, she needs something safe to lean into. I will provide that. But she needs time to learn to trust it. Teasing and denial. When I’m done with her, she’ll be so desperate for my affection that she won’t be able to say no.”

Killian’s jaw tics. “But she’ll still be mine.”

“We need to talk about that.” I sink into the leather recliner and nod at the couch. “Sit down.”

He does as I tell him, but his hand tapping the cushion reveals that his anger remains.

“I’m not just going to be the clean-up crew, fixing your messes,” I say.

The plan has always involved me providing aftercare—just enough that she wouldn’t break. It wasn’t Killian’s idea, but he easily accepted it when I asked whether he would do it himself. It was my idea, but I no longer think it will work. Seeing Jenna’s raw vulnerability and Killian’s reactions to her, a little won’t suffice. Especially not if Killian goes as hard on her as I expect. Jenna will need lots of aftercare. I’ll probably need to have her sleeping in my bed to restore the sense of safety Killian will rip away. And more so, I’m no longer interested in providing just a little aftercare, and I certainly won’t be bringing a woman into my bed without getting anything out of it. I don’t mind that I have to provide more aftercare than hurt, but I do want both.

“If she’s going to live under my roof,” I continue, “I want something out of it as well. So we’ll share her.”

“Share her?” A stunned grin spreads over Killian’s face as he drags his hand through his hair. “You want us to share her? As in fucking the same girl. Father and son.”

“Yes.”

He licks his lips. “Damn. I knew you were unhinged, but not that much.” 

“Like father, like son,” I say, giving him a meaningful look. I never asked him to parade his girls down here, sperm and spit on their faces, hooks in various openings, displaying them to me as a means to humiliate them. 

He throws his hands into the air. “Sure. Whatever. As long as I get what I want, you can have her the rest of the time.”

I lift a finger. “But you cannot break her. That’s my only condition.”

His grin widens. “Why not? I can just send her down here and let you fix her.”

I deepen my voice. “I can’t fix everything. So don’t cross a line. If you take things too far, you won’t win the competition.”

“Okay,” he agrees disgruntledly.

“Good. We have an arrangement, then.” I get up from the recliner and smooth the folds on my shirt. “Give me one more week and I’ll have her ready.”
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The Breaking Point

Jenna

The following week is brutal. Ian keeps his demands high, driving me hard when I’m at his place, keeping me until late in the evenings.

“Can I please have a day off?” I ask on Thursday night when I’m in the entryway, about to leave. Exhaustion is about to get the better of me. I can barely stand up straight.

Ian grabs my chin, and there’s that rush again. A desire so strong that tears brim in my eyes. I’ve been feeling so out of sorts lately that I need his steady touch to calm me. But I only get it in fleeting moments like these. I have to settle for his sharp authority instead. It steadies me as long as it’s there, but the moment he’s gone, I’m drifting again, unable to find my footing in anything. 

He studies me with a hard expression. “Do you want this?”

“I do.” So, so much.

He makes a clipped nod and releases me. “Come here straight after work tomorrow.”

Defeat and relief war in my sleep-deprived mind as I walk to the bus. I’m not sure I can take one more night. But I also don’t know if I can stand another day away from Ian.

At work the next day, I’m exhausted and unfocused. I spill coffee on a customer, drop a plate full of food, and almost fall asleep in the bathroom.

“You need to up your game,” my manager says, taking me aside when my shift is over. “I don’t know what’s going on with you. Whatever it is, you need to fix it, or I’ll have to let you go.”

My chest constricts, and that latent sense of terror that has been eating at me ever since I saw Killian again roars to life. When I’m sitting on the bus early in the evening, I can barely breathe, and when I get off and walk up to the gate in front of the big white house, my vision is blurry, the world closing in around me.

“What’s wrong? Are you sick?” Ian asks when he lets me in.

“I’m sorry, I’m just not feeling well.”

He lowers his voice to a warning tone. “Do you need to go home?”

“No, no. I just need to sit for a moment. Please.” That last word comes naturally. Even though I feel physically ill, my mind in a state of emergency, the need to please him remains strong as ever.

Pressing a hand to the small of my back, he leads me down the corridor, into the music room. It takes everything I have not to lean further into him and collapse against his strong body. He has all the confident stability and strength I’m lacking. But he can’t be that person. I can’t risk this opportunity by crossing a line and letting him see just how badly I want him.

“Sit,” he says, leading me to the couch instead of the piano. He leaves the room and returns a minute later with a glass of orange juice and a bowl of chocolate squares that he sets on the coffee table. “You need some sugar.”

I drink and eat in silence while he stands before me, arms crossed over his chest, watching me like a hawk. It’s unnerving but also oddly reassuring.

“Thank you,” I say when I’m done and my head has cleared somewhat. “I’m really sorry about this. It’s just…” I trail off. He’s not interested in my problems.

“What happened?” he insists.

“It’s nothing. Just personal issues.” Shame twists my stomach at the thought of all my failures. I can’t even keep a simple waitress job.

“What happened?” he repeats, sharpening his tone.

Averting my gaze, I clear my throat and draw a deep sigh. “My boss threatened to fire me.”

When he doesn’t respond, I glance up, and everything inside me withers at the sight of his hard expression—even more severe than before, I realize as I notice the tense muscles in his jaw.

Is he mad?

I think he is when he points at the piano and gives me a clipped, “Play.”

His indifference hurts more than I care to admit, and for the next hour, I’m fighting off tears as he pushes me hard at the piano.

My playing hasn’t been very good lately. If anything, it seems like I’m regressing despite all the lessons and practice. No matter how hard I try, I can’t do better. I’m just too sleep-deprived. It’s embarrassing, and I’m wondering why he hasn’t already written me off.

When he ends the lesson abruptly, I think that’s what’s about to happen.

“Go home,” he says, interrupting my playing in the middle of a passage.

I shake my head in utter desperation, my lips quivering. 

“Seven thirty tomorrow morning,” he says.

The relief of that last addition barely helps. I don’t know if I can make it through another full day of practice. When I get home, I’m so sick with worry that I can’t sleep. But even knowing I’m headed straight for failure, I also can’t give up. If Ian gives me another chance, I’ll quit my job myself. I might end up on the streets, but I can’t go back now that I’ve finally regained some hope. 
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The Proposition

Ian

“This isn’t working,” I tell Jenna the next morning after an hour of listening to her sloppy playing. She’s at her breaking point. Her hands are shaking, her lips trembling, and she’s fighting off tears. I had planned on waiting until Monday to give her the ultimatum, but she’s already where I want her. That threat of getting fired was the icing on the cake, making her even more desperate and lost than I could have hoped. 

But it’s not just that she’s ready; I also can’t bear to wait one more day to break her out of her misery and hold her in my arms.

She turns on the bench, eyes wide and pleading. “No. No. I’ll do better.”

“You’re tired, unfocused, and you still can’t play the rapid notes with the right wrist movement.”

Her hands clutch the edges of the bench, desperation thinning her voice. “I’m sorry. I’ll do better. I promise. I’ll quit my job. I’ll do anything. Just give me another chance. I’ll make it work.”

I suppress a smile and the urge to say, This is already working beautifully.

Keeping my expression serious, I hold her gaze. “Do you still want to do everything it takes to play?”

“Anything,” she says with fervor.

“Then come with me.” I go to the door and hold it open for her. She casts a nervous glance at me as she steps into the hall and moves aside to let me to lead the way. Her entire body is teeming with anxiety as I signal for her to go ahead. Her head makes a little twitch a few times as if she wants to turn and look at me. Having me follow right on her heel, towering above her, unnerves her. And it makes me hard.

“In here,” I tell her when we reach my office. I push the door open for her, and she freezes when she looks inside and sees Killian in one of the recliners by the tall window.

Pressing a hand to the small of her back, I spur her inside.

“We have a proposition for you,” I say.

“What kind of proposition?” Her voice thins, and she takes a step away from me, hands nervously clinging to each other.

“Go kneel at Killian’s feet and I’ll tell you.” I gesture toward my son, who spreads his legs, making room for her.

She shakes her head, eyes darting between him and me, biting her lips as the trembling gets worse.

“Go on.” I nod at him, and when she still hesitates, I open the door. “Do it, or leave.”

Her eyes glisten with tears as she watches me, probably hoping it’s all just a cruel joke. When I open the door an inch farther, she drops her gaze and pads over to Killian. Two feet away from him, she sinks to her knees.

“Not good enough,” I tell her. When she scoots a little closer, only almost reaching his knees, I add, “All the way, and then turn your face this way.” 

She scoots around and backs up until she’s between his legs. The rapid rise and fall of her chest makes me want to go hug her. Or maybe make her kneel at my feet. Or even between us.

Killian grabs a fistful of her hair, making her yelp. “Finally, there’s my little princess.” 

“Control yourself,” I demand.

Killian rolls his eyes but releases her hair.

I go to sit in my chair behind the desk, turning toward them as I interlace my hands over my stomach. 

“This proposition only comes once, so I want you to listen very carefully, Jenna. Can you do that?”

Sniffling, Jenna makes a quick nod.

“If you quit your job and move in here with us, I’ll continue teaching you and getting you ready for the competition in September.”

Her eyes dart up to me, shocked and worried but also glimmering with careful hope. While I continue, the concern takes over, tightening her brows and making her hands jitter.

“When you live under my roof, you’ll abide by my rules. You’ll have to pay rent, but instead of a monetary contribution, you may pay in terms of service.”

“What kind of service?” she asks in a small voice.

I lower my chin to imbue my message with seriousness. “Any kind of service we may ask for.”

Shaking her head, she lifts a hand to cover her mouth.

“That’s right, princess, anything,” Killian says, about to reach for her throat, but stopping at my warning look. 

Her shoulders draw up to her ears, and the shaking of her head becomes so bad I think she’s about to have a panic attack.

“There are boundaries,” I say, suppressing the urge to go to her. As much as I want to hold her, she’ll have to get used to the idea of Killian being part of this as well, or it won’t work. I’m not going to let him unleash his ruthless sadism on her from the start, but she has to show us she can give in to him. If I’ve read her right, she can. At least, if we ease her into it. 

“No blood or permanent scars,” I explain. “No excrement. And nothing so degrading that you can’t come back from it.”

“What does that even mean?”

“It means that we will push you, but we won’t break you beyond repair.”

She keeps shaking her head. “I-I can’t. There’s no… There’s just no way.” 

“Are you sure?” I press.

Killian casts me a questioning look, and I give him a go-ahead nod, knowing what he means.

With a bit more eagerness than I’d like, he slips his hand onto her neck. She yelps, jumping like a scared little rabbit.

Carefully, I mouth to him. This is the crucial moment. She might be desperate to play the piano again, but if Killian triggers a trauma response in her, there’s nothing we can do to make her agree. We need to remind her that she liked what he did to her.

Slowly, he moves his hand to the front, wrapping it around her throat in a snug fit that forces her head back. Her fingers tap wildly at her thighs, and she squeezes her eyes shut to avoid eye contact. She’s about to close in on herself, but I won’t let her.

“Look at him,” I demand in a sharp tone.

She draws a shuddery breath, struggling to obey, but her natural submissive instincts kick in—the work I’ve done these past two weeks wins out. I’ve been conditioning her, rewarding her with my touch when she obeyed a direct order. Seeing how beautifully it has worked as she slowly peels her eyes open makes me smile.

“He’s not going to hurt you. He’s just going to hold you like that while I talk. So just keep watching him and listen to my voice. Can you do that?”

She gives the tiniest nod against his hand, her nostrils flaring with the speed of her rapid breaths.

“When Killian took you upstairs five years ago, you enjoyed what he did to you.”

“I didn’t,” she blurts.

“You did. I saw the video.”

“No,” she gasps.

Killian lifts his hand to stroke her cheek, and her shoulders soften a little. I’m happy to see that he’s taken some of my advice to heart.

“You asked him to gag you. And from what I saw, that wasn’t a scared girl being pressured into asking. You wanted him to fill your mouth.”

“I didn’t,” she protests again.

Killian moves his hand closer to her mouth, slowly stroking his knuckles over her lips. Her breathing becomes heavier as he drags them back and forth, and I can’t help but marvel a little. Her submission is stronger than her trauma. Despite what he did to her, she’s still attracted to him.

Positioning two fingers against her lips, Killian casts me another silent question. I agree with a nod, and he pushes to gain entrance. Jenna gives a slight shake of her head but parts her lips.

“Such a good little slut,” he croons, sliding his fingers past her lips, into her mouth.

She groans around the intrusion, squeezing her eyes shut as if it could block out the feeling, but her body goes pliant, nonetheless.

I allow her to keep her eyes shut for a while. She doesn’t seem to be closing in on herself this time. Watching him while he invades her mouth is simply overwhelming.

Killian hums as he drags his fingers in and out a few times. “I’ve been waiting for this for so long.”

Her shoulders shudder at those words, and her head falls back, just a smidgen farther. It’s like she’s been waiting too; she just doesn’t want to admit it.

When he pulls out and releases her throat, her eyes are glazed.

“Did you like that?” I ask.

Her attention snaps to me, like she had forgotten I was here. Her mouth forms an ‘O,’ about to deny her desire.

Before she can give voice to the lie, I warn, “Don’t ever lie to me, Jenna. That’s rule number one. Do you understand?”

She gives a quick nod.

“Now, let’s try again. Did you like what Killian just did to you?”

She bites her lips and closes her eyes. Then she gives the tiniest nod.

“Say it,” I demand.

Her lips quiver as she says in a soft, vulnerable voice that goes straight to my dick, “I liked it.”

“Oh yes, you did.” Killian grabs her throat again, and a tear drips from her eyes.

“He’ll use you like that again,” I say. “And more. But instead of sending you away, he’ll send you down to me afterward.”

“What then?” she asks, breathing hard as she struggles to hold back the tears glistening in her eyes.

“I’ll take care of you and let you sleep in my bed.”

She watches me for a minute, and longing deepens her vulnerable gaze. After two weeks of teasing her with my touch, giving her just enough to hint at how good it could be, she’s come to crave it more than anything. And I’ve come to crave her responsive body more than I’ve craved anything for years.
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The Wrongness

Jenna

My mind spins as I try to process it all. Take care of you and let you sleep in my bed. He’s my piano teacher and the most intimidating man I’ve ever met. He’s twice my age and the father of the guy I had a crush on for years—maybe still do, even. As much as I hate and fear Killian for what he did to me, I can’t deny the pull that remains. Heat is already swirling low in my belly just from that short throat-grab and having his fingers invade my mouth.

My mind crashes back on the father-son part as the wrongness of this situation dawns on me.

“You’re his father,” I say, stating the obvious and the immoral perversion that needs to be addressed.

“I am,” Ian simply agrees.

“Y-you can’t do this. It’s wrong.”

“What? Sharing the same toys?” Killian challenges. Before I can answer, he adds, “I’ve been using Dad’s toys since that night I stuffed your mouth and ass.”

My mouth falls open. I stare at Ian, hoping to God he’ll deny it, but he simply nods.

“You can’t do that?” is all I can say.

“Why not?” Killian grabs my hair when I try to scoot away. “It’s not like we’ll fuck you at the same time.”

“No,” I protest, trying to pull away, but Killian tightens his grip.

“Let her leave,” Ian says. I dart up the moment Killian releases me. Just as I open the door, about to flee, Ian says, “If you walk out now, there’s no coming back.”

Pausing, I look at him, my heart pounding wildly. I feel like I’m hovering on a thin ledge between a crocodile swamp and a lion’s den, and no matter what I do, I’ll fall.

“No more piano,” Ian states.

“You can’t stop me from playing. I’m sick of this. This is blackmail. Uploading that video is illegal. I was sixteen.”

Ian lifts his brows. “You really think I would just upload it from my own computer? I know a guy who can have it up within half an hour without a single soul being able to trace it.”

“It’s your room. In your house. Killian’s voice.”

Ian shrugs. “So?”

“It’s child pornography. The police will know it happened here.”

Ian gets up and rounds his desk. “We’ll mute Killian’s voice and blur the background. There’s really not much you can’t do with a video these days. Even if someone were to find out, Killian was sixteen too. No crime there. Just two teenagers exploring and making the stupid mistake of recording it.”

I retreat into the door opening as Ian approaches me. “He’ll be exposed too. It will harm his career.”

Ian stops right in front of me, shaking his head as if I’m a silly little child. Lifting his hand to my face, he brushes his knuckles over my cheek. I know he’s manipulating me, but I can’t help my reaction. I’m so starved for any kind of affection that my knees go soft.

“No one’s going to find out it’s Killian,” he says in a soft voice.

My brain fires off in different directions. What I know and what I feel. Everything about this is wrong—so awfully wrong—but there’s no good way out of it. If I walk out the door, I’m back in my shitty flat and shitty job, working toward some half-hearted plan that won’t ever make me happy. If I stay, I risk everything. My safety, my sanity, and my dignity. Ian has already promised to strip me of the last one. Is a chance at getting my dreams back worth it? A few hours at the piano every day and getting to play on a stage again?

And these two men? Despite their cruelty and manipulation, I’m drawn to them in ways I can’t explain. 

I glance at Killian and remember all the things he did to me. Ian’s words—that I enjoyed what Killian did to me. If that night hadn’t ended the way it did—if I’d had a safe place to go afterward—would it have been as traumatic?

But is Ian even safe?

I look up at him. He’s as arrogant and cold as Killian, but he also holds a steady calmness that makes me think there might be more to him. Instinctively, I’ve come to feel safe with him, but rationally, I don’t know.

“Are you going to hurt me?” I ask.

“Nothing that can’t be mended,” Ian assures, continuing the slow strokes on my cheek. “If you don’t live up to our demands, you’ll be punished. Corporally. And not just ten smacks with a bare hand. But if you’re a good girl, you might be rewarded.”

“I’m scared,” I confess. “So damn scared.”

“I know,” he simply says. No words to reassure me. 

I’m about to back away from him, but then he reaches out for me. His hands close around my shoulders, and he pulls me into him. The moment when he wraps his arms around me is like magic.

There, I have my answer. The safety I feel is unlike any I’ve ever known. The world draws back, and with it goes all the worries and hurt I’ve ever felt. I sink into him, letting his heat and his strength engulf me. His heart is a steady beat against my ear, soothing the frantic rhythm of my pulse.

When he draws back, all I want to do is sink back into him. But even as he steps aside and the world draws back in, I find myself calmer than before.

“Now, leave or return to Killian and apologize for running off.”

There’s no inner debate. Lowering my gaze, I go to Killian, sink to my knees right in front of him, and say, “I’m sorry.” Part of my brain balks at me for apologizing to the man who ruined my life, but the part that is stuck in a thick fog compels me to lower my head and repeat the words with more clarity. “I’m sorry I ran off.”

When I glance up, I see a smile spreading over his lips. It’s cruel and condescending, but it also holds so much power and desire that I can’t deny the effect it has on me. 

“Are you gonna show me how sorry you are by letting me stuff your ass in front of Dad?” Killian asks.

Tears spring to my eyes for the hundredth time today as I close my eyes and accept that I’ve lost—to my own warped body and to these two men. 

“Yes.”
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The Scorn

Killian

Age fifteen

“Hi Killian,” Jenna says, walking down the hall with a spring to her step on our lunch break, hugging a stack of books.

“Stop fucking looking at me like that,” I tell her as she all but beams at me. “It’s pathetic.” I’m not someone she should smile at. I’m always mean to her, yet she keeps smiling and acting like we’re friends.

“I’m sorry,” she says, face falling, eyes dropping to the ground.

Like I said, pathetic.

Just as I pass her, she glances up at me, and that hurt expression lodged in her eyes makes her look like a fucking puppy. 

I look after her as she disappears into the classroom. Maybe I should put a fucking leash on her and make her crawl around on the floor. My cock stirs at the thought of humiliating her like that. She could be the puppy I always wanted as a kid, although a different kind. She’d be sitting there on her knees, looking up at me like I was her God, her tongue hanging from her mouth, eager to suck my cock and taste my cum. Then I would come all over her face instead. Maybe that would wipe the ridiculous smile off her face.

It doesn’t seem like a bad idea as the idea unfurls. Jenna needs to learn her place. Beneath me. She hasn’t won a single one of the many piano competitions she has entered. She has plenty of silver and bronze trophies, but the golden ones are all mine.

I wonder what would happen if I crowded Jenna in the ladies’ room and put a collar and leash on her. Would she scream? Struggle when I pushed her to her knees?

Nah, Jenna would bare her throat and willingly let me collar her if I told her to do so. Always such a pleaser. A naïve, little girl. I’d love to drag her through the halls on a leash so everyone can see how pathetic she is.

I chuckle to myself. One day, I’m going to teach pathetic little Jenna where she belongs. I can’t wait.
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The Exposure

Killian

Seeing Jenna lower her head in submission and say the word I want to hear—yes—makes my cock grow achingly hard. There’s something utterly tantalizing about having her ask me to do the most vile, humiliating things to her. I almost can’t believe I have her here again, at my mercy.

I’ve played with lots of girls since that night five years ago, constantly chasing that same high. Women my age, older women, girls I picked up at bars, girls I met online, some I paid, and some so cheap I didn’t have to give them a penny. You name it, I’ve done it—as long as they were willing to let me do kinky shit to them. But no matter how many girls I’ve whipped, gagged, or fucked in the ass, I haven’t come close to reaching that same high of the first night with Jenna. I’ve even dragged girls downstairs by a leash with cum and spit all over their faces to relish in their utter humiliation when I presented them to Dad and made them kiss his shoes. Still, nothing compared.

I had come to the conclusion that it must be because that night with Jenna was my first kinky experience. Or maybe it was the added rush of ruining her life. But as I watch her now, vulnerable and eager to please, I realize neither was the problem. Before that night with Jenna, I found her meek and demure. A pathetic little pleaser. And that was exactly what made the thrill so high. Tainting all that pure innocence. 

Dad leaves the room and comes back a moment later, handing me a small steel butt plug. I smile at the sight of the pink gem at the base. It’s perfect for innocent Jenna.

I don’t know how Dad and I came to be comfortable about sharing sexual experiences like this. Maybe it stems from the fact that we’ve always been close. Growing up and spending all my free time playing the piano, I didn’t have many friends, and Dad was often the only person I’d see outside school for weeks, and he always travelled with me abroad for piano competitions and recitals. When I found his toys at the age of sixteen, he openly answered all my questions. And those toys were the solution when Jenna became a threat to everything I—we—had worked for. And since I had to tell him all about the precarious situation and what I’d done—how it turned me on and made me come all over her—kink became a natural subject between us.

Forcing my play partners downstairs and presenting them to him was probably what solidified the pattern. Dad was visibly outraged the first time, but when I told the girl to lick his shoes, he couldn’t resist. He’s as fucked up as I am in that way. Or maybe it’s the other way around. After all, he’s the one who has taught me all the finer details of how to make a woman bend to my will and accept the degrading things I want to subject her to. We’ve never shared a woman, but my eagerness to learn—and his eagerness to make sure I don’t cross too many limits—has made BDSM a common subject at the dinner table. And he was the one who gave me the advice that made our initial plan with Jenna unfurl seamlessly. It was only a few hurried tips, but I took them to heart as my default approach of getting wavering girls to accept the shitty things I wanted to do to them. Talk softly and treat her like a princess and she’ll be like putty in your hands.

I can be patient like that to make sure I’ll get what I want in the end, but with Jenna, I’ve already waited too long. I’m sick of all the times Dad has said the words ‘slow and gentle’ when planning this exact moment. But as much as I’m sick of it, I’m also too eager to have her to risk fucking it up, so I rein in the fiery need burning in my veins when I tell her to get into position.

“Lean over. Ass in the air so Dad can really get a good view.”

A surge of triumph rushes through me when she gingerly leans forward, presses her hands to the floor, and lifts her ass. She has no idea what she’s in for. After five years of practice, I’ve become quite the skilled humiliator. I’m nothing like Dad yet—I haven’t mastered that steadfast patience that can make a woman give in to anything—but I know how to wield the tools I have at my disposal.

“Pull your pants down. Panties too,” I order, a bit annoyed she’s not wearing a skirt that I can simply flip up. “No more pants from now on.” I glance up at Dad, hoping he’ll agree. When he nods, I add, “Only skirts and dresses and pretty panties. No pantyhose.” She gingerly slips her coverage off, one item at a time. My impatience grows, and I slap her ass when it’s finally bare. “Part those ass cheeks.” 

She whimpers in real humiliation—none of that fake shit like many of those cheap girls I’ve played with. It makes my dick strain against my pants, and I have to suppress a grunt as she leans down to rest her head on the floor, reaching back to spread her cheeks. Just slightly.

I slap her ass harder. “More.” 

Another whimper escapes her as she parts them further.

“Are you just as wet as the last time, princess?”

“No,” she ardently denies, but when I lean forward and reach under her, I feel the wetness dripping from her pussy even before I touch it.

Grabbing the back of her neck, I lean over her. “What was the first rule Dad taught you?”

“I-I don’t know,” she says in a thin voice.

Lifting my head, I say, “Dad, will you remind her of your first rule?”

He goes to get one of his canes that he conveniently keeps in an umbrella stand behind his desk.

Jenna’s back quivers with her quickened breaths as he comes up behind her and brackets her feet with his.

He tuts. “This is not boding well. Barely ten minutes and you’re already breaking the one rule I’ve given you.”

“I’m sorry, I’m so sorry,” she gushes.

He nudges her hands aside with the cane, and when he rests it against the side of her ass, she scrambles to get away. But she’s not going anywhere. I grab the back of her neck, and he sets a foot down on her calves.

“No,” she whimpers, but Dad is not merciful. Unlike me, he can be tender and caring, but not merciful.

Lifting the cane, he swishes it down on her ass, making her erupt into the most delicious, startled scream.

She jerks to get free, but there’s no escape. Dad swishes the cane five more times, creating six pretty sets of parallel stripes along the sides of her ass. Jenna screams through the whole ordeal, and when Dad steps away, she’s shuddering and sniffling.

I tighten my grip on the back of her neck. “Have you learned your lesson?”

“Yes. Yes. I have. I’m sorry. So sorry.” 

I laugh to myself. I think she actually means it. It’s not just that she’s scared of more pain. She seems genuinely regretful as she keeps apologizing profusely. 

“I’m sorry. So, so sorry.”

“Shut up and spread those cheeks,” I growl, getting annoyed at the repetition.

She scrambles to obey, and I lean down over her again to push the butt plug into her pussy, coating it in her slick juices.

She starts whimpering and squirming when I position it against her puckered hole, her little hands tightening as she struggles to remain obedient. 

“She’s tight,” Dad says as I apply steady pressure. “Go a little slower.”

I grin at him, knowing what he’s doing—reminding her that he sees every little thing. The effect is instant. Her shaking head reveals how the humiliation is getting to her.

“Yes, Dad,” I say to drive it home, reminding her how fucked-up this situation is. I adjust the plug against her narrow hole and start pushing, very slowly.

“Have you had anything up there since Killian broke you in?” Dad asks.

Her hands ball into fists. “No.”

“Good, then he gets to be the first one to take you in that hole.”

My grin lingers. I love anal play. I guess I’m kind of obsessed. I never told Dad directly, but he must have gathered as much from all the times I’ve asked about anal toys, and I think he’s seen my collection of plugs, hooks, beads, and enema kits.

“How many men have you had in your pussy?” he asks, tapping the cane lightly between Jenna’s legs.

“O-one,” she stutters.

“One?” Dad repeats with surprise.

“B-before that night.”

“Did he make you come?”

“No.”

“Was it any good at all?”

“N-no,” she repeats.

“How long was he inside you?”

“I-I don’t know. One, two minutes.”

A smile spreads over his face. “One bad fuck. Five years. Then you’re almost a virgin. This hole will be mine then. I’ll claim your secondhand virginity once I decide it’s time.”

Shit. We really fucked her up. But even though I’m a bit shocked, I can’t help but smile. Because now she’s ours. We have a whole world of firsts to introduce her to.

Plugging her tight little asshole in front of Dad will be the first one.

“Relax,” I tell Jenna as I massage her sphincter with the toy and it remains tight.

“Maybe she needs a little help.” Dad pokes the cane between her legs. A moan erupts from her, accompanied by a jerk, and I’m guessing he’s found her clit. The stimulation helps. It only takes me two more minutes of probing and turning the plug before it pops in.

I finish with a smack on her ass. “There we go. All nice and pretty. What do you think, Dad? Maybe she should wear it when you continue the piano lessons?”
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The Submission

Ian

Jenna can barely stand on her own two legs when I help her off the floor, and her eyes are glazed over. Right now, I don’t even think she’ll be able to play a C major scale at a decent tempo.

“She should wear the plug while she plays,” I tell Killian. “But I think her lesson will have to wait.” I wrap an arm around her waist to support her wobbling frame.

“Too bad. I’d love to see that.” Killian jumps to his feet, full of energy. For the first time in two weeks, that buzzing anger has been replaced by a more level type of excitement. It’s good to see, but right now, Jenna needs a break.

“Another time.” I nod toward the door, and he catches on and walks backward as he leaves.

“Can’t wait,” he says with an eager smile just before he disappears.

When I grab Jenna’s chin, she can barely focus on me, just blinking her drowsy eyes. She’s both sleepy and deep in subspace.

“We’d better get you to bed.” I scoop her into my arms and carry her to my bedroom across the hall. She’s so deep in subspace she barely even reacts to the intimacy of being in my arms or in my bed when I place her on the mattress. She looks so defenseless as she lies there in my navy-blue sheets, pants around her ankles, all limp and pliant. It makes me want to do all kinds of things to her, none of it better than what Killian would do if I gave him free rein.

Instead of giving her a taste of my dark urges, I follow the same advice I gave him and go slow. I can’t fully leave her without putting my mark on her, though, so I go to my closet and find three small padlocks, a chain, and a collar that matches the butt plug—pink leather with a clean steel ring at the front. 

She draws a sharp breath when I go to sit on the edge of the bed and trail my fingers along her delicate neck, pushing her hair back as I go.

“You belong to me now,” I say, grabbing her chin. Her eyes blink a few times before she focuses on me—barely. “You have no rights except the ones I give you.”

Her breath speeds up, parting her lips. There’s a hint of fear in her green orbs, but most of all, there’s pure, accepting submission that goes straight to my cock. It grows painfully hard as I wrap the collar around her throat and she starts panting. I pull it tighter through the buckle than needed, relishing her small mewl as the leather tightens. Then I loosen it, push the pin through the appropriate hole, and click on the padlock. Finally, I attach the chain to the front of the collar, using the second lock, before using the third one to fasten the chain to the middle of the headboard.

Her eyes follow me as I go, and her breathing gets more labored. I can’t resist the urge to push her legs apart and reach between them, hovering a finger right at her pussy lips. “I’ve been wanting to see if you get as dripping wet as Killian described, or if he was exaggerating.”

Her eyes widen as I slowly slip a finger through her opening. Sinking into the sleek, wet moisture makes a smile break out over my lips. “Oh yes. He’s right. You’re like a cat in heat. Desperate for cock.”

She makes a weak shake of her head, denying how she feels.

I slap my free hand against her thigh, hard enough to make her release a small cry. “No lying, Jenna. Remember that, or it will hurt a lot more the next time.”

I sink my finger all the way inside, and she lets out the cutest little moan, her cheeks growing rosy.

I circle my finger against her slick walls a few times. “Would you like my cock in here?”

Her throat bobs with a hard swallow. “Yes,” she whispers, and it’s too much. My cock can’t take any more without getting a release. So I pull my finger out. I lift it to her mouth and drag it across her lower lip, enjoying the distressed expression that etches into her delicate features. Reminding myself not to push too much, I dry the rest of the moisture off on her stomach. 

“No touching yourself without permission. That’s my second rule. You’d better remember that,” I say. Then I tuck her in, kiss her forehead, and leave her to get some much-needed rest.

I have plenty of time to toy with my new little plaything later. Seven whole months to be exact.
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The Reward

Jenna

I wake to the soft sound of piano music drifting through the walls. I can’t hear whether it’s coming from upstairs or downstairs, but when I hear that it’s Chopin’s Fourth Ballade, I figure it must be Ian—unless Killian has suddenly grown a soft side. Ian is famous for his Chopin interpretations and just released a new album last year with his Ballades.

Keeping my eyes closed, I listen to the faint notes for a while, wishing I could hear more so the music could drag me far away from all the memories that want to break through the rapidly thinning veneer of sleep.

When I can’t keep them at bay anymore, I open my eyes and look around. I’m in a spacious bedroom washed in shades of navy blue, with a dark hardwood floor, and simple, nondescript decor. I heave a shuddery breath at the sight of the chain connected to the black steel bars of the headboard. It’s long enough to allow me to move around, even step out of bed, but only just that. The air trembles past my lips as I lift a hand to my neck and touch the collar—the padlock and the chain. I’m trapped, at the mercy of two men I barely know. A man who takes pleasure in humiliating me and his father who has no problem taking part in said humiliation.

Shame and self-deprecation wash over me as I think over the last two weeks, wondering if it’s all been a game to get me here—to make me so utterly desperate I’d agree to live under the same roof as my abuser. Nausea roils in my belly at the memory of how I succumbed to Killian. I knelt before him and apologized, then willingly spread my ass cheeks to let him insert a butt plug while his dad watched.

But the worst part is not that I let him do it. It’s the fact that I enjoyed it. That I was wet.

Carefully, I reach beneath the comforter and touch my pussy. Finding my lips dripping wet, I pull my hand away as if burned. And that slight touch is all it takes. Suddenly, the need that had gone to sleep with me flares back alive. My entire lower body starts humming, and my inner muscles contract. A small sound that sounds embarrassingly much like a moan escapes me when I accidentally squeeze around the butt plug.

“No, no, no,” I whisper, lifting my hands to my face. This can’t be. Not any of it.

I just lie there, hiding behind my hands, hoping it will all go away, until the door opens. Still, I keep my hands pressed to my face, refusing to face my new reality.

But it comes crashing down when two big hands grab my wrists and pull them aside. The words I somehow found arousing an hour ago are now like a nightmare as they play through my mind. You have no rights except the ones I give you.

“I want to leave,” I say when I meet Ian’s impassive eyes. “I’ve changed my mind.”

He lifts his hand to stroke his knuckles along my cheek. “Didn’t you understand? Your decision is final. You have no further say in anything.”

“You can’t keep me here against my will.”

“Is it against your will? Would you rather go back to that shitty job of yours and that decrepit flat? Poor and insignificant? Traumatized and unable to let another man fuck you? Or would you rather stay here? Our cherished little toy? Pleasing Killian and me? Embracing the trauma and turning it into something beyond that anxiety that has been crippling you for years?”

Tears pool in my eyes. His words are like a stab to the chest, piercing straight through all my vulnerabilities, opening up for everything I’ve kept hidden behind a thick wall of shame. Parting my lips, I give a hopeless shake of my head, confirming everything he just said. Because he’s right.

“That’s what I thought.” Ian grabs me under the arms and pulls me into his lap.

“Don’t,” I protest, feebly pushing at him. But when he cradles the back of my head in his big, warm hand and wraps the other around me, I can’t resist. It’s the comfort I’ve craved with aching need for two weeks, maybe even forever. Slumping against him, I let the tears free and succumb to the wrenching grief.

“Shh-sh-shh,” he soothes. “Such a pretty little thing shouldn’t cry.” He strokes my hair, rocking me gently. “But it’s okay. Just give in to it. I’ll get you through it.”

His words spur a cascade of sobs that have me crumbling into raw, all-consuming grief. Because I believe him. He’ll get me through it. And somehow, that knowledge is as reassuring as it is devastating. I cling to him as I let everything out. The regret of not being stronger and reporting Killian to the police. The shame of having succumbed to his manipulative ways again. And not just his. His father’s too. And all the fear and longing that has curdled inside me for the last two weeks.

The fear is still there, potent and alive in the depths of my brain, but as I let Ian hold me through the storm, it loosens its stranglehold on my body. The longing loosens too. Because this—his comfort—is all I’ve wanted since that first time he brushed the hair off my neck.

“It’s so wrong,” I say, unable to hold back the words. Somehow, he has cracked open my defenses too, letting all the despair and insecurities rush out. “I shouldn’t want this. Not you, not Killian. Not this depraved proposition you made. Not any of it.”

“It’s okay. We’re all more than a little twisted here. You’re not alone.”

Those last three words tear an ugly sob from my throat. It’s like he sees straight through me. All my wounds and scars and the deficit-driven desires they have created.

“I’ll take care of you. Will you let me do that?” he continues.

I nod. Eagerly. Because that promise hits straight into my deficiencies as well.

“Good girl.” Pushing a hand between my thighs, he slowly opens them. And I let him. I slacken my muscles so he can push my legs over his thighs, parting them to give him full access to my pussy.

Slowly, touch gentle, he slides a finger through my folds. Finding them soaked, he tuts. “You’re still so very wet. I’ll have to clean you after this. Probably change my pants as well.”

I whimper in humiliation, but when he slips his finger through my slit again, I can’t suppress the moan that’s fueled by those same words.

“Oh, sweet little girl. You just can’t control yourself.” He starts circling my clit, sending staggering jolts of sensation through the tight bundle of nerves.

My mewls break into a staccato rhythm as electricity coils tight inside me, seizing my body in a rush of tremors and shivers.

“We’d better make sure you can’t move so much.” Tightening his grip, he moves us farther down the bed, away from the headboard. Stretching one leg onto the mattress, he pivots us toward the foot of the bed. I realize why when he pushes forward and the collar snatches on the chain.

“Ah,” I moan as the leather tightens around my throat. The feeling is oppressive and uncomfortable, but it goes straight to my heated core—that same sensation as when I pressed my hand to my neck and touched myself, coming to the thought of him.

“Much better,” he croons, continuing the maddening circles around my clit.

My desire rises to frenetic heights as he maintains that light touch. Electricity crackles through my body in sharp bolts and prickling buzzing. I jerk and twist, inadvertently bucking forward—pressing my neck into the leather, pushing against his hand and the unrelenting grip at my waist. But it’s not enough. I need more.

“Please,” I beg, the desperation growing. “Please.”

“Please what?” he whispers, giving my earlobe a small bite.

“Please… make me come.” Humiliation washes over me, but my brain knows no self-defense under the onslaught of maddening need.

“Aww, this is not enough?” he taunts, keeping up the maddening motions. “Do you think this will help?” He releases my waist to reach under me, and I gasp when he grabs the base of the plug. 

“No,” I cry.

“What’s that?” he growls in a terrifying tone. “Did you just lie to me?”

“No. I mean… Please don’t.”

“That’s not up to you now, is it?”

I shake my head, defeat making me collapse into him as he pulls slightly at the plug. I convulse against him, my legs tensing at the flare of sensation in that forbidden hole.

“I don’t want to come like that,” I whimper, unable to stand the humiliation—all those memories of Killian almost making me come, but then hurling me into the worst experience of my life. 

“Shh. I’m not him,” he whispers, somehow understanding my inner turmoil perfectly once again. “I’m not going to come all over you afterward. And I’m certainly not going to leave you or kick you out.”

“You did it that night,” I say, straining to resist the sensations that keep firing as he turns and twists the plug. “You watched me like I was vermin you just wanted out of your house.”

“I did. But I don’t see you that way anymore.”

I want to cry again at those two words. I did. But when he pulls a little harder on the plug, stretching my tight muscle, I cry out in desperate desire instead.

“You’re a beautiful, strong, determined woman now. Submissive to the bone. I don’t kick out such women.” He pushes forward to make the collar grab onto my neck again. “I keep them chained in my bed so I can use them however I like.” The pleasure builds and builds as he pushes the plug in and pulls it back, just enough to stretch my walls without popping free. “I hurt and humiliate them, but I also make them come when they’ve been good little girls.”

Tension crackles through my whole body, making my legs stretch and tense.

“I reward you—sweet, submissive Jenna—for being a good girl and making the right decision.”

Those words, hearing that he wants me, send me over the edge with a loud scream that bounces off the walls and fills the space with my aching, deep, freeing lust. The pulsations keep thrumming, making me scream repeatedly. When they finally die down, I go limp, collapsing in Ian’s arms and letting him hold me while I come down from the most incredible high of my life. My first orgasm at the hands of a man.
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The Full Disclosure

Ian

The orgasm knocks Jenna out. I don’t think she’s sleeping, but her body is loose and pliant as I move to sit against the headboard and arrange her between my legs. I’m not surprised it hit her hard. The orgasm was intense, and from what I understand, it’s the first one she got from another person. 

And just like I took her first real orgasm, I’ll be the first man to take her secondhand virginity. But not yet. I want to savor her innocence and draw out the anticipation. But I will be the one to claim it.

A possessive warmth rolls through me as I brush her hair back and angle myself to watch her—eyes closed, soft lips parted slightly, breathing slow and even. She looks innocent. Unsullied. I want to keep her that way. A young, lost woman who needs caretaking.

I don’t know why that idea gets my cock hard all over again, just when it was about to calm down. I’ve never had a thing for younger women—especially not as young as Jenna—but something about her pulls me in and makes me want to protect and possess even as I tarnish and tear.

Once Jenna starts coming to, I remove the chain and carry her to the en suite bathroom and place her on the closed toilet. She doesn’t say anything as I move around to find a washcloth and soak it in warm water.

I sink to my haunches in front of her and gently push her legs apart. “Such a mess you made down here,” I say at the sight of the glistening moisture. There’s so much that it still hasn’t dried. 

She barely responds, just bites her lip and lowers her head, embarrassed.

“No makeup when you’re downstairs with me,” I tell her as I bring the cloth to her pretty pussy and drag it down the sides, through her slit, and wash her lips one at a time. “No pants or pantyhose, like Killian said, and only soft colors like dusty pink, white, and baby blue. Once I start sending you upstairs for Killian to play with, the rules may be different, if he desires, but down here with me, I want you pure and bare.”

She swallows hard but nods her agreement.

“All done.” I pat the inside of her thigh. “Now, go find something to eat, then come to my office once you’re done, and we’ll talk more about this new arrangement. You may take a T-shirt from the closet on the right. It should be big enough to provide you with some coverage.” As much as I like her exposed, she needs some sense of protection as I send her off to roam a new house on her own.

She gingerly gets to her feet and walks toward the door. Lifting her hand to touch the collar, she pauses, then turns.

“What about this?”

I push up to stand, letting her feel the physical difference as I tower over her. “You’re property now. The collar will serve as a reminder.”

***

Forty minutes later, Jenna is sitting on the couch in my office, wearing one of my gray T-shirts that easily covers all her private parts. She’s carefully perched on the edge, hands folded in her lap, gaze lowered.

I finish setting a stop-loss on a volatile trade—another calculated risk in a world that doesn’t care about harmony or grace—then go sit in the recliner across from her.

“How are you feeling?” I start.

She lifts her shoulders in a confused motion. “I don’t know.”

“You’re a smart girl, Jenna. Use your words. Waitressing for a couple of years hasn’t deteriorated that brain of yours.” Back when she was in school with Killian, I knew she was a competition to him in more areas than just the piano, and the theoretical understanding of music she has shown in our lessons tells me she still has a good head.

Brows drawing tight, she stares at the ground, her head twitching as she considers.

“Take your time. You’re still in shock and in subspace; you’re not going back to the piano for a few hours.”

The information seems to relieve some of the pressure, softening the tension on her face. Finally, she lifts her gaze and says, “Confused.” Her soft voice has my cock stirring again, even though I took a detour to the bathroom to relieve the pressure while she was in the kitchen.

“That’s understandable. A lot has happened today.”

She bites her lips, dropping her gaze to her folded hands. “Not just today. These last two weeks.” She lets her gaze drift back up, full of vulnerable honesty. “These last two weeks—everything you did—was that to get me here?”

I suppress a smile. I was right. She still is a smart girl. “It was.”

Her brows draw tight again. “Why?”

“Killian wanted you, so I gave you to him.”

Her face falls, and a wounded expression clouds her gaze. I rather enjoy seeing her like this, unguarded and vulnerable, and I consider leaving her under the impression that Killian is the only reason she’s here. But I sense a current of abandonment inside her that reaches deep into her very foundation, and I don’t want to tear her down and break her spirit. Messing with these kinds of emotions is not the way to toy with her. At least not now.

So I add, “I do too.”

Her eyes widen with hope, just before she lowers them, clearly not wanting me to see. It’s no surprise. I’ve teased her with my desire for two weeks and kept her doubting whether I wanted her.

“I’m willing to do a lot of things for my son. But what I did to you in the bedroom is not something I’d do unless I desired it. Do you understand?”

She nods but doesn’t seem quite convinced.

I wave my hand for her to approach. “Come, sit on my lap.”

She hesitantly crosses the space between us and lowers herself to perch on my knee. Grabbing her waist, I hoist her onto my lap, shifting her to sit right on my hardening cock, which swells further under the exquisite firmness of her ass.

“Do you feel that?”

She gasps, and I let out a laugh.

“You really are an innocent little one. Almost like a child in a grown woman’s body. Tell me, how many hard cocks have you seen or felt?”

Pressing a hand to the side of her head, she hides from me. “This is so, so wrong.”

“It is,” I agree. “And that’s part of the reason why my cock is hard. Now answer my question.”

“One, two... three if I count yours,” she says. “I’m not sure the second one counts.”

Realization strikes a moment later. “Ah. Killian’s cock?” 

She nods.

“Well, you felt his sperm all over your back, so that one definitely counts.”

She shudders. “This is sick.” The disgust in her voice seems to lend her a little strength, and she straightens her spine and removes the hand from her face. But she keeps her gaze averted, staring stiffly at the tall window and the view over the city beyond my garden. 

I trail my fingers down the length of her spine. “That’s debatable. But I suggest you find a way to accept this situation, because you’re stuck in it.”

“How?” She turns to look me straight in the eye. 

“Coming out of subspace, are we?” I say with amusement as she all but glares at me.

She gives a shake of her head. “What is that?”

“Subspace is when a submissive, like you, reacts so strongly to a Dominant that she sinks into a daze. It affects people differently, but it often dulls the mind and the senses. Sometimes, it even impedes the ability to walk and talk. You went quite deep this morning.”

“I’m not submissive,” she tries to deny, but the shame in her eyes tells me she already knows I’m right.

I grab her chin. “Tread very carefully, young lady. If you weren’t so inexperienced, I’d consider that a lie.”

Her jaw hardens, and her breathing comes faster through her nostrils as I keep her eyes locked on mine.

“You are submissive. Deeply even, it seems. Trying to run away from that will only make you miserable.”

Tears glaze her eyes, and she blinks rapidly to clear them away. “It hasn’t ever done me any good. I lost everything because of it.”

I stroke my thumb along her jaw, trailing my eyes over her delicate features, her sloped nose, her full lips, and her heart-shaped face that adds to her child-like innocence.

“It’s also what will get you through this and back on track toward the dream you want to pursue.”

“How?” she asks, defeat deep in her voice.

“First off, it’s what made you enjoy what we did this morning—coming face-to-face with Killian again. It’s what brought you out of your mind, your anxiety, and all those festering norms and morals.”

“We have norms and morals for a reason.”

I stroke her cheek. “Sure. But sometimes, they are constricting to a degree of suffocation. They will be for you if you don’t let go of them.”

She stares off to the side, and a whole minute ticks by before she asks her next question. “Are you gonna let Killian abuse me again?”

“It won’t be abuse this time. He won’t leave you on your own.”

She draws a heavy sigh and presses her fingers to her eyes. “That doesn’t make sense. Leaving me on my own is not what made it abuse.”

“Trauma isn’t always defined by what happens, but by what follows. The way people respond, or fail to, can shape the damage as much as the event itself can. If Killian hadn’t shown you that video and had given you the care and connection you needed to feel safe afterward, it might never have become traumatic for you. You should think about that.”

She doesn’t respond, but I can tell from her flickering eyes that she’s listening. 

“I’ll gradually involve Killian more in the piano lessons and let him play with you occasionally—under my supervision. It will give your nervous system a chance to rewire, to start associating him with something other than the trauma. I won’t send you upstairs until I believe you’re ready. Down here, it’s my domain—my rules. Upstairs, he’s in control. But understand this: if I think he’s going too far, I will step in, no matter where you are.” I give her a moment to process before continuing. “As for the piano lessons, we’ll continue like we’ve done this far, but without your work intervening. You do, however, have to quit and solve the issue of your two-week notice. I suppose it is two weeks?”

She nods.

“I suggest you hand in your resignation over email while also notifying your manager that you’re unwell and won’t be coming in. I’m sure he will easily accept that explanation since he’s already on the brink of firing you.”

Her jaw hardens, and she keeps staring stiffly into the distance. After a minute, she says, still not looking at me, “What about my flat?”

“That’s up to you. I don’t mind if you keep it, but I assume you can’t afford it since you won’t have any income for the next seven months. If that’s the case, I’ll have someone pack it up and put all your things in storage. I’ll pay for the space until our time here is up and the competition is over. We can go there tonight, and you can pack the most necessary things. If you don’t have the appropriate clothes to fit your new dress code, I’ll order some for you. Anything else you need, I’ll take care of. You’re under my roof now; that means you’ll obey and follow my rules, but it also means that you’re my responsibility.”

I give her a minute to let it all sink in before I prompt, “Do you understand?”

She nods.

“Good. You have an hour now to do whatever you like. You may roam the bedroom, the music room, and the living and kitchen area however you like—except for the two closets on the left in the bedroom. Then go practice ‘Die Moldau’ for an hour, and I’ll be in at four o’clock to hear it.” I tap her thigh. “Off you go.”

She scrambles off my lap as if I’m the plague. I’m tempted to spank her for it, but I’ll hold back for now. She needs time to come to terms with this new arrangement. With the way she’s been reacting to my touch and my dominance, I’m thinking she’ll be putty in my hands within two weeks. Killian might be a different matter, but I’ll get her there as well.
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The Screams

Jenna

The first thing I do after Ian has let me go is head to the entryway to get my phone from my purse. But my phone is gone. My nerves twist as I search for it, already knowing I won’t find it. Ian must have confiscated it. As if that’s not enough to drive my nerves through the roof, I’m worried about bumping into Killian. I can hear him playing upstairs, so it’s easy to keep track of him, but I still worry he’ll suddenly pounce.

He’s playing one of Liszt’s Transcendental Études. If I weren’t so nervous, I’d probably roll my eyes. It’s not that I don’t like Liszt—many of his pieces are high on my list of favorites—but Killian always picks flashy pieces that show off his technical prowess. I much prefer the more expressive, emotional music his dad plays.

The butt plug keeps moving inside me as I go, and when I finally give up and leave the entryway, I’m hot and flushed, my pussy begging for attention despite just having gotten plenty. But that seems like the least of my worries right now.

Part of me wants to march into Ian’s office and demand my phone back—or at least my panties—but he made it very clear his office is off-limits, and I’m not eager to risk a punishment. I already feel vulnerable enough after everything that’s happened today and with the butt plug shifting inside my ass, a constant reminder of the humiliation. I also don’t doubt Ian meant what he said about the next punishment not just being ten smacks with a bare hand. The episode over his spanking bench last weekend was brutal enough; I have no desire to discover what worse entails.

All these thoughts make my belly twist, stirring waves of nausea, so I decide to go lie down for a while in the bedroom. But rest doesn’t come easily as my mind keeps spinning, so I end up in the music room half an hour early, hoping the piano will grant me some peace of mind. Playing Schubert’s Impromptu in G-flat major helps somewhat. It’s one of the pieces I always come back to whenever I feel down. Even though it’s been months since I played it, the notes flow effortlessly from my fingers, and it has the usual calming effect.

Once the clock strikes two, I shift my focus to “Die Moldau.” Although I wish I were playing the primo part with the melody instead of just the rapid flowing accompaniment, the music still touches me deeply.

When Ian comes in, I glance at the clock, surprised he’s already here. It’s four o’clock on the dot. I can’t believe I managed to find enough peace to forget about time.

My newfound peace is short-lived, though. Ian rouses the dormant unease as he comes to my side and taps my thigh.

“Spread your legs.” 

I instinctively do it, not daring to disobey.

Humiliation washes over me when he leans down and lifts the hem of the T-shirt, exposing my pussy. But it’s not my private parts he’s interested in.

He tuts. “You’ve soiled my piano bench.” Straightening, he crosses his arms over his chest. “Get up.” 

I scramble to obey, hoping it will appease him, but he remains all strict authority as he stares me down. 

“Hands on the edge.” He taps the piano, just below the music stand. “Stick your ass out.” He kicks the piano bench aside to make room.

“I didn’t want to disturb you to ask for my panties,” I say as I grab the edge, hoping my obedience will win me some points.

Ignoring my words, he pushes at the base of the butt plug, making me release a muffled yelp. “Is this what made you wet? Or was it sitting on my lap, feeling how hard I was?”

I squeeze my eyes shut as I realize I have to answer or this will only get worse. “The plug,” I say in a thin voice. I’m not sure it’s just the plug, but that’s the most pressing thing since I’ve been sitting on it for the last half hour, and it’s the easiest one to admit to.

“Such a bad little girl.” He bunches the T-shirt up around my waist and starts kneading my ass with the other hand. “Getting all horny while practicing. Soiling my bench. You’ll get ten smacks.”

I release a relieved breath. The punishment last weekend was hard, but a repeat is much better than what I had feared. Apparently, his warning about something worse was just an empty threat. I adjust my grip on the piano and draw a deep breath. Just ten smacks. I can do this.

When the first one lands, my resolve shrivels as I realize Ian held back the last time. His big hand lands with a force that reverberates through my whole body, making me shuffle and tighten my grip just to remain in place. The sound alone is sharp, echoing off the walls, but it’s the burn that bursts into my skin like fire that steals the air from my lungs.

“Stop, please. I’m sorry,” I beg in a choked voice. But Ian delivers an equally hard smack to my other ass cheek. “I’m sorry,” I keep going. “I’m so, so sorry.”

He rubs my fiery skin, and the burn slowly fades. But the memory lingers, sharp and clear, and I tense up as I wait for him to continue.

“Would you like me to draw it out or get it over with quickly?”

I close my eyes and try to think. But my brain doesn’t work. The daze from earlier seems to linger, and the shock of the pain makes it impossible to consider the implications of my choice. So I blurt, “Fast.” I just want to get it over with.

“Fast it is. Stand very still, or we’re starting over.”

Tightening my grip on the piano, I steel myself for the next blow, but Ian doesn’t just deliver one. He rains his hand down over my right cheek four times in rapid succession.

My mouth drops open to let out a scream, but it lodges in my throat, pain taking my entire body in a stranglehold. I can’t breathe; I can’t move. All I can do is stand here, locking up all my muscles as the force rolls through me like an earthquake.

I have barely recovered when Ian lifts his hand and delivers four equally hard blows to the other side of my ass.

The tension inside me coils tighter as more pain bursts through me. It doesn’t just hurt. It shatters. Every nerve feels like it’s tearing apart, every second dragging on like an eternity inside my skin. My vision blurs. My knees threaten to cave in, but my body won’t even give me that release.

“You may straighten,” Ian says. 

I loosen my grip on the piano and try to do so, but my legs won’t hold me. The moment I release the piano, I collapse onto the floor. Ian reaches for me, grabbing my waist just in time to soften my landing. The moment I hit the floor, a desperate sob rips from my throat. More come in its wake, and I curl in on myself, the pain and the shock of everything slashing through me, threatening to tear me apart from the inside.

Ian sinks to the floor behind me and pulls me into his arms.

“Let me go,” I say, trying to pull away, but my protest is weak. When his arms wrap around me, I forget who they belong to. I just need the comfort. I scramble to turn, needing to get closer and cling to him. 

“Shh.” He tightens his arms around me and peppers tiny kisses over my head. “It’s over now. I’ve got you.”

The sobs keep racking my body, but it’s not enough to get all the emotional upheaval out. It’s like trying to drain a raging flood through a pinhole. The emotions keep building in my chest, squeezing my lungs and my every muscle until I’m hyperventilating and clawing at Ian’s chest.

“Breathe, Jenna,” he urges, grabbing my face between his hands. “Breathe.”

“I can’t.” I keep clawing at his chest as I stare at him. “It’s stuck,” I say between sobs.

“Just breathe,” he repeats.

I shake my head as I try and fail to get the air past the constriction in my throat.

He turns me around to press my back against his chest, and the panic squeezes tighter, making black spots dance in my vision.

Tightening his arms around me, he leans close to my ear. “Then scream. I’ll hold you together.” 

When I can’t snap out of it, he deepens his voice to a resonant growl that reverberates deep inside my soul. 

“Scream!”

I manage to draw a few shuddery breaths, then lean forward against his arms and scream. 

“Again!” he demands in that same urgent voice.

I scream with the full force of my lungs. The sound echoes through the room, vibrating in the walls and setting the piano strings ringing.

My throat feels raw as I release another scream, but I keep going.

Anger surges through me, hot and livid. But it’s not just from the hurt and desperation of the last two weeks, I realize as I dig my nails into my knees and scream again. It’s the anger of a full lifetime that’s finally getting a release.

“Good girl,” Ian praises, prying my hands from my knees to take them into his own, bringing them into his tight embrace. “Again.”

I keep going, over and over, until my throat feels like sandpaper and I’m drained. The anger is not all gone, but I can’t expel any more. I collapse against Ian, panting hard, yet finally able to breathe.

“That’s it.” He smooths the hair from my damp forehead, and I lean deeper into him. “Did that help?” he asks.

I nod, watching his big hand with visible veins as he brushes it over my arm, down my chest, and across my stomach.

That’s when I notice dried blood on his skin. Two half-moon marks. Shocked, I grab his hand. “Did I do that?” I turn to look at him. “I’m so sorry.”

“Shh.” He leans forward to kiss my forehead. “It’s okay. It’s just a couple of scratches.”

I gasp as I take his other hand and see that the marks are even worse there. “You’re bleeding.” 

“It’s worth it if it helped.” A smile forms on his lips. “So don’t say it didn’t, because then I’ll have to punish you again.”

I go absolutely rigid, my nervous system so fraught I can’t see his humor.

He pulls me to him. “Shh-sh-shh. I’m just kidding. No more today. I promise.” He pats my hip. “Hold onto me while you lift your ass. I’ll take out the butt plug.”

Heat seeps into my face, and I’m happy to hide against him as I wrap my hands around his neck and push up on my knees. I whimper as he grabs the base of the plug. When he jostles it a little, memories come rushing. That terrible night. Having to remove the butt plug on my own. Struggling for half an hour before I could get it out because I was so tense.

“Easy now. Just relax for me.”

“I’m scared,” I confess. It hurt that time. A lot.

He releases the plug to spit on two fingers. “Just a little moisture to make it go easier,” he says, smearing the spit around my opening, behind the base. “Now exhale slowly.”

He starts pulling, and I push out a long, shuddery breath.

“Good girl.” He tightens his arm around my waist, steadying me as he pulls a little more.

“Give me a little push, sweetheart.”

I do as he says, badly wanting the intrusive thing out.

“That’s it. Just like that.”

“Nnh.” I groan as the stretch grows painful.

He kisses my temple. “Almost there.”

I give another push, and finally, the plug pops free. 

Ian sets it aside and repositions me to hold me close. I slump against him, overcome by the strain of it all. But also strangely calm. I draw a deep breath that brings me the faint notes of cedar and cardamom. His scent. It’s safe. Somehow, despite everything he’s done, he’s safe.

“Thank you,” I whisper.

“For taking out the plug?” 

I shake my head. “That too, but…”

He leans back to watch me. “What then?”

“I don’t know.”

He grabs my jaw and levels me with an earnest expression. “You’re much more submissive than I could have ever imagined, Jenna. So much more.”

Part of me wants to balk at his assessment. Being a pleaser has never been a good thing—not in the eyes of anyone. But I find no trace of mockery or condescension in Ian’s expression. 

It’s a compliment. Maybe even a huge one.
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The Compromise

Ian

I shouldn’t have delivered that punishment. I shouldn’t have even checked the piano bench. Jenna had already had more than enough for one day, and I knew pushing her would be risky even before I entered the room. But seeing sweet, innocent Jenna sitting there, looking all nervous, I couldn’t hold back. She begged to be ravished, spanked, and humiliated, just by being herself. I knew I’d find an excuse to do just that underneath the hem of the T-shirt. The shy girl likes having her ass stuffed. So I lost control and pushed her more than I should have. I knew I was going too far the moment she leaned against the piano, her legs quivering with the sheer effort of remaining upright.

But as I carry Jenna to the living room and she clings to me like I’m the safest place in the world, I don’t regret it one bit. Because as much as sex and deep talks bring closeness, there’s nothing to forge intimacy like pushing a submissive to the edge—or just beyond it—and then comforting her as she cries herself out. 

Jenna didn’t just need the cry. She needed something stronger. So I told her to scream. And when she did, it was the most intimate moment of my life. It was like she bared her soul to me in that very moment, and I know this won’t be the last time I push her so far. Because I want more. I want to bare her completely. Strip away her defenses until she’s naked, inside-out, so I can uncover all that anger and hurt that seems to be tucked away deep inside her.

In the living room, I sink onto the couch with her in my arms. She’s about to crawl off me when I reach for a blanket. 

“Uh-uh.” Wrapping an arm around her waist, I prevent further retreat. “You’re not going anywhere, my sweet little sub.”

She seems surprised when I pull her back into my lap.

“You’re not used to getting comfort for free, are you?”

She doesn’t answer, and I don’t press. Verbal, sexual, and emotional intimacy are three very different things, and just because I’ve plunged her headfirst into the latter two doesn’t mean she’s ready for more. If anything, it means that she’s had more than enough, considering the short time we’ve known each other.

Furthermore, pushing would very likely bring her into a dilemma that might cause her to forget my most important rule. Exemptions are not an option this early in the new dynamic. I would have to come up with a milder punishment, like making her eat a spoonful of sharp mustard, and I fear even that might break her.

I wrap the blanket around her and hold her tight, and she openly leans into me. It doesn’t take long before she drifts off, maybe even falls asleep.

It’s been half an hour of quiet silence and just holding her when footsteps sound on the stairs.

“Out,” I say when Killian appears at the door.

He points toward the kitchen. “Relax, I was just grabbing a bite to eat.”

I cover Jenna’s ear to cushion the sound as I harden my voice. “Get out.”

Killian lifts his hands in mock defense and backs out. “Wow, wow, take a chill pill.”

I gnash my teeth. I rarely get truly angry at Killian—not even when his temper flares—but right now, I want to ground him or threaten to take away his Xbox. But that’s not an option since he’s twenty-one, and he doesn’t even use his Xbox anymore. I can, however, cut back on the generous allowance I give him every month.

Shaking the idea out of my head, I gently push the blanket aside and lean down to see Jenna’s face. “Are you sleeping?” I whisper.

“M-m.”

“Are you hungry?”

She peels her eyes open, blinking. “I’m not sure.”

“That’s okay.” It’s normal for a sub to be out of tune with her body when she’s still deeply affected by a scene, so I make the decision for her. I rise to my feet with her and lay her on the couch. “I’ll fix us something. Stay here meanwhile. If you want, you can watch TV.”

I place the remote beside her, then go to the kitchen. As I move about, taking out the ingredients for mushroom risotto, I’m pleased to hear that she turns on the TV. As much as she needs plenty of rest, she has already had more than enough during the day, and I want her to be able to sleep tonight—my first night with her.

While moving about and making the risotto, I pause at the edge of the kitchen to check on Jenna every now and then. She’s watching a nature documentary with peaceful images of sprawling landscapes and bears and wolves hunting to feed their young. She looks very child-like, yet feminine in all the right ways. It’s a combination that draws me in, heightening my urge to degrade and protect, the latter taking precedence right now.

“Do you like animals?” I ask once the risotto is done and I set a tray with two portions on the coffee table.

She pushes up to sit, wrapping the blanket close. “Yeah.”

“Killian does too. Well, used to.” A memory of him rushing down the stairs to show me a picture of his classmate’s new puppy pops into my mind. Dad, Dad, can we get a puppy too? It’s soo cute. You should’ve seen how it chased its tail. He begged me like that for two years and would always stop to pet the dogs we met on the street, gazing up at me with bright, happy eyes. But his mother didn’t want the added responsibility, and I was touring too much. And then Killian shut down, and I haven’t heard him mention a dog or ask me to go to the zoo ever since.

I refocus my attention, realizing I went quiet for a long moment.

“What’s your favorite animal?” I ask, handing her a bowl and placing a spoon in her other hand.

I keep her talking about trivial subjects while we eat, and I’m surprised how much I enjoy hearing her talk about raccoons and their incredible problem-solving skills and her nan’s cats and their diverse personalities.

Once we’ve finished eating, Jenna seems somewhat revitalized. She sets down the bowl, dabs her mouth with a napkin, then glances at the clock, which says it’s almost eight. “What about my things?” 

“We’ll go to your flat tomorrow instead. I’ll call in sick for you in the morning so you can sleep in.”

She casts a surprised glance at me. “Thank you.”

“Just because I have demands and follow through on consequences doesn’t mean I can’t be caring as well. As I said, you’re my responsibility, and that means I’m taking care of you.”

“Oh.” She glances up and down a few times, a cute rosy hue spreading over her cheeks.

I’m inclined to inquire who has been taking care of her, but once again, I hold back, knowing it might not be a comfortable subject for her.

I remember Killian saying—when he looked her up a few months back—that her mother died two years ago, and although she has been asking for her phone, she hasn’t mentioned anyone in particular she’d like to call. I suspect the little girl doesn’t have many people in her life—if any at all—who really count. It’s more than ideal for our new living arrangement, but it breaks my heart a little.

***

Once we’ve finished eating and Jenna looks nice and comfy on the couch, wrapped in a blanket, watching another soft-spoken nature documentary, I bring a bowl of risotto upstairs.

Killian is in his bedroom, sitting in his leather armchair, legs spread, a folded cloth draped across his thigh, his flogger resting on it. The soft leather strands spill over his lap in neat ribbons, and he runs a cloth down each one with slow, deliberate care. A fine sheen of sweat on his forehead and his shorts and bare chest tell me he’s been working out.

He doesn’t look up when I enter.

“You’re really doing the whole ritual,” I say.

“I need to do something while I wait.”

I set the bowl on the side table and go to sit in his desk chair. “I’m sorry to kick you out like that earlier, but Jenna is very fragile right now. I don’t think your presence would do her good.”

He glances up at me. “What did you do to her?” 

“I punished her.”

He pauses, eyes narrowing into thin slits. “Is that why she was screaming like that?” 

“Partly.” I must say I didn’t expect him to care about me going too far. But when he trails his tongue along his lower lip, I realize that’s not it. The idea of me taking it too far turns him on. He likes the idea of her screaming her lungs raw and wants the full story. 

“She needed an outlet. Pent-up emotions,” I explain, not sure I want to tell him everything. The details are too intimate to use as fodder for his dark lust.

“How did you punish her?”

I sigh. “Just a quick spanking.”

He cocks an incredulous brow. “It sounded like you caned her feet.”

“The reaction came after I spanked her.”

“Why?”

“Emotional release, like I tried to explain.”

He goes silent as he returns his attention to the flogger, which gets more love and care than I’ve ever seen him bestow upon a woman. “When am I gonna have her?” he presses after a minute.

I huff. “I’ve just told you she screamed her lungs raw because she had a breakdown, and you expect me to send her up here so you can whip and humiliate her?”

He shrugs.

I get up. “Come on, Killian. You might act all tough and uncaring, but I know you don’t want to break her like that.”

“What if I do?” He lifts his gaze, the seriousness etched into his expression making me pause on my way to the door.

“Well, do you?” 

He drags a hand through his hair and sighs. “I don’t know. Sometimes it feels like that.”

“How so?”

He stares off to the side, biting his cheek. “It’s just this energy. It wants to destroy… something.”

“I’m not going to leave you alone with her until you feel somewhat in control and she’s starting to feel safe here.”

He returns his attention to me, eyes gleaming wickedly. “Do I get to rip that safety apart?”

I shake my head and lean my hands on the back of the desk chair. “How about a pretty dress? Something with many layers. You can rip that apart.”

A glimmer of anticipation breaks through the cruelty, lighting up his eyes. “Like the one she wore that night?”

“Something like that.” I clearly remember the wide, multi-layered skirt that shimmered with streaks of silver, cascading from a soft, rosy bodice that hugged her torso like a second skin—that image of her coming down the stairs, the dress hanging loosely off her body, and mascara smeared on her reddened cheeks.

That night, I just wanted her out of my house, but thinking about it now—how broken she was—I just want to go hold her. And that’s what I intend to do. All night.

“You should go use that expensive punching bag I bought you. Or try screaming. You need an outlet too.” Simply lifting weights and running on the treadmill doesn’t seem to cut it.

He just shrugs, and I know he’s not going to do either. The punching bag has been hanging unused in his fitness room since I got it on recommendation from his therapist several years ago. He never did get much out of all those hours of therapy except the satisfaction of going against all the advice he got.

I repress a sigh and move to leave, but pause as I remember what I came up here to ask. “Will you do me a favor and stay out of Jenna’s way for the next few days—try not to bump into her.”

A scowl draws Killian’s brows tight. “Don’t get too attached, Dad. She’s still mine.”

“Still yours,” I confirm. Something inside me revolts at the words. Right now, I want to protect Jenna more than anything—from anything but myself. Sharing her with Killian is doing the opposite of that. But eventually, I’ll have to let him have her. 

“Okay,” he agrees. When I linger to be sure he means it, he gives me an exasperated look. “I’ll stay away from her. I’ll even stay late at school and practice there. Does that make you happy?”

It does. “Thank you,” I say and leave the room with a sense of relief, but also a twinge of guilt. I know Killian doesn’t like to spend more time than necessary at the Royal Academy of Music. If it were up to him, he’d spend all day here and have me teaching him, only leaving for competitions and recitals. He’s like me in that way, and that is not a good thing.
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The First Taste

Jenna

As promised, Ian takes me to my flat and lets me pack up my most important things the next day. It’s not much I need. Just a few books, my sheet music, and some clothes that fit his new dress code—which I can’t decide whether I love or hate. I already have plenty of cute pink and white dresses and blouses, but playing into Ian’s innocent image of me feels more than a little wrong—in so many ways.

“Can I use my laptop?” I ask, lifting it from the coffee table. I shouldn’t have to ask, but after he confiscated my phone, it feels like the only thing that makes sense. Part of me balks at my compliance, but another part finds relief in the clarity of his control.

“You may bring it, but I’ll hold on to it for a while. Just until I know you’re not planning something reckless out of desperation. You’ll have your phone back as well eventually. Until then, if you need to call someone, it will be under my supervision.”

Gulping, I simply nod. I’m not sure why, but I don’t have much fight in me today. I barely even feel the urge to resist. Ian has been patient and caring all morning, making me breakfast and helping me write the email to my boss—quitting and saying I’m unwell at the same time, like he suggested—and I’m so weary and rattled that I just want to lean into his stability.

I shouldn’t want his comfort after everything he has done, but I can’t help gravitating toward him. Screaming in his arms last night was intimate in a way I could have never imagined, and letting him comfort me afterward and spending all night tightly wrapped in his arms has made me rely on him in a way that shouldn’t be possible. It’s not exactly trust I’m feeling, because I still fear him, but I also know that he can provide the comfort I’ve been starving for all my life.

Once I’ve finished packing, Ian takes me along for grocery shopping. I’m surprised he doesn’t have someone to do something as menial as going to the supermarket for him. But what surprises me more is that he lets me be out in public after what he’s done. But then again, like he said, he’s not keeping me against my will. He hasn’t even done anything illegal—at least not this time.

It’s strange to walk there at his side by the cart, answering questions about what kinds of food I like, listening to expectations and rules. He is very practical, the tenderness of last night gone. But his cold facade also doesn’t seem as acute as I used to think.

“I don’t want you to leave the grounds without my explicit permission.” He lifts a pineapple to his nose and inhales, then tries two others before putting one in the cart. “No going upstairs, unless you’re willing to risk Killian taking his liberties with you. And no drinking. I need you sharp and focused every day.” He holds up a bunch of bananas. “Do you like bananas?”

“Sure,” I say, my gaze flickering up and down as I stand to the side, not really sure what I’m supposed to do.

He puts them in the cart and moves on to the nuts section. “No unhealthy snacking. Candy, crisps, and other unhealthy food only belong on the weekends.” He takes several different types of nuts from the shelves and tosses them in the cart, then points at the section with crackers and rice cakes. “Go grab something you like. Only whole grain.”

I feel like a little girl as I hurry off to do as told—as if Ian is my uncle or a good friend of my parents. Not a twenty-one-year-old woman who’s been taking care of herself for years. Part of me likes it. It was never by choice that I became independent too early, and on a certain level, it feels good to have rules and boundaries instead of having to figure out everything on my own. My mom never cared enough to set boundaries about what types of food I could eat or where I could go. 

But feeling like this with Ian is also beyond wrong. I cringe a little as I scurry back and obediently put the whole grain crackers I’ve picked in the cart, all the while thinking about the orgasm he gave me yesterday and the way he held me as I fell asleep in his bed.

The same ambivalent emotions continue when we get back to his house and he spends an hour drilling me at the piano. Then he sits me down at the kitchen table and serves me lunch, telling me in a stern tone to eat up. Once I’ve finished, he cleans up and says, “Go practice for another hour. You’d better have fewer mistakes when I come check on you.”

I swallow hard. What the hell is that supposed to mean?

Nervousness courses through me while I practice in the music room. But there’s also a twinge of anticipation.

He’s strict as ever when he returns an hour later as promised. He comes to stand beside me, crossing his arms over his chest, authority rolling off him in thick waves. “Let’s hear it,” he says.

I play the pages we’ve been working on. It goes better than before lunch. I still make mistakes, but they’re only small ones that non-musical people wouldn’t even notice. But Ian hears everything.

“Twenty-two mistakes,” he declares once I lift my hands from the keys. 

“Oh.” I glance to the side, taken aback by his precision. I knew he’d notice, but I had no idea he was counting. “I’m sorry.” 

Lowering his chin, he levels me with a stern gaze. “You may decide how you want to be disciplined. My cock or twenty strikes with a cane.”

“Your co—” I stop myself from parroting that word with stunned surprise. Is he going to make me choose between rape and pain?

I close my eyes and make a mental perusal of my body. No, it wouldn’t be rape. Heat pulses through my veins at the mere thought of feeling him inside me. But that doesn’t mean I want him. I shouldn’t. I open my eyes again, and I can’t deny the desire I feel at the sight of his stern expression. He’s watching me like I’m an errant child, and I feel every bit the young girl about to be punished by her teacher. Or guardian. Because I think that’s what he has become. His responsibility, he said.

It’s so, so wrong.

“What will it be?” he presses with an edge of impatience.

“Your… I don’t know.”

He lowers his voice to a rumbling warning. “What will it be? My cock or the cane?”

Oh God. I scramble through the confused mess of my brain. I don’t want to take the cane. Six strikes yesterday in the office were more than enough. I’m still fragile from the emotional upheaval and everything that happened. I think I’ll break down if I have to take more pain like that.

I squeeze my eyes shut and push a hard gust of air through rounded lips. “Your cock.”

“Very well. Get up and take off your panties.”

I rise and pause, thinking he’ll stop this madness any moment. But he just keeps watching in all seriousness as I reach under my skirt. I train my gaze on the piano keys and push down my panties, tensing at the feeling of moisture on the fabric as I slide them down my legs. Then I hug my arms around my waist and wait for the next step.

“Hands behind your back like a good girl,” he instructs and steps behind me. “Squared shoulders.” He pulls my shoulders back, and a surge of heat rolls through me even as I want to combust from shame as I’m forced to stand up straight and wait for his discipline—his cock—like a good, obedient girl.

“Now turn around,” he says, and I slowly turn to face him. “I’m not going to spoil your innocence just yet.” He reaches up under my skirt and finds my clit. I release a shuddery moan. Even after he made me come yesterday, it still feels like I haven’t been touched for years, and the sensation has a whirl of heat rushing to my core. He slides his finger down and just inside my opening. “You won’t get anything in here until I decide it’s time to take your secondhand virginity.”

I gasp. I want to protest. Not just because of his outrageous words, but also because I’m desperate for him to push his finger deeper—to replace it with something else. But I hold back my words as shame keeps twisting, warring with the pleasure one moment only to merge with it and drive it higher the next.

He pulls his finger out and lifts it to my mouth. “Since your anal virginity is Killian’s to claim, I’ll have to make do with your mouth.” 

I pant hard as he pushes his finger past my lips, smearing my own wetness across them. I want to bite down and refuse him entrance, but my body is no longer mine. My lips part to let him in. There’s nothing I can do as he pushes his finger across my tongue, feeding me the taste of my own desire. I whimper. Repeatedly. Still, I just stare at him, locked in place by the spell he has woven around me.

Slowly, he pulls his finger out. “I’m sorry the first time in your mouth won’t be pleasant.” 

“What do you mean?” I ask in a thin voice.

He doesn’t answer, simply pressing down on my shoulders to get me on my knees.

“This is not for your pleasure. It’s to discipline you.” 

I watch him open his belt and see the big bulge straining behind his pants. He’s already hard. And he’s huge.

“I’m not sure I want this,” I whisper when he pushes his pants down, leaving just the thin material of his boxers. It’s too much. Too fast. Too wrong. And I’m so damn scared. 

“No?” He leans down and grabs my chin. “Do you want the cane instead?”

I shake my head.

“Then be a good, obedient girl and open your mouth.”

I slowly part my lips and open, my eyes darting all over, trying not to look at him and failing miserably.

Humming, he trails his thumb along my lower lip, and that small sound might be the best one I’ve ever heard—knowing that I’ve pleased him. That he wants to be inside my mouth. It melts away the fear and sharpens my focus on him—his attentive gaze and his gentle touch as he keeps stroking my lips.

“Are you gonna be a good girl and swallow when I come inside your mouth?”

“Yes,” I say on a shuddery exhale.

“Every last drop?”

I nod in his grip.

“Good girl.” Trailing his hand along my cheek, he straightens. “As a reward,” he begins, taking his hard length out of his briefs, “I’ll give you a few minutes to get acquainted with my cock before I take over.”

“Thank you,” I whisper, staring at the thick length in front of me, barely knowing what I’m thanking him for, just knowing his warm tone.

He holds his cock out to me, and I tentatively take it between my fingers, feeling the size, the hardness, and the smoothness at the tip. I lick my lips as I wrap my hand around it and stroke a few times. I want it in my mouth. And not just any cock. I glance up at the man who has taken charge of my whole world in the blink of an eye. I want to taste him. Ian. 

Tentatively, I lean closer, inhaling the musky but clean scent. I press a soft kiss to the tip, and there’s that deep hum again. It spurs me on. I wrap my lips around the tip, sucking gently, swirling my tongue around it, tasting—licking the slit, licking the full length. 

Ian places a hand on my head. His touch is calm and patient, and it grants me the courage to go further. I take it in my mouth, little by little. Tasting and testing. Bringing it deep into my mouth. A twinge of disappointment rolls through me when I take it so deep it nearly triggers my gag reflex and I notice it’s only halfway inside. 

I realize I must have groaned in disappointment when Ian says, “Don’t worry. I’ll make it fit.”

I’m about to pull back and ask how, but Ian grips my hair, holding my head still, his cock deep in my mouth.

Breathing hard through my nose, I struggle not to succumb to the twitching sensation at the back of my throat that threatens to send me into a fit of coughing and gagging.

“Relax your throat,” he instructs. “I don’t mind you retching a little. I enjoy the humiliation, but I don’t think you will.”

I groan around his length, trying to pull back, but Ian’s grip is firm.

“Jenna, relax,” he urges when I start sputtering around him. “It’s the only way to control the reflex. Don’t try to swallow, just relax.”

He reaches a hand down to stroke the front of my neck. It brings my awareness to that spot, making me realize which muscles I need to relax.

“Good girl,” he croons when I finally manage and go still. “I’m going to give you a second to swallow, then we’ll try again, and I’ll go a bit deeper.”

Grip still firm on my hair, he pulls out. I take the moment to lift a hand and wipe at the sides of my mouth, swallowing repeatedly.

“Ready?” he asks.

I give a slow nod and part my lips. 

The moment he nudges his cock against my mouth, I eagerly open up wide. But there’s no taking him deep the way I want to. Tightening his grip on my hair, he decides the pace, advancing slowly.

“Relax your throat. Let me in, sweetheart.”

I’m not sure what it is about that affectionate word. Sweetheart. It balances the turmoil inside me, dragging me deeper under his command. Part of my brain registers that he might be manipulating me, but I can’t be sure, and as he sinks deep into my mouth, filling my senses and narrowing my airways, I don’t care. All I can focus on is relaxing, taking him deep inside, and being his good girl. And he rewards me with two blissful words every time I take him a notch deeper. 

“Good girl,” he croons, sending waves of heat to my heart and to my pulsing core. “I think you just might end up taking me inside your throat.” He strokes my cheek with his knuckles, then grunts when he pushes a bit deeper. “And it’s only your first time.”

Taking his length becomes my only motive, and I sink into a trance. My brain shuts down, my vision glazes over, and my body melts, opening up to him. And little by little, he sinks into my throat.

I instinctively grab onto his legs, clawing and clutching at his pants, when he blocks my airways completely. But it’s not to fight. It’s sheer overwhelming sensation that needs an outlet.

“Shh,” he soothes. “I’ll let you breathe in a second. I’ve got you.”

His words make me pause. I stop grappling, just holding on. There’s nothing else I can do. Because at that moment, I’m his. His to control and his to own. So when he pushes a bit deeper instead of pulling back, I let him.

“Christ, Jenna, you’re so damn submissive,” he growls, twitching with the pleasure of it all. Slowly, he pulls out, then sinks to his haunches, watching me with feral intent. His hand in my hair forces me to keep my focus on him, vulnerable and exposed.

“I had no idea,” he says, surprise twining with the primal lust written across the hard lines of his face. 

“I... Neither did I.”

A smile warms his gaze. Releasing my hair, he slides his hand to the back of my head and leans in, just a breath apart. I’m so stunned when he presses his lips to mine—slowly and deliberately. I pant hard as he starts to move, brushing soft kisses over my mouth like he’s feeling out every part of me. When I finally respond, leaning into his kiss, he tilts his head and deepens the connection. I part my lips, letting him in, and our tongues meet in a slow, exploratory rhythm. It’s tender and intimate, yet firm and assertive. There’s no doubt who’s in charge as he takes his time tasting me, but there’s also no mistaking the care in the way he gently cradles my head.

When he finally breaks the kiss, his smile is gone, the dark look from before back. His jaw tics. “Ask me to make it hurt.”

I stare at him, the hunger in his eyes and the danger rolling off him in thick waves. I should run. But logic and self-preservation hold no meaning to me at this moment. All I know is obedience and an urgent desire that makes my words come out with startling sincerity. “Please make it hurt, Ian.”

“My pleasure.” He gets up in one purposeful motion, grabs my hair, and shoves his cock deep into my mouth. I sputter and gag as he hits the back of my throat and holds me there.

“Relax,” he demands, his tone now hard and unforgiving. It goes straight to my core, lighting a fire of desire even as it pulls me into a submissive trance.

I relax, opening up for him, and he sinks inside my throat, snuffing out my breath. When he pulls out, it’s so brief that I only manage a shallow inhale before he sinks back in. Before long, he’s fucking my throat, his tight grip on my hair forcing me to take him. I can’t keep up. I gasp and gag, sputtering as I struggle to relax and take it. I focus all my attention on relaxing my gag reflex enough that I don’t retch. It’s all I can control, and just barely. Tears leak from my eyes as he repeatedly fills my throat, and spit drips down my chin. I reach up to wipe it away a few times, but I soon give up to just hold on, needing the purchase as he throws my world into chaos.

“Touch your clit,” he growls. When I don’t immediately react, he raises his voice to a startling command. “Do it!”

I shoot my hand down to rub the sensitive nub. Lightning goes off in my nerve endings, crackling and crashing, sending me straight for the edge.

“You’d better not let my cum spill from your mouth, or I’ll have you lick it off the floor.” His movements become more stuttered, and I know he’s about to come.

I squeeze my eyes shut, preparing to taste him for the first time—to taste anyone for the first time. I hate the idea, but somehow, it also drives my desire higher. Something coils tight within me, making me rub harder, moaning around his cock.

He tightens his grip on my hair, and the pain that erupts in my roots somehow gives me that last nudge over the edge. I sputter and gasp, jerking from the force of the orgasm, screaming around his cock. And at that same moment, he comes.

He releases a deep, rumbling growl, and thick ribbons of cum shoot inside my mouth. I keep rubbing myself, dragging out the pleasure even as I struggle not to gag at the thick sensation of his cum filling my mouth. I swallow when he pulls out, but it only clears the cum at the back of my throat. My stomach contracts, and I suppress a wave of nausea. I blink against the room before me, staggering on a precipice that might throw me into a panicked fit of disgust.

“Ugh,” I whimper, gulping hard as another wave of nausea stutters in my stomach.

Ian steps behind me. “Swallow,” he demands and covers my mouth with his big hand. “Do it, Jenna.” He sinks to his haunches, surrounding me with his warmth as he holds me tight. It grounds me, lending me the strength to stay afloat and swallow his cum, one gulp at a time.

“That’s it, every last drop,” he praises, sweeping his thumb across my cheek while he keeps the seal over my mouth tight. “Do you like the taste of me?”

I’m inclined to shake my head, but I’m not even sure such a response would be truthful. As I swallow the last ribbon of cum and only the salty taste remains on my tongue, I feel strangely connected to him, like he has left his mark on me, claiming me in a very primal and visceral way.

I don’t answer his question, but when I sink into him, he seems to take it as an answer.

With a chuckle, he presses a kiss to the side of my head. “I thought so. Good girl.” He releases my mouth to stroke the side of my face, giving me some time to process before he finally helps me to my feet. “Now, let’s get some real food in you.”

He takes me by the hand and leads me to the kitchen, where the table is set and a big pot at the center emits a hearty fragrance of rosemary and slow-cooked meat.

“Did you cook?” I ask with surprise.

He pulls a chair out for me. “I did.” When he sees my surprised look, he adds, “I told you I was going to take care of you.” He levels me with a stern look that feels way too fatherly considering the taste of his cum lingering on my tongue. “You’re my responsibility now, Jenna.”

We eat in silence. The stew is delicious, and I enjoy simply savoring the taste and basking in the post-orgasmic bliss.

Once we’re done eating and my head has cleared somewhat, I ask, “Where is Killian?” 


“He’s at school, practicing.”

“Does he do that often? On a Sunday?” I fidget with the edge of the tablecloth. Ian has told me several times, both today and yesterday, that Killian won’t bother me for a while, but the knowledge that he’s around hangs like a latent threat over my head. I don’t trust Killian to be of the same mind as his father.

“When I said he’s not going to bother you, I meant it, Jenna.”

I cast my eyes down, hating that he sees my doubt, but trust doesn’t come in two days. He must surely understand that. “How do you know?” I ask.

“Because I told him not to.”

My frustration grows, and I clutch my hands around the hem of my skirt as I struggle to reel it in. I don’t want to risk a punishment, but I also need to know for sure. “What if he decides he doesn’t want to follow your rules?” After all, he’s a grown man. This might be Ian’s house, but he can’t control Killian like that.

“Jenna, Killian badly wants you, and he knows I’m not going to let him have you if he crosses the lines. He’ll stay away from you. Until I decide you’re ready.”

I push a shuddery breath through pursed lips. “What will happen when you decide I’m ready?”

“I’ll send you upstairs for him to play with. Once he’s done, you’ll come back down here so I can take care of you.”

I keep my eyes closed while he speaks, trying to hold the hovering panic at bay, but it creeps closer with every word he speaks.

“But only when you’re ready,” he stresses.

“What if I never will be?” I ask in a thin voice.

“Not when you feel ready. When I say you’re ready.”

I part my lips, shaking my head in utter defeat. A few minutes ago, I felt safe. All I wanted to do was sink into Ian’s arms and let him hold me. Now, I just want to crawl into a hole and hide.

“You need to learn to trust that I know what’s best for you.”

Frustration rises in my voice. “You don’t even know me.”

“I know you better than you think. In some ways better than you do yourself.”

“How…”

“Jenna, like I said, you’re very submissive. And very transparent in your way of showing it. I’ll know when the time is right.”

I want to protest, but knowing it’s no use, I stay quiet.

After a minute of tense silence, Ian says, “Tomorrow, I’ll let Killian take part in our piano lesson. You’ll just play together. Nothing will happen. Not tomorrow. I simply want you to get used to being around him.” He gets up and rounds the table to stand behind me. Gathering my hair, he smooths it behind my neck, then places his hands on my shoulders. “Can you be a good girl and play with Killian without a fuss tomorrow?”

My eyes fall shut as a wealth of fear and hopelessness coalesces inside me. But there’s also a twinge of something else. An undeniable urge to obey. I want to shut it down, trample on it and banish it for good. But I can’t. It’s stuck deep in my chest, and when Ian squeezes my shoulders tenderly, I’m done for. “Yes,” I say, hating and craving the way he effortlessly bends me to his will.

“Good girl. Now go change into your pajamas, and then we’ll watch some TV before I tuck you in.”

My belly twists, my muscles constricting, as I go to change. I’m tempted to stay in the bedroom and accept whatever consequence it will incur. Going back to Ian and accepting his order seems like a deep cut to my self-respect. But once I return to the living room and he pulls me into his arms on the couch, the tension slowly drains from my body. There’s no denying it. Even though I fear Ian and despise the things he intends to subject me to, I also feel safe with him. More than I have anywhere for years.


22

The Idea

Ian

I’m surprised when I return from grocery shopping Saturday at noon—a week after Jenna accepted our terms—and hear punching sounds and heavy grunting from upstairs. I didn’t think Killian would actually take me up on my suggestion of using the punching bag.

I close the front door quietly and set the bags down, just listening for a few minutes. When my gaze drifts to the grocery bags, I get the thought that maybe I should follow Killian’s suggestions as well and get a maid who can cook and do the grocery shopping.

I consider it for one second before shaking the idea out of my head. I don’t like having people here who don’t belong in my house. Having a maid come and clean once a week is more than enough. I can never truly relax when she’s here. Besides, I enjoy the mundane tasks of shopping and cooking.

The grunting gradually gets louder, and when I go into the kitchen to unpack, I hear the faint sounds of “Argh” and “Fuck” seeping through the floor. Killian sounds pissed, and it makes me smile. Because I know for a fact that he is pissed, and he needs a more aggressive outlet than the piano and his weightlifting.

His frustration has been palpable during the week, but he has kept himself in check and stayed away from Jenna. Even in the piano lessons I’ve included him in, he hasn’t spoken much, just accepted his passive role, even though I could tell he was itching to do more. Jenna has also been taking it well, gradually getting used to being close to him. Yesterday, when I had her play with him in the evening, her shoulders were only bunched up tight for the first few minutes before she sank into the routine of simply playing.

But sitting quietly beside him on a piano bench is not enough. She needs to get a taste of the things he’ll do to her—in a safe environment. She needs to know that she’s ultimately under my protection. As much as her trust in me has grown with surprising ease, she needs to know that she can trust me where Killian is concerned as well—that I won’t let him cross a line.

An idea pops into my mind.

I want to go upstairs and run it by Killian immediately, but I wait a while, not wanting to interrupt his boxing. In fact, I’m not even going to let him know that I heard. It might just deter him from doing it again. Dealing with his anger issues is a sore subject.

When I finally go upstairs, Killian is in his room, hair wet from a shower, grabbing a white dress shirt from his closet.

“I’d like all three of us to have dinner together tonight,” I say.

“I’m not really in the mood.” He doesn’t look at me, just puts on the shirt and starts buttoning it. 

“Not just to eat.”

His eyes dart to me.

“I want to try a little play,” I explain. “Not much. Something like what we did in my office last Saturday.”

Surprise widens his eyes. “Really?”

“And I want you to push her. Close to her limit.”

An angry shadow passes over his face. “Don’t mess with me. Not about this.”

“I’m not. I don’t want you to go all the way there, just close. Then I’ll stop you.”

“I thought you were trying to make her feel safe.”

“I am. But you’re not the one she needs to feel safe with—not at first, at least. She needs to trust me in order to ever feel somewhat comfortable about being sent up here.”

He nods slowly. “You want me to be the bad guy, so you can be her savior.”

“Basically.”

“Well, I’d be more than happy to. Do you have something in mind, or do I get to decide?”

I consider for a moment. “You can decide. As long as you run your plan by me first.”

Sucking his lower lip between his teeth, he nods enthusiastically, eyes coming alive as he starts devising ideas.

“Dinner will be ready at seven,” I say and turn to leave. I really hope I’m not going to regret this. That worry seems to be the very foundation of this arrangement, and it makes me ask myself what I was thinking when I started all of this.

The answer comes to me when I leave Killian’s room and walk down the stairs to check on my little pianist.

When I told Killian to look her up a couple of months ago, all I cared about was him winning the competition. I thought Jenna would be just another one of Killian’s inconsequential girls, who needed to be kept in line. By the time I realized there was so much more to her, I was in too deep to pull the plug.

I had no idea I would care so much for her.
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The Dinner

Killian

I’m in the kitchen twenty minutes before dinner, wanting to see Jenna’s reaction when she comes and finds me here. Dad told me she doesn’t know all three of us will be eating together, and with the way he’s been sheltering her, I wouldn’t be surprised if she thinks it will only be the two of them. She’s so naïve. Always has been.

As expected, Jenna startles to a halt in the living room when she appears ten minutes later and sees me sitting at the dining table.

She’s wearing a strappy blush dress that hugs her breasts and waist perfectly, then spreads out in a billowy skirt. I figure Dad must have gotten it for her since it looks way too expensive for her meager living. I must say I agree with his taste. She looks incredibly cute. All innocent and breakable. Everything I have avoided since that first night with her.

Rubbing my hand against my left pocket, I feel the outline of the toy I have there. A ring gag. I push my other hand into my right pocket and fidget with the two other toys I’ve brought. A vibrator egg and a small butt plug. Dad might want to keep her a “secondhand virgin,” as he calls it, but we’ve agreed that small toys like egg vibrators are okay. I really don’t mind about the virgin thing; as long as I get to defile her ass, I’m a happy man.

I can’t wait to see her squirm when I stuff all three things inside her holes. Unable to hide my rapidly growing excitement, I flash her a wide smile. The effect is delicious. Worry widens her eyes, and she’s just about to turn and bolt, but Dad stops her.

“Go stand at the end of the table,” he tells her and points at the empty end, then continues placing glasses and silverware around the three plates on my end.

Watching me wearily, she takes a step forward, pauses, then lowers her gaze and hurries to the end of the table as if getting there fast will protect her from me.

She has no idea.

Folding her hands in front of her, she glues her eyes to the tabletop. I keep watching her while Dad moves about, bringing pots and bowls to the table. I want to take in the delicious food he has prepared as the rich scent of his Italian Bolognese drifts to my nose, but I want to unnerve Jenna even more. 

And it works. Jenna starts fumbling nervously, pinching and rubbing the skin on her hands, shifting her weight from foot to foot.

At seven on the dot, Dad comes to stand behind the chair across from me.

“Dinner is ready, but first, we have a little something that needs to be prepared.”

Jenna casts a nervous glance at him, already knowing the thing in question is her.

“Bend over the table, Jenna, and pull up your skirt so Killian can plug your ass. There’s no sense in letting that hole go to waste while you’re sitting here.”

“What?” Her lips freeze in a shocked ‘O.’ Then she shakes her head. “Please don’t make me—”

Dad cuts her off. “Enough with the begging. You know better than to try to change my mind.”

Her head drops in defeat. She moves closer to the table, presses her hands to the surface, and bends over. I go to stand behind her, enjoying the way her fear crackles through her tensing body. Delicious anticipation builds within me when she slowly pulls her dress up, exposing her ass. Her naked ass.

I lick my lower lip. “Nice. No panties. Thanks, Dad.” I step closer and deliver a hard swat to her ass, enjoying how she yelps and clenches those sweet ass cheeks. I drag a finger through the crack. “No use in tensing like that; I’m getting in there whether you like it or not.”

Dad hands me a latex glove and a bottle of lube. “Slowly, Killian,” he insists.

I grin. He knows I’ve done enough anal play to understand the importance of going slow, and he knows this is one of the few disciplines besides piano playing where I have the patience to do it right. I hate to break in an ass too fast and not get to use it properly before a girl goes all ballistic and screams her safeword, making Dad come rushing up the stairs.

No, the person he’s saying this for is Jenna. To let her know he’s her savior.

I don’t mind being the bad guy. Not at all. “Spread your ass for me, Jenna,” I say as I put on the glove, the latex snapping with a familiarity that sends a surge of anticipation through me. “Show me how badly you want me to stuff that tight hole.”

She lets out a choked whimper, but moves her hands behind her anyway and parts her cheeks.

I’m tempted to say good girl, but I’m going for a different effect tonight.

I squeeze a generous amount of lube onto her opening, enjoying the way she squirms uncomfortably at the cold sensation. Then I take my time, smearing it around the rim, teasing and rubbing the sensitive skin at the edge—soaking up her whimpers and little squirms of protest. I love how much she hates this. How humiliating it is for her. Most of the girls I’ve played with were so slutty they didn’t care which hole I used. There was nothing humiliating about having their asses filled. I had to tell them how filthy they were and really put in an effort to remind them how disgusting they were for wanting something in that opening before they even felt a flicker of embarrassment. But with Jenna, the mere idea of someone touching her tiny asshole is horrible.

I have no idea why I haven’t sought out shy girls like Jenna instead of all those slutty ones. It really is so much better.

I stick the tip of my finger inside her opening and say, “You really love it when I use your ass, don’t you?”

Jenna whimpers like I just called her out for having toilet paper hanging from her pants. Just the effect I’m going for. My cock grows achingly hard, and a thought pops into my mind. Maybe the reason I’ve only played with slutty girls is that I’ve waited for her.

Driving my finger deeper, I focus on Jenna’s little pants and mewls to expel the idea from my mind, but it won’t go away completely. If anything, it keeps building as Jenna grows more and more desperate, clawing at the table, shifting her legs, and turning her head from side to side. It’s so easy to humiliate her, and I can’t get enough of it.

“Do you like it, princess?” I circle the rim of her opening, knowing how sensitive the spot is. Going deep isn’t always necessary if pleasure is the goal. “Do you like to feel me here again? I bet you’ve been dreaming about this since the first time I touched your ass, haven’t you?”

“No,” she wails, and the intensity of her protest almost surprises me, revealing that she indeed has thought about it. I honestly didn’t think she would have, remembering how utterly distraught she was when I sent her away.

I stick my ungloved hand between her legs and touch her opening. Dripping.

Shit. I almost can’t bear it. My cock throbs with the need to penetrate and claim.

I lower my voice to a growl. “Tell me the truth, Jenna. Have you been touching your dripping wet cunt in bed at night, turning off the lights to pretend it wasn’t real, coming to the memory of me filling out your ass.”

She cries out when I lean over her and push my finger all the way in.

Bringing my other hand between her legs, I flick a finger through her folds, making her shudder and pant with desire. “Tell me,” I repeat.

She goes completely still beneath me. I can feel all her muscles tensing as I lean my body against hers. Her answer is almost imperceptible. “Yes.”

Lifting my ungloved, now wet hand to her face, I grab her cheeks and rasp into her ear, “Louder. So Dad can hear what a dirty, bad little girl you’ve been.”

She draws two shuddery breaths, then releases the word with more sound. “Yes.”

“Yes what?” I smooth her hair from her face, marveling at the way she almost melts into my touch. It’s like her brain has shut off, forgetting what I did to her. Her body has taken over, and it only remembers how badly it craved the things I did to her—before I broke her.

“Yes, I’ve come to the idea of y-you touching me back there,” she admits in a shaky voice.

It’s like the air is sucked out of the room. Jenna goes deadly still, and I go still too. Glancing up at Dad, I find his jaw tight with something that looks like anger. But I know that look. It’s the same one he wore all the times I paraded my girls down here in front of him. He’s trying to rein in his desire. But unlike all those times, his eyes aren’t cold. They’re full of fire, surprise, and even awe.

I wonder if he’s thinking the same thing as I am. This girl is perfect for us.

A bit scared at the notion, I straighten and pull my finger out. Then I make quick work of inserting the butt plug. Her muscles are slack now, and the toy goes in without a fuss. Then I insert the egg into her pussy. She barely even stirs at the sensation. She just lies there, seemingly deep in subspace.

When I step away and take in the sight, her eyes are indeed glassy and unfocused. Seeing her like this does strange things to me. Part of me wants to pet her like a puppy and see her lean into my touch. But I quickly shove that urge down and focus on the other one. The need to humiliate and break.

Because I don’t do cuddling and caretaking. I only want the power and the control—to put Jenna where she belongs. Beneath me.
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The Hope

Jenna

Age twelve

I glance back as I head for the stage, finding Killian in the crowd. I nearly stumble on the first step up to the stage, but I look back again as I start walking up the stairs. He watches me with that same cruel expression he always wears, but I smile anyway. He needs smiles. He never looks happy. Neither does his dad. He always seems just as cold. But at least he’s here.

A stab of sadness makes me draw a heavy sigh as I take the silver trophy from the man who just announced my name. I wish Mom were here to see this—my first competition, my first trophy. I begged her to come when she followed me to the bus, but she didn’t even answer. She just gave me strict instructions on how to cross the street and which bus to take back, then walked away. She didn’t even stay to wave goodbye.

I glance down at Killian and his dad again. Killian sticks out his tongue, and it makes me smile. I miss when he stood up for me and it was Callum he stuck his tongue out at. Either way, I’m happy about whatever attention I get from him. I know he doesn’t hate me. Not truly. He’s just sad.

I stand beside the girl who won the bronze trophy and wait for the announcer to read the last name on the card.

“And the winner is Killian Ashcroft.”

I make a happy little bounce, beaming at Killian. His dad ruffles his hair and says something with a smile I rarely see on him. But Killian doesn’t smile. He just gets up, adjusts his tie as if he were a grown man, and walks toward the stage with his chin high.

I can’t stop watching him, following him all the way as he goes, and when he passes me on the stage, I draw a deep inhale through my nose to catch a whiff of his scent. He casts me a cruel glare just before he takes the golden trophy, but I don’t care. I’m so happy for him, and I hope the trophy will make him happy as well. He needs it. Maybe, just maybe, it will finally make him smile again.

When he moves to stand beside me as the crowd starts clapping and the announcer signals for us all to bow, I want to reach out and take his hand. I miss the feeling. So much. But I can only take so much rejection from him, so I just lean in when we straighten and say, “You won, congratulations.”

He casts me a sidelong look, cold and indifferent as always, but deep down, he must be bouncing with joy. He has to be. I know the happy boy is still in there somewhere. I’m just waiting for him to come out.
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The Hoax

Jenna

“Get up and go sit on your chair,” Killian demands in a cruel tone that breaks me out of the weird, fluffy trance I was in.

My body is slow and weak as I press my palms against the table to push up, and the room spins around me when I straighten. Hands grab me from behind, supporting me. I’m irrationally disappointed when I see Killian through my blurry vision, still standing at the side. But then I feel the familiarity of those hands. Ian. I lean into him and let him help me across the floor to sit at the table.

Killian takes the chair beside me, and I almost want to lean into him, instinctively craving his touch. Even after everything he’s done—after all these years—I still keep gravitating toward him, hoping. It’s a stupid hope because when he speaks, his voice is harsh and cold, even more so than when he made me admit that I had masturbated to the idea of him using my ass.

“You’re so fucking filthy you need a towel.”

It’s only then that I realize the chair is covered in terrycloth. Humiliation spreads through me, scorching my insides with ugly burns even as it sets fire to my core.

I can’t come up with a reply. My mind has switched off—a reactor that has stopped spinning. I just sit here, watching through blurry eyes as Ian takes my plate and ladles Spaghetti Bolognese and two different kinds of salad onto it.

“Eat,” he says softly, setting it back down in front of me.

I pick up my fork, but it takes a moment of staring at the food before I remember what I was doing. Neither of the men says more as we all start eating, but I feel their eyes on me all the time.

Gradually, as I get some nourishment into my system and the food awakens my senses, I come out of the haze. My vision clears, and my brain picks up pace, but it’s like cranking a heavy lever to set the motions going again. It takes me a while to realize how close I am to Killian and remember how unsafe he is. I’m more than a little stunned that I forgot, and I glance at him repeatedly with a strange mix of apprehension and desire, all wrapped in a neat little bow of shame.

Whenever I shift on the chair, the butt plug stirs inside me, bringing more heat to that special place deep in my belly that should not be pulsing and pleading for more. But I can’t help it. Not even being this close to Killian will put a damper on the desire. If anything, his presence only seems to heighten it. His fresh scent with hints of eucalyptus keeps drifting my way whenever he moves, and his wild, arrogant energy is as alluring as it is oppressive. I can’t deny it. As much as I hate him, I crave his attention. His touch, his eyes, and even his humiliation. My pussy doesn’t care about my dignity or safety.

Whenever I glance at Ian, he’s watching me with this knowing look that draws heat to my cheeks and makes me shrink in the chair. It’s like he sees it all. Every shameful twinge of desire. I want to hide, yet I bask in the exposure, unable to keep my gaze down. 

I have no idea what’s happening to me. I haven’t had a clue all week as I’ve succumbed to Ian’s uncompromising control and let him spank me, fuck my mouth, and make me come at least once a day. I used to hate him—even more than I did Killian. He just stood there, watching me with that cold, detached expression, when I came running down those stairs, escaping the worst night of my life. He was the grown-up, the one who was supposed to be responsible. But somehow, I knew he had a hand in the whole ordeal. I didn’t know how or to what degree, but I knew he wanted to get rid of the competition as much as Killian did. It always did seem like Killian was his sole focus in the world and nothing else mattered. I always envied that fierce, unconditional devotion. Maybe that’s why it has been easy to accept it now that he seems to have aimed it at me as well.

I’m pondering just how big a hole I’m digging for myself by trusting him when Killian breaks the post-dinner silence. Grabbing the back of my neck, he leans in close. “Are you wet, princess?”

I want to say no, but Ian’s warning look reminds me of his first rule. So I nod. Because the slightest shift of my thighs makes me feel the shameful enormity of my desire.

Tightening his grip on my nape, Killian holds me in place as he reaches up under my dress. “Spread your legs,” he demands and brushes his knuckles over my slick opening. He lets out a hum that carries an edge of mockery. “You’re wet, but not dripping. We’ll have to do something about that.” He pulls his hand away and sticks it into the pocket of his slacks.

I yelp when the egg suddenly comes alive, buzzing against my sensitive walls. Heat shoots through my body in thick waves, and I tense my muscles, pressing my lips together to suppress a moan. When I glance up at Ian again, he’s still watching, arms crossed over his chest, expression impassive. It makes me want to slide under the table and hide. Or maybe stay and soak up the stability of those eyes.

I go with the latter when Killian steps behind me and takes something from his pocket. 

“Open your mouth,” he demands.

I try to plead with Ian through my eyes, but he only sharpens his gaze, quietly ordering me to obey.

With a defeated whimper, I part my lips. I close my eyes, not wanting to see what’s coming, not wanting Ian to see the shame that I’m sure will accompany whatever Killian does next.

Killian pushes something inside my mouth. At first, it doesn’t feel that bad. The thing is flat and round, covered in silicone, simply lying on my tongue. But when Killian flips it around, pressing it against the back of my teeth, I realize it’s a gag. A big ring that forces my mouth open and creates a hole that grants Killian unobstructed access to my mouth.

My hands shoot up to cover my mouth while Killian straps it tight behind my head. But I lose the coverage when he proceeds to attach leather cuffs to my wrists and locks them behind my back. All I can do is bow my head and close my eyes, but I’m painfully aware that Ian still sees the mortifying display of helplessness.

“Get up,” Killian orders once he’s done.

I keep my eyes down while I carefully push up and step away from the chair.

Gripping the back of my neck, he steers me back to the opposite end of the table, where the humiliation started, and bends me over the same way as before. 

He leans down over me and snarls into my ear, “Do you like having all three holes filled?” When I don’t respond immediately, he gives me a shake. “Do you, Jenna.”

“Uuh.” I release a small, vague sound that can be interpreted as both a yes and a no. And the truth of my feelings is just as ambiguous. Because Killian’s dominance is as devastating as it is intoxicating. I want to lean into it as much as I want to fight it. But there’s no use in fighting. The resistance when I move against the wrist cuffs tells me so—as does Killian’s inescapable grip on my neck.

“Oh yes, you do. The only problem is that your mouth isn’t really full now, is it?”

“Ugh.” This time, the sound is a protest, but it lands like an apathetic shake of my head. My will has become irrelevant in the storm of Killian’s desire. All I want is to sink into it and let him do whatever he pleases. Only a small part of my rational brain remains alert, pushing back against the unsettling instinct and preventing me from crashing into full capitulation.

He reaches under my skirt again, and I moan at the brush of his fingers against my sensitive folds. I want more—badly. The buzzing in my pussy has awakened the whole area, leaving every bared bit of skin sensitive to the slightest touch.

But Killian is not there to give me more. With a quick tug on the string hanging from my opening, he pulls the egg out.

I gasp, startled at the sudden loss. Before I can process, Killian is leaning over me again, dangling the egg right in front of my open mouth.

I start writhing, groaning my distressed protests. “Ooo,” I beg, trying to form a no.

“Jenna,” he demands, a sharp warning lacing the word, yet spoken with a steady calmness that paves the way into my submission. “Lie still and show me how much you want my dominance.”

My mind stills. It’s not because of his commanding tone; it’s the shocking truth of his words—hearing them spoken out loud with such certainty.

At that moment, I can’t deny that I want it—not to myself or the two men watching.

I go still, only managing shuddery breaths as I prepare for the intrusion.

Humming, Killian strokes my hair back and rests his hand on top of my head. Then slowly, almost reverently, he pushes the toy past the gag and into my mouth.

I don’t move a muscle. I just lie there. A trapped rabbit in the claws of the hungry predator. I accept my fate—his terrifying dominance and the subjugation it brings.

The egg lands on my tongue, the taste of my desire spreading into my senses. It brings me one step deeper into the surrender. My vision blurs, and I only vaguely notice Ian move into my line of sight, watching me cast myself into the dust before Killian.

The rational part of me doesn’t want him to see, but the resistance drowns in the thick fog that has settled over my brain.

Killian twists and turns the egg on my tongue, making me lap up every single drop of my desire. All I can do is swallow the accumulating spit and the taste of myself. When the egg is finally clean, Killian takes it out and places it on the table. “Such a shame you’re such a greedy slut; I would have liked a taste too.”

My brain fires off in different directions. The words are degrading, but his tone is gentle. Soothing. I can’t make sense of it. All I know is that I want more—more of that strange combination, more of him.

He sniffs, and the air changes. “Since you’re such a greedy girl, maybe I should feed you something else.”

Yes, anything, I want to say, so deep in submission I almost don’t care what he feeds me.

But when he starts jostling the butt plug, fear infiltrates the muddy waters of my brain. Does he mean the butt plug? The question fires off urgent desperation through me, but my reactions are softened by the submissive daze, and the stir of the toy, working against my sensitive nerves, fires off different signals that drag me back into the cloudy haze.

I forget about the threat, so when the butt plug pops free and suddenly appears before my face, it’s like a strike of lightning deep into my foundation. It rips through my brain, obliterating every trace of soft submission, hurling me straight into blinding panic.

I start jerking to get away, but my brain is the only part of me that has woken up, my body still slack and slow. I try to scoot away and turn my head, but Killian simply grabs my hair and lowers his weight onto me.

Pinned in place, I gather all the power my lungs can muster under his weight and scream.

“Enough.” Ian’s sharp demand is a vague sound somewhere in the distance. All I see is that vile thing dangling in front of my open mouth; all I hear is Killian’s mocking voice.

“Shall we have a taste, princess?” He moves it a little closer, and I go absolutely frantic, screaming and banging my feet against the floor.

“Stop!” This time, Ian’s order cuts through the blazing panic—cuts through Killian’s demented dominance.

The plug disappears, Killian drops a quick kiss on my cheek, and gets off me. “Relax, princess, I was just kidding.”

But there’s no relaxing. A state of alarm has me in a chokehold, and I can’t stop crying out and thrashing even when Ian helps me off the table.
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The Trust

Ian

Jenna is absolutely wild, writhing and screaming, when I remove the cuffs, lift her from the table, and curl her up in my lap on a chair. Once again, I wonder if I took things too far, letting Killian push her to the line.

I honestly didn’t expect him to do it like that. He had told me which toys he’d use and that he would humiliate her, but I thought he meant some verbal humiliation, not threatening to shove the butt plug inside her mouth. I told him to be careful not to trigger what seems to be her abandonment issues, and he agreed. So I didn’t ask more. If I had, I might have told him to find another way. But as I sit here, holding a hysterical Jenna tight and seeing Killian watch us with the same proud look as when he mastered his first Liszt étude, I can’t help but marvel.

He kept Jenna wanting and needy—even deep in subspace—right up until the point where he broke her into howling despair. With one simple threat.

Sometimes, I think I underestimate Killian and his wicked mind. He often seems simple in his way of practicing BDSM, resorting to toys and blunt-force humiliation tactics. But I also never see his girls until they’re already deep in the muck and he puts the icing on the cake by parading them in front of me. Right now, seeing the way he handled this “assignment,” I feel proud.

I see a part of myself in him—his ingrained instincts and precise understanding of what makes someone snap. Really, thinking back to that video he showed me of their first night together, I should have realized it already back then. He was only sixteen, had no experience whatsoever, and his only tools were my hastened advice before he approached Jenna—talk softly and treat her like a princess. She might have had a crush on him, but the way he made her ask for all those kinky things and even made her feel safe and genuinely like it—an almost virgin—was impressive.

He deserves a medal. And I’m holding that prize in my arms. But he will have to wait a while longer. I’m still not sure he can keep the same composure when he gets her alone, and Jenna needs more time after the stunt we pulled on her tonight.

“Don’t ever let me be alone with him,” she cries hysterically the moment I remove the gag from her mouth.

“Shh-sh-shh.” I pat the back of her head. “He wasn’t going to put the plug in your mouth. It was just an empty threat.”

“How do you know?” she all but screams, pushing at my arms. I don’t think she actually wants to get away, but she needs the physical outlet of fighting.

“Easy now.” I rock her from side to side, but it does little to calm her.

“How can you even consider leaving me alone with him? He’s fucking crazy.”

“I know him. I trust him.” At least I trust his mind. If his temper takes over, his mind shuts off. But I don’t tell her that, of course. That’s a risk I have to take—everything involves risk, after all, and I don’t consider this a major one.

“I don’t. He’s crazy. I don’t trust him. I can’t. Not ever.”

“I know.” I adjust my grip around her, trapping her arms at her sides, leaning close to her ear. “But do you trust me?”

She goes still. “I—No. Or…”

I lean to the side to catch her eyes. “Do you?”

She searches my face as if she could find the answer there. “I shouldn’t.”

“I know. But do you?”

“I—Maybe. On some level.”

“Do you trust me to make sure no severe harm comes to you? To put you back together afterward?”

Her shoulders slump. “I do.” She shakes her head, unable to understand it. And to be honest, I don’t either. Going into this, I didn’t think trust would matter. I didn’t think I’d care for her well-being. I just had to hold her together long enough to get her to the competition. That was the plan. But sweet Jenna and her reckless, beautiful, trusting submission have changed everything.

She shouldn’t trust me. The risk of Killian losing control when his temper flares might be relatively small, but it’s still there, very present in my mind. Still, I intend on letting him have her.

If he destroys the trust I’ve built with Jenna, I’ll be furious. I’m not sure what I’ll do then. Keep her to myself until the competition? Withdraw her from the competition altogether? Let her go?

That last solution has me digging my fingers into her waist, gripping her closer. I don’t realize I’m doing it until she makes a pained little yelp accompanied by a cute squirm. But instead of pulling away from me, she softens into my grip.

A surge of purpose rolls through me, and with it comes a strike of clarity. I always thought I came relatively unscathed out of the breakup with Killian’s mother, but it seems I’ve caught some abandonment issues myself.

“Go grab a chain and the pink collar,” I tell Killian, suddenly needing to manifest my ownership. “The left closet, third drawer.”

I turn Jenna on my lap to face me and hold her tight until Killian returns.

“Put it on her neck,” I tell him. “Make her feel that she’s owned.” An hour ago, I wouldn’t have added that last part, thinking Killian wouldn’t fully grasp it, but now I’m eager to see if he does.

He reaches around to press his hand against Jenna’s chest, just below her neck, urging her to straighten. Jenna easily follows his guidance. Eyes downcast, she breathes small gusts of air through parted lips.

“Eyes on me,” I tell her when Killian slowly moves his hand upward, wrapping it around her throat in a snug grip.

Captive between Killian’s grip and my unrelenting gaze, she succumbs to us with a beauty that rivals that of the morning sun glistening on the wet flower petals in my garden after a night of rain. Life and lust brighten her gaze, the desire rippling through her body with little wriggles of her hips and small clenches of her thighs. Her hands gripping the fabric of my button-up shirt reveal there’s nervousness as well, and it all goes perfectly together.

Killian slides his hand to the back of her head and slowly tilts it forward. She pliantly follows, right back in that submissive space he ripped her from only minutes ago.

It’s a shame that Killian doesn’t want a full-time submissive. He would be a great Dominant—if he could just tap into this kind of patient control for more than brief moments at a time.

He leans in and snarls into her ear, “This body is not yours. Your mind is not yours. You don’t own a single fucking thing anymore.” Despite his aggressive tone, his voice holds a firmness that’s extremely rare for his age. And it hits all the right buttons. Jenna lets out a whimper. But it’s not out of humiliation. It’s capitulation. And desire. Her hands loosen to rest flatly on my stomach, and a peaceful sense of calm descends upon her.

He wraps the leather around her neck, eliciting a gasp from Jenna when he pulls it tight, just a little too much—the same way I would. Then he loosens it to the right fit and buckles it.

“Who do you belong to?” he asks in that same cruel tone.

“You,” she says without hesitation.

“That’s right. Who else?”

She closes her eyes and draws a shuddery breath. “Your dad.”

He makes a mocking huff. “You might look and act all innocent, but there really isn’t much virtue left in you. Never was.” He attaches the chain to the collar and holds it taut while bringing her head back to make her face him. “Even after all I’ve done, you still want me. Am I not right?”

She makes the slightest nod against his hand on her forehead.

“I could piss in your mouth and you’d still want me. Isn’t that right?”

I hold my breath while I wait for Jenna’s reaction. She keeps still for a moment, caught in Killian’s authority. I’m about to think she won’t respond, knowing a no wouldn’t please him. But then she nods. A loud, almost relieved breath swooshes out of her again, and I think she means it. At this very moment, Killian has her so deep in his grasp that she’d let him piss in her mouth.

My cock grows behind my pants. It’s been swelling and calming repeatedly since Jenna bent over the table before we ate, and it’s starting to get painful.

Killian pulls her head further back, making her breath come in shallow drags through the strain of her neck. He regards her for another long moment, then lifts his gaze to me. “I want to eat her.”

I’m surprised. Killian doesn’t strike me as the type who likes to go down on a girl. But I guess there are a lot of things I don’t know about him on this matter despite knowing much more than I should. And maybe Jenna is opening up some new things in him. I can’t know for sure yet, but the idea kindles a hope inside me.

I nod, and Killian releases her forehead.

“Turn around,” I tell Jenna. “Back to me.”

Killian adjusts his grip on the chain, allowing her space to move.

“Lean back,” I tell Jenna once she sits on my lap with her feet toward the ground. “And scoot down.”

Killian’s tongue darts over his lower lip as he kneels before her, watching her with burning hunger. 

I slip my arms under hers and hold her tight to make sure she doesn’t slide down.

“This is so, so wrong,” she says when Killian grabs her ankles and lifts them onto his shoulders. “You’re his son.”

Killian aims his focus between her legs. “And yet you want it. So much.” He pushes a finger into her pussy, eliciting a wet sound as he twists and turns, moving in and out a few times. “Don’t you?” He pulls out and moves his finger lower. I can’t see it, but Jenna’s gasp tells me he’s pressing against her asshole. He moves his finger a little, but I don’t think he’s inside yet, just prodding slightly.

He leans in to give her pussy a quick lick that draws a gasped moan from her. My dick hardens even more against her back. She’s wound so tight that she’ll probably come within a minute once Killian starts. And it makes me feral for her.

Killian leans back again. “If you don’t say it, I’m not gonna push my finger in. I’ll lick a few more times, then stop, just before you come.”

“No, no, no,” she mewls. “Do it, please.”

He removes his finger from her ass and slaps her pussy. “Not good enough. I want to hear my name on your lips.”

She barely even hesitates. “Please, Killian. Please. Stuff my ass and lick my pussy. Pleeease, Killian.”

A wide smirk spreads over his lips as he looks up at me. “We should record this.”

Jenna stiffens, and he notices, explaining to her, “To remind you how much you want me. You know, since you keep thinking otherwise.”

She relaxes a little, and pride swells inside me anew. He saw what his words did to her and fixed it. Hopefully, he has more care for her than he’s been showing.

Killian spits on a finger, and Jenna lets out a long, breathy moan as he pushes inside her ass in one long go. He pulls out slowly, and then he slams forward, pushing back inside and going to town on her pussy.

Jenna bucks, moaning, almost screaming, going absolutely wild with need. Wrapping one arm tightly around her chest, I curl the other hand around her throat, on top of the collar.

“Killian,” she screams as he finger-fucks her ass hard and sucks her clit. “It’s… too much. Oh God. Killian!”

“You’re ours,” I growl into her ear, pushing my hard cock against her back. “Come for us like the good little dirty girl you are.”

“Ian,” she cries out, shooting an arm back to grab onto my shoulder. “Ian, Ian. Killian.” Her voice rises with her building pleasure, our names mingling on her tongue until she erupts in a screaming moan. The orgasm rips through her with a raging force that makes me tighten my hold on her to avoid her falling off me.

Killian licks a few more times while she comes down, then leans back and pulls his finger out. Jenna goes slack in my arms, panting, limp and heavy, legs dropping off Killian’s shoulders. He remains on the floor for a moment, licking his lips and watching her pussy. Then he gets up and wipes the back of his hand over his mouth. He looks out of breath when he leans down to press a swift kiss to her lips. 

“You taste delicious, princess,” he says, then leaves, adjusting the straining length behind his pants as he goes.

Jenna casts a confused look at him, then at me.

“I think he had to go take care of something,” I say, and when she frowns, I add, “His cock. You made him rock hard.”

Her lips form an ‘O,’ but she’s too dazed to speak.

I firm my grip on her throat. “Just like you did to me.”

She squirms a little, making my cock ache as she moves against it.

“On your knees, Jenna.” 

She struggles to make her limbs obey, so I grab her under the arms and help her to the floor. Then I grab the ring gag off the table and step in front of her.

“Open,” I demand.

Her eyes are swimming when she looks up at me, but she obeys immediately. Her breathing comes faster as I shove the ring between her teeth and buckle the straps behind her head. I’m not sure if it’s out of fear, after what happened the last time she wore it, or desire. I hope it’s a combination.

I make quick work of freeing my cock, then grab the chain on the collar and use it to pull her open mouth over my hard length. She squirms when I hit the back of her throat, making a choked sound. I pull back a little, then push in slowly and pause.

Struggling to keep her gag reflex in check, she makes a muffled protest, her throat stuttering with the effort.

I pull back out and lean down to her. “What are you going to do about it?”

Vulnerability softening her face, she shakes her head. Nothing. She’s sinking deep into subspace. Leaning her head back, she capitulates, opening up to my complete dominance.

Accepting the gift, I lean down and spit in her mouth. “That’s right. There’s not a single thing you can do.”

She gasps, but there’s no disgust or protest. She just sits there, staring up at me as if I’m her whole world, swaying lightly as she sinks deeper.

I push into her mouth again. “Relax your throat,” I say when I reach the back and she starts making choked sounds.

After a few strokes in and out, saliva starts dripping from the corner of her mouth. She reaches up to wipe it off, but I swat her hand away. “Hands behind your back.”

She gives a small whimper but obeys, keeping her hands behind her while I pick up my pace, alternating between slow strokes and fast thrusts. I don’t get all the way inside her throat. And I don’t need to. The feeling of her warm mouth, the sight of the spit down her chin, and her open submission are more than enough. It only takes a few minutes before pressure builds and there’s that telltale tingle at the base of my spine.

“Are you gonna be a good girl and swallow my cum, Jenna?”

She nods eagerly around my cock, and that eager submission is what pushes me over the edge.

“Christ, Jenna,” I growl, bracing myself on the table as the pressure releases and I shoot my cum into her mouth.

The release is hard and fast, like something I’ve been holding back for too long finally snapping loose. My entire body locks, jaw clenched, breaths short. Heat floods through me in a sharp wave, and for a moment, my mind shuts off. It’s even better than the first time.

Jenna sputters around me, cum spilling through the gag, around my cock. I draw back, just a little.

“Swallow,” I demand.

Her throat bobs repeatedly, and her eyes flutter as she struggles to swallow. More cum and spit drips out around the gag, but she manages to swallow most of it.

I pull out, reeling for a moment. Then I bend to check, and there’s only a trace of white on her tongue. But I want her to have it all. I drag the back of my finger up her chin, collecting the spilled cum. She remains completely still, panting and staring at me with wide eyes. 

Slowly and demonstratively, I advance my finger through the gag, into her mouth without touching her lips. With the same careful pace, I press it down and drag it over her tongue, smearing more cum onto it. I repeat a few times, feeding her all the cum I can gather. Then I take out the gag and pull her into my arms.

“Such a good girl. So submissive. When the time comes, you’re gonna willingly go upstairs to let Killian use you. Aren’t you?”

She draws a shuddery breath. “Yes.”

I smile. Because this is working. A feeling of power expands in my chest. Somehow, I made her trust me and desire Killian despite the way we tore her life apart. Such a reckless little girl. But most of all, I find her strong. She’s opening up her heart and risking everything to achieve her dreams and find connection. It’s a strength neither Killian nor I possess. But maybe—just maybe—this sweet, submissive girl will make us open up as well. I already feel my own defenses crumbling. It’s unsettling, but also so very right.
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The Gift

Jenna

Killian is already waiting in the piano room when Ian takes me there for a lesson a week after our dinner. I tense at the sight of him, but only a little. I’m still nervous about bumping into him around the house when I’m alone, but I’m getting used to having him at my side when we’re playing. And more so, I feel recklessly safe when Ian’s here.

I keep my eyes averted while I wait for Ian’s order to join Killian at the piano—I’m still not ready to willingly be close to him. But instead of issuing the usual command, Ian grabs the back of my neck and leans close. “I’m tired of having to cover my piano benches in towels to make sure you don’t soil them, so I’ve found a solution.”

Heat flares across my face, and seeing Killian’s wide grin makes my stomach churn with the realization that this won’t be another regular lesson, simply sitting beside him and playing. 

“I have found something that will keep my bench clean and keep your unruly hips in place.” Ian pauses for effect, then releases me. “Go see for yourself.”

Killian, who’s standing behind the piano, looks down demonstratively, and I know something’s there, waiting for me. Something I don’t want.

Hesitantly, I round the piano, and the moment I see the new piano bench beside the regular one, I freeze. It’s a simple black bench. No padding. Just a clean, shiny surface—with a long, wooden phallus sticking up in the middle. 

“This is not funny,” I say, shaking my head.

“That goes inside your ass.” Killian points at the horrible wooden protrusion, his grin widening.

The blood drains from my face, and I retreat a step.

Killian scoffs. “I’ve stuffed your ass three times, and you’re still acting like a prim little princess instead of the greedy little ass slut we all know you are.”

I retreat two more steps. Straight into Ian, who grabs my upper arms.

“Ask Killian—very nicely—to help you try your new bench.”

I swallow against the thick knot in my throat, staring at the bench for a long moment before I part my lips. “I-I can’t do that.”

“Of course you can.” Ian leans close to my ear. “You’re a good girl. You’ll show the appropriate gratitude, and you’ll ask nicely for help.”

“I—” I want to protest, but Ian’s words somehow make it impossible.

“Go on,” he urges.

Closing my eyes, I draw a shuddery breath. “Will you please—” I start in a shaky voice.

“Look at me,” Killian demands.

My shoulders bunch up, but Ian’s tightening grip sucks the tension straight out again. I sink into him, seeking his stability as I lift my gaze to Killian and my world crashes. “Will you…” I swallow to clear the hoarseness from my voice, but it lingers. “Will you please help me try out my new bench?”

“Of course, princess.” With a slight bounce to his movements, Killian turns and grabs a latex glove and a bottle of lube. Facing me again, he demonstratively holds up his right hand as he drags the black latex over it, smiling excitedly as he goes. Then he opens the lube and squeezes a generous amount onto the wooden phallus.

When he wraps his fist around it and starts pumping, I can’t stand it anymore. Jerking against Ian’s grip, I try to turn around, but he drapes an arm over my chest and presses his other hand to my forehead, effectively trapping me. “Watch,” he demands. 

I give another jerk, but it gets me nowhere. 

Killian makes a show out of preparing the dildo, squeezing more lube onto it to create a slick sound when he moves his hand up and down and turns his fist. 

My hands fly up to grab onto Ian’s arm. Not to fight—I’ve already given up—but to hold on as everything spins around me. I sink into him, drinking in his warmth and his strength, even knowing he’s no better than the man watching me with an evil smirk. But I need his stability, or I won’t get through this.

“Please…” I say when Killian finally releases the dildo and makes a deceptively chivalrous gesture toward it.

Ian grabs my arms to steer me forward. “You’re not getting out of this.” 

Digging my heels in, I shake my head. “That’s not what I meant.” My voice becomes low, almost imperceptible. “Please, can I have a hug?”

Killian scoffs, but Ian pauses and turns me around. “Repeat that so I can hear it.”

I swallow through the hoarseness and look up at him. “Please, will you hug me first?”

A smile softens his stern expression. “Of course.” 

Ian pulls me into him, and I wrap my hands around his shirt, holding on for dear life. My anchor in the storm. 

When he releases me, I say sincerely, “Thank you.”

He brushes his knuckles down my cheek. “You’re welcome. Now, be a good girl and go to Killian so you can try my gift for you.”

I nod, and in that brief moment, I almost feel thankful—like it truly is a gift. But the gratitude dissolves when I turn around and approach the horrible thing.

Killian grabs my arm when I stop close to the bench. His grip is more punishing than his father’s, fingers digging into my flesh and aching in my muscles. But it makes me want to give up and give in just the same. Because the dominance is there too. The uncompromising authority that snuffs out my will and makes me easy prey for these two predators.

“I’ve missed your tight little hole,” Killian drawls, reaching up under my skirt and pulling down my panties. He drags a finger through the crack between my cheeks. “Has it missed me too?”

I stiffen, but behind the tightly coiled distress, there’s a slight hum. A desire for him to strip me bare and reduce me to his toy.

“Has it?” he urges, pulling me closer.

I close my eyes, reeling from the proximity as he leans close, fear and lust going off in all directions. Despite the trauma he’s brought on, he’s also the source of my first and only true pleasure. That experience was so strong that not even the blow of the following events could fully wipe out the profound effect, and my reaction to him reflects it. I hate it. Vehemently. But that learned desire is also the only thing that will get me through this. That and Ian.

I glance up, finding stability in Ian’s steady presence. Calm but uncompromising.

“Yes,” I admit, letting Ian hold my gaze as I slump in defeat.

“I thought so.” Killian steers me to stand between the bench and the piano, and I keep my eyes trained on Ian while Killian lifts my skirt and smears lube around my tight opening. It’s all I can do to stay afloat. Letting Ian see the shame and desire warring in my eyes has humiliation crawling through me. I want to hide, but I know that if I do, I’ll spiral.

The sound of snapping latex tells me Killian is removing the glove. Then he grabs my arms again and slowly lowers me toward the bench.

My lips quiver, and I want to scream when the tip of the wooden dildo touches my tight opening. But Ian gives me a slow nod of approval, and it lends me the determination I need to hold myself together.

Getting the dildo inside is a slow process. No matter how many deep breaths I take, I remain tense. Killian makes me work my ass against the horrible thing to loosen my muscles; it takes so long that my legs start shaking from the bent position.

“Stop fighting,” Ian says when I whimper, straining my arms to support my weight. “Killian won’t suddenly push you down. You can lean into him.”

As if to prove just that, Killian wraps an arm around my chest to support my weight. His hot breath tickles my ear, sending bursts of sensation down my arm. “Go ahead, princess. I’m the one controlling this show. There’s no use trying to pretend otherwise.”

With a defeated whimper, I give in and lean into him. Killian easily holds my weight, and the process goes a little easier from then on. At least physically. The tip finally breaches my opening, and the wooden length slowly goes inside me. It’s not big as such—thinner than a normal cock—but to my ass, it feels like a monstrosity. And it’s so damn long—almost as long as Ian’s—and it takes forever for Killian to lower me onto it. The rigid feeling is oppressive, and it goes straight to my mind, wiping out myself and my dignity—just like Ian promised. I feel like an empty vessel, no longer my own. Theirs to fill. And they do fill me. To the brim. By the time I finally sink into place on the bench, the dildo rooted deep inside me, stiff and unrelenting, I’m sniffling and constantly wiping at my eyes.

Ian comes to stand at my side, taking a tissue from a box and holding it in front of my face. “Blow your nose.”

I reach for the tissue, but Ian swats my hands away. “Blow.”

The humiliations just keep coming. Screwing my eyes shut, I blow my nose in the paper. The movement goes straight to my ass, making me clench around the horrible intrusion. Shame coils tight. I want to crumble and curl in on myself. I’m about to do so, but when Ian places a warm hand on top of my head and speaks in a soft voice, I can’t deny the effect. It doesn’t matter what he’s saying; I lap up his warped praise like a starved kitten. 

“Good girl,” he croons. “Now we don’t have to worry about you soiling my bench anymore. Let’s see how well you play on your new one.”

Killian sits on the padded bench at my right and grabs my face between his long fingers, staring deep into my eyes. He doesn’t speak, but the message is crystal clear in his hard gaze that bores into me, demanding entrance past my defenses. You’re mine.

A need so hot it scorches my insides flares. I hate myself for it. But when he releases me and orders, “Play,” I forget the shame and the conflicting emotions as I sink into the music, right alongside him. The wooden thing stuck inside me still dominates my mind, but I don’t need my mind to play. I have already learned the first few pages of “Die Moldau” by heart. But as Ian makes us repeat several times, I grow increasingly flustered and still more aware of my locked-up position and restrained movements. 

Desire hums in my lower body when I inadvertently move against the dildo, but despite the rousing effect, the unforgiving stiffness is brutal. I start squirming, drawing ragged breaths as pleasure and distress war inside me.

“Are you wet?” Killian asks at one point when we stop playing. Without preamble, he shoves a hand between my legs and slides his fingers through my slit.

My whimper sounds more like a moan as new sensations burst to life, making my whole lower body pulse and clench, grabbing onto the phallus with a strength that hurts. He rubs my clit, and when he pulls away after only a few seconds, I’m so hot I can’t stop panting.

“Shit, you really do love having your ass stuffed.” Killian smears his wet finger across my cheek. The humiliation squashes my desire, and my throat closes up, making it hard to breathe.

From then on, my playing only gets worse. I can’t ignore the desire that keeps pulsing between my legs. And I hate it. I don’t want to like any of this. Not Killian, his mockery, or this horrible, horrible bench they have me fixed on.

Ian must sense my growing discomfort, because he stops the lesson mid-playing.

“That’s enough.” He places a hand on Killian’s shoulder. “We’re done for today.” 

Getting up, Killian leans close to my ear. “Soon, it will be my cock inside that tight ass of yours.” Then he’s gone.

The whiff of his cologne lingers—fresh air and eucalyptus—dragging up an unwanted sense of longing. It nearly breaks me. I’m so wrought and overwhelmed that I’m hovering on the brink of a breakdown, just waiting for a tiny nudge to push me over. 

Ian steps behind me and gently grabs my arms. “Thank me for your gift, then I’ll help you off.”

“Thank you,” I say, but there’s no sincerity or emotion. I’m obeying on autopilot. I can’t focus on anything but the rigid length stuck inside me, trapping me. I barely even dare to push up, remembering how long it is and realizing how much it will take to get it out.

“Good girl. Now gently ease up.” He starts pulling, tightening his hold on my arms. 

I press my palms into the surface and try to push up, but my inner muscles are clamped tight onto the dildo, refusing to relax, and the movement pulls painfully at my tissues.

“Stop,” I urge, grabbing onto the edge of the bench.

“Shh, it’s no wider at the tip than the base. It won’t stretch any more than it already does.”

“I can’t,” I squeal, panic closing in, squeezing my lungs. 

Ian pulls a little again, and I cry out, the sensations too sharp, the tension too tight. Suddenly, my stomach is cramping. And not just a little. The stiffening spasm grows explosively, spearing pain through my abdomen at the smallest motion. 

“Stop,” I scream, pushing at his hands. “Stop!” That’s when I start sobbing. Utter desperation claws at my insides, panic screeching through my mind. I need to get off this thing, but I can’t.

“Jenna, relax.” Ian leans in, but I swat at him, huddling in on myself. I don’t want him or any of his fucked-up, fake comfort. I just want everything to disappear. 

“Sweetheart, I’ve got you,” he reassures, but the soothing words only make everything worse. Because they’re not real. They’re just means to manipulate me and turn my body against me.

“Just leave me alone,” I beg. My sobs come harder, shaking my chest, making my muscles clench even tighter around the dildo. It keeps going, each spasm tightening, wringing my stomach from the inside. Soon, I’m panting, digging my nails into my arms. Panic is taking over. Hot and blinding.

“Jenna,” Ian urges repeatedly, but I barely hear him. It’s like my ears are stuffed with cotton, closing me into my own narrow world of lonely agony.

“Killian,” he roars, and this time, the sound penetrates the void. It rattles through me, a shock to my system. I pull harder in on myself, sobbing with painful desperation. I just want to curl up and disappear from the world. But I can’t. I’m stuck. On this horrible bench and in the tightening panic that is about to swallow me whole.
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The Bully

Jenna

Age nine

“Look, Jenna’s wearing a sparkling skirt,” Killian announces with a cruel laugh as I enter the classroom in the morning.

Callum leans in, whispering something that makes them both snicker. They’ve become best friends, and making fun of me is their favorite pastime. 

“She looks like a Disney princess,” Killian adds, grinning down at me from the windowsill where they sit every day, like kings ruling the class.

My heart aches from how hard I miss the sweet and caring Killian who was my best friend for two years. It was just him and me; the rest of the world didn’t matter. Now he can’t talk to me without some kind of mockery. It hurts. But I’m determined not to let it get to me. One day, he’ll come back to me. And I’ll be ready when that day comes. So I just smile and say, “Hi Killian,” the same as I’ve always done.

He snorts as if my sweetness is ridiculous.

Ignoring him, I pop into my seat beside Cora and take out my math books. “Did you finish homework?”

“I did, but I couldn’t figure out how to do the one about the train.”

“Right? Me neither. I was stuck on it forever. But I think I got it.” I turn my worksheet toward her and point at the numbers. “See? You just divide it first, then subtract.”

When Mr. Greene enters, Killian rounds our table on the way to his own and slams his hand into the surface with a force that makes my heart jump into my throat. “Dorks!”

“Fuck you!” The words burst out before I can swallow them back. I press my hands to my chest. My heart pounds so hard it hurts.

“Watch that tongue,” Mr. Greene reprimands in a sharp tone that makes me shrink on my chair. I hate getting reprimanded by the teachers more than anything, and I hate the way everyone turns to look.

For the next twenty minutes, I sit stiffly in my seat, trying to focus on Mr. Greene and the numbers he scribbles on the blackboard, but not really seeing anything. 

“You were right,” Cora whispers when he explains the assignment with the train. 

“Jenna cheated!” Killian announces to Mr. Greene. “I saw her copying Cora’s results just before you came in.”

“This was not a test,” Mr. Greene says to Killian. “You’re allowed to work together.”

Killian shrugs. “Just saying, keep an eye on her next time we have a test.”

Mr. Greene sends me a suspicious look, and that tense feeling in my chest twists even tighter, and I have to bite my teeth together to hide the hurt. Suddenly, I just want to cry. I can’t believe Killian would try to get me into trouble like that. Maybe I was wrong about him. Maybe I have lost him for good.

The realization weighs even heavier than Mr. Greene’s suspicion, and when Mr. Greene sends me a stern warning, saying, “Are you paying attention, Jenna?” I nearly break into tears in front of all my classmates, who turn to look at me.

I just nod, swallowing hard repeatedly until everyone turns back around—except Killian. I try not to look at him, but I can’t help it. He draws me in like a magnet. Always. But what I find on his face is not the mockery I expected. His frown almost makes it seem like he’s concerned. It only makes me want to cry that much more, because I miss the way Killian used to care about me so, so much. 

Blinking, I look away, but when I glance back, he’s still turned toward me. He has rolled up a piece of paper and tucked it between his lip and nose like Mr. Greene’s thick moustache, and he’s holding up his pen like the ruler our teacher uses to point at the board, mouthing along to his words. The long face and frowning brows he makes look so much like Mr. Greene that I have to slap my hand over my mouth to suppress a loud giggle.

“Killian,” Mr. Greene erupts with a sharp warning that makes Killian whip around in his chair.

“Sorry,” Killian says. But when Mr. Greene turns back to the blackboard, Killian casts me a bright, wide smile that loosens the lingering tightness in my chest, and when he goes back to mocking me on our lunch break, it’s easier to ignore his stupid remarks because my Killian is still in there somewhere.

All I can think is, someday I’ll get him back.
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The Aftermath

Ian

It only takes a minute before I hear footsteps on the stairs, then another one before Killian appears at the door. But even two minutes is too long. I’m afraid Jenna is going to pass out with the way she’s hyperventilating and sobbing. 

“What?” Killian deadpans. But his whole demeanor changes the moment he sees Jenna curling in on herself, crying like she’s in severe pain—which I think she might be, judging from the way she’s clutching her stomach. He stiffens, eyes widening. “Shit, what’s wrong?”

“I think her stomach is cramping up. Help me move the bench.” I grab one side, and he rushes to grab the other. We carefully lift the bench with Jenna away from the piano to create more space around her.

I’m about to step in front of her, but Killian beats me to it, rushing to crouch before her.

“Jenna,” he urges. “Jenna, look at me.” 

I pause, surprised to see how he zeroes in on her. I’m not sure what I expected, but him handling Jenna with this urgent care was not it.

When she doesn’t react, he grabs her head between his palms, lifting it. “Look at me, Jenna,” he repeats with an almost pleading tone.

Snapping out of the surprise, I step behind her and grab her arms. “You’re safe,” I assure. “We’ve got you.”

At those last words, Killian glances at me, a slight frown knitting his brow before he goes back into a rare protective mode. He doesn’t like to provide care for anyone. It clashes with his need to protect himself and maintain the cold facade he erected many years ago. But even so, he keeps going. 

“Good girl,” he says when Jenna opens her eyes, his sincerity startling. I’ve heard him use those words before, but they usually carry an edge of mockery. “Take a deep breath for me.”

“No,” she cries, slamming her hands to her face. She’s stuck in her own desperation, and Killian is probably the last person she needs right now. I’m about to round the bench and take over, but I can’t bear to interrupt when Killian leans up and gently pries her hands away. “Jenna, I’ve got you.” His jaw tics as he mimics my words—the words he doesn’t want to say, but the ones he knows might work. His determination to get her out of this wins over his own selfish needs.

“Breathe,” he urges, placing a hand on her chest and drawing a loud inhale. I’m not sure if he realizes that he’s doing the exact same thing I used to do when he had panic attacks during the first few months after his mother left. I think some kind of instinct has kicked in. This is not the same closed-off, cold Killian I’m used to. This reminds me more of the gentle, unguarded version I knew so many years ago and thought was forever gone.

Hope grows inside me. Even more so when Jenna responds with a long inhale—shuddery, but deep.

I’ve never seen Killian in a crisis, and I couldn’t be prouder. Maybe this is the sign I needed to know that he’s ready to have her on his own—that I can trust him with her. 

“And out,” he says, pressing slightly against her chest.

Her exhale morphs into more sobs, but Killian is quick to grab her hands before she can sink deep into the panic again. 

“Jenna, look at me. Breathe in.” He brushes the hair from her face and repeats the demonstrative inhale. I know the moment she looks at him from the way he brightens. I can’t help but marvel. All he sees is her while he guides her through repeated deep breaths. 

Finally, she calms somewhat. She’s still crying, her breathing labored, but she’s no longer spiraling. 

“Let’s get her off,” I tell Killian. I’m about to grab her under the arms, but Killian has another idea. He doesn’t even look at me; he just acts. Getting up, he leans down to her and lifts her hands to his neck. “Hold onto me,” he tells her, then wraps his arms around her and starts pulling. 

I grab the lube from the side table, and when he lifts her a little, I squeeze a generous amount on my finger and smear it around her opening. I’m not sure how much relief it will offer since friction doesn’t seem to be the problem, but Jenna needs all the help she can get.

“Good girl,” Killian croons, lifting her a tiny bit more.

But when he tries to bring her another notch up, she cries, “No, stop.”

“I’ll stop,” he promises and pauses.

“Let me go.”

“Don’t worry. I’ve got you. I won’t let go. Just lean into me. I’ll hold you here until you’re ready.”

“Noo,” she wails but clings tighter to him anyway.

“Where does it hurt, Jenna?” I ask, caressing her back.

“My stomach.”

I sigh. That’s what I thought. She’s cramping. I’ll have to get her some painkillers, but I can’t leave her side. Not like this.

“Are you ready to go again?” Killian asks.

She makes a tiny nod against his shoulder, sniffing and whimpering, but no longer sobbing.

It takes several rounds of Killian lifting her a little, Jenna breaking into more sobs, then waiting for her to calm, until Killian finally gets her free.

The moment she stands on her own two feet, clinging to Killian for stability, the situation dawns on him. His features draw tight, his cold facade returning, and he loosens his arm around her, about to hand her over to me.

“Do not let her go like this,” I tell him in a low warning.

His jaw hardens, but he firms his grip on her.

“Take her to the couch and sit with her,” I say in an uncompromising tone. 

He gnashes his teeth, but I can tell the need to take care of her lingers as he carefully lifts her into his arms and carries her across the room. 

I go to get painkillers, some juice, and a little chocolate. When returning, I pause at the door, watching for a moment, Killian unaware of my presence. His jaw is still hard, eyes angry, but he’s holding Jenna almost as tightly as she’s holding on to him. He needs this, but he can’t let anyone in. I guess I get it. For years after his mother left—actually, ever since—I kept relationships casual. But with Jenna, opening up has come naturally. I’m not sure what it is, whether it’s her innocent, trusting nature and the way she’s growing dependent on me, or if it’s the amount of power I hold over her because of the way I got her here. I guess it’s really just two sides of the same coin.

I linger, letting Killian have this moment, but when Jenna squirms and says, “It hurts,” I go in. As I expected, Killian loosens his grip on her. The moment I sit down beside them and set the things I was carrying on the side table, he lifts her out of his lap and into mine. She easily sinks into my embrace, and I’m relieved at feeling her opening up to my comfort as I give her the painkillers and hold her close.

“Killian,” Jenna says just as he’s about to leave the room.

He pauses and turns.

“Thank you.”

The look in his eyes just before he turns on his heel is pure anger. A few minutes later, I hear the front door slam, and I don’t see Killian the rest of the day.

***

It’s six in the morning when the sound of the front door tells me Killian is back. I’ve barely slept all night, too worried after having called and texted him several times without a response.

I quickly slip out of bed, telling Jenna to go back to sleep when she stirs, and grab my robe. Tying the belt, I half-run down the hall and up the stairs.

“Where have you been?” I say when I see Killian crossing the landing.

“School.” He proceeds to his bedroom, but at least he doesn’t slam the door on me.

Dragging a hand through my hair, I follow him and stop in the doorway. “Have you slept there?” His access card allows him to practice there at all hours, but the place is not made for overnight stays.

He shrugs, and I draw a heavy sigh. I’m tempted to reprimand him for not responding to my texts, but I’m not in the mood for a fight. I’m just relieved he’s home. “Are you okay?”

“Why wouldn’t I be?” He sends me an annoyed scowl, and I know his shields are back up. Killian is back to his usual cold self.

“If you ever want to talk about what happened yesterday—”

“I need to get some sleep,” he cuts me off with an annoyed tone and grabs the door handle, forcing me back as he pushes it closed.

The hope that had sparked fades as I go back downstairs, take Jenna in my arms, and spend another fruitless hour chasing sleep. 

Finally, I decide it’s useless and get out of bed, pad barefoot into the kitchen, and put on a pot of coffee. The dripping of the machine is almost comforting, and so is the prospect of a kick of caffeine in my sleep-deprived system. 

Once the machine beeps, I pour myself a mug and bring it to my office, where the soft glow of multiple monitors welcomes me. Settling into my desk chair, I take a slow sip, savoring the rich flavor before pulling up my trading dashboard to check on the overnight markets.

An hour and a few caffeine-fueled trades later, I return to the kitchen for more coffee, but pause just inside the living room as I find Killian crowding Jenna against the kitchen counter.

“Good morning, princess,” he says, caging her in with his hands pressed to the counter on either side of her. “Or should I say, ass slut?”

I’m about to speak up and tell him off, but Jenna’s reaction surprises me. Instead of letting her anxiety get the better of her, she shoves angrily at his hand and moves out of his reach. “Go away, Killian, I’m not in the mood.”

“Feisty today, are we?” He slides up behind her again, brushing her hair behind her shoulder. “I like that. Makes it that much sweeter when I put you in your place and make you kiss the ground at my feet.”

“Shut up.”

“You know, it is going to happen.”

“Well, not right now, so get out of my way.” She shoves at him again, but this time, he doesn’t let her go. 

Banding his arm around her waist, he pulls her to him so hard a gust of wind escapes her. “Not right now, no. But soon. Very soon, Dad will send you upstairs, and you’ll be all mine to do with whatever I please. There’s no avoiding it.” A cruel edge creeps into his voice. “Unless you want to go back to that shitty existence you used to call a life, cleaning other people’s dirt, being all alone.” 

“Stop it, Killian, just stop.” Her voice rises as she pushes at his arm, but he doesn’t budge, and I notice how her breathing gets more labored. But it’s not because of her fighting. It’s desire. Being trapped turns her on—I have experienced it firsthand many times. But I didn’t expect it to be the same with Killian. 

“I bet you’re already fantasizing about how I’ll shove my cock deep inside your ass, stretching you to take my full size. How much it will hurt, but also how good it will feel.”

“I’m not,” she denies, and I’m tempted to make a mental note and call her out on lying later, but I think I’ll let this one pass. 

She seems to be in genuine distress as she keeps fighting, now whimpering with the effort. I’m once again about to intervene when Killian grabs her by the back of the neck and shoves her down over the counter. But when he gathers her flailing arms on her back, I pause. Because once again, Jenna surprises me. Instead of succumbing to the panic that’s about to get her, she capitulates. It’s like a flick of a switch. Her entire body softens, her struggles weakening into a few last jerks before she goes slack over the counter, her chest the only part moving as desire deepens her breaths.

Killian doesn’t say anything as he releases her neck, lifts her skirt, and trails a finger over her white panties, up the valley of her crack. He switches direction, moving back down, finding her tight hole and rubbing it slowly through the fabric. Jenna twitches a few times—a quiet protest—but it’s half-hearted. Her brain might not want it, but her body wants a taste of that pleasure he made her feel five years ago. And again a week ago.

A twinge of jealousy stirs inside me. Because he has already set his mark on her—a mark that has been cemented by the trauma he caused her. I thought that night broke her, but now I realize it just put her life on pause. Being here, confronting it in a safe environment, knowing that I’ll protect her, has made her wake up and come alive again. She might hate that she wants him, but there’s no doubt that she does as she gives in to his touch, pleasure revealing itself in the small movements of her hips.

He keeps going for a while, just rubbing slowly, pushing his finger against her covered opening to give her the slight sensation of something going inside her. 

I feel like I’m intruding on something private as I keep watching from a distance. They both seem stuck in a trance—caught in the intense energy between them. But I am mesmerized as well and can’t seem to move.

Killian trails his hand lower, and Jenna parts her legs slightly to let him access her pussy. I can’t see what he’s doing, but I think he’s slipping a finger into her panties and touching her judging from his response.

“You’re so fucking wet, Jenna. It’s disgusting.”

She lets out a broken whimper, but the humiliation only feeds her lust, her sharp breaths of pleasure deepening.

My cock grows achingly hard as I think about all the ways I want to humiliate her.

As if thinking the exact same things, Killian does one of them: he moves his hand from between her legs and lifts it to her mouth. “Taste,” he says, holding his finger right before her lips.

Jenna doesn’t even protest. She only hesitates, then opens just enough for Killian to push his finger inside and let her taste her own desire.

She whimpers repeatedly, but her hips keep moving, wanting.

“Ass slut,” Killian scoffs, then pulls back, releasing her.

I quickly slip into the entryway before he sees me. I’m not sure why, but I don’t want them to know that I’ve been watching. I walk halfway down the hall, then turn, making it look like I’m coming from my office as Killian steps into the entryway. He doesn’t even cast a glance my way, just rushes up the stairs.

When I return to the living room, I find Jenna standing in the kitchen, looking toward the door Killian just left through, a forlorn expression heavy on her face. She turns away the moment she sees me, and the fear that she won’t need me in the end tightens. I hurry to her and take her in my arms. She’s hesitant at first, but when I don’t say anything and just hold her, she sinks into me, grabbing onto my shirt as if she badly needs me. It takes the edge off my concern, and I simply enjoy holding her and letting her find comfort with me as I lift her to sit on the counter, nestled into me.

Jenna is tense, her shoulders stiff and her breath short. After a while, a slow trembling sets in. I think she’s a little shell-shocked from the abrupt way Killian left, and it makes me wonder if this thing we have planned—him toying with her and me providing aftercare—will break her down. But then she calms, her breathing deepening, her equilibrium seeming to return. When I sit her down at the table and serve her the breakfast she was preparing, she is calm and even smiles shyly at me a few times.

Maybe this will work, after all.


30

The Talk

Ian

Despite seeing that Killian does have a protective side and then feeling how Jenna let me mend the damage his abrupt departure caused, I hold off on sending her upstairs. More than anything, I want to protect her. I feel guilty about the bench, letting Killian push her so far in front of me, and not least for my intentions of letting Killian have her on his own at all. I compensate by dialing back the discipline and dominance. Instead, I mostly just hold her, letting her come in the embrace of my arms, and making her feel safe—as if it can somehow prepare her for the turbulent ride I’m about to send her on.

A week has passed since the episode with the bench when Killian one day asks me to come upstairs so we can talk. The agitated look in his eyes tells me he’s not happy, and when I come upstairs a few minutes later, I find him pacing the music room, raking his fingers through his hair.

“When are you gonna let me have her?” he demands the moment I close the door behind me.

“Soon.”

“This is taking too long.” His footsteps thud harder against the floor as he picks up pace. “You’ve been saying that for weeks. You’re just keeping her to yourself.”

“I’m not.”

He scoffs. “No? Then why the hell can’t I have her? You’ve seen how wet she gets around me. And I know you watched us in the kitchen. You saw how badly she wanted me.”

Before he can call me out for intruding on their private moment, I say, “You crossed a line that morning. We had agreed that you wouldn’t touch her when alone with her.”

“Yeah, well, we weren’t alone now, were we?” He pauses to shoot me a sharp glare, then starts pacing again. “And stop making excuses. We both know that’s not the reason. I’ve kept away from her long enough, going along with all your rules, and still, you won’t let me have her.”

“She’s still recovering after the incident with the bench.”

“The hell she is. You’re just keeping her to yourself. What are you afraid of? That she’ll find out she wants me more?”

His words hit the nail on the head. The uncertainty gets the better of me, and I deepen my voice to an angry command. “Enough. This is my home, my rules. If you don’t like them, you can leave.”

“Fuck you. Selfish bastard.” He storms off, slamming the door with a force that rattles the pictures on the wall.

Guilt and worry draw tight when I hear the front door slam a few minutes later. He always comes back when he storms out, yet part of me can’t stop wondering if this will be the time he decides not to come back.

During the rest of the day, I can’t stop thinking about what he said—that I want her to myself and am afraid she’ll want him more. He’s right. That’s exactly what I’m doing. But I’m also trying to keep Jenna safe, and as much as Killian has shown promising signs of being ready, he has also done a lot of things that point in the opposite direction. Even so, I can’t continue keeping her from him. If we don’t test the waters, we’ll never see how it goes.

***

I’m relieved to hear that Killian is back the next morning. I go upstairs and find him playing the third movement of Beethoven’s “Tempest” sonata with furious energy, head jerking with the wild force of the music. It’s one of the pieces he usually returns to when emotions are about to get the better of him.

He doesn’t hear me coming, so I pause at the door, listening while he finishes the piece.

When he’s done, I clap my hands and step closer. “If keeping her from you makes you play like that, maybe I should hold on to her a while longer.”

He darts off the bench with a furious motion that makes it topple over. “I’ve had enough of this shit. If I don’t get her by the end of this week, I’m taking her.”

“Relax, Killian. You’ll have her. Sit down before you break something.” I point at the couch, and he drops onto it, though watching me angrily. His temper might spiral out of control sometimes, but he’s smart enough to shut it down when his brain kicks back in. 

“I came up here to tell you that she’s yours tonight.”

He swipes a hand through his hair, a twitch of a smile breaking through his anger. “Really?”

“Yes. You were right. I have been keeping her from you.” When he’s about to interrupt, I hold up a hand. “But not for the reasons you think.”

“Why, then?”

“Not just, at least.” I lift the piano bench off the floor and sit on it. “I’m concerned about what you’ll do to her. You’re not exactly in control.”

“Well, that’s because I can’t have her.”

“Maybe. But it doesn’t change the fact that you have a hard time getting a grip on yourself.”

“I’ll behave,” he says with an exasperated sigh and an eye roll.

“What do you plan on doing to her?”

“That’s none of your business.”

I bite down on my molars. He’s right, but it’s really damn hard to accept.

It’s his turn to calm me. “Relax, Dad. I promise to stay within the limits. No scars, no scat, no breaking her mind. Nothing you can’t heal with your magic touch.” He lifts his hands and wriggles his fingers.

“Thank you,” I say. “Keep an eye out for her movements. If she tenses her hips and draws in her ass, she’s had enough, and if she stops responding to touch, stop immediately.”

“Shit, you’ve already told me this a hundred times.”

“These things can’t be said enough.”

“I know how to read a girl. Remember, I’ve been doing this since I was sixteen.”

I grab my forehead and look off to the side. He’s right, but it does little to placate me. Heaving a sigh, I straighten. “Just don’t send her away too harshly. She’s very vulnerable to rejection and easily feels unwanted.”

Seriousness descends, a flicker of that concern for her I saw a week ago returning. “Because of what I did to her back then?”

“That’s part of it, but I sense there’s more to it.”

He stares off to the side, gaze unfocused. When he faces me again, there’s a somber heaviness in his expression. “Her mom was a drunk. I never thought much of it, but she would always scold Jenna and be kind of cruel when she picked her up at school. She didn’t even show up at her recitals or any of the competitions, but all Jenna would talk about when she got a trophy was how she was going to show her mom.”

“What about her father?” My entire body buzzes with the need to hurt whoever’s responsible for Jenna’s deep-seated abandonment issues. It doesn’t matter that I’m partly to blame. Someone else needs to hurt for it. It’s a shame her mother died two years ago so I can’t take it out on her. I would love to use some of the absurd amount of money this trading obsession has given me on making her life miserable. 

“I don’t know. She never talked about him. I guess he must have abandoned her.” Realizing what he’s saying, Killian whips his head to the side. “Shit! How did I never see any of that?”

Killian rarely shows compassion—not when talking about victims of war, bullying, or loss. But when it comes to abandonment, he’ll have these moments of clarity where he sees beyond his own selfish needs. I’m the same to a certain degree. I don’t care much for other people and their problems, but seeing Killian’s mother walk out on her son at the age of eight has done things to me.

“You were just a kid,” I tell him.

“Yeah, but still.”

“Don’t blame yourself. Just make sure not to push her away too harshly. At least give her a hug. Tell her she did well.”

“I’ll try.”

I sigh. Killian’s issues with letting people get close are just as bad, if not worse, than his abandonment issues. Or maybe they’re just two sides of the same coin—the fear of being left, and the fear of opening up to someone who can leave him.

“Thank you,” I finally say, and we both sit in silence for a few minutes.

Pressing my hands to my knees, I push up. “You have thirty minutes with her tonight. I know it’s not much, but we need to ease her into this or it won’t work.”

“That’s all I need,” he says, surprising me with his agreeable response.

“How do you want her?”

The spark returns to his eyes. “A cute pink dress. One you don’t mind me ripping.”

I smile as well, seeing myself reflected in him in so many ways. Part of me thought he’d want her dressed like a hooker, like he tends to prefer his girls, but Jenna is special. We both see it.

“I’ll send her upstairs at eight,” I say, and with that, I leave. 

When I’m halfway down the stairs, he starts playing again. This time, it’s “Un Sospiro” by Liszt. I haven’t heard him play that one before, and I pause. Usually, I would have thought it to be a too soulful piece for him, but he plays it with a depth of emotion I’ve only seen glimmers of before but always knew was there. Killian has mastered his technique to perfection. He’s only in his fourth year at the Academy and he’s already better than me, but I know he holds a potential that can bring him to even greater heights. That’s why I push him, hoping he’ll someday break out of the shell that’s holding him back. Maybe this is the first step of getting there.

When the piece is almost over, I start walking again, not wanting him to hear that I lingered. A spark of hope awakens in my chest. Maybe having Jenna here is bringing him out of his shell little by little. If that’s the case, I can’t wait to see what happens when he finally gets to have her on his terms.
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The Upstairs

Killian

I’m buzzing with anticipation, hunger, and violence when I hear footsteps coming up the stairs in the evening. I look up from my book about chess openings. Eight o’clock on the dot. A smile spreads over my lips. 

I hate to admit it, but Dad is right about me not being in control, so I take a moment to breathe calmly before I go out to greet Jenna—in through my nose, out through my mouth. It’s one of the few things I took to heart from years of therapy. I repeat a few times until the agitated buzzing calms somewhat. I don’t want to risk fucking this up and giving Dad a good reason to keep her to himself for three more weeks.

When I go out, Jenna is standing on the landing, just one step away from the stairs as if she doesn’t dare go farther. She’s wearing the cutest little dusty-rose dress with a layered skirt that makes her look even more innocent than she already does. Her brown hair falls in thick waves down her porcelain skin, making me think of a doll. Her wide, nervous eyes only enhance the image, as do the white stockings.

I go to lift her dress and find that it’s thigh-high stockings. Her lacy white panties are as flimsy as they can be but still match the innocent theme.

I smile. Thanks Dad.

Wanting to take it all in, I bring her into the middle of the landing and turn her a few times. Her head is slightly lowered in a naturally submissive stance, and her eyes dart across the floor, unruly and unable to meet mine. So damn breakable and willing to succumb.

Shit. I’m tempted to just rip that dress off right here and fuck her. Or maybe tear it to tatters and make her wear the scraps while I come all over her. So many delicious possibilities. But I don’t have much time, and I need a release for all the aggression that has been accumulating inside me.

I’m not sure using Jenna to take the edge off is the best idea, my uncontrollable mood taken into consideration, but if I don’t do this, it will fester. To take my precautions, I’ve laid out my most tame flogger in the piano room, which is where we’ll be playing. If I take her to my BDSM room tonight, I’ll just risk grabbing a much heavier implement and going too far. With the one I’ve picked, I’ll be able to put in almost all my strength and still only leave faint bruises.

Taking her by the hand, I lead her into the piano room, where I point at the padded bench that I have pulled away from the piano and covered with a towel. “Bend over.”

She swallows hard but goes to it.

I wanted to have her kneel on it and bend over the piano like the last time I had her here, but I’m afraid it would trigger a trauma response in her, so I chose this instead.

When she pauses in front of it, not moving farther, I grab the back of her neck and lean close to her ear. “I said down over the bench.”

She lets out a whimper at my cruel tone, and my smile grows. Gingerly, she gets into position. She lies completely still, only twitching a little, as I proceed to restrain her wrists to the legs of the bench, using leather cuffs and rope. Once she’s fixed in place, I take out the switchblade in my pocket, enjoying how the metallic pop makes her twitch nervously.

“What are you doing?” she asks in a thin voice, straining her head to get a good view. Before she can see, I turn and lower myself to sit on her back, only putting in enough weight to immobilize her. And then I start. 

Grabbing a handful of the skirt, I slice the knife through the many layers of fabric, cutting a hole just above her ass. And then I rip. Jenna squeals and squirms as the skirt parts in two. I shake my head. Women and their clothes. I’ve had girls getting angrier at me for ruining their clothes than for cutting their skin. 

“Don’t worry, I’m only cutting the fabric—tonight,” I tell her and pat her almost bare ass a few times. I’ll let her keep the flimsy panties, or I won’t be able to keep myself from using her ass. I don’t have the time for that tonight. “Tonight, I’m just whipping you.”

I get up and grab the flogger. Wasting no time, I strike her ass—not too hard, but not softly either. I hate sloppy floggings where the strands fan out in a haphazard scatter of leather, but I’ve had more than enough practice to do it right despite the restrained force. The strands fall in one clean, controlled strike, connecting with just the spot I aimed for, making a loud smack that sounds more violent than it really is. And Jenna reacts according to the sound. She cries out like I’ve just struck her with my heaviest flogger, tensing up in her entire body.

“Relax, it’s not that hard,” I say.

She pants but slowly relaxes as she realizes I’m right. She probably feels a sting, but far from enough to warrant such a reaction.

I step back, rubbing the sides of my mouth as I take in the faint pink trail along her perfect white skin. Before I send her back downstairs, her whole ass will be covered in a pretty shade of pink. It’s a shame I can’t leave marks with this flogger. They would look good on her.

I only give her a minute to recover before I deliver another blow. She tenses again, but this time, she only lets out a yelp. 

“See, it barely even hurts. I’m not as cruel as you think.”

Before she can respond, I strike again. The loud smack sends a rush through my veins. I wish she would scream again—but only if she means it. I hate fake. Vehemently, I suddenly realize as I remember all the other girls I’ve flogged. Soon enough, I’ll make Jenna scream with genuine despair. But not tonight. Tonight, I’ll have to settle for the brutal sounds of the flogger. So I swing again—harder. Again—harder still.

Jenna squeals and gasps every time, but before long, the sharp tension dissipates and she seems to flow along with the current. Her shoulders soften, and her ass stops tensing with each blow. After another ten minutes, she starts wriggling her ass with a short delay after each strike.

“Such a greedy little girl.” I strike again. Hard.

She yelps. “W-what?”

I land another forceful blow on her ass, and her breath hitches. But not from pain. It’s pleasure that has her breathing hard. I can tell it in every tiny reaction in her body. Her thighs squeezing together, her back arching, and her ass lifting in a blatant plea for more.

“You fucking love this. Maybe you’re not just an ass slut but a pain slut too?” Slam! I swing the flogger again, and the sound cuts through the room, almost drowning out her half-whimpered protest.

“No,” she repeats a few times.

“What did my dad say about lying?”

“I’m no—”

I cut her off with another smack, this time using all my force. She cries out, but I repeat. Five hard strikes have her writhing against the restraints, kicking her feet against the floor.

“No?” I challenge and drop the flogger. “Shall we put it to the test?” I trail my fingers up her inner thighs. 

Her quick pants are sharper now. She’s hovering on a precipice, about to collapse off the edge and panic, or maybe fall off another edge if I go about this the right way. I press my hand to the small of her back, then slip two fingers through her pussy lips.

I tut. “So fucking wet. You want this.”

This time, she doesn’t protest. She tenses up, but it’s probably because she’s trying to ignore the pleasure rolling through her body as I keep stroking her opening. Slowly, I insert one finger, then two. She can’t resist. She starts moaning.

“You want me,” I add, sliding my fingers in and out of her, making her gasp and pant. “Despite everything I’ve done to you—no matter how I demean you—you want me. And maybe even because of it. Am I right?”

“N-n… I—” she stutters, stopping herself from lying, unable to admit to her warped desire.

I lean over her, finger-fucking her. “It’s okay, Jenna. I want you too.”

She goes still at those words. Her hips keep jerking from the force of my fingers, but her shaky breaths pause and her eyes are swimming when she turns to look at me. She’s deep in a submissive daze. She parts her lips—her full, rosy lips. No words come out. Her brain can’t find them. I fucking love seeing her like this. I want to do despicable things to her—see just how much she can take before she starts crying. Then I want to keep going, taking her just a little past those boundaries and find out how far I can push her before she breaks.

But that’s not all I want. In a moment of unusual quiet in my mind, I act upon instinct. I lean down and press my lips to hers. She tastes sweet. Like strawberries and honey. Her lips part with a quiet inhale, and I follow the invitation, moving my mouth against hers in slow, deliberate motions, soaking up her taste and the soft feeling of her. She responds, not urgently, but openly—like she’s been waiting for this as long as I have. Her lips mold to mine, warm and eager, her breath catching when I deepen the kiss a little.

I keep fingering her, and the movements of her hips grow more urgent, little moans forming inside her throat. She’s nearing the edge. 

And I’m fucking kissing her. Softly.

Realization strikes. I pull back, slap her face, and withdraw my fingers.

“Time’s up,” I tell her and glance at the clock to see that I’m two minutes away from my deadline.

Confusion draws her brows tight, but still, no words leave her. She moves her head from side to side, following me with her eyes, as I move around the bench and release her arms. When I help her to stand, it takes her a moment to find her footing. She looks almost hurt when she lifts her eyes to me, and it makes me want to punish her. 

Or kiss her. 

The idea scares me. I don’t like the way I’m reacting to her. Before I can find out just how much I like to kiss her, I make a sharp nod toward the door. “We’re done here.”

She starts walking. One slow step at a time. When she’s at the door, she turns her head and aims those huge, dazed, almost pleading eyes at me.

“Can I have a hu—” She cuts herself off, shoulders dropping in defeat. She wants a hug, and I damn near want to give it to her with the way she’s watching me. 

My voice softens as I watch her draw in on herself, hands coming up to rub her arms. “Go downstairs. Dad will give you a hug.”

She nods once, then starts moving. I go to the landing and keep an eye on her as she slowly descends the stairs. I’m fucking afraid she’ll fall with the way she’s gone into subspace. I want to carry her to make sure she makes it down safe, but I’m not about to scoop a fucking woman into my arms like that. I don’t want her to think this means anything and that I, all of a sudden, care about her beyond wanting to rip her innocent pride to shreds.

But when I see her reach the ground safely and I retreat to go play the piano, I can’t stop thinking about the taste of her lips.
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The Resolution

Jenna

The house is eerily quiet when I stand in the entryway, looking around. The living room is an ominous pit of pitch-black darkness, whereas light invites me down the hall, toward Ian. He told me to come to the bedroom once Killian was done with me, but I can’t bear to face him like this. I feel shaken to the core and fragile. And more so, I feel Killian all over. The slight sting lingering on my ass, the pulsing desire between my legs, and the minty taste of him on my lips.

Going to Ian feels wrong. Being with anyone seems wrong. It’s not just Killian’s rejection, sending me away after something deeply intimate, that makes the loneliness surface; it’s also the memory of how Ian has done the same lately. He has barely touched me over the last couple of weeks. He has made me come and held me in his arms, but he has held off on anything that might push me. No blow jobs, discipline, or punishments. I hate it. I’m so scared that my panic when he gave me my “gift” has changed the way he sees me—that he doesn’t want me anymore. He doesn’t want a young woman who crumbles so easily, unable to hold herself together.

So I ignore the light and Ian’s order and go into the dark living room. Carefully, I feel my way through the space, toward the couch, where I huddle up. Soon, shivers set in, making me hug myself against the chill in the air. But it’s not my lack of clothes that has me shivering. Sheer overwhelming emotion floods my system with such a force that it rattles me from within. 

I want to reach for the blanket that I know is draped over the armrest, but I can’t seem to peel my arms from my knees. I just keep hugging them tight, frozen in place, overcome by everything. The sound of the flogger whooshing through the air rips through my mind with a clarity that makes me gasp. Then come my moans, echoing through my head, loud and shameful, making me curl in on myself. Then there’s Killian’s rejection, lingering cold and lonely.

When footsteps sound in the hall, I hold my breath, hoping Ian won’t find me, but a moment later, the light comes on. There’s no hiding in this house.

“What are you doing here?” he asks softly. “I told you to come to the bedroom.”

“Please leave me alone.” I finally grab the blanket, the need to cover myself snapping me out of the frozen dejection.

With a few long strides, he closes the distance between us and sinks onto the couch. “I’m not leaving you.”

He lifts me straight into his lap, and my frustration rises even as tears blur my vision. The closeness is everything I need, yet everything I want to avoid, because it’s not real. I push to get free. “Just stop. I’m not some toy you can just throw around however you like without consequence. I don’t want your fake comfort. I don’t want to be some pity project.”

“You’re not.” He tightens his hold on me as if to prove his sincerity, but my mind is too distraught to believe him.

“Stop pretending that you care. I can’t take it anymore.” I put in enough strength to get free and slip onto the couch. On staggering feet, I shoot up, about to run off, but Ian grabs me before I can get out of reach and pulls me back on the couch.

Locking his hands around my head, he spears me with a serious gaze. “I do care about you, Jenna. I didn’t plan to, but I do. A lot.”

“Stop lying. I know you don’t want me anymore.”

“What on earth makes you say that?”

“You’ve stopped touching me.”

“I’m touching you all the time.” He strokes his thumbs along my cheeks as if to prove his point.

“Not like that.” I push at his arms, but he only tightens his grip, keeping my face trapped in the frame of his hands.

“How, then?”

“After that day. In the music room. When I panicked… You don’t touch me anymore.”

“Ah,” he says, a strange sort of relief softening his features.

“I know I ruined it,” I continue. “And I get it. I’m much younger than you. You don’t have to pretend anymore.”

“Ruined it? How?”

“My reaction. My bawling. The panic. I—”

“Jenna,” he cuts me off. “You’ve bawled in my arms many times since you came here. You’ve screamed your lungs out in my arms—for various reasons. I’m not deterred by a little panic.”

“Then why?”

His brows furrow in a dangerous expression. “Because I want to protect you. I was afraid to repeat that episode—to push you too far.” His jaw tics. I think he’s about to say more, but he just watches me with scary intent and so much desire that it silences my doubt.

Tears pool in my eyes. I want to ask why he sent me up to Killian if he wants to protect me, but I know it’s complicated, and the relief is greater than the need to understand how this all adds up. “So, you still want me?”

He slides a hand down to wrap it around my throat, forcing my head back. His eyes lock onto mine, demanding and direct. “Sweetheart, I’ve been rubbing myself off in the shower twice a day to control the urge I’m feeling around you.”

“You have?”

“Do I need to prove to you how much I want you?”

My tongue darts out to lick my lips. I want to say, yes please, but I can’t seem to form the words.

Ian understands anyway. “On your knees,” he orders. 

Before I can react, he grabs my arms and guides me off the couch, onto my knees. Rising before me, he makes quick work of unbuckling his belt and freeing his already hardening cock. “Open,” he demands, holding it toward my mouth. 

I eagerly obey, opening wide as he pushes inside. He doesn’t go easy or give me time to adjust; he simply grabs me by the hair and starts fucking my throat like he’s just served a ten-year prison sentence in celibacy. 

He grunts with feral desire, gripping my hair harder as he picks up pace. I sputter and choke around him, but he keeps going, only pausing for seconds at a time to let me breathe.

“Swallow,” he demands on a low growl when his rhythm slows to abrupt jerks. 

The order barely registers before cum shoots into my mouth, making me gag and gasp around him, struggling to swallow it all.

“You have no idea what you do to me,” he rasps, taking a moment to recuperate before slowly pulling out. 

Keeping his grip tight on my hair with one hand, he leans down and slaps my cheek. It’s not hard, but it makes me gasp. 

“You think you’re too young for me—that I don’t want you because of your age. I want you because of it. Because you’re so goddamn innocent, yet so fiercely strong.”

He must see the doubt in my eyes, because he adds, “Yes, you are. You’re strong, Jenna. More than you know. More than I could have ever imagined. You panicked. So what? It’s a wonder you haven’t panicked every day while being here. I saw how Killian treated you in the kitchen the other day. I expected you to crumble, but instead, you held your ground. You stood up to him.”

“I didn’t.” 

“Yes, you did. You didn’t cower or run. You stayed and gave him a piece of your mind.”

Shame wells, making tears burn behind my eyes. “I wanted him.”

“Wanting something is not a weakness. It can be depraved or immoral, but never weak. It just is. Leaning into it and embracing it like you did tonight—yes, I heard you moaning—that takes strength.”

“I—” I close my lips again. I don’t consider myself strong. But what Ian says resonates with some part of me that’s hidden deep behind layers of guilt and insecurities.

“You’re strong, Jenna,” he insists. “And I want you so damn much, you have no idea.” He leans down to slip his free hand between my legs. “One day, I’m going to fuck your tight little pussy and claim your secondhand virginity.” Dipping his fingers between my slick lips, he toys at the edge of my opening. “But first, I want to draw it out—enjoy your innocence and build anticipation.”

“Please,” I beg as he just keeps stroking without sinking inside. It drives me insane. So much need has built within me tonight, just simmering and coiling without release. And not just tonight—ever since I came here. Suddenly, it overcomes me—a wild, desperate need to have something inside me. “Just take it. Please.”

“No. You’re going to wait. Because I want you to.” He sinks to his haunches, grabs the back of my neck tight as he slides his finger over my clit, coating it in my own moisture. “You’ll suffer for me, and I’ll suffer right alongside you. And I’ll enjoy every single moment of it.”

He keeps toying right at my opening, driving me wild.

“Please,” I repeat on a gasp, desire ripping through me with jerks and shudders.

He abruptly removes his hand. “No.” 

An empty ache lingers deep within me at the loss of his touch. I want it back, yet I don’t. I can’t take any more teasing. He’s been denying me for so long, and after tonight with Killian and finally feeling Ian stake his claim on me again, my need is raging with a force that’s painful. I clench my hands, then scratch at my thighs, wanting to reach for my clit, but not daring to do so without permission.

“But…” Ian reaches behind me, slipping his finger between my ass cheeks. “Once Killian has claimed your ass”—he moves his finger deeper, touching that hole—“I’m going to use it too. You’ll get to experience how it really feels when I claim you.”

I freeze. My whole body is strung tight, my breath coming in small gasps. I don’t dare to move. He just hovers there, not moving, just touching. I want to beg him, but I can’t make myself sink that deep and admit that Killian is right: that he’s turned me into a dirty ass slut. 

Ian hums. “Oh, yes. I know you want this. You can’t hide from me. I see it all.” He gives me a small shake by the neck and leans closer. “Right here in your beautiful green eyes. You want Killian to fuck your ass, and you’ll love it when I do the same.”

I swallow hard, suppressing the urge to protest. 

He must see the minuscule shake of my head, because he smiles. “Oh yes. You can’t even deny it, because you know it would be a lie.” He lifts his finger from my ass to spit on it, then presses it back against my rear opening. I gasp when he starts circling. The motion is maddening. He barely even presses, yet it makes my nerves sizzle and crackle. It’s not enough to make me come, but it drives my need through the roof. 

“P-please.” I shut my eyes tight and lean my head back into Ian’s tight grip. My voice goes shrill. “Please.”

“Touch your clit, Jenna. Show me what a good little ass slut you are and come while I finger your tight little hole.”

Hearing the words Killian uses to degrade me on Ian’s lips is horrible. Yet my whole body starts buzzing, surging toward the peak the moment I touch my clit.

“That’s it,” he croons as I rub eagerly. “Come while you imagine me sinking deep inside your ass, stretching you wide.”

“Yes,” I moan, imagining just that—Ian claiming my body and every last piece of me he hasn’t already taken.

He pushes inside, just the very tip of his finger. “Imagine how I’ll fuck you after Killian has taken you back here.” 

I groan in shock at the obscene idea, but even so, his words throw me over the edge. I come with a long, half-screamed moan, bucking and gripping onto his arm as shudders and shivers grip my body.

“This is so fucked up,” I whisper when he releases my neck, letting me fall forward and collapse into him.

“It is,” he agrees, pulling me into him and placing a soft kiss on top of my head. “But it feels right in a way nothing has in a very long time.”

I press myself into him and inhale his warm cedar-cardamom scent, imprinting it to my memory, hoping I will never lose it. Because he’s right. As fucked up as this all is, I’m starting to find a sense of belonging I’ve never felt anywhere else.


33

The Impatience

Ian

“When can I have her again?” Killian asks the next day when he comes barging into my office in the afternoon. He’s still wearing his dark cashmere trench coat, the collar turned up against the cold outside. 

I lean back in my office chair, folding my hands over my stomach.

“When?” he demands, all but ripping open the buttons of his coat, staring me down. 

“No more than once a week. Tops.”

He rakes a hand through his slicked-back hair, leaving a strand out of place. “Are you kidding me? You have her every night.”

My jaw tightens. Seeing Jenna curled up on the couch and pulling in on herself last night made me second-guess this arrangement—again. Today she seems to have recovered well, appearing calm, maybe even more so than usual, but I’ll have to wait another few days to be sure. Subdrop can come as a delayed reaction days after a scene. And one short scene really isn’t enough to tell if only getting aftercare from me will be enough. 

“If you promise to give her the aftercare she needs, you can have her sooner.”

“Fuck that.” He throws his jacket on a recliner and starts pacing the room. “She’s not getting any of that fucking shit from me.”

As much as I want Killian to get comfortable with aftercare, I’m relieved by his reaction. I’m not ready to give Jenna up for more than one night a week. But I’ll admit, I want to escalate things, and not for noble reasons. Teasing her about shoving my cock into her ass last night was as much torture for me as it was for her. I wasn’t joking when I said I’d suffer right alongside her. Every day I’m around her, it gets harder to hold back.

It’s tempting to just take her ass even though I promised Killian he’d be the one to break her in. But if he found out, it’d only feed his belief that I’m keeping her from him. And while some days I want to do exactly that, it’s not the outcome I truly want.

I could abandon my plan to keep her pussy untouched, but I hate that idea as well. Maybe I’ve got a masochistic streak, or maybe it’s just that the idea of her being a secondhand virgin turns me on more than it should. Either way, it only proves the first point.

“How much time will I have?” Killian demands, breaking me from my thoughts. 

He stops pacing, and I feel him glaring at me as I take my time considering. 

“Do not say thirty minutes,” he says, voice sharp with impatience.

I lift my gaze, finding his expression wide with a rare sort of honest urgency. 

“I can’t do this anymore. I need her. I’ve tried to be patient—to assure you that I can keep control. But I’m spiraling over here.” Wide-eyed, he stares at me for a minute to let it all sink in. Then an abrupt turn on his heel sets him pacing again. “Shit!” He rakes his hand through his hair repeatedly. “She fucking scares me.” He pauses again, fisting his hand in his inch-long hair, staring off to the side in disbelief. “That’s about the stupidest fucking thing I could say,” he mutters, then trudges toward the door, about to leave.

I hate that he feels he can’t be honest with me out of fear that I’ll hold Jenna from him. And even though he’s barely in control, his self-awareness is a good sign.

That’s why I say, “Carte blanche,” just as he grabs the door. “In one week, you’ll have her again. Carte blanche.”

His eyes are wide with surprise when he turns to me, and I’m more than a little surprised myself. Not just at myself for allowing him to have her without restrictions so soon, but at him as well—for opening up like this, showing a flicker of vulnerability, being blatantly honest about what she does to him. It makes me want to give him a chance to prove himself. 

“Carte blanche?” he parrots, unable to believe what I just said.

“No permanent marks and nothing I can’t mend with regular aftercare.”

“Okay.”

“I’m serious, Killian. No crossing the lines, or this thing is over—for good.”

“Okay,” he repeats, the relief palpable in his long exhale.

With a final nod, he leaves and shuts the door behind him. I lean my head back and draw a not-so-relieved breath. I can’t believe what I just agreed to.

Once again, I’m questioning my decisions, and my uncertainty nags at me. It feels like I’m driving a car that’s skidding out of control, gripping the wheel and praying that I’m spinning it in the right direction.

The need to regain control burns under my skin, and it makes me want to go have my sadistic way with Jenna. Dominating a woman has always grounded me—brought order to the chaos. But with her, it’s more than that. I don’t just want to dominate her. I want to make her cry—desperate tears and harrowing screams. I want to shove her into the dirt at my feet. Spit and piss on her. Strip away all dignity and reduce her to a sniffling, broken mess. All the while, I want to stroke her pretty hair and whisper soothing words—comfort her for the despicable things I’m doing.

With a grunt, I reach down to adjust my hard length that’s straining uncomfortably against my pants. I feel like I’m going way too hard on her all the time, yet I’m barely doing half the things I want to do to her. I wonder if she’ll ever be able to take the full brunt of my desire. And I wonder if I can handle the waiting it will take to get there. Killian is not the only one here who is losing control in the face of Jenna’s open submission.

But as much as I want to selfishly take and sate my own desires, his needs come first. I’ll hold back until she’s ready—if she ever will be.
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The Clean Toy

Jenna

“It’s time,” Ian tells me one night as he places a large pot of fragrant roast chicken with vegetables in front of me.

“For what?” I’m too focused on the prospect of eating his delicious food to notice the gravity in his voice.

“Killian will have free rein tonight.”

Reaching for the spoon in the steaming dish, I pause mid-air. “Tonight?” It’s only been a week since he flogged me.

“Yes, tonight. He’ll get full control. He decides what to do and for how long.”

Swallowing hard, I bring my hands into my lap, suddenly not so hungry anymore.

Ian scoops a healthy portion onto my plate, but I just stare at it. “What is he going to do?” I ask, my mind already whirring with terrifying scenarios—my skin bleeding, screaming and begging for mercy without getting any, Killian taking my ass while spitting vile degradations at me.

“That’s up to him. But he’ll stay within the agreed-upon boundaries.” 

“But what if he—” I can’t even find the words to finish the sentence, because there are so many possible horror scenarios, one worse than the other.

Ian leans in to take my hand. “Jenna,” he urges, tilting his head to gain my attention. “He’ll push you. There’s no doubt about that. But I’m also sure he won’t go too far. He might be young, but he has plenty of experience with this.”

A thick knot of jealousy lodges in my throat. I shouldn’t hate all those women who came before me—or rather, after me—and I shouldn’t want to be yet another victim to Killian’s sadistic whims. But I do. Every day I’m here, I crave it with a hunger that’s getting harder and harder to ignore.

Ian gives my hand a reassuring squeeze. “You’re not one of them, Jenna. He didn’t care about any of them.”

“He doesn’t care about me either.”

“It may not seem so, and he may not want to admit it, but he does. And that’s why I know he won’t cross a line.”

I just stare at the tabletop.

“Do you remember that day when you panicked? On the new piano bench.”

My stomach twists at the memory of that horrible bench, which I haven’t seen since. “Yes.”

“Killian was the one who got you out of the panic. Not me. He was the one who held you afterward.”

It’s like a strike of clarity through a blurry memory. I’ve been trying not to think much about that day, too ashamed of what they did to me—the way I broke down. But now I see Killian’s eyes before me, full of pleading urgency as he tells me to breathe. I remember his careful patience when he helped me off that horrible phallus, increment by slow increment. And then he held me.

Suddenly, I’m pining for that same attentiveness from Killian. I know I won’t get it, but the longing is so strong that I’ll take any kind of closeness I can get even if it’s cold and cruel. I just need to be near him.

I swallow back the thick knot of jealousy, shame, and fear, then lift my eyes to Ian. His expression is full of a promise to protect me. I might not get the care I crave from Killian, but once he’s done with me, I’ll come down here where there’s plenty of it.

Ian’s eyes light up as if he reads my growing determination. “Good girl. I’m so very proud of you.”

His words loosen some of the tension that has coiled tight in my stomach, and I manage to get through half the portion he placed in front of me. But once we leave the kitchen and I go to get ready, all the anxiety creeps straight back in and makes a mess of my stomach, making me dart into the bathroom several times, afraid I’ll spill the contents.

“I’ll be right here when you come down,” Ian tells me an hour later when we’re in the entryway. 

I nod, heave a deep breath, and turn to face the stairs. The layered skirt of the peach dress Ian has bought for me sways around my hips as I grab the railing and start a slow ascent on quivery legs. The air caresses my bare skin above the thigh-high white stockings with pink ribbons, reminding me of how exposed I am down there. Only a thin layer of white lace covers my private parts, so flimsy it begs to be ripped. I feel like prey walking straight into the lion’s den. 

The lion is waiting for me at the top of the stairs. I feel Killian’s presence in the very air, hungry and eager, and I don’t dare lift my gaze to meet his. On the last step, I stop, unable to go farther. His polished leather shoes come into view, clicking against the floor. I struggle to keep my breath flowing calmly, and I can barely draw in air at all when he stops in front of me, his hands tucked into the pockets of his suit pants. It’s so easy to forget that he’s the same age as me. His air of authority might not be as acute as his dad’s, but it’s there, sharp and buzzing, wrapping around me and making me shiver.

“Don’t be shy,” he taunts.

I close my eyes, draw a shuddery breath, then step onto the landing.

“Finally,” he says with a demonstrative sigh, “I have you all to myself.”

He tucks my hair behind my ear, and his touch awakens a whole slew of contradictory sensations. Twisty strings of tension and icy shivers of apprehension, but also heated surges of forbidden desire.

“Come.” He offers me his hand in a deceptively chivalrous gesture. Once again, I feel like I’m offering myself up to the hungry beast as I place my hand in his and let him lead me across the landing. 

Instead of taking me to the piano room or his fully equipped BDSM room, he takes me in the opposite direction. The twisty knots tighten when he opens the door to the bathroom. I don’t know why, but something tells me this is not a good sign.

“I prefer my toys nice and clean,” he says with a foreboding edge, following me inside and closing the door.

“I just showered.”

“Oh no, that’s not what I mean.” He picks a huge syringe off the counter, and my whole system goes into a state of alarm.

“What the hell is that?”

“Don’t worry. There’s no needle.” He holds the tip my way, showing me a wide and long but needleless tip.

“What is it?” I repeat in a thin voice.

His smile remains as he nods toward my lower body. “To clean you. Back there.”

No, no, no, no, no. I start backing up. “I’m not letting you do that.” There’s no way.

“Good thing I don’t need your permission—and anticipated your reaction.” He sets the syringe down and grabs a pair of leather cuffs.

“Please don’t,” I beg when I hit the cold tiles of the wall.

“Aww, do you really think that helps?” He moves in, crowding me against the wall. 

I’m so scared that I can’t do anything but screw my eyes shut and hope it will all go away as he lifts my arms, one at a time, and buckles the cuffs around my wrists.

“Get on the floor. Lie on your side. Head that way.” He points toward the wall behind me.

I stare at the unattached cuffs and then down at the floor. That’s when I see the chain. Secured to a ring low on the wall.

I shake my head. “Please, not this. Just… Anything. Not this.”

His smile fades, eyes darkening. “If you don’t obey this very moment, I’ll have Dad come watch. Now, get on the floor, on your side.”

Swallowing hard, I stare at him, thinking he’s bluffing. But when he reaches for the door handle, I scramble to the floor and lie on my side.

Killian moves on to attach the cuffs to the chain, stretching my arms above my head. Then he grabs a long pillow I hadn’t even noticed and places it between my legs. “Turn slightly.” He pushes me a little, angling me farther onto my stomach, exposing my ass even more.

“Good girl,” he says, but it’s not with the same warmth as when Ian says it. Killian’s voice holds a note of taunting that crushes the sweet praise that should be inherent to those words.

There’s the familiar snap of latex as he puts on a glove, and then he’s pulling at my top ass cheek, exposing my tight opening and squeezing cold lube onto it.

“You said—Your father promised no…” I squeeze my eyes shut, unable to say the word. “No play like that.”

He huffs a mocking laugh. “You think I’m gonna stay and watch you empty your bowels? Nah, I’m not into that kind of thing.” He presses a finger into the moisture and pushes just inside, spreading the lube. “But I am going to enjoy every little bit of your humiliation as I stick the syringe inside your ass and pump your stomach full of water.”

“No,” I gasp, pulling at my hands to cover my face, but they catch on the chain. Panic rises anew, squeezing my chest and drawing tears to my eyes. “I can’t do this. I just can’t.”

“Don’t worry, I’ll make you want it.” With one slow push, he inserts his long finger into my ass—which he has stretched enough times to easily take a finger without preparation. I try to resist the electric sensations sparking in my nerves, but as he moves in and out very slowly, it’s impossible. Every tiny movement sets a new bundle of nerves on fire, and as he keeps going, the sensations spread out, drawing all my awareness to that region.

“You never can resist a good bit of ass play. I wonder if it’s because your first good sexual experience was anal.”

“Stop,” I exclaim, tugging at my arms again to cover my ears, but it’s no use. They’re stuck, and Killian just raises his voice to drown out my protests. When I try to scoot farther up to reach my ears, he simply slams a hand onto my hip, locking me in place with terrifying ease.

“Or maybe it was the trauma that fucked you up. Or are you just a natural? A dirty”—he shoves his whole finger all the way in—“little”—he pulls out and repeats the motion—“anal”—one more time—“slut.” He grunts at that last push, seating his finger deep inside my ass.

I’m panting now, suppressing moans repeatedly. But when he reaches between my legs and the pillow, sliding a finger through my soaked lips and over my clit, I can’t hold it in anymore.

“Ah,” I moan, hating myself a little. But when Killian starts moving his finger inside my ass while rubbing my clit, the buzzing sensations drown out everything—even my self-deprecating thoughts. I moan and groan, bucking wildly, and push into his touch. There’s just no helping it.

“Are you a good, obedient girl? Are you, Jenna?”

“Yes,” I say on a long moan.

“Are you going to ask me to shove that syringe inside your ass and flush out your bowels?”

Tears spring to my eyes. I tell myself it’s because of the helpless defeat, but deep down, I know that part of it is fucked-up, overwhelming desire that needs an outlet.

“Yes,” I whisper, sniffling as it all overcomes me.

“Do it,” he demands, imbuing his voice with a reverberating authority I haven’t heard from him before. I’ve seen his dominant side, but this tone hits deeper. It has the exact same effect as when his dad does it. It snuffs out my resistance and calls upon my instinctive obedience.

“Please…” I whisper, squeezing my eyes shut. “Please stick the syringe inside my ass and flush out my bowels.”

At that moment, I break. Utter defeat washes over me, sucking the strength from my body and making me slump on the floor.

“That’s it,” Killian croons, removing his finger from my clit. This time, there’s no mockery in his voice. I shake a little as a few tears spill from my eyes, but otherwise, I remain still, lost to the mind-numbing force of his command.

When he hums and reaches up to stroke my hair, the capitulation doesn’t feel self-eradicating. Rather, it’s freeing. Like I can just be. There’s no need to be anyone or anything, hold up an image, or even my dignity. I just have to be whatever he makes me.

I don’t move when he sticks the long, thin tip of the syringe inside my ass. It doesn’t hurt. It’s much smaller than anything else he’s shoved up there. But when the water starts flowing, I whimper, breathing hard as pressure starts to build low in my gut. It’s not painful, but the discomfort has me shifting on the floor. The warmth rushes in too fast, too deep, and my body tightens against it instinctively, my muscles pulsing in protest.

The fullness comes too quickly, stretching something inside me that doesn’t want to be stretched. My breath catches, short and ragged, and I have to fight the urge to squirm or clench. It’s invasive and humiliating, and I feel exposed in a way I never have before—not just my body, but something deeper. 

I bite my lips and shut my eyes, but the tears still come. I want to crawl out of myself—to run—but Killian’s hand rests calmly on my back, keeping me where I am, forcing me to stay open, to feel everything.

“Accept it,” he says. “Your body is not yours anymore. It hasn’t been for a while.”

I feel the truth deep in my gut as he pulls out the syringe, refills it, and sticks it back inside. More water flows, building the pressure, making me groan and squirm to escape. But my movements are feeble, the protests more instinctive than anything as the unnatural sensation overcomes me.

“I own it. My dad owns it. Not you. You have no say or rights.”

The tears come faster at his words, but the floaty fog in my mind cushions the blow of the loss.

“Accept it,” he demands with that same reverberating tone that pierces through everything and settles at my very brain stem.

I go slack again, just taking. Accepting the horrible, horrible claim he’s laying to my body. The tears keep flowing, but it’s not in a desperate, gutting way. All the overwhelming emotions and sensations simply need an outlet. 

“Good girl,” he croons, and this time, I think he means it. But I can’t be sure as I’m stuck in a haze.

As the pressure builds, so does the need to expel the water.

“I can’t hold it anymore,” I beg when he draws the syringe out. “Please, no more.”

“One more,” Killian insists. “Just let the water settle and it won’t feel as pressing.”

“No, I can’t,” I whisper in a slurred voice.

Leaning over me, he grabs the back of my neck. Hard. “Hold it,” he demands.

I want to resist him and pull away, but I need that almost punishing grip to stabilize me. I need to feel his power as I drift off into nothingness, losing everything I have and everything I am, his control my only lifeline. So I lean into his hand, breathing hard, my focus honing in on him and the effort of holding the water inside.

He’s right. After a while, the pressure to spill the water recedes, and only the uncomfortable, distended sensation in my stomach remains.

He moves to fill the syringe again, and when the tip breaches my opening, I jerk away, dislodging it. “Please don’t.”

“Please what?” He leans over me, grabbing my cheeks to turn my face to him. “I want you to think very carefully about your answer now. If you don’t give me the correct one, I’ll give you two more syringes.”

I frantically search through the fog to find out what he wants to hear. I stare at the ceiling, his sharp eyes, and the counter as if I could find the answer somewhere in the room. But it’s not there. Finally, I dig it out of my brain, and mortification overcomes me as I give voice to it. “Please give me a third syringe.”

He taps my cheek two times. “If you so badly want it.”

The tip returns, and I fist my hands around the chain as water seeps through my narrow canal, deep into my stomach, filling it to a painful degree. The water keeps coming; the pain keeps escalating. It must be coming at a slower pace since it takes longer than the other two, but it feels like he’s emptying the syringe with one hard push, over and over again.

A cramp-like sensation takes hold of my stomach, and my tears come in earnest. Groaning, I beg him, “Please stop. Killian, please.”

“Who owns your body?” he asks, gripping my hip tightly.

“You do. You.” I start writhing my upper body, jerking my head from side to side. It’s all I can do to process the turmoil inside me, afraid I’ll spill the water if I don’t keep my abdomen dead still.

“Mine.” He sinks his fingers deeper into my flesh, pain exploding in little pins and pricks that feel like he’s breaking my skin. “Not yours anymore. Mine. Can you feel it? Deep inside that belly of yours? I’m in there now. Not just in your pussy or your ass. I’ve claimed the very insides of you.”

“Yes, I feel it. I do.” 

He pulls the syringe out, and I want to give in to a full-on crying fit, but I know that if I do, the water will spill. Instead, I go still, panting through my nose, afraid that any tiny movement will make me lose control.

Killian leans over me again and brushes the hair out of my now-sweaty face. “You have thirty minutes to get everything out. Once the clock on the counter runs out, I’m coming in here, and then you’re getting something else inside that tight little ass of yours.”

Deep in a daze, I watch Killian set a timer on the counter and one on his phone. Memories come rushing. Good ones I haven’t thought of in a very long time. All I can think at that moment―despite everything―is God, I miss him.
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The First Caress

Jenna

Age seven

“Look, look.” Killian comes rushing up to my friends and me in the school yard during lunch break, hands cupped together.

We all lean in as he carefully stretches his arms toward us and opens his hands to show us what he’s found.

“Ew, disgusting,” Cora blurts at the sight of a small blue and yellow bird that lies still in his hand, only twitching a little. 

“Ew, ew, ew,” Sara joins in, grimacing as she takes a quick step back.

“It’s just a bird,” I say, leaning closer to get a better look. My heart aches at the sight of the huddling animal that barely moves.

The girls rush off, and I lift my hand to touch Killian’s. “What happened to it?”

“I found it on the lawn. It was just sitting there, completely still. Someone could have trampled on it. Or hit it with a football.”

“Poor thing. What do you think is wrong with it?”

Killian lifts his gaze to me, a worried look tightening his forehead. “I don’t know. Maybe a broken wing?”

“Should we go find Mrs. Evans?”

“Let’s.” 

We head into the main building and saunter down the corridor, almost bumping into Mr. Greene when we both keep leaning over Killian’s hands to see how the bird is doing.

“Watch where you’re going,” Mr. Greene reprimands.

“Sorry,” we say in unison.

“Do you have any pets?” I ask Killian when we’re waiting for Mrs. Evans to finish her lunch in the teacher’s lounge a few minutes later.

He breathes a heavy sigh, regret drawing his expression tight. “No. My mom doesn’t want any. Says it’s too much work. My dad tries to convince her to at least let me have a cat—I overheard them talking the other night—but she says they shed too much and their litterbox stinks. How about you?”

I shake my head. “My mom hates animals. But my nan has three cats. Two of them always sleep in my bed when I go to stay with her.”

“Really?” Killian’s eyes light up with happiness.

“Yeah. It’s the best. They’ll purr when I pet them and push their head against my hand when I stop.” I giggle. “Sometimes I pause just to make them do that head-thing.” I rub my head against Killian’s shoulder, mimicking the movement the cats make.

Killian cups the bird against his stomach to reach up and pet my hair. “Such a good little kitten.”

Laughter keeps bubbling up my throat as I keep rubbing against his shoulder, enjoying his petting.

When I straighten, Killian flashes me a big, warm smile. “I don’t need a kitten when I have you.”

A funny feeling flutters in my stomach. It’s something free and easy. Like I belong. It’s a feeling I often get around Killian. When I’m with him, everything is easier, and I can just be myself without worry or restraint. And when he reaches out to give my head another scratch, I think his warm touch and our shared laughter are the best things I’ve ever felt—even better than Nan’s cats eagerly begging for more petting. 
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The Reenactment

Killian

After setting the timers, I remove the chain from the wrist cuffs and help Jenna onto the toilet. Then I leave to go play the piano while I wait. 

But when I sit down at the piano, I can’t focus. My mind keeps drifting to Jenna and the way she suddenly went into subspace—like the flick of a switch. From one moment to the next, she went limp, and when I leaned over her to get a good look at her face, she looked calm. Almost peaceful. 

The peace didn’t last, of course, but the submissive haze did. I had only planned on giving her two syringes since it was her first time, but then I wanted to see how far I could take her—whether she would stay in that space or panic.

I was surprised when she remained in a daze, obeying whenever I sharpened my tone. Honestly, I marveled when she asked me for that third syringe. A fourth syringe was only an empty threat to test the strength of her tranquil submission. But even that didn’t break her into panic. She openly obeyed.

I’ve never cared much about whether the girls I play with go into subspace, but seeing Jenna like that, giving in to my will despite what I’ve done to her, did strange things to me I can’t quite explain. 

As I sit here, going over the scene in my head, I consider my next step. Part of me wants to keep her in subspace, pliant and obedient, and see what kind of things that state will allow me to do. But another part wants to debase and hurt her—make her scream and cry. Not just quiet tears like in the bathroom, but real, desperate ones.

A little disturbed by my reaction, I decide to keep her in subspace when I return to her half an hour later. 

Jenna is sitting on the floor, eyes unfocused and glazed over. She seems to still be deep in subspace, staggering and shuffling when I help her up and guide her across the landing. At first, I’m aiming for my BDSM room—what used to be my gaming room—but halfway there, another urge tugs at me. 

I want to relive that first night with her. I want her bent over my piano again, gagged and bound, while I stuff her ass and come all over her. I want her crying when she leaves my room, just like that first time. So that’s the room I take her to.

“Stay,” I say, releasing her just inside the door. When she makes no move to disobey, I leave her side to shut the lid on the piano and move the bench to the side of the instrument. “Up,” I tell her, patting the soft surface.

She obeys with slow and staggered movements, and I take her arm in a supportive grip as she climbs onto the bench. I almost expect her to go into a fit of panic when I press her down over the surface the same way I did all those years ago, but she just relaxes into the position—like clay in my hands.

“Stay,” I say again, though not really worried she’d go anywhere. I’m about to leave the room to get restraints when she speaks.

“Killian,” she says in a very soft voice.

“Yes,” I reply with a twinge of annoyance.

“You scare me.” There’s so much vulnerability in her voice that it makes me pause.

Stunned, I just watch her for a second. Then I step close again and lean in over her. “I know. That’s just the way I want it.”

“No, not like that. That too. But…” She draws a shuddery breath. “Because of the way you make me feel.”

Shit. Her words crack something inside me. I don’t know what happens. Part of me wants to reject her and turn this into an opportunity to humiliate her, but instead, I softly caress her side and ask, “How do I make you feel?”

She draws a sharp inhale through her nose, and I feel her back shaking beneath me. On her exhale, she releases her answer. One simple word. “Alive.”

Her response hits deep. I draw a shuddery breath of my own as I lean my head against her back, listening to her heartbeat. I feel her answer deep inside me, and at that moment, there’s a rush of clarity. Of resonance. She makes me feel the exact same way. Always has. Whether it was showing her a little bird I had found, belittling her, listening to her playing and knowing I had to up my game to beat her, or taking her pleasure before breaking her into little pieces. Being close to her always made me feel alive. Still does. It’s like I can breathe a little freer. Dad is right. I need her to truly play. But I’m not going to admit that. Not to him, not to her. So I simply press a kiss to her shoulder and slowly pull away.

Jenna is in the exact same spot when I get back with an armful of toys, only now she’s shuddering. Small sniffles reveal that she’s crying. I lean over the piano to see her face. Her right cheek is resting on the lid, and little pools of tears gleam on the shiny surface.

I brush a few strands of hair from her face and ask softly, “Would you like me to repeat that night—five years ago?”

Brows drawing tight with distress, she focuses on me.

“Would you like to experience it all over again? This time, knowing I’m not sending you away—only downstairs. You’ll get to come up here again. Soon.”

Her eyes scan my face, a whole slew of emotions crossing her face in a flash of worry, anger, and desire. She closes her eyes, and I hold my breath as I wait for an answer. I’m not sure what I’ll do if she says no. Maybe do it all anyway and punish her for refusing me. That’s what I should do, but at this very moment, seeing her tears and feeling her trust while she floats deep in subspace, I can’t bear it. I think I just might let her go if she says no. 

Vulnerability shines in her eyes when she opens them again. But that vulnerability is not the weakness I always mistook it for. Staring at me, she parts her lips and says with startling clarity, “Yes.”

I just watch her, stunned, in awe, and maybe a bit angry that she surprises me like this.

Without breaking eye contact, I reach for the gag in the pile of toys I placed on the lid. “Open your mouth. Let me gag you and take away your right to say no.”

She breathes hard, more tears flowing down her cheeks, sniffling repeatedly. But there’s resignation in her eyes, and after a few seconds, she parts her lips. Just a smidgen. Then a little more. And finally, she opens up fully.

“Shit,” I mutter. I can’t believe it. She’s actually letting me do this to her again—without protest or pressure. Just… willingly. For a moment, I want to belittle her for her stupidity, but again, I don’t find her stupid at all. When she holds her mouth wide open as I push the red ball between her teeth, I find her brave. Unlike me. I hide inside a shell. For years, I’ve been denying myself the one thing I want, refusing to seek out Jenna even when Dad kept pressing me. But now that she’s here, she embraces her desires despite the damage it might cause. She risks it all to feel something. To be alive.

Regret, anger at myself, guilt, and a big cocktail of other emotions rise to the surface with a rapid surge. I don’t want to face it. So I turn it into power. Cold, ruthless power. 

I buckle the strap behind her head, then grab a fistful of her hair and lean into her face. “Dirty. Little. Girl,” I taunt, then spit. Right between her eyes.

She starts weeping, and my cock grows achingly hard inside my pants. Because it was already getting there, just by watching her. It angers me, and I make quick work to put a collar on her neck, pull ropes through the wrist cuff rings, and fasten them to the piano legs on the other side of the instrument. 

“You’re asking me to break you,” I taunt.

She weeps harder, but she sticks her hips out when I push a hand between her legs to feel her pussy. 

“You have so little self-worth that you willingly came here to be my slut.”

A desperate sob tears through her at those last words, and I think I’ve crossed a line. I’m not eager to fix it with soft words, so instead, I shift direction, remembering what Dad said about her abandonment issues—what he said that night when I put a collar on her throat. Make her feel that she’s owned. Jenna doesn’t need her self-worth. What she needs is to belong. To be owned. And that’s something I can give her without crossing my own boundaries.

“It doesn’t matter how you see yourself,” I say to get her back on track, pliable and accepting. “All that matters is what I see. What I put inside you. You’re mine, Jenna. Through and through. I own you. Your body, your mind, and the very air you breathe. That’s all you are. That’s all that matters.”

Jenna’s sobs calm to the steady flow from before, and her back goes slack, little by little, making her butt jut out. But she’s not the only one affected by my words. My cock is aching. I almost can’t stand it. I want to own her. Every little piece of her. And I’m starting by claiming her virgin ass.

I don’t care to draw out―I’ve had enough fucking waiting since she came here―so I grab the lube and squeeze a generous amount between her ass cheeks.

“Mine,” I growl, slipping my cock into the moisture and positioning it at her opening. “It’s all you are.” I fist her hair, making her whimper around the gag, and then I start pushing. “My toy. My ass slut. Mine.” She melts with each word of possession, her muscles loosening, inviting me in.

Groaning, I stretch her tight little hole. I knew it would feel good, but nothing could have prepared me for the mind-numbing pleasure that consumes me as I push inside her for the very first time. I’ve been dreaming about this for years in the hidden recesses of my mind, and it’s everything and more than I could have imagined. Fuck, it scares me.

“What the hell are you doing to me?” I groan as I sink in to the hilt.

It’s only then that I notice she has stopped crying. She has gone completely slack. It’s like she’s dead. Or heavily sedated. I lean to the side to see her face. “Jenna, are you okay?” 

Her eyes are heavy, but there’s still life in them. She blinks a few times, then gives the tiniest nod. I just stare at her, marveling. She is drugged. But not on anything she has consumed. She’s high on her own chemicals. On my power.

Shit. I think I’m going to come like a fucking teenager. I almost can’t take it. I want to prolong it, but my cock is so damn hard. Jenna feels it too. She lets out a tiny whimper when I start moving again. She’s so damn tight, and I’m so hard. I almost don’t fit.

She starts panting, her fingers making the tiniest clawing motions against the piano surface. She’s so far gone, yet so very present. I think the sensation is as intense for her as it is for me. I want to stay here for hours, but when her inner muscles contract around my cock, I damn near lose control.

Hissing through gritted teeth, I force myself to pause again. I lean over her, resting my forehead against the top of her spine, breathing hard as I force back the need to come. Just a little longer. Slipping my hand into her soft tresses, I pet her scalp, and her breathing deepens. It’s like she’s purring like a little kitten. My little kitten.

The thought drives me wild, sending a possessive surge through me. “Argh,” I grunt, straightening and gripping her hips hard. Digging my nails in, I fuck her in earnest. Hard thrusts make her cry out. I’m relieved the sounds aren’t agonized because I couldn’t stop even if I tried. And her stuttered moans of dazed pleasure only drive me wilder. I’m about to reach beneath her and find her clit, wanting her to come with me, but then my balls draw up. A tightening sensation coils inside me. I can’t hold back. I just can’t.

With a roar, I spill my cum inside her, claiming her tight opening for the first time—claiming her whole fucking body.

“Mine,” I rasp as the pleasure keeps rushing, making me stutter.

I grip her hair tight. “Mine. Do you understand? My fuck toy. My slut. My Jenna. Mine.”

Whimpering, she nods. 

“Mine.” Breathing hard, I stay lodged inside her until my cock softens. But it won’t go all the way down. It’s still semi-hard when I pull out, and the urge to slam straight back in is almost unbearable. But I’m afraid of what I’ll say if I do. Thoughts that have no business being in my mind are threatening to spill through my mouth. Things I’ve always felt for Jenna even though I didn’t want to. Emotions that I’m never giving to anyone.

So I shut myself off and make quick work of freeing her.

Once I have her standing before me, all dazed, barely able to balance on her own two legs, I get an idea. Just because I can’t use her anymore doesn’t mean that this delicious daze I’ve sent her into should go to waste.

Placing her hand on the piano, I offer her some support to make sure she doesn’t fall. “Stay,” I tell her and hurry out of the room. It only takes me a minute to find the face harness and attachment I’m looking for in my playroom. I have organized everything well so I won’t have to waste time searching for things.

“One last thing before I send you downstairs,” I tell Jenna when I return, stepping in front of her.

“What are you doing?” she asks in a worried tone when I pull the net of straps over her head. Her trepidation grows as I fasten the straps, locking her head in tight. But that’s nothing compared to the way she reacts when I add the attachment. She goes absolutely frantic, trying to pull away and shove at me. Her movements are staggered and weak, and I have to grip her by the elbows to prevent her from falling.

“Stand still,” I demand.

“No,” she whimpers, struggling against me.

I end up lowering her to her knees, attaching the leather cuffs to the collar, and wrapping one arm around her throat to keep her still. She keeps jerking her head from side to side, but it only takes two attempts before I have the attachment in place and buckled to the harness at her forehead.

By the time I’m done and help her to her feet, she’s weeping and sniffling. I damn near want to keep her to myself and take her through another round of humiliation and ass-fucking. But I don’t want to risk losing control—not for me or for her. And even though my cock still hasn’t fully settled, I feel sated, for once, and I want to show Dad my appreciation.

He’s going to love this. He thinks I don’t see it, but Jenna is affecting him the same way she’s affecting me, and he’s holding back too. I know just how depraved he is. I’ve seen it in his eyes, that wild look—the urge to hurt—warring with his decency whenever I paraded one of my women in front of him, and I’ve seen the faint shadow of letters scribbled across the forehead of the few women he has brought home the last couple of years. Slut. He thinks I didn’t notice—that he’s discreet—but I’ve inherited his acute observation. And I know exactly how he feels when holding back with Jenna drives him mad. So to reciprocate the favor, I’ll make sure he, too, gets what he needs tonight. He won’t be able to hold back when he sees Jenna like this.

I detach her hands from the collar, not wanting her to fall on her way down the stairs, but leave the padlock hanging on the collar with the key in it, knowing Dad might need it.

“Please, please, please, get this thing off,” she begs, scratching at the straps.

Ignoring her desperate pleas, I grab her by the arm and lead her toward the door. 

“I can’t go downstairs like this,” she keeps pleading.

Stopping by the door, I study her for a moment, wondering if this will push her too far. But then I remember Dad’s eerie ability to manipulate. No, he’ll take her just where she needs to be, even unable to hold back when he sees her like this. So I grab Jenna by the arm and steer her out of the room.

I never did care much about gifts and favors, but giving Dad this gift is something else, and I’m buzzing with excitement as I find him waiting for her downstairs. 

No matter how much his protectiveness presses to make him hold back, there’s no way he’ll be able to resist this. I just know it.
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The Offering

Ian

I’m in the entryway, waiting, when I finally hear a door open upstairs and Killian and Jenna come out on the landing. I’ve been in the living room since I sent Jenna upstairs, listening, worrying, and preparing to go receive her the moment they were done. 

Judging from the sounds I’ve heard, it seems like everything has gone well. I must say I was more than a little worried Killian would lose control and cross a line, so I was relieved when I didn’t hear any screams or cries the first hour. 

But now, I’m hearing sniffling and quiet whimpers. No, not just whimpers. Muffled sobs, I realize when I catch a glimpse of Jenna on the landing and see her burrowing her head in her hands.

What the hell is going on? I’m almost about to rush up the stairs but remain in place, not wanting to startle her. She’ll be here in a minute, I remind myself.

“Look where you’re going,” Killian demands in a harsh tone that only seems to aggravate her sobs. “One hand on the rail.” 

The curving stairs block half my view, but I think he’s placing her hand on the railing.

Jenna starts descending, one wobbled step at a time, and her sobs only get worse as she approaches me, her free hand splaying over her face to hide.

“Jenna, I’m right here,” I tell her in a calm tone. “I’ll take care of you.”

“No,” she whimpers with utter despair. I’m more than a little relieved that I decided to come out here and wait for her, or she’d probably run off and draw in on herself like the first time.

My jaw hardens when I glance up at Killian, who’s standing at the top of the stairs, arms folded over his chest, stance wide. I want to demand to know what the hell he’s done, but now’s not the time. All that matters right now is Jenna.

“Come here, sweetheart,” I beckon once she’s within reach, but she tries to pull away, already drawing in on herself, hand plastered to her face. “There’s no need to hide,” I tell her. “I’ve already seen you cry many times. You know I don’t mind. On the contrary.”

Even though I’m both worried and prematurely mad at Killian for whatever he’s done, there’s a buzzing sensation inside me that has my cock stirring. I not only love the intimacy of taking care of her; her crying turns me on as well.

“No,” she repeats, coming to a halt on the third last step and releasing the rail to cover her face with both hands.

It’s only then that I notice the straps around her head. A face harness. Suspicion and anticipation stir inside me. I grab her and pull her off the stairs, holding her waist tight as she falls forward, into my arms. The moment I have her steady on her feet in front of me, I grab her hands and peel them off her face, gripping them tight as she tries to slam them back.

My eyes widen, my nostrils flaring, when I see her face. The harness. And a nose hook.

I glance up at Killian. 

“Enjoy,” he says, and then he’s gone before I can respond.

Jenna is sobbing in earnest now, trying to wrestle out of my grip, but I hold on tight, and there’s nothing she can do. I study her for a moment, not knowing whether to be goddamn mad or take the gift it seems to be and enjoy it.

The metal hook that’s attached to the top of the harness grabs tight onto her nose, pulling it upward in a crude display of humiliation. Most men would find the vision ugly and unaesthetic, but all I see is the vulnerability and helplessness. It makes me so damn hard I almost lose control.

“Jenna, look at me,” I say with a sharper edge than intended.

“No,” she refuses, squeezing her eyes even tighter shut.

“Look at me,” I repeat, deepening my voice.

She clamps her jaw shut as well, her breath shuddering in and out through her nose as she seems to gather all her strength to obey. She stops sobbing for a moment, so focused on making herself go against all instincts that she forgets the despair.

“That’s it,” I say when she peels her eyes open. But the moment our eyes meet, she starts weeping again, jerking to get her hands free and hide her face in them. But I still won’t let her.

That’s when I notice she’s still wearing wrist cuffs, and a padlock with a key is hanging from the collar around her throat.

I bite down on my molars as I try to remain in control. I should remove the nose hook and the face harness, take Jenna in my arms, and carry her to bed, where I can rock her and whisper soothing words.

But my control is slipping fast. The racing need that has been accumulating over several weeks comes crashing with a vengeance.

I barely even think as I lift her hands to the collar and, with a bit of a hassle, snap the padlock onto them.

“No,” Jenna keeps protesting, trying to reach her hands up to her stretched-up nose. But she can’t reach her fingers past her mouth. “No,” she repeats with more desperation. Her knees are shaking now, her legs wobbling. I think she’s about to collapse.

Before she can do so, I grab her face between my hands and imbue my expression with all the sincerity of my heart. “You look so damn beautiful.” I swipe my thumbs across her cheeks, through the tears that keep cascading down her face. It’s not to wipe them away; I just want to feel them. “So lost and helpless. All it makes me want to do is devour you. You have no idea, Jenna.” My voice deepens to a growl I can’t control. “This—you—are the most damn beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.”

She goes still. Just staring at me. Shocked at my words. But when a trickle of snot slips from her nose, she starts squirming again, trying to reach up to wipe it away.

“Uh, uh,” I admonish as she jerks against my hands. “You’re mine, Jenna. And I want to see you writhe in the dirt at my feet.” I lean closer. “I want you degraded, helpless, and so damn desperate that you’re weeping and shaking. Because that’s when you’re the most beautiful. That’s when you’re most mine.”

“Please, take it off,” she begs, imploring me with big, desperate eyes that only send more blood to my cock. 

“Did you hear what I said?” I demand, leaning so close she can’t escape my insistent eyes. “You’re making me so hard I can barely control myself.”

She tries to shake her head against my hands, but I tighten my grip and imbue my voice with raspy authority.

“It doesn’t matter what you think right now. You’re mine, Jenna. I want you like this. Humiliated and owned. Do you understand? Mine.” I give her a little shake, almost gritting through my teeth as I repeat, “Mine.”

Finally, she gives the tiniest nod.

“Good.” I grab her by the back of her neck and steer her forward. She keeps sniffling and whimpering as I lead her down the hall with rough motions, but she’s not sobbing anymore. 

In the bedroom, I throw her onto the bed, flip her onto her back, and make quick work of attaching her wrists to the chains hanging from the bedpost, which have become a permanent attachment since I got her.

“Please,” she tries again, aiming those huge, wet puppy eyes at me.

I glance down at her inner thighs, glistening with her own moisture, and her hips that are moving slightly. She’s humiliated, but also turned on. Leaning over her, I slide a finger through her slit, making the digit good and wet, then I shove it straight into her ass. It goes in easily, and I know Killian has fucked her there. But I ask, anyway, wanting to hear the words from her mouth.

“Did he fuck you back here?” I wriggle my finger a little, making her release an involuntary moan. “Did he break in your ass?”

Another tiny nod.

“Answer me, Jenna,” I demand, pulling out and inserting two fingers. “Did my son fuck your ass?”

“Yes,” she whimpers, bucking against the intrusion, eyes wide with shock and desire.

I pin her with the sheer force of my eyes while I finger-fuck her ass.

“Do you want my cock in here as well?”

“Please,” she just protests, straining against the chains, leaning her head toward her right hand, trying to cover her face. But her hands are too far apart.

“No hiding, Jenna. Do you want my cock inside your ass—the same place Killian just was?”

Her face flushes, even darker than it already was, and her writhing gets more urgent, but the small jerky movements reveal that my humiliation drives her desire.

“Do you, Jenna?”

She squeezes her eyes shut, and her hips become more eager, moving into my touch, as she confesses on a breathy moan, “Yes.”

I pull out with an abrupt motion that makes her throw a shocked, lost stare at me. 

“I thought so,” I say and leave the room, hurrying to my office as a new impulse grabs hold of me. Jenna has gone still when I return, looking shell-shocked from my abrupt departure.

“You’re mine,” I remind her as I jump onto the bed and straddle her. The truth of the words buzzes inside me as I bite the lid off the Sharpie I got from my office. I grab the top of her head to hold her still. “All mine,” I repeat, the word soothing a restless worry I rarely dare to confront and setting fuel to my ravenous desire. 

“What are you doing?” she asks in a thin voice when I lift the pen to her forehead.

“Claiming what belongs to me.” I’m about to write an ‘S,’ but saying those words makes me realize I need to write something other than I had planned. My cock throbs as I scribble across her forehead. Mine.

The moment I’m done, I free my cock from its confines, stroking as I take in the full vision of my sweet, humiliated Jenna. The black capital letters on her forehead and the hook tugging at her nose. The tears streaming from her worried eyes radiating desperation. I’m inclined to come on her face, just to finish off the masterwork. But I need to be inside her. She needs it as well. I still have enough control to realize that she’ll likely crash if I don’t finish this the right way. She might crash anyway, but there’s not much I can do about that now.

Bracing myself on one hand, I lift my hips and use my other hand to slide my cock up and down against her pussy, smearing it in her juices. She’s so wet I won’t even need lube. She feels so good that I almost lose control and break my own rule. Needing just a small taste, I stick the tip of my cock inside, adjusting my position so I can pin her hips with my other hand.

Suddenly, her desperation shifts. The almost-hurt frown between her brows disappears, and her eyes fill with a pure plea for more. “Please…” She pants so hard she can barely get the words out. “Please, Ian. Please. I-I need more.”

I stay there for a moment, the head of my cock just inside her pussy. Closing my eyes, I force myself to remain still even as her walls pulse around me, beckoning me deeper. I start panting as well as desire ripples down my spine, crackling through my whole body. With a feral growl, I deny myself the pleasure I badly want. “You’re not getting anything inside that pussy until I say so.” I lean down and shove my cock against her other opening, easily breaching it after Killian has prepared her.

A dark sense of connection rushes over me. It’s warped and wrong on so many levels. I know it. But I can’t heed it. “Tell me what he did,” I demand of Jenna. “Did he flush out your bowels before he broke in your ass?” I usually don’t want to know the finer details of Killian’s sex life, but suddenly, I want to know every little thing he did to Jenna. I want to know how owned she is—that she doesn’t just belong to me, but to Killian as well. My son. The depravity of it all drives me mad with lust, and I go still inside her, afraid I’ll come prematurely if I move the slightest.

“Yes,” she says in an almost inaudible tone, but unlike her voice, her face reveals the answer with glaring clarity.

“Did he use a syringe? The big one?”

She swallows hard and nods, but her inner walls keep pulsing, desire jerking in her hips as I pin them to the bed. 

“How many? One? Two?”

“Three,” she says. 

The trepidation that draws her features tight makes me realize I must look as feral as I feel.

“Three?” I say with disbelief and awe. I start moving. Slowly. In and out. Dragging my hard length against her tight walls, soaking up her desperate moans as she tries to join the movement.

“Did it hurt? Did you feel so full you could barely breathe—could barely think a single thought?”

“Yes.” 

I take in her floaty expression and the softness in her gaze as she gives in. It’s so damn beautiful, but I want something more. She’s too deep—forgetting the hook and that there are letters scribbled across her forehead. 

I lean over her, grab the strap holding the hook, and pull it upward. The effect is instant. 

“No,” Jenna wails and starts squirming desperately, the reminder working like a drug in her system.

“What’s most humiliating? The syringe in your ass or the hook in your nose? Or is it getting fucked in the ass by both father and son?”

“No,” she keeps pleading, whimpering and moaning as I start moving inside her ass. “No, Ian, please, no. Ian…” Her words thin into long, eager moans. 

I lean over to grab the magic wand on the nightstand, already plugged in and ready.

She screams when I press it to her clit and turn it on. Bucking wildly. Thrashing against the overwhelming sensation. But I easily hold her in place, forcing her to take the vibrations and my cock. I pick up the pace, fucking her in earnest. 

“Come for me, little toy,” I demand. “Come with my cock deep inside your ass.”

My words throw her over the edge, just in time. Unable to hold back anymore, I jerk with the force of my orgasm, releasing a growl that sounds more beast than human.

“Fuck,” I groan, spasming as her inner walls clamp onto my overly sensitive cock. “Fuck, Jenna, you have no idea what you’re doing to me.”

I put the wand aside and lean over her, grabbing the strap of the hook again and pulling. My nose twitches with a primal need to debase her. I’m a hungry, insatiable beast. 

“You have no idea,” I repeat.

I think the message must finally have sunken in—that she understands how much I crave seeing her like this—because she just stares at me, eyes wide, vulnerable, and so damn open. There’s no holding back anymore. She lets me straight into the deepest parts of her. 

“You want it too.” It’s not a question. It’s a statement; I can see my desire reflected deep inside her. 

Her chest shakes, and she bites her lips together, but she doesn’t break from my stare for a single moment. The honesty keeps shining in her eyes as a couple of tears spill free. Then she nods. My beautiful, innocent, defiled Jenna. She nods. Because she wants this dark depravity just as much as I do.

Relief rushes through me, a worry I barely noticed fading. I knew Jenna was submissive, but I have been holding back with the humiliations, thinking it would be too much—thinking she couldn’t handle both Killian and me, or either. But Jenna is so strong. In this moment, there’s not a flicker of doubt in my mind that she’ll be able to take every dark depravity we unleash upon her.
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The Gentleness

Jenna

I expect Killian to be at school the next morning when I walk into the kitchen, rubbing my wet hair with a towel, so I halt in my tracks when I find him at the kitchen island, making a sandwich.

“Did Dad enjoy the nose hook?” he asks with a smirk.

I shudder at the memory of the horrible thing. I still can’t believe Ian made me feel desired and even made me come with that thing pulling at my nose. Even though I hated it, I loved every second of it. But the reminder that Killian has seen me like that sends cascades of chills down my spine. I had all but forgotten he was the one who put it on me.

Refusing to let him get to me, I deflect. “Aren’t you supposed to be at school?”

“First lesson got cancelled. Now answer my question. Did he enjoy seeing you with your nose drawn up, crying like the pathetic little girl you are?”

Fury rises inside me, sudden and reckless. “Fuck you.” 

His smirk widens. “Nah, I think you got that wrong.” He lifts the butter knife, pointing it at me. “See, I was the one who fucked you last night. Not the other way around. I was the one who shoved my cock deep inside that tight ass of yours and broke it in. And you were a good little slut who enjoyed it very much.”

Anger and shame twine and twirl inside me. My pulse speeds up, and I can’t decide whether I should scream it all out like a mad person or run off and hide. Neither seems like a good option. Both would be exactly what Killian wants. So I go against my instincts. Ignoring Killian’s self-satisfied expression and trying to do the same with the fear surging in my veins, I round the kitchen island and grab a mug from one of the upper cupboards.

But Killian is adamant about provoking a reaction. “Tell me,” he continues, “did Dad fuck you too?” He comes up behind me as I grab the coffeepot and pour a mug of steaming liquid energy. “Did he come inside you while watching your nose pulled up like a little pig?” He lifts his hand over my head and inserts two fingers in my nose, pulling up.

“Get off me.” I jerk away, holding my finger up in a sharp warning—or rather, weak defense. My pulse beats in my throat, and my hand is shaking. I have no idea what I was thinking. Killian is a loose cannon. He’s not going to stay off me just because I tell him to or because Ian has made rules. 

Glancing down at my finger, he scoffs. “Do you really think that—” He pauses when his gaze comes up to my face—to my forehead.

It’s only then that I remember that the letters Ian scrawled on my forehead last night linger as a shadow I can’t scrub away. I’m about to rush off, but Killian grabs my arms. Holding me firmly in place, he tilts his head slightly, studying the word. 

“Interesting. He usually writes slut. Hmm. I think I like this more.” Keeping his eyes on my forehead, he reaches for a drawer. “But I think I can do even better.”

“Stop, Killian,” I protest when he grabs a Sharpie. “Let me go.” I try to wriggle free, but he only tightens his grip on my arm, fingers digging deep into my skin. “Ouch, it hurts.”

“Then stand still.” He bites the lid off the pen and aims it at my forehead. When I keep writhing, he releases my arm and grabs a handful of my hair instead. Spearing me with a warning look, he pulls my head back. I want to scream at him, but somehow, I’m frozen in place under his demanding stare. My hands latch onto his arm. I try to pull it away, but when he starts writing, I hold on instead.

“Please stop,” I beg in a small voice. I hate what he’s doing to me, humiliating me with cruel coldness and making me hot at the same time. Whatever bravery I had managed moments ago fades fast as the wet tip of the pen moves on my skin. I can’t tell what he’s writing, and I don’t want to know. I just want to run and hide and curl up in some corner. 

He pushes the pen back into the lid between his teeth and admires his work. “Much better.”

“What have you written?” I ask in a thin voice. I feel small and stupid as I stand here beneath him, wanting him so badly despite the way he’s treating me. 

His smirk is gone, his expression serious, when his eyes find mine again. “Can you still feel me in your ass? Can you still feel my dad in there? Both of us?”

“Please just let me go.” I swallow hard to get rid of the lump in my throat, but it keeps growing. I need to get away. I can’t break down in front of him. I just can’t.

“Please, Killian.” I make one last staggered attempt, appealing to the part of him that cares about me—the part Ian insists is there. I imbue my words with all the urgency I can muster. “Please let me go. It’s too much. T-too much.”

“Can you still feel both of us in your ass?” He pulls me closer and slips a finger up my skirt, touching my still sore opening that both he and his dad used last night. 

I’m about to fight him, or maybe scream, but then he jerks at my hair again, making me fall into him. Bracing my hands on his chest, I try to push off, but he tightens his grip, holding me there, pressed to him.

“Hands down,” he tells me.

“W-what?” I stutter, confused as hell and suddenly overcome by this strange emotion that brings me even closer to the brink of tears, even as it loosens some of that tightly twisted shame.

He releases my ass to shove one of my hands off his chest. “Hands down,” he demands with a sharp tone that makes me drop my other hand to my side as well. His command is cold, but the feeling as he holds me there, pressed against his chest, is anything but. I try not to lean too much on him, not wanting to seek the comfort I know he doesn’t want to give. But when he spits on a finger and circles his arm around me as he slips it into my panties, it gets harder. I have to strain awkwardly to avoid leaning into him. And when he starts circling my tight opening, awakening all the sensitive nerves back there, I can’t help it.

I feel so damn small as I lean into him. But this time, it’s not in a bad way. It’s in that same intoxicating way I feel with Ian. Once again, it’s difficult to remember that Killian is the same age as me. He’s so much bigger and stronger, and the deftness he moves with—the authority in his voice—doesn’t fit a guy who’s just reached adulthood.

I don’t know what happens to me. The thought is like safety. But there’s nothing safe about Killian—there shouldn’t be. Yet, I can’t help giving in to him. Slowly, my muscles loosen, and I lean more of my weight on him.

He doesn’t say anything; he just keeps rubbing, pushing just the tip of his finger inside, then massaging again.

“Touch your clit, my little ass slut,” he whispers in a tone that’s strangely intimate. 

I only hesitate for a second before I slip a hand into my panties. The moment I touch my clit, sensation starts bursting and building everywhere. I start to shudder. Because it’s not just physical sensation. I’m overcome by the feeling of Killian. His scent, the steady beat of his heart, and his warmth. It’s everything I’ve craved. For years. I don’t know if it’s comfort—probably not—but it feels like it. I start sniffling, trying to hold back the tears. But as the sensations build at my core and I remain pressed into his chest, it gets harder.

“Shh. Be a good little ass slut and come for me.” 

My mind reels. I have no idea whether I’m supposed to latch onto his degrading words or the soothing lilt of his voice. When he pushes his finger deeper inside my ass, I stop thinking altogether. My free hand comes up to his chest, clutching onto his shirt. I start jerking as pleasure overcomes me. I’m so close, yet it’s too much. My jerks become spasms, and suddenly I can’t hold back anymore. The tears break free, and so do my moans. Just like with Ian last night, I’m crying and moaning at the same time.

“Shh,” Killian repeats. “Show me what a good little ass slut you are.”

“Y-yes.” I rub harder as I lose myself to Killian. I inhale deep drags of his scent, clutching onto him as the pleasure builds higher and higher. “Yes,” I moan, pressing myself into him with reckless abandon. I know the shame will be horrible the moment I’ve come and he gives me the cold shoulder, but I can’t help myself. “Killian,” I moan over and over as I rise toward the peak.

“Come for me,” he orders in a steady tone that seems to counterbalance all my vulnerability and insecurity effortlessly. I give in to him, pressing my head against his chest to muffle a long scream. I buck and jerk, making my scalp sting as I inadvertently pull at my own hair. But the pain only adds to the pleasure. Because Killian’s grip is everything I crave. Steady, unwavering control and possession. I know it won’t last, but I soak it up like it’s my last meal.

And then I collapse. The tears come in earnest as I wait for him to release me and let me drop to the ground. I clutch onto his shirt, pressing myself into him, taking what little I can get before he’s gone.

But he doesn’t release me. He doesn’t hold me either. He simply drops the hand that was fingering me to his side, keeping his other one lodged deep in my hair.

“P-please,” I whimper, having no idea what I’m begging for.

He doesn’t say anything, but he doesn’t push me away either. The realization is startling. For a minute, it only fuels my tears, and I press my hand to my mouth as I sob in earnest. It doesn’t last long, though. When he still doesn’t let me go, I cling to him again and lean into him as I let it all spill out. I have no idea how long we stand here, me pressing myself into Killian, not daring to wrap my arms around him, and him just holding on to my hair, pinning my head to his chest. 

Finally, my tears run dry, and Killian grabs my upper arms. “Sit,” he says, guiding me onto the floor, where I lean against the kitchen counter.

He doesn’t meet my eyes. He simply turns to the fridge, pours a glass of juice that he hands me, followed by a few wrapped chocolates. And then he’s gone.

I just stare into the orange juice for a minute, baffled and confused. But not as shaken as I thought I’d be. The shame doesn’t come rushing the way I expected. My mind remains fogged over, and I just sit here, drinking the juice and eating the chocolates, swiping at my nose every now and then. Somehow, I feel shaken to the core, yet calm.
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The Trust

Ian

When the clock is half past ten in the morning and I haven’t heard any sound from the music room, I leave my office to see what’s going on. Jenna was supposed to start playing at nine. I check the bedroom, bathroom, and music room. No sign of her. I must say, I’m a little worried. Killian and I pushed her hard last night. Too hard. I’m almost sure I’ll find her curled up in some corner, crying and shaking, hiding and drawing in on herself.

My worry only grows when I go into the living room and still don’t find any signs of her. Where the hell is she? The concern that she has run off starts building, and I mentally prepare to go out and search for her. I have no idea where to look. She doesn’t have her own place, and she doesn’t have any close friends nearby—or at all.

Just to be sure, I go to the kitchen to check behind the island, and there she is. But the relief is small. Jenna is sitting very still, hugging her knees, staring off into space.

“Jenna, sweetheart, are you okay?” I approach her the same way I would a scared kitten. 

“W-what?” She lifts her gaze, eyes swimming with dazed confusion. That’s when I notice the fresh black letters scrawled across her forehead. 

Anger surges through me, and my voice comes out way too harsh. “What did he do?” 

“I’m sorry,” she blurts, hugging her knees tighter, not hearing my words, only my tone.

I sink to the floor before her. “Sweetheart, you’ve done nothing wrong. Are you okay?”

“Um. Yeah.” She swallows. “I think so.”

I glance down and find an empty glass of orange juice and four empty chocolate wrappers beside her. Strange. It’s the ones that I keep in a jar at the back of the fridge for aftercare. Jenna wouldn’t go digging in hidden places like that, much less eat sweets without permission.

I lift a golden wrapper. “Did Killian give you these?”

Her cheeks heat with uncertainty, and her gaze drops. “I’m sorry. I know I’m not supposed to eat chocolate during the week.”

“Did Killian give it to you?”

“Yes. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have—”

“Jenna.” I cut off her spiraling nervousness and place my hand on her arm. “Jenna, it’s all good.”

I look down at the chocolate paper for a moment. I often remind Killian there’s chocolate in the jar at the back of the fridge for aftercare situations, but I don’t think he’s ever taken any. Until now.

I return my attention to Jenna when I feel her eyes glancing up and down. “It’s okay,” I say to put her uncertainty to rest. “You got permission.”

“But… It was Killian…”

“You’re his as well.” Something shifts inside me as I say those words. I’ve been telling myself we’d share on equal terms, but in reality, I’ve held tightly on to the reins. I don’t want to do that anymore. 

I turn my attention to the bold black letters on her forehead. Ours. I’m not sure if the word is for me or for Jenna—a reminder or simply a statement. But it’s right. I thought what I wrote yesterday was perfect, but this is much better.

“Ours,” I mutter, lifting my finger to trace the letters.

“What?”

“Ours,” I repeat, dropping my hand to my thigh.

“He wrote that?” she asks, as surprised as me.

“He did. And that’s what you are. Ours.” Not just mine or his. Ours. I stroke her cheek for a moment before saying, “Are you ready to go practice? Or do you need a while longer? You can come lie on the couch in my office if you’d like.”

A shy smile spreads across her lips. “I think I’m ready to go play, but maybe later. If that’s okay?”

“Of course.” I love having Jenna in my office—just having her close. I help her off the floor and take her hand to guide her to the music room. 

Just as we leave, I throw another glance at the letters across her forehead, then down at the empty glass of orange juice and the chocolate wrappers. I have no idea what Killian just did to her, but it’s not what I expected. Something’s happening. A change I’ve long been hoping for. First, the instinctive protectiveness when Jenna panicked on the new piano bench, and now this. Small steps in the right direction.

***

When I ask Jenna about what happened in the kitchen later in the day, she gets embarrassed and starts drawing in on herself, so I end up dropping it. It’s tempting to demand that she tell me, but she’s sensitive today, and I don’t want to risk triggering a drop by demanding information she’s not comfortable sharing, so if I’m going to find out, it will be from Killian. 

I’m more than a little eager to know what happened—both with the letters and the apparent aftercare. Not only am I curious, but I’m also driven by an urge to control this situation we’re in to quell that feeling that everything’s skidding out of control. But over the course of the day, I realize my need for control is not a good reason to prod. Not if I truly want Jenna to be ours. And that’s what I want. It becomes more and more clear to me whenever I watch the bold letters on her forehead throughout the day—refusing to let her wash them off—and remember receiving her in the entryway last night, prettily wrapped, a present from my son, then fucking her in the same hole he just did.

If I want this to work, I need to loosen the reins and start trusting Killian. Lately, he’s been giving me more reasons to do just that.

He might have broken my rule about not touching her outside of playtime, but I decide to let it go. Because he did the very thing that made me establish that rule in the first place. He made sure Jenna was okay once he was done with her.

So instead of confronting him early in the evening when he’s home, I go upstairs to propose a new development. I find Killian on his bed, deeply engrossed in a book.

“I’d like all three of us to have dinner together,” I say.

“Sorry, I’m kinda deep in this.” He gestures to the book in his hand. “I’ll just come down and grab a plate later.”

Suppressing a sigh, I take a seat in his recliner. I wish he would join us for dinner sometimes. I miss just sitting down over a meal and talking about our days and discussing music with my son.

“What are you reading?” I ask.

“Just this book about chess moves.”

“Chess? I didn’t know you were into that.”

He shrugs. “It’s just something to pass the time.”

“You know, your granddad was a skilled chess player. He always said he wished I’d gone for chess instead of the piano.”

A small smile tugs at his lips. “Yeah, I remember.” 

My father wasn’t an attentive parent, but he made me forgive many things with the way he handled Killian. “He would have loved to play a game with you. Unfortunately, I don’t think I’ll be a worthy opponent.”

“It’s okay. I play online.”

For the first time in my life, I wish I had taken the time to learn chess. Killian and I have been slowly drifting apart over the last few years. And it’s not just me. He keeps drawing further into himself, away from everyone. Since he started studying at the Royal Academy four years ago, he doesn’t need me to teach him anymore. Maybe that’s one of the reasons I badly want this sharing dynamic to work out—to recover the connection we once had.

I push the thought away, not wanting to linger on the psychology of our depravities. “You should find someone to play with. A chess club or something. There must be something in the city.”

Casting me an exasperated look, he holds the book up. “Do you mind?”

“I’m sorry. I’ll get to the point. The dinner. I’m not just talking a casual meal.” I know Killian doesn’t want that. He’s afraid of getting too attached to Jenna if he gets to know her as a real person and not just a toy. But I see the way he watches her. He’s already attached. Of course, I don’t tell him that. “I’d like to make a scene out of it.” I hold out my hand in an offering gesture. “That is, if you’d like to join.”

A careful light comes alive in his expression, revealing the enthusiasm he hides in his nonchalant reply. “Sure, we can do that.”

“I’d like to give Jenna a couple of days to recuperate, so the day after tomorrow. Will that work for you?”

“Sure.”

I push up from the chair. “Let me know if there’s anything in particular you’d like to do. I have a few ideas, but let’s talk tomorrow.”

“Sounds good.”

About to leave, I pause when Killian says, “Aren’t you going to give me shit for writing on her forehead?”

I give a slow shake of my head. “You’re right. She’s ours. Not just mine. She’s yours to use as well.” I tap my fingers on the back of his office chair. “I expect that you can handle the responsibility that comes with it.”

He stares off to the side, then says with earnest confidence, “I can.” Hurriedly, he adds, “I mean, I’m not going to start doing all that aftercare shit, but I can tell when I’m pushing her too far and things like that. You know…” 

A small smile twitches on my lips. “I know.” We share a silent moment of mutual understanding before I turn again and leave the room. Just as I’m about to close the door, another thought pops up, making me pause. “Thanks for the present last night. I enjoyed it very much.”

A wide, proud smile breaks free over his face. “I knew you would.”
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The Little Pet

Killian

I’m buzzing with excitement when Dad comes into the kitchen with Jenna on a leash, crawling on all fours, a red gag ball between her teeth. She’s exactly where she belongs. Beneath us. Quiet and helpless.

Dad makes her kneel on the pillow at the end of the table. “Stay,” he says, pressing his hand to her head in a soothing gesture before going to the kitchen.

Darting my tongue across my lower lip, I grab the chain close to her collar and pull her head up, soaking up the almost panicked look in her eyes. “Not so much of a princess anymore, huh? Just a dumb little pet.”

Dad’s feet shuffle to a halt behind me, his warning hanging thick in the air. But it’s not his reaction that makes me pause. It’s the way Jenna’s brows knit in a pained expression. I don’t want to react to it, but seeing her pain bounces straight back at me and cuts at my heart. Ignoring my reaction, I tell myself I’m dialing back because I don’t want our dinner plans to be over before we’ve even begun.

“Our little pet,” I correct, remembering how stressing that she belongs worked like magic the last time she was hovering at the edge of her limits. “Our helpless but pretty little pet. No rights, no voice. Just ours to control.”

Dad tries to quieten his deep breath, but his relief is as palpable as his silent reproach was. I’m surprised the urge to roll my eyes and throw a sharp comment his way is only a brief thought passing through my head. If anything, I’m eager for him to bring Jenna’s “plate” over and offer a thick presence of authority mirroring mine, bringing Jenna even deeper into the muck at our feet as we form an impenetrable wall of dominance around her. Doing this alone is fun, but the effect when Dad is here too is stunning.

Anticipation surges through me when he returns with Jenna’s “plate.”

I study her closely, wanting to soak up every trace of shock and humiliation as he places it in front of her. And she delivers on every account.

Her breath halts. For a second, she just stares at the dog bowl full of cut-up meatballs and spaghetti. Then her eyes dart up, wide with alarm. I can tell she wants to say something—a protest—but when she moves her lips, shame overcomes her and she shoots a hand up to cover the gag ball.

Dad—lingering to study her just like me—tuts. “We can’t have that. No hiding, Jenna.” He points at the leather cuffs on the table. “Will you hand me those, Killian?”

I give him the cuffs, and Jenna drops her head in defeat when Dad moves behind her and gathers her arms behind her back.

“What did Dad just say?” I scold and grip her chin, forcing her head up.

Her brows knit with humiliation, but this time, there’s none of that hurt from before. This is exactly what we’re going for. A shy and humbled Jenna who wants to escape the humiliations as much as she wants to receive them. And she offers yet another delicious opportunity to rub the shame in her face—literally—when she gnashes at the red ball and a string of drool slips past it.

She whimpers and tries to pull away, but I won’t let her. I release her chain and grab her face instead, squishing her cheeks around the ball, causing more drool to spill. “Oh no,” I drawl, “you’re already drooling like a dirty little animal.” I drag a finger through the spit, smearing it across her cheek, then her forehead. “I can’t wait to see what a mess you’ll make once you start eating.”

She tries to shake her head against my hand, a stubborn uh-uh sound slipping past the gag.

“Oh, yes.” Keeping my grip firm on her cheeks, I reach for the implement on the chair beside me. Holding it up for her to see, I say, “If you don’t obey, this is what you’ll get.”

Dad has already cuffed her hands, and she starts jerking against the restriction at the sight of the black rubber-coated cane. 

“Sit still,” Dad admonishes. When she doesn’t obey immediately, he adds, “Or Killian will administer four strikes.”

She freezes, nostrils flaring with the force of her trepidation.

Still on his haunches behind her, he lifts his hands to the buckle behind her head. “Now, I’m going to remove the gag, and you’re going to be a good little dog and remain quiet. Yelps and whimpers are more than okay, but any word will prompt a thwack of the cane. Do you understand?”

Squeezing her eyes shut, she nods.

With a discreet gesture toward her face, I gain Dad’s attention, then close my eyes demonstratively—imitating Jenna—and hold up the cane.

He understands and nods.

Without Jenna noticing, I position the cane above her right thigh. And flick it.

The thwack mixes with her startled cry. Bending forward, she starts hyperventilating, her entire face scrunching up.

Dad leans over her, gathering her close. “I told you not to hide,” he scolds in a deceptively soft tone and presses an equally soft kiss to the side of her head.

She sputters garbled sounds around the gag, more drool spilling—I’m sorry, she tries to say.

Dad gives me a firm nod, and I deliver another sharp blow, the cane already in position.

Jenna goes hysterical, screaming and writhing, but Dad tightens his grip, keeping up the soothing comfort.

“Shh.” He presses several tiny kisses to her head. “This is what happens when you disobey. No words, no hiding. Those are the rules.” He keeps rocking her until she calms down, and I watch in fascination. The combination of cruelty and tenderness is captivating, and I almost want to kiss and cuddle her just to deliver that same effect myself. But that’s crossing my own boundaries, and watching Dad do it is a thrill of its own. 

“Are you ready to obey?” he finally asks, straightening her and reaching for the buckle again.

She nods, and when she’s about to drop her head, I warn, “Jenna. No hiding.” 

She gulps, then aims her gaze up at me, wide and so damn full of shame and glazed over with submissive desire.

An impulse makes me reach out and stroke her cheek—a reward. Compelled to see what happens, I keep my fingers there, petting her. Her frown softens a little, and when I curve my hand around her cheek, she even leans into it.

“You’re so damn helpless,” I murmur. “You belong on the floor, bound and gagged, eating from a bowl. Don’t you?”

Even after having seen the effect of Dad’s comfort on her, I’m surprised when she draws a deep, shuddery breath of acceptance and nods. Even after more than a month, the sight of her succumbing to me despite what I’ve done always catches me off guard. It makes me want to do things I swore I’d never do with any woman.

It takes me a moment to notice Dad watching me. I’m quick to deliver a small but demonstrative slap to her face and draw back. But Jenna’s gasp is full of desire, and Dad’s soft expression tells me he saw my slip.

Knowing not to linger on it, he turns back to the task at hand and removes the gag.

Jenna opens and closes her mouth, and I suppress the urge to reach out and massage her jaw. “Eat,” I tell her instead and turn to the pot on the table to scoop up a healthy portion for myself.

Dad does the same, leaving her to gather her nerve—or frazzle her nerves even further—while we both start eating. 

Jenna, on the other hand, just stares at her food, nervousness growing with each passing second.

“Eat,” Dad tells her, but she just keeps staring.

When her ragged breaths become pervasive, Dad and I share a look. No more stalling. I pick up the cane, and Dad wraps a hand around her shoulder, drawing her startled eyes to him.

“For every ten seconds you don’t eat, you’ll get one strike.”

I hold the cane up for her to see. 

“No,” she gasps.

I position the cane on her thigh, preparing to punish her for the slip. She shakes her head, begging quietly. I smile, deliberately taking my time, because Dad has already rolled up his sleeve and started counting on his watch.

“Dad told you what would happen,” I admonish, rubbing the tip of the cane over her skin. 

Her lips part, then press together, blocking the words she badly wants to speak.

“Finally catching on?” I mock, staring at those delicious lips. I want to coax them apart, taste them, and bite them. Make her moans slip across them, into my mouth. But a scream from those lips would be just as delicious.

Training my gaze on her, I still the cane. Her brows tighten, revealing she knows this is it.

Thwack.

I snap the cane, striking her thigh. Then I shoot in to grab her jaw, just in time as she bucks forward. 

“No hiding,” I scold and snap the cane again.

Her mouth falls open, a choked scream scratching through her throat. Tears brim in her eyes, her shoulders shuddering with the effort of holding herself together as she fights tooth and nail to keep her gaze on me.

“Hmm.” I rub my thumb across her cheek. “You almost deserve a reward. It’s a shame the clock is already ticking.”

I glance at Dad, making her do the same. When she sees him watching his wrist watch, she starts shaking her head frantically. 

“Fifteen,” Dad counts out loud.

Betrayal and horror have her mouth opening and closing, desperate to voice the words of injustice undoubtedly hanging right at the tip of her tongue.

“Sixteen,” he says.

She shoots forward, out of my grip, digging into her bowl so fast she gets sauce on her cheek. Grinning, I lean my elbows on my knees, wanting to see every detail of the humiliating debacle she’s creating, all on her own.

Dad leans down to caress the back of her head. “Don’t worry. We’ll let you eat in peace. No more strikes until you’re done.” He rests his hand on her head—again, deceptively gentle. Putting weight into his fingertips, he dips her forehead into the bowl, eliciting a sharp whimper from her.

He looks at me, and we share an amused smile. A feral twitch draws over his face when he refocuses on Jenna and wraps his hand around her ponytail.

She squeals when he lifts her head, squeezing her eyes shut. 

“Seventeen,” he declares.

Utter, desperate humiliation tightens her whole expression as she peels her eyes open and blinks from Dad to me. Sauce is smeared across her left cheek, dotting her nose, and painting her forehead. Her lips shudder, the muscles around her eyes twitching, tears beading at the corners. She’s so damn beautiful.

Again, the urge to kiss and caress her awakens—along with an urge to drive her deeper, shooting my cum all over her face. But as much as the urge to come all over her tugs at my balls, I don’t want to destroy her like that. Because I know it would. She’s right at the cusp, about to break.

Dad sees it as well. He grabs a napkin and gently wipes her cheek, her nose, and her forehead. “Such a mess you’ve made,” he says in a gentle tone.

I just watch for a moment, marveling at that contradictory combination of praise and degradation that he seems to love. I’m surprised to realize just how enticing I find it. On impulse, I lick the pad of my thumb and wipe it down the side of her mouth. “Such a pretty little dog can’t help it.”

Her eyes keep flickering between us, not daring to look away, but also not daring to linger. But when I say those words, they soften and halt on me. It’s just for a beat, but the surprise in there—the vulnerability—makes me want to keep stroking and praising. But I leave that to Dad.

“Can you be a good little dog and lean down and eat the rest of your food?” he asks. Upon her nod, he adds, “I want to see how grateful you are for getting your own bowl. Now, how does a dog show gratitude?” He directs the question at me.

“She wags her tail very eagerly,” I say with a grin.

“It’s a shame she doesn’t have a tail,” Dad says, turning to her. She’s shaking her head again, panic wide in her eyes. “Since you’re so eager to get back to eating, we’ll have to wait until next time. If you can be good and show us just how grateful you are.”

Her eyes fall shut on a deep, shuddery breath, remaining closed. Dad gives me a brief shake of his head, and it takes me a moment to realize what he means. I hadn’t even thought about punishing her for the small slip—hiding behind closed eyes. I agree with him. She deserves the small reprieve and a second to gather herself. Because what she does next is utterly beautiful. With controlled movement, she slowly leans forward and dips her tongue into the bowl. And then her hips start working. At first, it’s just small movements, but then it grows into full-on happy wriggling. Her groans and whimpers reveal she’s not as happy as she seems. She’s deep in the muck, and she’s hyper-aware of every tiny flicker of degradation.

I’m not sure if it’s the sadist in me or the part that wants to make sure she’s okay that has me moving to crouch behind her and push her panties aside beneath her skirt. It doesn’t matter. I’m here now, and I’m enjoying every second as I slowly slide a long digit inside her pussy, hearing her groans deepen and turning into moans.

“Is she wet?” Dad asks. 

With a small headshake, I let out a clipped laugh. “You won’t believe how wet she is.”

He comes to sit at my side, and I pull out to let him insert a finger. 

“Jenna,” he says in a low, stern tone that makes her pause. “You’re embarrassingly wet. Like a dog in heat begging to be fucked.”

Keeping his finger seated deep inside her, he reaches for the lube and the glove on the table and hands them to me. A flicker of hesitation goes through my mind at the sight of his finger already inside her. But it’s just that—a flicker. Because I truly don’t care about right or wrong or what anyone else would think. All I care about is right here and now. My dad, who has taught me all I know and made me into the pianist and the Dominant I’m proud to have become, and the pathetic, helpless girl that is not pathetic at all but beautiful and brave in her reckless, trusting submission. The connection all three of us share, bound together in this messed-up show of immorality, is somehow exactly what all of us need.

I’m never going to admit that out loud, and I don’t want to linger on it, so I focus on the degradation I’m about to deliver instead. The act that will bring us all a step deeper into depravity. 
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The Tally

Jenna

“Keep eating,” Ian demands, moving his finger inside me.

A long, keening whimper draws through my throat. I claw at my palms and bite my lips. Humiliation runs red-hot through my veins and sinks into every fiber of my body. I want to disappear, but not away from it all; I want to disappear into the sensations—into their control. I want to be nothing. Just theirs. So I keep eating even as I wriggle uncontrollably against Ian’s finger, sensation bursting at my core. He’s left me wanting for so long, and just that one finger drives me mad with the need for more.

But when I hear the squeaky sound of a latex glove, the growing acceptance snaps, and I forget about the desire. I know exactly what that means, and it’s more than I can bear in my already deeply degraded state. Squealing with the full force of my desperation, I whip my head from side to side, straining in the precarious position suspended over the bowl. My muscles ache, begging me to let go and just drop my head into the bowl. But I can’t do it; I can’t dehumanize myself even further. The urgency builds and builds as I just hover there, caught in their devastating control, forced to take another humiliation.

A lid pops—a foreboding omen that has me holding my breath. When a drop of lube lands between my ass cheeks, my control snaps.

“Stop!” I cry. “I can’t take it!”

“One,” Killian counts. He pushes the dog bowl aside, climbs over me, and shoves his hand into my line of sight, counting my words on his fingers. “Two, three, four, five words.” He wraps his latex-clad hand around my nape, pinning me to the floor. “Five extra words, Jenna. That brings you to twenty-two. Not good.”

He leans close, his hot breath fanning the shell of my ear. He’s so close I inhale his scent with each panted breath. It swamps my senses—his scent, his heat, and his unwavering dominance. I feel every bit the animal they have reduced me to. Base and defenseless. I want to fight it, and I want to let it consume me. And feeling Killian like this makes me come dangerously close to doing the latter.

“I want you to beg us to fuck both your holes at the same time,” Killian snarls into my ear. “I want to hear how much you want the disgusting, delicious depravity. It’s going to add to your tally, but you’ll do it anyway. Because I want you to.”

I shake my head wildly, and the pressing tears break loose, quiet and slow.

Ian settles a warm hand on my hip, drawing my attention to him. “It’s not just you, Jenna. We’re all in this, enjoying it. We’re all depraved—for doing this to you and for doing it together. The only difference is that we’re in control; you’re not. Since we’re the ones doing this, it’s obvious that we want it. We want to hear that you feel the same.”

“I do,” I croak. “So much.” I can’t believe I’m saying it, but Ian’s words have wiped away all doubt and left me a needy little creature that craves the attention of my masters any way I can get it—and especially in the ways that cement my position beneath them. Because I don’t want to belong to myself anymore. I don’t want to bear the responsibility of being a sweet girl living up to the prim and proper picture society has painted when I know I’m anything but.

Killian holds his fingers in front of my face again. “One, two, three, four. Twenty-six strikes.” He presses a swift kiss to my cheek. “I can’t wait.”

I whimper. It’s the only reaction I can manage. At that moment, I barely even care. All I can focus on is this―them.

“Good girl,” Ian croons, rewarding me with a slow stroke of his finger along my inner walls. “Now lift your ass in the air and show us just how much you want Killian inside it.”

More lube drips between my cheeks, making me shudder with the helplessness of it all. I shake my head repeatedly, but I obey, arching my back to jut my ass up. They truly have reduced me to a mindless beast. All I know is their command. 

A latex-clad finger connects with my opening, smearing the lube around, awakening a new area with buzzing bursts of sensation. 

“Do you like it, Jenna?” he asks. “My finger inside your ass, Dad’s in your pussy.”

I keep shaking my head, but the staccato rhythm of my breath reveals just how badly I want this. It doesn’t make sense because part of me truly hates it, yet another part craves it. I try to reason my way through the chaos raging in my mind, but there’s no reasoning. There’s only the burning need, and it wipes out everything else as Killian claims my body with one long push of his finger that brings him deep inside my ass.

Ian pulls out, drawing more moans from me at the maddening sensation of finally having something in that hole and now losing it. My pussy clamps and contracts, begging for something to hold on to. I groan in frustration, expecting him to retract completely, but just when he reaches the edge, he adds another finger and sinks deep.

“Ah,” I moan, bucking off the floor, clawing at the air behind me, wriggling wildly. The size of his two big fingers fills me out and presses against the intrusion of Killian’s digit inside my ass. The friction buzzes in my rear opening, and electricity sparks alive in my pussy. I almost can’t breathe, overcome by a burning need. When Ian sinks in place, I’m hovering right on the edge, my core vibrating with the need to come, my muscles working in greedy pleas for more. Just a little more. I try to move my hips—to fuck myself on their fingers—but Ian clamps a hand onto my hip, fingers biting into my skin.

“Be still,” he admonishes.

With a mewl of defeat, I go slack, accepting their utter control.

Leaning over, Killian pushes the dog bowl in front of me. “You won’t get to come until the bowl is empty—every last drop of sauce licked clean.” Gripping my hair, he lifts my head above the bowl.

With my dignity washed away by my crazed need, I dig in, lapping up the food, not caring to try and muster any grace. My scalp stings beneath Killian’s grip, but I welcome it. It’s a testament to his power, and my muscles are tired from having held myself suspended above the bowl, shaky from the pleasure shuddering in every fiber and cell of my body. So I let him control my movements. I barely even protest when he gives my head a push or jerks it to the side to dip my face into the bowl.

“Such a dirty, dirty little dog,” he tuts. Once the bowl is finally empty, he turns my head toward Ian, making it strain at an awkward angle. “Did she make a mess?”

It takes everything I have not to shy away from Ian’s scrutiny as he leans to the side to get a full view of my sauce-stained face. The humiliation burns hot when he sighs and shakes his head, but the power in those eyes keeps me steady.

“You have sauce all over your face,” he says. “We’ll have to add three extra strikes to your tally for making such a mess.”

“No,” I whimper. 

“That’s thirty,” Killian says, kicks the bowl away, and places his foot below my head. “That’s where you belong, at our feet. Kiss it, and then maybe you’ll get to come.” 

The leather of his shoe feels smooth and soft against my cheek. When he releases my hair, I turn to place a long, reverent kiss against the material. I’m not sure what happens at that moment. It’s a rush through my whole body. It drags me deep. Into a place where I can’t think—where nothing matters beyond the sensations in my body and the utter, mind-numbing loss of control that leaves me blissfully free to just float and obey.

Fingers start moving. I don’t know which one goes first. I can’t tell anything apart. All I know is the sensations that fire off at my core, deep in my pussy, deep in my ass, making me buck and yelp. They fuck me with merciless brutality. It hurts, yet it feels so good.

Tension coils, twisting and turning, drawing a dizzying veil over my eyes.

“Come for us,” a deep voice commands. Fingers press to my clit, stroking and circling, and that’s it. A raw scream tears from my throat, and I shatter into a thousand little pieces. 

“I’m yours,” I cry with the full force of the orgasm.

“Ours,” they both agree, smacking my ass and gripping my hips.

The orgasm keeps rolling, on and on. They keep going even after it dies down. I scream and squirm, unable to take any more. I collapse on the floor, bound and utterly helpless, flopping like a fish on land. Still, they keep fucking me. Just when I’m about to reach a new peak, they pull out, suddenly and abruptly, leaving me reeling.

“No, no, no,” I pant, utterly desperate.

“That’s thirty-three,” I hear one of them say.

“We’d better gag her,” the other says. “For her own good.” 

Then someone’s pulling me up to sit against a solid chest. Ian. His cedar-cardamom scent envelops me, familiar and safe.

Hands work to bring my head forward, pushing the rubber ball into my mouth and buckling the straps. When they release me, my head lolls onto a shoulder.

“I’ve got you,” Ian says, smoothing his hand over my forehead in a soft gesture. I don’t understand why he’s reassuring me until the first strike lands.

Thwack!

The cane bites into my thigh. With a cry, I buck forward—or try to. Ian’s hand firms over my forehead, his arm banding tight around me. “I’ve got you, sweetheart,” he repeats. “Just breathe. There’s a lot more coming.”

I whimper around the gag, lifting my gaze to Killian, who’s towering above me.

“That’s one,” he says, licking his lips, eyes burning with feral fire. Kicking my legs apart, he steps between them. When he places the cane against my inner thigh, I strain my legs, wanting to close them, but he only widens his stance, asserting his unrelenting control. It goes straight to my head, deepening the daze, clouding whatever little thought that still exists.

Only a brief pause, and he strikes again. A new scream tears from my throat.

Ian kisses my cheeks, stroking my hair. His comfort is all over—whispers in my ears, caresses along my hairline, firm grips and soothing hugs. All the while, Killian keeps going at my thighs, demanding my attention stay on him through the sheer force of his furious eyes, full of violence and desire, his voice raw with primal power as he counts each strike.

“Two, three, four, five…” He keeps going. Striking and counting. Saturating my world in pain and desperation. Soon, I’m weeping, then sobbing, utterly lost to his unrelenting dominance. But somehow, I manage to stay afloat—Ian holds me up. I sink into him, soaking up his every calming caress and every comforting word. He’s my lifeline, my anchor. 

“Twenty-five,” Killian counts and tosses the cane aside. I know there’s more to come, but my brain can’t quite process it. All I see is that willful force towering above me, holding me captive. I keep crying for a while, utterly exposed and unraveling beneath the mighty force that is Killian.

“Shh,” Ian soothes, wiping my eyes and my mouth, holding a tissue up for me to blow my nose. I don’t release Killian’s gaze through any of it. I can’t. It’s all his to soak up—my utter crash into helplessness.

When my sobs turn to sniffles and my convulsing spasms turn to shudders, Killian sinks to his knees before me. His eyes flare with burning lust as he aims his eyes between my legs. That feral look is my only warning before he drops down and goes at my pussy like a hungry beast. Licking and lapping at my clit, he shoves two fingers inside my pussy—just like Ian did before. I greedily latch onto him, my inner walls clenching and spasming, hungry to be filled after having been ignored for so long.

Killian is utterly feral, grunting and growling. I think it must be an awkward position, but he doesn’t need to stay there long. Within minutes, I’m screaming around the gag, jerking and straining with the full force of a stormy orgasm. Drool slips down my chin, tears trickle from my eyes—pure overwhelming sensation. I can’t control anything. I don’t want to. 

Killian rises to his knees and scoots between my legs. Grabbing my face, he starts licking my lips, kissing me around the gag, licking up my spit and advancing past the gag to let me taste myself on his tongue. It’s awkward and so damn depraved, and it has me moaning and leaning my head back, wanting more of Killian’s dirty possessiveness. 

Ian wraps his hand around my throat, tightening his grip around my middle to the point where I can barely breathe, thrusting more possessiveness upon me. It’s coming from all directions, their power, their desire to own me. I feel like I’m about to drown in it, and at that moment, I think that would be the sweetest way to go. I wouldn’t even want to fight if that were my fate.

When Killian suddenly pulls away, feral intensity hanging thick in the air, I reel. I haven’t even refocused my eyes when the next strike lands, harder than any of the previous.

I scream around the gag—no sobs this time, just raw, harrowing screams. Killian is merciless. He keeps going, delivering the last eight strikes in rapid succession. My entire body locks up under the building pain, my mind threatening to cave in beneath the pressure. Yet somehow, I don’t crash. Because between Killian’s wordless possession and Ian’s calm claim, I’m right where I want to be.
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The Wounds

Ian

Jenna’s relief when Killian finally puts the cane away is instantaneous. She collapses into my arms, going slack in every muscle. Her chest keeps shaking with the force of her ragged breaths, but that’s just her body still processing. The way she lets her head loll against my chest and melts into me, as if she wants to crawl into me, tells me all I need to know. She’s overwhelmed and exhausted but in a sated, peaceful way.

I remove the gag and the cuffs, then, reassured she’s okay, turn my focus to Killian. He’s hovering above us, his tongue running circles across his lips, eyes burning with an intensity I can’t quite decipher. He wants something, but I’m not sure what—I’m not sure he even knows. Or wants to admit it. Because it’s becoming clearer by the day what he needs. To care for Jenna. Subtle signs have been there all along, but they’re growing clearer. I noticed how he caught himself when he was about to be soft with her, and I noticed how he did eventually forget himself and caressed her cheek, even inviting her to lean into his touch. Protecting her is becoming more than instinctive—a buried desire pushing toward the surface. And maybe that means he’s ready for the next step; he just needs a small push.

Hope growing, I suggest, “Why don’t you hold her?” I gesture to the floor in front of me, the urge to pass Jenna to him greater than the need to hold her. These two people mean everything to me, and seeing them both get what they need would be as good as getting it myself.

“No, I’m good,” he simply says, eyes distant.

“Just for a few minutes?” I try.

“No,” Killian bites out, eyes snapping to me with fury. And there’s the usual sharp rejection that has been his reflexive response every time I asked. I suppress a defeated sigh and tighten my grip on Jenna. Her shoulders have tightened beneath the force of Killian’s rejection, and I see the same tension reflected in his stance as he leaves.

The clicks of Killian’s shoes resound through the space, and the sound seems to linger even after he’s gone, an echo of the loss Jenna and I share. We sit in silence for a while, Jenna huddling against me while I try to soothe away the hurt with caresses and kisses. 

She’s the one to break the silence. “Why does Killian hate the idea of holding me so much?”

I release the heavy sigh I suppressed when Killian was here. “It’s not you. That’s just the way he is. He doesn’t want to get close to anyone.”

“Why?”

I rub my forehead. It’s not in my place to tell Jenna about Killian’s issues, but at the same time, she has a right to know—we’re in too deep for her to be denied that information, and I don’t want her to ever think it has something to do with her. So I decide to give her the gist of it. 

“Killian’s mother left when he was eight. You probably already know that?”

“I do.”

“You might also remember what happened in the few months after? The… problems he had.” If she doesn’t remember, I won’t tell her. That would be crossing a hard line. Killian shuts down whenever I try to bring it up. 

She grips my shirt tight and nods. 

I thought so. The two of them were good friends. Right until the point when he shut in on himself. “The way he overcame it was by shutting everyone out. For a while, he would barely even talk to me. He’d snap at me or simply give me the cold shoulder. Eventually, I managed to reach him again through the piano, but he was forever changed. He’d rarely laugh, and when I took him to the kennel to get him a puppy, he gave me a look as if it was the most ridiculous idea in the world and not something he’d begged me for since he could talk.”

I go quiet, overcome by the memory. The deep regret and the doubt. What if I had just…

Knowing those thoughts won’t do me any good, I snap out of it. But it lingers deep down, a heavy dread of what will happen when I eventually tell Killian the whole truth. I know it’s time―he’s old enough to understand―but I keep postponing, so damn afraid I’ll lose him.

“Drawing in on himself was—is—a defense mechanism,” I continue. “It’s not because he doesn’t care about you; it’s that he doesn’t know how. It’s too dangerous to let himself care.”

“He doesn’t want to risk the hurt,” she says in a voice that holds so much recognition. She knows the exact same feeling.

“Just like you, yet completely unlike you,” I say, knowing where the feeling stems from. 

She lifts her head from my chest. “What do you mean?” 

“You know that same fear. But you’ve overcome it.”

She draws up her shoulders, her self-doubt surfacing.

“You’re here, aren’t you?”

She gives me a small smile. “I guess.”

“You are. Unlike him, you’re daring to open your heart despite having it trampled on and broken repeatedly by people you should be able to trust.” Me being one of them—the father of the boy who was once her best friend.

Silence descends again. Heavy and somber. 

Once again, Jenna is the one to break it, steering the conversation away from her own hurt. “Why did she leave? Your wife?”

A thick knot of guilt lodges in my throat. I swallow it back and tell Jenna a version of the story that’s not a lie, but also not the whole truth. “She felt stuck—staying at home with a child she didn’t want when I was on tour all the time.” 

“She didn’t want Killian?” she asks with shock.

“The pregnancy was an accident. She wanted to get an abortion, but I had always wanted a child, and I convinced her to keep it. I guess I can’t blame her for growing bitter and taking to the bottle.”

“She was drinking?”

“Yes.” A heavy weight settles in my stomach as I recall all the times I came home to find her passed out on the couch, a worried frown etched deep between Killian’s brows when he said what’s wrong with Mom? “I hired a nanny, but it wasn’t enough. Her temper got bad, and she started taking it out on Killian.” I steel myself with the effort it takes to confess the next thing—something I’ve never admitted to anyone. “It was a relief when she was gone. It broke my heart that Killian was without his mother, but the relief of not having to worry what she’d do to him…” I trail off, overcome by the magnitude of it all.

“I know the feeling,” Jenna whispers, nestling closer as if overcome by the same flood of regret and relief I’m feeling. “My mom drank too. When it finally killed her, it was like a heavy burden lifted. I often miss her, but I don’t miss the way she’d make me feel. Or all the worry. Or the constant reminder that my mom had chosen a shitty bottle of vodka over me.”

“I’m so sorry, Jenna.” I press a long, sorrowful kiss to the top of her head, hoping it can ease just a fragment of her hurt. “How about your father?” I ask after a long moment of shared heavy breaths.

She draws a shuddery breath that seems to hold years and years of unresolved hurt. “Long story.”

Sensing she’s not ready to talk about it, I simply say, “I’m so sorry they both hurt you. When you’re ready to talk about it, I’ll be here.” I capture her head between my hands and say with all the sincerity of my heart. “I won’t ever hurt you like that. I promise.”

A grave expression tightens her features. “Don’t make promises you can’t keep.”

I stare at her for a long moment, stunned and offended by her words. I want to refute them, say that I mean it with my whole heart, but a sliver of doubt makes me hold back. Because I can’t choose her over Killian. I pray to a god I don’t believe in that it won’t ever come to that, but he’s my son. He’ll always come first.
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The Friendship

Jenna

Eight years old

First day after our summer break—a day full of mixed emotions. I’m sad I had to go back home after having spent most of the summer with Nan, but I’m beyond excited to see Killian again. Before the break, I asked if he’d like to come visit me before I left for Nan’s, but I was only home when he was alone with his mom, who doesn’t like me. I think it’s because I’m poor and they’re rich. Killian doesn’t care, though, and I beam when I see him come through the door at the end of the hall while I’m hanging my jacket.

I’m about to set off in a run, but then I see his dad coming in after him, and I slow my steps. Killian’s dad is scary. I’m glad he doesn’t come here more often. I consider whether I should just go inside the classroom and wait for Killian there, but I’m too eager to see him.

“How was your summer break?” I ask as they approach, glancing up at his dad nervously, afraid speaking to his son might get me in trouble. It usually doesn’t, but the worry is always there, especially knowing how his mom feels about me.

“O-o-okay,” Killian says.

I frown a little at his stutter, but most of all, it’s the embarrassed way he drops his gaze to the ground that has me worried. It’s so unlike him. Killian is always happy and confident.

“Did your mom take you to the zoo, like she’d promised?”

Killian shakes his head and reaches for his dad’s hand. “D-d-dad did.”

“Oh,” I simply say. 

Killian’s dad crouches in front of him. “Go with Jenna into the classroom, okay? I need to find your teacher and have a quick word with her. I’m home all day, so if you need me, just tell her and she’ll call me. Sound good?”

I’m surprised he even knows my name. His mom always calls me that overly cheerful girl, like it’s a bad thing.

Killian nods slowly. “W-will you c-c-come get me?”

“Of course. I’ll be right here when the last class is over. Then maybe we can do something fun. Go to the park and feed the ducks?”

Killian smiles for the first time and nods again, this time faster.

His dad ruffles his hair and stands. “See you soon.”

Once he has turned his back to us, I look at Killian. “You okay?”

He just shrugs and sinks to the floor, unzipping his bag. He pulls out a teddy bear and holds it close.

“Oh, he’s so cute,” I say, kneeling beside him. “Does he have a name?”

“T-t-t…” He squeezes his eyes shut and tries again. “T-t-teddy.”

I watch him quietly for a second. Something’s wrong. Something really bad has happened. I can feel it. But instead of asking, I just smile.

“I like it. Teddy’s a great name.”

We walk into the classroom together. Killian holds my hand the whole way. I don’t let go. But the second we step inside, Callum spots us and points at us, laughing. “He brought a teddy to school! And he’s holding Jenna’s hand!”

“You’re just jealous because no one wants to hold your hand,” I retort, feeling unusually brave.

“Shut up,” Callum says.

I stick out my tongue at him and tighten my grip on Killian’s hand. He tightens his grip back, and a smile tugs at my lips. I don’t care what anyone thinks as long as Killian is holding my hand.
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The Teacher

Jenna

Ian and I have just dug into his delicious lasagna when Killian saunters into the kitchen one night and plops onto the chair beside me. Expecting some sort of mockery or conflict to ensue, I tense, and Ian reacts the same.

We’re both stunned, staring as Killian scoops lasagna and salad onto his plate and starts eating. Usually, he just grabs the food and leaves—often without a word.

When nothing else happens, Ian breaks us out of the staring, quietly ordering me to eat with a nod at my plate.

More minutes pass in awkward silence of chewing and clanking silverware, Killian still acting like nothing’s out of the ordinary while Ian and I are waiting to see how this will unfold.

“What is Dad drilling you on these days?” Killian finally asks me, throwing me a quick glance while cutting into his lasagna and shoveling a big piece into his mouth.

I swallow hard a few times to clear my mouth. “Chopin.”

Killian lifts an impatient brow at me. “That’s hardly an answer. Is it his nocturnes, his études, or is he trying to get you playing one of his ballads?”

“A nocturne. The one in F major. Opus fifteen.”

Killian snatches my wrist, sending a bolt of electricity through me, both jarring and heating. “With these hands?” he asks incredulously, holding up my small hand. “Shit, Dad, are you trying to strain her fingers on those rapid sixths?”

“With the right technique, even small hands can manage rapid, big spans,” Ian explains.

Killian studies my hand, bringing more lasagna into his mouth with his left hand. “How’s it working out? Can you play the whole piece?” he asks me.

“Um, not without flaws.”

With an irritated edge, he adds, “Do you have all the notes down or not?”

“I do.”

He releases my hand and snatches his fork into his right hand. “I want to hear it. Upstairs, once you’ve managed to gnaw your way through the rest of your food.” He lifts a brow at my barely touched portion, then goes to work on his own.

I expect Ian to intervene, but he just nods at my plate and says, “Eat, Jenna.” Then he asks Killian, “What are you working on? I think I heard Rachmaninoff’s third earlier today.”

“Yeah, it’s a beast, but I’m tackling it.”

Ian’s voice fills with pride. “I’m sure you are.”

“Pembroke wants me to play it at the Summer Piano Festival.”

“That should be plenty of time for you to master it to perfection.”

“Yeah.” Killian scoops a big forkful of arugula and tomato salad into his mouth, chews for a moment, then says, “I don’t like his approach to the first movement; it feels rushed. Would you hear it and see what you think?”

“Of course.” Ian lights up in a whole new way, pride and affection warming his entire countenance.

I quietly listen while I eat, the knots in my stomach slowly untangling in the easygoing atmosphere. Killian and Ian slip into a passionate conversation about the challenges of Rachmaninoff’s third piano concerto, and I get a sense of comfortable familiarity I haven’t experienced between them before. It’s comforting—the way I always thought a real family should be. Jealousy prickles in me, but most of all, I simply enjoy the easy chatter even though I’m not part of it. 

Once Killian has wolfed down two portions, he puts his plate in the dishwasher, then pauses at my side and shoots me a sharp look. “Upstairs, the moment you’re done eating. Bring your sheet music.” Then he’s gone.

While I finish eating, I keep glancing at Ian, thinking he’ll say something—let me off the hook. But he just watches me, arms crossed over his chest, uncompromising authority rolling off him in thick waves.

“What is he going to do?” I finally ask, pushing my empty plate aside. 

“Hear you play. Probably correct your technique.” A smile tips up his lips. “He’s quite the stickler for proper wrist movement. Like me.”

“Will he—”

Leaning his arms on the table, he cuts me off. “Jenna, you’d better hurry, or I’ll let him know you’re stalling.”

My heart leaps into my throat, pounding away. I get up, about to grab the plate, but Ian pushes it out of reach. “Upstairs. Now.”

I half run to the entryway, afraid Killian will punish me if I don’t get there soon enough. Three steps up the stairs, I remember my sheet music, turn around, and rush to Ian’s music room, then back to the entryway and up the stairs.

I’m panting when I stop at the open door to the music room. Killian is at the piano, practicing a rapid passage that I think must be from Rachmaninoff’s third concerto, fingers rushing over the keys with effortless technique.

Taking his time, he finishes the part, leaving me gawking in open awe. 

“Sit,” he demands when he gets up, not even turning to look my way.

I scamper across the floor and drop onto the bench.

Killian snatches the papers from my hands and sets the four tightly-packed pages of sheet music in front of me.

“Play.”

I glance at him, his sharp features, his immaculate hairdo, and his arms bulging slightly as he crosses them over his chest. He’s all sleek perfection and masculine authority, strict attention and unwavering focus.

The sight unnerves me as much as it thrills me.

Not daring to linger too long, I turn to the keys and begin. The melody draws me in immediately, wrapping the room in a sense of nightly peace that fits the darkness outside, speckled with city lights, perfectly. But the peace is fleeting. A thunderous storm breaks up the beautiful melody with a staggering descent of deep notes and rapid-fire sixths that I struggle to keep up.

I make tons of mistakes, and my pace is uneven, but Killian doesn’t stop me. He lets me return to the peaceful theme and finish the piece with grace.

Once I lift my hands from the keys, I wonder if he’s counted my mistakes the way Ian sometimes does and I’ll get to pay for them in strikes of slashing pain. 

He doesn’t say anything, just watches the sheet music, contemplating, then steps around me. “You need more weight in the left hand,” he says and demonstrates. “More forward movement.” He plays the line leading back up and ends with a sharp accent on the final note. “More attack on the f.” Then he repeats the same line in one fluid motion.

“Aren’t you going to lecture me about wrist movement?” I ask.

He shakes his head. “Dad has already taken care of that.” 

Surprised, I turn my head to face him.

“Just keep practicing slowly and softly and you’ll get those sixths nice and crisp.”

“Oh,” is all I can say. The usually hard facade of mockery and condescension seems to have faded. This version of Killian is calm and focused. Patient even. 

“This right here is your anchor.” He plays the left hand again, slowly, with great crescendo. “Let it set the pace—not the right hand. Now you try, just the left hand.”

Seeing Killian’s masterful effortlessness as he plays sends a stab of regret through me. If only I hadn’t been forced to stop playing, I could have handled the line just as well. If only I had been brave enough to continue, I could have been his equal, not his student.

“Try it out,” he urges.

I shove the thoughts away. Because regret has no place invading my new hopeful world, and as much as Killian enjoys putting me down, he has never done so at the piano. If anything, he’s strangely encouraging as he gestures for me to go ahead.

I place my fingers on the keys and play the same line, imbuing it with more power and finishing on a forceful note.

“Better. But try to use your arm more. Get some more weight in.” He scoots onto the bench behind me, caging me in with his long legs, pressing his strong chest against my back.

My breaths shorten as he repeats the line a couple of times and explains how he uses his arm weight to gain more power. I barely pay attention; all I can focus on is him, surrounding me on all sides, commanding the very air that I breathe with his sheer calm confidence.

Killian’s music might seem like it’s all about showing off and proving he’s the best, but I don’t think it is. Not anymore. He’s too grounded—too aware of his masterly control of the instrument.

His masterly control of me.

Swallowing hard, I ignore the thought and focus on the movements of his fingers and arm.

“Your turn,” he says, resting a hand on my waist like it’s the most natural thing in the world.

I draw a shuddery breath, unnerved and unraveling at the heady proximity. But also strangely calm, his confident gravity steadying me. The strength I manage in the deep notes is staggering, and I smile when I finish on that sharp note.

“Good,” Killian says, voice still factual and focused. No idle praise here. What I see is what I get. It’s comforting, feeling him like this, and I want to lean into him and soak him up. What I get instead is almost as good as a deepened physical connection. Killian has me playing the left hand while he fires off rapid sixths like it’s all he’s ever done. Feeling his chest moving against my back as he breathes in time with the music sends me deeper into the nightly storm, making me feel the power with an intensity that nearly draws tears to my eyes.

“Now, the whole thing, both hands,” he says.

Placing my right hand in a wide spread over the keys, I prepare to play the con fuoco section, but Killian stops me.

“From the top.”

He’s still on the bench with me, and I feel like a vulnerable child against the wide expanse of his body, caged in between his legs, wrapped in the comfort of his control. The position hinders my movements when I start playing, yet the music comes more naturally than anything. Killian’s heartbeat, his breath, and his touch give rise to a well of emotion that washes through me, straight into the music, lending a new softness to the opening melody and a new fury to the thunderous storm. 

When I finish, I feel broken open, almost even worse than when he humiliates and hurts me. I’m not ready to lose him, so before he can send me away, I say, “Will you play for me?”

His hands remain on me—one on my waist, one on my thigh. He never leans into me or gathers me to him, but the closeness is startling even so.

He doesn’t say anything for a long minute, and I fear the moment he’ll break the silence with harsh words and demands for me to go away. 

But it never comes. He just nods, then places his hands on the keys and starts playing.

I immediately recognize the music: Schubert’s “Erlkönig.” Only, it’s not just Schubert—not only the piano part made to go along with the singing. It’s Listz’s transcription. The already virtuosic piano part combined with the melody.

The sight of his hands vibrating with the speed of the octaves steals my breath. I don’t understand how he can play it, much less with me in front of him. Despite the hindrance, he hits every note and effortlessly crosses his arms in front of me when the left one jumps over the right one. 

But it’s not just the music that makes it hard to breathe. It’s him. To feel him all around me. The vibrations rolling up through his arms, his sharp breaths punctuating the music, and the twitches as his whole body becomes one with the music. I’m part of it. Killian, his music, and his emotions are all around me, letting me into his closed-off world, letting me feel everything in there right alongside him. I can’t imagine a situation more intimate. I thought screaming in Ian’s arms that first day would be the pinnacle, but this… nothing compares.

When his hands work at the center of the piano, it’s like the one thing I crave from him the most: a tight, comforting embrace. I melt into him. I can’t help it. All my emotions drift to the surface, right there for him to take—right there for me to give. 

At that moment, it strikes me just how good Killian is. 

Ian has mentioned that Killian needs to improve his expressive skills to reach greatness, and I realize that he doesn’t just mean greatness in the regular sense. He means greatness in the sense that the gods would envy him. The realization does nothing to stir the jealousy from before. I don’t need it, because I’m no longer an outsider looking in. I’m part of it. And I relish every single moment and every deep-felt note.

When the piece comes to an end and Killian lifts his hands, placing them in my lap as if it were his own, I’m shaking all over. I can barely even breathe, and tears pool in my eyes from the sheer overload of intensity. I just stare at the keys, unable to move a single muscle. 

“Why?” I finally manage.

“Why what?” he asks softly.

I turn, trailing my gaze over him, having no idea how to make sense of this otherworldly creature. “Why me? I mean, I can’t possibly compete with that. You…”

“You’re not here to compete.” He brushes the hair from my neck, and with a gentleness so soft it hurts, he presses his lips to my sensitive skin. “You’re my muse,” he whispers against my skin. “The one who makes this possible.”

“Makes what possible?”

He doesn’t answer, just lingers. His lips are no longer touching me, but the proximity—his hot breath against my skin, the very energy rolling off him—is more intense than any touch. It tickles and shivers on my sensitive skin, sending bursts of hope and longing through my very bones. He remains there, keeping us locked in the intimate bubble, yet not quite together.

After what seems like several minutes, he breaks the spell, gets up, and offers me his hand in an uncharacteristically gentlemanly gesture. “Go sleep, Jenna,” he says softly. And that’s it. He leads me on my way, out of the room, across the landing, and sends me downstairs. My heart shudders and aches, hope rising and falling as I can’t decide whether that hope is the most dangerous or promising thing I’ve ever felt.
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The Puppet Master

Jenna

Playing for Killian becomes part of my weekly routine. It’s not planned like the weekly BDSM play with him; it always happens on a whim. He’ll join us for dinner, ask what I’m working on, ask Ian about my technique, and discuss my performance on the pieces he’s already heard. It’s heady sitting there, listening to them talk about my playing, praising and critiquing me, deciding which new exercises to add to my daily warm-up routine. I don’t get a say in the conversations, and I don’t want one. I just want to float in their control—be theirs.

Some nights after eating with Ian and me, Killian demands that I come upstairs and play for him, and some nights, he simply leaves with a reminder to use my arm weight, or whatever has been the focus of their conversation.

Other nights, they’ll talk about the pieces Killian is working on, discuss composition, or even talk about Ian’s trading. Although I’m rarely part of the conversation, I feel like I belong. Killian has even taken to rubbing my thigh absentmindedly or draping his arm over the back of my chair. Still, he never hugs me or becomes purposefully affectionate, but the change is clear, giving me hope and making me flourish. For the first time in my life, I feel like I can truly breathe. I find myself smiling spontaneously at little things, laughing more, and even singing in the kitchen when I’m helping Ian cook dinner and he lets me pick the music.

My piano playing is also rapidly improving―by the day. Having two teachers creates high expectations, but instead of weighing me down, it motivates me to work even harder. I spend so much time at the beautiful Steinway in the music room that Ian often has to settle for playing at the upright piano in the living room. I feel a little bad about it, but when I suggest that I take the upright, he always refuses and sends me back to the Steinway with a sharp command.

Even my creativity flows in new directions. I’ve never been one to experiment much on the piano, but suddenly I find myself coming up with little pieces of melody, adding onto them, expanding, and composing, until I finally have a whole piece. Feeling uncertain about the new endeavor, I only work on it when Ian is out or playing himself, and I’m especially careful not to play when I think Killian can hear, knowing he’d only mock me.

Alongside all my various piano projects, I keep working on “Die Moldau,” and Ian makes me practice with Killian on a weekly basis, polishing and perfecting the music. 

“You two are going to win the competition,” he says one day, matter-of-factly, when we’ve played the whole piece in its entirety.

“Really?” I beam up at him, almost bouncing from the surge of excitement—the idea of a golden trophy. The idea of achieving it alongside Killian doesn’t even bother me; if anything, it feels like it’s just the way it’s supposed to be. I don’t have to beat him to get it; we’re in this together.

“Of course,” Killian says, as if it’s a dumb question. Then he smacks a kiss on top of my head and leaves. 

Not the type to linger on praise and flattery when working at the piano, Ian waves me off the bench. “Time for a break. You’ll be playing again tonight.”

Getting up, I frown. “I thought I was going upstairs tonight—to play. I mean, not the piano.”

“You are,” he simply says, nudging me toward the door. “Go eat. There are leftovers in the fridge. Then come to the bedroom. Seven o’clock on the dot.” 

Anticipation and nerves dance and twist inside me while I go eat and spend a while reading on the couch—or trying to. The words barely register, my mind too busy considering what is coming. 

When I enter the bedroom, seven on the dot, Ian is rolling up the sleeves of his button up shirt, wearing an expression that’s all business.

I pause, gathering my hands in front of me, my breath already quickening. Ian always sends me upstairs at eight, but I have a feeling it’s already starting—that he’s doing something to me first.

“Strip―all your clothes―fold them neatly, and put them on the bed.”

With slow movements, I remove one item at a time and put it away in a neat pile. All the while, Ian just stands there, arms crossed over his wide chest, staring me down with cool authority.

Once all my clothes are neatly folded on the bed, Ian points at the floor. “On all fours and crawl to the bathroom.”

He follows hot on my heel, his looming power going to my head and stirring my submission as I crawl before him, into the bathroom.

“Stop,” he orders when I’m on the soft mat.

I halt, on all fours.

Stepping over me, facing my ass, he cages me in between his legs, pressing them into my waist so I can’t move back or forward—trapped. I strain to see what’s going on when he rummages with something, but I all I can see is the counter and his tall frame.

“What are you doing?” I ask in a thin voice when he smears a generous amount of lube onto my opening.

He doesn’t answer, just proceeds to spread my ass cheeks with one hand and press something against my rear opening. It’s thin and firm, easily sliding into my ass, a bigger part connecting with my cheeks.

I realize what it is just before the water starts flowing.

Killian has done this to me several times, but I never get used to the utter humiliation of having my bowels flushed. And now, having Ian doing it adds a whole new layer of degradation. Panting, I squirm to get free, but the lock of Ian’s legs is inescapable. “No, no, no,” I start squealing, utterly overcome by the shock and the wrongness of the feeling of water flowing into my ass, filling my belly.

“Be still,” Ian orders, smacking my ass.

I slump in the grip of his legs, accepting defeat, shuddering from the loss of my dignity. But when he continues, slipping the syringe into my ass a second time, I find that I don’t need my dignity. With Ian, I don’t need anything—only his quiet, unwavering authority. It crackles in the air, hot and demanding, chasing away my thoughts, taking over everything.

My fingers claw against the mat, my breath coming in sharp gusts as he empties the second syringe, and then a third, into my belly. When he’s done, I’m panting with the effort of holding the water in, groaning from the deep discomfort expanding my belly.

Unmerciful in his command, he steps aside and orders, “On your knees. Not a single drop spills from your ass or you’re getting a fourth syringe.”

With slow, careful motions, I reposition to sit back on my heels, facing him. I gasp at the sight of him already having freed his cock, pumping it with firm motions. I want to protest when he aims it at my head, but all I can do is focus on clenching my ass, holding the water inside. I shut my eyes tight to avoid getting cum in them. It takes me away from him, and the humiliation starts to coil tight and tense in my already aching stomach.

“Jenna, who do you belong to?” he asks in a tight voice that reveals he’s close to the edge.

“You,” I say, his words loosening the knots, leaving only the discomfort he has created—the pressing water.

“And…” he presses.

“And Killian.” The words bring me back on track, back into the fluffy submission where the humiliation doesn’t hurt—where it turns into a hot, swirling desire.

“Good. Now open your mouth and lean your head back. Taste my cum, so you remember who you also belong to when I send you upstairs.”

I drop my head back and let my mouth fall open, and just as I do, hot cum shoots onto my face, into my mouth, and down my neck and chest. I whimper and pant, overcome by Ian’s possessive claim, the sticky sensation and salty taste of cum, and the throbbing pain as I keep clenching my butt.

Ian makes quick work of drying my eyes, then lifts me by my arms and backs me up to lower me onto the open toilet.

“Good girl,” he croons. “You may swallow my cum. But don’t remove any on your face and chest. I want you to feel who you belong to—what you do to me—while you sit here and spill the water I pumped into you.”

Peeling my eyes open, I meet his deep stare, full of possession and affection. It melts me into a puddle, and when he leaves the room, I drift in a quiet space while letting my body spill the water Ian pumped into me.

He returns when I flush the toilet. Stark naked, he brings me into the shower and takes his time washing me, roaming his hands all over my body, soft and soothing. When he takes me out and dries me off, my knees are weak, my mind clouded, and my whole body pliant, easily bent to his will. I’ve never felt as cared for as I do in Ian’s capable hands. He even dries my hair with the blow dryer and brushes it. To finish, he grabs a sharpie and sinks to his haunches behind me to write on my back.

“What does it say?” I ask when he gets up.

He turns me by the upper arms and kisses my forehead. “That you’re ready.”

“For what?” 

“You’ll see.” Taking me by the hand, he leads me out of the bathroom.

“What about clothes?” I ask as I walk beside him down the hall, feeling like a little girl being led along by the principal—nervous, yet very safe under his steady guidance.

“Not tonight.”

“Oh,” I simply say, unable to consider how I feel about going upstairs already undressed. 

In the entryway, Ian grabs my arms again, and a serious expression descends over his face. “Killian is going to push you tonight. Do not fight it. He knows what he’s doing, and if anything goes wrong, I’m right here; I’ll be with you in seconds.”

The gravity in his voice has me swallowing hard even before my muddled brain can register the meaning of his words.

“Do you understand?” he presses.

I nod. “What is he going to do?”

“That’s not for me to reveal.” He leans down to kiss me. “Now be a good girl, go upstairs, and do whatever Killian says.”

Closing my eyes, I draw a steadying breath, then go to the stairs. I pause on the first step and turn to Ian, casting him an uncertain look.

“I’m right here,” he assures.

Pushing a long breath through rounded lips, I steel myself. Then I nod and begin ascending the stairs. It seems to take forever to reach the top, my legs slow, my mind the same. I blink to sharpen my blurry focus when I step onto the landing and see Killian towering at the door to the music room, dressed in a crisp white shirt, charcoal dress pants, and black leather shoes. Arms crossed over his chest, he watches me with uncompromising authority, a mirror image of the man I just left, only younger, less caring in his way of exerting his command.

While I wait under his scrutinizing gaze, I grow hyper-aware of my stark vulnerability—my nakedness, my already weakened coordination, and the hollow sensation from having my stomach flushed out. I hug my arms over my chest, shrinking a little. But it’s not just to hide. I want to become even smaller because there’s no room to stand up straight in Killian’s mighty presence—I don’t have the willpower to do so in my submissive state. I want to fall to my knees, crash even deeper, and press my forehead to his shoes—let his dominance consume my whole being.

But when Killian steps aside and I see what’s waiting for me in the room, I freeze. Pressing my hands to my cheeks, I shake my head frantically. All Ian’s reassurances disappear with a sharp gust of air, icy chills cascading down my spine.

Killian grabs my arm. I expect him to force me forward, but he simply turns me around, inspecting me. I can hear the wicked smile in his voice when he sees my back and the words Ian scribbled there. “This ass is already nice and clean,” he reads, trailing a finger over the letters.

Gripping both my arms, he turns me to face him, and his authoritative expression brings me back toward that soft space despite the growing anxiety. 

“Then we can get right to it,” he says, but instead of steering me on, he takes his time studying me, reading every nuance of anxiety and desire. “You’re gonna do as I say, aren’t you, Jenna?”

His words push all the right buttons, stirring that instinctive desire to do just that. I nod. Of course, I want to say, but the memory of what happened the last time he put me on that bench snuffs out the words. “What if…” I close my eyes and push a shuddery breath through rounded lips. “What if the same thing happens as the last time?”

“It won’t.”

“How do you know?”

He leans close to my ear, his hot breath tickling the sensitive spot. “Because you, little Jenna, are my new instrument. I’ve spent months learning how to master you. I know exactly which buttons to push to make you balance on that fine line between panic and desire. And that’s where you’ll be tonight. My little puppet on a string.” He trails his knuckles over my cheek, down my neck, and my collarbone. 

I shudder beneath his touch, sinking deeper, feeling my brain already shifting, growing pliant even at the thought of that horrible thing awaiting me. 

The piano bench with the protruding phallus. 
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The Bench

Jenna

My every muscle coils tight when Killian steers me into the room, but instead of heading for the horrible piano bench, he brings me to the regular one at the side of the piano. Like he did that first night and has done several times after, he helps me up on my knees and makes me lean over the closed lid. Then he starts preparing my ass. Latex gloves snap, lube trickles between my ass cheeks, and Killian invades that very intimate opening.

I can’t resist the burning desire to succumb—to his power and to the maddening sensation of his finger working against all those sensitive nerves. I let myself go, forgetting about the bench awaiting me as I moan and buck in open invitation, relaxing my muscles, letting Killian push all the way inside. One finger. Two fingers. And finally, three fingers.

“Fuck, Jenna, you’re like a cat in heat,” Killian growls when he sinks that final digit in place, making me whimper with urgency, overcome by the tight stretch. “Three fingers, that’s how much I have inside your ass. That wooden dildo is gonna slide right in.”

“No,” I protest, but it’s half-hearted. The idea of the terrible, stiff phallus is only a vague threat in the whirlwind of desire that has taken over my mind.

“Oh, yes.” He pulls out, and the latex snaps again as he removes the glove and throws it away. Then he pushes one long digit inside my unused pussy, drawing a long moan of desperate desire from me. “You’re so fucking wet I don’t even need lube. I could simply have you fucking your own pussy on the dildo before I force your ass onto it.”

“Please don’t,” I gasp, but I’m not sure I truly mean it. It’s more a reaction to his mocking tone. Because the idea of having anything inside that opening has me panting and squirming shamelessly.

He pulls me to my feet, turning me to him. “Open,” he demands, grabbing my hair and leaning in. Before I can realize what he means, he pushes his wet finger against my lips, straight into my mouth. I try to pull away, but Killian just tightens his grip on my hair, easily immobilizing me as he rubs, turns, and twists his finger, coating my tongue in the musky taste of my desire. 

“It’s a shame Dad wants to keep you a virgin or I’d stuff a dildo inside your slick pussy and have you lick it clean.” He pulls out and inserts his finger into my pussy. “We’ll just have to do it like this instead.”

I clench my teeth when he prods his finger, once again slick with my juices, against my lips.

He gives my head a shake. “Open,” he demands with that reverberating authority that spears straight through my autonomy. My lips part, my jaw goes slack. My mouth opens, and I groan and wince as Killian once again feeds me my own juices.

He keeps going, over and over, until my brain is a muddled mess. No thoughts, no modesty. He has wiped it all away, leaving me a needy creature that obeys without hesitation. 

When he finally helps me off the bench, I can barely stand. My legs are weak, my balance off, and I’m so goddamn desperate for release that I can’t focus on anything else.

“It’s time,” Killian announces, steering me around the piano.

A stab of panic goes through my brain. The haze dulls it somewhat, but as Killian just holds me there, forcing me to face the bench, memories come rushing, blurry but potent, breaking up the fog. My heart starts pounding and my palms become sweaty. 

Killian reaches for something on the piano and places it in my hand. It’s not until he speaks that I realize what it is.

“Go lube it up.”

“What?” I glance down at the tube in my hand. A black bottle that says Anal Lube in big bold letters. “No!” I drop the bottle and jerk away so hard I lose my footing.

Killian catches me, digging his fingers into my arms. He pulls me into him—his wide, firm chest—and leans close to my ear. His voice is low and raspy, a snarl that makes me freeze in place. “Pick up the lube and prepare the bench.”

There’s no threat, just that low command. And it’s more than enough. When he loosens his grip, just holding on enough to steady me, I bend down to pick up the lube, then go to stand beside the bench. 

Closing my eyes, I draw a few shuddery breaths that seem to resound through the room with the force of a stuttering engine about to give in.

“Please, Killian,” I beg, but he’s unforgiving. Arms crossed over his chest, stance wide and tall, he’s an impenetrable wall of dominance. He doesn’t say anything, but the weight of his stare is enough.

My shoulders slump in defeat as I pop the tube open and squeeze lube onto the smooth phallus.

“Rub it in,” Killian demands.

My whole body coils tight as I go against all instincts and slide my fingers through the lube, smearing it around the wooden dildo.

“Uh, uh,” Killian admonishes. “Do it like you mean it. Fist and pump it.”

Biting down on my molars, I cover my eyes as if not seeing would make it any better. Then I fold my fingers around the phallus and rub the thing, up and down, twisting my hand from one side to the other. It’s a vulgar display that creates a slick sound. Knowing I’m the one creating it makes me whimper repeatedly, just from the sheer wrongness of it all.

“More lube,” Killian orders, then, “Harder.” He makes me do the exact thing he did that day, only so much worse by letting me do it myself. The phallus is hard and unforgiving in my hand, and the idea of getting impaled on it again has panic creeping along the edges of my brain—a hundred slithering serpents waiting to strike in unison. I’m so damn scared, remembering what happened the last time. But at the same time, the memory is vague, the daze somehow still cushioning the anxiety.

“Enough,” he finally says and comes to stand at my side, rubs my hand with a wet wipe, then grabs my cheeks between his fingers. “Open,” he demands, staring me down, making me feel the height difference acutely.

Tentatively but obediently, I open my mouth. He has me so deep in his grip that I can’t do anything but obey at this point. The fear barely even matters. He’s right. I truly am his puppet on a string. He has eradicated everything in my mind and taken complete utter control.

Pft.

The sound makes me wince just before Killian’s spit hits my tongue. But before disgust or humiliation can overcome me, he delivers another hard command. “Swallow.”

I obey. I swallow his spit while I stare up into his cold blue eyes, cruel and demeaning but so full of steady, all-consuming power. I feel like I’m floating. In a rapid tide that hurls me around, yet never crashes me into the rocks or pulls me under. It just sweeps me away, and all I can do is let go and let it take me.

Killian watches me for a moment, imprinting his authority on me. Then, fingers digging into my jaw, he leans in and kisses me. It’s not sweet or even mutual. His kiss is like everything else he does: harsh and demanding, and so damn world-altering. It takes me for another violent whirl in the current, and when he releases me, I have forgotten where we are and what we’re doing. I don’t think; I just let him lead me around the bench and lower me toward the dildo. With two strong hands gripping my ribs, he determines the pace. Part of me wants to work against him and slow the process, but I’m too far gone, my legs too weak to manage the strength, so I just lean into him and let him bend me to his will. Unlike the last time, he doesn’t go slow. He doesn’t need to. He has prepared me well; I sink onto the phallus without a problem.

It barely takes a minute before I’m in place, the stiff thing seated deep inside me, the bench cold against my ass. But no matter how easily the process went, how obedient I am, the rigid intrusion is overpowering. I start panting and whimpering, squirming with latent panic. And each squirm only worsens the sensation, making me aware of the rigidity and reminding me how stuck I am—how long the phallus is, how long it took to get me off it the last time. The cramps, the panic, the pain.

My vision starts to blur. I press my hands to the bench, trying to push up. But just a little movement sparks a whirl of sensation in my tight opening, overcoming me in a powerful, terrifying surge, physical and psychological. It’s too much. I collapse back onto the bench, too weak to go on, too aroused, too scared, too… stuck.

Panic creeps in. I start clawing at the slick wood. But then Killian is there, on the bench with me, legs caging me in, arms banding around me, chest pressing against my back. It’s not exactly a hug. It’s more like a vise. A cage. And it’s just what I need. His power grounds me—shuts down my brain to make room for him.

Tears spring to my eyes. I collapse into him, going slack in every muscle. My head lolls against his shoulder, my legs sliding out to rest limply on the floor. When he pushes a finger between my legs and finds my clit, I release a hoarse cry. The burst of sensation overcomes my body, threatening to overload the system. I start crying, needing the outlet as everything is strung tight, hovering.

Killian starts working his hips against me, slight movements that jostle me against the stiff intrusion in my ass. More sensation, more mind-numbing, paralyzing bursts of electricity. I can’t think, I can’t move. All I can do is sit here and take. The sensations coil and twist, tightening deep in my gut. I jerk from the force of it, spasms making my legs bounce against the floor, bolts making me lurch and catch on the stiff dildo, creating more overpowering sensations.

My moans fill the room, a long cascade only broken off by sniffles and cries. 

“Come for me,” Killian whispers, then hardens his voice to a sneer. “Show me what a dirty little ass slut you are and come while you fuck the wooden dildo.”

It’s not his soft whispers that drive me mad with lust. It’s his mocking, vile words that makes me hump the horrible thing, moving up and down with slight motions, grinding against his hand, grinding against the unforgiving stiffness impaling me.

My moans grow longer, my sobs shorter. My feet stiffen against the floor, and every fiber inside me coils tight. With a scream, I lurch over the edge, clawing at Killian’s thighs, dropping my head further back on his shoulder, utterly lost in the mind-numbing ecstasy.

“Killian,” I moan through the last stutters of pleasure. “Killian,” I repeat breathily as I come down. He’s my whole world. Everything I crave, all I’ve ever wanted.

“Hmm,” he hums, gripping me tighter.

Silence descends. My panting is the only sound for a while, but eventually it dies down, leaving the room in a peaceful calm.

I have no idea how long I sit—or hang—here in Killian’s arms. Keeping one arm tight around my waist, he brings his other hand to my forehead, making sure my head doesn’t roll off his shoulder. Every muscle, every joint is loose and slack. I don’t even move a finger. I might even drift off for a while.

Eventually, Killian starts moving. He strokes my hair, rocks me slightly, building awareness in my body and coaxing me back to consciousness.

“What was that piece you were playing the other night when Dad was out?”

It takes a moment for my brain to crank back into gear and realize what he’s talking about. My own piece. “Oh, that. Nothing.”

“What was it?” he insists.

“I was just playing around.” The need to protect myself surfaces, and I steady my legs against the floor and straighten my head.

“No, you weren’t. I’ve heard you playing it before.” Reaching over me, he plays a piece of the melody.

My cheeks heat at the sound of the melody I created. When playing it myself, I like it, but hearing Killian play it, it feels stupid. I know he won’t care for it. I can’t believe he’s heard it. I thought I was careful, making sure no one was near whenever I played it.

“What is it?” he repeats, uncompromising as ever.

“Nothing. I was just playing around a little,” I repeat, refusing to say more.

Grabbing my face between his long fingers, he turns my head toward him. “You came up with that yourself?” His eyes are sharp with something that I think is mockery as he scans my face.

More embarrassment washes over me. I try to look away, but he won’t let me, so I turn the emotion into anger—just like he always seems to do. “It was just a silly little thing I came up with, okay? Nothing worth talking about.”

“I want to hear it.”

“No,” I say sharply. 

“It’s not a question.”

“It’s private. I’m not playing it for you.”

“Silly little girl. You really think you have the right to keep it from me? Have you already forgotten? You’re mine.” Jerking his hips, he jostles me against the wooden dildo. 

The desire that had settled into a bearable hum spikes with a vengeance. Suddenly, I’m feeling hot and flustered all over again, a thrumming desire coalescing deep in my belly.

Tightening his thighs around me, he starts rocking and reaches down between my legs. When I try to squeeze my thighs shut, he gives me a stern warning that instantly has my legs softening again.

“You’re mine, Jenna.” With the sheer force of his magnetic gaze, he forces the message into me. It hits straight into that empty place that craves to belong—and not just anywhere. To him and his dad.

“You don’t get to hide. Not anything. Your body is mine”—he rubs my clit, making me buck with wild bursts of sensation—“your mind is mine”—he gives my head a shake, then leans dangerously close—“and your goddamn music is mine. So stop stalling and play the piece.”

“No, Killian,” I gasp, overcome by the enormity of it all—the pleasure once again rolling through my body like I haven’t already come, the whir of emotion building by the second.

“Yes, Jenna. Play, or you won’t get to come.” With an abrupt motion, he pulls his hand from my clit, leaving me reeling right at the edge.

“Play,” he demands with that sharp tone that spears straight into my submissive instincts.

I draw a shuddery breath. Then I lift my hands to the piano and reveal my music to him—a secret much more intimate and vulnerable than my deepest darkest deficiencies. It’s terrifying, yet also freeing, like finally opening up and letting him have the real me. I desperately hope he will receive it with care, because I don’t think I can bear it if he tears this apart.
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The Piano Piece

Killian

Jenna’s music is hypnotizing. I can’t believe she wrote that. Once again, I’ve committed the crime of underestimating her—severely.

The first time I overheard this piece, coming home early, I halted in my tracks, wanting to hear more. The second time, I lingered as well, for almost twenty minutes. But hearing it now, without barriers, the sound flowing freely into the room and resonating with the emotion she imbues it with, is like nothing I’ve ever heard.

It’s a sweet melody. Beautiful in all its simplicity. But beneath it, a subtle web of intricate harmonies and rhythms unfurls, breathing life and longing and so much depth into what appears to be a straightforward piece of music at first sound.

There’s no mistaking that this is Jenna. It presents her sweet, innocent nature to the untrained listener, but anyone who looks deeper will find a whole other world full of hurt, longing, and so much life that begs to be unleashed—like the wings of a butterfly that have been trapped in a cocoon for too long.

The music digs deep into my heart and resonates in my very soul. I feel all those emotions, hidden and locked up, in myself. The hurt and the urge to break free. I’ve never wanted to face it, but suddenly, hearing Jenna’s music, I can’t ignore it. It’s right there, screaming at me. Memories and sensations. Loss and betrayal. My betrayal. Over and over, just to protect myself.

Even as it all comes rushing with startling clarity, I don’t want to confront it. I know I should, but I instinctively try to shut it down and lock the door on it all. But as the music twirls around my broken heart, weaving into the old crevices, it’s impossible. A slow trembling sets in. It’s just quivers beneath my skin, not palpable on the outside, but I feel it like nails through my nerves. My throat constricts, and my eyes suddenly sting.

When Jenna stops, I want to demand that she leave, or mock her music and punish her for affecting me so goddamn deeply. But I can’t. Another urge is stronger. The need to meld with her and claim just a tiny part of that aching beauty. 

So I go against all my learned instincts and lean my head on her shoulder, whispering, “Do it again.”

“Killian, I-I—”

Folding my hands around hers, I gently lift them to the keys. “Again,” I whisper, not daring to speak louder, afraid she’ll hear my voice crack.

She draws a shuddery breath. Hopefully, she’s so focused on her own rattled nerves that she doesn’t notice how I’m about to unravel.

She starts playing again, beginning with a soft intro. A simple yet complex figure. When the melody begins, I press a kiss to her neck. It breaks up the flow, and when I wrap an arm around her—not to restrain, but to embrace—she stops altogether.

“Go on.” I reach my right hand out and pick up the melody from where she left off, an octave higher.

She hesitates when I keep playing, but merges into the music, letting me play the melody alongside her.

We finish the first part together, and when she begins a new variation of the melody, I add a layer of my own in the high notes. I don’t think about it; it all just comes naturally.

I feel the uncertainty in Jenna’s tightening muscles at first, but when I press myself closer to her and rest my head on her shoulder, she softens, and so does her playing. If anything, her music is even more vibrant this time as she reacts to the additions I’m improvising, never overshadowing her original music, but enhancing and embellishing it.

Our breaths sync and our bodies meld together. But not just our bodies. It’s like we’re speaking a different language—one that’s not made of words or spoken sounds, but notes and musical connection. I’ve never felt this close to anyone before. It scares me to the core, but I’m like a hamster on a wheel, unable to stop myself now that the wheel is spinning. And I’m greedy. I want more. So when we finish the piece, I take what I want.

Slipping my hands under Jenna’s ass, I start lifting her off the phallus. She easily goes along, following my lead perfectly—only, in the music, she was the one who led the way. 

“I want you on my cock instead,” I whisper against her neck.

A breathy moan escapes her—a sound so full of longing and desire that it’s like a shot of adrenaline in my already hard cock.

It only takes a minute to free her from the bench. Once she’s off, hovering on bent knees, I wrap one arm around her waist, lift off the bench myself, and hold her in the precarious position while I kick the phallus-bench away and pull the regular one beneath me.

Gripping her waist with both hands, I sink onto the bench while keeping her suspended. Then I spit on my cock, adjust it between her pretty ass cheeks, and slowly guide her onto it. She’s softer than she’s ever been when I’ve used her back here, easily taking it all in, open and eager to feel me claiming her. I’m barely halfway in when she starts moaning and panting as if she’ll come any second.

“Not until we’ve played the piece again,” I warn, the rawness in my throat gone as I deliver the sharp command. This, dominating and controlling, is where I feel most at ease. But when she sinks in place on my lap, my cock buried deep inside her, and I command her to play again, that sharp control that has kept me steady for years wavers. There’s no way to hold it intact in the face of her honest music. Yet I keep going, rocking my hips against her, stroking her clit with one hand while I join her music with the other.

“Shit,” I growl when she squeezes her muscles around me. “Fuuck.”

She starts shaking, her playing suffering from the onslaught of pleasure that cascades from her in sweet moans and wets my fingers when I shove two digits deep inside her pussy. But she keeps playing, and I do the same. It’s no longer the perfect dance from before, but the union is impeccable. It’s not her and me, one against the other or trying to reach each other. It’s us. Deeply connected, physically, psychologically, and on this otherworldly level of unspoken emotion, expressed through our staggered music.

“Come for me,” I growl when her movements become eager, trying to fuck me in return. My voice rises with the repeat of my demand. “Come for me!” I release the piano and band an arm around her waist, snatching her neck with my other hand. The music stops, and a wild cacophony of moans, cries, and growls fills the space around us in a whole new sort of music, primal and wild.

She jerks and spasms as I put in all my strength to fuck her in the awkward position. My legs strain from the effort, but I ram into her, making her scream with the full force of her orgasm. It sends me over with a feral growl that reverberates against the walls.

“Fuck, Jenna. You’re mine. Always were. Always will be. Mine.” Going still on the bench, I shake her so hard she yelps. “Do you hear me?”

“Yes, Killian,” she gasps. “I’m yours. Always.”

I pull her head back at an awkward angle and shove my tongue into her mouth, tasting her and claiming her in every fucking way possible. I stab two fingers into her pussy again, soaking up her whimpers. Breaking off the kiss, I shove one finger into her mouth. “Lick.”

Without hesitation, she starts licking and sucking like I’ve offered her a goddamn lollipop. I want to give her the second finger as well, but I’m selfish and take it into my own mouth. Her juices taste so goddamn good; I can’t get enough of her.

I want to taste her pussy and make her come again, but first, I want to soak in this connection, just a little while longer. Banding both arms around her, I hold her close, still seated inside her ass. I lean my head on her shoulder, and that’s when the emotions come rushing—the same ones as when she played. They come in a gust so strong that it knocks the wind out of me. Tears prickle behind my eyes—for the first fucking time since I was eight—and the feeling of her melting into me brings me so damn close to some dangerous edge that it scares the shit out of me. It’s like standing on a crumbling ridge, the rock shuddering just as it’s about to cave in.

My lungs constrict, a tear slips from my eyes, and a shudder rises from my toes and trembles through my whole goddamn body.

Making my counterattack, I dart off the bench, set Jenna on her own two feet, and shove a finger toward the door. “We’re done here.”

“What?” Her lips are quivering when she turns and looks up at me.

“Are you deaf? I said we’re done here. Go downstairs. Now.”

The hurt in her eyes when she backs up cuts through my heart, tearing open old wounds and hurting me right back. But I know that if I let her stay, she’ll tear it all right apart. So I hold firm and accept the sharp cut, knowing it’s better than having my heart crushed into bits and pieces that I’ll never be able to mend when she leaves me for good.
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The Betrayal

Jenna

Eight years old

I shake my head to make the jingle bell earrings sound. “See what Nan got me,” I say, dropping onto my chair beside Killian. “This one too.” I retrieve the little teddy that she got me from my bag. A little gray kitten with a red scarf, a red hat, and green eyes. “It looks like Ginny. Her most cuddly cat. Only Ginny wouldn’t let me put my Santa hat on her.” 

Killian smiles and leans in to whisper, low enough that no one else hears—I’m the only one at school he ever speaks to anymore since all the other kids laugh when he does. “I-it’s almost two m-months ’til C-C-Christmas.”

“I know, but I’m already in a Christmas mood. I can’t help it. Nan let me help with the decorations early since I won’t get to visit her again until mid-December.”

Killian gives the Christmas kitten a scratch behind its ear, a smile tugging at his lips. If he spoke more, he’d say it’s cute, I’m sure. I wish he would speak more. I don’t care about the stutter; I just miss hearing his voice.

“Will you come over to my place today? Your Dad is home, right? Maybe he’ll let you, now that you’ve turned eight and all. I could show you all the Christmas decorations I made at Nan’s.” Lifting my shoulders, I smile shyly. I’ve been wanting to have Killian over—or visit him—for a long time, but his mother will never let him spend time with me after school, and the one time we asked his dad if he could come to my place, he ended up coming up with an excuse when he saw my mom. She was slurring and grumpy that day, but she’s been good this week, and Killian is one year older than the last time we tried, so maybe. I cross my fingers beneath the table.

Killian nods eagerly.

“Really?” My smile is so wide I’m flashing my teeth. I jump the teddy cat onto the table, steering its paws in a dance of excitement.

Killian giggles, but our fun is cut off when Callum enters the classroom and sees. Snorting, he announces loudly, “Jenna still brings teddies to school.”

Several of the guys turn their heads and laugh.

Callum steers straight toward us and snatches the kitten from my hands. “Look, it’s a Christmas kitten. In October. And it’s dancing.” He holds the kitten up for the whole classroom to see, making funny eyes while imitating the dance I made it do. Even the girls start laughing now.

I glance at Killian. He’s staring at the desk, trying to keep out of it, withdrawing like he always does now. Without the comfort of his touch, his closeness, I’m not brave. It’s only when Killian is the one needing the protection that I can gather the nerve to tell Callum off. So I just watch, shrinking as the laughter keeps ringing.

When I move my head, accidentally bringing the bells to life, Callum throws a taunting look at the earrings. “Seriously? Jingle bells? In October?” He turns to Killian, pointing a finger at me. “Does she even know what month it is? Six weeks to Christmas?”

Killian looks up—at Callum, at me, and the whole classroom, which is looking expectantly at him. “T-that’s w-what I said.”

Callum doesn’t even notice his stutter. All his cruel attention is aimed at me. “Shit, you don’t even listen to your friends. Does she listen to anything you say, Killian? Or is she too dumb?”

Tommy, Callum’s best friend, comes over, snickering as he swats at one of the earrings, making it ring. “She’s like a cow. You’ll hear her coming down the hall even before you see her.”

“Now you can finally get rid of her,” Callum says to Killian, reaching out to swat at my other earring. “The clingy cow.”

“S-she’s m-more like a puppy,” Killian suggests.

Callum stops laughing as he looks at Killian. I think he’s going to roll his eyes or taunt his stutter, but instead, he lets out a laugh. “A puppy. That’s exactly what she is. Always jumping up your leg, trying to lick your face.”

Killian gives me a tentative look, full of uncertainty. I feel for him, because I know that if he protects me, Callum is going to taunt him as well. I expect him to remain silent the way he’s always done lately, but then something flickers in his gaze. He straightens his spine and says with startling clarity. “I-I should keep her on a leash.”

“Oh yeah. And put a shock collar on her,” Callum adds, watching Killian with bright enthusiasm like they’re best friends brainstorming their new idea.

“And make her eat from a bowl,” Killian says, his stutter now completely gone.

Callum grips me by the neck and pulls me down over the table. “Or even better, eat off the floor.”

Tears prickle in my eyes as I stare up at Killian, my cheek pressed to the table, but he doesn’t see me. All he sees is his new best friend, and I wish I hadn’t hoped to hear him speak out loud as he keeps throwing out cruel words with startling clarity, all aimed at me.
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The Drop

Ian

“What’s going on with you?” I ask Killian one night, having called him to my office to talk. Jenna dropped hard after the night with the piano bench, but she recovered after a couple of days. She still seems a bit lost, but nothing I’m truly worried about. Killian, on the other hand, has been moping and snarling ever since, his temperament flaring, and he’s showing no signs of improving even days later. He has become withdrawn, avoiding both Jenna and me.

“What do you mean?” he asks, crossing his arms over his chest in a defensive position.

I heave a sigh and lay the truth out there. I can’t keep handling him with kid gloves. He asked to be an equal, so he needs to hear the truth. “You’re dropping, Killian.”

“What?” He gives me a look as if I’m stupid.

“Top drop. I’ve told you about that. It’s not just submissives who drop; Doms can do it as well. It’s a natural reaction when—”

“The fuck I am,” Killian cuts me off.

Despite his rising anger, I continue, “You need to give her aftercare, Killian. Not for her. For you. You might think you’re immune and you don’t need it, but you do.” 

He starts pacing, sending me sharp glares that make me fear for my furniture and the paintings on the wall. But they’re not important. I can handle his temper. What I can’t take is the way he keeps hurting himself, so I go on.

“You’re not a psychopath. You need the care to balance out the hurt you’re causing. You need to respond to the intimacy you’re opening up for with Jenna. I know you care about her. Deeply. You need to face those emotions. I think you should just spend some time with her tonight. Watch a movie. Play the piano. Talk.” 

“Fuck no.”

I release an exasperated sigh and study him for a moment as he keeps pacing. Despite his rejection, the fact that he’s still here, not having kicked anything, is a good sign. I’ve been seeing a lot of those lately. Something is changing in him. Something that gives me hope that he might finally be ready to open up. So I carefully venture into the territory I’ve avoided for years, hoping he won’t shut off the way he’s done every other time I’ve brought it up. Because he needs to confront it so he can take care of Jenna and himself.

“Jenna is not your mom,” I say. “She’s not going to leave you out of the blue. She’s not going to leave you at all.”

I sense the storm brewing. Killian pauses, glaring at me with a fury that has the hairs at the back of my neck standing on end. I remain calm, letting him get his anger out if needed. But where he usually starts yelling and cursing, he says with a coldness so stark it has me shuddering. “You think you know me, what I need, what I feel.” His mouth twists in a snarl. “You think it would hurt me so much if Jenna left. It wouldn’t. The truth is that I can’t wait for the moment she’s gone.”

I almost believe him, shocked at the vehemence with which he speaks, but when he leaves the room and slams the door so hard that my conservatoire diploma falls off the wall, I know he’s still in there, my caring, sensitive boy that he locked up so many years ago. Jenna is starting to break through those barriers, and he’s rattled, so much that he hardens his cold facade even further. Knowing he’s still in there is a relief, but one that does little to calm me in the long run. Because I fear that the coldness is settling in a way he’ll never come back from.

I don’t see Killian again for several days, and Jenna doesn’t either. When she asks about him, I can’t bear to tell her about our conversation, so I simply tell her that he’s stressed about upcoming exams. I don’t think she fully believes me, but she accepts the explanation. As the days pass and we don’t see Killian, she becomes quieter, and I sense a somber air of longing in her.

When we’re in the kitchen one evening, cooking dinner, Killian comes in and doesn’t leave upon seeing us for the first time in days. He doesn’t acknowledge us either. He just goes straight to the fridge and grabs a few items.

Jenna pauses chopping vegetables, staring at him with huge, perplexed eyes. I pause as well, holding my breath as I sense something coming. 

When he moves to leave, she turns to look after him. Just as he rounds the kitchen island, about to disappear from view, she blurts, “Can I have a hug? Please.”

Her voice is low, hesitant, but the urgency is right there in her eyes as she watches him, risking his rejection, bravely asking for what she needs.

Killian turns, approaching with slow steps. And there’s that icy coldness that makes the temperature in the room drop several degrees.

“Did Dad put you up to this?” he asks with malice, getting in her face. “Or are you just being the same pathetic princess you’ve always been, thinking you can just smile and everyone will like you?”

Jenna’s face falls, all hope gone, and her shoulders draw tight, her defense mechanism surging. It breaks my heart to see her like this.

“Enough!” I bark, slamming my hand onto the countertop. “If you want me to treat you like an equal, you’d better act like one.”

Killian casts me a mocking glance. “Fine.” He leans into Jenna’s face again, speaking to me. “You can have her all to yourself.” Then he rounds the kitchen island, casting me a murderous glare, and slams the door with a force that reverberates through the air.

Jenna stares after him for a moment, eyes wide and shocked. “What’s going on with him?” she asks when I go to her and stroke her cheek. “Please tell me the truth.”

I heave a sigh. “He’s dropping. Top drop. But he refuses to acknowledge it and do anything about it. I think we’d better skip play tomorrow.”

“Oh,” she says, looking a little shell-shocked.

“Don’t worry, he’ll come back around soon. Just give him some time,” I say. 

But after another week, Killian is the same, if not worse. A constant angry energy is rolling off him in thick waves that hang in the air long after he’s gone.

I tell him to stay off Jenna, to not talk to her. 

“Whatever you say, Dad,” he shoots back with sharp irritation, but he does as I say, at least, ignoring Jenna or sticking to condescending glares.

Jenna, however, ardently tries to get something from him—anything to heal the gaping wound his cold rejections create.

“Will you please talk to me?” I sometimes hear her saying when I hover close by after hearing Killian coming downstairs. “Killian, please,” she keeps going when he doesn’t respond. “I miss you.”

The ache in her voice breaks my heart. Both for her and for him. Because he’s missing her as well. He just won’t admit it. I think something happened that night with the bench—an intimacy Killian wasn’t ready for. Jenna hasn’t told me the full depth of the story, but she’s given me enough to put two and two together.

As I witness this cold distance play out and see them both draw further in on themselves, I come to a difficult acknowledgement: Killian is not ready for the responsibility of having a sub, and he might never be. I had hoped that he just needed time and that we could figure out a way to do this arrangement in the long run—to keep Jenna here. But it’s becoming clearer by the day that it’s not going to happen. So I start thinking of alternative solutions. I promised Jenna I wouldn’t ever hurt her—a promise she made me quietly retract. But I’m hell-bent on keeping it. I don’t know how, but I’ll find a way to keep her in my life while doing what’s best for my son. Somehow, I’ll figure this out without hurting her more than Killian already has.
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The Kitten

Jenna

Killian’s vicious glares and cold rejections are starting to get to me. For a while, I thought I could handle them, but after two weeks—not a single touch or even a small taste of his dominance, two play nights cancelled—I can’t ignore the growing chasm in my heart. The aching need to feel, hear, or simply see him.

I start blatantly asking him for hugs. I always know the answer, even before he aims his cold glare at me, yet I can’t stop. I’m desperate. And the constant rejections only deepen my desperation.

To make everything worse, it’s dawned on me that there are only two and a half months until the competition. Ten weeks until my time here is up. I don’t know what exactly I’ve been hoping for, but I’ve been imagining that this would all somehow end well. That they would want to keep me. But I’m slowly realizing that’s never going to happen. Whatever progress I had made with Killian has crashed and burned, and Ian is never going to choose me over his son—I wouldn’t want him to. So I start resigning myself to the idea of moving out, secretly looking at flat listings and job opportunities online. I even apply for a couple of jobs. 

As the realization sinks in, I start to draw away from Ian. If I don’t do that, it will only hurt too much in the end. But I’m not sure the logic holds tight, because every time I pull away from him, the hurt in my chest claws deeper. 

“Jenna, what’s going on with you?” he asks one day when I pull away as he sits beside me and tries to pull me close.

“Nothing,” I mutter.

He draws a heavy sigh that makes the guilt in my chest squeeze tighter. “It’s not nothing. You’ve been doing this for over a week, and it’s only getting worse. I thought it had something to do with Killian and that you just needed some space, but that’s not it, is it?”

“I just…” I lift my gaze from my book. Seeing his concern etched deep into his expression makes me want to spill everything, all my fears and worries and the loneliness that has resurfaced and become a constant companion. But when I remember his silence when I told him not to make any promises he couldn’t keep, I can’t get any words out. I can’t bear to get that same reaction again.

“Just what?” He reaches out to stroke my cheek, but I break the connection. His touch creates a deep burn—a painful longing for more. A painful reminder that I’m going to lose it all. I just can’t take it.

“I just need to be alone,” I say, shooting up from the couch and backing away. I clutch my book in my arms as if it could shield me from all the hurt that seems to be barreling straight for me—all the hurt he’s going to cause, whether he wants it or not.

He gets up as well, reaching for me. “Jenna, please, just talk to me.”

Shaking my head, I back up another step. My throat is already closing up, and I’m afraid the tears burning behind my eyes will burst free if I try to speak.

Ian stops, and a stern expression settles over his features. His gaze sharpens on me. He’s going into dominant mode. “Jenna,” he warns in that tone that usually spurs my instinctive obedience. But all it does now is trigger my flight instinct—the need to protect myself. 

I rush out of the patio door, down the steps, and barefoot onto the lawn. On my way to the secluded nook beneath the tall trees, I glance back. Ian is just standing there, watching me go, expression hard. I think he’s angry, but there seems to be more behind his tight expression. Disappointment? Worry? Sadness? I don’t know; I don’t look long enough to decipher it. 

Part of me is relieved to see that he’s not following, but another part aches with the feeling that he’s letting me go—that he, too, is preparing for the split.

I huddle against a big trunk, out of sight from the house, hidden by the big rose bushes adorning the center of the garden. I sit there for a long while, just shaking, hoping Ian will come find me, hoping he won’t.

I wonder if he let me go because I disobeyed. It’s the first time his steady dominance has scared me and made me run away. It makes me feel so damn guilty. I think it got to him as well. That strange look in his eyes when I turned to look after him is stuck in my brain like a bad omen. 

I want to fix things even though I know I can’t. An apology would only be a temporary fix. The wound runs far deeper than that single incident. Yet I keep considering going back to him—or running away altogether. But where would I go? And what would happen if I went back and apologized? Would he punish me? Part of me wants him to be mad and let me feel the consequence, but I also don’t think I could take it. I’m too wrought, too lost. 

So I just sit here. Stuck. Alone. Nowhere to go.

Story of my life.

I hate the self-pity, but at this moment, I have no idea how to break out of it. The weight of it all just keeps bearing down on me, squeezing tighter and tighter until I can barely breathe. I’ve just started hyperventilating when I hear a tiny mewl.

The sound breaks me out of the building panic as I turn my head and listen for one more mewl.

And there it is again, small and raspy, coming from the rose bushes.

On my hands and knees, I crawl toward them. The mewling sharpens as I approach. Stopping in front of the thicket, I peer through the thorny, tangled twigs. I can’t see anything in there, so I carefully push some branches aside, trying to push deeper, toward the sound, which now comes at steady intervals.

“Ouch,” I murmur when a thorn snags the edge of my cardigan and scrapes against my wrist. But I stay put when I see it. A small black kitten, no bigger than my hand, with a splash of white under its chin and around its nose. It’s caught between the twigs, paws scraping against the ground as it tries to pull free. Its tiny body wobbles with exhaustion, and each cry sounds more desperate than the last.

“Oh no.” My heart clenches. I reach in farther, wincing as more thorns rake across my forearm.

Glancing behind me, I scan for something to help pry the branches apart. A stick, a broom, a tool. But the garden is pristine. No stray tools or broken-off branches. The gardening equipment must be locked away in the shed. I hesitate. I could run inside and ask Ian for help, but I’m afraid the kitten will be gone by the time I return, or worse, hurt itself more while trying to escape.

“I’ll get you out of there,” I promise, crawling closer. The kitten stills, its meowing louder now, almost panicked.

I reach both arms all the way in, carefully parting the thicket, whispering soft reassurances as I go. The thorns bite into my skin, but I barely notice. All I see is the tiny creature staring at me with wide, glassy eyes.

“You’re okay,” I murmur, as much to soothe myself as the kitten. “I’m right here.”

Pulling my sleeve over my hand, I manage to pry the thorny branches out of its fur and lift it. 

“I’ve got you,” I say as I cradle the kitten in my hands. 

Backing out is a hassle, and I scratch my hands and arms further as I focus on protecting the little creature that’s trembling in my hands.

By the time I make it into the house, my cardigan is full of thorns, my hands are covered in scratches and crusted blood, but the kitten is safe—shivering, but safe. I close the patio door behind me with my foot and hurry into the kitchen, trying to be quiet.

Keeping the kitten cradled in my hand, I pour milk into a small bowl and sink to the floor. Gently, I set the kitten down beside the bowl, trying to get it to drink, but it barely even moves when I try to guide its nose toward the milk.

I lift the kitten again, nestling it close to my body to provide some warmth. Then I reach for a teaspoon in the top drawer, scoop up a little milk, and hold it to the kitten. Still, nothing.

My heart clenches. “Come on,” I whisper, setting the spoon down and dipping a finger into the milk. I lift it to the kitten’s mouth, and finally, it licks. Just a little, but it’s something. I dip again and bring my finger back up. The kitten licks again. Relief washes over me as I repeat several times. 

“You’ll be okay,” I whisper.

When the clicking of hard soles announces Killian—he’s the only one wearing shoes inside—I pull my cardigan over the kitten and gently wrap my other arm over it to make it look like I’m simply crossing my arms. 

Every muscle in my body tenses when Killian appears, rounding the kitchen island.

Instead of ignoring me as has become his new custom, he scoffs at the sight of me, pausing to take in the whole mess. “What the fuck are you doing? You look like you’ve been digging for worms.” His eyes trail down to my scratched-up hand. “Or tried to wrestle one from an angry bird.”

I’m not sure where the courage comes from; I’m just so sick of him. Feeling recklessly bold—or maybe protective—I blurt, “Fuck off.” 

Cocking a brow, he saunters over to me and glances between the milk and the bulge under my cardigan. “What the hell are you up to?”

“None of your business.” I pull the fabric tighter and turn away when he leans down. But Killian grabs the hem and pulls the fabric out of my hand. 

“A kitten?” he says with incredulity. “Where the hell did you get a kitten?”

“Go away,” I tell him, covering the kitten with my free hand, protecting it from him.

Instead of leaving, he crouches in front of me. Grabbing my wrist, he lifts my hand to get a better look. I try to pull free, but he tightens his grip. For a moment, he just stares at the huddling creature, almost curious. But then his face hardens. He lifts his gaze to me and releases my hand. “You’d better get that thing out of here. Dad’s gonna be pissed when he finds out.”

At that same moment, Ian walks in. “Why would I be pissed?”

Killian gets up, crosses his arms over his chest, and aims a castigating look at me.

I cover the kitten again when Ian rounds the kitchen island to see what’s going on.

“I’m sorry,” I say. “I found it in the garden. It was stuck in the rose bushes and didn’t look well. It’s hungry.”

I tense up when Ian crouches beside me and lifts my hand. Unlike Killian, he’s gentle and places my hand in my lap instead of taking it in a punishing grip. His hands look even bigger than usual when he reaches down to scratch the kitten on top of its head.

“Have you gotten it to drink anything?”

“A little, but only from my finger. It’s too weak to drink from a bowl, and it wouldn’t touch it when I tried a teaspoon.”

“Wait here. I have an idea.” Ian gets up and leaves me alone with a scowling Killian.

“Pissed... right.” I cast him an incredulous look, then add under my breath, “You’re just pissed you’re not getting your way.”

He doesn’t say anything, just keeps watching. It’s unnerving the way he stares me down, but I ignore him, dipping my finger into the milk again and bringing it to the kitten’s mouth. It eagerly laps at my finger, and I smile despite the menacing man trying to ruin the moment.

A few minutes later, Ian returns to sit at my side and hands me a small, needle-less syringe. “Try this.”

I fill the syringe with milk and bring it to the kitten’s mouth.

“Not too fast, just one drop at a time,” Ian instructs.

I gently press the plunger, releasing one drop at a time, and the kitten eagerly laps up the milk. “It works,” I say and glance at Ian, a bright smile tipping up my lips.

“Good job,” he says with a warm tone that calms my heart. Turning his attention to Killian, who’s still watching with an irritated scowl etched between his brows, he asks, “Can you go to the pet store and see if you can find a feeding bottle?” 

Killian finally breaks free from his cross-armed stance, but only to hold his hands up in dismissal. “I’m not getting involved in this shit.” With that, he turns and leaves.

Ian sighs and gives the kitten another scratch. “He used to love animals.”

I don’t respond; I don’t know how. The unresolved tension lingers between us.

Letting his hand drift from the kitten to my hand, he carefully touches the scratches. “You need to take care of your hands, Jenna. Why didn’t you come get me?”

I lift my shoulders. “I was afraid it would be too long—that the kitten would be gone when I came back.” Saying it out loud, I realize how stupid it sounds now. The kitten was stuck, unable to go anywhere. I sigh when Ian frowns. “I just needed to get it out, okay? It was hurt. And scared.”

Ian brushes his knuckles over my cheek. “You really are a sweet little one. But I want you to take care of yourself. If your hands were hurt worse, it might have put a pin in the competition.”

A bitter sense of betrayal twists my stomach. “That’s all you care about,” I mutter under my breath, lowering my head, sinking into my own little bubble with the kitten.

Ian grabs my chin and levels me with a stern look. “That’s not true at all.”

I’m not sure where my anger comes from. A residue from when Killian was here? Or maybe it’s because I know Ian’s desire to take care of me has an expiration date on it that’s closing in fast. All the old hurt and insecurities rush to the surface, making me accuse, “Isn’t it? It’s all you’ve ever cared about—getting Killian to win every single competition. You ruined my life to make sure he kept winning.”

Something terrifying flashes across his face. His eyes darken, and his jaw tics with an anger I’ve never before seen on him. It makes me flinch, thinking he’s going to slap me. But then he leans in and pulls my head to his chest. 

“I did,” he says, cradling me with that aching protectiveness that makes me want to forget about everything that is and was and just melt into him. But I remain stiff as his admission and the memory of the consequence remain stuck in my mind. He holds me like that for a minute, and it’s only because I don’t want to scare the kitten that I don’t try to pull away.

Finally, he releases me and leans away to watch me, but I aim my attention down at the fluffy creature as he speaks, refusing to keep accepting what he did—the blackmail and manipulation, five years ago, five months ago.

“I can’t undo what I did back then,” he finally says. A well of soft emotion is about to make me turn my wide eyes up at him, but then he adds, “I also can’t say I regret it.”

Hurt bears down on my chest. A weight so violent it threatens to crush all the trust and intimacy we’ve built. But once again, he turns it around with only a few words.

“Because then we wouldn’t be where we are now.” 

I tighten my hold on the syringe, tears springing to my eyes. I want to face him and let his sincerity pull me in. I want to forgive him for everything and let go of all the hurt and anger. But I can’t. I can’t let myself be that weak and fall for his sweet words yet again. There’s no way of knowing whether he truly means them. Because Ian would do anything for Killian. Manipulate and break me. How do I know that’s not what he’s doing once again?

“You’re just saying that to manipulate me.”

“No,” he says with urgency. He grabs my head between his hands. “No more manipulation. I want you, Jenna. With Killian and me. Or just with me if he doesn’t want to be part of it. Not just because of the competition. Because of this.” He nods down at the kitten. “Your beautiful, caring, vulnerable soul. Because you’d rather hurt yourself than risk a defenseless kitten getting lost. Because of your honest and open submission. Because of your deep, inherent strength.”

“I’m not strong,” I say, shutting my eyes as a tear spills over. 

“Oh yes, you are. Maybe not in a conventional way, but in the way that counts. You took a chance and came here to pursue your dreams, even knowing the risks.”

“I had no choice.”

“Yes, you did. You could have easily returned to your life—continued waitressing and become a paralegal.”

“My boss was about to fire me. I had no choice,” I insist.

“Don’t sell yourself short. You know as well as I do that he would have kept you on if you dropped the piano and refocused your energy on your job. You didn’t agree to this arrangement because you didn’t have a choice.”

Shame washing over me, I squeeze my eyes shut. He’s right. I chose this. “I hate myself for that,” I say in a bitter voice.

Ian gives my head a shake. “Look at me.”

I peel my eyes open at his urgent tone.

“Don’t ever say that again.”

More tears spill over, trailing down my cheeks. “I just came straight back, to the men who ruined my life, to be humiliated and treated as property. Who does that?”

“Someone who wants more. Someone who has the courage to risk everything to get it. You wanted more out of life—to feel and to experience beauty. Music. Dominance and submission. You knew you could get all that here.”

“Yeah, at the risk of being destroyed.”

“Exactly. That’s what makes you so strong. Strength doesn’t come from following the easy path. Strength comes from the willingness to take risks and face danger. You risked it all.”

My chest shakes with a long exhale. I never saw it that way, but as I soak up the certainty in Ian’s expression—maybe even admiration—things start to shift. The kernel of confidence he has already planted in me and watered repeatedly finally starts to take root. It doesn’t fix the uncertainty of my situation or the hurt of Killian’s constant rejections, but it allows me to lean into the moment and Ian’s strength and hope that somehow he’ll find a way for us to be together.

“Good girl,” Ian says with a warm smile, sensing that I’m finally taking his words to heart. “Now, give me the kitten and let me help you up.”

I gingerly transfer the now sleeping kitten to his hand. It looks so fragile in his big, veiny paw. But safe too. As he takes my hand in the other and helps me up, I remember that’s exactly how I feel with him too. Fragile, but safe. It’s not a new feeling, but at this moment, it feels more real than it ever has before. For the first time, I truly, deep down, believe that he wants me.

***

Ian tends to my cut hands, cleaning and bandaging them, then spends the rest of the day helping me take care of the kitten. He takes us to the vet and the pet store, then clears a corner in the living room for a cat bed and a scratching post. Finally, he orders pizza, which we eat on the couch while we watch one of my favorite rom-coms.

We don’t talk about much besides the kitten—what to call it, how to take care of it, and how it reminds me of Nan’s cats. A heavy somberness lingers between us. Things that should be said and addressed. But neither of us is willing to go there, knowing it might burst the flimsy bubble of closeness and connection we’ve sunk into.

When we’re lying in his bed at night, the kitten—which I decided to name Ginny after one of Nan’s cats—asleep in the living room, the silence stretches heavy between us. We just lie there for a long while, me with my head on Ian’s chest, him holding me tight and stroking my arm, neither of us sleeping. I want to apologize for running off earlier, and I want to tell him all the things I’ve been bottling up lately, but I don’t have it in me to face all those heavy emotions right now, so I ask about something safe instead.

“Do you ever miss playing concerts?” 

Ian stops stroking me, resting his hand on my arm. “Not really. I’m quite satisfied with my life as it is. I play all I want here, and I perform a few concerts a year. That’s enough.” 

“But weren’t you touring all the time when Killian was little?”

“I was.” He pauses. His voice is raw with guilt when he continues. “I had to get away from his mom.”

Suddenly, that somberness is back, but this time, it’s easier to bear since it doesn’t seem to hang between us, rather around us—in a past that’s not relevant to our future. I stroke gentle circles on his chest, hoping I can lend him some of the same comfort he always gives me. “Why?”

He draws a long sigh, full of years of hurt and regret. “I was selfish. I couldn’t stand seeing how infatuated she was with the bottle—seeing her choose it over me.” The darkness of the room seems to open up for an honesty I hadn’t expected. “I fled,” Ian admits with aching sincerity. “I was a coward. I refused to acknowledge that I wasn’t the only one she had pushed aside in favor of the bottle. And Killian got to pay for that. I’ve been trying to make up for it ever since. Stopping touring was the easiest decision I ever made. But I don’t think anything I did truly made up for it. The damage had been done.”

His hand tightens around my arm, the grip full of hurt. I keep stroking him, leaning into him, knowing there’s nothing I can say to make it better. All I can do is be here for him.

After a while, when the worst of his tension starts to drain, I ask, “Was there a time when you loved her?”

He shakes his head. “I tried. I really did. But the truth is that I only married her because she got pregnant with Killian.” He props his head on his elbow, watching me through the darkness with an earnestness that nearly steals my breath. “I’ve only ever loved one woman.” His gaze drifts down to my mouth and back, and his lips part and close as if he’s about to say something. 

I can barely breathe when he leans over me and turns on the bedside lamp. His gaze is even starker in the soft light as he once again leans over me and speaks with a grave seriousness that goes straight to my heart.

“Jenna, I want you in my life. After the competition. I’m not sure how it’s going to work. I can’t let you stay here if Killian is not comfortable with it. He’s my son. I have to do what’s right for him. But I’m not letting you go. I promise you that. And this is not an empty promise I can’t keep. If you’ll have me, I’m staying.”

Tears spring to my eyes, sudden and overwhelming. I can’t believe what he’s saying. I bring my bandaged hand to my eyes, but Ian gently nudges it away and brushes his own fingers across my cheeks to catch the tears that are already spilling.

“Don’t say things you don’t mean.” A stab of pain spears my chest at the memory of his response the last time I said something similar.

“I mean it, Jenna. You’re the best thing that has happened to me in years. Killian and you—not just him—are what matters most to me. I’ll find a way to make room for you both. I promise that. I won’t let Killian get between us. He’s my son, but he’s also a grown man. He’ll have to find a way to deal with it.”

My eyes fall shut. I can’t believe what I’m hearing. He’s putting me first. For the first time, I’m what truly matters to another person. And not just anyone, but this caring, powerful, amazing man. My chest swells with emotion, more tears pebbling from my closed eyes.

Leaning in, Ian presses his lips to my cheeks, kissing away the tears, wrapping me in tender care. His hand slips into my hair, curving around my nape, tender yet firm. Bringing his lips close to mine, he hovers a breath away. “I’m done waiting,” he whispers, his exhale tickling my skin, his words swooshing through me with anticipation.

I open my eyes, falling captive to the claim of his gaze. “For what?”
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The Innocence

Ian

“This,” I say, crawling on top of Jenna and slipping a hand between her legs.

Her eyes go wide when I push a finger inside her pussy. “Are you…”

“I’m taking your virginity.”

Surprise, nervousness, and anticipation flit across her face, tightening her lips, making them part, knitting her brow, then softening her gaze.

“I’m done waiting,” I growl, adding another finger, easily slipping deep inside as her opening grows more slick by the second. “You belong to me, Jenna. Through and through. I want you to feel it.” I pull out, then slam back inside, drawing a choked yelp from her.

“You might have had a dick inside here before.” I pump hard a few more times. “But you haven’t truly been fucked, have you?”

She makes a quick shake of her head.

“I’m going to be the first man who shows you what it truly means to be fucked.” 

Her brows tighten as I keep finger-fucking her, hard.

“I’m gonna show you what true pleasure is.” Saying those words, seeing her pained expression, I realize something. This is her first time. It’s a chance to correct all the wrongs I’ve done by giving her a good first experience, not fueled by manipulation or coercion. Just pure, unadulterated desire. “I’m gonna make you feel good, Jenna,” I say, slowing down, stroking her walls gently but deeply, crooking my fingers to hit that spot she’s probably never felt.

Her reaction is immediate, mouth dropping open, stunned pleasure widening her eyes. “Ian,” she moans, bucking her hips up.

“Yes, my sweet Jenna. This is how it’s supposed to feel.” I keep stroking her, just in the right spot, and she starts jerking and stuttering, trying to speak, but unable to form or find the words. Her head drops back, chest bucking up, pleasure overtaking her and drawing her tight.

“T-too much,” she stutters, clawing at the sheets, reaching for my arm to slow me down.

I relieve some of the pressure on her G-spot, just stroking slowly, scissoring my fingers a little to really make her feel the movement inside her. 

She softens into the mattress, breath coming calmer, the pleasure rolling more naturally through her.

I smile. “Feels good, doesn’t it?”

Her eyes brighten, pure joy radiating from her. “Yes,” she gasps, “so good.”

I take my cock in my other hand, stroking slowly. It’s already getting hard, just from seeing her pleasure. I don’t need to hurt or humiliate her to enjoy her. Her pure desire is more than enough. “Would you like something bigger in here?” I ask.

“Yes, please, Ian. Please take me. Please.”

“So pretty.” I hum, continuing the slow strokes, drawing out. I might not need my sadism, but I do want to dominate her—and I know she desires the same. Releasing my cock, I lean in to kiss her, softly and sweetly.

“Ian, please,” she begs when I pause to simply breathe her in.

“Shh. You’ve waited five months, you can wait five more minutes,” I say against her lips, then sink back in, twirling my tongue with hers, tasting her sweet honey flavor. She’s so innocent. She even tastes pure as she melts beneath me, letting go and letting me take control. At that moment, I realize I don’t need her to be untouched to be innocent. Jenna will always be innocent, no matter how much I—we—fuck and tarnish her. It’s embedded so deep inside her that instead of becoming hardened and jaded from all the depravities, she softens and opens up.

“Spread your legs,” I whisper, crawling between them.

She instantly obeys.

“Good girl.” I press another soft kiss to her lips, then plant a hand on the mattress and push my hips up, positioning my cock against her opening.

“Ah,” she moans the moment I slip between her folds. This time, instead of hovering like I’ve done before, I sink inside. One long, slow push.

“You feel so good, my sweet little girl.”

“Ah,” she moans repeatedly, the sound growing longer each time, her back arching more and more. When I sink all the way into the hilt, she pants loudly, and the moans turn into, “Ian. Ian. Please. Ian.”

It’s the sweetest sound I’ve ever heard. I want to draw out and bask in the sensation, but just being inside her is torture. My cock is throbbing and aching, begging me to rut her like an animal. But I don’t let it control me. This is for Jenna. So I slowly pull out, slowly slip back inside. But even that is almost too much, nearly sending me over the edge. 

“What about a condom?” she suddenly erupts, tensing.

“Shh, I had a vasectomy years ago. It’s one of the most reliable forms of contraception.”

She softens beneath me with a relieved sigh. “Good, I don’t think I could bear it if you pulled out.” Her eyes go wide, remembering my sadistic streak. “Please don’t pull out.”

I press a soft kiss to her lips. “I won’t. But I don’t think I can hold for long.”

She rolls her hips against me, greedily taking, panting harder with each deepening of our connection. A smile glitters in her eyes. “Me either.” 

“Are you ready to go a little faster?”

She nods eagerly, clawing at the pillow.

“Hold onto my neck,” I instruct.

She eagerly obeys, clinging to me, lifting herself up to dip her head into the crook of my neck, inhaling deeply. Then she falls back, aiming those bright green eyes at me, full of so much honesty and vulnerability.

“You’re the prettiest creature I’ve ever seen,” I say, drawing back. Just before she can respond, I push back in with a force that makes her gasp. I repeat, taking her faster and deeper, but not making it hurt. One day, I’m going to punish her with my cock, and she’ll scream and moan through the storm of pleasure and pain, but right now, I only want her pleasure and all that pure sweetness.

I had expected that it would be hard to make her come like this, but her inner walls are already contracting around me, her legs tightening and twitching the way they always do when she’s right on the edge. Her eyes glaze over, blinking and opening, trying to focus on me even as pleasure is about to take her for a spin.

I tilt my hips, just a little, making my pelvis rub against her clit. And that small movement sets the storm rolling. Her head drops back, her nails dig into my skin. The sensation, the vision, hurls me over. I growl with feral desire, pulling her tight into me as I pick up pace, fucking her firm and fast as I shoot my cum inside her.

“Fuck, Jenna,” I groan, everything tightening and contracting inside me, pleasure bursting in every little nerve. Now I know what she means when she says too much. It’s too goddamn much pleasure, yet I keep moving, spasming from the overload, addicted to her sweet body—her wet little pussy that keeps clenching around me until we both collapse.

Silence descends, only now calm and gentle, wrapping us in a cocoon. Our panting breaths dance against each other—a fast staccato rhythm that melts into a long, slow ritardando. Like a violin and a bass falling into the same phrase.

“Was it good?” she asks shyly, her voice a soft lilt that gently eases into the night like the warm notes of a clarinet.

“Was it good?” I echo with a chuckle, propping myself up on my elbow. “It was the best damn sex I’ve ever had.”

She lights up like a little girl on Christmas Eve. “Really?”

“Yes, Jenna. You’re the best damn fuck I’ve ever had.” I gently wrap my hand around her throat and kiss her. “And I plan to fuck you many, many more times.” I tighten my grip a little. “But don’t expect every time to be this gentle.”

“I wouldn’t want it to.” She sighs, leaning her head back, opening up for my possessive grip.

“Such a good girl.” I dip in for another kiss, smiling at her little moans. I’m already getting hard again at the feeling of her body softening beneath me. But I don’t want to blur the memory of our first time together by a more brutal one, so I ease back to lie beside her, pulling her close and enjoying the feeling of her little body wrapping around mine as she lays her head on my chest and drapes a leg over mine.

After a few minutes of peaceful silence, she asks, “How come you got a vasectomy?”

I stroke her hair gently. “When Killian became old enough to stay home alone, I started going out to see women. No dates, just play. I had a lot of sex with a lot of different women, never playing too much or too long with the same one since I didn’t want to give the wrong impression. And I most certainly didn’t want a kid with any of them—not for my sake or Killian’s. So I decided the best way to make sure that didn’t happen was to get a vasectomy.”

“Do you ever regret it?” she asks. There’s no disappointment in her voice, yet I wonder if this will become an issue for us given her age.

I don’t want to ask right now, but I need to know. “Do you want kids?”

She shrugs. “I don’t think so. I mean, I’m only twenty-one, so I guess it’s hard to say for sure, but I’ve never felt the urge. I’ve always imagined myself ending up like a cat lady.” She says the last part with a bounce like it’s a good thing. “Ten cats, all strays I’ve rescued.”

I chuckle. “Ten cats. I’m afraid I have to draw a line there. One more. Maybe three total—absolutely no more than three.”

“Don’t I get to decide that for myself? I mean, when I move out.”

I grab her jaw. “Oh no, young lady. No matter what happens—if you stay here or get your own place—you’ll still be mine. I plan on spending a lot of time with you no matter where you live.”

She makes a resigned bob of her head. “Okay, three cats. I can live with that.”

“I’m serious, Jenna. I want to be with you, for as long as you want me. I hope that will be a very long time. I can’t give you kids, and I’m not sure I can live with you—not right now. That depends on Killian. But I want you to be mine. My girlfriend, my sub. Mine. Do you understand?”

Her expression sobers, lips trembling a little as she struggles to find the words. “Girlfriend?”

“Yes, girlfriend. No more manipulation or coercion. I’m not saying we’ll be equals—at least not in the usual sense. I’ll still be your Dominant, the one who has the final say. Is that okay with you?”

She licks her lips and swallows. “I’d like that. Very much.”

“I’m glad to hear that, because I don’t know what I’d do if you said no.”

Sincerity fills her gaze as she presses a hand to my cheek. “I’m yours, Ian. I don’t care about kids and marriage and all that normal stuff. All I’ve ever wanted was to play. The piano, cats, and now you.” Her eyes drift off to the side, sorrow drawing her brow tight for a moment.

“And Killian,” I say softly, giving voice to her unspoken thought.

She nods, the sorrow deepening with the admission.

“Don’t give up on him yet. He’s made more progress during the time you’ve been here than he has in the last ten years. You’re doing that. I still believe he can come around.”

Burrowing into me, she whispers, “I really hope so.”

“Me too,” I say, kissing the top of her head. “Me too.”
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The Gentle Pull

Killian

I hate the kitten. I fucking hate it. 

I can’t believe Dad let her keep it. It’s everywhere. Toys are strewn all over the living room, cat food on the kitchen floor, clumps of black fur sticking to the furniture.

Even upstairs, on my turf, I can’t escape it. It comes up here all the time even though I keep telling Jenna to keep it the fuck away. I hear its little paws bouncing on the floor, and then footsteps come rushing up the stairs, followed by Jenna’s innocent fucking voice, sweetly telling the cat that it can’t be here. I want to grab her and spank her every fucking time, but at the same time, I don’t want anything to do with her. So I keep the door shut.

But there’s no escaping the little princess and her new pet. They always seem to be there when I go downstairs, and it bugs the hell out of me to hear Jenna cooing at the kitten, talking to it like it fucking understands her, and carrying it around all the time. It’s pathetic. All wrong. She should be the pet on the floor.

What’s even worse is that the cat somehow seems to have given Jenna more courage, making her talk back to me.

“Get the kitten the hell off of me,” I demand when I go into the kitchen and it jumps up my leg, piercing my expensive pants with its sharp claws.

“Ginny just wants to play,” she says with an unapologetic lilt.

I peel the kitten off and set it on the floor. “Well, I don’t want to fucking play.”

“Why not? You used to love animals. Remember the bird we nursed ba—”

“Don’t fucking mention that bird,” I snap, seething at the memory—hating that she would bring it up. I want to forget everything from that time. If she says one more word about it, I’m going to do something that will make her regret it dearly.

Jenna picks the cat up from the floor and lowers her head toward it. “Don’t mind him. He’s just jealous that he’s not the one getting all the attention.”

“Fuck off.” I slam the fridge door so hard it jumps back open, then stomp off.

I don’t know why that comment gets to me like that. I’m fuming and unable to focus for the next hour. I end up in my gym, going so fast on the treadmill I can barely breathe, then going at the punching bag without protection.

“Fuck,” I growl when I hit the bag so hard my fist leaves a smear of blood. But I keep going, punching until my knuckles are raw and bleeding. It’s only then that I can finally breathe through the constriction in my chest.

Panting, I go to my room and drop into my recliner, scrolling mindlessly through YouTube shorts. I’ve barely been there ten minutes before the door, which I had forgotten to shut, creaks.

“Fucking cat,” I mutter and reach out to shut the door, but the kitten has already squeezed through the crack, sauntering into my room like it has every fucking right to be here. It’s as naive and gullible as Jenna, trusting the wrong people. Meowing, it rubs its head on my leg, thinking I’m its friend.

“Get out,” I say, ignoring it. But the cat has the nerve to jump onto my lap and push at my phone. Repeatedly.

I grab it with one hand and lift it off, setting it on the floor, but it just jumps back up, pushing at my phone, rubbing its head on my arm, and swinging its tail in front of the screen. I set it down three more times, but the kitten is stubborn. I’m about to grab it and throw it out the door when it jumps up a fourth time and crawls onto my bare chest. It meows as it watches me with big green eyes, wide and eager, just like Jenna’s. 

Those eyes get to me. I can’t resist the urge to scratch it behind the ear. “You’re just like her,” I say, both fucking annoyed and… something else. The kitten eagerly leans into my touch, and I wonder if Jenna would have done the same if I had given her one of those hugs she begged me for before she found the kitten. 

The kitten sweeps its tail along my skin, brushing back and forth, and it makes me wonder if Jenna’s hair would feel as soft if she were to lay her head on my chest.

For a moment, I imagine it’s her head I’m petting, and I let out a soft hum.

Realizing where I’m going, I pull my hand from the cat and growl, “Out!”

It jumps to the floor and scurries out the door, pushing it wide open as it goes.

I stare after it, and a tightening sensation wraps around my chest as I remember that Jenna will be leaving as well in two months.

Good, then this house will finally be quiet again.

I cling to that thought, and the tightness keeps clinging to my chest.
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The Fight

Jenna

One day when I’m on my way to the living room in search of Ginny, I hear Killian and Ian talking upstairs on the landing. Compelled by an urge to hear what they’re saying when I’m not there, I pause.

“What happened to your hands?” Ian asks.

“Nothing.”

“Can I see?”

“Stay the fuck away from me,” Killian growls. 

I can’t see them from my hiding spot down here, but Ian’s weariness is clear in his long sigh. “We’re gonna have to end up cancelling the competition at the rate you’re both going, hurting your hands.”

“Whatever,” Killian just says, surprising me. I thought winning was all he cared about, but on second thought, it does seem he has stopped caring altogether these days.

“You don’t want to do it anymore?” Ian asks, surprisingly patient in the face of Killian’s sour attitude.

“I don’t know,” Killian snaps. “Do you?” 

Ian sounds taken aback. “Of course I think you should do it. But only if it’s what’s right—for both of you.”

“Sure, Jenna is all that matters now.” 

“That’s not what I meant, and you know it.”

“Do I?” Something slams against a surface. “She’s all that matters now. Her and that fucking cat. She can be your new little project—a new shelf of trophies. You would love that. Winning all over again. I don’t even know why I bother sticking around anymore. Maybe I should move out. Get out of your hair.”

“Enough,” Ian barks. “You know very well that’s not how it is, and if you turn on that brain that’s in there somewhere, you’ll know that I’m right. We both want you here. The only person who doesn’t want to be part of this is you. You’re the one who withdrew.”

“You just want her to yourself, you selfish bastard. That’s all you’ve wanted. Just admit it; you’re happy that I’m not part of it anymore.” 

“That’s not true, Killian. I miss you. She misses you. We both want you to be part of this dynamic. But you need to face your demons for this to work.”

“Fuck you!” Killian yells, and then a door slams so hard that the living room door rattles. I hurry through it, retreating to the couch where I pick up Ginny, who looks as shocked as me.

“Shh, everything’s okay,” I whisper into her fur. “He’s just a stupid idiot.”

When Ian comes downstairs a minute later, he goes straight to his office without even glancing my way. I barely see him the rest of the day. He only comes out to let me know that dinner will be delivered at seven, and he doesn’t come to bed until one in the morning.

“Are you okay?” I ask when he finally crawls beneath the comforter behind me. I haven’t been able to sleep, too worried about him and Killian—about everything.

When he doesn’t answer, I whisper, “I’m sorry I’m getting between you and Killian. Maybe it’s best that I move out and withdraw from the competition. I don’t want to cause a rift between the two of you.”

He moves closer, pulling me into his arms. “You’re not creating something that wasn’t already there. Killian has some issues he’s dealing with. Having you here has aggravated them.”

“I’m sorry,” I say.

Ian sighs. “I hope it’s a good thing in the end—that it will give him the push he needs to get out of that shell of his. But until we find out, I think it’s best that we keep to ourselves and Killian does the same. I’m not cancelling the competition unless he asks me to. He needs that win right now. The two of you barely even need to practice together anymore, so we’ll just ride this out until the competition. Who knows, maybe he’ll come back around. It’s almost two months.”

“Then what? If he doesn’t?”

Ian draws a long, deep sigh, the same weary one I heard when he was talking to Killian. With a hand on my shoulder, he rolls me to my back and props his head on his elbow. “I’ve found a flat for you. It’s just fifteen minutes from here. You can have Ginny there, and it has a pretty view of a park. I’ll come see you there and stay with you some nights. If you want, I’ll continue teaching you, or I can find you another piano teacher. It’s up to you. But I’m not going anywhere. Okay?”

I nod, a sense of hope easing the weight on my chest. But there’s also a tight sense of finality that won’t go away. “And Killian?” I ask.

“He’ll stay here and hopefully realize that he needs to start dealing with his issues.”

“Will I see him again? After the competition?” As much as I hate him, I need him as well. Our nights together have forged a strong bond between us. He might not recognize it, but I know that, deep down, he feels it too. All his bullying is just a mask for what he’s really feeling. I see it in the lingering looks, the almost jealous expressions when I’m petting Ginny, and the way his eyes filled with longing when I asked for a hug—just before his expression turned to stone.

“I don’t know. I wish I had an answer, but I don’t. For now, this will have to be enough.”

“Okay,” I say with resignation and sink into him. He presses a soft kiss to my temple and holds me like I’m the most precious thing in the world. I should be utterly grateful for getting to keep this wonderful, protective, dominant man in my life, yet I can’t ignore the cracks in my heart at the thought of Killian not being a part of that life. It’s like an amputation. Cutting out a vital part of myself.
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The Breaking

Jenna

I miss Killian with an ache that cuts deep into my heart. Time does nothing to alleviate it; on the contrary, it seems to aggravate it. But I might be partly to blame for that, because I can’t stay away from him. Ian keeps telling me to keep my distance, and I know that would be for the best, but I’m drawn to Killian like a moth to a flame. Every time I hear him come downstairs, my whole body aches with the desire to go to him. Sometimes, I manage to quell the urge, often I don’t. 

When I give in to the urge and go to the kitchen, I often try to get him talking. “How’s it going with the Rachmaninoff piece?” I’ll ask, or simply ask if he’s seen Ginny.

He always responds with some kind of cruel mockery or tells me to fuck off. I lap it all up like milk, taking whatever attention I can get from him. It physically hurts to be in the same room as him without touching—but I’ve learned over the last five months that I’m a masochist. So I keep trying to be near him, hurting myself over and over by constantly stepping close to the flame, needing just a small taste of Killian.

But even the verbal mockery and cruel stares fade. One afternoon, he doesn’t even react when I speak. He doesn’t even look at me.

Pain tightens around my chest to the point where I can barely breathe. Finally, I can’t take it anymore.

I step right up to him, feeling recklessly bold. Or maybe stupid, because Ian is away for the night to play a concert. There’s no one here to protect me. But I can’t help myself. “Why are you ignoring me?”

“Dad told me not to talk to you,” he says, not even sparing me a glance.

I gnash my teeth, knowing why Ian did that and knowing I should shut up and leave the room. But I need something—anything. Just a small taste. One look. I just stand there, watching as he goes about retrieving things from the fridge and cupboards, the ache around my heart expanding until every beat feels like it takes tremendous effort. 

“I miss you,” I finally blurt, unable to keep the words in any longer. And I keep going, even knowing how reckless it is. The desperate need is simply too sharp. “Please, Killian. Just give me something. A hug. A kiss. Anything. Just talk to me.”

“What the fuck would we talk about?” He still doesn’t turn to me as he pops a plate into the microwave and waits for the food to heat.

His rejection is a sharp spear through my already achy heart, but I push on anyway. “Everything. You hurting and humiliating me, then walking away. Not even wanting to play anymore. Refusing to acknowledge that we were once friends. The way you keep acting like you don’t care about me. But I know you—”

“I don’t,” he cuts me off, gripping the edges of the counter tight, eyes trained on the microwave. “I don’t fucking care about you. I never have.” He opens the microwave to check on the food.

I lower my voice as if speaking to a frightened animal, and that’s the way I’ve started seeing him. Gradually, after Ian told me about Killian’s issues, things have cleared until all I can see is that Killian’s coldness really is just a front—a way to hide a world of hurt. “I think you do.”

He slams the microwave door shut, then finally turns to me, a furious expression burning in his eyes. “I fucking don’t. Stop acting like you know me. You and Dad both. I’m sick of it.”

“Can we at least talk about what will happen after the competition?”

“What’s there to talk about?” He lets out a mocking laugh. “You didn’t think I would suddenly want you to be my sweetheart just because you got me a trophy, did you? You’re still just our dumb pet.”

He takes the food out of the microwave, grabs a fork, and walks past me. But my next words make him pause.

“Killian, I’m moving out. Ian has gotten me a flat.”

Slowly, he turns and says with malice, “He did what?”

I retreat a step. “What did you think was gonna happen? The time is up. I can’t be here anymore. Not when you’re like this.”

His fist curls and uncurls. “And then what? He’s just going to keep you there? His sweet little virgin? Fuck your ass and mouth once in a while when he sees fit?”

“I’m not a virgin anymore,” I whisper, and I know it’s a mistake the moment the words leave my mouth.

A furious thunderstorm flares alive in his eyes. Everything else goes still. His posture, time, and the very air around us. And then it breaks with a burst of fury. Killian slams the plate down, so hard it cracks in three. “He’s fucked your pussy?” he demands, pointing a threatening finger at me. He takes a step forward, and I take one more back. “So now what? He’s gonna keep you to himself? Without even telling me? Our toy.”

“No, he was gonna talk to you; he was just waiting for the right time. You seem so...” I back up further until I connect with the wall, and my breath flutters wildly through my nose as Killian keeps advancing, one slow step at a time.

“So what?” he demands, stopping right in front of me, staring me down with livid eyes that seem to hold a world of hurt.

“Angry,” I whisper.

Bracing one hand on the wall, he cages me in, then scoffs and looks to the side. When he meets my gaze again, I want to sink down the wall to escape the rage that seems to be seeping from his very pores. “You think I’m angry?”

I give a careful nod.

Wrapping his other hand around my throat, he leans in. “You think you know how I fucking feel?” When I don’t reply, he raises his voice to a rumbling demand. “Do you?”

“No, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to.” I’m scared now. Truly scared. I’ve grown comfortable around Killian, thinking his arrogant mockery is just a means to convince everyone, including himself, that he doesn’t feel anything for me. But now, I’m not so sure anymore. And the fact that Ian is not home keeps echoing through my mind. 

“Please let go of me, Killian.”

“Please, please, please,” he mocks. “Stop. No. It’s always the same with you. Pathetic little protests when all you want is to have something stuffed inside that wet cunt of yours.”

“Stop,” I whimper, unable to help myself.

He shoves a hand up under my skirt, pushes my panties aside, and shoves two fingers straight inside me. I let out a pained whimper, the motion scratching at my dry walls.

“Hmm, you’re not wet.”

“I don’t want this, Killian. Not when you’re like this.”

He takes his hand out and swats my cheek a couple of times. “Sure you do. Just give me a few minutes and you’ll be dripping all over.”

Keeping his grip on my throat tight, he steers me through the living room and into the hall.

“You don’t trust me, princess?” he says when I grab onto his hand, seeking some kind of purchase as I’m forced backward.

“What are you doing?” I ask in a choked voice when he pushes me into Ian’s bedroom and shoves me onto the bed.

He goes to the closets and opens the two left ones where Ian keeps his toys. “Seeing what kind of shit Dad has wasting away in here, too depraved for his innocent princess.”

“Just stop,” I implore, pushing up to sit. “You can’t do this. He hasn’t approved it.”

He pulls out a drawer, picks up a toy, throws it down, and does the same with another. “Well, I didn’t fucking approve that he could move you out and make you his own fuck doll, did I?” His voice goes deadly. “I didn’t fucking approve that he could fuck your pussy and not tell me about it.”

I glance between him and the door. If I’m quiet, maybe I can slip out before he notices. As carefully as I can, I scoot off the bed and tiptoe toward the hall. The moment I reach it, I set off into a run.

Only a few seconds pass before Killian gives chase, his feet pounding behind me. My lungs screech from the effort as I put in all my strength. Somehow, I just know that I need to get away—this won’t be like any of the other times if Killian gets to have his way with me. I have no idea where I’m going until I’m in the entryway, facing a choice between the living room, Killian’s upstairs domain, and the front door. I don’t have anywhere to go outside, but there’s also no place to hide here. I really only have one choice.

I rush to the front door, hearing Killian’s feet right behind me as I grab the handle. Locked.

“No,” I cry, grabbing the lock to turn it, but it’s already too late. Killian snatches me by the waist and throws me onto his shoulder. A dull gasp escapes me, the impact knocking the air from my lungs.

I keep protesting as he brings me back to Ian’s bedroom, but there’s nothing I can do. He’s too strong. I barely even manage any meaningful struggle when he sets me down on my knees. He just squeezes his thighs around my head, forcing me forward in an awkward position. I’m trapped. All I can do is shove and scratch at his thighs, but even that is useless. Within seconds, he has grabbed the restraints he needs and is behind me on the floor, snapping metal cuffs onto my wrists and ankles. Then he pushes me onto my stomach, pulls my legs up behind me, and snaps the two sets of cuffs together, bringing me into a hogtie.

“It hurts,” I whimper, the metal digging into my skin. I try to pull my legs farther up to relieve the pressure, but I can only hold it for a moment before the strain of the position requires me to slacken my muscles.

“That’s kind of the point,” Killian says, returning to the closet and the drawers he has pulled open.

“Has he used this on you?” He holds up a harness that looks like the one he put on my head when using the nose hook. Only, this one is pink. And it has something else attached. Long, wide pieces of leather, tapered and pointed to resemble… ears. I gasp at the realization.

“Has he?” Killian demands when I don’t respond. 

“No,” I exclaim with alarm.

“How about this one?” He holds up a pink butt plug that has a swirly silicone thing at the base. A pig tail.

Horror washes over me. I stop breathing for a moment, hoping it will somehow make him put the crude thing back in the drawer.

Killian lets out a cruel laugh. “I guess that’s a no.” He grabs a bottle of lube along with the two horrible items and crouches before me. “Apparently, Dad hasn’t shown you just how much he loves to humiliate women.”

“Just stop, Killian. Stop. I get your point. You own me, you can do whatever you want. He can’t stop you.”

“Nah, that’s not really the point I’m trying to make here.” He starts unbuckling the straps on the harness, getting ready to put it on me. “I’m simply giving you a little sample to let you know what you’re in for once he gets you all to himself.”

I go absolutely frantic when he moves the harness toward me, the ears flapping crudely. “Stop, Killian. Stop!” I scream. But he doesn’t listen. The straps go over my head, and Killian buckles them in place. But the worst part hasn’t even started yet.

Tears pool in my eyes when Killian picks up a short strap with a piece of U-formed metal, bent at the end. I instantly recognize the item. A nose hook. I still remember that night as if it were yesterday, coming downstairs with that thing inside my nose, unable to get it out, having to face Ian like that. I was devastated. Then Ian made me whole again—maybe even made me love it. But Ian is not here. He won’t be for hours.

“Stop,” I beg when Killian pushes the cold metal into my nose, but my voice is weak now. The tears spill over when he pulls the hook tight, stretching my nose upward, and attaches the strap to the top of the harness.

Killian grabs my chin to get a good look at me. I screw my eyes shut, even knowing it won’t make a difference. He’ll still see the ugly hook pulling at my nose and those pink ears sticking up from my forehead.

“And the princess turned into a piggy,” he mocks. “Open up,” he demands, shoving something round and rubbery against my mouth.

I instantly know what it is. Jerking my head to the side, I open my eyes to see a pink gag ball. Everything inside me coils tight. This is it. If he puts that thing in my mouth, there’ll be no salvaging the remnants of my dignity. I won’t be able to keep myself together through the rest of this ordeal. Losing my ability to speak—to protest—somehow seems more self-eradicating than anything else at this moment.

So I muster all the strength and urgency I can and aim my gaze at Killian. “If you do this, I will never forgive you. Never.”

He hesitates, seeing the truth in my eyes. Doubt flickers across his face. But it’s only for a second. Then the cold detachment is back. “Sure you will. You did the last time.” He pushes the ball against my teeth. “Open, little piggy. Open.”

I try to refuse, but my strength fades fast as the indignity of it all drags me down. He keeps pushing, demanding that I open, and finally I do. With a whimper of defeat, I shut my eyes and let my jaw fall open. 

The rubber ball slips between my teeth, bringing me one step deeper into the muck—one step further away from myself. I can’t take it. I want to draw in on myself and disappear, but it’s impossible to forget when Killian moves behind me, squirts lube between my ass cheeks, and pushes the plug against my narrow opening. 

It doesn’t matter how many times he has used me back there; there’s no getting used to it. And I guess that’s the point. Killian always makes sure to get as much humiliation as he can out of it. This time, it cuts deeper than any other time as the image of the pink tail keeps flashing through my brain and the hook keeps pulling at my nose.

Part of me wishes I could relax so he could just get it over with. But despite my many efforts at breathing deeply and loosening my muscles, there’s no way to ease the strain of the humiliation. It seems to take forever for Killian to get the plug in place. Because making me enjoy it is part of the humiliation. Instead of making me hurt and forcing it past my tense muscles, Killian takes his time, prodding and massaging, igniting my sensitive nerve endings and sending heat rushing to my core.

I try to fight the pleasure, remembering the ugly ears, the hook, and the tail. But as my core comes alive, the images only seem to feed it. Killian has trained my body well, making it feed on humiliation. But my mind just can’t cope with it. Not this time. 

Shame I haven’t felt since that first time Killian came all over me bursts through me, sharp and destructive. It tears at the confidence I had finally rebuilt, and it shatters my stupid heart that has never stopped longing for the man who only wants to tear me down.

When the plug finally pops in place and Killian drags a finger through my pussy lips, the humiliation is crushing. I’m wet.

“See, the piggy likes it.”

The tears spill free, a sob tears from my throat.

“But something’s missing,” he says, rising tall above me. “Little piggies aren’t clean, are they?”

I start shaking my head, utter defeat setting in. I want to groan and whimper around the gag—sputter protests—but it would only drive the humiliation deeper, so I just weep.

“We’ll have to do something about that,” he says, and there’s the sound of a buckle and a zipper opening.

I squeeze my eyes harder as a wet, rhythmic, and all too familiar sound intrudes upon my senses. I bite down on the rubber ball, shaking my head continuously, hoping he’ll somehow stop, or that I’ll drift away. 

But neither happens. Killian’s breaths deepen, pleasured growls escaping him, his pace quickening. I’m shaking from the force of my tears now, feeling utterly broken when the first spurt of cum hits my back. The next goes in my ear, another ribbon on my face.

“All done. Now you’re a real piggie,” he says, almost proudly.

The clicking sound of a camera takes me straight back to that first night with Killian. The reeling realization that my dream had been crushed. His condescending tone when he threw me away like trash. Ian’s equally scornful gaze when I fled the house.

Crouching next to me, Killian grabs my hair. “Look. See what a little piggy you’ve become.”

Finally, I manage a whimper of protest, but it only makes drool spill down my chin.

“Look!” Killian demands, his booming voice a shock to my broken system. 

My eyes fly open, and I stare at the phone he holds in front of my face. There I am. Hog-tied on the floor, pink ears sticking up from my head, nose crudely distended, mouth stuffed with a pink gag ball, thick strings of cum coating my hair and face.

“See, a real little piggy.” He swipes to show me a picture taken from above, the pigtail sticking out of my ass. 

Something inside me breaks. The tears stop falling, and I slump in the painful restraints.

Killian releases me from the cuffs, arranging me on my side. But I don’t move a single muscle. I can’t. Not even when his footsteps echo his departure, leaving me alone. Because that loneliness is even worse than any other thing he’s done to me. That loneliness in the wake of the humiliation cuts so deep that I don’t know if I’ll ever come back from it.
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The Princess

Killian

Age sixteen

I slam the door to Dad’s black Mercedes, sinking into the passenger’s seat. “She won. She fucking won. How the fuck could that happen? Did she bribe the judges? Or did they fall for her big, bright smiles? That’s probably what happened. We should complain. Demand a redo with new judges.”

Dad waits patiently for me to stop my rant. “She’s good. That’s what happened. And choosing that piece instead of rehashing the same popular ones was brilliant. Another panel of judges would probably make the same decision.”

I slam my fist into the dashboard. “What the fuck are you saying?” 

“Easy now, Killian.” He holds a hand over mine, giving me that warning look he always levels me with when I’m about to lose my temper and wreak havoc. He looks like he’s going to rip my head off, but I know for a fact that he won’t. The one time I did tear up the living room, he simply stood there and watched. When I finally collapsed on the torn couch, he gave me that same look and said, are you done?

When I nodded, he added, then start cleaning up. I’ll send you the bill for the window and the couch. I felt shitty when my head cleared and I realized what I’d done. I hated myself. I still do whenever I think about it. Dad has given me everything, and that was how I repaid him. Seeing him walk out of that room with his back to me, disappointment hanging thick in the air, was more effective than any of the therapists he made me see. So I rein in the urge to destroy and wait for him to explain.

When he’s sure that I’ve calmed, he continues, “Her technique is almost as good as yours, and she plays with more heart. She’ll win again if we keep going like this. Not every time, but sometimes.”

“So, what do we do?”

He watches me with a grave expression, and silence stretches, building toward something serious. “Either we accept that she’s becoming your equal, or we get rid of the competition.”

“Get rid of it,” I say without hesitation.

Dad looks out the window, and I follow his gaze to see Jenna walk out of the building, beaming with joy, that annoying spring to her step making her big, glittery skirt sway. I don’t understand how she can always be so fucking happy. Her mother didn’t even show up—never does. She has no one. Her father never was around, and her nan, who used to come see her play, died years ago. It’s fucking annoying, is what it is. I want to wipe that ridiculous smile off her face once and for all.

“Do you remember our talk a couple of weeks ago? When you looked in the bag I had forgotten in the entryway?”

“Yeah,” I say hesitantly. I don’t know why I was compelled to open it. I usually don’t go through Dad’s stuff, but I hadn’t seen that long duffel bag before, and he usually doesn’t leave things lying around. I guess curiosity got the better of me. At first, I was horrified when I saw leather cuffs, canes, and what I learned to be nipple clamps and a gag ball. But when he explained and answered all my questions despite my derision, I became drawn to it and haven’t been able to stop thinking about it since. 

“Use some of those things on her and film it. But make her like it and ask for it. Then, once you have it all on video, show it to her and tell her to stop playing or you’ll release it. She won’t be able to refuse the deal or claim you abused her. After all, the video will clearly show she wanted it.”

“That’s sick,” I say, a smile unfurling over my lips.

“It’s the easiest and safest way to make sure you win.”

“But how the hell am I going to make her want it? There’s a rumor going around that she’s been with this guy from the class above ours, but even if she has, he’s a dud, and she acts like a prim little virgin. There’s no way she’ll agree to any of that.”

I watch Jenna as she passes the car, still smiling brightly. It’s fucking annoying.

“Did you notice how she looked when she found you in the audience—after winning?” Dad asks. “The way her disposition changed?” 

“What about it?”

“She feels bad. She knows she has your trophy. She’s in love with you. Has been for quite a few years.”

“The fuck she is.” I don’t know why I hate the idea so much. Maybe because I don’t want her pathetic pleaser vibes associated with me in any way.

Dad chuckles. “Oh yes, she is. Smitten like a kitten.”

I raise a brow at his stupid wording.

“Talk softly and treat her like a princess—like she’s the most precious, pretty thing you’ve ever seen—and she’ll be like putty in your hands. Then, once you’ve got her all soft and pliant, take out one toy at a time. The collar, the nipple clamps, maybe the gag, and a butt plug. She’ll let you do it all if you go about it the right way.”

I scoff. “Talk softly and treat her like a princess? That’s it?”

“Yes,” he says in all seriousness. “Can you do that?”

“Sure.” I have plenty of practice at deception from all the times I’ve had to get out of trouble as a kid. The number of times the teachers bought my innocent act is astounding. 

Dad leans over me and pushes the door open. “Then hurry. Go get her before she’s gone.”

I’m not sure how I’m going to convince her to come home with me as I call out to her. But when she turns and aims that sweet fucking smile at me, it all comes naturally. Talk softly and treat her like a princess. Jenna is the epitome of a princess. And I’m going to fucking tarnish her.
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The Regret

Killian

Taking two steps at a time, I run upstairs. A furious energy unlike any I’ve ever felt is pounding through me. That moment when Jenna told me she was leaving, something inside me snapped. And then she told me Dad had fucked her pussy. All I could see from that moment on was flashes of red and the need to punish. All the while, as I turned Jenna into a little piggy, I knew I should stop. I knew it when she kept protesting, sounding genuinely afraid, when she looked me dead in the eye and told me she would never forgive me, and when she started sobbing.

Yet I couldn’t stop. 

I go to town on my punching bag, so hard that my shirt rips under my arm and the sores on my knuckles start bleeding. I rip my shirt off, tearing the fabric further, and when that’s not enough to get it off, I grab the collar and pull, making buttons fly all over. Then I keep going at the heavy bag, over and over, until my muscles are aching and blood is dripping onto the floor.

“Fuck!” I shout when my strength runs out and I have to brace my hands on my knees, leaning forward to catch my breath.

My pulse keeps pounding while I take a shower, fury flashing before my eyes, making me slam my fists into the tiles. I turn the temperature all the way down, hoping the cold water will help. It takes twenty minutes under the icy spray until I can finally see something beyond the red-hot anger. As the anger fades, something else takes over. Something that squeezes my chest and makes it hard to breathe for a whole different reason.

Fear.

I’ve never felt scared. Or at least, so I thought. As I suddenly realize what I did and that Jenna truly might never forgive me, it’s suddenly all I can see. Cold, petrifying fear. And the emotion feels terrifyingly familiar.

I try to ignore that last thought while I hurry to put on new clothes and rush down the stairs, but it’s blaringly obvious. That feeling has always been with me, ever since that day when I came downstairs on my birthday to find Dad in the kitchen, having baked buns for me, wearing a grave expression I couldn’t understand until he later told me Mom had left.

That same fear keeps clawing at my chest as I run down the hall. I expect to find the bedroom empty—that she has left—but what I find is even worse.

Jenna is lying in the exact same spot where I left her an hour ago, arms sprawled awkwardly in front of her, cum on her face and hair, the gag still in place, the nose hook and the tail the same. Seeing what I’ve done with clear sight is horrifying. But that’s not even the worst part. What has me halting dead in my tracks, choking on a gasping breath, is the empty, almost dead look in her eyes.

“Jenna,” I finally manage, crashing to my knees in front of her. “Look at me.” I give her a light shake by the shoulders, but her gaze remains distant. I press two fingers below her jaw and am relieved to find her pulse beating. But the relief fades when I refocus on her empty eyes.

“Look at me,” I repeat, cupping her cheeks.

Nothing.

I work quickly to remove the gag, the hook, and the harness. Then I wipe the cum away with my sleeve and try again. “Jenna, I’m so sorry. Just look at me. I’m here now.”

Panic squeezes tighter, making my vision blur. I have no idea what to do. Slap her to break her out of it?

No, I can’t bear to bring her more harm.

I remove the butt plug, with much effort, hoping that it will help. It doesn’t. She doesn’t even stir.

Then I remember what Dad has been nagging me about for months. What Jenna has been begging me for. A hug. Aftercare. 

I lie down in front of her and carefully pull her into me. At first, I just hold her. But then I try to remember what Dad usually does when comforting her. I cradle the back of her head, pepper tiny kisses over her hair, and move my other hand in long strokes down her spine.

“Jenna, I’ve got you. You’re safe now,” I tell her, over and over again. The apologies will have to come later. Right now, making her feel safe is all that matters.

But even as I keep going, there’s no change. Her gaze remains blank and unfocused every time I lean back to look at her.

“Talk to me,” I urge. “Just say something. Anything.” I grab her face between my hands and kiss her forehead, each cheek, and her mouth. “Anything, Jenna. Tell me how much you hate me. I don’t care. I hate myself too.”

At those last words, she focuses on me. Tears pooling in her eyes, she finally meets my gaze.

“That’s it, stay with me,” I tell her. But then she’s gone again. And that hatred grows with each minute she doesn’t respond.

I consider calling Dad, but I’m so fucking scared of his reaction that I can’t do it. I have to fix this on my own. 

But there’s no fixing it. Jenna remains unresponsive as I try to feed her without luck, then draw a warm bath and carefully crawl into the tub with her, holding her close while washing her. Finally, I bring her to bed, just lying behind her, holding her close, having no idea what else to do.
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The Silence

Ian

The moment I step through the front door late in the evening, I get a bad feeling. I don’t know what it is. It’s not unusual for the house to be quiet at this time, but somehow, the silence seems thicker than usual.

When I hear feet come rushing down the hall, I know my gut feeling is right. Dread twists in my stomach when Killian appears, eyes wide and terrified.

“I’m so sorry, Dad. I fucked up. Bad.”

My voice drops to a rumbling register. “What did you do?”

He shoots a hand through his hair. “Shit, Dad, I’m sorry. I was so mad. She told me you had found her a flat and taken her virginity, and—”

“What. Did. You. Do?”

“I-I...” He closes his eyes as if the memory is painful. “I used your p-pig harness on her. A-and the plug.”

An old, intense sense of fear awakens in me at the sound of Killian stuttering. He hasn’t done that since the first two months after his mother left. But another much more urgent sense of dread drowns it out. “You did what?” I growl, anger surging through me. But he’s not even done yet.

“Then I ca-ca-ca-came over her. Like th-that night. Sh-sh-she. She hasn’t responded since.”

“What?” I bite with a fury that echoes off the walls.

Shame draws over his features—another thing I haven’t seen since he shut down and turned his hurt into a cold facade. But I don’t care. I shove him aside and hurry down the hall.

“Where is she?” I demand when he follows.

“I-I-in your b-bedroom.”

Jenna is on the bed, under the covers, lying completely still. I rush around the bed, over the discarded pink toys on the floor, and turn on the bedside lamp. What I see as I sink to my haunches beside her has knots twisting and tightening deep in my gut. Her eyes are open, staring straight ahead, blank and empty. “Jenna, sweetheart,” I urge, stroking her cheek and forehead. “It’s me. Ian. I’m here. You’re safe. Can you look at me?”

She blinks, and that’s the only response I get.

I try a few more times, urging her to look at me, telling her I’m here and she’s safe, but nothing happens.

When I look up, Killian is at the door, staring wide-eyed at the unresponsive girl. Getting to my feet so Jenna won’t see the anger in my expression, I point at the door and mouth, out.

“But… P-p-please. I-I n-need to—”

“Out,” I say in a low voice, fury spreading through my entire body, darkening my eyes.

I register an almost scared look on Killian’s face just before he hurries off. But I don’t linger on it. I don’t have the time. All that matters right now is doing what’s right for Jenna. But I have no idea what that is as I sink back to the floor and see her still-distant eyes.

Getting up, I take off my dress shirt and my T-shirt. I want her to feel my body, but without the threat of my dick. Then I crawl in beside her and arrange her between my legs, her head on my chest. She barely even moves, her arms just falling limply where I place them. It aggravates the twisting worry to a pounding sense of urgency.

Holding her close with one arm, I take out my phone and Google dissociation while continuously whispering reassuring words.

“I’ve got you, sweetheart. It’s just you and me. You’re safe here. You’re my precious girl. Please come back to me.” 

She doesn’t react to any of it.

***

I don’t sleep that night. Not even when Jenna finally drifts off into what seems to be a calm sleep do I dare to take my eyes off her. I stay alert, checking her pulse, her breathing, and keeping an eye out for any warning signs. 

At some point, I get up and remove all the toys scattered on the floor, which I throw in the garbage in the kitchen. I don’t want her to see them ever again. When Killian comes rushing down the stairs, I consider doing the same to him—kicking him out. Before he gets a chance to speak, I say, “Take out the trash,” then hurry back down the hall to check on Jenna.

In the morning, she’s a bit more responsive, but it only extends as far as nodding and shaking her head. 

When I try to help her out of bed to take her to the toilet, her limbs are stiff, her movements slow. Although I want to try to get her moving on her own, I decide it’s best to prioritize food first. If I have gauged the situation right, she hasn’t eaten anything since yesterday afternoon—if not longer. So I end up carrying her to and from the bathroom.

Then I tuck her into bed again and go to the kitchen to fry some eggs and bacon, cut up some vegetables, and heat some bread.

I’m turning the eggs when I hear Killian come in. Instantly, my jaw hardens, my whole body teeming with the need to send him away.

“Can I see her?” Killian asks in a shaky voice, so unlike him.

“No,” I say, keeping my back to him.

“I n-need to s-see her.”

I turn around at the sound of his stutter. I had completely forgotten it had resurfaced last night.

Today, my rising worry is more palpable.

I’m about to ask if he’s okay, but I hold back when I notice how nervous he looks. Redness in his eyes tells me he hasn’t slept much, and judging from the crumpled fabric of his shirt, he probably never even changed. His hair is a tousled mess, and the twitching in his hands tells me something’s very off.

This is not his fault, I suddenly realize. Not only. It’s as much my own fault. For not teaching Killian the consequences of neglecting aftercare. For always cleaning up his messes. For bringing Jenna here in the first place. I knew the risk I was putting her in by exposing her to Killian and his wobbling control and unresolved issues. It doesn’t make what he did right—by any means—but I need to take care of him as well.

Placing a hand on his shoulder, I lead him to the table and pull out a chair for him. “Have you eaten anything?”

He gives a quick shake of his head, then looks up at me with wide, almost shell-shocked eyes. “I need to see her, Dad. P-please.”

“Okay,” I agree. He’s about to dart up, but I press my hand to his shoulder. “First, you need to eat. Going in there like this won’t help her.”

“I—”

I stop him. “Look at your hands.”

He glances down and brushes a finger over the crusted blood on his knuckles. But that’s not what I’m referring to. It’s the trembling.

“Your whole body is quaking. She’ll feel that stress. You need to calm down first.”

I go to fill a plate with half the eggs and bacon, adding avocado, tomatoes, and bread. Then I place it in front of him along with a big glass of orange juice and take a seat across from him.

I study him as he gobbles up the big meal in five minutes. In that short time, my brain fires on all cylinders, trying to think of the best way to move forward. The solution is definitely not to keep Killian away from Jenna. Like he said, he needs her. And she just might need him as well. I’m not sure I can be the one to mend her. It kills me to admit it, but that’s where we are.

As I get up and clear the table, another thought occurs to me. If this incident hasn’t broken Jenna for good, it might serve a purpose in the end. Killian is finally opening up. It hasn’t come in a healthy way, but maybe he needed a brutal kick to come out of his cold shell and let Jenna in. I just hope Jenna can forgive him this time. After what he did, I wouldn’t hold it against her if she couldn’t. But I desperately hope she will. Because after this, everything has changed. If she doesn’t forgive him, I’ll have to choose between my son and the woman I love.

That last word swirls in my head as I fill a new plate with the rest of the food and pour another glass of orange juice. I never thought I’d be able to love a woman after what happened with Killian’s mother. But is that what’s happening now? Do I love Jenna?

Taking the tray with her breakfast, I nod for Killian to follow me. We walk in silence down the hall and into the bedroom where Jenna lies in the same place as I left her, eyes unfocused and empty, body unmoving. 

Watching her, I realize that it’s true: I love this girl. The first woman I’ve ever truly loved.

There’s no way I can choose. 

“What should we do?” Killian whispers, fear thick in his voice. “Should we take her to the hospital?”

I shake my head, place the tray on the mattress, and round the bed. I’ve considered the same thing many times during the night but came to the same conclusion every time. If we take her to a hospital, she’ll get admitted—taken away from us—and that might trigger her abandonment issues. I’m not sure a doctor can fix the problem. She needs warmth and care. People who love her.

I study Killian as I lift Jenna and scoot in behind her to sit against the headboard with her nestled between my legs. At that moment, I think he just might love her as well.

“But... What if she d-d-doesn’t come back?”

“Then we’ll take her to a hospital,” I say softly. “But I think what she needs just might be here.”

I’m terrified that I’m making the wrong decision and keeping her here will make everything worse, but I’m also terrified that taking her to a hospital will do just that. And what terrifies me even more about hospitalizing her is the thought that it might result in Killian getting arrested.

“We’ll keep her here and give it a few days,” I say with resolve. “She needs to feel that she’s wanted and that we’re here for her. She can’t get that at a hospital.”

The terror resurfaces when I lift a forkful of scrambled eggs to Jenna’s mouth and she doesn’t react. I almost reconsider. But then I go over everything again and arrive at the same conclusion. If I know Jenna well—which I think I do after everything—this is indeed what she needs. Safety and care. To feel that she’s not abandoned.

“Will you take it?” I hold the fork toward Killian. He snaps out of the worrisome frozenness and quickly moves to sit on the bed, taking the fork.

Brushing my hand over Jenna’s forehead, I gently pull her head into me and rest my hand on her hairline. “You’re safe, Jenna. Nothing is gonna happen. I’m here for you—Killian is too—and we both care so much about you.” 

“Yes, so much,” Killian agrees, reaching for her hand, but pausing before touching it.

I nod for him to go ahead, needing to see how Jenna will react to his touch. Killian might be the one to have caused her dissociation, but he might also be the only one who can get her out of it.

He gently takes Jenna’s limp hand and folds it into his own. “I’m here for you,” he says. “I’m so, so sorry for what I did. For everything.”

Jenna’s chest shakes, and there’s the sound of a sharp inhale. But when I lean to the side to get a closer look, her eyes are still unfocused, aimed at the empty distance.

I nod at the fork in Killian’s hand. “Try to feed her.”

He keeps his hand around hers as he lifts the fork to her mouth.

“Open up, sweetheart. You need to eat,” I say softly against her ear, caressing her stomach.

When she still doesn’t respond, I get another idea. Curving my hand around her cheek, I turn her head toward me and lean in to press a slow kiss to her lips. When there’s still no reaction, I angle her a little to get better access, then try again as I cup the back of her head. This time, I move my lips a bit more. And there it is. A response. It’s tiny, but it’s there. She parts her lips, just a little. 

I lick the top of her lips slowly, then the bottom. She gives an almost imperceptible shiver when I lick the corners. I smile against her mouth. “Good girl.”

“Did it work?” Killian asks.

When I break the connection and lift my gaze to him, I expect to see jealousy or at least discomfort at the situation, but he just watches hopefully.

Nodding, I turn her head back to him and sweep my hand over her forehead again to rest it on her hairline. Pressing a hand to her head in some way always seems to calm her.

“Be a good girl and eat for me, sweetheart,” I say when Killian lifts the fork to her lips again. Worry tightens his expression when she doesn’t react, but when he prods a little, she finally opens and takes the food.

A wide smile lights up his face. It takes me back to when he was five and had just caught a frog in a pond with his bare hands.

“Well done,” I say, just like I did that time.

He all but beams as he scoops up another forkful of eggs and Jenna accepts it again.

“Talk to her,” I urge.

“About what?”

“Anything.”

Killian pauses, the fork in the eggs, and considers for a moment. Then he scoops up more eggs and starts talking while he feeds her.

“I’ve been working on this new piano piece that makes me think of you. “Un Sospiro” by Liszt. It’s really hard to play because it needs a very delicate touch. It has all these quick thirty-second notes that wrap around the melody—very Liszt-like—and they have to be soft and flimsy like silk. Or a spider’s web. And then there’s the melody in the middle, which you have to use both hands to play while jumping back and forth between the rapid notes. It requires so much precision to really shape it the right way. All those rapid notes give it a yearning, almost frail feeling, even as the melody provides a powerful presence. It has this delicate beauty to it that reminds me so much of you. Achingly beautiful, vulnerable, and so full of emotion.”

My smile grows. I was afraid he was becoming as cold on the inside as he is on the outside, but he’s just been locking it all up, and Jenna has been bringing it more and more to the surface. His description is touching, and I find myself holding Jenna even closer as a warm sort of intimacy descends over the room.

Killian goes quiet for a minute while he keeps feeding Jenna. Then he casts an almost nervous glance at me, still talking to her. “I guess it reminds me of us. You in the middle; my dad and I on either side.”

My heart thuds against my chest, so much emotion swelling inside it—for my son, for Jenna, for this strange, immoral, but beautiful dynamic we have found ourselves in. At that moment, everything is crystal clear. This is what I want. Us. Not just her and him separately, but all three of us as a unit. I have no idea how it’s going to work, but I know that I will do everything in my power to get there.

“I love you,” I tell him when he glances up again. It’s the first time I say those words—to anyone—and I regret not having done it before when I see the surprise on his face. Like he didn’t know. “I always have and always will. Nothing you can do will change that.”

His nose twitches, jaw hardening. He’s choking up, struggling to hide it. He feeds Jenna two more mouthfuls before looking up again. “Thanks, Dad.”

Silence descends again as he feeds Jenna the rest of the food, then brings the glass with the straw to her lips and waits for her to empty it, one small slurp at a time.

He sets it down on the tray, then faces me again. “I’d like to play the piece for her if it’s okay with you.”

“Of course,” I say, then kiss the top of Jenna’s head. “Any life down there?” 

Killian nods. “Just a little.”

I move out from behind her and hold her upright when she tries to crumble to the mattress.

“Jenna, sweetheart, I want you to try and get out of bed on your own.” Hopefully, the movement will lend some life to her body and the new awareness will wake up her mind.

She grabs the comforter and pulls it up, trying to squirm out of my grip. 

I gently try to pull the comforter off, but she holds on. “If you don’t come on your own, I’ll carry you, but I would like you to move by yourself. Can you be a good girl and do that for me? I’m right next to you.”

She hesitates, and then her fingers slowly loosen around the comforter.

“Good girl,” I croon and help her scoot her legs out over the edge.

Killian comes to stand at my side when I take Jenna’s hand and wrap an arm around her back. He tries to take her other hand, but she pulls away. Hurt draws his features tight, but he accepts her silent rejection and steps aside.

Pride swells in my chest again. For him and for her. He’s finally starting to show the emotional maturity and patience I’ve been waiting for, and Jenna takes small steps over the floor while gripping my shirt at my chest.

I keep her steady against me until we’re in the music room across the hall. Killian is right behind us, hovering close by as if ready to catch her even though I’m holding her. His protective instincts seem to have roared to life with a vengeance.

“Good girl,” I tell her when I finally scoop her into my arms and sink onto the couch with her in my lap.

Killian hesitates, then steps close and leans down to press a swift kiss to Jenna’s head before going to sit at the piano. He closes his eyes, discreetly shakes his hands in his lap, and draws a few deep breaths. He’s nervous. I can’t remember the last time I saw him nervous before playing.

The start is shaky, but then he finds his footing, and what he plays is unlike anything I’ve ever heard—from him or anyone else. His technique is flawless, as always, but the depth of emotion he imbues the music with is new—so raw and honest that it draws tears to my eyes. It’s like he’s saying all the things I have been trying to get him to say over the years, releasing all the hurt and fear I know has been stuck inside him.

I remember hearing him play the piece a few months ago and being surprised by the choice of music and the depth he played it with, hoping he was on the right track toward the greatness I’ve always imagined for him, but this goes beyond anything I could have hoped for.

I feel Jenna reacting as well. At first, it’s just her hand clutching my shirt a little tighter, then she starts quivering, and finally, she gives little jerks and shudders as if crying. There are no tears or sobs, but I take it as a good sign. She’s feeling something and reacting to it. Something’s loosening. She’s coming back.

I rock her gently and whisper quiet, unobtrusive reassurances while Killian plays. When he’s done, he just sits there, staring at the keys. His shoulders are drawn in, his head lowered. He looks nothing like the strong and confident son I know. It breaks my heart, but there’s also hope in the change, and I decide to focus on that.

“That was beautiful, Killian,” I say. “The best I’ve ever heard you play. The best I’ve ever heard anyone play.”

There’s no reaction to my words when he lifts his gaze, only bone-deep concern and regret. “How is she?”

I gesture my head for him to come sit with us. He does so without hesitation. The fear of showing care and affection is gone, just as quickly as his vulnerability disappeared thirteen years ago. I still remember picking him up from school one day and seeing that cold, detached look in his eyes. His stutter was gone, but the price was way too steep. I dearly hope he won’t snap back into that coldness once Jenna gets better. Because she will. I’m determined to make it so.

“Touch her,” I tell him softly.

He tentatively lifts a hand to her back and makes a slow brush with his fingers. When she doesn’t recoil, he places his hand beside her spine. I feel her breath growing more staggered. But it doesn’t seem to be despair. It seems to be relief.

“Go on,” I whisper.

He starts stroking—long soft trails down the full length of her back. When Jenna sniffles, he pauses, but I nod for him to continue. And so he does. His touch stirs a rush of emotion in her that ebbs and flows like a wave. Her chest lifts and falls, breaths lengthening, shuddering and stuttering. Her sniffles become louder, and her hands grip tighter onto my shirt.

“It’s okay,” I tell her. “Let it out. I’ve got you, sweetheart. You’re safe.”

“We’ve got you,” Killian chimes in, adding his other hand. “We’re here for you.”

He keeps caressing her, speaking soft words of reassurance. He becomes so fully engrossed in the task of comforting her that he seems to forget about everything else. Little by little, he moves closer, leans his head on her shoulder, eyes falling shut as he gets lost in the moment. She reacts just as gradually, softening beneath his touch, letting him take her hand, even squeezing it in return. She still doesn’t cry, but the release of emotion is palpable in her shaking breaths and stuttering chest.

“I’m here for you, Jenna. Always.” Killian draws a shuddery sigh. “Always,” he repeats with a fervor I feel beating in my own heart. 

Those words seem to break through Jenna’s stiff wall of detachment. She straightens, eyes dazed as they move across the room, landing on Killian. She just stares at him for a moment, lost. And then she starts shaking her head. 

“No,” she whimpers, pulling her hand from his. “Don’t touch me.”

“Jenna,” he tries, reaching for her.

“No,” she says with more clarity, pulling back, trying to scamper off my lap.

I hold up a hand, gesturing for him to back up.

“Don’t touch me,” she says with urgency, trying to push off my lap and get farther away from him.

Killian gets up, steps away. “I’m so sorry,” he says, giving her the distance she needs.

“No,” she pants. “No, no, no.” She keeps trying to crawl out of my lap, but I hold on, knowing I’m not the one she needs to get away from.

“I’m s-so sorry, Jenna,” Killian repeats with deep regret just before he backs out of the room and disappears.

“Shh, I’ve got you, sweetheart,” I assure. “It’s just you and me. Just breathe.” I place a hand on her chest. “Look at me.”

Her eyes linger on the door for a moment before they turn to me, wide and frozen, but focused.

“Good girl. Keep watching me while you breathe. Deep into your belly.” I draw a long inhale, rubbing her chest as she imitates, drawing her focus into her body. I keep guiding her flow of air until she’s breathing somewhat normally and exhaustion overcomes her. Her shoulders slump, eyes becoming distant again. 

“It’s okay,” I tell her, pulling her into me. 

When I carry her back to bed a while later, she has drifted off again. She’s not quite as unresponsive as last night, but there’s not much life either.

I repress a sigh as I crawl into bed and pull her close, preparing for the long road ahead of getting Jenna back.
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The Softening

Jenna

The days blur together. Unbearably long stretches of nothingness, dazed jumps in time, and slow patches of painful awareness.

Ian slowly coaxes me back to life, making me hold his gaze, talk, and move. It’s tempting to refuse, because each time he awakens a part of my body, the memories come rushing. The nose hook, the pink tail, the sticky cum. Killian’s cruel words. But as much as I don’t want to face them, I can’t resist Ian’s steady presence. So I let him bring me back, and I succumb to the hurt that awaits me on the other side. It rips through me in tides of tears and sobs that seem to have no end. The godawful hate that comes with it feels like it’s about to tear me apart from the inside.

“I hate him,” I whisper the first time I let that agonizing emotion rise to the surface.

“You hate him,” Ian echoes. “I know. It’s okay.”

Hearing he doesn’t blame me spurs me on. “I hate him,” I repeat with more clarity. “I hate him. So damn much.” I keep repeating while Ian rocks me, telling me it’s okay, and with each time I do, the fury rises, wanting to burst free and tear everything apart—maybe even myself.

“Let it all out,” Ian urges, tightening his arms around me as if knowing just how dangerous all that hatred feels. “I’ll hold you together. I’ve got you.”

“I hate him!” I yell, bucking forward against his arm, writhing when it offers no give.

“You hate him,” he says in a firm voice that drives my anger.

“I hate him!” I scream with the full power of my lungs.

“That’s right. Scream,” he says, repositioning a hand to rest it on my stomach. “Scream from deep within your belly.”

Screaming and jerking, I let the storm rage, knowing that it won’t tear me or anything else apart as long as Ian has me. He keeps an arm tightly banded around me, and I fight against him, needing to feel his unbreakable strength as I let the anger knock me off my feet and throw me into spinning chaos.

I claw at my skin, then at the pillow Ian hands me, and I keep screaming, my words morphing into nonsensical strings of pure, violent rage. It keeps going and going, wearing me out until I collapse. Then come the tears, and I scramble to turn in Ian’s arms and burrow into him. He rocks me through the tearing grief, caressing me and whispering tender words of reassurance. 

It keeps going like that for several days. Numbness, anger, and tears. Sometimes, when I’m screaming my lungs raw, Killian will come and ask if there’s anything he can do, and I send him away with a demonic wail. Hurt flashes across his features just before he leaves. In the moment, it feels good to see him like that, but once the anger fades, it only hurts. But even so, when I’m calm and he comes and asks if he can hold me, my answer is the same—not a scream, but a clear demand for him to go away. I don’t want anything to do with him, yet my heart aches for him with a force stronger than ever before.

For several days, I don’t move beyond the bedroom and music room. I can’t find it in me to play myself, so Ian plays for me. The music seeps into me and unfreezes the numbness, little by little—just like his persistent comfort does. When Ian has to leave my side, he brings Ginny to me. She snuggles up at my side, and the feeling of her soft fur and gentle heat—the sound of her purring—awakens my senses, just the same as Ian’s music and comfort does.

Slowly, I wake up, the rage fades, and I return to myself. But the hurt and the horrible memories linger, and I can’t bear to be around Killian. Not just because of what he did, but also because seeing how much my rejection hurts him awakens something painful in me—a need to be close that I can’t give in to, because the anxiety is stronger.

“C-can I please hold you?” he’ll ask several times during the day, watching me with this forlorn look that breaks my heart. I badly want to say yes. He doesn’t seem like the Killian who broke me—not two weeks or five years ago. He seems lost. But even so, I can’t let him touch me. Because I know what he did. I still feel the worthlessness and the emptiness deep in my soul. A wound that won’t soon heal. So I shake my head and draw in on myself.

But the urge to feel him keeps lingering, as deep as the wounds he inflicted. I often wake at night, feeling broken and hollow. Sometimes, I’ll just lie there, staring into the darkness—into nothingness. Other times, I’ll shake and shudder, feeling like the emotions are about to tear me apart from the inside. Then Ian will wake and hold me close, rocking me and whispering soothing words until the early hours of the morning.

Ian often looks tired during the day. He tries to hide it, but I’ve gotten to know him well during the last six months, just like he has gotten to know me. I can tell he’s worried about both Killian and me, and it’s eating away at him. I wish there were something I could do about it. I know letting Killian hold me would help, but I just can’t make myself go back to the man who broke me twice. It would cut away that last piece of dignity I’m fighting tooth and nail to hold on to.

The more I reject Killian, the less I see him. After two weeks, I realize that I haven’t even seen him for three whole days. It worries me. It shouldn’t, but it does. I just can’t help it. So when I lie awake and hear sounds coming from the entryway, I crawl out of bed and steal through the dark hall, toward the light in the living room. But no one’s there.

I stand there for a moment, just looking around and wondering.

That’s when I hear a slurping sound coming from the kitchen.

“Ginny,” I say, rounding the kitchen island. Suddenly, I badly need to hold her—feel her soft fur and beating heart.

But it’s not just Ginny I find there. Killian is sitting on the floor, Ginny on his lap, feeding her from the tube of creamy cat puree she loves.

“Get away from her,” I hiss, instinct taking over. I dart to him and snatch her from his hands. I’m not going to let him hurt her too.

“I’m so-so-s-sorry.” He drops the tube on the floor and hurries up. I’m shocked when he hesitates, casting a look my way, on his way out. Dark circles surround his eyes, his face looks thin, his skin pale. He hurries off, like a scared mouse, and it’s only then that I notice he’s wearing a hoodie and jeans instead of his usual dress pants and button-up shirts.

I glance at the tube on the floor, then at Ginny. She’s purring.

My heart sinks, regret and guilt twisting like thorny branches in my gut.

I sink to the floor and pick up the tube. Ginny keeps purring while I feed her more of her favorite paste, her tail swaying in slow, happy little motions. She’s the only creature in this house that’s happy. I wish I could make everyone else here feel the same.

Finally, I put the lid on the tube and set Ginny on the floor. “I think you’ve had enough now,” I say when she keeps looking at me with expectant eyes.

Finally, she mewls and rushes off to play with her favorite squeaky toy.

“Good idea. Practice catching mice,” I say and give her a quick scratch before turning off the kitchen light and making my way back through the darkness. 

In the entryway, I pause and look up the dark stairs. Memories that have been dormant for a long time come rushing. Running down those stairs with my dress hanging loosely around my body, the sticky cum making the fabric cling to my back, and the butt plug stirring in my ass with each movement. Ian watching me like I was vermin.

I still remember the feeling, but not the look. What I see when I think of Ian is his soft expression just before he kisses me. His stern gaze when he commands me to kneel at his feet. The look of pride when I readily obey. My mind goes to Killian and his cold rejection that night. But it’s the same. I can’t quite see it. All I see is that forlorn expression on his face. The sound of his stuttering that cuts deep into my heart.

I don’t know what makes me turn toward the stairs. A reckless, stupid need to be close to him, or maybe a belief that people can actually change. It doesn’t matter. The darkness blots out my rationality, and I ascend the stairs with determined steps. Once I cross the landing and stop in front of Killian’s bedroom door, I pause, uncertainty welling.

What the hell am I doing? If he sends me away, there’ll be no way to recover. I’ll have to leave—Ian, Ginny, and everything I’ve come to love here. But if he doesn’t...

Hope grows inside me. No, not just hope. A need to mend. To be mended.

I carefully open the door. “Are you sleeping?” I whisper.

“N-no.” Killian immediately sits up. I see the shadow of his hand move through the darkness, toward the bedside lamp.

“No,” I urge, then calm my voice. “No light, please.”

He slowly withdraws his hand, and I can feel the uncertainty hanging thickly in the air.

“Can I please lie with you?”

“Of c-course.” He shifts on the bed, making room for me and lifting the comforter.

I cross the room, pause, draw a shuddery breath, then crawl in.

Killian keeps his distance at first, but as I scoot closer, he does the same until we’re touching.

My whole body reels at the feeling of him, and a well of emotion I didn’t even realize was there rises to the surface. “Will you please hold me?” I ask in a hoarse voice full of barely hidden grief.

Killian doesn’t hesitate. He wraps his arms around me and molds his body into mine.

His stammering is gone when he smooths his hand over my forehead and says with shocking sincerity, “I’ve got you, Jenna. I won’t ever hurt you again. You’re the only thing that matters anymore. Keeping you safe. If that means leaving you, I’ll do it. I’ll do anything to keep you safe.”

That touch—those words—break me. A sob wrenches from my chest, and then I’m shaking with the full force of grief ripping through my body.

Killian tightens his grip around me. “Sweet Jenna. I’m so sorry. For everything. But I’m here now. If you want me, I’m here. I’ve got you.”

“I hate you,” I seethe, anger rising. “So damn much.”

“It’s okay. I-I hate me too.”

“I fucking hate you. I wish I’d never met you. I wish...” My voice trails off because I don’t mean it. Despite everything, I can’t bear the idea of never knowing Killian. And that thought only escalates my grief. It racks through me with a force that shakes me to the core. I turn around, clawing at Killian’s chest, seeking purchase through the storm. He tightens his grip, holding me so tight I can barely breathe. But it’s the only thing keeping me together, and I desperately hope he’ll never let me go as the emotions keep tearing.

I don’t know when or how I manage to calm down, but at some point, I realize the tears have stopped and I’m lying still in his arms—still clinging to him, but feeling somewhat calm, nonetheless.

“Where have you been?” I ask in a hoarse voice.

“A hotel.”

“Why?”

He draws a shuddery sigh. “Because I was doing more harm than good here.”

“Then why did you come back?”

He cradles the back of my head, the same way his father does, and it’s the same aching tenderness as he presses a kiss to my head. “I couldn’t stand being away from you.” He pauses, and I sense a sort of vulnerability coming as his voice softens. “B-but it hurts being around you, w-without being close to you.”

A latent sort of fear awakens inside me. I push up to watch him through the darkness. “Don’t leave again. Please, Killian. I need you here.” I’m not sure I even realized it before, but now, it’s crystal clear. Even though I’m not ready to forgive him, I need him.

“Okay,” he agrees, stroking the hair from my face. “I won’t leave again.”

“Do you promise?”

“I promise.”

I watch him through the darkness, the sharp lines of his face and the sincerity in his gaze. He’s different. It’s like the Killian I first fell for is back. Or maybe he was in there all along, just hidden behind layers and layers of hurt and insecurities. In a moment of bold clarity, I lean down and press my lips to his. I’m about to pull away and leave before I can find out whether he’ll reject or accept it, but Killian grabs the back of my head. He presses our lips together in a long, firm kiss. Then he starts moving, slowly caressing my lips with his. 

“I’ve wanted to do this since I was six,” he murmurs against my lips, and I moan as he dips his tongue into my mouth. “Taste you, kiss you, feel you leaning into me.” 

I do just that. I sink into him, melting in his firm grip as our tongues intermingle in what feels like our first true kiss. It’s not just Killian taking; it’s us both connecting, sharing this sweet moment of tender affection. It’s the best kiss I’ve ever had. Somehow even better than Ian’s. It’s years and years of desire and longing coming together and finding release in the sweetest kiss I could ever imagine. It’s tempting to fall under his spell and let it consume me. But I can’t take that risk. Not yet.

So I break the kiss and lean away. “I’m not ready to forgive you,” I whisper.

He strokes my cheek softly. “I know. It’s okay. I’ll wait. Days, weeks, years. However long it takes. I’m yours, Jenna. Always have been. I’m just sorry it took me so long to see it.”

I try to come up with a response, but all that needs to be said has been said. For now. So I place a final kiss on his lips, then rush off. 

When I crawl into bed beside Ian a minute later, a new sort of hope I haven’t felt since I was eight is blooming in my chest.

“Are you okay?” Ian asks and pulls me close.

I turn around and curve my hand around his cheek. “I will be,” I say, and at that moment, I truly believe it. Because of this man, I’m healing. Slowly but surely. What Killian did hasn’t broken all the good his father did. Not irrevocably, at least. It has wounded me, and the healing will be long and hard, but I’m not broken. “I’m yours,” I say, and those words hold a healing power all of their own.

“Always,” he says with fierce determination and pulls me close. “Always.”
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The Confession

Jenna

After that night, going upstairs and letting Killian hold me, things rapidly change. Although the hurt of what Killian did hasn’t faded, I can’t resist him. Whenever he asks if he may hold me, I end up falling into his arms like a starved cat. He’ll scoop me up, carry me to the couch, and just sit with me for a long while. Sometimes, we’ll watch TV, sometimes we’ll just sit in silence. There’s not much talking between us. There’s just the reassuring comfort of touch and closeness.

On the days when I’m feeling particularly dejected, he’ll come find me in Ian’s bed, placing Ginny in front of me and crawling in behind me.

One day when we’re lying there, Ginny’s purring the only sound as we’re both petting her, I break the silence.

“Did you mean what you said—that night when I came upstairs. That you hate yourself?”

He goes still, barely breathing. I think he won’t answer or maybe even that he’ll leave, but then he says in a raspy voice, “Sometimes.”

“Why?”

“Because I hurt you. And… so many things.”

“What else?” 

I feel him shrug against me. “I made Mom leave.”

The ache that spears my heart makes me shudder. “Why would you think that?”

He heaves a ragged sigh. “I don’t know. I guess I couldn’t make her love me enough to make her stay.”

Ian must have been hovering close by, as he often does, because suddenly footsteps resound through the room. Sinking to his haunches at our side, he reaches over me and grabs Killian’s jaw. “You did not make your mother leave,” he enunciates very clearly. 

“Why then?” Killian asks in a broken voice. “W-why would she leave us?”

Ian’s arm blocks my view of his face, but the tension and regret rolling off him are palpable in the very air. He rubs the back of his neck. “I—” Pausing, he expels a heavy sigh. “I gave her an ultimatum. Quit drinking or leave.”

Killian sits up. “You did what?” 

Ian drops his hands to his thighs. “She was spiraling—hurting you. If—”

“She wasn’t,” Killian cuts in.

“Not physically, but emotionally. And if things had kept going, I’m afraid she would have done the former too. She’s the one you got your temperament from.”

A lost expression is written deep in Killian’s features when I turn to look at him.

“I’m sorry, Jenna,” he says, squeezing my hand. “But I need some time alone.”

“It’s okay,” I assure.

“I’ll be back,” he says with urgency as if I might think he’d suddenly abandon me. Just like his mother abandoned him. And my father did me—then my mother too, every time she didn’t show up and when she let her addiction take her away.

But even though I have every reason to doubt Killian, I don’t. This last week and the way he’s changed—the stark vulnerability he’s suddenly showing—makes me believe. No, not just believe. Know. Killian cares deeply for me, and he’s doing the work to fix the damage he’s done. Not just that night a few weeks ago, or even the one five years ago, but every single night he has left me.

“I love you,” Ian tells Killian just as he’s about to leave. “Everything I did was to protect you. Please remember that.”

Killian simply nods, then he’s off.

After a few minutes of silence, I reach out to press my hand to Ian’s cheek. “Are you okay?” 

Placing his hand above mine, he leans into my touch. “I don’t know. I thought I did right by not telling him—so he wouldn’t hate both his parents. But now I think I only did it for selfish reasons.”

I shake my head. “You did what you had to do. Hating two parents is—” I swallow against a knot in my throat as the old hurt inside my chest cracks open. “Hard.” The word doesn’t even begin to cover it, but it’s all I can manage.

“I’m sorry,” Ian says. After a long stretch of silence, he adds, “Will you tell me what happened with your dad?”

I swallow two more times to ease the constriction in my throat. “I don’t want to steal your moment.”

“You’re not. I need to think of something else—to provide comfort.”

I study him—the urgency that lingers in his expression from those last two words. Ian finds comfort in providing comfort. So I nod. For him and for me. I can’t imagine ever not wanting his comfort.

He gets up to sit on the bed, against the headboard, and arranges me between his legs the same way he’s done countless times lately. And just like all the other times, he gathers me close, wrapping his arms and legs around me—wrapping me up in safety.

“Tell me what happened. I’m here. I’m listening. I’m not ever leaving you.”

His words sink straight into that broken place inside me, and they heal some of those old cracks—lend me the courage to release some of the hurt.

I tell him everything. How my father left when I was four. My few early memories of him and Mom yelling at each other. Being scared when Mom came to hold me and half her face was blue. How she grew colder and colder over the years. The drinking and the detachment. The dismissive words when I tried to talk to her. Tucking her in when she fell asleep over the table. The spilled wine and vomit. Constantly trying to win her affection by doing well at school and at the piano. How I strived to win that golden trophy, just so I could show it to her. How coldly she reacted when I finally did. 

Ian’s grip on me grows tighter and tighter as I go, and I cling to him, needing his touch to remind me that I’m not alone anymore.

Once I’ve let it all out, we just sit here, quiet in the wake of the hurt. 

Ian is the one to break the silence. “I’m sorry.”

“Thank you.”

“No, not like that.” He scoots out from behind me to half lie on top of me.

“I’m sorry, Jenna.” He trails his fingertips down my cheek, over my forehead, and across my lips, taking it all in as if committing it to memory. “For everything. Making Killian abuse and blackmail you. Manipulating you into staying with us. Sending you upstairs to him without getting any aftercare—”

“I did get aftercare,” I interrupt.

He presses his index finger to my lips. “Not the way you needed. You got a Band-Aid solution. He should have been the one to take care of you afterward.”

I swallow hard. Because he’s right. Despite getting the best, most attentive, loving aftercare from Ian, I needed it from Killian when he was the one who broke me apart.

“I’m sorry for leaving you alone with him,” he continues, regret sinking deep into his features. He watches me for a quiet moment before continuing in a breathy voice. “But like I’ve said before, I’m also not sorry. Because all those things are what brought us together. All three of us. Without those things, you wouldn’t be here, in my bed, my arms. I wouldn’t have found love.”

Biting my lips, I stare up at him. “Are you saying—”

“I love you, Jenna. So much. I will do everything in my power to give you all your heart’s desires—to make up for all the hurt I’ve caused. If it means stepping away and letting you and Killian have each other, I’ll do that. I’ll do anything for you. For both of you.”

I shake my head. “Don’t ever leave me.” I cradle his face between my hands, trying to convey my urgency. “I need you.” I close my eyes against the brimming tears that threaten to spill. Drawing a shuddery breath, I prepare myself for the terrifying but truthful words I’m about to release into the open. “I love you,” I say with all the sincerity of my heart. “You’re the first person I’ve ever truly loved. Killian was a crush for so many years, but you’re the one who made me feel true love. So don’t ever walk away from me, thinking I’ll be happy with Killian—without you. Because I won’t.”

He nods, a stunned look deepening his gaze.

“I love him too,” I continue, “but I can’t be with him without being with you. I can’t be with either of you without the other. So you’d damn well better find a way to make this work.”

He watches me for another moment, then says with a firmness that eases the trembling in my heart, “I will.”
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The Birthday

Killian

Age eight

It’s still dark outside when I wake, so I turn in bed and try to fall asleep again, but then I hear sounds downstairs. Suddenly, I’m wide awake. Dad is home! The best and biggest birthday present!

Excited, I jump out of bed and rush out of my room, over the landing, and bound down the stairs so fast Mom would have a fit if she saw me. But she’s never up this early. Making sure it stays like that, I carefully close the living room door before rushing on and finding Dad in the kitchen, putting a tray in the oven.

“Dad!” I exclaim, rushing to the kitchen.

“Hey,” he says and turns to me. “Happy birthday.”

I pause when he remains behind the kitchen island, watching me with an almost sad look instead of the big smile he usually gets when seeing me after a long tour. 

“Are you okay?” I ask, my belly suddenly feeling tight. “Are you not happy to see me?” 

“Of course, I am.” He rounds the island and crouches to give me a big hug. But when he holds me out by the arms, he’s still not smiling. “Mom had to leave and won’t be here today. It will just be the two of us celebrating.”

I frown. “Where did she go? She promised to bake me a cake.” 

“I will get you whichever cake you want. And we can go to the zoo, like we did last year.”

I smile. Last year, Mom was sleeping on the couch, snoring loudly. She had made the same promise then, but the cake Dad got me while we were out tasted much better than any Mom has ever made. And I got to spend alone time with Dad. So I nod eagerly, hoping today will be the same. 

Dad pops me onto a chair by the island and tells me all about his tour while he makes hot chocolate with marshmallows and checks on the buns in the oven.

“You baked yourself?” I ask with big surprise when he takes the delicious-looking golden buns out of the oven.

“Sure did.”

“Wow, they look good,” I say, mouth watering. And they’re just as good as they look. I had no idea Dad could bake. I make sure to ask him to do it again after I’ve eaten three buns and my stomach feels like it’s about to burst. He promises to cook for me every day he can, and I bounce in my seat with excitement, knowing he’s better at keeping promises than Mom.

We spend the day going to the zoo, then watching Ice Age and stuffing ourselves with the car-shaped cake Dad bought me, and then he teaches me to play the right hand of a Chopin nocturne and lets me play it while he plays the left one.

In the evening, I sit at the kitchen island again while Dad makes burgers and fries, asking more about his tour, the stages he played on, and the places he played. I hope I’ll get to do the same when I grow up. 

“When is Mom coming back?” I ask when we’re at the dining table and I’m gobbling up the delicious burger he made. 

“Let’s eat, then we’ll talk about it.” 

“Okay,” I say, quickly forgetting about it as I stuff my mouth with fries.

Dad smiles, but it’s not as happy as usual, and when I’m done eating, I notice that he has barely touched his burger.

“Are you okay?” I ask, just like I did this morning.

“Killian, Mom has left. She won’t be coming back.”

I take a big slurp of soda and dry my sleeve over my mouth. “Is she sleeping at a friend’s?”

“She won’t be coming back,” he repeats. 

I give a shake of my head, not understanding what he’s saying.

“It will just be the two of us from now on,” he continues. 

I think it’s a good thing—I’d like some alone time with Dad—but the seriousness on his face makes my stomach turn, threatening to make the burger come back up. 

“I have cancelled my next tour. I’ll be here every day, taking you to school, cooking for you, and playing the piano with you. You can keep taking piano lessons with Mrs. Davies, or I can give you lessons. It’s all up to you.”

“Really?” I say, but the excitement isn’t as big as it should be. This is the best birthday present I could get—something I’ve been dreaming of—but it still doesn’t feel right. 

“Yes,” Dad says with a smile that doesn’t quite look like a smile.

“And Mom? When will she come back?” Spending time with Dad is my favorite thing, but I’m starting to miss her. It’s my birthday. I haven’t seen her at all today. 

Dad rounds the table, lifts me from my chair, and sits with me on his lap. “Killian, Mom is not coming back. At all. Not in the fall, not for Christmas. It’s just you and me now. She has left us.”

“She’s n-n-not coming b-b-b-back?”
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The Clarity

Killian

“Can we talk?” I ask Dad when I get home early one day, gripped by a sudden urgency to resolve everything—my relationship with him, with Jenna. Us.

After he told me he was the one who made Mom leave, I’ve been flitting back and forth between moments of understanding and bursts of all-consuming rage that made me pound and kick the punching bag until I dropped to my knees, a hollow sadness dragging me down, making me want to give up. In those extreme moments, I considered moving out, but in the moments of clarity, I slowly come to the realization that it’s not truly him I’m mad at. To some extent, yes—he should have told me sooner. But the anger directed at him is nothing compared to the rage I feel toward Mom. She was the one who made the choice to leave. She was the one who chose her addiction. And I’m done letting her faults define and ruin my life. 

I’m done. 

“Of course,” Dad says and shuts down all three monitors on his desk, giving me his full attention. Leaning back, he folds his hands over his stomach. “Did your afternoon lessons get cancelled?”

Shaking my head, I drop into the recliner by the window. “It felt like a waste of time. Too much going on here.”

Dad muses on my words for a moment. “You don’t need the lessons anyway. You’re far more advanced than any of your peers.”

His words awaken a warm sense of pride in me, but I don’t linger on it. That’s not why I’m here. 

“I don’t blame you,” I say directly, cutting to the chase. “I’m mad at you for not telling me the truth, and I’ll need some time to digest that, but I don’t blame you for making her leave.” I rake a hand through my hair and stare out the window. “When I think really hard about it, I’m kind of glad you did.” When I face Dad again, his expression is soft with compassion, eyes full of surprise. 

“I’ve been thinking a lot these last days,” I continue, “about the way she was, remembering things I had refused to acknowledge.” I pause, breathing hard as a flood of memories comes rushing. Her slurred yelling, the broken plates, the fire in the toaster I put out when she had passed out. Her making me promise not to tell Dad. There are a ton more memories like that that I need to face, but now’s not the time. I’m not ready to put them into words, so I simply say, “I understand why you did it.”

“I’m sorry,” he says. “For not telling you sooner. Take all the time you need to process.”

“I will. But right now’s not the time to hold grudges and create tension. Jenna doesn’t need that. I don’t need that. Honestly—”

“Killian, you need to deal with this. You can’t just suppress it.”

“I’m not.” I get up and start pacing. “I’ll deal with it. Soon. But right now, I need to deal with what I did to Jenna.” I pause and face him head-on. “I need to make sure she’s okay.”

Dad gives a firm nod, accepting my priorities.

“Have you talked to her about what she wants?” I ask.

“There’s not a single doubt in my mind that she wants you. She needs you. She has needed you for a very long time. What you did hasn’t changed that.”

“That’s not what I mean.” I point my finger between us. “Does she want this—us?”

“She does.”

“Are you sure?”

“Without a doubt.”

“And do you?”

“Killian, both Jenna and I have been fully on board for a long time. You’re the one we’ve been waiting for. Still are.”

“I’m in,” I say with a clarity that trumps everything else. “I’ll do anything to make this work. But I want more. I want us to share on equal terms. I want to have a say in what she wears, eats, and plays. When she does.” My voice rises with the surging need to dominate her—to make her mine. Ours. But that’s not even the most pressing need right now. “I want her sleeping in my bed.”

A wide, satisfied smile lights up his face. It’s goddamn annoying, and I know what’s coming even before he says it. “I knew you’d get there.”

I roll my eyes. I hate his smugness. But part of me also finds it surprisingly uplifting, knowing how much he’s believed in me—knowing I haven’t disappointed him the way I always thought I would. But I don’t feed his self-satisfaction by letting it show. Keeping my expression serious, I continue, “I-I know you’ve had her in your bed every night for the past six months a-and it will be hard to give that up, but I need her in my bed some nights as well.” I need her in my bed every night, I want to say, but as much as I crave to have her by my side every hour and every minute of the day, I want to share her more, and to do so, I need to make compromises. That’s another thing I won’t say out loud, knowing it would get me another smug comment.

“Okay,” he simply says. “If she’s good with it, take her upstairs tonight.”

I’m not sure why I’m so surprised that he agrees so easily. Or maybe I do know. “You’re not afraid I’m going to cross a line?” Saying those words, I realize that I’m afraid I’ll hurt her, and I need his reassurance.

“No,” he says with a clarity that immediately eases the tightening worry around my chest. “You’ve broken out of your shell. You’ve learned your lesson—a very hard one at that. I know you won’t hurt her again because you’ve finally accepted your emotions for her.” He pauses, voice softening. “I know you don’t want to see her like that again.”

I breathe through the weight of his words and let them settle deep within me. It’s so damn hard to hear it out loud from another person—embarrassing—but he’s right. I do care about her—so damn much—and she’s all that matters now. I still don’t understand how it happened. It’s like something cracked, irrevocably, that night when I humiliated Jenna and came downstairs to find her broken and unresponsive. It’s like I woke up from a bleak nightmare that had gone on for years—the numb shell broke and I could suddenly feel again. All those feelings are about to get the better of me each and every day, threatening to drag me into crippling uncertainty. But I won’t linger on them. Because none of that matters when I remember the sight of Jenna’s frozen body and her distant gaze. Dad is right. I don’t want to see her like that again. Ever. 

I must have zoned out, lost in thought, because Dad snaps me back to the present with a change of subject.

“It’s only two weeks until the competition. You and Jenna have to start practicing “Die Moldau” together. She has her part down to a tee—we’ve been working on it this week—but you need to play together before the big day.”

“I know,” I say. “Tonight, after dinner, I’ll bring her upstairs, and we’ll practice. Then, if she wants, I’ll keep her up there.”

He gives a nod of agreement, and I turn to leave, suddenly overwhelmed by all the honesty and long-unspoken things I’ve opened up to. But it’s not the baring of my vulnerabilities that sits heavy in my stomach when I go upstairs and practice “Die Moldau”—the melody that I know she loves. It’s something else. A feeling of having taken from her and still doing so. This competition is all about me and my selfish need to win. I don’t want that. I want to do what’s best for her.
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The New Plan

Jenna

Ian and I have just sat down to eat when Killian comes rushing down the stairs in the evening, a determined look in his eyes, hair disheveled as if he’s been raking his hand through it repeatedly.

His voice is steadier than I’ve heard in a while when he approaches us with quick steps and announces, “We’re not doing the competition.” 

I drop the spoon into the pasta pot. “What do you mean?”

Stopping at the end of the table, he presses a palm into the surface and leans in to tuck my hair behind my ear. “You’re not ready.” 

My face falls. “I want to play.”

His expression takes on a stern edge. “You’re not ready.” 

A twinge of hurt tightens my chest. “What are you saying? That I’m not good enough?”

“Killian, you’ve been working toward this for seven months,” Ian says. “You’re both as ready as can be. You just need to do some polishing together. We just talked about this.”

“I don’t mean it like that.” He slips a hand behind my hair, resting it at the back of my neck, possessive and so damn tender it nearly draws tears to my eyes. “She’s still recovering. From w-what I d-did to her.” He firms his grip, and his voice becomes steady again. “I’m not taking any risks with her.”

“Killian, I can do this,” I insist.

He tightens his grip, leaning so close that all I can focus on is his demanding blue eyes. “I’m done making everything about Dad’s and my need to win. I’m not risking your well-being for a shitty trophy.”

His hand on my nape—that unwavering authority—makes it hard to breathe, let alone speak up to him. “This is not just about you,” I say, too softly. Swallowing hard, I steel myself and muster more resistance. “I’ve been working my ass off for months. I’ve been waiting five years to do a competition. Five years. You can’t take this away from me.”

He looks off to the side, jaw ticking. “Okay,” he finally relents. “We’ll do the competition, but not ‘Die Moldau.’ I know you wanted to play the melody, and there’s not enough time for you to learn the primo part.” He rounds me and takes a seat at my side. “We’ll play your piece instead.”

I whip my head toward him. “What? No!”

“What piece?” Ian asks, but his question fades in the surge of my incredulity.

“What do you mean?” I press. “You said I wasn’t ready. I’m most certainly not ready for this.”

Killian flashes me a wide, self-satisfied smile. “Always underestimating yourself. Just like I did. But I’m done underestimating you.”

“Killian,” I insist, “I can’t do it.”

“Of course you can.” Eyes darkening, he trails his tongue across his lower lip. “You did it with that wooden phallus stuck in your ass, me watching. Doing it on a stage will be no feat.”

My cheeks heat at the memory. My whole damn body heats. Killian hasn’t touched me sexually since that night when we were alone, only kissing and caressing me, not even insinuating anything sexual. I haven’t been able to think sexual thoughts about him either, too afraid of where my mind would take me. But it’s not that night I’m thinking about right now. I can’t even bring my mind there. All I can think about is that bench—the wooden phallus rooting me to the spot, Killian’s body all around me, playing my piece. Together.

“What piece?” Ian repeats, and when I can’t take my attention off Killian’s suggestive smirk, Ian rounds the table and grabs my chin. “What piece?” he demands, fixing me with a sharp stare.

“Oh God,” I whisper, my mind suddenly swimming, my body softening into the seat, opening up to their dominance. “It’s just…” I lick my suddenly dry lips. “This piece that I wrote.”

“She wrote a piece?” Ian asks Killian.

“She did. It’s a winner. Beautiful and well-composed. I’ll add these Liszt-like figures to make it a duet and we’ll take home the trophy.”

Ian fixes me with his stare again. “Why didn’t I know you wrote a piece?”

“Um, I’m sorry. I—” I can barely find the words anymore, my brain already shutting off, sinking into a daze. “I was embarrassed, I guess.”

Ian considers for a moment, then tells Killian, “I think this calls for a punishment.” 

My breath catches. It’s not just Killian who has held back. Ian has been careful with me too, like he was all those months ago after I panicked on the piano bench. Unlike that time, I’ve needed it lately. But suddenly, the need for more flares alive with a vengeance.

“I agree,” Killian says. “We should punish her.”

“What?” I gasp. But Ian is not looking at me anymore. Neither of them watches me as they start discussing my punishment.

“Do you think she’s ready for the cane?” Ian asks.

“Nah. Too harsh.”

“You’re right. No pain.”

“How about the bench?”

“Orgasm denial?”

“Or forced orgasms.”

“Is it still upstairs?”

“Sure is.”

Stuck in Ian’s grip, I try to look back and forth between them. I try to say something—to protest—but I’m too overcome by the sudden whirl of their power. It’s all around me, figuratively and literally. It shuts down my brain, and it’s only when Ian releases me that I manage a few words.

“What are you—” I squeal, but my words are cut off when they each grab one of my arms and lift me off the chair. “Oh God,” I gasp as they steer me through the living room like a prisoner. “Oh God, oh God, oh God.”

“There’s no God here,” Killian admonishes.

“Killian,” I gasp instead, my feet shuffling, struggling to keep up with their long strides. I almost trip several times when they steer me up the stairs, but their grips are firm, refusing to let me fall, refusing to let me stall. 

When they finally push me inside the music room, releasing me, I feel like I’ve been spinning on a wild carousel for several minutes. I just stand here, baffled, while Ian moves things around and Killian goes to grab various items that he lays on the piano, out of my sight.

“What are you doing?” I ask in a breathy voice when Ian bends me over his thigh and flips up my dress. 

Killian comes up behind me, cuts my panties, and spreads my ass cheeks. It all happens so fast I can barely process. Next, cold lube is dripping onto my narrow opening and Killian is pushing two latex-covered fingers inside. 

Pleasure sparks, hot and livid, a need so strong it knocks the air from my lungs. Small, choked sounds stutter in my throat as Killian works his fingers in and out, twisting and turning, setting fire to all those nerve-endings that haven’t been touched for weeks.

“Please,” I finally manage.

“Please what?” Ian demands, wrapping a hand around the back of my neck, pinning me further.

“Please… more. I need to come.”

Killian tuts. “Already like a cat in heat.” He slips his other hand between my legs, touching my pussy.

“Is she wet?” Ian asks.

Killian pushes two fingers inside that opening as well, setting off bolts of electricity as his fingers work against each other through the sensitive wall. He pulls out, and I try to turn my head to see the digits he’s holding up. I only catch a glimpse, but Ian’s tone tells me everything.

“What are we to do with you, Jenna? He’s already pulling strings from your cunt.”

“No,” I gasp, humiliation washing over me, hot and overwhelming—going straight to my core.

Killian pulls out of my ass as well, and then I’m on my feet, being steered by the arms again—straight toward the horrible bench. This time, my instincts only remember the first time I was on it, and I dig my heels in. But it’s no use. Within seconds, I’m in front of it, knees bent, struggling fruitlessly against their firm grips.

The slick sound of more lube reminds me of Killian crudely preparing the dildo—making me do it on my own. 

“Let me go,” I protest, jerking against their hands, my breathing coming faster and shallower. “Let me go!”

Ian reacts immediately when my voice goes shrill. Still holding me in place so very close to the phallus, he grabs my jaw and trails his gaze over my face. Expression firm, he fixates on me. “Jenna, we’ve got you. Not just me. Killian as well.”

Killian presses his free hand to my chest—a comforting reminder that he’s here, and not just to use me. “I’m here,” he confirms softly.

“Do you trust me?” Ian asks, and I notice how he says ‘me,’ not ‘us.’

I nod in his grip. Because I do. I trust this man with my whole damn heart. 

“Good. I know this is hard—it dredges up memories. But give Killian a chance to prove that you can trust him as well. He’s not going to leave you, and we’re not going to push you over the edge. Can you be a good girl and trust that?”

When I move to turn my head, Ian releases my jaw to let me face Killian.

“I’m here,” he promises, voice firm and even, eyes demanding and steady. “No matter what happens, I’m here. I’m not leaving your side for a second.”

I swallow hard, not quite able to decide if I dare to believe him. After everything, trusting Ian is no longer enough. I need some kind of reassurance from Killian as well. More than just words. So I ask him the same thing I asked Ian when they forced me onto the bench the first time—the one thing Killian denied me for six months.

“Can I have a hug?” Vulnerability washes over me the moment I say it. Tears burn behind my eyes, and a knot forms in my throat as I presume the worst.

But Killian doesn’t even hesitate. Grabbing me under the arms, he pulls me up to him and brings me into a hug so tight it’s hard to breathe.

“From now on, there’s only one answer to that question. I’m never going to deny you a hug again, kitten. Never.”

“Kitten?” I whisper, snuggling into him.

“Remember that time when I’d found that bird in the school yard—the one we nursed back to health?”

I nod against him, my heart swelling at the memory—at him mentioning it.

“Remember how I petted you and called you a kitten while we waited for Mrs. Evans?”

“Yeah,” I say, already feeling choked up. That was a special moment, one I never forgot even after all the bad things he did.

“You’re my little kitten, Jenna. Soft and cuddly. I’m sorry I forgot for so long.”

Sniffling, I lift my hands to dry my eyes. “You’re gonna make me cry.”

“It’s okay. Cry if you need to. I’m here. We’re here.”

Ian places his hands on my shoulders, a silent affirmation of Killian’s promise.

“Thank you,” I whisper, feeling so utterly grateful for these two men, unable to believe I’m here—safe between them both. My trust in Killian is quickly growing as he holds me with aching affection. It’s like he’s a different person. New but also familiar—the caring boy I once knew and have been waiting for all these years returning to me in a grown man’s body.

“You’re welcome.” Killian kisses the shell of my ear, lingering, relishing the moment the same way I do. When he straightens, he asks Ian, “Should we give her a safeword?”

“We should. Any ideas?”

Killian’s smile is palpable when he asks me, “Do you still hate Bach?”

I nod, smiling against him, loving that he remembers how I complained to my friends when my piano teacher had me playing Bach. Killian would always mock me when he overheard my complaints, but I held firm. I’ve never cared for his music.

“Blasphemy,” Ian says with a huff, but agrees. “Well, Bach it is.”

Ian grabs my shoulders and turns me around, levelling me with a serious gaze, “Anytime you say Bach, we will stop whatever we’re doing. It doesn’t matter what or why, we’ll stop. Okay?”

“I trust you,” I say, knowing I won’t ever need that word when Ian is here.

“And I trust you to let me know if I ever misread you and am about to cross a line. Okay?”

“Okay.”

“Good girl. Now step in front of the bench.”

Leaning into their steadying grips, I move in front of the bench and let them lower me toward it until the phallus is prodding against my narrow opening.

Pausing, Ian leans close to my ear. “But don’t ever misuse your safeword. The consequences will be dire.”

Gulping, I nod. I would never misuse this safety line they have granted me. But it’s not because I fear the consequences—part of me is curious about what type of sadistic punishment Ian would come up with—it’s because I can’t bear to disobey these two men who hold me so deep in their clutches that submission becomes like breathing.

“Good girl,” Killian croons with the same affectionate tone Ian always uses. Hearing those words spoken with such sincerity on Killian’s lips sends a sharp surge of emotion through me. I shoot my hand out to grab onto him, needing to feel him, that this is for real. 

“Uh,” I groan when the phallus breaches my opening, stiff and unforgiving. It stirs all kinds of memories, good and bad. Mostly overwhelming. Having no idea which type to linger on, I focus on Killian instead. I clutch his arm, feeling his biceps tighten as they lower me into place. He’s so strong, the effort of keeping me suspended seems like nothing to him. So much control—mentally and physically. It makes me sink deeper.

They take their time lowering me into place. I think it’s to make me feel it—the helplessness and the phallus going inside me, one slow increment at a time.

“T-too much,” I groan, the stiff feeling no less ruthless even though I’ve felt it twice before.

“Just right,” Ian croons, stroking my back soothingly.

“Nh,” I protest, leaning into his touch, soaking up his comfort, letting it balance the brutal invasion of my body.

I’m panting hard when they finally release me, seated on the bench, rooted in place. I have no idea how I’m supposed to play. My whole body is thrumming with an intense energy that is both unbearable and so damn addictive.

Ian prods a finger between my legs. “Are you wet?” he asks, a rhetorical question.

Killian slaps my thighs apart, and Ian slips a finger deep inside my pussy. I squirm, embarrassment coursing through me at the feeling of how easily he goes, my dripping wet pussy eagerly inviting him inside. New sensations spark, adding fire to the already burning hot sensation at my core.

Ian tuts. “Such a dirty little girl. Now my finger is soaked.” 

“I need more,” I groan when he pulls out.

Ian grabs my hair and pulls my head back, spearing me with a demanding stare. “Is that something you decide? When you get more?”

“N-no.”

“No, it isn’t. You only get more when we decide it’s time. And now, I want to hear the piece you’ve been keeping from me.”

“I can’t play like this.”

Killian wraps his hand around my throat, leaning in. “That’s a lie, Kitten,” he says with deceptive softness.

“No, no, no, no, no. I’m sorry,” I pant. “Plea—” 

Ian cuts off my plea by shoving his wet digit inside my mouth. I think I sense something unspoken passing between the two men, but I can’t really tell. Pinned in place by their hands, I can’t turn my head to look, and I’m too overcome by the musky taste of my own desire and the unforgiving stiffness inside me to focus.

Killian gets behind me on the bench, slaps his hands onto my thighs, and spreads them wide. Then Ian’s finger is back between my legs, at my clit.

The sensation is brutal. My clit is so sensitive that any little touch drives me wild. And Ian’s touch is evil. Soft flicks that shoot bolts of electricity through me, making me spasm and jerk. I try to move away—to alleviate the sensation—but between the phallus and Killian’s hands, I’m stuck in place, spread wide open, forced to take Ian’s maddening ministrations.

I drop my head back, onto Killian’s shoulder, giving up the fight. But my body keeps jerking. It’s simply too much. I moan and yelp, in pleasure and frustration. But even though the pleasure is unbearable, it keeps building, slowly but surely. 

“So close,” I pant when the tension ripples through my legs, making my toes curl. I grab onto Ian, moaning loud and wild, about to go over.

But just as the swirling heat coalesces in my belly, about to explode, he steps back.

“Noo.” My eyes snap open, and I stare at him with indignation.

But when Killian wraps his arms around my waist and squeezes his legs into mine, another feeling overpowers me.

Relief. 

Bone-deep relief.

“Play,” Killian whispers, and suddenly, it’s just the two of us. My eyes fall shut, and I melt into him. I soak him up—his scent, his strength, his warmth. It’s all around me, overwhelming and heady. A relief so sharp it chokes me up. “Let Dad hear your beautiful music.”

Killian’s warm tone makes me reach for the keys quite automatically. I don’t even need to think. The music is embedded so deeply in my muscles that it flows naturally.

Killian doesn’t join me like I expected him to; he just leans into me, deepening the connection with tender strokes and small motions of his hips that jostle me against the phallus. I groan and whimper, the desire that fires off into my sensitive nerves driving me wild. But somehow, it doesn’t impede my playing. If anything, it drives it to new heights. At least, that’s how it feels. The moment I release the keys, having played the last note, uncertainty filters in. I just gave another piece of my heart to Killian. I gave Ian this new part of me that I’ve carefully kept to myself.

I throw a quick glance at Ian, then squirm on the bench, needing a little distance from Killian. But the motion only brings more bolts of electricity that have me panting. “It’s… It’s—” 

I’m about to say that it’s too much, but I don’t need my words. Killian reads me perfectly. Reacting instantly, he bands both arms around me, capturing my hands in my lap, and hooks his legs over mine. The position leaves him balancing on the seat with only his core as support, but he easily holds us there, steady and grounded.

“Killian,” I whisper, choking up, the emotions too strong to hold back anymore.

“I’m here, kitten. I’m yours. Always.”

“Killian,” I repeat, needing to say his name, needing the affirmation that follows as he keeps assuring me that he’s here and that he’s got me. My chest shakes and a few tears spill over, but I don’t sob. I don’t need that unraveling release. Not when I’m here in Killian’s arms—his touch, his words, the only things that make sense. Eyes falling shut, I let myself go. The shaking in my chest spreads, through my abdomen, into my arms and legs, until I’m shaking all over.

“K-Killian,” I repeat, unable to hold my voice steady through the turbulence.

“It’s okay. I’ve got you, Jenna. My pretty little kitten. You’re safe here. You’re mine.” 

I don’t know how long we sit like that, overcome by the intimacy we’ve both needed for so long. At some point, I remember that Ian is here as well. Lifting my head, I scan the room and find him on the couch by the windows. He looks calm, just watching us, leaning back, hands laced over his stomach.

I reach out and say his name as well. “Ian.”

“Yes, sweetheart, I’m right here.” He gets up and comes to stand beside us, taking my hand and pressing it to his chest—his beating heart. “That was so beautiful.” His brows knit in an almost perplexed expression at the emphasis. Shaking his head, he parts his lips, but no words come out. He’s at a loss. “So, so beautiful,” he repeats and presses his other hand to my cheek. “Just like you.”

“Ian,” I just say, unable to get anything else out, wanting to taste the comfort of his name on my lips. 

“It’s all her,” Killian agrees. “Soft and vulnerable. So damn brave.”

Ian hums. “It is. And now, I want to hear it again. Both of you.”

Killian places his feet flat on the ground, abs relaxing, tilting slightly forward. “Will you play with me, kitten?” he asks softly. 

“Yes.”

“Good girl. Go ahead and start.”

I turn my head to look at him. “Do you even remember what you were playing?”

A smirk lights up his eyes. “I’ll come up with something.”

“God, your talent is intimidating. If I wasn’t already used to playing with you, I don’t know if I’d dare.”

“Shh.” He presses a soft kiss to my cheek. “You’re my muse, remember.”

“Okay.” I steel myself with a deep breath, then place my fingers on the keys and begin. 

Killian lets me play alone for a while, only adding small ornaments here and there. When he joins me in the second part, his embellishments are even more beautiful than the first time. Our music comes together in perfect harmony, lifting us from the ground, making us soar.

It’s even more intense this time—even closer. There are no boundaries or restrained emotions between us, and the honesty with which we both play steals my breath away.

When we end the piece, the room is completely silent. It’s just our shared breaths and our beating hearts. I close my eyes, letting the energy keep me suspended for another moment. Killian leans his head on my shoulder, humming softly, holding me tight.

Finally, Ian breaks the silence. “Can you play that while sitting beside her?” he asks Killian.

“Of course,” Killian answers with a confidence that would sound arrogant if I didn’t know it was the truth.

“As much as I would love to carry Jenna onto the stage, rooted to the bench and having you sit behind her, it’s not really an option. But I want you to retain that intimacy. It’s what elevates your music to greatness—both of you.” Expression stern, Ian looks back and forth between us, making sure we both understand the message.

I draw a sharp breath and nod, and I feel Killian do the same. Our hearts beat a little faster, Ian’s compliment a deeply moving warmth inside both of us.

After taking a moment to let it all sink in, Ian focuses on me. “I’m leaving you alone with Killian for the rest of the night. You’re safe. He’s not going to harm you. He’s in control now. If you need me, I’m right here, just down the stairs. Okay?”

I don’t even feel worried. I’m so deep in a haze, so entranced by the safety Killian has lulled me into that I can barely even remember why I should be worried. So I just nod.

“Good girl.” Ian leans in and rewards me with a soft kiss on the lips. “Good night, sweetheart.”

When he leaves, I feel a pang in my chest. I’ve slept with him every night for six months. I think Killian must sense it, because he says, “You’re free to go downstairs anytime you need. If you don’t feel comfortable staying the whole night with me, it’s okay. I understand. But if you want me to, I’ll spend the whole night holding you tight.”

“I do,” I say, feeling like all my dreams are finally coming true. They’ll be difficult to navigate—finding a balance between the two men—but I have a feeling they will help me get there. I try to turn, wanting to burrow my head in Killian’s shoulder and breathe him in, but the phallus, which I had somehow almost forgotten, pins me in place. I groan at the movement—the sudden flare of desire.

“Killian, I need to… I need to come.” 

He chuckles. “Don’t worry, kitten. I’m not going to leave you hanging like this.” Hooking his legs around mine—this time keeping his feet firm on the ground—he spreads me wide open. “It’s a good thing this bench has no padding,” he says when he slips a finger through my pussy lips. “It would be soaked through.”

I groan with humiliation even as I try to push my hips into him. The phallus blocks my movement, sending a surge of desire through me. 

Sensing my building need, Killian pushes into me with a grunt. 

“Oh God,” I moan at the feeling of his hard length against my back.

“Oh Killian,” he corrects, the same as before. “I’m your only God now.”

“Killian,” I moan as he starts stroking my clit with maddening softness.

“That’s right. I’m the one who holds the power over you. Your music, your desire, and your orgasms. You’re mine.”

“Yours,” I pant.

“Mine.” He starts moving his hips against me, pressing his hard length into me while jostling me against the phallus.

My moans grow longer and louder as the desire expands and contracts, driving me mad, driving me close. “Please,” I beg, feeling like I’ll truly go insane if he draws out any more.

“Master,” he whispers.

“What?”

“Say please, Master.”

I barely even hesitate. The words just slip out, a bit strange, but also so very right. “Please, Master, make me come.”

He hums, leaning into my neck, biting and kissing. He rubs harder, and I go frantic, fucking myself on the phallus with reckless abandon while trying to push into his hand. 

“Such a greedy kitten.” He rubs harder, granting me just the touch I need. “Be a good kitten and come for your master.”

“Yes, yes, yes.” My words morph into a scream as the orgasm explodes through me. It takes over every little piece of my body, tensing my legs, curling my toes, making me buck and jerk with violent shudders. Red colors go off in my brain, snuffing out every last thought, and blurry spots dance in my vision.

I collapse into Killian, hot and exhausted. A limp pile of bones.

Gently, he lifts me off the phallus and carries me with him to sit on his lap on the couch.

“You’re not worried about your pants?” I ask into his neck, feeling the stickiness of lube and my own desire between my legs.

“It’s just pants,” he murmurs.

“You wouldn’t have said that two months ago.”

“I wouldn’t,” he agrees. “I also wouldn’t have kept you here.”

The words hang heavy between us for a while, but then they drift off, the peace of our newfound intimacy wrapping around us.

“I still hate you for what you did. When I think about it. But…” I heave a deep breath to steady myself for what I’m about to confess, because it feels wrong. But it’s also how I feel. And the rightness of this moment is undeniable. “I’m also, on some warped level, glad you did it. Otherwise, we wouldn’t be here. Does that make sense?”

He nods against me. “I know what you mean. I feel the same conflicting emotions.”

We don’t say much more after that. Killian carries me to the bathroom, where he strips us both naked and washes us in the big shower. Then he carries me to bed and wraps me up in his arms beneath the comforter that carries his scent.

I can’t help wriggling my hips a little, being this close to him, and it doesn’t take long before his cock starts growing again. 

“What about you?” I ask. “I’m not sure I have much more in me, but I don’t want to leave you wanting. Maybe I could just—”

“Shh.” He presses a finger to my lips. “How about we say this is my punishment for… e-everything.” 

I turn around in his arms. “I don’t want to punish you. I don’t want you to punish yourself. Not ever.”

“Hmm. How about we simply say that I don’t mind suffering a little to take care of you?”

“I like that,” I say with a smile, then, “I like you.”

Killian leans closer at those words, and I feel something happening in him as he presses his forehead to mine. He stiffens a little, his breaths becoming ragged. But his voice is steady and clear when he wraps a hand around my nape and says, “I love you.”

I gasp. The breath sticks in my throat, and before I can release it and decide whether I want to reciprocate those words, Killian covers my mouth with his other hand.

“Don’t say it back. Not until you’re truly ready and confident that you mean it. Okay?”

I nod against his hand, and he slowly releases my mouth again, but keeps our foreheads pressed together, breaths mingling in the small space between our mouths.

“You have all the time in the world. I’ll wait for you however long it takes. Just know that, while I wait, I love you. That won’t change. Some part of me always has. I think that’s why I turned against you. I couldn’t stand loving you. It scared me too much.”

I press both my hands to his chest, breathing hard for a moment before I say, “I know. Part of me always knew. That’s why I kept hoping. Smiling.”

“I hated how you always smiled at me,” he whispers and leans closer, just enough to brush his lips against mine. “I was so jealous that you had somehow found a way to stay happy. That you kept thinking there was something good in me when all I wanted to do was lock that part up tight.”

“I’m glad I did.”

“Me too.” He presses his lips to mine, tender and full of a promise to stay that way. “Good night, kitten.” He adjusts me against him, cradling my head with a gentleness that goes straight to my starving heart, which doesn’t feel as starved anymore. His arm around my waist stays firmly locked onto me, and when I wake up in the morning, it’s still there, holding me tight as if he never let go.
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The Tail

Ian

Killian keeps Jenna close over the next few weeks. Whenever he comes home in the afternoons, he anxiously hunts her down, needing to ascertain that she’s still here.

I make sure not to have her occupied at the time of day when he comes home. I’m not going to be as accommodating in the long run, but right now, he needs that sense of security, and I’m happy to provide it. He has enough challenges as is just accepting that he cares about her; this is not the time to work on his abandonment issues. 

Jenna is almost equally eager to see him. If he’s not home when she expects him, she’ll come to my office and carefully knock on the door, eyes wide and hesitant as she peeks in and asks when Killian will be back. The first time she does so, she apologizes profusely, knowing not to disturb me, but I decide to forego that rule. I don’t want to keep Jenna away from me for anything in the world. So I let her come sit on my lap and tell her that she may come in here whenever needed, as long as she knocks and acts with patience. Then I text Killian and assure her that everything’s okay when he replies a minute later, saying he’s running late.

I hold her until we hear the front door open. Jenna bounces off my lap and rushes through the room. Reaching the door, she pauses and turns to me. “I’m sorry, that was rude. I want to be with you, it’s just…” Her eyes drop to the ground.

“Jenna,” I say softly, making her gaze come back up. “We have plenty of time ahead of us to be together. I’m not going anywhere. And right now, you need Killian more. That’s okay.”

“I need you too,” she says, eyes flickering with uncertainty.

“I know. At some point, it will level out and you’ll need us equally, but right now, you need him more.”

“I’m sorry.”

A smile tips up my lips. “You’ve waited thirteen years for this. Go be with him. I’m not going anywhere. You’re still mine. That won’t change.”

The tension drains from her shoulders. “I’m yours.”

“Always, Jenna. Always.”

“Thank you.”

I nod at the door. “Go.”

She flashes me the cutest happy smile just before she disappears into the hall, feet thudding against the floors as she runs.

When I come into the kitchen to get more coffee thirty minutes later, she’s on Killian’s lap at the dining table, being fed from his hand.

It’s a scene I’ve walked in on several times lately, and even so, it still stirs a warm feeling of contentment in my chest. Finally, they’ve found each other, the two people I care about the most. I can live with having less of Jenna for a while when this is the result. 

“Uh, uh,” Killian admonishes when Jenna is about to reach up and wipe her mouth. “Hands stay on the table.”

She glances nervously at me, tongue darting out to lick away a stain on her cheek but not quite reaching it. 

It’s tempting to join the little game—rub it in and make her feel my dominance as well—but I simply go grab my coffee and leave them to it. I want to give Killian some space and time alone with her, which I’ve had plenty of. Now it’s his turn.

Over the next few days, Killian’s ways of feeding Jenna lunch get more dominant and degrading. First, he makes her kneel at his side, eating from his hand. Next, she’s eating from a bowl on the floor like a dog—or kitten, as Killian has taken to calling her. 

He tuts at her and admonishes her for making a mess, but at the same time, he pets her and calls her a good kitten.

“Has she made a mess?” he asks when I pass them, on my way back to my office. Grabbing her hair, he lifts her head and turns it toward me.

I pause and study her. “She has. You’d better discipline her for that.”

“Maybe she needs to taste the cane.” He smacks her ass, throwing me a questioning look.

I’m not sure whether he’s asking whether she’s ready, needing my opinion to make sure he doesn’t cross a line, or if he’s asking me to go get one. I give him both. “I have just the right one to give the kitten a lesson.”

I go to get a leatherbound cane from my office—one of the less severe ones.

“Twenty strikes,” Killian says when I return, stepping over her, caging her in between his legs.

I think it might be an invitation for me to dole out the discipline, but I can’t be sure, and I don’t want to hijack his scene even though it’s tempting to stay. So I simply hand him the cane and leave him to it, lingering in the hall for a moment to enjoy Jenna’s yelps and mewls.

The next time I walk in on Killian feeding Jenna from a bowl on the floor, the invitation is less subtle. Before I can round the dining table, Killian throws me a bottle of lube that I just barely catch.

“The kitten needs a tail,” he says and dangles a butt plug with a long, fluffy tail from his hand.

I huff and give a shake of my head. Killian knows exactly how to get the beast out in me, just like when he sent Jenna downstairs wearing the nose hook.

I wonder if he’s sensing that I’ve been holding back again, saving Jenna’s stamina for him since she’s still fragile, only able to take so much. Studying him for a moment, I think that just might be it. Or he’s eager to explore more of this threesome dynamic now that things have changed, which I must say I am as well.

So I pop the lid on the lube and go to stand behind Jenna, who’s kneeling on the floor in front of a licked-clean dog bowl. “A tail for the kitten,” I hum.

Jenna groans in protest, ardently shaking her head. Worried it might take her back to the last time Killian put a tail on her and reduced her to an animal, I step around her and study her face to check that she’s okay. But Killian is already on it. His attention is fixed on her with startling focus, reading every nuance of humiliation and playing her as masterly as he does the piano.

“What’s the matter? Aren’t you our kitten?” he challenges with a stern edge that leaves no room for protest.

Jenna’s throat bobs with a hard swallow as she nods.

Leaning down, he grabs a handful of her brown hair and lifts her head, petting her cheek to counterbalance the brutality—just like I would. “A cute little kitten needs a tail, am I not right?” 

She nods again, eyes wide and worried as she stares at him, but so full of pure submission that my cock grows rock hard.

“Then ask Dad to put the tail on you.” He releases her hair and gives her a nudge with his foot to make her turn toward me.

With shuffling movements, she moves to face me, her nostrils flaring with the speed of her breaths, eyes flying up and down, embarrassment coloring her cheeks a beautiful shade of red.

She parts her lips, about to speak, but Killian stops her with a deep warning. “Do cats speak?”

Jenna closes her eyes and draws a shuddery breath through rounded lips. Then she leans close to my leg and softly rubs her head against it. Just once.

“Do you call that begging?” Killian gives her thigh a kick, not hard enough to hurt, just to humiliate.

Jenna gasps but softens just the same. Her gaze is swimming when she glances up at me, a twitch of uncertainty crossing her expression. She’s worried how I’ll feel about this.

I’m sure she knows, deep down, that this is my kind of kink, but Jenna needs to see—to feel—as the embarrassment overcomes her—just like I want it to. So I lean down and grab her chin with one hand and slap her cheek lightly with the other. “I thought kittens were louder, mewling and whimpering.”

Her eyes widen, not with worry this time, but desire. And then the humiliation comes, deepening her frown as she lets out a tiny mewl.

“Good kitten,” Killian croons. “Now show Dad how much you want a tail.”

Releasing her hair, I straighten. A wide smile spreads over my lips when she starts rubbing her head eagerly against my leg, mewling, moving around me, and begging me with tiny sounds and little head nudges.

“Good kitten, indeed,” I agree. “I think she’s earned her tail now.”

Killian hands me the tail, then crouches beside her and pushes her head to the ground, pinning her with a firm grip on her hair.

I flip her skirt up and pull her panties down, then smear a good amount of lube around her narrow opening and onto the steel butt plug. She mewls and moans, hips wriggling eagerly when I stick the tip of my finger just inside. I can already see the glistening moisture coating her pussy lips. 

“And soon the kitten will have a tail,” Killian says with a mocking edge, just as I position the butt plug at her opening, purposefully moving it so she can feel the brush of fur against her buttocks.

“No,” she gasps, and when I start pushing, she repeats with more urgency. “No.” Then, suddenly, she freezes, her whole body locking up, her ass cheeks clenching. She’s barely even breathing.

I instantly remove the plug, and Killian reacts just as quickly.

“Jenna,” he urges, lifting her up on her knees and cradling her head between his hands. “We’ve got you.”

I swiftly reposition to bring her between my legs and hold her tight, letting her feel my warmth and my strength.

“You’re safe,” Killian continues while I hold her. “I’m here, Dad’s here. We’ve got you.”

“Killian?” she murmurs, confused.

“Yes, kitten, I’m here.”

With a small groan, she pulls her head out of the cradle of his hands. Burrowing her head against my shoulder, she turns away from him, gripping my shirt tight.

A perplexed look flashes across Killian’s features. “J-Jenna,” he starts, the stuttering returning. He casts me an uncertain look, and I give him a steady nod, quietly telling him he’s got this. He closes his eyes for a brief moment, and when he opens them again, the confidence is back. 

“Do you remember the first time we met?” He brushes a hand across her hair. “You were scared to go into the classroom alone. I was scared too, but seeing you made me want to be brave—to lend you some comfort. You made me brave, Jenna. You made me play better. You made me finally see… that it’s always been you. That moment when you took my hand is one of the best moments of my life.”

Jenna shudders, making a small sniffling sound. Then, slowly, she uncurls her hand from my shirt and lowers it to her lap.

Killian understands and gently takes it.

“I miss you,” she whispers, turning her head slightly toward him.

“I’ve missed you too.” His eyes fill with a sincerity that astounds me. “So damn much. But I’m here now.” He leans close, curving his hand around the back of her head as he says close to her ear, “Please let me spend the rest of my life making up for it.”

Her chest shakes. She lifts her head, and a strangled sound escapes her, like she wants to say something but can’t get the words out. Then she collapses forward, into Killian’s arms, clinging to his neck while weeping into his shoulder.

The affection he shows her as he holds her close, peppers tiny kisses all over her hair, and whispers tender reassurances, makes pride swell in my chest. And gratitude. For these two people. For the love and the resolution all three of us have found in this warped but healing dynamic.

Jenna spends a few minutes crying into Killian’s shoulder, then lifts her head to me. Leaning across the space between us, she hugs me, then turns back to curl up in Killian’s lap again. I move closer, caressing her side and her legs, letting her feel that we’re both here for her—our precious girl that we’re both going to spend the rest of our lives taking care of. I’m not entirely sure how it’s going to work, but it’s just the details I’m uncertain of. All the important bits seem to have fallen into place; we’ll figure out the rest as we go.

Eventually, Jenna stops crying, slumping in Killian’s embrace.

“We should bring her to bed—your bed,” Killian says. “She feels safest there.”

He’s about to get up with her in his arms when she pushes out from him and lets out a tiny, “No.” 

We both pause.

“Do you want to be alone with Dad?” Killian asks softly—no hurt or uncertainty, just acceptance and focus on getting her better.

“N-no. I want the tail.” Biting her lower lip, she drops her gaze to the ground.

I hum and rub her head. “The kitten wants her tail.”

A wide smile spreads over Killian’s face. “Such a dirty little kitten.” Grabbing her by the waist, he hoists her onto all fours, over his legs. With an arm around her waist, he grips her tightly to him. “Ask Dad, very nicely, to give you the tail, so you can become a real little kitten.”

She groans in protest, but she only hesitates a moment before she speaks. “Please, Ian, will you give me a tail, so I can become a real kitten?”

“My pleasure.” I move to sit behind her, grab the lube and the tail, and begin the process again.

This time, there’s no panic or fear. There’s plenty of humiliation, but it all mixes with the pleasure, drawing long moans from her throat, making her hide her head against her arm even as she eagerly arches her back, making her butt jut out.

When the butt plug is finally seated inside her, Killian gives her a scratch behind the ear. “Good little kitten. Now crawl to the couch so we can really see what a good kitty you’ve become. Then come back here and get your reward.”

Jenna’s hips sway in a way that makes my cock ache as she crawls through the room and back. I’m about to excuse myself and go rub one out in the shower when Jenna returns, but Killian has other plans.

“Do you know what your reward is?” he asks Jenna.

She shakes her head.

“Since you’ve been such a good little kitten, you get to suck Dad off and make him come.”

I release a feral grunt. I haven’t taken her mouth since before she dissociated, thinking it would be too much. But the way she licks her lips tells me it’s just what she needs. I have to stop treating her with kid gloves whenever something goes wrong. Jenna needs this—our dominance and the depravity.

Suddenly, I can’t rein in the urge to dominate her. “Take me out, now,” I demand.

She scampers around on her knees and reaches up for my belt. It’s only then, while she unbuckles it and unzips my pants, that I realize she’s about to take my cock out in front of my son. I block her hands and aim my attention at Killian.

He’s unfazed, tongue darting over his tongue as he watches Jenna—her tail and her curves.

“You’d better suck him real good,” he says. “If you do, you’ll get another reward.” He lifts his gaze to me while saying the last part, a challenge or maybe a question in his expression. When he reaches his hand between her legs, making her gasp, I understand what he means.

We shouldn’t is the first thought that pops into my mind. But it holds little weight. That ship has long sailed. ‘Shouldn’t’ has been the headline of each and every single thing we’ve done since Jenna came through our front door. And that’s part of what turns me on—turns all of us on. So I agree to Killian’s unspoken question. “If you’re a good girl and suck me off really well, then he’ll fuck your pussy.”

Jenna releases a shuddery breath, letting me know he still hasn’t fucked her in that hole—as I expected. He’s been holding back with her as well. 

“Would you like that? Killian in your pussy, me in your mouth?”

She bobs her head eagerly.

“At the same time,” I add, testing the waters.

Her reaction is just as depraved and enthusiastic as Killian’s and my desire to go further. She adds a mewl and a little wriggle to the eager nodding. And there goes my self-control. Grabbing her hair, I free my cock and push straight into her mouth, all the way to the back. She gags and grabs at my legs, struggling to process. But we’ve done this enough times, and she relaxes her throat, allowing me in. So I push on, into her throat, then back to rest the tip on her tongue.

Killian has already put on a condom and is lowering himself behind her. I sink to the floor as well, slowly, keeping her head around my cock as I go. She steadies herself on her hands, sucking and licking, wanting more. Her moan when Killian toys at her opening vibrates around my cock, making me shudder.

“I’m not gonna last long,” I rasp.

“Me either,” Killian says, flipping her tail onto her back and positioning himself.

Jenna mewls eagerly, arching her back. She’s not gonna last long either.

Without words or even a quiet sign, we both start advancing at the same time, me sinking into her throat and Killian into her pussy. Jenna goes wild, moaning and clawing at the ground.

Killian gives the tail a few small pulls, jostling the butt plug, and it doesn’t take more than a few minutes of fucking her before her toes make a few telltale spasms.

“Shit, she’s already there,” he groans, also noticing. “We’d better hurry, or she’ll come without us.”

We both pick up the pace, tightening our grips—me on her hair, him on her waist. Jenna sputters around me, struggling with the depth I’m forcing upon her, but melts into us at the same time. It’s so damn beautiful the way she gives into us. Our growls and groans fill the space, raw and primal against the soft sounds of Jenna’s mewls. It’s depraved, immoral, and wrong, but it also feels right, like we’re a three-part puzzle that’s finally coming together. 

My balls draw up, a tingling sensation erupting at the base of my spine.

“Be a good kitten and lap up Dad’s cum,” Killian instructs, just before I come.

She stretches her throat, eagerly opening up in time to take my cum. And at that same moment, she spasms, her mewls growing more stuttered and erratic. Killian releases a deep, feral growl. We’re all coming. At the same moment. All lost in the riptide. 

Part of me wonders what will happen when the bubble snaps, but it’s just a fleeting thought. There’s no flimsy illusion that can break, because this is us. All connected in various ways, at peace in this forbidden threesome we’ve created.

I slowly pull out, Killian does the same, and Jenna melts in a limp heap on the floor. There’s no awkwardness. Killian leans over Jenna, resting his head on her hips, and I bring her head into my lap, stroking her hair softly. Then we just stay there, all panting, coming down from the intense pleasure.

“Let’s bring her to the couch,” I finally say and give Killian a go-ahead nod when he hesitates to lift her into his arms. “You take her.”

He brings her to the couch, where she curls up in his lap. I sit a couple of feet away, giving them some space, but close enough to stroke her once in a while. Silence descends again, calm and peaceful. Jenna drifts off, and Killian I alternate between zoning out and caressing her.

As Killian slowly comes out of the daze, I notice little changes. He sucks in long, steadying breaths, his expression tightens, and his left foot taps against the floor for short intervals of time. He’s struggling with himself—his old, deep-seated instincts to run—but he’s not giving in to them. If anything, he grips Jenna tighter, anxiously making sure she’s not leaving, finding comfort in her. 

I debate with myself for a while whether I should mention it or keep quiet. I’m always very careful about treading into emotional waters with Killian, but after the change he’s undergone and the scene we just shared—fucking Jenna at the same time—staying quiet feels like an affront to the trust we’re building. So I decide to give Killian just that—my trust and my confidence in his newfound ability to face his emotions.
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The Softie

Killian

“How are you feeling?” Dad asks, probably reading my perplexed emotions in my not-so-calm breaths and strained expression. 

I huff a laugh. “Scared out of my mind.”

Expression firm, he repeats the words that made me freak out a few weeks ago. “She’s not your mother. She’s not going to leave you.”

I close my eyes and draw a couple of long, shuddery breaths, fighting off the squeezing sensation that threatens to steal my breath altogether. I’m stronger than it, I tell myself. I can be strong for her. The determination calms me somewhat, and I decide to finally face the fear head-on, for the first time in my life. “How do you know?”

I tighten my arms around Jenna, only realizing how hard when she lets out a small mewl. “Shh,” I reassure. “You’re safe.” I lean down and press a kiss to her head, then watch her until I’m sure she has settled again.

When I look up, Dad is smiling. It’s the same smile he wore the first time I mastered a Liszt étude. A smile that used to be rare but has become more frequent since Jenna came here.

“I know she won’t leave for the same reason I know you won’t leave her. She couldn’t bear to bring that pain on somebody else.”

Dropping my head back, I rake a hand through my hair. “Comparing her to me is not much of a reassurance.”

“There’s a crucial difference.” He reaches out to stroke her arm. “Unlike you, Jenna has faced her fears. There’s nothing suppressed. What you see is what you get. She’s honest to a fault. That’s what makes her so precious, but also what makes her vulnerable.”

“It’s beautiful,” I say, stroking her hairline, her lips, and the curve of her cute nose. Jenna’s soft vulnerability is so fucking beautiful. I can’t believe it took me so long to see it.

Dad places a hand on mine, bringing my attention back to him. “Don’t beat yourself up,” he says, reading my reaction with scary precision. “What you did, raising those walls and shutting her out, was a defense mechanism. It wasn’t a choice. It was necessary.”

“But—”

“No, Killian. You were eight. The person who was supposed to protect you and love you unconditionally left. Be mad at her—not you—or it will swallow you whole. All you can do now is move forward and make sure you don’t repeat the pattern. Being stuck in the past or your fears won’t help anyone.”

Closing my eyes, I focus on breathing deeply—taking in his words. He’s right. I can’t keep beating myself up and wallowing in the past. It won’t do anyone good. All I can do is try to make up for all my shortcomings and prove to Jenna, every day, that I’m here.

“Do you think she’ll ever truly trust me?” I ask when I straighten again.

“I do. It will take time and a lot of work. But if you do the work, you’ll get there—she’ll get there.”

“I’ll do the work.” I heave a hard sigh, finally accepting the solution I’ve been refusing since I was eight. “I-I think I need to s-see a therapist. For real this time.”

Dad gives a firm nod. He doesn’t say more, and I’m grateful for it. It’s hard enough to admit it out loud. Hell, in one night, I’ve admitted more than I have in thirteen years. And I know there’s a lot more honesty to come in the foreseeable future.

We’re both quiet for a while, stroking Jenna and enjoying the warm peace that has finally settled over this house. Ginny comes and hops onto the couch, cuddling up against my thigh. She’s just as adorable and difficult to resist as Jenna, and I take turns stroking them both, enjoying Ginny’s eager purring and Jenna’s warmth.

“So, now we’re fucking her together…” I say on a whim.

Dad breaks out into a laugh that makes Jenna stir.

“What’s so funny?” she murmurs, slowly repositioning herself to reach Ginny.

“We’re officially good and well outside all bounds of morality,” Dad says.

“How so?” she asks sleepily.

“We just fucked you at the same,” I say and huff a laugh. “Did you forget that we’re related?”

Her cheeks turn a deep red, and she straightens on my lap, leaning her head into her hands. “I guess I kind of did.” When she looks up again, her lips are pressed together, and her eyes have this cute, embarrassed, but also happy expression.

“How far are we taking this?” I ask Dad, rubbing Jenna’s back. She lifts a hand to stroke the lines of my face, and fuck if it isn’t the best sensation ever. Her inhibitions might be weakened by the subspace she’s coming out of, but the impulse is natural, showing me her true affection. We might have a long way to go, but little by little, she’s coming around, learning to trust me and lean into our dynamic. 

“I don’t know,” Dad says. “I think we should see how things go. But for now, let’s avoid crossing swords.”

“Crossing swords,” Jenna parrots with a chuckle, like a little girl.

I smile and lean to the side to see her face better. “You don’t know that expression?”

“Well, now I do. And now it’s all I can think of.”

I tut. “Such a dirty girl. Would you like that? Me in your ass, Dad in your pussy?”

She lifts her shoulders. “Maybe. I don’t know. I think for now, let’s do what Ian says. Take things as they come.”

“Sounds good to me. Two cocks at a time, but different ends.”

She pushes air through rounded lips, giving me a wide-eyed expression. “We’re crazy.”

“We are,” I confirm. “And you love it.”

She hides her revealing smile behind her hand for a moment, then looks from me to Dad. “How is this gonna work when we’re in public?”

I expect this to be a problem we all have to consider carefully, but Dad replies as if there’s only one right answer. “To the public, you two are a couple. I’m Killian’s Dad, your piano teacher. Family. That’s all.”

“I hate that,” she says.

“Me too,” I agree. It feels wrong to get more than he does, having them hide.

“It’s the way it has to be,” Dad says. “The only way that makes sense. The two of you are gonna be together in the spotlight, all eyes on you. It will be difficult to hide, and people will more readily accept the two of you as a couple. It’s more natural.”

“I don’t care what people think,” I say. 

“But you care about your career?” Dad asks, rhetorically.

Silence descends, serious expressions tightening all our faces.

Dad continues, “I don’t mind being discreet. I don’t have the need for public displays of affection.”

“How about we all just keep it private?” I suggest, wanting this to be fair. 

Dad shakes his head. “I don’t want you two to miss out on anything. Dinner dates, going to the movies, holding hands on stage. And you’ll be able to use it as an advantage, driving your careers.”

“How?” I ask.

“You’ll see.”

“It doesn’t seem fair,” I say. “Me getting all that and you don’t.”

“You’re gonna be touring a lot, Killian. I’m sure Jenna and I will join you sometimes, but there will also be times when Jenna can’t go with you. I’ll have her to myself then. So let’s just say that makes us even.”

I sigh. “I hate that.”

“Compromises are necessary. You can’t have both the career and this threesome in public. And I don’t mind. I have everything I need right here. As long as the two of you are happy, I’m happy.” He fixes his gaze on Jenna. “Can you be happy like this?”

Jenna looks between us, expression open and honest. “I don’t care how I get you, as long as I get both of you. As long as you both feel good about this.”

“I know, sweetheart,” Dad says, and the two share an intimate moment of familiar eye contact.

“Is it okay if I go sit with Ian for a while?” Jenna asks, a tentative expression knitting her brows. “I enjoy sitting here very much, but—”

“Kitten,” I cut her off. “There’s no need to explain. I won’t ever get jealous if you kiss, hug, or fuck Dad. You’re ours. Not just mine. I want it like that. I like it that way.”

“Why?” she asks, an open, honest question.

I push air through rounded lips. “I have no idea how to answer that. I guess it just feels natural.” I shrug. “I trust him not to take you away from me.” I haven’t really thought about that before, but it’s true. Despite repeatedly accusing him of keeping her to himself, I trust him not to do so. It was just my insecurities speaking. Dad might be selfish and controlling—just like I am—but not when it comes to me. He has given me everything. He gave up his career and his marriage for me, and he crossed all the lines to make me win and then get me the girl I wanted in the fucked-up way I wanted her. He’s put up with my temperament and all my issues that would have gotten me in severe trouble if he hadn’t been around to pick up the pieces. 

He’ll do everything for the people he cares about. That used to be just me, but now Jenna is part of that equation as well. But instead of stirring jealousy, it makes me feel calm. Because that means she’s safe. That means we once again have the same goal in life. That goal used to be making me win all the competitions, but now it’s her. And that feels good.

“She’s ours,” Dad agrees, opening his arms to invite Jenna into them. She crawls into his lap and melts into him with a satisfied sigh.

I smile and lift Ginny into my lap. “It’s good we have two kittens,” I say.

“He’s becoming a softie, just like you,” Jenna whispers with a mischievous edge, leaning her head into Dad’s neck.

He grabs her jaw. “I’m not a softie.”

Jenna snickers. “Soft like a furball.” 

Dad rolls his eyes, and then all three of us laugh. It’s good to see her like this, happy and playful.
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The Competition

Jenna

My hands are shaking, my palms sweaty. I clench and unclench them, then shake them.

“I can’t do this,” I whisper to Killian, peering out at the two young men playing one of Dvorak’s Slavonic dances with immaculate proficiency and deep musicality. It’s just the two of us behind the stage, waiting for our turn to perform, and I think I’m going to tuck my tail and run at any moment. 

Killian slips both hands around my waist and leans in behind me. “Close your eyes.” 

Although he whispers, there’s an unmistakable command to his voice that makes me draw a sharp breath, my eyes falling shut instantly. 

“There’s no one else here. It’s just you and me. The crowd doesn’t matter, the judges don’t matter. Those two guys don’t matter. All that matters is pleasing me. And Dad. He’s watching too.”

His words loosen some of the tension twisting in my gut, but it’s not enough to steady my hands or stop the ground from shaking beneath me.

“What if we don’t win?” I whisper.

“We’ll win,” he assures.

I turn around in his arms and repeat with more urgency, “What if we don’t win?”

He slips a hand to the back of my nape, gripping tightly. “Then Dad and I are gonna take you back to the hotel, shove our cocks inside you, and fuck you until you can’t remember your own name.”

Heat spreads to my cheeks, through my body. But I still can’t forget the horror scenario that this might all be for nothing. “I’m serious, Killian.”

“So am I. Nothing changes if we don’t win.”

“Are you sure?” Suddenly, I realize it’s not the idea of going home empty-handed that scares me; it’s the idea of disappointing Killian. The instinctive fear of him pushing me away is still seated deep inside me. It’s getting better with each day, but there’s still a long way to go.

Killian gives me a small shake, bringing me flush against his body. “If we don’t win, I’m gonna put a collar and a chain on you—tail as well—and keep you crawling on the floor and eating from a bowl for a whole week. Just to make sure you don’t forget that you still belong to me. I’ll even lock the chain to my own wrist and throw away the key to make sure you stay at my side.” His jaw tics, eyes burning with a feral intensity that scares me.

But the fear is nothing like the one I just felt when thinking about the stage. This fear is warm and urgent, setting fire to a part of me that makes me squeeze closer and burrow my head against him. “Now I don’t want to win,” I murmur.

The audience starts clapping, but I barely notice as Killian grips me tight. “Too bad, because we’re taking home that trophy.” He holds on for a moment, then leans back to face me. “Are you ready?”

I stroke the sides of my hair, checking that no hairs have strayed from the French braids I’ve made. “I’m ready.”

Killian takes my hand and brings me onto the stage. The gesture is not polite or comforting. It’s demanding and controlling, and it’s just what I need. I don’t glance at the crowd or even the grand piano. I just look at his hand, wrapped around mine, leading me on. Grabbing me by the shoulders, he steers me in front of the piano bench and makes me sit down. I should be embarrassed—a whole crowd is watching him boss me around—but I can’t bring myself to care.

When he sits beside me, he places his hand on my nape again—not gripping tightly as before, but the possessiveness is clear. Leaning close, he whispers, “When we win, I’m still going to put you on a leash and give you a tail.” 

He releases me, and I stare at him with wide eyes.

He offers no excuse, just a firm nod at the keys and a stern, “Now play.”

I don’t even think, I just act. The instinct to submit to him and obey is stronger than any nervousness. So I place my hands on the keys and play—for him and for Ian, who I know is watching from somewhere in the crowd. I drift off into a space devoid of time and place. All I know is Killian. He’s all around me: his dominant energy, his scent, and his hands flying over the keys, leaping over mine and around my back to catch deep notes. I still don’t understand how he can play like this and still hit every single beat. I still don’t understand that I’m here with him. My bully and the man who ruined my life. Now the man who says he loves me and, each and every day, proves just how deeply.

But I don’t need to make sense of anything when I’m at his side. I just need to feel. Him and the music. Us.

When we stop playing and the crowd starts clapping, that surreal feeling hits me like a freight train. My hands had just calmed, but suddenly, I’m shaking again—all over.

“Killian,” I whisper, my legs feeling like lead. I have no idea how to even get off the bench. 

“I’ve got you, kitten.” Gently grabbing my elbow, he guides me to my feet. “They’re loving it,” he whispers. “Just close your eyes and listen. This is the loudest it’s gotten all night.”

Pausing in the small space between the bench and the piano, I close my eyes and listen. The sound is oppressive at first, but as I tune in on it and truly listen, I think he might be right. The audience keeps going, clapping and even whistling.

I can’t believe it. I must be dreaming. But when I open my eyes, it’s all still there. The stage, the crowd, and Killian. I flash a beaming smile at him. “We did it,” I whisper. “We played my piece.” Suddenly, I don’t care about the trophy. This feeling, sharing this moment with Killian, finally being on a stage again is all that matters.

“We did it,” he confirms and leans in to press a kiss to my lips before leading me to the center of the stage, where we take a bow.

***

I still feel like I’m walking around in a dream when I leave the stage again an hour later, a trophy in one hand, Killian holding the other tight. Ian comes up to us but doesn’t say a thing, just pulls each of us in for a tight hug, then places a hand on each of our cheeks, giving us an expression full of warmth, pride, and so much love.

“You have such bright futures ahead of you,” he finally says. “Just wait and see.”

As if on cue, a man comes up to us, asking about the piece we played. I just nod to confirm that I wrote it and answer briefly when he asks if I have written more. “A few.” Then I just stand there, baffled beyond comprehension, while Ian and Killian do the talking, easily navigating questions about how long we’ve been playing together and what plans we have for the future, even though the past is full of shadows and the future not yet clear.

My eyes widen with each sentence as it dawns on me that the man wants to discuss a record deal and a tour—with both of us.

Killian holds firmly onto my hand, flashing me bright, happy smiles as surreal as everything else while Ian takes on the role as our manager, saying that he’ll be the one negotiating deals and handling the business side of things.

“We’re gonna be big,” Killian whispers when the man finally lets us walk out of there.

I lean into him when he wraps an arm around me, letting him shelter me from the crowd and the chaos that has become an assault on my sensitive senses. But when I drop into the seat of the rental car, the exhaustion is not heavy or oppressive. It’s just there.

I expect Killian to slide in beside me, but instead, he takes the driver’s seat while Ian gets into the back. Hidden behind the tinted windows, he pulls me into him. 

“I needed this,” I say, curling up against him. I’ve been leaning on Killian all night, and now getting to do the same with Ian is like everything coming full circle. 

“Me too,” he hums, pressing a kiss to the top of my head.

When Killian carries me from the car thirty minutes later, I’m half asleep. I expect him to tuck me into bed when we get to our hotel room, but instead, he sets me on my feet and takes my head between his hands. “I promised you something.” Glancing over my shoulder, he says to Ian, “It’s time.”

Ian crosses the room and disappears through the door to the adjoining hotel room, where he sleeps.

“What’s going on?” I ask.

“A present,” Killian says, stroking his thumbs along my cheekbones.

My stomach instinctively twists at the memory of the last present they got me, and I’m too tired to see reason. “Killian, I’m not in the mood. I just want to sleep.”

“Shh. It’s nothing like that. Sit down and just zone out for a moment. Let me take care of you.” He takes my hands and steadies me as I lower myself to the floor.

Still not reassured, I cast him a nervous look. “I’m serious.”

“Kitten, nothing crazy is going to happen. This is a good thing. I promise.” He places his hand on the back of my head, beckoning me to lean against his thigh. Giving in to him is a great relief. I feel like I could drift off right here.

But barely a minute passes before footsteps announce Ian’s return.

Killian steps behind me and places his hands on my shoulders, firm but reassuring.

My breath catches when Ian stops in front of me and I gaze up at him. Not even my exhaustion can soften the effect of his magnificent dominance. His tall posture, his unwavering attention, and the lines on his face all speak of age and authority. And that suit and tie only add to the heady picture.

I fold my legs beneath me, instinctively taking the submissive position.

Expression serious, Ian holds a square, flat box in front of me. I barely breathe while I watch his hands—the visible veins and the strong knuckles—as he opens the box, and when I see what’s in it, I stop breathing altogether. Slapping a hand to my mouth, I just stare at the contents. A collar of smooth, polished steel with a decorative knot at the front, from which a small ring hangs. It’s simple and beautiful.

“Is that…” I point at it, unable to get more words out.

“For you,” Killian says.

“The last time you came with us after a competition, Killian took the collar away and we threw you out. This time, we’re keeping you. The collar doesn’t come off unless all three of us agree on it.” Ian points at the locking mechanism which has three small holes. “This lock is customized. It needs three keys to open it.” He digs into his pants pocket, then opens his palm to display three small hex keys attached to individual key rings. “All pins have different forms,” he continues. “The collar doesn’t come off without all three.” He hands one to Killian, pockets one himself, and lifts one of my hands, placing the third one in my palm. 

Closing my hand around the small pin, I lift it to wipe my eyes. 

“I—” Suddenly choked up, I can’t get any words out.

“You’re ours, Jenna,” Killian says, softly stroking the side of my neck. “You don’t get to leave unless all three of us agree.”

“I-I don’t know what to say,” I manage.

“You don’t have to say anything. You just have to let us know if you’ll accept this collar.”

Sniffling, I bob my head. “Yes. Of course. Yes.”

Ian hums. “Good girl. I’m so proud of you.” He takes the metal band out, sets the box aside, and wraps the collar around my neck.

A surge of peaceful purpose washes through me. Home is all I can think. With these two men. This is where I belong. It doesn’t matter where in the world we are; as long as I’m with them, I’m home.

Killian closes the collar, a click revealing that it’s now locked. “It’s discreet enough to wear in public,” he says. “And you can bathe and sleep with it. It never has to come off. You’re ours now. Always.”

I press my hand holding the key to my heart. I’m theirs. But I’m no longer a helpless pawn in their game. I have a say. I have a key. I’m part of this. Us. And it’s so much more than I could have ever imagined, and still, it feels like there’s so much more to come.

Killian lowers himself to his knees and wraps his arms around my waist, and Ian sinks to the ground before me, pulling my head into his chest.

“Is this for real?” I whisper.

“All real,” Ian confirms, pressing his lips to my head.

We sit in silence for a while, just soaking up the quiet intimacy.

“I can’t believe it,” I say with a smile after some time. “Now I have two trophies.”

“We should put up a shelf in the living room for them,” Killian suggests.

“Good idea,” Ian agrees. 

“No,” I correct. “I don’t care about those trophies.” I reach behind me to place one hand on Killian’s thigh, the other on Ian’s chest. “This is what I’ve won.”

“Ah,” Ian says.

“We’ve all won,” Killian says, leaning his head against my back. “But we’re still displaying the trophies.”

“You’re gonna need the space for all the future trophies you’re getting,” Ian adds.

I chuckle. “Am I getting a man for each trophy in the future as well?” 

Killian growls, and Ian digs his fingers into my nape.

“Possessive cavemen,” I whisper.

Killian straightens, gripping my waist tight. “Does this call for a punishment?”

“Sure does,” Ian agrees.

I yelp when they haul me off the floor. “I need to sleep,” I protest as they bend me over the bed and Killian flips my dress skirt up.

“Not before we’ve fucked the idea of other men straight out of your head,” he says, ripping my pantyhose.

Ian jumps onto the bed beside me, shoves my head into the mattress and invades my mouth with two fingers. No more words for me. And I don’t need any. I don’t want any.

All thoughts of sleep vanish in the whirlwind of their possession as Killian fucks my ass and Ian then takes my pussy, all the while the other man holds me down, gripping my nape, gripping my throat, stroking my tongue, and stealing every single thought from my mind.

After four orgasms—two of them mine—they move me to the middle of the bed, tuck the comforter around me and lie on each side of me. Silence descends, calm and uncomplicated, while they stroke me and take turns pressing little kisses to my head and cheeks, and I quickly drift off.

When I wake sometime in the middle of the night, they’re still both here, sleeping soundly. Killian is behind me, face nestled into the crook of my neck, a hand resting on my hip on top of the comforter. Ian is on my other side, face close to mine, an arm draped over my waist.

The light is on, and they’re both still dressed, though ties loosened, top buttons opened. 

I gently pry the big comforter out from beneath them, only making them stir a little, and cover all three of us. Then I turn off the light and snuggle up between them.

“I love you—both of you,” I whisper, trailing my fingers over the lines of their faces.

“I love you too, kitten,” Killian murmurs, half asleep.

Ian leans his forehead against mine and presses a hand to my cheek. “You’ve healed us, Jenna.” 

“Healed you?” I whisper.

“Both of us. You’ve brought light and love into our lives. We didn’t deserve it, but we’re gonna spend the rest of our lives striving to be worthy of your love. It’s all that matters now. You.”

Tears pool in my eyes, and I sniffle a little.

Ian wipes away a stray tear with his thumb, then turns my head and kisses away a tear on the other side.

“Go to sleep, my love. You’re safe here between us. Always.”

“Hmm.” I snuggle into him, curling my arms against his chest, scooting my hips closer to Killian. So much warmth and love in one place—all around me. It’s everything I thought I’d never have, and it’s so much more than I could have ever imagined. They might have broken me into bits and pieces, but little by little, they’ve put me back together, and for the first time in my life, I truly feel whole.


Epilogue

The Best Gift

Jenna

Eighteen months later

“Are you sure he’ll like it?” I ask Ian when we hear the front door open.

“I’m sure,” he says, taking my hand in his and giving me a warm smile, a twinkle in his eyes.

“Okay.” I push air through rounded lips as we both get up from the couch. I glance at the sleeping creature on the couch as we go to the hallway. I’m not sure why I’m so nervous. Maybe because it’s been two weeks since I saw Killian—our surprise for him forced us to cancel our plans to fly out and see him in Paris last week. Or maybe it’s that he hasn’t been home for a month. Or maybe it’s the surprise we have for him. I know he’s going to love it, but a residue of some old, deep-seated fear remains.

Ian reaches for the door to the entryway but pauses when I ask one last time, “Are you sure?” 

He grabs my jaw. “Jenna, he’s going to love it, and he’s going to love you even more for thinking of it.”

I draw another deep sigh, then nod. Ian guides me into the entryway with a hand on my back, and the moment I see Killian, tears spring to my eyes.

His eyes widen at the sight of me, nostrils flaring with urgency. We just stare at each other like that for a breathless moment. Then we both break free at the same time, charging against each other. I crash into his arms, wrapping my legs around his waist as he hoists me up high, and then our mouths are locked together in a deep, passionate kiss that stops the world from turning.

“Fuck, I’ve missed you,” he growls. “I’m never going on tour again.”

“Yes, you are,” Ian states behind us. “Together. All three of us. In four months.”

“So, it’s settled?” Killian asks, breaking the connection just enough to glance at Ian, who gives an affirmative nod. Killian’s eyes are wide and bright when he locks them onto mine again. “We’re going on tour. Together.”

I give a little squeak when he bounces me in my arms. 

“We’re gonna be a success.” He traps me in another deep kiss that leaves me lightheaded. 

“We’ll see,” I say, not quite daring to believe it yet. Although the videos we’ve posted online have gotten lots of views, our record hasn’t even come out yet. But Killian’s confidence is unwavering and contagious as usual.

“We are,” he insists. “In four months, the whole world is gonna see how brilliant you are, and they’ll love it.”

“He’s right,” Ian agrees, pressing a hand to my back. 

A warm sensation wraps around my heart, and their confidence seeps into me the way it so often does and makes me believe they’re actually right.

But just to make sure I’ve gotten the point, Killian says, “You already are a success, kitten. Last time I checked, you had five golden trophies on that shelf in the living room.”

He lowers me to the floor, and I bite my lip as I glance at him through fluttering eyelashes. He’s right. I’ve won a second golden trophy in a duet competition alongside him and two golden ones in solo competitions—ones I entered and he didn’t since we’ve agreed not to go up against each other. 

It’s truly been a wild ride since we played the first duet competition. Eighteen months of blossoming creativity, hours upon hours spent at the piano, and just as many hours spent under the heady control of these two men—either at the piano or exploring kinky depravity. It’s also been eighteen months of self-discovery, big changes, and settling into this new dynamic. And aching goodbyes whenever Killian has gone on tour. We’ve discussed going with him, Ian and me, but everything has been overwhelming enough as is with our new record deal, finding my footing in our new dynamic, and just focusing on Ian’s and Killian’s high demands for my piano playing.

For a while, we discussed whether I should apply for the Royal Academy, but we all quickly came to the decision that it didn’t make much sense for me to waste time going to school when I have two brilliant teachers here and my career is already kicking off with the record deal and the plans for a tour. 

In order not to get too isolated and get used to being out in the world, among other people, I started volunteering at an animal shelter. It was Ian’s idea—one he ardently claimed he regretted when I brought home our second cat, a ginger that we named Ollie, but there was always a glimmer of humor in his eyes when he said it. Now he’s caved in and disgruntledly admits that he likes the furry creatures. But he still holds firm on three cats as a maximum.

“We have a surprise for you,” I tell Killian shyly.

“Uh, uh, first I need to know why you had to cancel on me last week so suddenly.” Killian crosses his arms over his chest, making me feel terrifyingly small beneath his looming stance and bulging muscles. He’s grown even bigger after he started taking kickboxing lessons—a necessity when he started seeing a therapist and his emotions ran rampant.

“See, that’s the thing. That’s why we had to cancel. We got you something.”

He cocks a brow. “You got me something? What the hell could you get me that would require you to cancel a whole weekend?”

He actually seems a little angry. Which makes me irrationally gooey inside, knowing that missing an opportunity to see me will make him mad. But it also doesn’t exactly ease my nervousness about revealing the surprise. Because if he doesn’t like it, he’ll for sure get mad. His temper hasn’t magically vanished. It still flares sometimes. Mostly when he’s stressed out or just before going on tour, having to leave us. But I’m concerned this surprise will act as a trigger since it’s something he wanted as a kid—before he shut off.

“Relax, Killian,” Ian says. “Just come see. You’ll understand.” He pushes the door to the living room open and gestures for us to enter.

Killian grabs my hand, not so softly, and drags me with him. Flutters erupt in my belly at his dominant demeanor, and I almost want to say that the surprise can wait and just ask him to take me upstairs right now. But then he sees the black fluffy creature on the couch and halts in his tracks. He barely breathes for a moment, just staring.

“Are you okay?” I ask softly.

“No fucking way.” He turns to me. “You got me a puppy?” 

Tears are glistening in his eyes, and it’s such a rare sight that it steals my breath. I just nod.

“But why—how… what about when we’re on tour?”

“Marnie has promised to take care of him,” I say. She’s the woman who runs the animal shelter I volunteer at. She already has three dogs and a huge yard and has no problem taking on a fourth dog for a few weeks. “And, well”—I fumble nervously with my dress—“he’s not exactly a puppy.”

At that moment, Alfie, the little Schipperke, lifts his head.

“Go say hi,” Ian suggests, and Killian crosses the room with hurried steps and drops to his haunches by the couch, carefully reaching his hand out for Alfie to sniff.

“Hi there, little guy,” he says, and my heart melts at seeing him so gentle. Even after being on the receiving end of his gentleness and seeing how much he loves Ginny for a year and a half, it still often takes me aback in the best way.

Alfie sniffs Killian’s hand, and within a few seconds, he’s on his legs, tail wagging as the two get acquainted. 

“It’s not a puppy like I know you’ve always wanted,” I explain. “He’s almost two years old. But since we’ll be touring and going to the studio a lot over the next year, I figured a puppy wasn’t a good idea—don’t know when it would be. He’s a robust little one, so staying with Marnie while we’re away won’t be a problem, but a puppy—” 

Killian gets up and stalks across the room, cutting me off with a firm grip on my arms. “Shut up, kitten. He’s absolutely perfect.” He pulls me into him and presses his lips to my hair. “You’re perfect.”

“You really like him?” I ask.

There’s a thud, then paws are scraping against the floor as Alfie scurries to us. 

“Of course,” Killian says as he loosens his hold on me to lean down and scratch Alfie behind the ear. “Such a good boy,” he coos.

And that’s the best confirmation I can get. Killian—my former bully and the man who meets the world with cold authority and arrogance—cooing at a dog.

A wide smile spreads across my face, and I beam at Ian, who’s watching from the side. He gives a reassuring nod—I told you so—and my smile grows even wider.

Wrapping an arm around my waist, Killian brings me to the floor with him so he can give the dog an even better petting. Alfie drops his head into Killian’s lap, tail tapping loudly against the floor as it enjoys the best type of cuddles. I would know, because I’ve gotten an overwhelming amount of cuddles from Killian over the last year and a half. He’s grown even cuddlier than me; sometimes I even have to tell him off when he comes and grabs me from behind while I’m in the middle of something.

“What’s he called?” Killian asks, holding me firmly to his side while continuing the eager head scratching.

“Alfie,” I say. “He belonged to an elderly man before he came to the shelter. His owner was in good health, but suddenly he dropped dead from a heart attack, and his family couldn’t take Alfie.” I lean in to scratch the little dog, and it earns me a big lick on the hand. “It was love at first sight, and I knew you’d love him too.” I knew it in my gut, but it didn’t keep me from being a nervous wreck when Ian and I decided to adopt him as a surprise for Killian instead of discussing it with him first.

“And you’re good with this?” Killian glances up at Ian, and as if on cue, Ollie, our ginger cat, sidles up and rubs his head against Ian’s leg. We got him a few months after the competition so Ginny wouldn’t be alone when we all had to fly out for competitions or to see Killian play and it was just the cleaning lady who came to check on them.

Ian huffs and leans down to stroke the cat. “Do I have much of a choice?” He casts me a disgruntled look—full of hidden humor.

I wriggle my hips, loving his disgruntled display of dissatisfaction that’s not really as dissatisfied as it seems. “No,” I say, biting my lips to soften the grand smile that always erupts upon teasing Ian—something I’ve been doing more and more frequently.

It earns me another huff. Then Ian scoops Ollie up and comes to sit at my side. Wrapping a hand around my nape, he gives me a slow shake and leans in to kiss my lips. “Careful, or we’ll have to take a trip to my office and the spanking bench.”

My cheeks heat.

Killian catches on and turns to me, grabbing my face in his strong hand. “What antics have you been up to now?” he says while staring me down, but the question is directed at Ian.

“Last week, I found her using one of my canes as a kitten toy.”

A wicked smile lights up Killian’s eyes. “And what did that get her?”

“Thirty strikes with said cane,” Ian responds.

“Ouch,” Killian says.

More heat spreads across my face, and I blink down toward my lap and back up. “The marks are still there.”

“Only faint bluish spots,” Ian explains. “I figured we could freshen them up tonight. I suppose you could use the outlet, and she could use a reminder of where she belongs.”

“Maybe instead of punishing her, we should do a little preventive work. A weekly caning event?” Killian suggests.

“No,” I gasp. “I hate the cane.”

“Exactly,” Killian says.

“I think that’s a very good idea,” Ian agrees.

I’m struggling to hold Killian’s eyes now. His gaze has turned darker and sharper, and my eyes keep flickering away, then snapping back to him by a magnetic force. With each passing second, I melt a little further into Ian’s firm grip on my nape, giving in to their control.

“Or maybe we should get it over with now?” Killian suggests. “Cane, then cuddles?” He’s already getting up, probably having seen Ian’s agreement before he can even verbalize it. Their quiet communication is getting eerie these days—and so damn sexy my knees can barely hold me up as Ian steers me up onto my feet. 

“How about Alfie? Will he be okay?” Killian asks.

“Another benefit of not getting a puppy,” Ian says. “He’s already trained and used to being alone, and he’s been with us for a week. He didn’t notice a thing when I caned Jenna last week. So just shut him in here. Ollie will keep him company.”

“Where’s Ginny, by the way?” Killian asks, glancing around.

“Have you missed her?” I ask in a soft voice and with a bit of a teasing smile. I can’t help it. Teasing Killian about how much he has softened toward Ginny has become habitual—a habit that’s very bad for my ass, but also worth every fiery strike. Ginny has become Killian’s cat. She always sleeps where he sleeps and follows him everywhere he goes. Especially when he comes home from a tour, she’s like glued to him.

Killian delivers a hard smack to my ass, and I let out a huffed grunt.

“We’d better get her to my office,” Ian says, and then both men grab my arms and steer me along, closing the living room door behind them. 

They bring me to Ian’s office, where they strap me to the bench Ian used that first week when I was late for a piano lesson. Only this time, it’s not just a strap over my thighs. They also add one around my waist and lock my hands into leather cuffs, binding them together at my back, and connect the rope to my collar so I can’t reach my ass. 

Then they each grab a cane and start circling me—two predators having cornered their prey. The canes flash in my peripheral vision. They swish them through the air, causing me to yelp. The fear is almost even worse than the pain, and I strain against the straps, panting and wheezing.

“Stop,” I beg when a particularly severe swish slashes through the air right next to my ear. But just as the word has left my mouth, another cane slashes through the air. And connects with my ass.

“Ah,” I cry out, panting and heaving, the pain utterly overwhelming. But before it can take over and crash me into panic, one of them is right there at my side, gripping my nape and leaning close. Ian’s breath comes hot against my ear as he says in a low growl, “What is the right response?”

“One, thank you,” I say, the words rushing out on a staggered exhale. But the gratitude is genuine. As much as I hate the cane, I love it as well. It’s an extension of them—my two men, my whole world.

“You love it,” Killian says from behind me and taps my ass lightly with the tip of the cruel implement. “Just admit it.”

“No,” I squeal.

He flicks the cane again, eliciting a choked scream from me. I claw my bound hands against thin air, needing something to hold onto. Killian gives me just what I need when he leans over me and slips a hand into both of mine. His grip is firm but also gentle, but his voice is hard and unrelenting when he demands, “Admit it.”

“Yes,” I blurt. “I do. I love it. I love you, I love Ian.” I lift my head to look up at Ian, who’s smiling now. The authority is still firm in his posture, but there’s so much warmth and love in his eyes. “So Much,” I say, straining my neck to hold his gaze for a moment. Then I glance back at Killian. “So much.” I drop my head again, too woozy to hold the awkward position—too damn lost in their control to act upon my own free will. “I love both of you and our little family full of fur babies.”

They both chuckle at that, and I let out a small drunken laugh myself.

“Three fur babies,” Killian muses and sinks to his haunches to stroke my hair with his free hand. “I can’t believe you got me a dog.” He dips his head down to mine, nuzzling my hair and breathing me in. The air goes fraught with emotion. “Thank you,” he whispers. “It’s the best damn gift anyone has ever gotten me.” He considers for a moment, then straightens. “Well, actually, this is. He slips his hand onto the front of my neck, just above the collar. “This is,” he repeats, voice growing hoarse with a note of honesty. “Thank you, Dad. For giving me the best damn thing that’s ever happened to me.” 

“I’m gonna cry now,” I say as tears pool in my eyes, followed by a sniffle. I always choke up when my two men have moments like these, showing appreciation for one another. 

Ian hums. “You know we like that, sweetheart.” He reaches down to feel the edges of my eyes, catching a little moisture. “Do you like to please us?”

“Of course.”

“Then ask us to make it hurt. Ask us to make you cry.”

“Please,” I whisper, then close my eyes and draw a shuddery breath. “Please, will you make it hurt and make me cry?” In a moment of clarity, seeing this scenario through the eyes of the rational world, I can’t believe what I’m asking for. But it’s just that—a brief moment. When Ian hums again and Killian kisses my head—so much affection and appreciation—the real clarity comes. That little flash of uncertainty was just a remnant of my former self—a girl driven by learned norms and stifling insecurities. This girl—my true self—knows that this is just where I belong. With my two men, graciously asking for their pain, asking them to make me cry. Because it’s all theirs. My tears, my joy, my love, and my trust. All theirs to have.

“Such a good girl,” Killian croons. “As a reward, you’re getting ten extra strikes. And as a thank you for the dog, another ten.”

“That’s fifty,” I gasp with incredulity.

“Do you trust me?” Killian asks. It’s a question he didn’t ask for a long time. Not even when I truly started trusting him and often told him so. But now, he’s saying it every time he’s about to push my boundaries.

And my answer is always the same. “Yes,” I say with firm clarity and soften into the padded bench, welcoming the pain I’m about to receive. “I trust both of you with all my heart.”

Want a little extra of Jenna, Ian, and Killian?

Get a three-chapter bonus epilogue at
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Dear reader
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