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Chapter One

You Lied!

◆◆◆

“The Boss wants to see you.” 


“What’s up?” 


I tossed my sponge into a bucket of soapy water, expecting more antagonism from my nemesis. I’d just finished washing a returned car rental when our managing director’s personal assistant approached, looking smug. Not a good sign for me. 


“Do I look like your secretary?” 


She shot me a vicious expression. Although not my greatest fan ever, Tiffany’s vitriol felt more toxic today. 


“Okay, thanks for letting me know.” 


There was little point indulging her need for a fight so, I played the United Nations and held my tongue. 


Never date colleagues. I vowed not to on arrival at this new job, but Tiffany came on really strong and I pride myself on a chivalrous nature, so I gave it a go, tried hard and failed miserably. 


Since our one and only disastrous date, Tiffany was unpleasant towards me. The evening went badly, not because I disliked her. She just wasn’t my type, and I wasn’t hers either, but the woman desperate to explore me didn’t know that. 


I was attentive and tried hard to make the evening one she would enjoy, if only to keep the peace at work. 


I might as well not have bothered. 


I’m fed up investing in relationships that are doomed from the start. Like everyone else, I have a particular natured partner in mind who fits with me. I just can’t find her… yet. 


I’m comfortable with my sexuality and can’t do random, hopeful dating anymore. Finding the right person is something I must concentrate on, but it’s difficult when, as I am, you’re running away from a big problem, starting afresh. 


Tiffany liked the look of me, which isn’t the best place to start. As soon as I walked through the car rental yard on my first day, her appreciative stare said it all. I’m ripped, six foot one inches tall and a total gym monster. I groom meticulously and take pride in my appearance. As a nonsmoker and light social drinker, I have no problem turning heads or finding a date, but I have an enormous problem finding the right person. 


Tiffany is beautiful, tall, intelligent and with an appealing figure, but I have found that lasting relationships begin in the heart and soul, one’s figure and external features are bonuses to a good heart. 


Often, girls that look like Tiffany have developed very little personality beyond seeking the wrong sort of attention. 


Tiffany didn’t approve of my behaviour throughout the date. I opened the door for her at the restaurant, paid attention when she talked about herself, asked questions about her life, played myself down, and even paid the bill. What’s not to like? 


Well, she found plenty to criticise. The most disturbing feature of my behaviour was my completely boring life on which she commented during our date. 


I’d rather pull out my own toenails than swap lives with you. 


After the date she became vexed anytime I was close by, but I couldn’t help that, us being colleagues and all. She might be the perfect trophy girlfriend in the right hands, but honestly, I’d rather use mine to clean the toilet u-bend without marigold gloves. 


I made my way to Kate’s office, stopping by our staff changing rooms to compose myself, wondering if I’d done something wrong. Employment probation is a killer, especially when you’re a foreigner with a temporary visa arrangement dependent on continued employment. 


I was wrapping up my third week and thought everything was going well, convinced that the best version of myself was good enough for the boss, Kate. I needed to keep my job, so paranoia ran rampant while I washed my hands and racked my brains to think what might be amiss. 


I felt anxious, partly a result of the way Tiffany delivered my summons but more because of the uncertainty. 


Kate took a chance on me. I’m an unknown drifter from overseas, grateful for her confidence, now concerned to have lost it. 


They told me I’d interviewed well. Despite Tiffany’s opinion of my life, I had experiences to share, although many others I wanted to hide. They offered me the job a week after interviews closed and I started a few days after that. 


Her door was open when I arrived at Kate’s office, so I leaned forward and rapped its wooden frame with my knuckles. 


“Hi, did you ask to see me?” 


I waited politely at the door, not passing its threshold until she invited me. It was a conditioned habit for a large part of my life where discipline and respect had been important. 


“Come in, Jacob, shut the door and take a seat, please.” 


Kate didn’t look up and continued twisting a strand of her hair using a blue-coloured pencil to shape it beautifully into a tight twirl. She seemed at ease and read intently, so I waited patiently in the rigid back, uncomfortable wooden chair. 


The twirl bounced charmingly, and I was mesmerised when Kate started a second one beside it. 


After a minute of silence, I craned my neck a little to see what held her interest in the document on her desk. 


Fuck, it’s my CV. 


I froze, completely terrified. My heart thumped, trying to leap out of my rib cage, and I almost toppled the chair over. 


Kate raised her head, locked my eyes with a tractor beam stare, and smiled. 


“We have a problem.” 


My heart sank immediately as I watched my job disappear out of the door. 


“Umm, oh god, I’m sorry Kate, what’s up?” 


I felt flushed and was fidgety, desperately trying to hold myself together. 


Holy shit, get me out of here! 


She bowed her head again, studying my CV while I stared at the empty walls, finding no solace. Their clinical texture and plain coat of white paint drove my tension higher.I’d been interrogated before, but never by one so incisive. 


“It’s your employment history between 2001 and 2010. I contacted Knox and Sons in the UK, and they’ve never heard of you.” 


She tapped a pencil sharply at the offending paragraph in my CV. Three strikes on the A4 sheet of paper built more tension. Kate’s was psychological torture, and she was the smiling assassin with me in her sights. 


She’s trapped me, and my body language must tell her that. 


Her eyes were laser focused each time she looked up, her expression hadn’t changed, but Kate didn’t appear to be angry. 


What does she know? 


“You must reflect on my question before answering me, Jacob.” 


She held eye contact and wasn’t letting go. Kate had created a moment of tension and knew how to use it against me to her advantage. It was a decision point, with my future at stake. 


“Okay, that’s worrying.” 


“I don’t like liars, Jake. I pride myself on the solid reputation of our office and my ability to manage people openly and fairly. We deliver the highest rental stats in the State with the best ratings and reviews nationally, because we’re a great team. I have no tolerance for deceit.” 


The words ‘liar’ and ‘deceit’, felt like a double body blow, as if a prize fighter was caving my rib cage in with perfectly targeted punches. 


“Yes, understood Kate.” 


I trembled, and my mouth went dry. My tongue felt swollen and struggled to form words, so I shut up. Adrenaline coursed through my veins, preparing my body to sprint out of the door and vanish in a puff of shame. 


“I’m struggling to piece this together, Jacob. It’s obvious that your CV is inaccurate, which means you lied to me. I don’t know why, and that’s what we should bottom out.” 


Kate looked up, challenging me to deny her accusation. I couldn’t, so I bowed my head, then raised it again, selfishly contrite, but too late to make a genuine apology. 


She stared at me, and then through me, reading my body language. Her x-ray vision stripped the armour from my soul, revealing my truth to her. I felt uncomfortable in Kate’s hot-seat while she piled on the pressure. 


The silence in the room terrified me, and then I realised how carefully she’d planned my interview conditions. 


Kate’s desk was bare aside from my CV and her pencil. She’d covered the whiteboard behind her to withhold any reason for me to divert my attention away from her. 


I detected her scent, a subtle fragrance that dominated my senses,and grabbed my attention without being overpowering.It made her eerily omnipresent and knocked me off balance. I’d lost the battle before we’d started. 


“Why did you take this job?” 


“My aunt arranged it for me.” 


“I know. Does she know you lied on your CV?” 


Fuck, that hurt! 


It was another deserved knockout blow. Her words cut me like knives, slicing through my soul, while she smiled, radiantly. 


“I’m really sorry, Kate.” 


I shook my head, knowing I had no defence. 


You’re a selfish fucker, Jacob! 


Her wide, smouldering, brilliant blue eyes were like pools of truth serum, and she didn’t blink, which made mine strain and water to stay the distance. She revealed nothing, no emotion, not a flicker, blink, or flinch that might help me read her thoughts. Her expression challenged me for the truth, and I knew nothing else would satisfy Kate. 


She relaxed into her deep brown leather executive chair and leaned back slightly to show how much she was at ease despite the awkwardness between us. I sat rigidly in the stiff back wooden chair which I suspected she’d brought in especially for my interview. 


Kate allowed plenty of thinking time while studying me, weighing up my value as a horse trader might review a prize stallion they were minded to purchase and put to stud. 


“Your work is great. I’ve never had a more amenable, industrious, or respectful staff member.” 


She smiled generously, lifting me. I was sure her praise was a deliberate attempt to calm my obvious agitated state. I was on a roller coaster that Kate had built and had full control over. Her piercing stare excited me, and I felt aroused. It was a sensual moment, but I knew it shouldn’t be. 


Kate fell silent again, watching me, completely aware of my extreme discomfort. 


She knows this is excruciating. 


Eventually, Kate broke the silence because she owned all the power in the room. 


“Go for an early lunch. Think about this, hmm… situation. Then come back and see me. We can chat things through and you can explain what’s going on.” 


A flicker of her left eye, a slight nod to the door and another smile suggested our meeting was over. 


I was being carefully managed. 


“Yes, err… sorry Kate.” 


She had a magnetic quality that wrenched me into her orbit, and I wanted more because being near her felt comfortable. She started this game of chess, and although this queen had besieged me; I knew I could come back strong later. 


I must show Kate the best of me. 


“It’s okay. Come back and tell me the truth when you’ve had time to think carefully.” 


Her comment hung with no further accusation, and Kate reverted to reading my CV with her head down, gently tapping the table. Her pencil drum stick beat precisely in tune with my elevated heart rate, as if she knew what I was feeling. 


I stood up, but was immediately rooted to the spot like a deer in a car’s headlights. I didn’t know if I should or could leave. 


Is she done with me? What the fuck do I do now? 


Seconds ticked by until almost half a minute had elapsed, and I was still motionless, like a frozen maniac desperate for a warm breeze to waft through the room. 


Kate looked up, surprised by my continued presence. She smiled generously, as if pleased, and I felt instantly at ease. 


“You’re dismissed Jake.” 


She said it politely, but with sufficient authority to convey a meaning that I should leave. Her head nodded more purposefully towards the door as if directing me through it and her long, curly brunette locks swayed in the direction of my exit. 


It was an instruction to depart, and one I gratefully and excitedly received. 


“Thanks Kate.” 


I was relieved she’d taken control and shown me the door, figuratively speaking. 


“I’ll see you at 2PM, don’t be late.” 



Chapter Two

Bean Street Cafe

◆◆◆

Jesus, was I turned on in there? 


I hurried past rows of gleaming rental cars until I’d escaped the compound, turning sharply right out of its gate. My target was the Bean Street cafe, which was the closest caffeine refuge to our workplace, and somewhere I could easily hide to lick my wounds. I needed to gather my thoughts and figure out an explanation for the lie I told on my CV before I saw Kate again. 


I became more conflicted about my situation. My business was my business, and I should be allowed to keep that private. 


I guess if it leads to a lie that lands me a job, then it’s no longer private. 


I’d made it Kate’s business and had no right to justify myself. Being defensive is something I abhor, because it grows into a cocoon inside which more poor behaviour incubates. 


Own your shit, Jacob. Acknowledge your transgression. 


I felt miserable, caught somewhere between the unhappiness of lying and feeling ashamed for compromising Kate. 


If she sacked me, then company head office would demand an explanation, which would call into question her recruiting and leadership abilities. 


I might never work again if this follows me. 


I mumbled, cursing my stupidity aloud, which caught the attention of passers-by who thought me erratic or worse. Not wishing to draw further attention to myself, I picked up my pace, almost to a jog and soon walked through my favourite cafe front door relieved to be off the street but in a heightened state of anxiety. 


When I closed the door, a wave of coffee induced pleasure hit me instantly, helping to calm my nerves. My body, wracked with tension and permanently mainlining on caffeine, desperately needed a fix. I approached the server, who smiled, as was customary between us. 


“Hi, it’s nice to see you again.” 


She waited longer than usual for my return of pleasantries and until I realised I was being impolite. 


“Oh, I’m sorry, I was somewhere else.” 


I smiled apologetically, and she seemed satisfied that our greeting ritual was complete. 


“We all have days like that. It’s why this cafe exists, now, what can I get you?” 


“Medium roast, cappuccino, no room, grande to sit in, please.” 


The American coffee experience was complex, and I loved it. The nation and its people have an addictive love of the small, green, versatile bean, having perfected its roasting, crushing and consumption through various fire, ice, and steam techniques. 


My thoughts drifted while she expertly tamped down my favoured blend in the filler basket and then forced a rich, golden brown Crema through a series of shiny pipes and tubes until it dripped slowly off a stainless steel curved furrow into my cup. 


I feel like that coffee. Tamped, processed, squeezed, and then dripping into Kate’s cup. 


Fucking hell… get a grip, man! 


I shook myself from a self indulgent and tawdry daydream, cursing my filthy mind. 


Focus on the problem at hand. 


It took me a few visits to American coffee emporium’s to figure out how to order a simple cappuccino. The young woman serving today complimented her art with a myriad combination of sprays, syrups, and sprinkles, pouring and decorating each one differently, filling personalised orders to varying levels inside the cup. 


She always sprinkled a love heart on top of mine, and I smiled gratefully when receiving the large white porcelain cup from across her counter. 


I’d been stateside for less than a month. My aunt had arranged a temporary work visa for me as a favour to my mother. Getting out of the UK was supposed to be a fresh start. I’d rushed my CV when the car rental company asked for one at short notice. 


I hadn’t properly considered my nine-year period of military service in the British Royal Marines. It wasn’t something I wanted to share with others and it was the main reason I’d left the UK. 


I’d foolishly believed a lie would be undetected from the other side of the Atlantic and that nobody would check or even care about my employment history. Clearly Kate noticed, checked and cared, and now I was standing on the hangman’s platform with one hope of a last-minute reprieve. 


I took a moment to recall my disciplinary interview with Kate. She’d set me up masterfully, and I was already in her trap without realising when she sprung it. My only option other than to sweat it out as I did would have been to run away, which I considered, as you know. 


And yet I stayed. Something had compelled me to confront my shitty behaviour. 


“Fuck!” 


I viciously spat out disdain for my own lousy behaviour. Others overheard me when my emotions flared and a few disapproving looks were shot my way from other customers. 


“Sorry!” 


I raised my free hand in an open apology to anyone that heard me, making a mental note to work on my potty mouth. 


With a cappuccino in my hand, I strolled to the back corner of the cafe and sank into a dark brown leather armchair, reflecting on my meeting with Kate. My partial erection distracted me, and I couldn’t understand why I felt aroused. I brimmed with anxiety on one hand and sexual tension on the other. 


No woman had ever handled me like Kate just did, and I had to admire her demeanour and interrogation strategy.She’d created the perfect environment for an initial disciplinary meeting,swung her axe high above me and then paused the death blow, providing one route to a reprieve: the truth.It was a real turn-on and, oddly comforting to know that she cared enough to have set me up. 


I was attracted to her during my recruitment interview. Kate’s sharp intellect and natural beauty were hard to miss and I don’t think it was that unusual to be so taken by the boss. I’m a warm-blooded human male, after all. 


I liked that Kate didn’t weaponise her beauty in the way others, like Tiffany, do. She dressed smartly, as you’d expect from the executive manager of a large customer service focussed business. She didn’t flaunt, flirt, gossip or indulge in office politics, always holding herself to a higher standard. 


I day dreamed, imagining myself back in the office with Kate probing me for answers. My face felt flushed and my heart pounded far too quickly, as if making its scorn known by threatening to quit, leaving me to expire. 


I saw the coroner’s record ‘gross stupidity’ as my cause of death. 


As I sat relaxing and licking my wounds, Kate’s face occupied my meandering thoughts. Her face appeared in my mind's eye, so I studied her beauty, remembering how she’d trussed me up, intellectually speaking. 


My cock reacted, becoming fully solid, and I felt pre-cum ooze into my boxer briefs. Its wetness rubbed uncomfortably against my thighs and groin. 


I found my arousal confusing. 


Fucking Hell! 


This time, I swore in my head, then metaphorically shook off my hedonistic trance and focused on winning a reprieve. 


I closed my eyes and focused on my lie rather than the woman who’d caught me out, replaying our encounter. Kate uncovered my deceit on the poorly thought out CV, but I couldn’t fathom how or why. 


Why hasn’t she fired me? What does she already know? 


I knew Kate was fair, insisting on the highest standards of workplace ethics and personal discipline from others, comparable with her own. She had no patience for tardiness or slack behaviour and took time to teach. Her briefings were precise to ensure everyone had a fair chance to achieve their tasks. 


When necessary, Kate scolded lightly yet firmly while retaining a gravitas about herself. Nobody doubted her leadership skills. She had a twinkle in her eye that gave prior notice she might be playful, but not one to be crossed, and would relish an attempt from any who might try. 


In our staff break room, the general chatter was positive about their boss. Some could be bitchy occasionally, but most admired her and everyone agreed they wouldn’t deliberately cross Kate. Tiffany was most emphatic on that point, and I speculated whether she’d tried and failed, in the past. 


“I heard she made one guy cry a couple of years ago.” 


Pete told me this little gem during a quick break we’d shared in my induction week. 


I laughed, thinking he was joking at first, but he was insistent. Nodding his head in seriousness. 


“Any idea why?” 


“He lied to her.” 


My heart sank when I recalled our conversation. It’s strange how casual remarks can often present new meaning in a future different circumstance. 


I sought comfort, sipping my coffee, hoping to lift an otherwise desolate mood. 


What the hell shall I do? 


Military service was a private matter, especially mine, given its complexity and problems. I took an option of leaving the Royal Marines after nine years, by which time I’d had my fill of operational deployments. I also had a growing problem with notoriety, which almost crushed my psyche to the point I turned to my family for advice. 


My parents and sister were unanimous in their opinion that I should leave the service and start fresh, building a new career, while growing a different network of friends. When handing over my military identity card on my final day of service, I vowed to bury the past with all its baggage and escape to a new, quieter existence. 


I messed that up for sure! 


I must be honest with Kate, because she deserved nothing less. There was no point compounding one lie with more. She could sniff a liar out easily and had zero tolerance for them. Digging myself in would make me a sitting duck, a lame one too, and I knew it. I desperately wanted to avoid more deceit, so I tried to imagine a reasonable explanation, playing it out in my head. 


I need Kate’s approval and to rebuild her confidence in me. 


She gave me a specific time to report back, which appealed. In the military, it’s easy to comply with instructions because they are unambiguous, much like Kate’s was. I wondered if she’d served, thinking my current boss would have made a much better officer than the wankers I’d reported to. 


I walked through the coffee shop with a heavy heart and paid at the till. My server smiled suggestively, as she had done every time I visited, but I only had a friendly smile for her. 


I might have asked her on a date years ago, but too many disappointments in the past, while chasing the wrong women, had left me disinterested. If she knew what desires lay in my soul, she’d run a mile and I’d probably get arrested. 


“See you again in a few days.” 


“Yep, bye.” 


I’d maintained the status quo, although I knew this might be my last visit to her cafe, which made me feel sad. I’d lied to Kate, letting my aunt and mother down. That’s three of the most important women in my life to whom I now owed explanations. 


I built a huge catastrophe in my mind, punishing myself before they could, not that they would, mind you, except I wasn’t sure about Kate. I no longer felt aroused, and the only hardness that remained was the reality of my trickery, which weighed me down as I trudged back towards our car rental lot. 


I nodded subconsciously at my coworkers, who were leaving for their lunch break, when I walked past the rental fleet. 


Tiffany smiled sarcastically and changed direction when she saw me, approaching with figurative daggers drawn. She accurately guessed that I was in trouble and obviously relished my impending downfall. 


“Two interviews in one day, you must be up for employee of the month.” 


Her eyes flashed with hatred, and I wondered what sort of person could become so toxic without good reason. 


“I’ll recommend you for next month if you’d like.” 


I laughed loudly at her irritation to shrug off my gloom and fend off her churlish attack. 


I’d reflected on my date with Tiffany. I wasn’t one for sharing personal matters and had no beef with her, but it surprised me when Pete asked why she was being so hostile towards me. 


On that day, I’d delivered a car to a client, and Pete was my ride back to the rental lot. He was restrained for a while and I later realised he was choosing whether to ask me about my date with Tiffany the previous evening. 


When he blurted his question, I paused for thought, surprised he’d asked about such a personal matter. 


“I don’t know why she’s angry. I was a gentleman, and didn’t realise she was so upset.” 


I explained much of what happened during our date, describing her contempt for me then and ever since. He laughed, pleased to have solved a puzzle. 


“That’s your mistake, bro. Tiffany likes bad boys.” 


When he parked the car and we parted ways, and he was still chuckling at my misfortune. 



Chapter Three

Truth

◆◆◆

I straightened myself up in the corridor and knocked on Kate’s office door for the second time in a day, exactly one minute before due. 


“Come in and shut the door, Jacob.” 


Kate smiled at me while I stood in front of her like a tool that someone hadn’t put away. 


“Sit.” 


She compelled me to obey using her pencil as a magic wand, stroking it sharply downwards. I considered if it might be a test to see whether I would arrogantly help myself to the seat before her invitation. I brimmed with paranoia, and the tension of the moment echoed off her blank walls, reverberating through my soul. 


She studied me carefully, scanning, then processing my body language, using her inane female DNA based lie detection algorithm. I was at a disadvantage in every sense and felt frustrated while weirdly comforted at the same time. 


Kate was frighteningly intuitive, devastatingly beautiful, and with an incisive intellect. 


I’m fucked! 


Nobody frightened me ordinarily, but I wanted to run now. 


“You look worried.” 


There was no fooling Kate. 


“I’m disappointed. With myself, I mean.” 


“That’s a good start, Jacob. I’m impressed.” 


She seemed optimistic, never averting her stare or even blinking. I became aroused again; I didn’t understand why and didn’t like it either. 


Kate was pushing me too far onto my back foot and I wanted to come out fighting again. I wondered if she had a magic spray that had stripped me of my defences when I walked through the corridor outside. 


“I served for nine years in the Royal Marines, and that’s the gap in my CV.” 


I couldn’t think what else to add, so my mouth mimicked a goldfish blowing bubbles. Her blue pools of truth serum calmly compelled me to honesty, but mine was a complicated story that led to my deepest and darkest desires and problems. 


“I can’t bear to watch you suffer any longer, Jacob.” 


A sympathetic expression flashed across her face. 


“When I Googled you, I found out something interesting.” 


She turned over a sheet of A4 paper, orientating it to a landscape perspective for me to study it properly. My heart skipped a beat when my past crashed into the room like a road traffic accident. 


I was in the middle of a photograph, surrounded by twenty other Royal Marine comrades. We wore combat uniform, camouflage cream disguised our faces to break silhouette, and we held our rifles tucked into the shoulder, posing like film stars. 


“It’s me in Afghanistan, how did you find that picture?” 


I studied the image, recalling good and bad times with a sick churning in my stomach that gripped my nerves, twisting them every possible way. 


“You don’t have a social media profile, which impressed and intrigued me in equal measure. At first, you were difficult to track down until I searched for images. A friend you served with has tagged your name in this one, see?” 


She tapped the photograph exactly on my image with a slender finger and perfectly painted nails. 


“Once I discovered you’d been in the British military, I knew you’d lied somewhere on your CV, but wasn’t sure of the extent or reason behind it.” 


“Shit.” 


The word ‘lie’ felt like a six-inch nail being driven through my kneecap with Kate wielding the hammer. 


“I don’t like foul language, Jacob, so let’s dispense with your potty mouth right away.” 


She scolded me, but not embarrassingly, except for my erection, that was rapidly becoming full-blown beneath clasped hands that pushed it back down into my lap. 


Why the fuck is she having this effect, it’s never happened before? 


“I messaged the guy who posted this photograph online. He was very easy to track down.” 


She shot me a wry smile, and we both knew what she meant. Veterans frequently posted photos of their time in combat to impress others and hook dates. Most of my old friends enthusiastically welcomed a social media message out of nowhere from a girl, with its potential for a notch on the bedpost. 


I squirmed uncomfortably in the hard wooden chair. It was impossible to know where Kate was going with her gentle interrogation, so I remained glued to the spot, intrigued, but in fear of revealing my arousal. 


Get rid of the hard on and run like fuck, Jacob. 


The military had trained me in ‘conduct-after-capture’ tactics, but they said nothing about how to defend against beautiful women getting inside your head. 


“Is it too late for me to just give my name, rank, and number?” 


Kate chuckled, and I felt pleased having lifted the mood in her office. 


“I called your friend using WhatsApp and once he began talking, I couldn’t shut him up. I was glad we were thousands of miles apart because he was leveraging for a date and I don’t do that with people like him.” 


My heart sank again, and I wondered what she meant. Perhaps she was celibate, preferred girls or didn’t like men, or just not English men. 


Oh dear, there’s fuckery afoot! 


She waited while I processed the evidence she’d found. Kate was careful not to rush me into saying something dumb. Eventually, after a minute, perhaps two, she leaned forward and gazed into my eyes with absolute admiration. 


“He told me you were the best of them. The best soldier, most decorated hero, everyone’s best and most reliable friend.” 


I felt my self esteem boosted and slightly surprised that Kate seemed impressed. The room tension level diminished slightly, but I definitely wasn’t out of the woods. 


“That was nice of him.” 


I mumbled, unsure if her kindness meant I was off the hook or about to leap from the frying pan into the fire. 


“He also claimed the ladies wanted you the most. I can understand why though, because you’re rather pleasing on the eye.” 


Oh fuck, Kate. So are you! 


I blushed and felt mortified, although it was awkward when she drilled down to the bottom of my life’s root canal without anaesthesia. 


“It’s all stories,” I mumbled. 


“Your Victoria Cross medal isn’t just a story, though, is it?” 


She leaned back, melting her luscious form into the plush leather of her executive chair, making me increasingly conscious of my uncomfortable disadvantage. Kate left her question hanging over me like a sword of Damocles, while drumming her nails gently off the table. 


She waited a full minute before dropping her pointed blade into my soul. 


“I thought you committed to being honest with me. Am I wasting my time on you, Jacob?” 


Oof, that’s fucking harsh! 


On reflection, she sounded strict rather than harsh, warning that my chance for redemption might pass but hadn’t yet. 


Kate had me trussed up like a turkey on Thanksgiving. Her tone and choice of words were delivered to make me realise last chance saloon had little booze remaining and she was bartending. 


I must choose. Am I all in or running away. 


My heart pounded and my throat felt parched. I noticed my hands were cold, a natural reaction where my brain had directed all blood resources to the legs for fleeing. 


“I promise, I haven’t lied to you here now and I’m trying to think of what to say, but it’s difficult to answer.” 


I didn’t like liars either, which was part of the reason I was being so hard on myself. 


“Then why not tell me the full story? How does a war hero, a man with nothing but commendations for nine years of service in the Royal Marines and three rapid promotions, end up lying on his CV?” 


She asked her question calmly, demanding an answer. 


Hmm, fair question. 


“It’s not a simple answer, Kate. I’m sorry.” 


“Take your time, but please explain. I’ve read your Victoria Cross citation, by the way.” 


I thought about my response for a few minutes while she eyeballed me. In my mind, I was pretty sure she had me naked in her crosshairs with no cover or place to run. Kate fell silent and her stony face could have won any poker hand in the worst draw possible. 


She never lost eye contact with me, didn’t blink, and continued smiling pleasantly. It was the most erotic moment I could ever remember. I was in Kate’s bubble; she controlled my universe, and I was at her mercy. She knew it, and I saw the faintest glint of desire in her eyes, which spurred me on to be a better man. 


I think you like me. I hope you do. 


The fire inside me burned when I recalled my life and military career. The nightmares I’d had of the enemy lying dead returned. Memories of twisted and burned corpses littering the tunnels and caverns of Tora Bora, in Afghanistan for miles, came flooding back and I recoiled. 


“Are you okay, Jacob?” 


She detected that I’d become flustered, so I quickly composed myself. 


“I’m fine, just need a minute, please.” 


“Take all the time you want.” 


Her tone was soft and her expression compassionate. 


During my deployments, snipers and dismounted infantry killed hundreds of insurgents by stealth and sheer bloody-minded barbaric will. Special forces patrols I’d led probed deepest into the caves, eliminating unsuspecting Taliban awake or sleeping. I’d waded through rivers of blood and didn’t know how to reveal that to anyone. 


My military career conflicted me. Combat hadn’t destroyed my will to continue. It was my private life that damaged me, sucking away my soul. It was the reason Kate hadn’t easily found me on social media, because I’d paid to have everything removed, blocked or trapped under layers of anonymity. 


If she's read the medal citation, there’s nothing left to hide about my career. 


I bowed my head and reminisced aloud. 


“We’d been in Tora Bora for a week when the call came from a patrol further into the cave system. The enemy had waited in ambush, and our comrades needed help. I took the initiative and got to them first. Enemy fire had injured and trapped a few from the other patrol. I was the Platoon Sergeant and didn’t want to risk my lads, so I went alone, crawled into the enemy’s arc of fire and dragged four wounded marines to safety. Our commanding officer wrote up my citation the next day, and it was on the Secretary for Defence’s desk that afternoon.” 


“You’re a hero?” 


“Some people think so.” 


“What do you think?” 


“I wanted to save my friends.” 


“That’s better, absolute honesty will get you what you most desire, Jacob.” 


She looked kind and my head flooded with a myriad of confusing thoughts. I processed what she’d said; it aroused me, but I was terrified I’d misunderstood her, so I kept quiet while my brain overheated. 


“Take your time.” 


She must have seen dilemma writ large across my face because Kate tried to calm me. We’d reached a crucial point where I could either go all in and win the pot or bluff my way to losing everything. 


Three loud knocks broke our silence, rescuing me from the tyranny and freedom of honesty. 


Tiffany opened the door without permission and I winced for her sake, knowing it was a mistake. 


“You have a visitor outside, Kate.” 


“We’ve discussed this before, Tiffany. Don’t interrupt me when I’m interviewing. You know what happened last time.” 


I was stunned when Tiffany’s chin hit the floor. Terror was suddenly etched into her expression, replacing an arrogant demeanour that vanished quickly. I felt sorry for the spiteful bitch. 


“Sorry, Kate.” 


She looked contrite, backed off, closing the door quickly and silently. Kate’s attention reverted to her target, me, and she shrugged her shoulders, looking mildly agitated as though swatting an annoying fly. 


“She’s eager for your demise.” 


“I know, and I don’t understand why.” 


“You dated someone who wasn’t a match. What did you expect?” 


“I can’t argue with that, but why is she so terrified of you?” 


“I’ll deal with her if need be. Let’s focus on you and sorting this problem out.” 


We settled back into our chess game, each contemplating their next moves in defence or attack. Ignorance and hostility would get me nowhere except a shove out of the door. I figured Kate deserved an honest answer, having not ejected me already. 


“People become curious, you know? About Iraq, Afghanistan, combat, the Victoria Cross medal and other things too. They probed me like an inquisition might. Mostly, I knew their curiosity was innocent, but when people intrude too far, it becomes painful.” 


I paused, while Kate remained silent, unwavering in her quest for the whole truth. Our situation felt odd, almost like my opening up to her was a catharsis and something I desired intensely. I’d never shared my full story, not even with therapists who’d told me I couldn’t recover from post-traumatic stress disorder if I didn’t tell them why I felt so distraught. 


“They drag the horrors out for their entertainment, forcing me to relive it over and over. It’s relentless and painful.” 


My erection was full blown and felt very uncomfortable. If Kate knew it, then she preserved my dignity, saying nothing. I sat peacefully in her bubble, replaying the trauma of my life while figuring out what to say and how to describe the sequence of events. Her patience was incredible, and my desire for her was almost off the charts. 


When I remembered fallen comrades, tears welled in my eyes, and sympathy flickered through her expression. Kate opened her desk drawer, removing a box of tissues. Selecting a few, she stood up and came to my side, stooping down to dry my eyes gently. 


Her long, silken hair wafted near my face, comforting me with its touch and her scent. 


When she left me a tissue and went back to her chair I felt a twinge of loss. 


“I lost many friends and saw so many horrors. There was a tsunami of media interest in me after the medal parade and it’s really intrusive stuff. They start off with your main story, in my case, it was the medal citation and its background, using what they can discover through casual interviews. Next, they investigate your life, talk to family and friends, always trying to extend the shelf life of their story, hunting for gossip.” 


“Was there a scandal in your life?” 


“None, eventually my story dissolved into their archives and the reporters vanished.” 


“What happened then? What has upset you so much?” 


“It was the women, and sometimes the guys, whose fascination with me drove them into my life. They were the final straw. Each one dissected my personal life, and every date tried to get inside my head, convinced they could fix me.” 


“Were you broken? You don’t have to answer that question if you don’t want to.” 


“Definitely not by combat.” 


I deliberately didn’t answer her question directly, but it wasn’t a lie. I wasn’t sure if I was broken and even less certain how much to share, because Kate was closing in on my pain. 


“Date nights were awful. I know it seems funny, but I’d rather take on the Taliban than go out with another woman like Tiffany. At least you knew who the enemy was when fighting in mountains and caves.” 


She chuckled, and I saw the funny side of it too, although my heart wrenched in pain. 


“I invested in every date. If a relationship developed, it was short-lived and after break-up, I became the focus of gossipers.” 


“I don’t understand why.” 


“Gossiping about me drove social media traffic and most of those doing it didn’t let the truth impede their story.” 


“Were none of them genuine, romantic dates?” 


“They wouldn’t reveal anything, so I knew nothing about these people who suddenly wanted dinner, a revelation they could tweet and sex for their online story. I went along with it, although shame followed later. They were bagging me, like a mountain peak, or as if I were a trophy to admire in a moment and then move on to their next experience. It would have suited a lot of my friends, but the effect was catastrophic to me.” 


I expected Kate to say something, but she remained silent, thoughtful and still laser focused on me as if there was an answer somewhere inside she hadn’t got yet. Her expression suggested a friendly affection, but I knew the woman demanded more. 


“I never got what I wanted from a single relationship. Can you imagine?” 


“Actually, yes, I can, but what were you looking for?” 


Kate seemed genuinely interested in me, and it buoyed my self-esteem while I bobbed in a sea of self inflicted despair. 


“I wanted something else, something vastly more meaningful.” 


That was as much as I could tell her, because the conversation was moving too close to my darkness. 


I waited, but she used a classic sales tactic of absolute silence; her pitch was done, and she wanted to close the deal. 


She wants more. 


Fuck… what do I do? 


Please say something, Kate. 


I had to break the silence. 


“The memories of combat are deeply personal, many are good, others bad, and some outright horrific. I don’t enjoy baring my soul to people that I have no feelings for or any meaningful connection with. To be honest, I couldn’t take the constant pestering and digging around for morbid stories. I find the idea that combat broke me to be ludicrous and offensive. It was those idiots and their fascination with the macabre that broke me. I changed my phone number three times because women pursuing dates with me actually passed it around like I was a great hooker. Some even sent me nude images as their introduction.” 


“Are you broken?” 


She asked me for the second time. I considered her question carefully, but I felt provoked by it. 


“No.” 


“Why did you say you are, then?” 


“I didn’t.” 


“You said it was those idiots that broke you and you didn’t answer the question fully, which means you aren’t sure.” 


My god how does she fucking process this stuff? 


“Other people think I’m broken.” 


“I don’t think you are, and neither should you. It feeds the narrative that you say is wrong.” 


“Thank you.” 


I smiled and calmed down. 


“When enough Tiffany’s treat you like a selfie moment, you begin to wonder.” 


“Is that why you left the Royal Marines? Because of the harassment?” 


“Anonymous women invited me to at least three WhatsApp groups every week for months. I left the Royal Marines to run away from them. On a hundred dates, I couldn’t find a single meaningful relationship. Then I headed over here and tried to wipe out the past.” 


“I’ll admit you were difficult to find. I can’t imagine any of your past dates tracking you to this rental car company.” 


“I lied to you Kate and I can’t tell you how sorry I am for that.” 


I left myself at her mercy, completely disarmed. It was time to move on or get fired. I was intensely uncomfortable having bared more of my soul than I’d wanted to. 


“So you bottle everything up instead?” 


“I don’t think so.” 


Where is she going with this? 


“Who do you share your past troubles with? Family? Friends? A girlfriend perhaps?” 


I searched for the truth in my mind, knowing she’d catch any lie. 


“Nobody, I can’t seem to do it. Can’t share any of it.” 


I maintained eye contact, even though she must have seen the sadness weighing me down. 


“I don’t have anyone that could understand.” 


“Have you had no-one to confide in, ever?” 


“Nobody I trust. Nobody who fits with me in the right way.” 


I shifted uncomfortably in a chair that had numbed my ass. 


“Things are different back home. We make less of a fuss about our military than you do here. I find it overwhelming, and wanted to fit in rather than stick out. If it was tough in the UK, can you imagine what it might be like here if people knew my true story?” 


“If Tiffany knew you’d won that medal, she’d have been much worse after you rejected her.” 


I nodded my head. 


She knows about my date with Tiffany but hasn’t judged me. 


“That’s why I don’t share.” 


“You’ve just shared with me.” 


Kate smiled sweetly and it felt like she hit me in the face with a brick. She was right, I’d just unloaded my soul as never before. I was being manipulated by a genius, and it confused me. I felt surprised at how she’d unpacked my feelings, like a surgeon rooting around carefully inside their patient. 


Why did I share so much? 


Our situation became more tense, not unlike a game of chess. She was a queen, with a winning play, and I was a pawn with no moves left. My continued arousal was a disadvantage, but I couldn’t help myself because Kate had a toolbox of mannerisms and expressions that made me want her more. 


“I understand why you don’t share. Veterans share much more here. Although some who saw intense action, and lost friends, can’t or won’t. Much like you, actually.” 


“What happens next, please, Kate?” 


I wanted to shift our discussion onto the consequences of my lie and the future rather than immerse any further in my past. 


“If I’m to be fired, I’d rather it was sooner than later.” 


Her expression became troubled. 


“Do you think it’s fair for you to push me into deciding how to deal with this before I’m ready?” 


“Oh, god no it’s not. I didn’t mean to be pushy.” 


I regretted my arrogance and wondered how I’d got so brash without reason. 


“It’s okay, I can see you’re under duress, Jacob.” 


She reviewed my CV, reading between its lines, inserting missing content of my employment history. 


“I can’t abide liars Jake, there is no place for them here, but I want to help you.” 


“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to push, this all feels very uncomfortable, and I’d like to move on.” 


“We all want to move on, but that only happens if I deal with this situation correctly.” 


She unlocked her eyes from mine and studied me from head to toe, pausing at my groin. My bulging cock was obvious, although I tried to cover it, nestling both hands in my lap and pressing down. 


She stared for a moment longer than might be casual. 


Fuck, is she sizing up my dick? 


Kate looked back at my face without revealing an assessment. 


“We should reflect on this discussion and meet again, perhaps on Monday. Now isn’t the time to decide your future, especially since Dave has retirement drinks tonight.” 


“Okay, Kate, thank you for being fair and hearing me out.” 


I stood up awkwardly because my erection was very visible, pushing against a pair of Levi 501 button up jeans. I was unsure whether to leave and if so, what I might say. 


“Can I go, please?” 


Her smile was mischievous this time, and she enjoyed a longer view of me. 


“Thank you for being honest. You’re dismissed, Jacob.” 


I felt relieved. Her tone was kind, and she seemed pleased that I’d asked for permission to leave. 



Chapter Four

A Night Out

◆◆◆

I hurried to the toilet. I wasn’t a fan of masturbation, but needed to calm down and find my equilibrium, at least in there I would be undisturbed. If Tiffany saw me in this state, it might provoke her to play more games and in front of our co-workers. 


I satisfied myself by waiting in a cubicle until I’d regained my composure. Then I carried on working for the rest of the day, keeping my distance from everyone. The saving grace to my situation is that when your colleagues believe you’re in deep shit with the boss, they avoid you for fear of contagion. 


The afternoon passed without incident, and I changed into casual clothes for Dave’s party. When I was preparing to leave, Kate approached me, tossing a set of minivan keys. 


“Will you be the designated driver tonight, Jake?” she asked politely. 


They always had a responsible, sober driver, on duty during workplace socialising. Kate was big on making sure that anyone too drunk to look after themselves, got home safely. It would be bad for them and poor optics for a rental car business if anyone drove under the influence and got caught or was involved in a collision. 


I caught the keys and felt pleased that she’d asked. It wasn’t a problem for me, especially given my work probation. She was testing my obedience in front of our colleagues. After a career in the military, it didn’t bother me and certainly didn’t make me feel any less worthy. It wasn’t a punishment, and they all knew I didn’t drink that often. Kate and I were alike in that regard. 


“Thanks Kate.” 


I acknowledged her respectfully, aware that I couldn’t afford to fail any tests now. I saw Tiffany mouth the words ‘thanks Kate’ sarcastically until our boss caught her expression, which hastily turned into a smile. 


Odious bitch! 


Our workplace was a couple of blocks from Harry’s wine bar. They walked while I drove, parked, and waited at the bar. It was a quiet midweek evening, so our group of twenty-four was a welcome source of cash before the weekend mayhem. 


The bar was a typical drop in joint, with a long counter from the door to the toilets at the end. They had private booths on the wall opposite the bar, each was discreetly lit and with rich, comfortable leather bench seats that must have seen many copulations when the bar was in full rowdy flow and revellers’ attention was diverted. 


I lined up Citronella shots for everyone, because it was their customary starting gun. I ordered myself a sparkling water with ice and lemon, determined to pull out all the stops, and try to make amends with Kate. 


They arrived, settled quickly, and consumed the shots immediately. Beer, cocktails, and more shots followed. I drifted to the periphery of the group while they progressed into hedonism, coercing the bar tender into ever-increasing volume on the sound system. Some danced, others chatted and slowly everyone forgot I was there at all. 


Kate watched them from the end seat of a booth where she could still talk to others but was safely above the fray. As the new boy, it was good for me to keep a distance and listen more than talk. As people drifted home, they bade Dave farewell and politely thanked Kate for picking up the bar tab, leaving the hardened party animals behind. 


Tiffany gyrated like a drunken slut, hanging around the men, and particularly the married ones. Kate didn’t approve, and it told in her expression, but I didn’t care as long as paralytic T stayed the fuck away from me. 


It was obvious she’d slept her way around the company, but beyond my comprehension why. I considered her to be intelligent, attractive, and thoughtful when she was sober and of pleasant disposition. Her politeness had dropped halfway through our date after the alcohol took control. 


After a couple of hours of dancing, she sidled over beside me on a bench seat, having teased all the other male targets. They wouldn’t openly engage her now, but a few of the married guys would definitely try later when she and they were drunk and if they could isolate her. They all liked to wear their wedding bands for show to others, but when a beautiful slut like Tiffany was around, they’d wait their moment to be discreet and move in. 


“What did Kate want with you?” 


She almost pulled off genuine sincerity, but I knew better. 


“It was just a probation appraisal, and a general chat, that’s all,” I replied politely. 


It wasn’t a lie; I was on probation, and Kate had appraised me thoroughly. 


“Yeah, right, that’s bullshit. She doesn’t appraise people after three weeks. You did something bad,” she replied, smugly. 


And there’s the real Tiffany, probably deserves a married asshole in her life. 


“You should learn to talk less when you drink.” 


I moved away from her. It was time to hit the heads anyway, a welcome departure from her nauseating personality. 


She followed me into a darkened corridor leading to the toilets. 


“Something isn’t right about you.” 


She slurred and bounced gently off a wall, catching her balance with difficulty. 


“I don’t trust a guy who puts on a polite front. You were a shit date, anyway.” 


She’d quickly progressed from tipsy tantrum to full-on drunken abuse. 


“My behaviour isn’t put on, for you or anyone else. We’re just not compatible.” 


I opened the men’s toilet door and slipped halfway in, hoping she’d turn her attention elsewhere. 


“By the way, you should be careful later on. You’re making yourself too available to a bunch of guys who don’t care how drunk you are.” 


“Ahh, fuck off.” 


Once inside the toilet, I waited for a few minutes to be certain of my privacy, then walked to a urinal, unzipped and relieved myself. I contemplated the day and thought how good it would be to get back to my apartment, brew a coffee and catch up with the day’s news. 


The door opened quietly, and I heard footsteps, assuming it was another guy needing to take a piss. 


“Fucking hell, that’s a monstrous cock.” 


I snapped my head around. It was Tiffany, and she’d snuck up to cop a peek. She stared at my penis while I was halfway done and couldn’t stop urinating to hide myself quickly. 


“Jeez, I don’t get why you kept that hidden from me. It’s the biggest cock I ever saw.” 


She looked impressed and pleasantly surprised. 


Here we go again. 


I tried to weave my body around so she couldn’t see, but she craned her neck and leaned all over me to keep my penis in view. 


“Whats that? Eight and a half inches? I think it’s more because you aren’t hard right now!” 


She reached out to grab my shaft. 


“It’s very thick too, can I hold it, please Jake?” 


“Can you leave me alone, for Christ’s sake?” 


I used my hips to shrug her off. I was glad to shake and tuck myself away, zipping up at a dangerous speed. 


“Fuck no, I want that monster inside me, badly.” 


She begged me, and I could tell her desperation to have me was genuine. I felt confused, conflicted, and wanted to see the back of her. 


“No, Tiffany, go back to the bar and sober up.” 


“Please, Jake, I’m so fucking wet and horny right now. Can’t you fuck me in the cubicle, please? It won’t take long with the size of your cock, I’ll cum in minutes.” 


She pulled me by the wrist towards a cubicle, with her spare hand reaching under her short skirt, wrestling with whatever panties she wore to get them down. 


“Fucking no!” 


I could fight my anger no longer, and wrenched my hand away from her grip. She’d invaded my privacy. It was humiliating for me and embarrassing for her. 


“Look, Tiffany, we aren’t right for each other and I don’t do casual sex, so fuck off.” 


“Jacob, had I known that was in your pants, I would have behaved better on our date. I deserve that cock just for listening to your ‘appraisal with Kate’ crap out there.” 


She wafted her hand towards the bar, swayed unsteadily and, with her panties at half mast, she looked ridiculous. Right now, Tiffany was any teenage boy’s wet dream. 


“I don’t want casual sex.” 


“Can we date again, then? I mean like long term, but after you fuck me just this once?” 


“Please, let’s just leave it and be polite to each other. You really need to pull those up before you go back to the bar.” 


“Fucking loser.” 


She adjusted her underwear before storming from the toilets and slamming the door. 


God knows what she’ll say to the others. 


I tidied myself in the mirror, checked my irritation, washed my hands, walked out of the toilet and into the corridor, bumping immediately into the boss. 


“Hi Jacob.” 


It was Kate, and my darkness immediately turned into light. 


“What was the commotion in there?” 


She nodded towards the men’s toilets and suddenly, I was back in her gentle inquisition. 


“Kate… umm, err.” 


I stopped, frozen by her presence and terrified of my answer. I smelled her gentle fragrance, a mix of perfume and pheromone, a powerful explosion only women knew the recipe for. It was a warning that I could enjoy her, bathe in her glory, but she could whisk it away quickly and forever. I knew a lie might sink me. 


“I… err… umm, needed the toilet. Tiffany must have lost her way, and, well, she’s had a few too many drinks… so-.” 


“Ahh okay.” 


She cut me off, and we both felt awkward, but I was saved from an embarrassing anecdote. 


“I think it’s time to get a few of the folks home now, Tiffany included. Would you mind?” 


“Not at all. The weather is getting nasty and that will jam the roads later.” 


I was glad the night was ending, although it was still fairly early. We circulated through the others, letting them know their ride home would leave in twenty minutes. Then Kate took my hand and led me towards a booth where we could sit and wait. 


She seemed coy, sipping on an orange-coloured non alcoholic cocktail. 


“I heard everything in that toilet. The walls are paper thin and I was on the other side, in a cubicle.” 


She left her comment hanging and retreated into her drink, leaving the ball in my court. 


“I’m really sorry, Kate, I wasn’t lying to you, its just embarrassing and I don’t want to be indiscrete. I can handle Tiffany.” 


“Just not the way she wants.” 


We both laughed, and I was glad she’d lightened the moment. She seemed happier, rotating her crystal glass on the polished mahogany wood surface, before sipping her drink. Kate was thoughtful, precise, and I prepared myself for her next foray into my soul. 


“If I hadn’t interrupted you in the corridor, would you have told me the whole truth?” 


“Yes.” 


Fuck! She’s trapped me. 


“Go on then.” 


Kate knew she’d trapped me. 


“Oh Christ… umm, okay then. You know Tiffany and I dated, that it didn’t go well, and she’s held a grudge ever since. Tonight, she had a few too many drinks, waited outside and then followed me into the toilet when I was already relieving myself. She became obsessed with my penis,” I said, embarrassed. “She tried to grab hold of it,” I added, ashamed. 


“Anything else?” Kate asked with an encouraging smile. 


I thought hard about how to say it and in the end I blurted. 


“She was sizing up my cock, half dropped her panties and asked me to fuck her in the cubicle. For fuck’s sake, Kate… please, it’s embarrassing,” I whispered, wishing for a shovel to dig myself a hole. 


Her expression changed to displeasure and her eyes locked on mine in a tractor beam that reached into my soul. 


“I told you not to swear, Jacob. That’s the second time you’ve done it, and both transgressions have gone without punishment.” 


She relaxed, readjusting her smile to avoid attracting attention. She leaned across the table. 


“If you can’t follow my rules, then I can’t help you,” she whispered. 


It was a teaching moment, and Kate was schooling me. Her face was less than a foot away from mine and she kept looking at me. My heart rate elevated, and I felt a tightness in my chest. I was certain her pupils were dilated, a sign she may not fully control her emotions. 


What does she mean by ‘punishment?’. 


“I’m sorry, Kate, I’m not showing you the best of me.” 


“Okay, let’s get them all out of here to their homes and you can drop me off last.” 


There were three stops before Kate’s apartment building. When we arrived at Tiffany’s place, two of the guys got out with her, leaning heavily on the van, drunk. 


“Neither of you two are going in there.” 


I pointed at the apartment building door and stared the drunks down while holding Tiffany upright by her armpit. Kate watched intently from a few metres away. 


“She invited us. You should mind your own fucking business.” 


Sam slurred his speech while laughing at me. 


I sat Tiffany gently in one of the rear passenger seats where she mumbled drunken nonsense, and then I turned back to the drunks. 


“Maybe you didn’t hear me, guys.” 


“Fu-” 


I grabbed Sam around his throat before he had time to finish and marched him behind the vehicle. He shuffled backwards. Raw fear had suddenly sobered him up, and he ducked when I forced him through the rear door of our van into his seat. 


Then I leaned into his face. 


“One more word out of you and it’s possible you’ll wake up in the dentist chair having your teeth worked on. If not, it will definitely be the hospital for you. You won’t be taking advantage of a vulnerable woman tonight, fuck-head. Am I clear?” 


He nodded, sat back, and seemed suddenly aware of my bulk. Perhaps his shameful behaviour sobered him or he realised a night in the hospital might be difficult to explain to his wife.. 


Charlie followed him sullenly into the van, realising he wasn’t a match for me. Kate looked on emotionless. 


“Sorry about the foul language, ladies.” 


Kate smiled, and I hoped I got a pass that time. 


Tiffany was a drunken pain in the ass, stumbling all over the place, dropping her handbag and mumbling insults. I carried her to the front door, which Kate opened and we got her into bed, with her clothes still on. 


“He’s an asshole.” 


Tiffany slurred heavily, rolling around on her bed. 


“Can you give us a minute please, Jacob?” Kate asked. 


I went into the living room, shutting Tiffany’s bedroom door on the way to give them privacy. I felt dread and knew this would not go well for me. Tiffany would undoubtedly have a list of reasons she disliked me and was about to reveal all to a woman who was considering my future. 


When she emerged from the bedroom, Kate seemed refreshed and we left together, dropping Tiffany’s apartment keys through the letterbox after locking her door. The rain had become steadily harder and standing water on roads and junctions slowed the late night city traffic. 


Nobody spoke in the van and when we dropped Sam and Charlie off, both slammed the van door, then staggered towards their homes and families. 


“I’m very proud of you,” Kate said, when we were alone. 


She studied me, and I could tell she was being sincere. Her blue pools of truth serum were filled with affection. 


“Could you take me home, please?” 


I held my breath. 



Chapter Five

Only Coffee

◆◆◆

“It’ll take you hours to get home in this weather and traffic. Come in to my apartment. I have great coffee, and you can leave later when the carnage subsides.” 


Kate activated a remote control, opening an underground parking lot roller door, and I drove down into the dry, away from the violent weather. 


She whisked us to her tenth-floor penthouse apartment using a private elevator. When I walked into the marble-floored foyer of her apartment, I couldn’t help being impressed by its size, grandeur and meticulous neatness. 


Her place must have a going over every day by an army of professional cleaners, and I was sure that they used a spirit level and ruler to line everything up. 


“I like neatness Jacob.” 


I wasn’t sure if she explained casually or if this was chapter one on how to please Kate. 


While she fixed us coffee, I browsed the living room, admiring art, sculptures and her exquisite taste in furniture. The view over the bay area through floor to ceiling panoramic tinted windows was spectacular, and I hovered, enjoying the squall developing into a massive storm outside. 


On one apartment wall, Kate had hung a set of prints in ornate gold frames. I peered close to observe the detail, and it surprised me. I moved to the next, checking whether the theme was consistent, and it was. 


An elegant lady, I assumed to be Kate, wore an ankle length, black, figure hugging dress, while seated casually on a man’s back who knelt on all fours as if he were a chair. 


The woman’s dress was split to her waist and her seat wore a white tuxedo with a black bow tie, and nothing else. It seemed she readied herself for an evening out while he provided the comfort for her to do so. 


I glanced through the other prints, and each piqued my attention. The model looked the same, and I felt certain it was my boss. A familiar stirring dragged me away to the windows, hoping the erotic images would fade from my memory and I wouldn’t embarrass myself with an untimely erection, or possibly more. 


What if I cum in my pants? Oh fuck! 


The city lights looked beautiful even through the lens of a heavy downpour. I noticed a seductive aroma and the light tinkling of piano jazz lifting my senses as if preparing for a seduction. 


I felt happy, no, content, safe and free to do, say and be whomever I wished. Kate smiled every time I looked in her direction, always making and maintaining eye contact, as if that were important. 


I feel important to her. 


Kate sidled close beside me without being suggestive, passing a cappuccino. She’d sprinkled a chocolate love heart on top, winking cheekily. 


“I know the server at Bean Cafe who likes you a great deal and asks me about the handsome English guy all the time.” 


“Could be anyone.” 


I enjoyed her laughter and felt some value in causing that. 


Kate tilted the side of her head gently onto my shoulder, sipping from her cup. I felt stunned by her closeness of her to me, practically exploding in mind, body and inside my pants. 


How did this happen? Has she wanted me for as long as I’ve yearned for her? 


“Why are you and Tiffany incompatible?” 


Her questions were always simple, the answers not so much. Embarrassingly, I felt blood surge into my penis for the third time today. 


“I don’t know what to say,” I replied honestly. 


“I thought we’d established that the truth is always best.” 


She waited patiently for an answer. Kate glued her head to my shoulder, and I dared not move an inch for fear I might lose the moment. Her scent and presence elevated my desire to share, ripping down barriers in my mind that closeted my feelings. 


“I’m not withholding anything, I just… really, don’t know the answer.” 


“Take your time and think it through.” 


I can’t guess how long we stood together in absolute silence while I gathered my thoughts, but I enjoyed every moment of her closeness and appreciated the patience she had for me. 


The weather made for a sensuous backdrop, adding gravitas to my mood as I felt my life turning towards an opportunity beckoning. 


Rain lashed violently at the apartment windows while city lights blinked out as people turned in for the night, shutting down their homes until morning. Windows, like stars, disappeared behind clouds scudding through during the night. 


I felt comfortable, aside from my obvious arousal. I hoped Kate knew I wanted her, but not just for the moment. In a few hours, she’d delved gently into my mind and soul, providing more comfort than I’d felt in years. 


“What did you say to Tiffany?” 


“She won’t bother you ever again. Maybe she’ll have a newfound appreciation for you.” 


“I’m not interested in her.” 


“Not as a girlfriend. I meant as a friend, co-worker and someone that just saved her from a terrible choice.” 


I thought about that and could only imagine Tiffany’s last thought before descending into a drunken slumber was to avoid crossing Kate. 


“I want a different type of relationship, something with substance, on a higher plane of existence. It’s difficult to explain.” 


“Try, Jacob, please. You can make a breakthrough for yourself and get to a happier place if you take your time and share.” 


Her head stayed on my shoulder, feeling like a comfort blanket, encouraging me while I considered a response. The view from Kate’s apartment was magnificent, and the lightning storm outside electrified my mood inside. 


My body chemistry lifted, knowing we probed one another's romantic heart. Her living room felt peaceful, and her presence calmed and inspired me. 


“I want to feel worthy. A woman that considers me worthy is what I want. Tiffany wanted a trivial, sexual quickie and I won’t settle for a relationship that lacks depth and meaning. I want full immersion.” 


She said nothing, letting me think my way through a full answer. 


“I want to be emotionally available without being taken advantage of, without the pressure of having to talk, do, think, or be anything that I don’t want when I’m with my girlfriend. I want a strong and decent woman, one that isn’t cruel or selfish and doesn’t score points by striking down my emotions or attacking my deepest feelings.” 


My hand shook, but the heart in the cup remained solid when I sipped my coffee. 


What message is she sending me? 


I paused for several minutes. 


“I definitely don’t want Tiffany.” 


Kate lifted her head and turned to me, smiling. 


“She prefers bad boys and almost ended up with a couple of them tonight, but for you.” 


“Why am I the only one that didn’t know she prefers bad boys?” 


“You don’t gossip and really weren’t that interested in her. Do you dislike her?” 


“I don’t dislike anyone. I get angry in the moment like I did with Sam and Charlie, but my annoyance passes quickly because I don’t really care about them.” 


“What about Tiffany? Why step in tonight after her behaviour towards you?” 


“They would have taken advantage of a vulnerable woman. I won’t let that happen if I can help, no matter whether or not I like her.” 


Her blue pools of affection scanned my face, drawing me in. I felt my heart beat faster, my head got lighter, and cock almost fully erect because she stripped me of my armour. 


“Tell me what you want?” 


I knew the answer, but it was too embarrassing to explain and everything moved so quickly that I couldn’t process properly. 


Is she interested in me? The heart on the coffee suggests, yes. 


Our ages were similar, both in our late twenties. She was tall, a good match for my height. Kate was kind, intelligent, and beautiful. I knew she would easily command respect in any room with people from any background. 


Is she my type? 


It was hard to tell, almost like my perky penis. 


“You studied my wall prints. Do you like them?” 


“Umm… I was surprised.” 


“Why?” 


“I’ve seen nothing like that before.” 


“You must have seen pornography.” 


“Yes, but that’s not the same thing, because your prints are more like art, and not at all crude.” 


The images had turned me on. They had a romantic and sexual sophistication. 


“I commissioned the photographer, and I think they’re tasteful, exotic and erotic. Did you agree they’re sensual?” 


“They look fun and thought provoking. I really like them.” 


“Did they provoke your thoughts, Jacob?” 


My heart skipped a beat. Kate honed in on my feelings, stripping me to a vulnerable core while provoking me to flee or commit. She’d taken us to a place where only truth and love matters. 


“Yes, they did.” 


“Would you like to wear that tuxedo? I have it hanging in my closet.” 


She giggled, but I knew it was the most serious question of my life. She made me feel worthy. 


“I err, I want… umm… well Kate, it’s like-.” 


I spluttered like a fool until she placed her index finger on my lips, quietening me. 


“Shh, just say what you feel… and be honest. It’s a simple question.” 


“I’d love to wear it.” 


She seemed delighted, and her face lit up. 


“That was easy. Now, why not springboard from there?” 


She wrapped an arm around my waist as if encouraging and protecting me. 


“Those photographs are a test, a means by which I can judge your suitability.” 


“Suitability for what?” 


“For me, of course, but you knew that. Why not tell me more about your needs?” 


I felt relaxed, past the tipping point of knowing whether Kate wanted me. 


“I want a woman that considers me a hero rather than an accessory or a partner in crime, a strong, dominant woman who is invested in me, as I am in her.” 


Thinking about the set of prints on her walls caused me to pause. I’d studied one and caught glimpses of the others, but one print that really stood out was of a princess standing in front of her knight who kneeled to have battle colours conferred upon him. 


“I really like your prints.” 


“Yes, I can see that you do, Jacob.” 


“Are those prints of you?” 


“Yes, and I still have all the props, including the sword and shield. I paid models and a professional photographer, then commissioned giclée prints to protect the originals.” 


She stroked my back encouragingly, then with a single nail, she drew her finger downwards from just below my neck to my waist, sending shivers through me, raising goosebumps on my arms. 


I was on fire, jolted by the carnal force of nature that commands humans to fall in love then procreate. 


“Is there anything else you’d like to confess? Leave nothing out, you’re safe with me.” 


“I want a female led relationship, Kate.” 


My emotions surged almost to a state of euphoria. I’d finally said it aloud. It was the first time I’d told anyone my deepest desire. 


I’d read about female led relationships and female dominance on blogs, psyche-analytical magazine opinion pieces and on counselling websites. There were different levels in the dynamic and while my understanding was limited, I needed this sort of relationship to thrive. 


“That wasn’t so hard, was it?” Kate said, without judging me. “Unlike the bulge in your trousers.” 


I collapsed onto a sofa nearby, embarrassed, covering myself. 


“What about you?” 


I asked more defensively than I’d intended, trying to steer the conversation away from my embarrassment. 


“Oh Jacob, please don’t feel embarrassed. Isn’t it obvious what I want? The evidence is all around you.” 


“In the prints?” 


“I want a knight in shining armour kneeling before me, as a strong, dependable man who’ll submit to my authority. I want love, obedience, trust, and loyalty.” 


She stared solidly at me before joining me on the sofa, leaning close so that I could see the truth speak from her eyes. 


“I want a man who will stand up for others, protect the weak and vulnerable, precisely as you did tonight. Could that man be you?” 


She left her question hanging and walked back to the windows to watch the perfect storm outside, while leaving another in her wake. 


Her closeness and fragrance had captivated me until she whipped it away and I felt lost. As if an umbilical were attached, her wake dragged me off the sofa, leading me to follow her on slightly wobbly legs. 


“I really hope so.” I replied in a croaking voice. 


“I think you’re a man who is worthy of me.” 


“May I get a first date?” 


She steadied her gaze, assessing me carefully, looking up and down as if I were a prize and she wanted to study what she might win. 


“Your pupils are dilated, Jacob.” 


“Yours are too.” 


“Does that answer your question?” 


She smiled lovingly and leaned forward, moving her body close to mine, slipping my palm into her hand, and squeezing tightly. Kate tilted her head slightly and brushed my lips with hers. I felt the luxury of her skin against mine when our cheeks collided. 


Her tongue explored me gently at first, her silken lips prised mine apart, searching for my soul. I felt electrified and had my answer that Kate wanted me, and I felt elated. 


When we stopped kissing after a few minutes, we embraced passionately. I held her close and felt her knees buckle when mine did. She kissed me harder, and I responded until she called time. I felt her curves merge into my body, sending thrills echoing through the chambers of my heart. 


When I lingered, holding on to her, she moved away, smiling, while still holding my hand. I knew she’d felt my erect cock against her; it was unavoidable, and I thought she’d deliberately rubbed against me but couldn’t be certain. 


“If you’re well behaved… yes, a first date shall be granted, Jacob.” 


She held me loosely, with her arm wrapped around my waist, her head still leaned on my shoulder, and we stared into the violent night, together. The storm would not yield as I had done, and its lightning scarred the heavens briefly with rolling thunder following it seconds behind. The universe acknowledged my honesty and my heart soared. 


After a couple of minutes, she gently pulled me with her. 


“Please wash our cups.” 


She fluffed the cushions where I’d landed roughly on the sofa and tidied while I cleaned. 



Chapter Six

Judgement

◆◆◆

I helped tidy the room, feeling genuinely uncertain amid a tsunami of emotions. 


I stood at the windows watching the storm outside in a precarious mood considering that my life could change now or this moment might become lost. 


Kate dimmed the room lights, adding to the gravitas of my situation. She linked her arm with mine and smiled affectionately. 


“Everything that happens next depends on you, Jacob.” 


“I feel that we’re compatible.” 


“We have matching needs and wants. That’s something to explore. Do you agree?” 


“Yes, entirely, Kate.” 


I was sure I wanted her, but felt uncertain about the next step, and Kate knew it. She held my hand, leaned in and brushed her lips to mine, sending lightning bolts from her tongue, creating a chain reaction that ignited my soul. 


“We can date, if you’d like, but there’s something important I must deal with first.” 


“My lie?” 


“Yes.” 


She didn’t look accusatory or seem angry, and I sensed she wanted to turn the page, making sure recent events didn’t stand in the way in our future. 


“You’re good at building tension, Kate.” 


“The choice is yours to make, Jacob.” 


“And the decisions are yours to take?” 


“Mostly, but we’ll do that together. Mine is the final say but I have our mutual interests in mind.” 


“Fix the problem, please, Kate, punish me and end my suffering.” 


“I’m glad you asked for redemption.” 


I felt even more uncertain about the journey I’d embarked on, but knew Kate would lead me to a better place. 


“I’d like to show you my secret place. After that, we can talk things through.” 


She led me to the furthest end of her apartment and fished out a key from her trouser pocket, using it to open a wooden door much like any other. I thought it strange that she had a locked room in her home, but I walked into its pitch darkness confidently, anyway. 


When Kate locked the door, I shivered, partly from the chilly air, but mostly because the room possessed a hollow, mysterious feel, igniting my senses. 


I couldn’t see her in the darkness, but Kate’s scent was always nearby, comforting me. She turned a dimmer switch until the room glowed in a dull orange light and I was stunned by what I saw. 


“This is where I come to relax. It’s a playground where I bring potential or current boyfriends to test, train or discipline them, have fun together and do other things.” 


She squeezed my hand, and I knew Kate was excited. This was the essence of the woman, the manifestation of her lifestyle and an offer to me to join her in it. 


I was being introduced to what made Kate tick. 


When my eyes grew accustomed to the dim light, I picked out large objects in the room. There were ten pieces of equipment spaced evenly, like fitness stations in a gymnasium, but none of these were exercise machines. 


Everything was silver, black or red, mostly leather clad, with wood, chains, and lots of stainless steel and spikes. 


It’s a torture chamber. 


The equipment looked pristine, gleaming in the room’s half light. I felt a thrill and shivered with anticipation. I knew this was Kate’s dungeon, and that she’d invited me here for a purpose. My body chemistry spiked way past arousal and I felt her powerful aura connect with mine. 


“I like this room.” 


“That’s a great start. Other men, some women too, have run for the door by now.” 


“It’s a dungeon.” 


“Yes, but you needn’t be afraid here, Jacob. Nothing happens in this room unless you want it to, sometimes you’ll even beg.” 


“I’m not afraid.” 


“Of anything? Me, for example.” 


“I’m not afraid of you at all, Kate.” 


“Good, I don’t want a frightened or weak man on my hands.” 


“I don’t want to let you down.” 


“Will you?” 


“No.” 


“Then you have nothing to fear.” 


“You can depend on me, I promise.” 


“Oh, Jacob, that's lovely. I won’t let you down either.” 


Kate hugged me, squeezing both of my hands powerfully, and I could tell she was as swept up with her emotions as I was with mine. 


“Are we moving too quickly, Kate?” 


She chuckled. 


“Said no man ever, Jacob.” 


“It's not that I don’t want to. I don’t understand why I said that.” 


“You said you were tired of meaningless dates.” 


“I am.” 


“We have a problem to fix, right?” 


“Yes, we do.” 


“Do you understand why?” 


“To put my lie behind us.” 


“Never to be mentioned hereafter.” 


“Yes.” 


“Shall we continue, then?” 


“Yes, please.” 


The nearest equipment station was a mesh bed swing, suspended from the ceiling with supporting straps for ankle and wrist restraints. It had three large fabric cross beams of varying widths to hold someone’s head, back, and backside. 


The strap system dangled suggestively from a massive hook above. A powerful spring on the main rope meant someone locked into the swing could bounce gently, presumably while being licked, fucked, or when sucking someone else off in comfort. 


“I designed this dungeon to test and develop my relationships. It’s a place for correction, encouragement, punishment, and training. Above all, it’s about having fun.” 


Kate delighted in my surprise, linking her arm playfully through mine, marching me casually on a tour of her pleasure dome, pointing at different toys and equipment, then explaining their use. 


“What’s the chalkboard for?” 


“Doing lines, just like in school. You know, like Jacob must not swear.” 


“Sorry about that, I’ll try harder.” 


“You will and I’ll help you remember.” 


She smiled naughtily as though correcting me would be her pleasure. 


She led me to the next station, and I marvelled at a huge polished wooden barrel mounted on a foot tall concrete plinth. There were various metal rings embedded in the wood and concrete with a bucket full of straps, cuffs, and chains nearby. 


“My submissive, you perhaps, would lay across this cask for a flogging or spanking.” 


I didn’t ask her about the rubber phallus embedded on top, into the wood at one end. Two cycling style drop bars in front of it spoke volumes and the picture in my mind’s eye drove my sexual desire to new heights. I could more or less guess how someone might ride the barrel. 


On the wall, she’d neatly pinned two rows of spanking paddles in their size and type order. Leather ones were on top, wooden below. Kate had stacked an assortment of canes and riding crops on a shelf, with whips hung from brass hooks on the underside. 


We strolled past a glass-fronted cabinet filled with dozens of dildos, plugs, and vibrators of varying sizes and shapes. Everything was arranged neatly and looked new. 


“Spanking and wanking.” 


“You have a lot of toys.” 


“There is a lot of spanking and some wanking involved in being my boyfriend.” 


Kate laughed loudly, holding me close so that I knew she was joking. 


“I’ve never been spanked.” 


“Would you like to be?” 


“Yes, please.” 


“Would you like me to spank you, perhaps put you across my knee like a naughty boy, Jacob?” 


“God… yes, please.” 


I was warming up to her lifestyle, imagining what I could while excited by what I couldn’t. 


“The ones with holes drilled through them allow air to pass for a faster and more accurate swing.” 


“I’m sure it’s painful.” 


“Spanking helps us both, spanker and spankee. A good thrashing eases tension, grants absolution, and vents frustration. Those paddles can sort out a moment of poor behaviour, a bitter disagreement between us, or settle a bout of anxiety in a matter of minutes. A short and sharp event means we can move on.” 


“Are you a dominatrix?” 


Kate looked amused. 


“That’s usually a professional Jacob. Since I’m not paid by my boyfriends, I prefer you simply acknowledge that Kate’s in charge and all of this helps both of us.” 


“Do you have a boyfriend?” 


I had completely forgotten to ask. 


“I’m looking for the right candidate.” 


“Are you close to finding someone?” 


“It’s looking promising right now.” 


She winked suggestively. I’d stopped trying to mask my arousal, there was no way to avoid a jackhammer pounding to escape my jeans. 


“How will you punish me, Kate?” 


I felt curious as we passed each piece of equipment, realising she had many options. 


With the revelation of Kate’s dungeon and her reference to ‘punishment,’ I guessed I had a challenge coming. It was one I felt determined to meet head on and overcome. 


“You lied to me, Jacob. If you want to earn a first date and my trust, then you need a clean slate or there’s no future for us. We have to reset our relationship. You will be in my hands, can you understand that?” 


She studied me. This was a first, crucial test, and Kate clearly hoped I would choose wisely. 


“It’s true, I lied, and I’ve felt awful since that.” 


Kate looked relieved. 


“That’s good, and it’s what all this is for. To fix that problem and resolve any negative feelings we both have.” 


She waved her hand expansively throughout the room, forcing me to take in its chilling contents. I felt an invisible force spur me onwards, invoking emotions I’d never experienced. 


“Will you be spanking me?” 


My erection raged at the thought of being disciplined by Kate in her pleasure paradise. I felt torn between desire and fear, but underpinning everything was a deep urge to please this incredible woman and be near her. 


“That’s one way to deal with your lie, although I think you’d be getting off lightly, and that’s not good for either of us. I always end a successful first date with a spanking, anyway. 


“I will thrash you mildly while setting out our relationship rules, boundaries, and expectations. It’s not a punishment.” 


I processed what she said, understanding and nodding. Nothing worried me so much that I wanted to run. 


“I carry a hairbrush in my bag to thrash you whenever necessary.” 


She fished out an elegant mahogany hairbrush from her bag, roughly eight inches long. Its handle was exquisitely carved, with wooden furrows in rows to aid the users’ grip. The back side was thick, flat, solid and weighty. 


Kate swished her weapon playfully, spanking the air, grinning at me mischievously. 


“This is far better therapy than either of us holding onto a grudge.” 


“What should I do? I’d like to start, please. If that’s okay.” 


“We’ll deal with first date orientation later, but first I must fix the lie. They are separate issues, I can deal with both, but it won’t be a discussion or negotiation any more.” 


“Understood, anything else I should know, please?” 


“You must be totally obedient, so if you want me to forgive and evaluate you, then it’s my rules. Please think carefully, because you can walk away now, or in the future with nothing more said.” 


“I want you, Kate.” 


I was ready to submit to her completely. I don’t know why, but I descended slowly and respectfully onto one knee, bowing my head as the knight in the print on her wall had. 


“I’ll do anything to win your approval and repair the damage.” 


She walked towards me, her face filled with affection, cradling my chin in her hand, forcing me gently upwards onto my feet. Kate beamed at me with an expression of pride mixed with pleasure. 


“Let’s begin. It’s going to be a long night, darling. We’ve much work ahead of us.” 


“Yes, Kate.” 


“Good boy, now strip off your clothes.” 


Kate remained clothed, spectating while I undressed at her command. I folded everything neatly, stacking them on a nearby chair. The dungeon felt chilly, and my toned muscles rippled when I shivered, cold, and utterly thrilled. 


She drew the panorama window curtains open, reassuring me that nobody could see through the tinted glass from the other side. 


The storm added gravitas to my redemption ritual and a carnal quality to her intended chastisement. Rumbling thunder lifted the atmosphere of Kate’s dungeon to a mysterious and foreboding level. When a bolt of lightning struck nearby, its electric streak highlighted everything for a split second, casting shadows that delighted her and excited me. 


Kate had triggered my primal instincts. I was hunting a sensational woman using obedience to attract, strength to impress and devotion to fulfil her desire. 


I shall win this prize of a woman. 


I felt powerful, my muscles rippled and adrenaline coursed my veins, preparing me for any physical challenge. I felt like a warrior commended by my queen. 


I would prevail because I was determined and Kate wanted me to win her. 


I noticed a wooden rack nearby that would be at home in a mediaeval collection at a museum or castle. Its steel cogs, handles, shackles, and chains were highly polished and looked terrifying. I was at a fever pitch, possessed by my body chemistry, and wanted to throw myself on and go for a spin, but I knew it would displease Kate if I jumped the gun. 


Fully naked, I covered my erection for as long as I could, standing behind a chair, using my hands as a fig leaf. 


Kate approached, firmly gripped my cock and led me into the open for her better view. I stood defenceless, with my arms at my sides, completely vulnerable and proudly erect. 


Kate circled me like a soaring eagle, inspecting and making mental notes as if I were her prey. I didn’t follow her, confident she wanted a strong and obedient, rather than timid, fawning man. 


I know you’ll like what you see. 


When she returned to my front, her expression gave away how much I had impressed her, and I felt proud, posing, tensing muscles, enticing her to take and own me. 


“You have a perfect body, Jacob.” 


“Thank you.” 


She purred, sidling closer to slide a knee under my balls while squeezing my biceps and shoulders. Kate trailed her fingernails down my back, landing on, then stroking my butt cheeks, before burying them deep enough to sting and stimulate, without drawing blood. 


My cock throbbed as hard as steel, poking into her six pack. I felt copious pre-cum lubricated its glans, gathering in the folds of my foreskin like a flood before breaking out and dribbling to the floor. 


Kate noticed the growing mess pooling on her highly polished wooden parquet floor. 


“I’m definitely going to have trouble accommodating you.” 


“Oh?” 


“We’ll need a larger cock cage if we ever play with chastity. You’re a big boy, but then I knew that from Tiffany’s silly outburst.” 


She smiled at me. 


“I thought you meant…” 


“Don’t worry about that. I can handle your length and girth inside of me. I hope we get there, what girl wouldn’t?” 


Kate stepped back to openly and hungrily admire my cock. 


“I’ll order a few things to your size if you pass these tests and still wish to continue.” 


She moved in again, rubbing herself against my naked body, teasing my nostrils with her fragrance. Kate slid her hand down my cock in a velvet motion, stroking my balls, tapping each with a long, sharp fingernail. 


She cupped my shaft and moved her palm up the underside of my cock, thumbing the banjo string before pinching my glans then squeezing my foreskin between forefinger and thumb, drawing more pre-cum, as if milking me. 


“Ooooh, that’s fu-” 


“Nice, Jacob?” 


“Yes.” 


I dribbled slimy cum onto the floor liberally. Kate giggled as she tried to grip my shaft at its base. 


“I can’t get my fingers all the way around your cock, you have such a wonderful gift for me.” 


Kate looked down at her polished wooden parquet floor and then back up, locking my eyes with hers, smiling cheekily. 


“Clean that up, Jacob. I don’t like a mess and you better get used to tidying up after yourself.” 


I didn’t dare challenge or ask how I should clean, there were no dusters or mops in the room but I knew instinctively what Kate meant. I dropped to my knees and slid my tongue towards the glistening droplets of my cum pooled on the floor. 


My seed smelled overpowering and musky, like an unruly stallion desperate to run free. I’d never tasted a man’s cum before, so it scared me shitless. 


I was determined to please Kate, and ploughed in, lapping up my salty, slimy man juice mess, swallowing it as I went. The taste was sensational, burned my tongue and I licked enthusiastically until her dungeon floor was clean. 


“Good job Jacob, I’m pleased you clean up so well.” 


Kate was genuinely complimentary and encouraging. I’d always believed that a dominant partner might be cruel and resort to bullying, but her behaviour and care for me was far from that. 


She was kind, determined to rule our relationship, and clear on how that would be achieved while remaining patient. 


I could tell I’d pleased her, and my heart soared. Kate stooped low, inspecting the floor, collected a drop I’d missed on her index finger, and offered it to me. I sucked my cum from her digit without question and never felt happier. 


“Sorry, Kate.” 


“I’m not cruel, and it was an honest mistake. I’m here to help you, a guide to build a better you, my dear.” 


Kate strolled away to the far end of the room, attending to a large inverted V shaped leather bed the size of a gymnasium vaulting horse. After a few minutes, she beckoned for me to join her. 


“I need you to lie down here, Jacob. Before we start, I want to be clear that at any point, if you tell me to stop, using any means you wish, be it waving, shouting ‘stop’, ‘cease’ or otherwise, then I’ll release you immediately. We won’t have a safe word yet, but we’ll get to one later if things work out.” 


If things work out? It was her challenge for me. Okay, we’ll see! 



Chapter Seven

Punishment

◆◆◆

I did as Kate instructed, but wasn’t sure how to position myself on the bed. Its smooth leather surface felt icy and tight around the hard cushioning. I struggled, wriggling to get comfortable on the awkwardly shaped wooden and leather bed. Kate knew it and offered a helping hand until my head pointed towards the floor at one end of the V with my feet facing down at the other. 


“You’re deliciously exposed now.” 


“I feel vulnerable.” 


“You’re supposed to.” 


The bed angles forced my backside high in the air, providing her with maximum access to my anus, upper thighs and butt cheeks. She stroked my butt, caressing gently, then scratched my puckered anus, dragging her fingernail along my crack and up my back until she reached the top of my head. 


I exploded, as though an electric shock traversed my spine. 


“I designed this bed myself, having tried off-the-shelf ones with shin and forearm planks to strap my sub onto. They weren’t solid, looked clunky, unsightly and felt crude.” 


Kate took my wrists one at a time, securing each using fur lined leather shackles that she attached to the bottom of the bench legs. She inserted a small, tight leather roll cushion under the base of my abdomen to raise my butt cheeks, further exposing my anus. 


The air felt chilly on my puckered ring while Kate gradually manoeuvred me into position. 


“I’m feeling overwhelmed and vulnerable.” 


“That’s good, because a liar needs to fear going into a punishment. If this were a fun activity, it would defeat the purpose.” 


“You want me to be afraid?” 


She stepped in front of me and sat down, bowing low down so I could look directly into her eyes. 


“I’m punishing you for lying, Jacob. Do you think it should be fun?” 


“No.” 


“It’s not meant to be enjoyable. I’m going to make sure it hurts you as a reminder not to do it again. Are you certain this is what you want?” 


“One hundred percent sure, sorry for asking.” 


“Do you deserve to be punished?” 


“Yes.” 


“I’m glad we agree.” 


She smiled reassuringly, winking at me, a sign that she felt everything would be okay soon. 


Kate secured my ankles, pulling both legs outwards and downwards, fixing them tightly to the bench near the floor until she completely exposed me in the shape of an inverted V. My puckered sphincter was wide open and I could swear she inspected it. 


“You’re almost ready, Jacob, and I’m pleased that you have such exceptional hygiene. I feel very reassured about you.” 


She walked away from me, into the darkness, where I heard the dungeon door close before the room fell silent. I felt lonely, but having been a Royal Marine for years and well used to combat, especially in caves, I could survive this. 


Kate had taken control away from me, depriving my sensory awareness to create tension. Her plan was working, and I felt happy, knowing it was mostly for my benefit. 


I couldn’t move, found myself in almost pitch darkness and being handled by a woman I didn’t know that well. I should be terrified, but wasn’t. 


I couldn’t see much, so I relaxed and tried to get comfortable. My appreciation of time was excellent. Years of operational tours and days spent tracking an enemy in the Afghan Tora Bora cave complex helped. Living and working on aircraft carriers and troop assault ships had prepared me well. I could wait this out for hours if Kate demanded it. 


My thoughts focussed on her. She was as meticulous in her dungeon as she was at work and in her apartment. I gained a new respect and a deep appreciation for her efforts. It wasn’t easy to create the perfect conditions for a controlled onslaught into my psyche and onto my body. She had patience, showed a care for me, and a desire to help me settle into a stable relationship with her. 


She’s investing in me already. 


When I looked down at the wooden parquet flooring, I noticed how spotless it was. I realised it must have cost her a fortune and need constant polishing and care. I admired the craftsmanship of the wooden bed to which she’d restrained me. Its thick leather straps, the immaculate stainless steel chains and bindings that secured me in place, were of the highest quality. 


Nothing was cheap in this room or anywhere in Kate’s apartment, and everything had a level of workmanship far greater than you’d expect. 


I wonder if she gets everything made to her own designs. 


After half an hour, I heard footsteps, and craned my neck to see Kate approaching. She’d changed into a black lacy lingerie set and carried two lit candles, which she placed on the floor in front of me. Her suspenders were delicate straps crossing over a tiny thong that barely covered her pussy at the front and split her perfectly symmetrical butt cheeks behind. 


Her stockings were fine lace, and of the same design as her bra. She was almost on top of me and her aroma was all earthly woman, all Kate and totally addictive. 


I glimpsed her pussy, which she’d shaven closely recently. A tiny sliver of thong fabric covered her slit, driving my imagination wild about what treasure lay within. I hoped I would know what that narrow curtain of modesty contained before the night ended. 


Her pussy must have been soaking wet to generate so much musk. Her sweet scent drove me nuts and my most earthly and animal instincts controlled my body. I felt invincible and my cock became so hard that it hurt, squashed against the leather bed and its wooden frame. 


Whichever way I twisted, there was no relief. My situation was seriously uncomfortable, and I realised what Kate meant by her intention to punish me. I felt sorry for lying to her at a different and more meaningful level. 


Kate stood close to me, overwhelming my senses by her scent and presence. 


“What were you thinking about?” 


“You.” 


I paused for a moment to find the right words to explain why. 


“Only about you, Kate, and I don’t know why. You’ve made me feel excited and reborn, as if I’m turning a page.” 


“Good, and we’re just getting started. That was the whole point of this preparation work, to give you time to consider your misdeed. It’s important to think about one another, about us, and work together to improve our relationship. I’m impressed with you, Jacob.” 


She smiled so cutely, genuinely happy, projecting an affectionate demeanour while preparing to chastise me. 


Kate knelt in front of me and made eye contact. I saw a remote control in her hand. When she toggled a switch on it, the bed moved, pivoting at its centre, just below my abdomen and on the leather roll she’d positioned. 


Gradually, the V angle became more acute, pulling my feet and arms closer towards the ground on either side, stretching me further. When the bed stopped moving, my butt cheeks and anus were far more exposed and stretched, almost pushed upwards, presenting them for inspection. I couldn’t move an inch. 


I was rapidly ascending towards fear, hoping Kate knew what she was doing 


“I feel afraid.” 


“You should be. Like I said, this is a punishment. Do you still consent to it?” 


“Yes, I do. Definitely!” 


She smiled, relieved that I wasn’t backing out. 


“Good boy, Jake.” 


She alternated between the long and short forms of my name. I didn’t ask why, but assumed that she was familiarising herself with both for a purpose that may become clear later. 


Kate shifted herself into a seated lotus position. When she realised that my view of her pussy was obstructed, she raised her knees, adopting a more traditional cross-legged pose. 


My view of Kate’s pussy was spectacular, and she knew it, especially when she slid a finger down her stomach, pulled her thong aside, then teased her labia, spreading them apart before thrusting a digit deep inside her hole, circling it around to harvest her juices. 


From what I could see, Kate had completely shaven her pussy and her beautifully marbled skin glistened around two perfectly plump labia majora, protecting her treasure. 


When enough of her juices were collected, Kate withdrew her finger, holding it inches from my face. 


“Don’t lick, Jacob. Can you smell me?” 


“Yes!” 


I was so desperate to taste her that thinking about it emptied my mind of anything that wasn’t about Kate. 


“Focus on my taste and smell when I daub my scent on you.” 


She painted her juice on my lips, but not in my mouth, depositing ample nectar inside both nostrils and rubbing it everywhere on my face and chin to ensure she ingrained herself on me. When Kate finished, the only thing I could taste or smell was her. 


“I’m something for you to think about.” 


She stood up, walked over to the wall, and rifled through a drawer for a minute, possibly two. 


“I’m going to insert something into your asshole, Jake.” 


She presented me with a black latex butt plug in its massive and terrifying glory. It looked big, as though its invasion would be painful, and I wasn’t sure I could take it. 


“Get used to the shape, because this dildo will prepare you for something else later on.” 


She lubricated the sleek black phallus and moved it to my anal sphincter, rubbing my puckered skin as a warning of an impending penetration. Kate’s hands spread my cheeks wider, and I felt her finger gently massage the outer skin of my anus before she pushed harder, broke my virgin seal and fully inserted her digit inside to the first knuckle. 


It took a few minutes for her to work enough lube into me, so that she could reach deep inside. When she was fully inside, I felt her rubbing and a growing warmth. 


“I have your prostate.” 


“It feels amazing. I’m tingling all over.” 


“I must coat your soft tissue walls with lubricant to avoid injury.” 


My prostate swelled, and the friction from her finger propelled seminal fluid towards my penis. 


“I’ll regularly check your health using various techniques, Jacob.” 


Kate milked my cock from inside my back passage, squeezing and stimulating my prostate, preparing a massive deposit that might be released at any moment. My stomach knotted, unfamiliar with a two-way traffic experience. Kate was gentle but firm, making sure she got plenty of lubricant everywhere. 


“Isn’t nature ironic?” 


“What do you mean?” 


“Evolution put your G Spot inside your ass Jacob.” 


Kate giggled while intermittently fucking my butthole, then massaging my prostate gland. 


“I hadn’t thought of that.” 


“Relax, baby, I can’t get my finger out.” 


She laughed, and I tried hard to relax, but it felt unnatural. I tried harder for her, focusing on releasing all the tension in the muscles around my abdomen and back passage. 


“That’s better, you’ll definitely need plenty of lubricant for what’s coming. We need to make you sloppy and wide for your punishment.” 


When Kate was satisfied, I felt the tip of the plug nuzzling and then prising my anus wide open. Initially, it hurt and felt sharp, as if breaking the surface tension of my hole. As she slowly fed its length inside me, the plug’s girth stretched my back passage wider and the sensation changed until pain and pleasure flowed through me in equal measure. 


I was restrained and being invaded. Panic rose inside me, and I stiffened up. 


“Relax baby, you’ll feel better once we dispense with your indiscretion and you find absolution.” 


She was right, but I felt disorientated by the entire experience. When she had strapped me to the table and I waited for her return, my guilt became unbearable and I couldn’t wait to be absolved. I focused on Kate’s taste, smell and closed my eyes to rid myself of the discomfort and focus on resurgence. 


“Is this the pain part?” 


“Don’t be silly, it’s mostly pleasure at the moment, right?” 


“Yes, but it hurts, too.” 


“Shall I stop?” 


“No, please don’t.” 


I relaxed, and she forced the plug deeper until its flanged end pressed against my anus rim and butt cheeks. She had buried the butt plug completely inside me. It felt good, and my anus and rectal passage swelled to accommodate the hard rubber dildo. 


“You are no longer a virgin, Jacob. You’re mine now, and I can fuck you anytime I want. Right now, you have no control because you are undeserving. I’m leaving you alone, but if you need to be released, just shout my name.” 


Kate left the room again, and I felt alone. 


An hour, perhaps more, passed until she returned, but I suspected Kate had watched me the whole time on CCTV from another room to make sure I was safe. She sat down in front of me, cross-legged again, so that I could see her face and pussy. 


“What are you thinking about?” 


“I don’t understand why, but I feel guilty about lying to you and I’m really sorry.” 


“Did you miss me?” 


“Immensely.” 


“That’s how it will feel if you lose me.” 


“Oh christ, I can’t bear the thought of that. I’m really sorry.” 


A wave of grief struck me, and we hadn’t been a couple for even one day, perhaps we weren’t even a couple now. 


I’m fucking addicted to her. 


“Thats great, Jacob, and it’s exactly the remorse and connection that I need from you. Focus on that contrition, mull it over and consider the implications of losing me, because when we’re done, you’ll let that guilt go. You deserve punishment but also forgiveness. We must let go of the lie together once this is finished. We must move on, do you understand?” 


“Yes.” 


I completely got it and felt happy that forgiveness was possible. I knew I would do anything for Kate. 


“It’s time to punish you properly now, Jacob.” 



Chapter Eight

Punishment Continues

◆◆◆

Kate brought a sharp kitchen knife with her, and set a steel bowl on the floor in front, opening up a Ziploc bag. She removed a massive piece of ginger root from the bag, showed it to me, cut the tip off and let me smell. 


“It’s packed with essential oils.” 


She carefully cut a shape from the ginger slab, handling the blade expertly. I watched intently as she carved the root while pungent essential oil dripped into the bowl because the ginger was so succulent and ripe. 


Fuck… It’s a dildo shape. 


She noticed my panicked expression. 


“Don’t worry, Jacob, I won’t harm you, but this is gonna hurt real bad, like… you lied to me bad. You can still back out anytime you want, though.” 


Backing out of her punishment meant losing Kate. I grit my teeth and shook my head, but felt the anticipation of a fighter moments before a boxing match. I wanted to get stuck in, but felt terrified of the consequences and pain I would surely suffer. 


“They call this ‘figging’ and it was a technique used on horses to force their tails higher. They inserted the ginger into the horse’s anus. It had the desired effect on them, as it will do on you. The practice was outlawed and considered animal cruelty. On you, it’s okay because you’ve consented and it won’t cause any permanent damage. It’ll just hurt like hell.” 


“Holy shit.” 


“C’mon Jacob, we talked about foul language. Figging you will help your focus a great deal and provide sufficient punishment to fit your crime, perhaps curb your potty mouth too.” 


“I won’t lie to you again. That I can promise.” 


I’m not sure about swearing. It might take a while. 


I felt more desperate now that I fully understood my punishment, and my eyes darted from the ginger root to hers and back with apprehension. She smirked and bit her lower lip. 


“Oh, I know. It’s all becoming more real now, isn’t it, Jacob?” 


I puffed repeatedly in anticipation. We were moments before the bell and I was going blind into the first round, restrained to a solid bench. My body chemistry changed rapidly, adrenaline, endorphins, dopamine, all mixed into a cocktail that drove overwhelming emotions, heightening my senses. 


The thought of being fucked by a piece of ginger was arousing and terrifying. 


Why the fuck am I enthusiastic? 


“Can we get it done, please?” 


I asked politely, but knew instantly it was a mistake. 


“In my time… yes, we can. It’s all on my terms, darling.” 


Her tone of voice backed me off. 


“I know you’re a powerful man, Jacob, but you must get used to doing what you’re told, we’ll have no topping from the bottom in this relationship.” 


She reviewed her handiwork, having expertly shaped the plug, then carved a wide flange at its base to prevent it from getting lost inside me. It was bigger than the butt plug and I wondered if it would fit inside me and for how long. Kate set the root down beside a small labelled bottle in front of my face and rose to her feet. 


“The pain starts off quite mild, but after about five minutes, the ginger reaches maximum intensity and keeps giving a consistent heat so that you feel severe discomfort for at least thirty minutes. It’s really going to hurt, but I think you’ll last that long at least, so I’m adding something to spice things up and burn that lie from your soul.” 


I felt her attend to the latex plug that had settled comfortably inside me. She withdrew it almost to its fullest extent and then forced the black dildo home again, repeating her pumping action several times, fucking my ass. 


Kate sped up, careful not to thrust awkwardly and risk damaging me. Her motion was smooth, and the dildo slid in and out of me more easily than I’d like to admit. My back passage was accommodating every stroke and enjoying it. 


I yearned for more on the outward stroke and loved it when she pushed the rubber cock back in, bottoming out inside me. Kate thrust faster, fucking me harder, and although I felt humiliated, its stimulus felt glorious. 


The juxtaposition between giving and taking and the reversal in our roles was a thrill I’ll never forget. 


“No more lies. Do you understand, Jacob?” 


Her voice was unusually cold and strict, it was another teaching moment. 


“Yes, Kate, I’m really sorry.” 


I struggled to hold on to my cum; the sensation boiling inside me was incredible. My prostate was being massaged by a latex cock for the first time. I felt violated, powerless, and knew that Kate had all the control. 


“I have plug sizes much larger than this. I’ll train your back passage to take each one and enjoy them all. You’ll even do chores while some are inserted.” 


She continued fucking me harder and faster. 


“Jake, I intend to fuck you a lot. My strap-on dildo’s will help me maintain dominion over you. It won’t be for punishment, but you need to be clear who wears the trousers around here.” 


“I think I understand that already.” 


“Good boy, but mounting you frequently will help keep our relationship on track and focus you on me and your good behaviour. When I tell you to point your ass up, wherever we are, you only need to ask, how high?” 


“Yes mistress!” 


“Don’t cum, Jake, not until I permit it.” 


She thrust in perfect time, as if fucking me to the click of a metronome. 


“Please stop. I can’t hold back much longer.” 


I begged, even though I wanted more. Kate stopped instantly, returned to my face, and set the dildo on the floor. 


“It’s good that you were restrained. I can’t abide boyfriends who have sneaky orgasms. I prefer from now on that you ask my permission every time before you have a wank.” 


“Am I doing okay?” 


She gave me a smile that lit up my soul. 


“I’m very proud of you, Jake. I’ve caught feelings for you, but to develop our relationship, we must get past the lie. We’re about to deal with that now and then afterwards, I doubt you’ll ever lie to me again.” 


I doubt it too. 


I shuddered when she picked up the ginger root, inspecting it, stroking the makeshift dildo to make sure there were no jagged edges. 


“After this, your first date orientation will feel like a summer break.” 


I studied the bottle on the floor. Its writing was partly obscured, but when she lifted it, I read the words on the white label. 


‘Deep Heat.’ 


I felt a rising dread because I knew exactly the effect it would have when combined with the ginger root oils. 


Kate dribbled her homemade ginger root butt plug with a good slathering of deep heat, ensuring an even coating of the pungent, dark red liquid all over. She circled back around to my anus, examined it carefully, and rubbed my ribbed magic roundabout with her finger. 


“I’ll start with a few drops rubbed in and then insert your punishment stick.” 


Kate sounded dispassionate. I felt she wanted me to acknowledge this was about moving forward. 


“Just remember, you damn well deserve and need this.” 


I felt the incendiary deep heat liquid splash on my anus when she shook its bottle. My muscles recoiled from an intense heat that replaced the coolness in the air. Raw pain jolted me, snapping my ass cheeks shut, as I tried to drag my sphincter inside me while desperately wriggling as if there was an escape route from the pain somewhere. There wasn’t, and the deep heat seared into me like a dagger. 


“You’ll need to relax or this could take us days.” 


Fucking days? 


I gritted my teeth, and groaned in pain with a dark anticipation exuded from the taboo locker in my soul that Kate had opened. She increased my dosage of deep heat, fingering me outside and inside, loading her digit and wiping it into my anus, always pushing deeper until it felt as though the walls of my back passage were on fire. 


“Argh! Oh, god! F-fu-.” 


Fuck, that hurts. 


It was as though Lucifer were welcoming me to my new home until the end of days by fucking me with a cock forged from molten iron. 


“I want you to think about the lie you told me on your CV. About what it meant to both of us, and how it compromised trust.” 


Her voice soothed me while she inserted the ginger into my ass slowly. Its burning sensation intensified, she’d already shocked and prepared the soft tissues inside me but this new raw heat and pain scorched through me. 


She’d marinated me and now I was cooking on a spit roast. 


Her ginger dildo went deeper inside, driven by expert thrusting as Kate fucked me with the root. She withdrew my pain stick slowly and then quickly slid it back in, repeating her thrusts until certain she’d properly soaked my anus and rectum in her concoction with no spot missed. 


“If you clench your ass cheeks and sphincter, it’s going to feel much worse.” 


The sensation was explosive. Heat rose gradually through my body until the pain caused by a combination of irritants became intense. My pre-cum had already lubricated the bed, adding to my discomfort as I squirmed every which way to escape the pain. 


Her ginger dildo was all the way inside me and I felt its flanged end push against my cheeks. I was being roasted from the inside while sweat dripped from my face, and my pulse raced. It hurt so badly that I reached a new understanding of how Kate felt about liars. 


“You can’t control the pain, but you feel you must try, right?” 


“Y-y-yes oh my, Kate, w-wow, I’m s-sorry.” 


“I know, babe, but I think you’ve got a way to go yet, Jacob.” 


“Okay.” 


Fuck! 


“I don’t blame you for writhing around, it’s the whole point, you’ve totally lost control and can’t escape. I have to break you, Jacob, because I can’t allow this to happen again.” 


She stroked my face gently, lovingly. 


“Please don’t cum, you must work really hard to think about me, about both of us, and not only about your selfish needs. Thats why you lied, darling.” 


“Argh! Oh, god… I’m sorry! So very sorry, Kate!” 


“Never lie to me again, Jacob.” 


“I won’t! I won’t… I’m really, really sorry!” 


“I know you are, baby. I need to wash the oil off my hands, but I’ll be right back.” 


She was right about my selfishness. I knew it and closed my eyes, focussing on my cock to get it under control because Kate was worth waiting for, worth obeying and having on her terms. 


When I opened my eyes five minutes later, she’d returned and sat on the floor in front of me. This time, her legs were wide open, the lace panties were gone and her pussy was completely bare. 


“I want you to pay careful attention to my pussy, Jake.” 


I couldn’t do anything but comply, to be honest. Her pussy was all I could smell or see, and I wanted it badly. The taste of her cunt was at the back of my throat, on my lips, up my nostrils and coated my tongue. I needed to eat her and was certain Kate knew it. 


“Are you still hard?” 


“No.” 


“Good, it’s hurting enough, then.” 


“Yes.” 


I spoke with difficulty through gritted teeth while sweat dripped from my forehead onto the floor. 


“My pussy will become the most powerful force in your life, Jacob. With this small V, I shall control you.” 


She spread her pussy lips for me to inspect the beautiful folds, from puckered anus to labia and swollen clitoral hood. She used an index finger to pull gently on her protective hood, peeling it upwards, exposing an engorged slimy clitoris. Her cunt glistened, her labia were heavy, perfectly formed and swollen. I wanted to suck them so badly and I could tell she was soaking wet from her sweet scent. 


“I’ll never deny pussy unless you disappoint me or I feel abstinence benefits you. We’ll study a scale of punishments and agree or amend them. I know you’ll try hard to behave, but we accept that occasional punishment will be necessary. Please look carefully at my pussy and know that it will only be denied if you displease me.” 


I inspected her perfect pussy, and she moved each fold of skin, her nub and labia so that we could become acquainted. It was the most beautiful pink cathedral, pussy lips and clitoris I’d ever seen. She opened her hands, revealing her drenched panties, and then inserted them into my mouth. 


They were soaking wet, and I sucked hard to taste her fresh juices. The essence of Kate flowed into my stomach and, if it wasn’t for the intensifying pain in my anus and rectum, I might have been in heaven. 


“I want you to acquaint yourself with me. Remember the flavour of my pussy and let it guide you towards good behaviour. You don’t want to lose it by being naughty.” 


She fingered herself, slowly at first, stroking her labia up and down, then dragging her slimy pearl from side to side, tenderly flicking the hood that protected her clit. Then she wanked herself off with three fingers, dragging her clitoris each way, then around in a circle. Her face became contorted when she approached an orgasm. 


Kate paused, allowed her building orgasm to subside, and her expression softened again. 


“Thats how disciplined I am, Jake, and I expect the same from you.” 


She slipped three fingers inside her pussy hole, swirled them around, gathering juices before wiping them on my face, lips and inserting them into my nostrils, replenishing the first coat. 


I descended gloriously back into Kate’s sensory chamber. 


“I want you to be at peace now and consider our relationship. Think over your lie and, once you can bear no more pain, I want you to spit my panties onto the floor as a sign you want to stop.” 


The pain was immense, but I felt desperate to prove my commitment and show Kate I could endure punishment. I yearned to be her obedient boyfriend. My intestines ached while the essential oils spread further inside me until my torso screamed for mercy. I clenched every muscle, which squeezed out more oil, repeating and amplifying the cycle of pain. 


I couldn’t escape her punishment, but then, that’s how she designed it. 


I sweat profusely and realised this was a physical and emotional punishment; it was as though I was in the gym and the exertion was massive. I couldn’t give up now and felt desperate to impress Kate. She sat silently in front of me with her pussy on display like a prize that I could win but might lose and as a reminder of its power and future influence in my life. 


I held on for at least two hours and Kate stayed with me, watching, caring, but never speaking. She wiped my brow with a flannel and lay it on the floor to soak up my sweat. She allowed me to focus on her vagina by presenting it perfectly, and I used it to guide me through the punishment. 


When I could take no more, I spat her panties on the floor, crying in a flood of emotions. I felt love, pain, loneliness, sorrow and pride in equal measure. Kate wiped the sweat from my brow and dried the tears streaming down my face, caressing me gently. Her taste and smell were gone, either swallowed or drained away with my sweat. I missed her and longed for more because I’d become addicted. 


“I’m sorry Kate.” 


I spluttered and meant it like never before. 


“I can see that’s a sincere apology, Jacob.” 


“Is it over?” I asked, exhausted. 


“Not yet, sweetheart,” she replied, and I felt horrified. “Now we must talk.” 


The effect of the ginger had made me clench the root dildo tight. Even when squeezing hard, I couldn’t eject it, such was its expert shape. The more I clenched, the more it hurt, just as she’d said it would. 


My arms ached, and my hands gripped the legs of the bed as if I were holding onto a cliff ledge far too long. My leg muscles were fully extended, ached like hell, and my torso throbbed under the strain. I felt completely exhausted. 


“Does it hurt real bad?” 


“Yes, oh wow, yes… I’m exhausted, yes it hurts, terribly.” 


Spit drooled from my mouth as I spat my words, my eyes stung from the tears of crying and sweat that ran freely. I felt pure and unbridled pain, but was invigorated and proud that I’d risen to Kate’s challenge and met her punishment with all my strength. 


“I’m really sorry, Kate. Honestly, I’ve thought about it so much this evening, all day, in fact.” 


“What you are sorry for?” Kate asked. 


Tears streamed down my face, part in sorrow and part from the pain of Kate’s punishment. I sobbed, feeling desolate and alone because her essence was gone. She ensured her pussy juices would gradually diminish from their initial intensity, and her timing was perfect to engender a feeling of loneliness in me. 


“I’m sorry that I let you down, and let myself down. I realise how my life would feel without you in it, and I understand the importance of our future relationship.” 


“I’m imprinted on you, Jacob. I can tell that everything has worked perfectly because you’ve been courageous.” 


Kate had used my senses and an overload of pain to access the hard wiring of my brain. 


“I betrayed your trust. You believed in me and I lied.” 


She reached forward, taking my chin in her hand, kissing me hard. Her tongue invaded my mouth, searching, consoling, and controlling me. 


“Stop crying, Jacob, I forgive you and it’s time for us to move on together.” She carefully extracted the ginger root and released my restraints, helping me get off the bed. 


I stood up on weak legs and she walked me around her dungeon to get my muscles working properly. Kate supported my weight with her shoulder underneath my armpit until I regained strength. The pain inside my rectum was still excruciating. 


I wanted Kate badly and pulled her close to me, almost knocking her off balance. We merged gently, as if we were a statue cast that way for a hundred years. I sobbed into her breasts and she consoled me. 


“Your punishment is over now, and we have a glorious future together.” 



Chapter Nine

Forgiveness

◆◆◆

“Thank you for working so hard for us. It’s time to move on now, babe. You’re forgiven.” 


She walked me slowly, arm in arm, to a comfortable armchair, then gently encouraged me into it. 


Kate seemed happy and almost skipped across the floor to a chest of drawers against the wall, rifling through the topmost one for something inside. She skipped back with a white tube. 


“It’s an analgesic cream that will help ease the pain inside you. Can you raise and spread your legs?” 


I obeyed her without embarrassment or hesitation, pulling my legs backwards from under the knees while she gently applied the tube to my anus, inserting its end and squirting the soothing cream inside. Kate stood while I sat, never breaking eye contact, and with her face inches from mine, until she eventually removed the tube. 


Kate squeezed and then lathered a finger up with the cream, inserting her digit carefully to make sure a soothing coating was evenly spread inside. She worked my anus expertly, covering my flaming back passage walls and prostate gland, smiling when I got hard again. 


“You’re back to normal, that’s good.” 


The relief was instant but not complete; the burning inside me subsided, although I knew it would take time to disappear completely. I felt more comfortable, inside and out. She took my penis in her hand and stroked her index finger up and down the vein on the back of my shaft. Her smile brought levity and instantly whisked me off to a better place. I wanted to make her happy because I felt deeply content and completely in Kate’s enthral. 


“I have to agree with Tiffany though, you have a monster penis. It’s such a shame for her she’ll never enjoy it.” 


Kate lowered her head, peeled my foreskin back with her hand, and I watched her jaw loosen and twist slightly to fit the head of my enormous cock into her mouth. Few girlfriends had even tried to do that for me. Once she was content with my fit, she sucked and slurped gently with a tongue that felt like a velvet glove. 


Kate sucked and licked her tongue around my shaft, flicking the banjo string playfully, then sucking again, bobbing her head up and down to midway along my cock. 


She cleaned my pre-cum with her warm, wet mouth, making sure not to start a full on blowjob that might lead to my orgasm. When Kate finished cleaning me, she made a popping sound, forcing my cock out of her mouth, almost dry. 


Kate kissed me hard, lingering her lips on mine as if massaging them with a silken cloth. 


“Sharing is caring, and we must manage our hygiene together.” 


I tasted my cock when she transferred its salty flavour from her tongue to mine. It felt sensual, and I loved it. 


“Do you fancy a glass of wine, Jacob?” 


“Yes, please.” 


“You messed the bed up a little, although I’m proud you didn’t shoot your load on it. Clean it before you join me in the living room. You can use a cloth and disinfectant spray in the toilet cupboard, otherwise you’ll wear out your tongue.” 


She didn’t wait for a response, comfortable I would obey her even though she’d asked nicely. I set about my chore, making sure not to miss a spot. 


I joined Kate in the living room as she set two glasses of Grand Vin de Bordeaux on a small glass table near the panorama windows. The storm raged like a tempest celebrating my absolution. The combination of violence outside with peace and love inside warmed me. 


I swirled the expensive ruby wine in an oversized crystal goblet and sent my heartfelt thanks to the universe for sending me a gift. We tapped our glasses and sipped together. 


“Do you feel our conversation is strange, as if we’ve known each other a lot longer, Kate?” 


“It’s because of the intimacy we’ve shared over the last few hours. We’ve journeyed into each other’s souls in a way some couples never shall.” 


“Is that what figging does?” 


“We fixed a problem in a few hours that some couples would agonise over for weeks and then raise every time they argued.” 


Kate had a life philosophy that I was learning to appreciate. I’d struggled to explain the type of relationship I wanted for so long and that had led to soul wrenching pain. I felt fortunate that I’d finally found what I wanted, in the most extraordinary of circumstances and in the worst possible version of myself. The woman sitting across from me wanted the best for both of us. 


Early relationship awkwardness was gone, and I felt relieved there was no atmosphere between us over my past indiscretion. How could you be awkward around a woman that massaged your prostate gland with her index finger stuck up your ass? 


She told me about herself, and I listened intently to her life story, the college years, and her career. Kate appreciated my attentiveness, rewarding me with a warmth, comfort and tenderness I’d never experienced in any relationship. I was falling for her and felt sure she knew it. 


“You’ll meet my family soon, so I’ll keep that as a surprise.” 


“That sounds ominous.” 


“You’ll see. It’s nothing to worry over, but we’re not very conventional.” 


Kate asked about me, and I answered her questions as far as I was comfortable. She knew how far to probe, understanding that I had painful scars that would take time to heal. We were naked throughout, snuggled together on an Italian leather couch, wrapped in a fleece blanket, and comfortable in each other’s arms, kissing but going no further. 


At 3 AM, she stood up, picked up her handbag, and fished out the wooden hand brush. 


“Shall we conclude?” 


“Yes, please, but we haven’t had a first date.” 


“I think a bottle of Bordeaux and a couple of hours on an Italian sofa qualify, don’t you?” 


I was like a kid in a sweetshop and would have done anything for Kate. 


“On your hands and knees, facing the window,” 


I felt a thrill and mildly humiliated when I got down on the floor facing the storm outside, especially when Kate pushed my legs apart to splay my knees and spread my cheeks. 


“Raise your chin and look straight out of the window like a proud Roman centurion.” 


She sat astride my back, facing her target, while I had a view of the storm. The warmth of Kate’s pussy felt intense on my bare skin and her juices flowed until she slid easily across my spine, making herself comfortable. 


She spurred her heels into my rib cage playfully, steadied herself and then draped her hair on my lower back, kissing me gently, sending shocks rippling through my body. 


Stroke {Smack} 


I felt a rush of air before an intense, stinging pain transferred from my butt cheeks to my brain. She’d struck my left cheek with full force and it surprised me, the pain was intense but subsided quickly before the next blow came. 


I flinched, then she struck. 


Stroke {Smack} 


This time on the right cheek accompanied by an instant dopamine rush which lifted me, alleviating my pain. 


Stroke {Smack} 


Stroke {Smack} 


Stroke {Smack} 


Stroke {Smack} 


Stroke {Smack} 


Adrenaline flowed like a river when she repeated her spanking five times on each cheek, interspersed with equal pauses while counting aloud. Just when each sting abated, the next stroke came, and I wanted more and more. 


My heart rate sped up, and my skin felt as though a thousand electrified pins had pricked it. My senses exploded with excitement, euphoria and my mind entered a deep concentration emptied of all thought except for Kate. 


“This is not a punishment, Jake. It’s called a maintenance spanking. While I do this, I want you to remain silent and thoughtful, listen to my voice, and relax. I’m going to invest my time and effort in you, fairly soon your backside will numb and the pain will lessen. This is a teaching moment, and you must enjoy, but listen to me and obey.” 


Kate’s maintenance spanking continued and its pain grew more intense, but strangely, more bearable, even desirable. I relaxed, always focusing my thoughts on her and the instructions she gave me. My butt cheeks burned, and the sensation felt wonderful. Endorphins flooded when my body chemistry applauded Kate’s spanking. I felt happy and wanted to scream for more. 


“Twenty!” 


“Thirty!” 


“Forty!” 


“Fifty!” 


She counted in tens, stopping at the half century. 


“How do you feel?” 


Kate rested her palm on my butt cheeks and stroking the area she’d spanked so hard. 


“Strangely relaxed, and quite outstanding, actually.” 


It was crazy to imagine that this really was a therapy, and I hadn’t a care in the world. 


“You should be relaxed. Careful spanking brings about a meditative state. The well-judged spacing and severity of each impact is causing you to release endorphins. Good, huh?” 


“What about you, darling? What do you get?” 


“I get control over you, which I very much like, by the way. I dictate these maintenance spankings, and use them for our mutual benefit. Slight tweaks to your behaviour not amounting to a full punishment, reminders for you, treats perhaps, an endorphin release when I think you need one, a physical escape from reality or stress busting for me, if I go a little more forcefully.” 


“How often will you do this?” 


“It depends on the situation. It might be daily, weekly or whenever I choose, when needed by either or both of us. I’ll decide. You won’t need to worry about how, when, why or how much. Punishment beatings will be very different, though. You don’t want to experience one, but I’m sure you will at some point.” 


She continued her rhythmic pounding of my butt, counting out to seventy-five while working each cheek. I was sure both must be bright red. The more spanking that she dealt out, the more pleasure I felt and the more submissive I wanted to be. While she progressed through my inaugural spanking, I grew more attached to this incredibly powerful woman. 


“We must agree on rules, Jake. For example, you can’t ask for spankings. Your discipline is solely at my discretion.” 


“Understood.” 


Her rhythm continued, with matching voice and tone. 


“Just listen, don’t speak now, babe.” 


She continued counting but didn’t stop at one hundred. We reached the next fifty before she spoke again. 


Stroke {Smack} “You can’t cum without permission!” 


Stroke {Smack} “Don’t masturbate without permission!” 


Stroke {Smack} “Lose the potty mouth. I don’t like it!” 


Stroke {Smack} “Always clean up your mess!” 


Stroke {Smack} “Never lie, cheat or deceive me!” 


She got to one hundred and seventy-five and then stopped. 


“Stay where you are.” 


Kate stood up and walked to a nearby room that I later discovered was a guest rest room. She returned and dried my back with a towel, then cleaned me with a wet wipe and towelled me off again. She wrapped herself in a second towel and sat down on my back. 


“I’m rubbing Sudocrem and Vitamin E oil into your butt cheeks. It’s what parents use for nappy rash on their babies. It’ll heal these welts quickly, but you’ll be reminded of my instructions every time you sit down for a day or so.” 


Kate massaged me for at least five minutes before allowing me to stand. 


“Healing is important, too.” 


We held each other in a naked embrace the gods of ancient Greece might envy while the storm gave way to a beautiful early morning sunrise and we kissed passionately, bathed in its glory. I held her naked body, drowning in Kate’s womanly scent, and I felt as though I was in paradise. 


“How do you feel?” 


“Completely overwhelmed.” 


“Why so?” 


“In twelve hours I’m forgiven, absolved, found acceptance and been delivered from the darkness in my soul.” 


“You’ve also found yourself a girlfriend, and a begun a relationship.” 


“I’m so happy.” 


I lifted Kate high up so that she could look down at me, in part to admire what she now owned. She wrapped her legs around me and her hair cocooned both of us as she descended to kiss her property. 


“It’s time we made love, Jacob.” 



Chapter Ten

Absolution

◆◆◆

“I’ll milk every drop of your cum now, Jacob. I deserve your enormous cock inside me after all our hard work.” 


Kate gazed lovingly down at me as I lowered her until her toes settled gently to the floor, where I released my powerful grip. She took my hand, hurriedly leading me into her bedroom. 


An enormous island bed dominated a raised wooden platform at the centre of the room. The ceiling above had fixed mirrors with LED lights casting a warm glow on the lovemaking arena below. Flush, dark mahogany wardrobe doors covered the length of two walls. 


The same panorama floor to ceiling tinted windows as in the livingroom and dungeon overlooked the bay area from one end of the room. 


A clear glass wall separated Kate’s sleeping accommodation from a rain shower, with a heritage style copper bath nearby. Through the glass I saw a separate room with toilet and bidet. The wooden parquet flooring continued for the entire bedroom, and my bare feet slid seamlessly along. 


“Lie on the bed. You won’t need to do anything. I’ll extract what I want and take care of both our needs. Stay hard and enjoy the ride because I know I shall.” 


Kate nodded delightfully at me as if I’d just won a prize, which I had. 


“Is that clear, sweetie?” 


“Yes.” 


I nodded, then launched myself excitedly onto the bed, rolling on my back to admire my physique in the mirror above. My cock throbbed as if it were ready to drill a railway tunnel through granite, signalling its readiness for the coming challenge. 


I never felt so satisfied before an orgasm. My balls were full, my cock was as stiff as an ancient Egyptian solid gold dildo, and I felt desperate to make love to Kate. 


She rummaged through a wardrobe, selecting a jet black, half inch in diameter coiled hemp rope. After inspecting the rope, Kate leapt onto the bed and walked up the mattress, planting her feet on either side of me, providing a heavenly view. 


She swung the rope over a steel hook embedded in the ceiling above me, that I hadn’t noticed between the mirrors. Kate looped the rope at each end, threading her hands through before grasping further up. 


Kate lowered herself gently, using the ropes to take her weight, shifting around until squatting directly over my cock. Comforting heat radiated from her pussy, and I bathed in her concerned expression when she looked down at my shaft with some trepidation. 


Kate seemed to have absolute determination to best me. 


Fuck me… I’m impressed! 


It’s always sexy when a woman you love says she likes your cock. It’s a massive ego boost that lifts all men and it’s especially awesome when the lady looks unsure if she can fit you inside but desperately wants to. 


I was as happy as a marauding viking in a village full of virgins. 


When her labia reached within millimetres of my shaft, Kate dribbled her pussy juice over my glans. I barely contained myself, physically restraining my body to remain still, per her instruction. Her positioning and descent angle maximised my visuals. Kate wanted me to appreciate her, and for us to become completely attached. 


“It’s about discipline, darling,” she said mischievously. “In lovemaking, I have both of our interests at heart and therefore, as one of the five female led relationship food groups, we must agree a covenant.” 


I’d heard of the FLR food groups, but knew I must study harder. I had to invest in this relationship equally, but right now I had a solid, veiny nine and a half inch distraction pointing upwards while heavenly drenched puffy pillows descended towards it. 


She smiled at me, knowing I couldn’t remember the food groups. 


“Life direction, chores, finances, sex and free time dear, don’t worry, I’m sure you’ll pick them up and there’s no rush to organise everything immediately.” 


“I’ll learn, Kate. I want you so much.” 


“You’re teasing me, Kate.” 


“I wanted you yesterday at the office and then all night long, Jacob. You never disappointed me and I have seen the best of you. Now, I’m really going to enjoy your cock.” 


She lowered her straddle position, and Kate’s pussy slid gently over the tip of my cock, forcing her labia wide apart, opening the heavenly entrance I desired. 


She wrapped her pussy around my cock, squeezing her midriff tight, and we were a perfect fit. You couldn’t squeeze a sheet of paper between us. Kate was magnificent and totally in control. 


“How does this work? I feel like a virgin that’s not helping very much.” 


Kate swayed gently, lowering her pussy further onto my shaft until her lips widened enough to take my full girth. 


“Whoa, fuck! That’s an enormous cock, Jacob.” 


Did you just swear? 


Kate grunted with an expression caught somewhere between lust, shock, and fear. 


“Just relax and enjoy me, because I’m going to milk your balls and fill my womb with your seed. It’s a win-win.” 


What about the potty mouth? 


“F-fucking h-hell! Oh my, Jacob. Wow!” 


And again? Jesus! 


Kate slid her pussy slowly up and down, savouring the top two inches of my cock, soaking it with her juices. Her natural slimy lubricant dribbled down my shaft when she lowered herself to half mast, gasping, and smiling insanely. 


Her pussy peeled my foreskin, gripping it in place behind the glans to the fullest extent. I noticed Kate had incredible abdominal muscles when she flexed them to squeeze my cock. 


The pressure she exerted felt imperceptible at first, but when she added more, I felt the walls of her pussy squeeze and release, as if gently milking the top half of my shaft. 


“Fuck.” 


“Thats strike one Jacob. Please don’t do it again, I’ve asked you nicely all day.” 


She seemed momentarily irritated, then it passed and Kate resumed, using half my cock to massage her pussy walls. 


Why do you swear? 


I resolved to try harder, because she made me want to be a better man. Kate caught my eye and smiled when she slid carefully, gently, and completely down my shaft until all of me was inside her. 


“We did it, Jacob.” 


“You did it, Kate.” 


Her pleasured expression made me proud, as though we’d crossed the finishing line of a marathon together. The heat and tightness of her cunt felt exquisite. My cock was in a vice like grip deep inside my girlfriend. 


She moaned, then grunted like a female tennis star on the centre court of a Wimbledon lady’s final. Her head bowed as if Kate battled a monster, fighting to restrain, then best it. My cock filled her, and she seemed to love it. 


Kate gazed lovingly, locking my eyes in a tractor beam stare, affirming my place in her heart. 


“You’re bouncing off my cervix, and that’s a first for me.” 


“I feel so happy, Kate.” 


“Me too, there’s nothing better than having my pussy filled up by a real man, a strong and worthy boyfriend.” 


She used the rope to lift herself, then relaxed, slid down and bottomed out, grinding her mons into me, crushing her clitoris hard into my pubic bone, and wanking herself there while fucking me gently using a rocking motion. 


I watched Kate’s orgasm rising gradually. Telltale flickers of desire and delight across her expression accompanied slight shudders and vibrations of her muscles. I had a front-row seat, never losing eye contact with my girlfriend, who moaned like a cheap whore to my absolute ecstasy. 


When she approached a tumultuous climax, Kate pulled hard on the ropes, pushing with her legs, raising herself high. When my cock almost cleared her labia, she descended again, much faster, sliding down my pole on her creamy lather. 


Kate seemed determined to take my full nine and a half inches every time she rode my shaft downwards. 


She rose again, then lowered, shafting herself on my pole, loving every inch of me. I felt my glans bounce gently off her cervical wall each time she bottomed out on my groin. 


Kate screamed with lust, threw her head from side to side, moaning that she couldn’t take it. 


“No… no… no, F-fuck, argh! Argh! Oh god!” 


She rode me hard through the eye of her approaching stormy orgasm. 


“Six more times and I’ll cum, Jacob. Your cock feels primal inside me.” 


On the sixth downward slide, my girlfriend exploded into a massive orgasm, gripping my cock deep inside her, screaming, tossing her head, while thrashing her hair. 


“Fucking hell, it’s the biggest cock ever inside me, Jake and I fucking love it. Stretch my cunt, but don’t cum yet.” 


Umm, what’s with the swearing? 


Her potty mouth shocked and confused me, so I made a mental note to follow up later, politely. Now was not the time to question Kate while she fucked me like a demon. 


Her knees wobbled involuntarily while she rode herself to a second orgasm. Kate’s abdominal muscles rippled and her pussy squeezed my cock, crushing my nine and a half inch boner until I thought she might tear it off. 


“Argh! Argh! Argh… oh god, oh wow, please, please, oh my!” 


She pulled herself up high and slid down, harder and faster each time, creaming my shaft. 


Kate impaled herself on my cock, stretching her legs as wide as possible, as if she might get more of my meat inside her by doing so. She dealt with everything I had to give and was taming me to assert her dominance. 


I was her bronco and she would have her way, screaming all the way to the finishing line. 


Orgasmic waves ripped through Kate’s toned body, splitting the soul between her angel that demanded respect and the wanton demon hunting my cock. Her lips and cheeks trembled, but she never lost eye contact with me, as her face flickered between affection, lust, taboo desire and finally love, while she broke me down, one fleshy inch at a time. 


I knew I’d satisfied her because my cock was a rich lather of her making, symbolising ecstasy. Kate’s slimy cream streaked my entire shaft, with its excess pushed close to the base, squeezed down there by the tightness of her pussy seal and the pressure exerted by powerful muscles around her labia and vaginal walls. 


More lather gathered each time she rode my shaft downward when she creamed constantly and her pussy forced it lower. 


“F-f-fuck yes. Do me, J-Jacob. Fuck m-m-my h-hole.” 


She screamed, rising again, climaxing through battering waves against the solid cliffs of my cock. After twenty minutes on my shaft, Kate felt as tight as when we’d started. 


Kate’s pussy felt slick, gliding along my stiff shaft length on her cream. Her cunt lips trailed on the way up like a tight seal wrapped around my thick cock, reluctant to release me at the top. 


“I love you Kate.” 


I couldn’t believe I’d said it. 


She slipped her hands out from the rope loops, lowered her pussy down my shaft, burying me completely inside her. Kate stared with fireworks in her eyes, then kissed me hard, wrapping her arms around my neck, drowning me in her gorgeous long hair. 


“I know, baby, and I love you too. I’ve got all of you inside of me right now.” 


“It’s a first for me, Kate.” 


I kissed my girlfriend, prising her ass cheeks apart, thrusting gently upwards to ensure my cock was fully embedded. 


She snuggled into my neck, kissing and licking me gently, rocking slightly on my cock. 


“Tonight was about achieving love, and setting ourselves up for success. I’m so proud of you, Jacob.” 


She sat upright, took hold of the ropes and slid up and down my shaft again. 


“I’ll be sore tomorrow, but I don’t care. This is the best cock I’ve ever fucked.” 


Kate shuddered. I’d lost count of her orgasms as yet another one coursed through her. I held mine back, desperate to impress and satisfy her before my salvation exploded inside my new girlfriend. 


“You can let go of your load now, darling. Please cum inside me.” 


Her expression ignited my soul, firing every synapse in my brain. Love hormones already flooded my body, controlling me, but as her eyes gazed, yet more dopamine, adrenaline, and oxytocin released in me. 


Kate rode me harder, squeezing and milking my cock, sucking the seed from deep inside my balls. She was in control, spurring my hips with her heels, encouraging me to empty myself inside her. 


I thrust upwards to meet her, joining us together perfectly. 


My orgasm detonated in layers, sending me to the stars. The point of no return passed, and my balls ached when my ejaculation exploded. My prostate gland and testicles squirted the seminal fluid that Kate demanded through my cock shaft as rope after rope of creamy love sprayed inside her womb. 


Every muscle in my body felt overloaded and all the while, Kate continued staring at me, riding my bucking body back down onto the bed until I was spent. She shuddered, and I knew my warm sperm inside her was hunting for her egg to complete the ultimate act of love. 


She came with the intensity of the storm that had passed by during the night, and I could tell I’d satisfied her. 


“I love you Kate.” 


“I saw that in your beautiful cum face.” 


With my cock buried deep inside her pussy, Kate milked me hard, as though my life depended on her emptying my balls completely. I couldn’t stop my cock from jerking, even though I was completely spent. It hurt when my involuntary spasms got out of control, but she was determined to take every droplet of sperm, and I wanted her to have it. 


“I love you Jacob.” 


Her orgasm subsided in sync with mine. 


“I’m very full right now, and I think it’s been some time for you too, hasn’t it, champ?” 


Kate kissed me gently before laying her head sideways on my chest, still impaled on my cock. 


“Have I milked you dry?” 


“I have never made love like that before, Kate. I’ve never been so uplifted, grounded, or happy in all my life.” 


I relaxed into her bed, wrapping Kate in the protective blanket of my arms. 


“Before we finish, there’s something we must do.” 


Kate didn’t look worried, but I was. 


“Is there something wrong?” 


“After ejaculation, you’ll experience a sharp drop in your testosterone levels, and your brain will deactivate from intimacy. It’s not your fault but, if we aren’t careful, it might cause our relationship to wane after lovemaking and you’ll feel less attentive towards me. That would upset me.” 


“What can I do?” 


She held a coy expression as she began moving. 


“It’s time for you to clean up our mess and show me your willingness to submit.” 


Kate used the ropes to hold her weight while sliding off my cock before hurrying her pussy directly over my mouth. It was a first for me, but my cock was instantly hard again. When our cum dribbled on my face and into my mouth, her labia glistened and her pussy gaped wide open from the fucking she’d taken. 


I couldn’t wait to eat Kate’s pussy. 


She descended carefully, lining up her pussy hole perfectly with my mouth, squatting to provide me with maximum and best access. Her swollen labia looked glorious when I nuzzled my tongue and lips past them gently, sucking hard to create a vacuum inside, receiving an instant creamy reward. 


I swallowed the first load, then puckered my lips tighter to make a seal just inside her pussy, sucking hard for more. Our cum combo kept flowing and I swallowed. Its musty smell and salty flavour was so intense that my cock throbbed hard again. 


I gently sucked, then licked Kate’s clitoris, and she flinched as if jolted by an electric shock. 


“Careful, she’s sensitive now. Please be gentle.” 


I licked my lips, sucked both swollen pussy petals into my mouth, sloshing our cream, and swallowed before sucking her clit again, this time much more carefully. I suckled on her clitoral hood for ages, stopping to lick her lips and clean whatever juice dribbled from her womb. 


She bucked and flinched as her orgasmic delight approached. I used my tongue to push her clitoral hood up, holding it in place with my upper lip so that I could flick the slimy prize inside from side to side. 


I felt Kate’s orgasm rumble deep inside her. When the time came, she pressed her weight down and fucked my face hard, grinding my nose, chin and lips. I felt powerful muscles clenching inside her pussy when she forced out what cum still pooled deep inside. 


My exhausted but willing tongue flicked more rapidly, isolating her clitoris, while I struggled to breathe, completely enveloped by my girlfriend. When she moved, I followed, always licking her engorged clitoris that swelled to the size of a grape. 


Amid her raging orgasmic storm, I never let go once. 


I sensed Kate was near to an explosive orgasm and sucked harder, grinding into her to isolate and roll the engorged bean around my tongue while squeezing and sucking its slimy edges with my lips. She climaxed and her orgasm became a flood, flushing cum, carried to me by a river of glorious fresh juice that was all her flavour. 


I swallowed hard when she squirted unicorn piss and rainbows, howling like a wolf on heat at a blood moon, looking for her mate. 


That would be me! 


I’d reached Kate in a way others had not. 


Her cunt lips spread around my mouth and nose, sucking me inside. She settled on my face more gently, easing her weight onto her knees while a monster orgasm subsided. 


I felt Kate’s muscles spasm as she rode the last few waves of pleasure to their conclusion. Her pussy felt soft, relaxed, and her hole gaped wide open to me. 


She looked down at me and seemed deeply satisfied while I swapped my gaze from her to a glorious view of Kate’s pink cathedral. 


“Clean what’s left, please, Jacob.” 


I complied willingly, collecting every drop from the folds of skin around her labia, inserting my tongue deep inside Kate. She allowed me to push her body upward to access her anus. 


I rimmed thoroughly around her tight, puckered hole, where our cum had pooled. I dipped my tongue gently inside her, piercing Kate’s puckered entrance for good measure, desperate to please her. 


Kate slid off my face, reached down and sucked my cock gently, cleaning its lather coating, then she kissed me, sharing our juice, while wrapping herself in me. 


“We’re going to be happy, Jacob.” 


I pulled the duvet across both of us, nuzzling her neck, kissing gently. 


“I have to ask, Kate.” 


I hesitated, not wishing to ruin the moment. 


“Yes, sweetheart?” 


“You were swearing bu-” 


She shifted to look me in the eye with an innocent expression. 


“Did you like my potty mouth?” 


“Well, err… yes, actually.” 


“I don’t like yours, so we both get what we want… right?” 


“That actually makes sense, and I hadn’t considered it.” 


“Happy me, happy you, Jacob.” 


I spooned gently into Kate and we drifted off to a peaceful sleep. 



Chapter Eleven

Tiffany In Trouble 

◆◆◆

“I had a great weekend, Kate.” 


“We had a great weekend.” 


Kate corrected me in a positive, caring way. 


“Do we travel to work together?” 


“I don’t see why not. You won’t become insubordinate at the office, will you?” 


She smiled, knowing I wouldn’t. 


“Of course not.” 


We woke each day at 7AM and ran three miles through a nearby park, cooked and ate breakfast together, watched Netflix and chilled. Kate took to her home office every midmorning for a couple of hours, taking care of work while I called my parents and sister, catching up on gossip back home. I hadn’t probed about her family and was happy to judge for myself, as she’d suggested. 


We made love frequently over the weekend, and had some fun with her paddle collection, but for now, she’d put the dungeon out of bounds. We talked about our likes, dislikes, hobbies and interests. I had things to do around her apartment, which seemed fair enough, so I pulled my weight, and she did her share, too. 


On Monday, I drove us to work, because Kate hated driving, especially in heavy traffic. She ran into the Bean Street cafe while I waited outside, returning with two coffees. 


“Your love hearts are over, unless they’re from me, but your friend is cool with us, and wished me the best of luck.” 


“What about me?” 


“She says you already got lucky.” 


When I parked her car in the branch manager’s spot and got out, I stood like a deer caught in someone’s headlights while our coworkers gawked. 


As normal as you like, Kate walked around the car, presented a cheek for me to kiss and strolled away without another word while fishing her cell phone from her pocket. 


Everyone scattered, except Tiffany, who approached me, and I feared the worst. 


“I owe you an apology.” 


I almost fell over, thinking at first it must be an attack maneuver, but Tiffany seemed contrite, almost tearful. 


I felt taken aback, we’d literally just arrived at the office so I knew Kate hadn’t spoken to her. I felt apprehensive and protective of my current sunny disposition, so I was cautious, but optimistic. 


“It’s okay, you’re welcome. Are you alright?” 


“I’ve been horrible to you and I’m really sorry for that. I know things could have turned out badly for me on Friday night and that you saved me from my stupidity.” 


I was speechless and couldn’t imagine what trauma had caused Tiffany to search her soul to find kindness. I felt sympathy and shock simultaneously. Kate had suggested we mend bridges, and I resolved to do that, but this emotional upheaval and u-turn in attitude was unexpected. 


“It’s none of my business, but why do you prefer men who are bad for you?” 


“I don’t know. It’s not what I want at all.” 


“What do you want?” 


“Something different that you probably wouldn’t understand. I can’t explain it, but I want you to know that I’m really sorry about Friday and my general nastiness towards you. I appreciate what you did to protect me.” 


She became evasive, averting her eyes from me, a sure sign that Tiffany was concealing something or felt embarrassed about a personal truth. It wasn’t my business to pry and, if I did, it wouldn’t help her. 


“I practically invented the concept of ‘something different.’ Sorry, but I have to get on with a delivery. If you want to talk later, let me know, and cheer up, please.” 


“I asked Kate for a meeting and for you to attend as well, if that’s okay.” 


She looked at me hopefully, as if my rejection might crush her. 


“I’m sure it’ll be fine. Don’t worry, I’ll see you there.” 


I hate being tardy and had to run, but I felt pleased to have cleared the air with Tiffany. Holding on to bad blood rarely yields positive results. Kate’s influence was potent, and already driving me to become a better man. 


In the rental lot, our work schedule was manic, more so for me being on the delivery rota during rush hour. I had a couple of Prius’s to drop off nearby, but I was looking forward to delivering a smart M5 series BMW, ordered by a special customer who’d been very specific about a noon drop off. 


My co-workers disappointed me by steering well clear. Word had got around about Kate and me, and they seemed wary of how our relationship might change their workplace dynamic. I didn’t care; we were an item and I couldn’t be happier. Work was work, and I wanted to keep my job. 


Kate’s the boss and that’s known to everyone. 


The bay area is a petrol heads paradise when roads are clear and in fine weather. Today, both applied. I delivered the Prius on time, missing my breaks out of necessity to stay on schedule. I arrived back at our rental lot with a little time to spare, and while the BMW was being inspected, so I dropped by to see Kate. 


“Hi sweetie, come in and close the door.” 


She’d told me to visit her within reason, knowing I wasn’t the type to take advantage. 


“Did you get my message?” 


Kate kissed me gently on the lips while taking my hand, guiding me into the comfortable leather chair in front of her desk. 


“About Tiffany, yes, she spoke to me.” 


I sat down comfortably in a leather armchair and eyed her suspiciously. 


“I changed it for your disciplinary interview and now everything is back to normal.” 


She laughed, and I noticed the framed photographs and prints on the wall, a yucca plant in the room corner with trays, pens, and a notepad on Kate’s desk. 


“You set me up?” 


“Tell me honestly, did you enjoy it?” 


I reflected for a moment, the terror of losing my job and possibly the precious work visa, my confession, her punishment, and the weekend. I felt exhilarated, the entire experience was like shaking hot chilli sauce on my life, invigorating everything. 


“You seduced me!” 


“Yes, but you haven’t answered my question. Did you enjoy it?” 


“I really enjoyed it.” 


“There you go, trust your girlfriend and all will be well.” 


She winked, and we both chuckled. 


“I don’t understand why Tiffany wants a meeting, especially with me.” 


“Me neither, but she emailed over the weekend, and I scheduled her. It wasn’t something for us to discuss while we were getting acquainted, so I left it. I imagine she wants to apologise to both of us and get closure.” 


“I’ve already turned the page, but I’m glad she’s changing her ways.” 


“In the email, she mentioned about how messed up she is, how grateful she was, and so on. The upshot is that she wants to meet us, to discuss what happened.” 


“That’s odd because I’m not her boss, you are.” 


“You saved her from being spit-roasted by two married slobs. Perhaps she feels indebted to you. Let’s see what she says.” 


“Okay, I’ll come by when I finish work.” 


“You have a BMW to deliver, right?” 


“How do you know about that?” 


It surprised me that Kate would know about any of the rentals. With three hundred cars changing over every day, we have an operations team that takes care of it. 


“I allocated that specific rental as a special treat for you. It’s the Competition model, so enjoy it!” 


I thanked Kate, hugged and kissed her, then hurried back to the car inspection bay, receiving the BMW keys from a sullen-looking Sam. 


Wanker hasn’t let go of Friday! 


After adjusting the seat, I hit the engine start button and noticed the car mileage was at zero. The thrill of driving a brand new race model BMW fuelled my adrenaline and, with the customer’s house an hour away in clear traffic, I had time for fun. 


The office said they’d book a taxi for my return journey because it was cheaper than losing two cars and their drivers for an entire afternoon. 


When I passed the city limits, I booted the 4.4 litre petrol V8 twin turbo, using its six hundred and seventeen brake horsepower to grind some rubber into the tarmac. The engine noise turned heads as if a Boeing 747 were taking off. 


Forests turned into fields, then the V8 roared uphill at a staggering pace, carved through steep, sharp bends as if on rails before diving back into a pine forest. 


I dropped the windows, played Metallica at full blast, while resting my elbow on the open window ledge. Wind rushed through the car; the sun warmed my face while Kate warmed my heart. I’d reached nirvana and could think of no time in my life that felt more satisfying. 


The customer’s house was off a main road, they’d described its driveway and I knew it was around four miles along a gravel track. When I turned off, passing through twin red brick pillars with mounted lion statues atop them, I stopped the car, selected WhatsApp on my phone and messaged the office to order my taxi. 


A minute later, my phone buzzed, and I checked the response. 


Confirmed. 


I tossed my phone onto the passenger’s seat and rested for a moment, studying the land inside the customer’s property boundary. The owners were into horses big time, with expensive wooden ranch fencing everywhere, corralling at least a dozen thoroughbreds, out grazing, wearing more expensive clothing than I did. 


A couple of pickup trucks were parked a hundred metres ahead while their drivers tended horses nearby. An emerald green grassy hillside leading to a forest a couple of miles away was immaculately manicured for horse riding, with jumps, dressage and general hacking areas cordoned off by metal railings and more wooden fences. The estate stretched for miles and I realised the owners must be among the super rich. 


I drove slowly to avoid stone chips against the car’s flawless azure blue paint. When I passed the pickup trucks, a ranch hand waved me down. 


“Is the car for Miss Claire?” 


“I don’t know who the renter is.” 


“Keep going for another two miles, then pass through the forest and you’ll hit a Y junction where this gravel drive ends. Take the left-hand fork onto tarmac and keep going till you arrive at the house. Miss Claire isn’t here yet, but her mother is home.” 


“Who owns this place?” 


“The Chairman of Global Defence.” 


I’d heard of the company. GD was a multinational defence and security manufacturer, supplying armoured vehicles and equipment to armed forces around the world, also delivering on military shipbuilding contracts in the UK and USA. They were a giant corporation in crisis, because the old man who founded them had fallen sick a few years ago, leaving the GD ship without a captain. 


When I reached the house, its breathtaking grandeur stunned me. There were easily over fifty bedrooms in what must be a palace designed for a billionaire and his family. The front tarmac parking area was the size of a football pitch, with a massive fountain at its centre. Water tumbled wildly over enormous boulders, arranged in a mountain scape at least ten metres high. 


I parked the BMW far enough from the house that the rental customer could admire it on their approach, and then walked towards magnificent, gabled rooftops, agog and wowed by the luxury. 


Brilliant white wooden window frames and red brick walls with wisteria and ivy clinging to them made the house characterful. There was a carefully curated symmetry about the old building that pulled me towards it. 


I spotted CCTV cameras discreetly fixed high onto walls, catching a video feed of anyone near the house; after all, it was owned by a billionaire who made tanks, aircraft carriers and guns. My conditioned habit from the Royal Marines spotted the guard office discreetly set over to one side of the house with two security staff watching me through venetian blinds. 


I waved, reassuring them I was no threat. 


The front doorbell had an old-fashioned tinkly ringing bell one might expect from a traditional English mansion and I wondered if it prompted a butler from his cellar hideaway to come and greet me 


I didn’t have to wait long for a smart young lady to arrive. 


“Come in, we’ve been expecting you.” 


“I’ll drop the keys off and leave if that’s okay?” 


“The lady of the house will skin me alive if you disappear before one of the staff checks the car over. I’ll get someone quickly, but you must wait inside or security will hunt you down.” 


She grimaced, as if the entire experience would be too unpleasant for both of us and instead I should agree. 


I nodded politely and walked into an expansive foyer decked in white marble with alabaster floor to ceiling columns. They scattered occasional furniture worth more than my apartment in what seemed to be a massive guest reception area. 


I flipped off my shoes, pushing them discreetly to a side wall and followed her through. 


I need new shoes. 


She pointed to a comfortable leather wing back armchair among two others nestled around a highly polished dark mahogany table inlaid with an intricate gold pattern. 


That’s a fucking expensive table. 


I sat carefully, fearful of causing damage to what ought to be a prized possession. My escort pressed a wall button and a few minutes later, cappuccino arrived, just as I like it, with a heart sprinkled on top. 


I dismissed the coincidence and sipped the much welcome caffeine fix. With at least an hour’s journey back to the office, I doubted the taxi driver would welcome a stop along the way. 


“Who are you, young man?” 


A lady’s voice came from behind me. I hadn’t heard her footsteps, so she was upon me quickly. 


I sprung up and introduced myself to a smart woman in her mid-sixties. She’d kept a youthfulness and beauty that belied her age. The woman looked fit and wore a fashionable skirt suit with a bright yellow scarf. I thought her rather attractive, objectively speaking and without compromising myself. 


“I’m delivering a car, madam.” 


“Sit down, and I’ll join you.” 


She raised her fingers, tipping them into her mouth for the woman who’d answered the door to know she wanted a drink. 


“So?” 


“Sorry?” 


“Who are you? You didn’t answer me.” 


“I’m delivering a car. To your daughter, I think.” 


“Of course you are. I’m Catherine. Have you met her?” 


“Who?” 


She looked at me as if I were simple. 


“My daughter.” 


“No, they said she hasn’t arrived yet.” 


“Pain in my ass, that girl. She’s coming over because her father isn’t well.” 


“Oh dear, is he very sick?” 


“Terminally ill, I’m afraid, and he doesn’t have long left. I’m sure you must have read about the problems we’re having in the company because he isn’t at the helm.” 


“I knew there were problems, but not the reason.” 


She eyeballed me, as if judging my value. I squirmed under the spotlight, even though she didn’t seem aggressive, then spoke to break an uneasy silence. 


“I’m sure your daughter will arrive soon, she must be very upset about her dad.” 


“Oh, her lateness isn’t why she’s a bloody pain. We’re worried about the succession plan for the family business. My youngest daughter is delightful but isn’t very capable. Far too frivolous and not at all interested. My eldest girl is a genius and could easily run the company, but she won’t.” 


Our conversation was evolving in an odd direction, and Catherine was sharing too much with a stranger. I felt apprehensive and wanted to leave, but she had a strangely magnetic smile with gravitas which glued me to the leather, wondering what she’d say next. 


“Why doesn’t she want to run the company?” 


“She wants to plow her own furrow. Damn woman is totally independent.” 


She sipped her tea, and we both fell silent, thoughtful. I felt a tension rise as the effect of my paranoia, driven by a surreal moment. I decided not to probe further. 


“I guess she’s much like her father, Richard, in that regard, so I can’t complain too much.” 


“I’m sure she’ll come around once the seriousness of her dad’s condition is clear.” 


Why did I say that? This is none of my business. 


“If you believe that, you don’t know my Kate at all.” 


I eyed her suspiciously, my heart pounded, and I felt anxious. I looked down at the love heart on my coffee, in a room where you could hear a pin drop. 


Catherine stared at me as if judging my reaction. On the outside, I was as steely calm as if stalking an enemy in Afghanistan, but inside, the lady scared me shitless. 


“Where does your Kate work?” 


I asked her a little too quickly, exposing my vulnerability. 


“At your car rental company, Jacob.” 


She deliberately sought a reaction, and I gave it to her. 


“What the fuck, I never told you my name.” 


I bounced up from the chair, terrified, looking for an escape route in every direction. 


“Now Jacob, what has Kate told you about cussing? Oh look, here she is.” 


I wobbled and caught the chair wing back to stop myself from dropping to the floor. A radiant Kate flowed through the front door and across the marble floor, throwing her coat onto a brightly polished table, beaming at me. 


I staggered towards her, and we met midway across the foyer. 


“Pick your chin up off the floor, please, Jacob. It’s most unattractive.” 


“Wh-wh-w-” 


She hugged and kissed me fully on the lips, then moved past to greet her mother, leaving me swaying like a deranged fool. 


“I see you’ve met my mother, Jacob?” 


She nodded towards Catherine and I gawked, snapping my head back and forth like a cheap fairground toy. I settled my eyes on Kate’s mother, who seemed about to respond. 


“I rather like him, dear, although he swore just now, and I thought you’d trained that out.” 


“Its early days, mother. I’ll deal with Jacob later. How’s dad?” 


Kate winked and smiled at me, linking her arm through mine, I guessed to keep me upright. 


I’ll get a pass on the swearing because of the shock and prank, surely? 


“He’s dying.” 


“He’s always dying, mom.” 


“The doctor is upstairs, so you can speak to them both yourself. He’s got hours left, and his prognosis has had second and third opinions.” 


Kate’s mother shook her head gravely and looked sad, suggesting that there was little hope of a reprieve for Richard. 


Kate became distraught. Tears welled in her eyes, so I comforted my girlfriend while she got over the initial trauma of bad news. 


Catherine placed a consoling hand on each of our shoulders. 


“It’s been coming for some time, and we joke about it, but this time there’s no escaping reality. The cancer metastasised so quickly that they can’t administer life extension treatment. Richard had every test known to man, but he’s riddled, so it’s time to get serious and make plans.” 


“I’ll see him now. Give me an hour alone, and then I’ll introduce Jacob.” 


“He needs to know about GD and your intentions.” 


“I can’t deal with that right now.” 


“He wants to meet Jacob right away and says you two owe him a few grandchildren. He doesn’t have that many hours left. You must decide, or at least tell him you have or he won’t go peacefully.” 


“Oh, come on, mom, quit the emotional blackmail. You haven’t even had dinner with Jacob and he’s already fathering your grandchildren.” 


“I mean, about GD! Your father deserves honesty.” 


“I can’t decide that right now.” 


“Tell that to a dying man.” 


“Oh god, this is a nightmare.” 


“Your father doesn’t want people downcast and dripping with sadness around him. He wants to go out like a bull.” 


“I’ll smarten myself up and put on a front.” 


Kate’s expression tugged at my heartstrings and I wrapped an arm around her shoulder as we headed towards the stairs. 


Her mother walked away, waving one hand towards me. 


“I like Jacob, except for his swearing.” 


Catherine nodded at me, smiling, albeit somewhat sadly, but under the circumstances, her melancholy was understandable. 


“Welcome to Kate’s family home, Jacob. You won’t have a pass on that swearing, I can promise you, just in case you thought you might.” 


She smiled again, mischievously, and walked through an adjoining door, leaving me alone with Kate. 


“Let’s see my father together. He doesn’t have time to wait.” 


“Hang on, did you plan all of this?” 


“In a manner of speaking, yes. Mom phoned this morning to say it was urgent that I visit. I had to get us both away from work under a ruse. A car delivery for my sister seemed the easiest way to get you here, whereas I can come and go to work as I please. Nobody at work knows that I’m a Granger, and I’d like to keep it that way.” 


“Why didn’t you tell me who you were?” 


“I wanted you to see for yourself, meet my family, and take it in rather than drop a bombshell on you. I trust you to form your own opinion.” 


“This is how you eased me in?” 


“You took it in your stride, didn’t you?” 


“That you're an heiress?” 


“Sooner than I’d like, it seems.” 


Tears welled up again, and I hugged her. 


“Let’s see your father.” 


I held her hand, and we walked towards the foyer’s left side staircase. She composed herself quickly in front of a mirror at the foot of the stairs. 


“Do I look acceptable?” 


“You look beautiful, darling.” 


I wrapped my arms around Kate from behind, pulling her close so that I could whisper. 


“I love you.” 


“I love you too.” 


She turned around in my arms and flung hers around my neck, kissing me. Her lips yielded gently while her tongue hunted for mine. Her kiss lingered, and I sensed a vulnerability. When she withdrew, biting my bottom lip, I saw sadness in her eyes. 


I held Kate tightly for a minute and she perked up a little. 


“C’mon, we need to see my dad.” 


“As long as he doesn’t ask us to conceive before he dies.” 


Kate chuckled, skipped up a few steps, turned and held her hand for me to hold. 


“Mom is right though, Jacob, you haven’t got a pass. We must get around to your potty mouth soon.” 


“I know, I’m really sorry.” 


“You will be, because I’ve warned you repeatedly.” 



Chapter Twelve

Property Of A Lady

◆◆◆

“I want GD to thrive, Katie. It’s important for all my family and the employees.” 


Kate’s father sounded compelling. Even in his last moments, he cared dearly for those relying on the empire he’d built. Seeing his hard work wither on the vine under a yoke of poor management had been painful for the whole family but torturous for him. 


Catherine’s assessment of her husband’s condition was accurate. His jaundice, the result of a cancer, had reached the liver and yellowed his skin. His body faded quickly, but he resolutely refused pain-killing drugs. 


“GD will be fine, dad. Now, let’s talk about you. How are you feeling?” 


“My time has come, my dear. All joking aside, I have hours to live and there’s nothing more to be said about that.” 


He swivelled his head towards me with an eagle eye, judging my net worth in human rather than fiscal terms. A wry smile crossed his thin, blueing lips and I felt glad, believing he approved. 


Richard reached for my hand, drawing me closer to him until he could eyeball me. A pearl of wisdom was coming my way, so I paid attention. 


“Now, Jacob, you must get my daughter pregnant as quickly as possible to guarantee the next generation of Grangers. Do we have an accord?” 


“It’s not my call, Sir.” 


I almost laughed, but didn’t pull away from his vice like grip. Watching Kate’s father confront death was like watching a mouse square up to a starving eagle plummeting towards it while flicking the middle finger. 


He’s telling death to fuck off and wait. 


Richard Granger was completely unfazed by his condition, intent on making his case for those things he deemed important until the end. He studied his daughter, weighing up a speech in his head, to beseech her with a dying wish. 


“Katie, please? Kids at least. Can you agree that before I go?” 


“There will be kids, and the company will be fine, dad. I promise you.” 


“That’s great, now pour me a damn whisky. I’m not meeting the fucking grim reaper sober.” 


Richard passed away in the early evening, having secured a promise from his daughter that she would seriously consider taking over his pride and joy company as its CEO. 


His first, last, and only request of me was to get Kate pregnant as soon and as many times as possible, until we filled every bedroom in the house with laughter. 


I rather liked the idea, but kept that to myself. 


I knew him for six hours and mostly, I’d spent that time consoling three crying women at his bedside, despite his wishes for them to avoid being gloomy. 


Judging by his last hours, he was a man of great humour, even in his dying moment he winked at me, whispering his last instruction. 


“Remember what I told you Jacob, these bedrooms aren’t supposed to be cold and empty.” 


Kate left her father’s bedside last of all. I waited outside the bedroom until she’d finished saying goodbye, then we met the others downstairs in a drawing room where refreshments were being served. 


Richard’s death devastated his family and, that evening, I alternated between them, offering each one comfort, my shoulders to cry on, cups of tea or coffee and a box of tissues. 


Catherine nursed a double scotch, clinking two ice cubes in an exquisite crystal tumbler. I was certain it wasn’t her first since leaving Richard’s side. 


She swept a glass filled hand across the room, grabbing everyone’s attention. 


“Our doctor’s upstairs sorting things out with the undertakers and coroner. They’ll do a post mortem because he died at home.” 


She looked away, a sign her speech was over and the assembled mourners returned to their chatter. 


I stepped closer to Kate’s sister. 


“I think these might be yours.” 


I offered the BMW M5 keys to Claire with a smile. 


“I don’t drive.” 


She snapped at me, more out of surprise than anger, then stared at Kate, who hurried over. My girlfriend scowled at her sister, then steered me away, linking her arm with mine and marching us to a quiet corner. 


“It’s your car, Jacob, so I hope you like the colour. It was to be a surprise.” 


“Um, um, um, I need to swear, please, Kate?” 


“Don’t” 


“Can I say wtf?” 


“Just that once? Yes.” 


“Wtf, Kate?” 


“That’s twice!” 


“Only once since you gave me permission.” 


“I still haven’t dealt with you after swearing in front of my mother, so I’ll give you a pass on the second wtf.” 


“I can’t accept this gift.” 


“Why not?” 


“I, err, well, it’s your money, and that’s a very expensive car.” 


“And now it’s your car. Don’t you like it?” 


“Of course I do.” 


“Then stop complaining. You’ll drive me wherever we go anyway, so it makes sense that you have a nice car.” 


I was silenced by her finger sealing my lips. 


“I won’t discuss this further, Jacob. It’s your car, and that’s the end. Am I clear?” 


“Thank you.” 


“You’re welcome. Now let's rejoin the fray.” 


We hugged, and I felt comforted hoping she did too. Kate led us back to the others, where I saw Claire sulking, almost bristling with hostility, and eyeing me up for a fight. 


Catherine, obviously in on Kate’s surprise, smiled sweetly and winked approvingly. 


“Did Katie buy her show pony a toy?” 


Claire pulled a face, curling her bottom lip as a child might when mocking another. Catherine moved in as fast as lightning. 


“Stables now, girl.” 


She gripped her youngest daughter by the ear, then hauled the stumbling woman through a door, marching down the corridor while Claire screamed like a pig going to slaughter. 


“The stables?” 


I stared after them in shock, then looked at Kate for some explanation of what was going on. 


“Claire has always been wilful and disruptive, so mother keeps her in line from time to time.” 


“But the stables, what happens there?” 


I had all sorts of crazy visions of what might happen to the poor woman. It felt so odd. 


“Your potty mouth will find out tomorrow, Jacob. I want broad daylight upon the scene of your absolution when I introduce you to Beauty. We’ll turn in now, but I have a small chore for you first.” 


“It’s not a chore.” 


I knew what she wanted and relished the task. 


We showered together before bed and I enjoyed sponging my girlfriend’s incredible body, getting into every crack and crevice. I imagined doing it all over again later in bed. 


I sunk comfortably into a memory foam mattress, snuggling close to her, underneath a super king sized, goose down quilt. 


Kate lay on her back and I kissed her gently, positioning myself on top because I knew the day’s events made her feel vulnerable and I wanted to protect. 


Her fingers trailed through my hair, then gripped my locks hard as she lifted my head. She stared at me, burning my retinas with her fiery eyes before pushing my head down her torso into her pussy. I licked her gently all the way, descending through her gorgeous form to the gates of heaven. 


“I don’t have time for foreplay, honey.” 


Her pussy felt moist and tasted wonderfully creamy on the end of my tongue. I lapped Kate’s labia, but she kept pulling me back up to her clitoris and, once on target, Kate ground my face in tight. 


“Get the job done Jacob, I need a fucking release.” 


I sucked on her clitoris, using a gentle vacuum to draw it out from the protective hood, making sure the blood flowed quickly, engorging her. I nibbled gently and drew my tongue back, barely flicking across the tip of her nub, which hardened, making it easier to focus on. 


I sucked her swollen petals into my mouth, sloshing, savouring, then harvesting Kate’s pussy juice, flicking her slimy pearl from side to side, then up and down, alternating direction every minute. She bucked like a bronco to a tune played by my tongue. 


“Y-y-yes, t-that’s it, y-yes, yes, t-t-that’s p-p-perfect, Jacob!” 


When Kate raised her ass slightly, tensing every muscle in her body, I dragged a pillow from my side of the bed, keeping my tongue gently working her clitoris. I doubled the pillow over, squeezing it underneath her while she raised her ass higher. 


The pillow arched Kate’s back beautifully, elevating her pussy and opening her up for better access. 


I licked up and down her delicious slit, rimming Kate for a few minutes when I reached her puckered anus, before travelling back up to suck hard on her clitoris. 


She hit her first orgasm when I slipped my saliva and pussy juice laden right index finger into her anus, delivering a shuddering climax, forcing her to claw backwards up the bed to escape. 


I gripped her ass cheeks in both hands, and stopped Kate in her tracks, drawing her back towards me, tantalising her pussy with my tongue for the greatest bounty I’d ever known. 


“I can’t take any more, I can’t. Fucking hell Jake, that was magic!” 


She pulled my head up, kissing me deeply, part in appreciation and partly because she needed me to fuck her. I basked in the glory of her satisfaction and have never felt so wanted as when she had forced me down to service her pussy. 


“Fuck me doggy style quickly please honey, I want to sleep a few hours with Jacob’s sperm inside my belly.” 


She shuffled around the mattress, dragging my pillow. When she reached the foot of the bed, Kate planted her knees shoulder length apart, stuffing the pillow underneath her abdomen. Then she pointed her butt upwards, drawing herself tightly onto the pillow, presenting her vagina perfectly to be ridden. I smelled the raw juice I’d left uneaten, and its mesmeric effect drove my senses wild. 


“I feel perfectly moulded into this pillow.” 


“You are perfectly presented, sweetie.” 


I didn’t need any further encouragement and slid my cock into her well lubricated pussy, pushing in deep, but not too hard or fast. She gasped, and the walls of her love muffin crushed me as I drove my veiny, knobbly shaft all the way to her cervix. 


While bottomed out inside Kate’s heavenly shaven pussy, I rocked back and forth on my toes, gripping her waist, inducing a massive groan as she shuddered to another orgasm. 


“Hurry babe, I want your cream, empty your balls as deep inside me as possible, please.” 


Kate asked nicely rather than commanded, and I savoured the moment. I knew tonight was different, more intense and fuelled by raw emotions. It was an opportunity for me to provide armour for her vulnerability. 


I thrust slowly and firmly, reaching all the way in, then out of her cunt, gripping her waist tightly so she couldn’t move or help my thrusts. It was important for me to do the fucking of Kate tonight, and be in control for once, showing my power, commitment and the intensity of the love I felt for her. 


My prostate and balls twitched, and she must have felt my cock do the same inside her, because Kate reached underneath her torso and backwards through her legs to grasp and squeeze my testicles hard. 


“I know you’re going to cum soon, Jacob.” 


I jerked repeatedly when my prostate twitched, tickled and exploded, filling her up. My sperm squeezed out of her, settling in my pubic hair. I felt the ecstasy of love when I filled her up, remembering her father’s dying wish that we should fill the house with laughter. 


I felt primal, urging my sperm to explore Kate, hunting down the precious egg that couldn’t be fertilised. I knew one day I would impregnate Kate, and my seed would prevail once she decided the time was right. 


When I withdrew my cum slimy cock slowly, she rolled onto the bed, closing her legs tight, as if reluctant to allow my seed to escape. She reached to the nightstand for a wet wipe and took my semi flaccid cock in her hand, cleaning me, peeling back my foreskin to make sure she didn’t miss any part that might hold either of our juices. 


“I won’t need you on clean up duty tonight, honey.” 


She pulled on a pair of comfortable panties, already set out on her nightstand. 


“These will help hold your cum inside me for the night. I really need you swimming around my womb, Jacob, and I want you to stay close to me while we sleep.” 


“I’ll stay very close, darling. If you wake up, just waken me, too.” 


“Can you pop downstairs and fetch two painkillers from a medicine cabinet in the laundry room?” 


When I ran downstairs, I noticed a light and followed it to the kitchen. Catherine cut a lonely figure on a stool, sat at a large wooden island breakfast bar. Her head twitched when she heard my footsteps. 


“Join me, Jacob. Kate won’t miss you for five minutes. After all, she has your seed keeping her company.” 


“How di-” 


“She’s my daughter.” 


Catherine looked me squarely with an expression that she wasn’t to be trifled with. When she shunted a kitchen stool my way with her foot, I didn’t hesitate taking it and sitting down. Her eyes, much like Kate’s, spoke of a ferocious intent when defied. 


I sat unruffled while she read my soul. 


“You’re not afraid at all?” 


“I don’t need to be.” 


“Do you fear me?” 


“I respect you.” 


“That feeling is mutual, young man.” 


“Something’s bothering me, Catherine.” 


“Go on, Jacob, please.” 


“The car, I er-.” 


“Ah, yes, I wondered when you might ask.” 


“It’s too much.” 


“I disagree. Kate’s wealthy, and you need a car. You’re a couple, and must think as one. Two souls united in love, battling the world.” 


Like her daughter, Catherine gave me time to mull things over before moving on. She studied me intently, considering her next carefully contrived move. 


She smiled mischievously and with enormous affection for me. 


“The car is the property of a gentleman; Jacob is the property of a lady.” 


I smiled because her acceptance of me felt profound. I was part of Kate’s family. 


“You’ll look after my Kate.” 


“With my life.” 


“It wasn’t a question, Jacob. I know you will. Only the strongest people can commit their obedience to another, submitting that through a loving relationship.” 


She smiled and slid her hand across the wooden table, stroking the back of mine with motherly love. 


“I’m glad we talked, Jacob. You’re dismissed, my darling son. Get Kate’s headache tablets and then off to bed.” 


How did she know? 


I returned to our bedroom with pills and a glass of chilled water. Kate looked vulnerable. It was a tough day for her and the folks. I big spooned close in, sliding her hair aside, so it didn’t trap under my face where she might get hurt. 


I wrapped my arms around her midriff, inching myself in fully until there was no gap between us. She murmured, half asleep. 


“Everything okay, dear?” 


“Wonderful.” 


“Mom loves you, Jacob.” 


“I know.” 


“She wanted to have a private chat, boyfriend.” 


“Thank you, girlfriend.” 


When she rolled into a deep slumber, I moved in to protect, ensuring she always felt wrapped up in my love. 


I was her knight and the property of a lady. 



Chapter Thirteen

A Difficult Decision

◆◆◆

We woke up to a light knocking at the bedroom door. 


“Come in.” 


Kate seemed unsurprised, but I thought it odd for someone to knock on our door at 6.30 AM. A smartly dressed young man entered our bedroom with a silver tray, cups, and two porcelain pots with all the sundries for early morning tea and coffee. He set the tray on a side table, bid us good morning, and left. 


“Would you pour, please darling, I need the toilet.” 


She dashed to the ensuite bathroom, then turned back to issue me instructions. 


“Tea for me please, I want less caffeine today. It probably wouldn’t do you any harm, either.” 


Oh fuck! 


Americans can’t make tea. Their brilliance in the art of coffee didn’t extend to the small delicate leaf that one must tempt flavour out from. The insipid dishwater that passes for tea in the USA was the only thing I didn’t enjoy in the entire country. 


A great friend might never agree but we would have to differ in our opinion on that score. 


I sneaked a coffee while pouring tea for Kate, hoping she wouldn’t notice. 


“We must talk about my family.” 


Kate fluffed both of our pillows before diving back into bed. When I joined her, she rolled over, facing me close enough to spike my desire. 


“Okay, this should be good. Please god, no more surprises.” 


“It kinda is important, especially regarding my mother. You’ve made a good impression with her, so keep that up. Dad liked you too, although he barely knew you.” 


Her eyes brimmed with tears every time she mentioned Richard. I held Kate close, gently kissing the top of her head repeatedly, as if vanquishing her trauma. 


“Just one sister left then, and she doesn’t seem to be a problem as long as your mother’s around.” 


“Be wary of Claire, because she causes trouble, as you saw last tonight. Mom is a disciplinarian and can manage her most of the time.” 


“How was Claire when you were kids?” 


“Spoilt.” 


“Was your mother harsh?” 


“Yes, but always fair. She’s especially strict with dad, but she needs to be… sorry, needed to be.” 


Kate wiped her eyes, reflecting on the previous evening. 


“Yeah… umm. She spanked dad, a lot.” 


I held my girlfriend close because it was only twelve hours since her father had passed away and ten since the undertakers removed his body to the morgue. 


“Ha. Oh… kay, is that how you learned to deal with me?” 


Kate looked unsure how to answer. 


“I behaved well as a child, but mum explained to me I was a dominant personality in my teenage years, and that started a process. Once I turned seventeen, she taught me how to manage future boyfriends and a husband.” 


“You mentioned she was a disciplinarian.” 


“She supported dad in his job. He got super stressed at work and especially with his business colleagues. She was the only person who could ground him in a safe place.” 


“I’ll support you in your work now that it’ll change so drastically.” 


“I haven’t decided about GD yet.” 


Kate’s concerns surprised me, and I mulled them over. Needing her mother’s approval for our relationship wasn’t lost on me, but this felt intense, like a major test awaited, and she was secretly worried about how things might turn out. 


“Claire was a wild child. They spoilt her as the baby of the pair of us.” 


Kate described a classic narcissist who found school and university too easy, boys and men very amenable to her whims, always acquiring friends who traded appeasement with honesty for favour. 


Her parents became frustrated with their youngest daughter’s inappropriate behaviour, having been frequently called upon to intervene. They rescued Claire from a frustrated headteacher, then angry girlfriends, married men she’d fucked and finally, the police on a DUI. 


“Before her arrest, I intervened and arranged a clinic three hours’ drive out into the desert, keeping mum and dad out of it. Claire was supposed to detox, but she escaped on the first night, hitchhiked back to town and headed for the first bar she could find. After a few hours of heavy drinking, she was set on revenge and messaged my boyfriend.” 


“She slept with your boyfriend?” 


I knew the answer and where this was going. 


“He wasn’t much of a man, and it happened before I knew precisely what I wanted. I had a lucky escape from him. Claire still passes it off like she did me a big favour, but it pissed me off at the time.” 


“I’m not surprised. There must have been consequences.” 


I knew Kate wouldn’t have taken it lightly and felt intrigued despite it being none of my business. 


“She sent me photographs of them fucking, with his cum all over her face after she’d sucked him off. There was a thirty-second video of them doing anal. When she got home, I was ready for her, and with a riding crop in hand. I beat my sister and got a few good ones in too, before Mom pulled me off.” 


“Wow, what a hideous woman.” 


“Yeah, like I said, Claire was wild.” 


“What happened after your mother pulled you off?” 


“She packed a bag for each of them and took off.” 


“Where?” 


“They returned a week later. Claire was passive, calm, obedient, and totally transformed. I don’t know what Mom did, and neither of them talked about it from that day.” 


“Did she get a good thrashing?” 


“I don’t know. BDSM is all about consent, so I doubt it. An unwanted punishment beating would be considered abuse, and nobody knows that better than Mom. They went up to our cabin in the mountains, no TV or internet, no fun and nobody around for miles.” 


“How did you know where they went?” 


“I checked mom’s car, and it was the last journey her SatNav location recorded.” 


I felt Kate wanted to move away from the subject, so I collected her cup and poured a second helping of dishwater, then set it down on the nightstand. 


“I just need to pee, sorry. Give me a minute.” 


Kate’s voice drifted through into the toilet when she carried on talking while I relieved myself. 


“I’ve been thinking. We must negotiate an agreement, darling. Ours won’t be a dictatorship, but we definitely need rules, especially now with so much going on. I’m sorry this is being thrust upon you out of the blue.” 


“Anything you want. When do we start?” 


“I’d like the rules written and signed off by both of us.” 


“Does that set our relationship parameters?” 


I rolled back into bed, languishing while contemplating FLR, imagining its rules written on the ceiling above. 


“Yes, and we’ll cover behaviour, expectations, lovemaking, punishment, pain levels and activities, setting rules for both of us. We must agree how far my authority goes, and what responsibilities we each have. I’m not a bully, and foremost, we’re a couple.” 


“In love.” 


“Yes, indeed.” 


Kate moved closer, cuddling me more tightly. 


I considered what she said. I felt happy and very comfortable marching to my girlfriend’s tune. 


“I don’t have a lot of experience in any of this, even less about BDSM. Getting here hasn’t been easy for me emotionally, as you know, and I still have baggage. Our meeting was serendipitous and has changed a great deal for me.” 


“Thank you, honey, and I feel the same way.” 


Kate wrapped her arms around me and I knew it was a reward, encouraging me to stay on the path she’d set out. 


“Female led relationships and BDSM overlap, but they’re different things, and we’ll focus on both in that way. There’s no rush, just some basics to begin with, making sure we stay on the same page. Sex, and understanding each other’s kinks is important, but there’s other stuff too, like, how decisions get made and our future relationship direction.” 


“Is this a legal agreement? You’ll have an army of lawyers backing you soon, and I have none.” 


“I haven’t inherited from my father, yet, Jacob, and it’s not a binding agreement anyway, so we can change it anytime. Negotiation is part of the fun.” 


“Where do we start?” I asked. “And… when?” 


“We need to deal with father’s death and funeral first, but we’ll stay at Granger’s Hall for a while and explore our feelings, learn about us, and talk everything through slowly.” 


“What about working at the rental lot?” 


“Dad owns the company. He bought the car rental business a few days after I started there. He thought I didn’t know.” 


I was stunned by revelations that kept coming and wondered how much more was still a family secret. I couldn’t ask, it was none of my business. 


“Three hundred rental lots spread throughout every state in the country?” 


“It’s not huge when compared with the defence and security assets he owns or, rather, owned. I knew he’d bought it when the regional management team looked terrified when I walked into the conference room to plan our quarterly sales projections at Slater’s Hall during a sales retreat. The guy who gave me the job was very confident when I met him, but he fell apart that day. He fetched me coffee three times and wanted to make sure everything was cool with me.” 


“Why didn’t you say anything?” 


“I was happy running our lot. I’m glad I stayed there too, or we’d never have met.” 


“Does your mum know your father owned the company you worked at?” 


“Of course, dad consulted mom on everything. They were a team.” She gave me a coy look. “She doesn’t know that I know, though.” 


“Will you take up your father’s challenge to run GD?” 


“I don’t know. It’s a lot of work that will take our lives in a very different direction.” 


“Whether it’s the right thing to do or not is your call, but I believe you’d do a first-rate job.” 


“Why do you think that?” 


“You are an incredible leader, in every sense. Company’s like GD need outstanding leaders for the great staff to do their jobs.” 


Kate cuddled closer to me, as if rewarding my loyalty. 


“We should enjoy a few days’ rest while we aren’t at work.” 


“We’re on holiday then?” 


I smiled cheekily, relishing the opportunity for private time with my new girlfriend. 


“Yup, it’ll give us time to arrange dad’s funeral and take care of business here. Once you’re happy, perhaps in a few weeks, I’ll download a BDSM checklist that we can work through.” 


“A what?” 


“It covers an extensive range of activities and helps us express our needs, things we like, stuff we don’t. For example, do you want or need to be beaten frequently? How hard, what with, and what constitutes a punishment?” 


She paused, sipping more dishwater while my toes curled in sympathy for an army of Yorkshire builders who would cringe at her choice. 


“I don’t need answers right now.” 


“Sounds like it’s going to be fun.” 


“We’ll have lots of fun, but one thing we can’t negotiate is that I’m in charge, never the other way around.” 


“I don’t have a problem with that.” 


“There will be problems, but we’ll deal with them together.” 


I got out of bed and strolled to the window, drawing its curtains. She followed me, handed out another coffee with a knowing and forgiving expression, and I sipped while admiring the distant sunrise over giant oak trees. 


Kate held me from behind, nestling her curves into mine, and I could have stayed there for eternity. 


Her childhood bedroom was on the topmost floor of the family mansion, with magnificent views across the estate park and its formal gardens. 


“I never realised it was all so complex.” 


“Yeah… it really is. We can’t just shove a tube up your ass and flush you out after a horse whipping while wearing manacles attached to the ceiling. We’d spend half our time patching you up in the ER.” 


“That’s definitely not an attractive vision. Will our agreement settle all of this?” 


I felt aroused at the thought of the fun and games that lay ahead. 


“It’s a start. Our love is a journey, not a destination. Spanking isn’t the only punishment or fun activity and if we aren’t careful, you might deliberately infringe on the rules to get some.” 


“When you spanked me, I enjoyed it, physically and emotionally. You took me to a good place, opening a doorway to relaxation and freedom.” 


“We need to build on that, reinforce your positive behaviour and work to avoid any friction or misunderstanding between us. We must carefully explore where boundaries are.” 


“You mean at what point a spanking changes from being therapeutic and enjoyable into a punishment?” 


The pain of the ginger root she’d inserted inside me hadn’t completely subsided, but its awful memory was imprinted, and I didn’t want to repeat it. 


“There’s an entire world that I know nothing about.” 


“I have experience, and we’ll go cautiously. No matter what, you can back out any time. Nothing is compulsory.” 


“I want to submit to you, Kate.” 


“And I want to dominate you.” 


Kate studied me for a moment. I felt troubled, and it showed. 


“What’s wrong?” 


“You’re like a human radar, aren’t you?” 


I buried my face in her chest while she held me. 


“You’re always monitoring my expressions, reading my body language and emotions.” 


Kate had identified some of my ‘tells’ but she didn’t weaponise her ability to read me. Her caring and nurturing personality wasn’t exploitative, even though, given any situation, she would always rise as the alpha, since it was her natural place. 


“I know you like the fact I can read you, it’s one reason we can be good for each other. Your vulnerability and emotional availability make you good for me. Now, out with it.” 


“I… er… it’s awkward.” 


She led me by the hand to sit on the end of her bed. When she looked me in the eye, I knew we could discuss anything and that I shouldn’t hold back. She never averted her gaze, we were alike in that regard. It was refreshing because the eyes reveal as much as words do, sometimes more. 


“Come on… spit it out,” she said, smiling disarmingly. 


“I can’t share you, Kate.” 


I blurted. 


“You mean cuckoldry?” 


“Yes, that’s not for me.” 


Kate stood up and moved in front of me, kicking my legs apart so she could stand between them, gently cradling me to her chest while I remained seated. 


She nuzzled her lips into my hair while hers swung down on either side of my face. I enjoyed her scent and the way her hair swayed and brushed against my cheeks. She held me close for a few moments, then kissed my forehead gently, rubbing her palms down my chest. 


“I’m glad you feel that way too, sweetheart.” 


I wanted her, and she straddled me while I searched for her lips with mine. We kissed, and she held me tighter. When we broke off, she cuddled into me, affirming and reinforcing our mutual love by gripping my hands. 


“Why did you choose to be alone until now, Jacob?” 


“For what I wanted, I had to stand in line and wait.” 


“You aren’t in line any longer, Jacob.” 


“That’s true, and it feels wonderful.” 


“I want us to get into a routine before immersing completely in the dungeon. Going too far, too quickly, might be uncomfortable without a few layers on our relationship and a good measure of mutual trust and understanding.” 


“I feel so strongly in love with you, Kate.” 


“I feel the same thing. It’s important you understand something about what happened our first night together. You went through a process of confession, punishment, apology and absolution.” 


“I felt all of that.” 


“It was only possible because you wanted it, committed to it. Without your genuine desire for forgiveness, it would have been a sexual kink, nothing more.” 


“I understand that, but without you, that first night wouldn’t have happened.” 


“Lying to me as a prospective employer is different to lying to me as a prospective girlfriend. For your job, I would probably have noted the indiscretion in your file and extended your probationary period. As my future boyfriend, it was a different matter.” 


“I’m glad we got everything fixed.” 


“That’s part of my role, to help you achieve your goals and fix any problems between us. You wanted my forgiveness, asked for it even, and I gave you a path to achieve it. You did what I asked, and we emerged together as a couple on the other side, happy.” She smiled at me, kissing my lips briefly. “Would you tidy up? I need time to get ready.” 


I thought through our conversation while she showered and I placed all the crockery back on the silver tray, making the bed once everything else was tidy. When she returned from the shower, I was reading the news on my phone. 


“Is there anything specific you want me to do this week, Kate?” 


“I want you to abstain from love making for a couple of days because I think it will do you good. I’m also putting beauty off until the weekend. That’s when I’ll punish your potty mouth. Until then, we’ve a great deal of work to do together.” 


We took a short walk around the estate park, hand in hand. The weather was fine, and she toured me around the places where she’d played as a girl, describing their family story. An ancient deciduous forest was a proud feature of the gardener’s handiwork. With silver and copper birch amidst giant oak trees, the paths that wound through them provided a perfect morning stroll. 


When we returned, the parking area had a few more cars in it and the security team patrolled the grounds with regal looking doberman pincers to make sure that visitors inside the house didn’t feel the need to stroll off anywhere. One guard doffed his cap to Kate, scowling at me. 


“They’ve always been protective, but they’ll get used to you and everyone will like you once they hear about your medal.” 


“I’d rather you didn’t tell.” 


“Claire knows about it already, she’s much more attuned with the internet than I am, so I’d be surprised if half the county doesn’t know before dinner tonight. Certainly the entire estate will.” 


“Could you ask her not to please?” 


“I think you need to stop hiding. Give it an hour and if you still feel that way, I’ll have a word. She’s looking rather compliant right now and she may just listen if it’s not already too late.” 


It was true. When we entered the dining room, Claire stood near a massive fireplace, looking serene and happy. She even waved politely at me, smiling. 


“It looks like she’d polish your shoes, the mood she’s in.” 


“The stables transform her, she’ll be like this for weeks and then need another visit.” 


Kate waved back at her sister while the lawyers rose to greet the new owner of the estate. 


“Ladies, gentlemen, I’ll distribute a copy of the last will and testament for Mr. Richard Lesley Granger to each of you. I’d appreciate it if you read it in this room and then we can discuss matters after that. I think twenty minutes should be sufficient.” 


He looked at Catherine for her approval. She pointed at Kate and the gruff old lawyer stared at my girlfriend. 


“That suits me if it does everyone else?” 


Kate looked around the room for consent. Some of her father’s favourite staff were there, two of his oldest friends and a cousin four times removed. 



Chapter Fourteen

Deliverance

◆◆◆

It was early on Saturday morning and we chatted while preparing for the day ahead. 


We’d jogged through the family estate, breakfasted in a private dining room on Kate’s floor of the house, then showered together. I did my chores; they were simple enough and limited to things I could get done from the bedroom, while enjoying the estate views. 


Kate’s clarity in what I must do made my work easier. 


She asked me to monitor the rental company dashboard statistics on my laptop, making sure everything stayed in the green. Cars out, returns and the volume of rentals with their revenue seemed normal. It took less than an hour to check everything, report anomalies and it was all new to me, so I enjoyed it. 


We could easily manage the car rental lot remotely with minimal fuss, but Kate reminded me that when the boss was away, the staff might play. 


She poured me a coffee and slid it onto the desk where I sat naked, studying car rental performance indicators obsessively. 


“We have a guest coming today, hun.” 


“Who?” 


“It’s Tiffany. I’ve sent a driver to collect her from the city. I messaged on the day we arrived, apologising and told her I’d get back to her soon, and now I have.” 


“Okay, she’ll shit a brick when she realises who you are. Your secret will be out.” 


“Did you mean what you said yesterday, Jacob? About me running dad’s company?” 


“One hundred percent, he knew you were the right person to turn things around and I agree with him. It seems your mother believes it, too.” 


She seemed content, strolling to her garment chest of drawers, rummaging there for a minute. I left my workstation and began dressing when Kate returned and stopped me. 


“Put these on today, Jacob.” 


I was about to pull on my boxer shorts when Kate handed me a pair of her neatly folded lacy French knickers. 


I took the gift, turned them over in my hands, inspecting their intricate design and pattern. She’d thrown me off balance, arousing my libido instantly. 


“Baby blue, delicate lace. It’s my favourite colour.” 


I sniffed them jokingly, already knowing they were fresh from Kate’s drawer, which was lined with lavender paper. 


“It’s not to feminise you. That’s the last thing I’d do, but I think you’ll enjoy the feel of lace on your butt, testicles, and cock when they rub. I’d be surprised if you don’t get an erection.” 


I pulled the knickers on, snapping their waist band against my skin, instantly feeling horny. 


“Feels different to my boxers, less smooth, as if my skin is being scratched, a bit itchy, actually.” 


“Yeah… you’ll find out today how uncomfortable it can be for a girl, perhaps you’ll gain a new appreciation for me.” 


Kate checked me out, admiring my form in her panties. I stood in front of a full-length mirror and felt quite good about wearing them, if I’m being honest. 


“They look great on you, but beware of chafing on your upper thighs. I’ll keep a small jar of cocoa butter with me and a spare pair of your boxers in my bag, just in case it gets too much.” 


“They feel nice and I really like them.” 


I posed nonchalantly in the mirror, tensing my leg muscles for maximum effect while admiring my new underwear. I flicked the tight waist band repeatedly and mischievously, adjusting the gusset to cradle my testicles comfortably. 


Kate couldn’t pull her eyes away from my ass. 


“I’m going to enjoy teasing you, Jacob. I may demand my knickers back.” 


She laughed, slapped, then gripped my ass cheeks playfully, forcing the lace to dig in and scrape deliciously against my skin. 


“Can I help myself to your underwear?” 


I was still posing in the mirror, admiring the way her knickers clung perfectly to my physique. 


“Within reason, but you must ask for permission first. We can buy lingerie for you soon and select something nice together.” 


She folded some clothes, sliding them into a drawer, then turned back with a cheeky grin. 


“I might have you try it on in the shop, I think pink will look great on you. Only confident and strong men can pull it off.” 


“Umm, er… I guess.” 


I felt horrified and excited at the thought. 


It was a few days since the lawyers had read Richard Granger’s will. Our mutual abstinence was going well and although Kate aroused me frequently, we used the opportunity to discuss our relationship and feelings. I had to confess that I was more attentive, which she’d predicted, and it felt bad. Kate told me I should never feel bad about my natural instincts. 


She delivered two maintenance spankings across her knee, both helped calm my abstinence and provide equilibrium. Kate wanted me focussed on getting her through the pain of loss. 


We progressed from her handbag hair brush to a slender leather paddle covered in small metal love hearts on its rough side with a felted surface on the reverse. The paddle was flexible and made a swishing sound on the glide path preceding its strike on target. 


Anticipation of each slap drove me crazy and involuntarily forced my butt cheeks to clench harder together. The release of stress and anxiety build up was noticeable, and I enjoyed both sessions, wanting, but never asking for more. 


After we showered each day, she dressed while I remained naked. She had me sit on an occasional chair in the bedroom and we talked while Kate prepared for the day and I observed her applying make-up and fixing her hair. 


She took around half an hour, sending me on frequent chores to fetch things, a hair drier, some cotton wool balls or a specific blouse or underwear set from her walk-in closet. It was my pleasure to obey her, and I knew she was training me. 


I felt a closeness to Kate, and it stimulated me when we discussed current affairs, recipes she thought we should try, gossip about work and friends. I enjoyed what became regular quality time every morning and admired how she filled it with conversation and small chores, demanding my obedience and attention. 


“This is for your benefit, Jacob.” Kate explained. “Your wooing and courting of me, and you being attentive, is all for your benefit.” 


I was confused. 


“How so?” 


“Your connection to and love for me depends on your desire. Courting, being attentive and receiving love and rewards in return, builds the bond between us. You love me more, the harder I make you work to have me. That’s what will keep us together in the long term.” 


On some days, she summoned me with a swish of the paddle. I stood up while she took the chair, showing me that today’s spanking was over Kate’s knee. The beatings hurt less and were shorter than during our first date orientation. 


“I’m reminding you who’s boss and making sure you’re anchored in a good place as far as our relationship is concerned.” 


The calming effect and opportunity for reflection brought about by her spankings were a tranquil oasis on an otherwise hectic day. Between strokes, my girlfriend offered verbal cues and reminders, reinforcing my continued good behaviour. 


Kate had woven a morning briefing into our routine to set out her expectations for the day ahead. We talked through any issues, planned future activities and discussed our relationship. She was concise. It was a two-way flow and served as a useful signpost for our path to mutual happiness. 


“I’m encouraging good behaviour and obedience Jacob, it would be a shame if we had issues early in our coupling.” 


“The morning briefings are easier with the paddle.” I blurted out in a moment of raw honesty. “I’ve never felt so focussed.” 


Kate smiled and kissed me lightly on the lips. 


“I’m glad you told me the paddle helps you focus. It’s the sort of thing we should discuss more. Beating your ass has a positive effect on both of us. I feel reassured of your commitment. It helps me access a positive mindset, relieves my pressure and frustration.” 


Granger’s Hall had twelve staff indoors with a gardener and three stable hands. The girl who knocked on Kate’s bedroom door this morning was one of two that looked after the rooms on the uppermost floor of the house. 


“You have a visitor in the main lounge Miss Kate.” 


Kate shimmied off the bed, offering me an outstretched hand. 


“Come on, let’s meet Tiffany.” 


“Are you sure I should be there?” 


“She asked for both of us, so it’s impolite for you to avoid her.” 


We descended the stairs quickly, dashed across the marble floor and joined a smartly dressed Tiffany waiting in the lounge. She leapt to her feet like a startled rabbit when we arrived, walked over awkwardly, and shook both our hands. 


What the fuck is this all about? 


“I’m sorry about your dad, Kate.” 


“It’s okay, we’re all dealing with it as best we can. Sit down, and I’ll order some coffee.” 


Kate pressed a buzzer on the wall, and a minute later, a staff member arrived at the door to take everyone’s order. I leaned over to Tiffany and smiled. 


“They do a great cappuccino here, even better than Bean Street.” 


I tried to make the poor girl feel comfortable, although she looked like she hadn’t slept in a week. I felt really sorry for her because she was almost crying before we’d started. 


“I’ll try one of those, please.” 


Tiffany nodded politely to the server, who dashed away to fetch our order. Kate took control of the conversation. 


“What’s on your mind? Why did you want to meet us?” 


Tiffany’s eyes immediately brimmed with tears and Kate crossed over the room to sit beside her, wrapping a consoling arm around her shoulder. 


“I… I, I’m so s-s-sorry.” 


She descended from almost crying into floods of tears. Tiffany’s sobbing was pitiful, and I felt heartbroken for her. 


“Shall I leave you?” 


Kate shot me a look that might have turned me into a tower of salt, so I sat still opposite them. It didn’t take me long to realise my mistake, having taken a front-row seat for the drama about to unfold, but there was no escape. 


Kate spoke kindly to her personal assistant while I pretended not to hear. 


“We all make mistakes, but there’s no harm done on this occasion, so let’s forget it and get on with being the best car rental lot in the country.” 


“There was plenty of harm done.” 


“How so?” 


Kate’s eyes narrowed, and I noticed her genuine concern. 


“The next morning, I did what you told me to do before you left my apartment.” 


Tiffany sobbed, as if she were alone in the world. 


“Oh, I see,” Kate said, looking thoughtful. “I hoped it might help you understand.” 


With my curiosity piqued, I couldn’t prevent a question. 


“What was that?” 


“I downloaded the front doorbell CCTV footage from the night of Dave’s party. It showed the entire scene of me getting out of the van, including all the audio.” 


“What was on it?” 


Kate already knew, as did I. 


“They would both have fucked me if Jacob hadn’t stopped them. Sex is all they wanted. I’m a fucking slut.” 


“Don’t swear, dear.” 


Kate chastised the crying woman, more sternly than I’d expected. 


“Sorry, Kate, but I’ve destroyed my life before its really started. I’m a slut and they would have banged me and told everyone about it.” 


“But they didn’t.” 


I intervened, feeling pleased Tiffany was making amends and had realised how bad things might have got. 


“They won’t gossip about you either, because both of them are married, so you should turn the page and forget about it.” 


I passed Kate a box of tissues from the table beside me. 


“I’m trying to change. I want to be a better person.” 


“You look smart today and you do a great job at work, so things are already improving for you.” 


Kate encouraged her while I sat wondering how she’d got through the week given the state she was in. 


“I need to change. Kate, I want to be like you, with a future in management and to find a decent guy because I don’t really like the bad boys, honestly, I don’t. I don’t like people thinking of me as a slut.” 


“Can we dispense with the ‘slut’ word for now? I don’t think that’s you at all and it’s not helping.” 


Kate was more gentle in her reprimand this time, but I knew she wouldn’t tolerate much more potty mouth. 


“Okay.” 


Tiffany cried almost endlessly and the snot and tear filled tissues piled up on the sofa next to her like a fermenting pile of bacteria. 


“You can stay here for the weekend if you’d like, the country air and estate ambiance might help ease your burden. We can talk more when you’ve relaxed and perhaps get my mother involved in helping you.” 


What the fuck! 


I had too many images of what Catherine’s support might look like flashing through my mind. 


“Do you ride horses?” 


“I did, but that was years ago.” 


Tiffany snivelled and thankfully her use of the tissues diminished. 


“There you go! Jacob and I have plans for the day, but I can arrange some refresher lessons for you. I’ll speak to the head groom and they’ll get you sorted.” 


“Would you mind, are you sure it’s okay?” 


She sniffed and dried her eyes, having brightened up with the thought of salvation and having a shoulder to cry on. 


“Finish up your coffee and I’ll ask someone to show you to a guest room. We have lots of spare clothes to fit you, including riding togs with a dozen horses that need to be ridden daily. I’ll let mother know you’re staying, she’ll take care of you and we’ll see you for dinner.” 


Jade, one of the housemaid’s, came quickly when Kate summoned her, received instructions and escorted a contrite Tiffany from the room. 


“Um, you’re going to let your mum loose on her?” I asked. 


“It’s a win-win. Resurgence for Tiffany and a project for my mother when she needs it most. I’m surprised you didn’t see that.” 


I smiled massively. 


“Oh, I knew exactly where you were going with that masterful display.” 


I wonder how long before Tiffany finds out why the stables transform Claire. 


“Let’s go for a walk. I’d like to introduce you to my horse, Beauty. I’ve had him for years.” 


She smiled, and my heart stopped beating momentarily. An adrenaline rush consumed me because I knew it was my turn to be schooled. 


When we walked through the garden towards the stables, I felt terrified. The beating I was about to receive was overdue by more than a week and I’d hoped good behaviour might wipe out my moment of madness. 


I speculated whether to plead my case, but knew any attempt would be undignified. Kate wouldn’t punish me unnecessarily and no matter how many escape or mitigation scenarios I ran, there was no way out of this one. 


“I can’t let the swearing go, Jacob, because your poor behaviour in that regard is too consistent.” 


“Soldiering did that to me. I’m sorry.” 


“I know you are. Your regret is post event and I need you to think harder before you act rather than apologise for it afterwards.” 


The stables smelled raw, not because of the horseshit that had been swept to the far end. It was the overwhelming, almost oppressive levels of testosterone wafting through the place that caught my attention. When we approached Beauty’s stall, the black stallion’s eyes followed me everywhere, challenging me to a pissing contest to see how far and how many buckets of male hormone I could squirt around the place. 


Beauty was the biggest horse on the estate, and an absolutely rampant stallion that only Kate could ride because he fucked around with everyone else, biting or bucking them off. He eyeballed me disapprovingly and knowingly when I stood in front of him. 


“He knows why I’m here.” 


“Of course he does, because he knows me. I don’t bring men in here to ride him.” 


“Please tell me he’s not riding me.” 


I was being flippant, hoping for some kind of reprieve. 


“Don’t be silly and stop worrying, too. I can see that you’re terrified.” 


Kate locked the stable doors from the inside to make sure we weren’t disturbed. 


“You want this transgression dispensed with and forgiven, don’t you?” 


“Yes, of course, and I know it's deserved, but-.” 


“No buts, Jacob. Let Beauty help me help you.” 


She picked up a riding crop and swished it a few times, then compared another. She chose the one with a greater flex and stowed the other. Then she went to the wooden stable wall and selected a rope. 


“Strip now.” 


“You mean naked?” 


“Is there any other kind? Just hang your clothes neatly using the nails on the wall and fold up my knickers so they don’t snag. Use the chair for them.” 


Kate studied me with an admiring expression while I undressed, folding or hanging each garment neatly until I stood in my birthday suit with no place to hide. Beauty turned his head, gave me a cursory glance, and then nodded. 


“I hoped he approved.” 


Kate ignored me, because she was in full on punishment mode, focused on every aspect of my pending thrashing. 


“I want you to lie across Beauty’s back with your head on one side of him and feet on the other. Use the step while I talk to him, so he stays nice and calm.” 


I moved the steps into place beside the massive stallion who pissed on the floor when I mounted the first. 


“Look, he’s intimidating you, Jacob.” 


Kate giggled. 


“It’s working.” 


I tried to crawl over the saddle area of the giant horse and he whinnied when I slipped back onto the steps. 


“Oh dear, he’s laughing at you now. Leap up there for god’s sake and stop being a wimp.” 


I launched myself atop Beauty and he didn’t flinch. I felt his solid muscle mass beneath me, and his heart beat thumping through my torso. His breathing was rhythmic and soothing, and presence felt oddly calming while I wriggled slightly to get comfortable. 


I felt as if we were in it together, although I was certain he could weather the riding crop far better than me if it were a competition. 


“I’m going to tie you off now, Jacob.” 


Kate looped a rope around my ankles, passed it underneath Beauty, then bound my wrists to the other end. She pulled tight to secure me into the horse’s saddle area, with no escape or reasonable amount of space to wriggle out. 


I was stuck to Beauty’s back, with no way to get loose. His coat felt rough on my skin, but the anticipation of what was to come made me forget that minor discomfort. 


“As always, honey, please say stop, halt or beg any other way and I’ll stop immediately. Do you consent to this punishment beating?” 


I grimaced, clenched my ass cheeks knowing it wouldn’t be easy, comforted only by a rush of hormones that accompanied my terrified excitement. Finally, I gritted my teeth, hissing between them. 


“Yessss.” 


Her first lash took my breath away, brought immediate tears to my eyes and tensed every muscle fibre in my body. I felt my ligaments and tendons stretch to their fullest extent, pulling against the rope, readying themselves to aid my escape. 


My heart pumped in tune with Beauty’s, and I was sure he must have felt my muscles flex, although he didn’t flinch. 


“Thats what’s in store for you, just so that you know. There will be a dozen more with increasing power and you won’t see any of them coming. Bury your face in Beauty and scream all you like, but when I’m done, I want that potty mouth gone. Do you understand me, Jacob?” 


“Yes, I do.” 


The next downward slash arrived before my mouth had closed and I screamed into Beauty, biting on his coat and getting a mouthful of rough stallion male hair. I squirmed but couldn’t move much, while the horse whinnied, laughing at me. I was totally vulnerable with no escape and my ass stung as if I’d sat on a hornet’s nest. 


“That’s the first proper one, both have left lovely stripes on your cheeks, babe. I intend this to hurt because you vexed me even though you are an otherwise perfect boyfriend.” 


She took a minute to admire her handiwork, running a finger along the second welt, sending a shock through my body. 


I sweat profusely, my heart tried tearing a gap through my rib cage to escape her thrashing. Suddenly, my punishment and her justification for it became real and my blood ran cold. This wasn’t a fun escape to a safe space and a meditative spanking. I was being given a caning extraordinaire and Kate was definitely schooling me. 


“Do you know why it’s important for you to stop swearing?” 


“Because you don’t like it?” 


My teeth ground together so hard I thought I’d chip their enamel. It’s a good job my tongue was safely out of the way or part of it would be severed and flip around the floor. I wanted to cry, such was the pain and burning sensation deep in my butt cheeks. 


Kate had hardly begun, and I already felt exhausted. 


The rush of air from the next swish came a nanosecond before the leather riding crop seared its length into my skin, flaying my flesh and forcing a welt to rise. 


My cheeks tensed again, and I felt the warmth of blood rushing to the injury, attempting to repair battle damage. My brain sent confusing signals around my body in some vain hope that an escape might be possible. When it decided there was no way out, a single message burned into my mind 


Stop swearing, Jake. 


Yeah, that’s a good idea. 


“That’s two strokes, and no, that’s not the reason at all. I want you to stop swearing as a sign that you’ll comply with my wishes even in the most extreme circumstances, when your body is screaming out and your mind is begging you to swear. At that moment, I want to know you’ll be my obedient boyfriend.” 


The next two strokes followed each other quickly, searing and cutting into my ass cheeks again, driving my face further into Beauty’s coat, where I found some release by screaming my pain where it could be muffled. 


I really cried this time, the pain was too much to stand without an emotional release. My tears flowed liberally, and I muffled my gags into Beauty. 


“That’s four, which is only one-third of the way to forgiveness, darling. Beauty is better than pillow biting, isn’t he?” 


“Yes. I’m so sorry for swearing, Kate. I really am.” 


“Should I stop, Jacob.” 


“No.” 


Why the fuck did you say that? 


“Oh, I’ll bet you are sorry, but you’ll be even more sorry when I get through with you, Jacob. There is still plenty of teaching for me to do, and for the next few strokes, I want you to think about why you thought you might get away with it. Why did you think I’d give you a pass?” 


“I… I, don’t know. I just thought with everything going on, the way you surprised me and all.” 


She caught me unaware and, with an extra hard stroke, landed perfectly with a wrist flick. Kate had changed sides and was attacking fresh meat, cooking my cheeks with her stiff riding crop. 


“Five, we’re nearly halfway there. Nothing is more important than our relationship, Jacob, not even my father’s death and certainly not me surprising you. Meeting my mom was important, and you might have messed that up.” 


“I’m sorry.” 


We reached halfway with the next stroke, but the pain didn’t subside and I wasn’t feeling numb. Kate was well and truly thrashing me, and my cheeks must have bled because they hurt like hell. I couldn’t understand how Beauty kept so still, perhaps that was his commitment to his mistress. 


I sweat uncontrollably even though a light breeze brought a chill air. 


“Do you have a hard on?” 


“Not even slightly, I’m not enjoying this at all.” 


“Do you understand the difference between a punishment and fun spanking now, honey? It’s not funny is it when you disobey me?” 


“No.” 


The next three strokes came suddenly and had me crying openly into Beauty. I was prepared to plead for mercy, but I’m not the begging kind. I realised my swearing was a big deal to Kate, vowing to curtail it immediately. The beating conveyed her annoyance and made me want to be a better man. 


“That’s eight and you’re taking your punishment well. I’m impressed Jacob. Have you learned your lesson?” 


“Yes.” 


She delivered another stroke, and as promised, each one was more painful than the preceding one. 


“Nine. Tell me what have you learned?” 


“It’s not about the swearing, it’s about having respect for you and not letting myself slip from the standards you expect.” 


I blurted and spluttered the words out, barely able to contain myself. 


My backside was seared by Kate again, and I felt sure you could have fried eggs on my cheeks. I sweat all over, soaking Beauty’s outer coat hair, but a sense of pride rushed through me, as if I was achieving something significant. 


I was growing. 


“Ten, and eleven.” 


I flinched and bit into Beauty, screaming like a trapped man being whipped. Which is precisely what I was. 


“Just one left, and it’s going to be a biggie. I’m going to untie you for this, and I want you to stay absolutely still or you’ll get two more.” 


I felt relief when the rope fell away, my muscles and tendons relaxed. Beauty swayed a little, and I tensed my torso to stay in position, determined not to let Kate down. 


“Try to point your butt a little higher, Jacob. Give me a better target and, in the moment of pain, let go of your misdeed and know that I forgive you completely.” 


I clenched and gritted everything, expecting the final lash to bear down on me soon. It didn’t come for ages, but I waited patiently, anticipating, straining every muscle until I had to relax or collapse completely. 


Then it came, and it felt as though I’d been struck by lightning. I held fast, while the pain sucked away my resolve, almost besting me. My soul prevailed and gradually the throbbing in both cheeks reduced to a tolerable level. 


Kate walked around Beauty to my head, lifting it as though I were a dead body brought to the castle gates by a knight to be exchanged for his bounty. She kissed me passionately, searching for my tongue. 


“I love you very much, Jacob.” 


“I love you too, Kate.” 


“Please get off Beauty carefully, slide back onto the steps and be dignified about it. I can’t have one of my stallions laughing at the other one.” 


I did as I was told and stood straight up on the steps beside the horse, almost to attention. He turned his head and this time I could swear Beauty had a look of admiration. I stepped backwards and turned into Kate’s arms. 


She held me tightly while I regained my strength and composure. 


“I’m so proud of you, Jacob.” 


“I won’t swear again.” 


I promised her and meant it. 


“A true knight does as his lady commands. I know you’ve learned your lesson. I also know you won’t sit comfortably for a few days.” 


“It hurts like hell.” 


“Let me get some Vitamin E oil and Sudocrem rubbed into those welts.” 


Kate sat down on a stool in the corner of Beauty’s stall and I lay across her knees while she applied the oil and cream, lovingly massaging both until fully absorbed. I became erect, and she felt my cock poke into her thighs. When I stood up, she stroked my shaft, cupping my balls gently for a minute before telling me to get dressed. 


I dressed slowly and carefully. Kate’s panties felt harsh on my burning cheeks, but that settled after a few minutes. I walked out of the stables, a little gingerly at first, patting Beauty’s head before we left. It felt as though I was thanking a comrade after we had returned from a successful mission. 


By the time I reached the house, my strength and demeanour were back to normal and it was only when I sat down in the living room opposite Kate’s mother that I was reminded of my chastisement when thirteen welts on my backside made their presence known to me. 


“Ahh, you didn’t get a pass then, I see. That’s good, and I hope it’s made you a better man, Jacob.” 


Catherine nodded her approval, beaming at me as though I’d won a school race and she was a proud mother. She turned to Kate. 


“Congratulations, my dear, that stallion of yours is most definitely worth taming.” 


“I think I’ll end your abstinence tonight, Jacob. You’ve done well.” 


“Bravo Jacob. I’m rooting for you. I like a man who takes his punishment well.” 


Catherine raised her glass of sherry to me, and we all laughed. It seemed Granger’s Hall was very familiar with and unashamed about female leadership. 



Chapter Fifteen

Shaking The Tree

◆◆◆

“Will you take on the CEO position your father vacated, dear?” 


Catherine probed gently, once Kate had settled into her chair at the dining table but before she could enjoy her breakfast of poached eggs on toast. 


“Not yet, but I’m going to the Board Meeting today. Jacob’s coming too.” 


“He won’t be comfortable in those chairs after you introduced him to Beauty yesterday, the poor chap. You might have planned that a little better.” 


“I’ll let you know how it goes, and don’t forget we have the lawyers again on Tuesday next week for signing everything off from dad’s will.” 


Kate avoided answering her mother when she felt a boundary was being crossed, but always kept things pleasant until pushed too far. I was her responsibility and although Catherine took a keen interest in all family members there were limits to what my girlfriend would accept. 


I steered a path away from both of them when their swords were drawn, which thankfully happened infrequently. There was no benefit to me or them in my becoming involved in their bickering. 


I moved the subject away from GD, me and a potential flare up. 


“How’s Tiffany?” 


Kate’s face brightened up as though her personal assistant’s rehabilitation were important. 


“That’s one for you to answer mom.” 


“I have her things being collected today from the city. She’s ridden a few of the stallions in the yard and manège. Our head groom says she’s ready to go hacking, so I may ride with her today, but the proper work starts next week.” 


“Don’t forget that she must return to the office soon, mom, there’s work to be done and I can’t have a temp substituting much longer.” 


“You own the company now, Kate, and besides that, you asked me to fix her, which takes time.” 


Catherine scoffed as if her daughter were being ridiculous. 


“That’s a good point on all three counts, and I’m totally supportive of your work with Tiffany. Let me know when you think she’ll be ready. Perhaps she can try part-time the week after next, once you have her in a routine. Shall we discuss more at dinner?” 


I left the breakfast table to collect our coffees from the chef, waving my BMW keys when I returned to attract Kate’s attention. I wore a pair of Hugo Boss jeans from my apartment wardrobe that we’d transferred to Granger Hall. A light orange collared shirt with button-two, blue silk lined linen blazer that Kate ordered for me, finished my look for the GD office. 


My girlfriend stared me up and down, approved and seemed confirmed in her opinion that I was better off dressed in smart casuals than becoming a corporate drone. 


We both kissed Catherine on her cheek and I followed Kate to the front door, picking up her coat and briefcase on the way, packing them in the boot of my car. 


When I pressed the ignition button, my throaty BMW M5 engine roared, ripping a smile onto my face, and I felt like a kid with a brand new top of the range mountain bike for their birthday. Kate laughed and leaned across the centre console, kissing me on the cheek. 


Our journey to the headquarters campus of Global Defence was serene, because I drive carefully with a passenger on board. The car’s air suspension was set to comfort mode, and we chatted about her new business empire on the way. I detected no anxiety in Kate’s voice or from her body language; it was as though we were heading for a normal day at the car rental office. 


Today was anything but that. 


“Park behind them, please, Jacob.” 


“Are you sure?” 


“I’m sure that’s my father’s parking spot, it says CEO on the plate in front so, park behind them, making sure they can’t leave until I do.” 


Some fool had parked their Mercedes in her father’s CEO parking spot. Although she wasn’t officially the CEO yet, Kate wasn’t about to allow someone else to take her dad’s place. I felt proud at the fire burning in her eyes accompanying a new determined ambition clearly writ large across her face. 


“It’s a power play by some limp dick, fat executive,” I said. 


“They won’t have any dick in half an hour.” 


We didn’t need to sign in; the reception and security staff were prepared for the new owner of their company, probably having memorised Kate’s photograph. They whisked us through security and onto a VIP elevator that exited on the tenth floor. 


Panoramic views over the GD campus from the corridor leading to its company boardroom were incredible. Inside the executive heart, the views were repeated and complimented by sumptuous furniture and fittings, suggesting the boardroom had witnessed many impressive contract negotiations and signings. 


Aside from the obvious massive table with dozens of leather swivel chairs around it for working sessions such as today, the room had leather sofas for seating at least a dozen people in comfort, with a hospitality bar that one might expect in an airport first-class lounge. 


Kate strode into the room, aiming straight for her father’s old chair at the head of the table. 


“All thirty-six of you are here and I see the non executives have turned up too. That’s good, everyone made the effort, thank you.” 


Kate owned the room immediately, strolling confidently past everyone, aimed and armed like a guided missile. 


“Roger, fuck off out of my seat. Now!” 


A man stood up, stumbled over his own feet, regained balance and then darted for cover. I couldn’t help chuckling inside with a face I felt sure shimmered proudly while following in the wake of hurricane Kate. The directors shifted seats, moving down the line to accommodate Roger. 


“The owner of the silver Mercedes that’s in my parking spot, please raise your hand.” 


Roger, now sat immediately to the right of Kate, raised his hand in an arrogant gesture of affirmation. 


“Wait downstairs in reception, Roger.” 


“Wh… What do you mean?” 


“Do you speak English?” 


“Yes, of course.” 


“Then you know exactly what I mean.” 


Roger, who I later found out was the Chief Operations Officer, collected his things and walked sullenly out of the boardroom with his tail between his legs. 


Kate summoned a lady who sat at the back of the room, taking notes. 


“Sarah, revoke Roger’s access credentials, have his things packed up, and get security to escort him off-site. Call a taxi, but make sure it’s not expensed to GD.” 


“Umm, he’s got a car,” Sarah replied. 


“Yes, but it’s blocked because of his silly parking violation. He’ll have to come back once I leave later on tonight and wait at the outer gate for someone to bring it to him. Perhaps he’ll learn how to park properly after this, but not around here.” 


The room fell silent for a minute while Sarah made calls, speaking in hushed tones. 


“You aren’t the CEO yet.” 


The man’s voice had a metal table sign confirming that he was the Chief Finance Officer. Kate stood up, surveyed the room as if squaring off to everyone in it. 


“You’ve all ridden this gravy train for long enough. If you want to stay and work for me, that’s fine, if you don’t, just leave now.” 


Nobody left. 


“Since we have a quorum of the board, and as the majority shareholder I’m proposing that we hold an extraordinary meeting to appoint my father’s replacement, do I have a seconder?” 


Half the hands in the room were raised, some more hesitantly than others. Those who didn’t, wore expressions of surprise, terror or a combination of both, and seemed paralysed. 


Kate picked someone at random to second her motion, and Sarah noted her name. 


“All those in favour of holding an extraordinary meeting say aye and raise your right hand.” 


Kate looked around the room, pretending to count while giving everyone a chance to properly decide which camp they would support for the coming arduous campaign. 


“Carried, unanimously.” 


Sarah scribbled furiously on her pad. I felt aroused, by the sheer scale of my girlfriend’s confidence. 


“I declare the extraordinary board meeting is open, and that its first order of business is to replace my father as CEO. Would anyone like to propose themselves or someone else as the new CEO?” 


It felt comical to me because Kate looked as though she’d genuinely welcome someone accepting her challenge, but I knew that wasn’t true. 


I scanned the room and saw nobody that seemed to be in the mood to commit career suicide, evidenced by their deathly silence and navel gazing. Kate continued standing, although it felt like she circled the room as an eagle, smiling at friends and strangers, moving from one to the next while they waited for when she might strike. 


“In the absence of any volunteer, I’ll propose myself for the position of CEO. From all those executive directors eligible to vote, may I have a seconder?” 


Hands shot up more quickly this time because a clear realisation had dawned on those who saw a changing of the guard coming. Kate picked one colleague at random, and Sarah jotted his name down. 


“All those in favour of my motion for Kate Granger to become the CEO of GD, succeeding my father, please raise your right hands now.” 


All eligible hands in the room went up, and a chorus of ayes followed quickly. Unanimity was arising from the flames of Roger’s departure. 


Your father would be proud, Kate. I know I am. The King is dead, long live the Queen. 


It was Kate’s moment of triumph, and I felt proud of my formidable girlfriend. 


“Thank you for installing me as your new CEO.” 


Kate sat down, smiled at me, winked, then studied her board of directors, allowing them to chat amongst themselves before holding a hand up for order. 


“Are you satisfied due process has now been done, David?” 


David nodded sullenly while others looked on, terrified that their rallying point was so easily slain. Kate owned the room and, as of a few minutes ago, that included those previously self assured men and women sitting around her board room table. 


“Okay, my first act as CEO is to ask everyone to take a sheet of paper, a pen, and, using two sides of A4, write out your job descriptions for me, listing all the things that you do for the company. Then I want you to list your top ten objectives for the coming year. I’ll return in four hours to review each, then interview you all privately. Anyone that can’t stomach working for me can use the paper to scribble out your resignations without further prejudice.” 


Kate left the room with me in tow, beaming at the ashen grey faces of thirty-five executives that had collectively shit their pants. 


Fuck me, you’re magnificent and I can still swear in my head! 


We strode side by side along the main corridor, turned left, then right and left again, arriving at a door with a brass plaque: 


Kate Granger. 


The Office of the Chief Executive Officer. 


Global Defence. 


Her shiny sign was brand new, as was the outer office door, and the carpet and furniture inside the room. In fact, the whole place was freshly decorated. We walked into her outer office where half a dozen staff who directly supported the CEO stood up to welcome their new boss. Each person stepped out from behind their workstations, offering outstretched hands and delighted expressions. 


“Everything is exactly per the specifications you instructed, Miss Granger.” 


He was a man in his forties, who looked studious, respectful, and pleased to see Kate. 


“Two cappuccinos please, Andrew.” 


He opened the door to Kate’s inner sanctum, and we walked inside. Her office was enormous, with impressive views over the campus in two directions. Against one wall, was a glass partitioned meeting room, accommodating twelve seats and large conference table, with three wooden doors on the other side, that I assumed were toilets and changing areas. 


Kate strolled slowly to her father’s chair, stroking its plush leather headrest lovingly, before looking out of the window behind. When she sat in the only remnant of his reign that she’d kept I noticed her respectful expression. 


I closed the door to her outer office, then turned to look at my girlfriend, utterly speechless. She stared back, unsure, shrugging at me. 


“How did I do?” 


“Like Caesar entering Rome after conquering the Gauls. I have rarely felt so proud of anyone in my life.” 


“Oh, Jacob, that’s so kind of you.” 


“You were magnificent. You owned them all and still do, as a matter of fact. That board meeting will become part of GD company folklore.” 


“I wasn’t sure I wanted to be the CEO until that wanker parked in dad’s spot. My father built this company from nothing and I’m damn sure I won’t let it crumble in their procrastinating hands.” 


She spun the chair around, staring out of the window at the vast campus of manufacturing, research and development buildings. 


“Don’t worry daddy, your company is safe now, I promise you the good days will return to GD.” 


She was true to her word, and exactly four hours after she’d set the director’s their task, Kate returned to the boardroom with an enthralled boyfriend attached to her hip. 


“I see we’re down to thirty-one, although I suspect another six or seven of you are already planning an exit. I don’t hold that against anyone. Resisting change is hard to overcome, but in this case it’s necessary.” 


Kate held aloft four hastily signed and dated resignation letters. 


“It’s good for us to have a clear out.” 


When she sat down and one of the non-executives chuckled loudly, Kate’s head snapped towards him, focusing her blazing eyes on a new target. 


“Is something amusing you, Simon?” 


Kate was ready to slay anyone standing in her way and I saw her talons exposed, at the ready. 


Simon leaned back in his chair, looking very satisfied. 


“I’ve been praying this day would come for a long time. Your father was a great man who built GD, but in the absence of his leadership, many of the people in this room have grown fat on their expense accounts and lazy at their desks. Bravo Kate and thank you, I fully support you.” 


He beamed proudly at her, and I could see that Kate was glad to have at least one ally. When I looked around the room, others in the new CEOs camp nodded their approval, smiling and becoming more relaxed. Some were sullen and clearly plotted her downfall. 


You’ll have to go through me! 


For most of the day, Kate took interviews in her office. 


“I want you right there with me, Jacob, taking notes and sharing your insights afterwards.” 


“I’m not a business executive.” 


“Actually, you are, we all are if we want to be. You and I are in this together, and I want to get it right, so I’ll have your opinion, thank you. Any questions?” 


She challenged me to disagree with or sass her. I wouldn’t and wouldn’t dare, in that order, so I smiled, nodding my obedience. 


“No, of course not. It’s my pleasure to help you.” 


“Good boy, Jacob.” 


She interviewed each board member, nailing their deliverables and objectives with surgical precision. Most left her office happy that a roadmap to their personal success was established, but some naysayers and refuseniks looked glum, sullen or were downright insolent. I marked those men and women as wankers. 


Later, when she read my notes, Kate scowled at me. 


“You think I’ve been swearing?” 


“Naughty Jacob!” 


“Okay, I’d like to mitigate that accusation before you decide on a course of action, please.” 


“Go ahead.” 


She seemed amused and, as always, Kate was willing to listen. 


“First, although not in the dictionary, the word is an apt description of their character and second, I never said it; I wrote it. Third, you set a precedence by calling the chief operations officer a wanker to me, which defined a category that I have simply populated with more of them.” 


Kate thought for a moment. 


“It’s a grey area, but I’ll forgive you because I can’t argue against any of those points.” 


She laughed, and my fear drained when she hugged me. 


“I’m so glad you can make me laugh, Jacob. Oh, I don’t know if you realised that I have been trying out both forms of your name.” 


“I did.” 


“I prefer Jacob from now on.” 


“I do too, thank you, Katherine.” 


She eyeballed me, but couldn’t hide her smile for long. 


“Just this once.” 


She locked down the executive floor, sent out for pizzas and scheduled a wash-up board meeting for 9PM, to be attended by anyone wishing to keep their job. 


It was Friday, so her initiative went down like a tonne of lead on half a dozen balloons. She snapped two more egos, satisfying me because I’d labelled both as wankers and I was sure Kate had too. 


We were down to twenty-nine. 


“Anne?” 


She focussed on a thirty something year old woman seated halfway down the table leg on Kate’s right-hand side. The GD sales director shifted uncomfortably, as if readying herself for an attack. 


“Yes, Kate?” 


“Talk to us about sales, please.” 


“What would you like to know, it’s a big and complex area.” 


Her reply was curt and I’m sure Anne regretted it in hindsight. There was an almost indistinguishable sharp intake of breath around the room. 


Kate eyeballed Anne dispassionately. It wasn’t the same as in my disciplinary meeting; she was cold and seemed threatening this time. 


“Imagine that I’m the owner of this company.” 


Kate paused, maintaining a stare that would terrify anyone. She shrugged and smiled dangerously. 


“Because that’s what I am.” 


She allowed time for her words to sink in. 


“Based on your deliverables, Anne, tell me what growth you’re targeting for GD over the coming twelve months.” 


Anne shuffled some papers around, opened her iPad, and flicked through a few PowerPoint slides. She connected to a projector on the ceiling, launched her presentation, and the GD company logo appeared on the opposite wall. Twenty-nine chairs swung away from Kate to watch a sales presentation that none of them had bothered with before. 


Anne explained each slide, talking through GD’s current production and delivery programs, their turnover and estimated profit yields. She described sales projections for our current client list and the potential revenues from forthcoming programs, the procurement cycles and how she’d engaged account managers and bid writers to address various opportunities. 


Kate allowed Anne plenty of time to talk and present her thoughts and analysis. It was difficult to know whether my girlfriend was impressed or not. 


After half an hour, Anne had got fully into her stride, seemed confident and closed her presentation with a smugness that I knew was about to be demolished. 


“We don’t target new business or growth, then?” 


I blame it on her not knowing how Kate might react, but when Anne laughed sarcastically, it was probably the worst move of her life. 


“Why are you laughing? I didn’t see any growth planning in your presentation.” 


Anne was still supremely confident in herself, and flicked back through the presentation, stopping at a slide she thought would help illustrate her point. 


“This is the German future battle tank program. The contract is out for tender in three months' time, we’re bidding on it and that’s targeting new business.” 


Anne looked around the room, seeking validation, smug and satisfied that she’d defended her corner. Most of the others averted their eyes, and those who didn’t look away, had fearful expressions, because they knew what I did. Kate was hunting and had already trapped her prey, they just didn’t know how or what might happen next, and Anne couldn’t see it coming. 


I enjoyed Kate’s performance more than an action thriller movie. It was on the edge of the seat stuff. 


“Who makes the current German main battle tank?” 


“We do.” 


Anne’s expression faltered, she still hadn’t realised how vulnerable she’d become nor how quickly, but sensed that danger lurked in the CEO’s chair. 


“So if we’re the current manufacturers of the German main battle tank, how is this new business? How is it growth?” 


“It’s a new tank?” 


Anne was definitely unsure of herself and her face revealed a growing fear. 


“It’s continuing business from an existing customer. Is that what you’re calling new business, is that growth?” 


“Um, I guess so, we’ve always considered it that way.” 


“If we win this contract, how much will it push up our incoming revenue?” 


“It won’t. It will replace existing turnover.” 


“Will it deliver a higher profit?” 


“No.” 


“How is it growth, then?” 


Kate dropped the guillotine blade to a sharp intake of breath from her audience that should have created a vacuum in the room. 


“I don’t know.” 


Anne looked desperate. It was easy to see that nobody had ever challenged the sales director’s business logic, which was absolutely crushed by Kate. 


“My question was, hold on one-second Anne, so that we get the exact words.” 


Kate turned to Sarah. 


“Could you read back what I asked Anne?” 


Sarah shuffled backwards a few pages through her shorthand notes. 


“Based on your deliverables, tell me what growth you are targeting for GD in the coming twelve months,” Sarah replied. 


Kate turned back to Anne. 


“Growth, Anne. When something grows, it gets bigger, like the fear I smell in this room. How does the German future main battle tank contribute towards our company’s growth?” 


“It doesn’t.” 


“Thank you, it’s time for some honesty in this room folks. Anne isn’t the only one navel gazing around here, and this is far from being her fault. This is a team failure because too many of you are in your silos, failing to take a wider view and offering no help to each other.” 


She tapped her phone, took control of the ceiling mounted projector and displayed a single slide in plain black text on a white background. 


“GD has achieved, give or take a few million, an annual sales revenue of sixty-eight billion dollars every year for the last five years. There has been zero growth since dad left.” 


Kate stood up and walked to the wall where her slide was displayed to point out the specific numbers. 


“We achieved a four percent net profit five years ago, which has eroded every year to become two point nine percent today.” 


She looked around the room, allowing a very embarrassing silence to run rampant through their minds. I thought it would be funny if tumbleweed rolled across the almost twenty metre wooden table surface. 


“Our costs go up, but we churn over the same revenues year after year through a sausage machine that leaks profit. We have no money for more research and development, no money for pay rises or incentive programs and no money for bonuses or dividends for my family, your shareholders.” 


They were dumbstruck. Nobody had ever spoken to them so plainly, blaming no one specifically but everyone collectively. 


“We are withering on the vine folks.” 


Anne sent her hand up, and I had to give her credit for some honesty. 


“Yes, we are, and to be honest, I didn’t see that. I’m really sorry.” 


Anne looked distressed and apologetic, making no attempt to defend herself, and that got my respect. 


“You aren’t alone and this isn’t your fault, everyone here must take collective responsibility.” 


She scanned the room, waiting for something that even I couldn’t figure out. 


“David?” 


The CFO had been oddly silent throughout. He was hired four years ago when Richard Granger was in declining health and could no longer steer the company finances the way he once had. 


“Yes, Kate?” 


He straightened his suit jacket and smiled without a care in the world. It amazed me at how many of these fools were arrogant in the face of their impending demise. 


“What’s your take on this situation?” 


“I don’t work in sales.” 


He looked very sure of himself, and I wanted to pummel his face into the wall. On two hundred and seventy grand a year plus a benefit and pension package, at least half that again, David wasn’t cheap. 


“Did you explain to Anne that her sales plan wasn’t targeting growth?” 


“No.” 


“Did you help plan our sales growth for the next few years with Anne?” 


“No! Look, what is this about? I run the accounting and finance department.” 


“Are you just keeping score, then?” 


“Well, of course not.” 


“Okay, then explain to your fellow directors how you are helping Anne or anyone else in this room to grow our business.” 


“Um, er.” 


He finally recognised the danger, but was already neck deep in quicksand. His eyes darted around the room furtively, and the lack of any supporters returning his begging glances shot his confidence to pieces. 


Nobody would rescue him. I guessed it was because David was a worm of a man. I watched Anne, noticing her relief, but her expression remained uncertain. Kate’s revelation was a massive blow to her confidence, and one that the sales director was still processing. 


“What is your title?” 


“I’m the Chief Financial Officer, which you and everyone here know already.” 


He seemed desperate to retain some dignity but flailing in the ocean like a drowning man. 


“Which means everything to do with money at GD, in all of its forms, is partly your responsibility?” 


“Yes.” 


“Including managing the incoming revenues from our sales?” 


“Yes.” 


“I think it’s time for you to leave, David.” 


Kate shrugged as if it were the most obvious course of action for him, and one that he should implement immediately. I felt it was like a Japanese World War II moment where the General casually demanded that all officers present should fall on their swords rather than continue living in shame. 


“Are you firing me?” 


He looked stunned; I mean genuinely surprised, and at that moment, I realized David believed himself indispensable. 


“It depends on how you want your departure to look on LinkedIn. There are still a few blank sheets of paper somewhere. If you sign one of those before you leave my board room, then I don’t have to fire you, you won’t be offended and nobody will know how shit you are at being a CFO.” 


I stifled a laugh when David stood up, because he walked like a robot fighting its programming, rocking around with arms and legs that struggled awkwardly. He passed by Kate to reach a pile of A4 paper with raw hatred in his eyes, matching his cowardly nature. 


I grinned, daring him to say something that might excuse my reaction even though that would probably result in a meeting adjournment while an ambulance removed David. He bent over the table and scribbled a few words on a sheet of paper, which he signed, and then held out to Kate. 


“Pass it to Sarah and she’ll arrange for your departure.” 


Kate smiled and nodded over-enthusiastically at David, as if she couldn’t wait for him to crawl out of the room. 


“We’ll have a fifteen-minute break while security helps our ex CFO pack up and get to his car. Grab yourselves a drink and we’ll meet back here to discuss solutions.” 


When the room burst like an exploding ants’ nest, Anne made a beeline for Kate, who was preparing to follow everyone else to the door. 


“I’m sorry, Kate, I have no excuse.” 


She seemed genuinely contrite, and it impressed me. In a short time, Anne had realised the part she played in the problem and sought to make things right. Anyone who supported my girlfriend was automatically my ally, so I smiled encouragingly at the distressed woman. 


“Let’s turn the page and solve this together. I’m sorry it got uncomfortable for you in the hot seat, but I don’t blame you for anything.” 


Anne burst into tears. Luckily, the room was empty aside from Sarah and me and we both loitered out of the way, pretending to chat casually while ear-wigging. Kate wrapped her arms around GD’s sobbing sales director. 


“Please stop worrying and always know that I am here to help you. Daddy’s company will rise again and you’ll be in the engine room with Jacob and I to make sure of that.” 


“Thank you.” 


Anne bowed her head. Kate handed over a few tissues and consoled her until she was ready to join the others for a break outside. 


We hurried back to Kate’s office. I had to run in front to open the door for her and couldn’t understand the rush. When I closed the door behind us, she grabbed my hands and pulled me in, kissing me hard. 


When her lips struck mine it felt like a volcanic eruption. Her raw emotions fed into mine and I felt the high excitement she had. 


She pushed my head downwards, forcing me gently to my knees. Kate lifted her skirt up and dropped her panties, stepping out and leaving me to pick up and pocket them. 


“Sorry, Jacob, but you only have about six minutes to work some magic with your lovely tongue.” 


She pulled me gently into her crotch, shuffling her feet apart and pushing her thighs wide. Kate leaned back against the door and pushed her hips out, providing me with better access. 


I smelled Kate’s sweet arousal and saw her lady moisture waiting to burst from two swollen and freshly shaven labia. I collected her nectar greedily, making my tongue rigid and forcing its sides into a scoop shape. Then I licked her honeydew slit from bottom to top, swallowing, while Kate shuddered on my road to ecstasy. 


I sucked Kate’s clitoris, creating an intense vacuum around the swelling love nut, forcing her to wriggle and moan with delight. Then I chewed on both swollen pussy lips gently, while stimulating her clit with my nose, building our pathway to a much needed relief. 


Kate had become more prolific with her juice flow since our early cunnilingus sessions. I’d reassured her to provide me more nectar, and she’d become confident knowing that I enjoyed her flavour and wanted as much of it as possible. 


I went to work with fervour, determined to satisfy my girlfriend and ensure she’d get off on my tongue. I used two fingers from each hand to peel aside her pussy lips, stretching her clitoris wide and isolating it so that I could drag it vigorously up and down, then from side to side. 


Every twenty-seconds, I descended back into Kate’s heavenly pussy hole, harvesting whatever juice was available. I returned to her clitoris, sucking it hard, lifting her protective hood to flick the sensitive, treasured bean inside. 


“Fucking hell Jacob, you are such an accomplished pussy licker, giving a girl such magnificent head.” 


I was certain her office staff must have heard Kate’s butt and head slam off the door while I worked her cunt. Then I realised why she’d had a new, heavier door installed. 


When she climaxed, Kate’s knees buckled, and I held the back of her thighs so that she didn’t slide onto the floor. I kept going, licking with an intensity that forced wave after wave of intense pleasure through my beloved’s body. She squirted unicorn pee, and I gratefully swallowed while Her entire weight was supported in my hands, or by my head, face and lips that were buried in her. 


Kate’s orgasm felt urgent, as she squirted more excitement down my throat like a prize that I’d worked hard for, deserved, and one that she appreciated giving me. 


I knew she was ovulating, because she’d told me she was due to have her period soon, and I think that, plus her boardroom victory, helped me to make quick work of her sexual frustration. 


I pinned her to the door with her weight bearing down onto me until I’d cleaned Kate properly, sucking each pussy lip dry while she rode the retreat of her climactic storm. 


When she was done, I carried her to a comfortable chair where she rested for a minute before going to the toilet to freshen up. 


When she returned, Kate looked relaxed, as though she’d just come home from a spa weekend and I felt happy. 


“Thank you Jacob, you’re like one of those express tyre changing joints where they can service you in a few minutes.” 


“I’m glad to be of service to you.” 


I handed Kate her panties, and she stepped into them, smiling at me appreciatively. She tousled her hair, pulling it into a tidy state, then kissed me gratefully before taking her handbag. 


We strolled back to the boardroom with Kate in a relaxed mood. The muscles controlling my tongue felt cramped, and I hadn’t had time to swill out my mouth or wipe my chin clean. I smelled and tasted of my gorgeous girlfriend and was terrified that others might notice if they got within range of my pussy breath. 


“Twenty-eight of you stayed. Thank you, that’s a great sized team, although I’ll have to replace David with an actual CFO.” 


“What about everyone else here, Kate?” 


Simon looked concerned and was the spokesperson for others. I looked around the room and saw a mixture of happy, terror and hostility. He clasped his hands in front and nodded, pursing his lips as though frustrated. 


“You’ve done the right thing in shaking the tree, but there are some good people here. What about them?” 


Her eyes softened. I knew Kate to be fair, and she acknowledged it was a reasonable question. 


“Anne has unfairly taken the brunt of today’s turmoil. She needs the support that all of you are here to provide her with. If you can’t get behind a sales plan that underpins a healthy business, then it’s over for all of us. 


She paused for long enough to allow her words to sink in. 


“I say, we should do this together.” 


I noticed a few more dissenters had crossed over to join Kate’s winning team. Her words of encouragement provoked light chatter and approving nods among the directors. She allowed them to talk, and I saw people making plans, forging new relationships, and all catalysed by my girlfriend. I looked at the wall behind her to the portrait of her father, Richard. 


You’d be a fucking proud dad, mate. 


I sidled up close to my girlfriend, whispering. 


“Fancy a chamomile tea.” 


I noticed she’d slipped her heels off under the table for more comfort. Kate eyed me suspiciously. 


“Chamomile tea?” 


“Good for your stomach cramps, the ones coming soon.” 


She looked astonished and her two blue pools of affection were all I needed to fuel my happiness. 


“Oh, yes, please, Jacob!” 


Her smile fuelled an explosion of happiness in my heart, and I saw the gentle Kate that everyone in the room had missed so far. I went to the self-service beverage area, smiled back, and fixed us both a chamomile tea that I knew I would hate, but didn’t care. While I worked, she brought everyone to order and continued the meeting. 


“I’m willing to book rooms at the Grange hotel down the road. I’ll pick up all the costs except alcohol, for those who’ll work here through the weekend. By Monday, I’d like to see a realistic plan to move our company from declining sales to an upward tick.” 


She gave them a few minutes to mull it over. Anne looked relieved and others spoke to her excitedly, asking what she needed or were offering what support they could. 


“Can I have a show of hands, how many rooms am I booking?” 


It was unanimous, and my Kate had prevailed. 



Chapter Sixteen

Loyalty Is Rewarded

◆◆◆

The next week passed by in a blur as if my life were being recorded through a poorly focussed camera lens. Each day we rose early, ran, then breakfasted with my new extended family, which included Tiffany. After that, I drove us to the GD campus. 


The mood at Granger’s Hall was subdued for most of the week. How the house ran, changed in small ways as Catherine came to terms with her husband’s death. She sought Kate’s opinion on most things, but my girlfriend was so heavily burdened with work the pair often bickered. 


One morning, while languishing on our bed I broached the subject, hoping to help. 


“Your mother is formidable.” 


I didn’t get any further before Kate spun around with a quizzical expression. She had her hair wrapped up in one towel, wearing another, halfway through getting ready for work and I realised my timing might have been better. 


“Where are you going with this, Jacob? Just spit it out. We don’t have a lot of time.” 


“I think you and mom need to sit down and have a good talk about the challenges she has here.” 


“She’s coping fine.” 


“She isn’t, Kate.” 


“How so?” 


“She’s clearing out a lifetime of memories from this house, changing systems of running the estate that Richard put in place, and it’s hurting her that you have no time.” 


Kate sat down heavily next to me on the bed with a furrowed brow. She glanced at me, then looked away in thoughtful contemplation. 


“I have to fix problems at GD, they are more important than Granger’s Hall.” 


“Is GD more important than your mother?” 


“No.” 


“Then why not find time to help your mother in the planning and decision making here? I’ll help too. If the plan for how the stables are run in the future is important to Catherine it might help if she felt you cared too.” 


I got a few more glances, mostly loving but some questioning. Kate was nothing if not introspective and honest if she got something wrong. 


“You’re right, Jacob, and thank you. I’ll make sure mom feels supported.” 


She brought up the subject in the most simple way at breakfast, suggesting to her mom they meet after dinner to discuss a long-term plan for the Granger family estate. I noticed Catherine’s mood lift immediately and felt proud to have helped. 


Kate met with her father’s car rental company directors and agreed on a short-term plan that included introducing her as the new company owner and CEO. 


Kate’s first period with us as a couple was an education for me and, although I’d prepared, I would do better next time. My initial success with camomile tea was backed up with massages on her shoulders and feet. I prepared hot water bottles for night time stomach cramps and extra painkillers in case she ran out. 


She’d denied all orgasms for me during her period, so we both abstained, which I thought was fair enough. 


The initial sales meeting at GD’s campus on Monday morning went well. Many exhausted faces around the boardroom table had put together a plan that satisfied Kate and they accepted collective responsibility to present and implement it. They had a consensus, and an invigorated spirit that was absent before my girlfriend had landed on them, with her talons drawn. 


On Wednesday afternoon, Kate seemed tired and withdrawn, but I needed to brief her on the progress that I’d made, so I entered her lair, cautious of the mood she wore heavily. 


“I had a look around research and development as you asked. They don’t do field testing until a late stage of production, by which time, if the product fails, it’s already cost a fortune.” 


“What do you recommend?” 


“The recommendation didn’t come from me, but I think it’s worth pursuing. We’ve got an intern in a department full of busy people. She has an idea to use rapid prototyping to allow user testing at an early stage. Nobody listens to her, but I can’t blame them.” 


“Why? Is she a pain in the ass?” 


“Not at all, quite the opposite, actually. They all like her immensely. The department head isn’t being briefed properly by management, company priorities change every week, and the research philosophy isn’t road mapped. They just don’t have time to listen to her.” 


“What should be done, then?” 


“Implement her ideas on the body armour program. We make armour plates using ceramic silicon carbide and deliver unique designs to sixteen countries. She can make the prototype plates on 3D Printers and send ten pairs to each customer for them to trial their specific design of shape, weight and bulk for a few weeks. They can keep trying different specifications until they are happy and then we can make the bullet proof versions later to test shoot.” 


“What’s the difference?” 


“3D printed armour plates cost four thousand dollars for ten pairs, the designs take a week and printer production is overnight.” 


“And the ceramic ones?” 


“Two hundred thousand dollars for each design mould, multiplied per country and for each iteration. Then it takes three months for each design to be prepared.” 


Kate slumped backwards into her chair. 


“How did this happen?” 


“Richard did it the old-fashioned way, and there’s nothing wrong with that, because 3D printing technology was just beginning when he became sick. If he’d stayed for the past five years, he would have done it the way this intern suggests. I’m sure of that.” 


“What should I do?” 


“Call the intern and her boss up here and ask them what they need to change things. We did a quick calculation and you’ll save at least eight million dollars this quarter if you move quickly enough across multiple programs.” 


“You do it Jacob, please.” 


“I, er.. I-“ 


“Don’t question me, just get it done.” 


“Understood, consider it done.” 


“Now give me a kiss.” 


I went to her, and Kate hugged me tightly. We kissed, and she searched earnestly for my tongue, connecting and confirming her love. I knew my girlfriend was under pressure and hoped to ease that. 


“Thank you for looking after daddy’s company.” 


“I’m looking after my girlfriend.” 


“I love you, Jacob.” 


“I love you too.” 


By Friday evening, we were exhausted. Until then, Kate had held non stop meetings with directors, department heads, union chiefs and anyone who held a key that might open a doorway, unlocking GD’s success. 


Her ability to assimilate knowledge, turn it into strategy, develop objectives and coach others, intimidated and worried me, and she noticed my withdrawal. 


I detected her irritation when we got home that evening. Kate was quiet at dinner, shoving her food around the plate noisily to signal her ire without eating, and she didn’t engage with me at all. 


I opened up once we were alone in her bedroom, desperate to understand what I might have done wrong. 


“Is something wrong, darling?” 


“I’m afraid there is, yes, Jacob. You’ve been getting more distant these past couple of days and I’m vexed about it.” 


She looked annoyed, and I knew Kate was close to chastising me. 


“I’m really sorry, babe.” 


“You’ll have to do better than that. I deserve an explanation.” 


“I’m still figuring out how to fit in properly at GD.” 


“Why should I suffer because you lack confidence and don’t enjoy working there?” 


Kate seemed furious, and I was making a mess of explaining myself to her. I paused and collected my thoughts, trying desperately to home in on what bothered my girlfriend. 


“I don’t understand, Kate. I’m really sorry, but I don’t know what I’ve done wrong. Please explain it to me.” 


Her eyes welled up with tears and I darted over quickly, holding her where she sat on the bed. 


“It’s not fair to me when you distance yourself, and it’s not what I asked of you.” 


“I don’t want to get in your way, sweetheart.” 


“That’s stupid Jacob, you’ll have to explain yourself properly, and don’t mess with me because I’m really annoyed with you.” 


A raging fire burned in her eyes and I realised my insecurity at her company had a much greater impact than I’d considered possible. 


“I’m in awe of you, Kate, honestly.” 


She turned her head slowly, viewing me a little cynically, narrowing both eyes. I was treading on thin ice. 


“Really? You can do better than that, Jacob.” 


She used the tissue I passed, drying tears away from her eyes and cheeks. Her gentle sniffs were endearing, conveying a genuine vulnerability that I’d somehow contributed to. I was keen to assuage her heartbreak and move on. 


“I’ve seen nothing like you, not anywhere, and certainly not in business. I want to help and, of course, I shall, because I’d gladly follow you to the end of time, but I can’t impede the great work you’re doing.” 


“You never do. I enjoy having you close by.” 


Kate smiled lovingly, somewhat reassured but shrugged her shoulders not really understanding what I was trying to say. She held my hand, tracing a finger on the back of mine. 


“I love being close to you, too, Kate. I’m being careful to make sure I compliment rather than obstruct your progress. If we’re not careful, the other executives will use any gap between us to drive a wedge.” 


“Okay, that’s true, but you are essential to GD, look at how you saved money just by visiting the research and development department? I spoke to accounts, they met with the head of R&D and that intern, she’s Jessica by the way. They have a few planned initiatives to save at least fifty million dollars over the next eighteen months. Thats a vast improvement in performance and a massive chance to invest more money and build out of this rut.” 


“Nobody knows that I made it happen, Kate.” 


Her expression changed immediately, and I saw a flare up coming. 


“Oh, you want credit for it? Sorry, I didn’t realise that.” 


Kate snapped at me sarcastically, then stared in disgust as though I were no better than the directors who’d abandoned her first board meeting. Her calming hand was withdrawn and a hardened exterior prepared for battle. 


“No, babe, it’s the total opposite.” 


“Explain, quickly, Jacob.” 


“Jessica doesn’t know who I am, because I deliberately didn’t ask for her or the department heads name. I discovered a problem, came to you, got a solution, applied it, then disappeared and haven’t been back since. They don’t know who I am. Nobody at GD can see me as a power-base or influencer in the company.” 


I watched the cogs whir in my girlfriend’s head while she snuggled into my arms. Kate glanced at me a few times, checking my body language, analysing what I’d said and then, realising her mistake, she looked guilty. 


“I’ve been cruel to you.” 


“Not at all, I fully accept that I’ve been distant, but that’s only because I’m making sure I don’t get in your way. I want to compliment you, and can’t do that if anyone sees me as a route to influence their outcomes.” 


She launched herself at me, flipped me on my back, and straddled my chest. Her hair cascaded into my face and Kate beamed at me. Her glorious smile lit up my world, and I raised my hands to dry her eyes. 


“I’m sorry if I upset you, Kate.” 


“No Jacob, I’m sorry for my thoughtlessness and I apologise for offending you.” 


Kate was always sincere in her apologies, which came infrequently and only when necessary. 


“It’s my period and I’m glad it’s my last day because I’ve felt so irritable this time around.” 


“That’s understandable. You’ve transformed GD in a week, everyone is running in the same direction, and there’s a new energy in every workspace. That’s all down to your leadership, and I’m loving every minute. I’m enjoying finding my place in your life, but it’s difficult, so please forgive me and I’ll try harder.” 


“You are forgiven, Jacob.” 


Kate leaned down and kissed me. 


“Am I forgiven, too?” 


“Always Kate and I shall forever be your knight to command.” 


She moved her lips to my neck, sucking, nibbling and kissing. Then she slid her hand up my thigh, gripping my hardening cock. Kate unhooked the buttons on my shirt and kissed her way down my chest, biting my nipple playfully while undoing my trouser belt. 


“You deserve this.” 


“I thought your policy was to abstain while you had your period.” 


“Don’t look a gift horse in the mouth, Jacob.” 


She stood up, grabbed my jeans, and whipped them off. Then Kate peeled my green French knickers down and threw those onto a nearby chair. I used my elbows to claw backwards up the bed and she followed me, crawling towards me like a tigress on the hunt. 


Kate pushed my raised knees apart and sank straight down onto my upstanding cock, taking it deep inside her throat until she almost bottomed out on my neatly and recently manicured pubic bush. 


She slurped and explored me with her tongue, then gripped my shaft at its base with one hand, raised her head, and then lowered, repeating the bobbing action rhythmically and with a squeezing pressure that electrified my heart, melting my soul. 


Kate sucked my cock for at least ten minutes, servicing it as though she were paying tribute to me. 


She peeled back my foreskin and licked the glans when I seeped pre-cum, swallowing greedily. Her tongue felt incredible when she flattened it, then wrapped it around the underside of my glans before sliding along my urethra to my balls. 


When she licked back up my shaft, Kate sucked my cock furiously, slipping a finger under my balls where she fingered the perineum hard, forcing more pre-cum out. 


While gently milking my prostate and balls, she licked every drop of semen oozing out from my cock, savouring it on her tongue before swallowing. I knew I wouldn’t last much longer and felt glad when Kate stopped fingering me and reduced the pressure on my glans. 


She reached for her handbag, withdrawing a small black leather pouch while slurping the head of my cock, keeping its foreskin peeled back, using her teeth. 


When she opened the bag, Kate held two plastic transparent tubes that looked like wide syringes with white plastic screw tops and rubber seals on the end. While sucking the end of my cock, her eyes searched up my body and her hands followed her gaze until she placed a tube over my right nipple. I felt her press down with one hand while turning the thumb screw clockwise with the other. 


The effect was a sharp pain followed by intense pleasure when she created a vacuum inside the tube, sucking my nipple hard and upwards. When I jerked, Kate choked on my cock, stifling a laugh at my surprised face, and then screwed the device, increasing its vacuum, sucking my nipple much harder. 


I bucked in throes of ecstasy, arching my back as if a paramedic were shocking my heart to save my life. The pain and pleasure combined, tore a hole through my reality. She fixed the second nipple sucker on, deep throated my cock again, then screwed it quickly to apply more pressure. 


I blew my fuse and spurted cum in ropes straight down Kate’s throat while she sucked hard. She kept screwing the nipple suckers, and they forced more cum from my prostate, through my balls and down her throat. 


I exploded in a series of pulses as wave after wave of pleasure hit me in an orgasm of the like I have never experienced. I bounced uncontrollably on the bed, screaming without a care who heard me. My body vibrated, and every muscle tensed while the vacuum screws bit down on my engorged nipples, that grew to a frightening size. 


Kate released the clamps so I could climb down the mountain of pleasure on which she’d launched me. My nipples begged for more but felt sore and were swollen, as if I’d breast fed for a year. My balls spasmed uncontrollably and to a point that they hurt delightfully while my loving girlfriend cleaned cum from my cock and her chin. 


I lay back, totally spent, as Kate crawled up my body and into my arms, resting her head on my chest. 


She looked at me with unconditional love. 


“Thats what a well behaved and valiant Jacob gets for being my perfect boyfriend.” 


“I’ll need to keep that up.” 


“Seriously though, Jacob. Thank you for helping me, at work and with mom.” 


Weirdly, I felt as though I’d found my place in the world. Kate and her family had somehow become mine too and the contribution I made felt fulfilling. 


We drifted off to sleep, both content and warmed by each other’s body heat and love. 



Chapter Seventeen

Red, Amber, Green

◆◆◆

I rolled over in our bed, saw the clock and panicked until I realised it was Saturday. 


Mall day, all day. 


Kate had planned for shopping, a romantic lunch and movie, with time permitting. Phones were off limits and locked in a drawer at home. Today would be fun, bonding and relaxation. There’d be no spanking, because Kate felt there was no need after recent good deeds done. 


We enjoyed a casual coffee and light breakfast in our bedroom while she briefed me. I listened intently to her instructions, remembering for later what she wanted us to achieve that day. 


Kate had ridden the storm of a funeral, the reading of her father’s will, transferring assets and the accompanying legal ball of wire. Her inaugural board meeting had been a triumph and the week after, was even more successful with a recovery action plan filtering through the company’s fourteen thousand employees, invigorating everyone. 


For the whole two weeks after that we were busy non stop at GD, settling Kate into her new leadership role. I was as supportive as I could be but a significant toll was taken on both of us and it showed. 


“We need a break, Jacob.” 


It sounded odd when Kate said it. Whatever the reason, we were in our comfort zone at Granger’s Hall, overlooking the estate from her bedroom window, eating breakfast. The day was cleared of all work, giving my girlfriend time to think through our next steps. I was loving every minute of the journey. 


“What will become of Tiffany?” 


“Mother will train her.” 


“Spank her, you mean?” 


“Maybe, but that’s not the important part, as you know, thrashing someone is much more than that. Mom doesn’t do it for the sexual kinks, because she actually believes that when people are broken, building personal discipline helps strengthen their mental health.” 


“Is that what she did with Claire?” 


“I don’t know exactly, but I’m sure that it wouldn’t have been sexual at all with Claire because she’s not that way inclined with any family except dad. This time, she may have some fun, if that’s what Tiffany wants, too. She’ll have her dried out, cigarette free, and in a physically demanding routine before we see her tonight.” 


“That’s exactly what Tiffany needs. It’s like military basic training.” 


In my mind I snatched a glimpse of Granger Hall as a great clinic where people could go to be repaired. 


“We’ve advanced in our play and need safe words for our sessions. Any time you’re not comfortable with something, you must let me know immediately. So far, it’s been simple to communicate normally. As we progress further, it might become more challenging.” 


“What do you suggest?” 


“I like the traffic light system. It’s the most commonly used and simplest to understand. Green means it’s all good. Amber means you need space because you’re approaching a limit and Red means we stop immediately and talk through any issues.” 


“I think I can remember that, darling. I can drive, after all.” 


She turned serious and reprimanded me gently. 


“Don’t sass, please, sweetheart. You know it vexes me.” 


“Sorry, Kate.” 


“I would be if something went wrong because I couldn’t bear injuring you. There’s nothing for either of us there.” 


“I get it, but I’ve already put myself in your hands, so I’m not worried. Red, Amber and Green works.” 


“If you scream anything other than those three words in the future, I may assume you want more.” 


I laughed, but saw she was serious, so I shut up. 


“Sorry, I’ve no problem with the traffic lights. I’m not worried at all, babe, because I trust you completely. You’ve had me trussed up a few times now and could have done anything you wanted, fair or foul; you didn’t, so I’m really not worried.” 


Kate kissed me gently, biting my lower lip and tugging at it before her tongue explored my mouth. She wrapped her arms around my waist, leaned in and melted into my chest. Her hand slid down my abdomen, gliding over my midriff until she cupped my testicles, squeezing them, before rubbing my cock on the way back up. 


I was on fire. 


Her lace panties rubbed exquisitely against my skin and the shaft of my penis flooded with blood until solid. She paused, nuzzling my chest, biting gently on my nipple, and I desired her all the more. 


“During my next period, you’ll need your new safe words more frequently. You did well last time, and I’d like that consideration in the future.” 


“When is that next?” 


Kate’s menstrual cycle had been on my mind, I knew when it was coming last time and prepared well, but I’d lost count of the days and phasing of her cycle. I was determined to make our relationship work and already had a sense of what was important. 


“Hand me your phone.” 


Kate took my phone. There was no password, so she opened it and I watched her type, tap, and swipe for over a minute. 


“There…” 


She handed the phone back to me. 


“My cycle is in your calendar for the next two months; pre and post ovulation, menstruation start and end dates. Oh, and… I’ve also marked a couple of days where my hormones will be rampantly anti Jacob, so that you know.” 


She giggled and rifled my hair with an apologetic look. 


“Are those in red?” 


“Oh Yeah, do some more research in advance, and prepare yourself well. There are a couple of green markers in there, too. They’re Jacob’s friendly hormone days. Date nights perhaps, with fun later? I hope you’ll focus, dear.” 


“Can we make love now? Please, honey?” 


I sounded slightly more desperate than I should. 


“Mmm… something like that, okay… yes.” 


Kate kissed my neck and traced her tongue along it until she nibbled at my earlobes. 


“How you feel about me right now is more than simple love. Combined with your horny state, it means you’d literally do anything I ask. After your orgasm, it’s less so. We should discuss limited chastity soon and explore how that helps us.” 


“I love you always, darling. But chastity?” 


“Nothing long term, honey. Just a few hours here and there, maybe while we’re at work. We can role play and have fun with it.” 


“Okay, and still no wanking off?” 


“Definitely not unless you ask permission first. It’s a biological fact that the more you orgasm, the less attentive you’ll become,” 


“If it benefits us, then I’ll try anything.” 


“It doesn’t mean we can’t make love. We must focus on your orgasms and ejaculations, making them a reward to treasure together. Your cage should arrive next week, I ordered it two days ago. We can try it out, but only if you want to. It’ll help subdue the discomfort you feel now. I see your semi hard-on bulging every morning when we set off to work. I don’t want you to suffer all day like that.” 


“I can’t get you out of my head.” 


“Good. Now… can you take this coin, please? Hold it against the wall using your nose.” 


She passed me a dollar coin. 


“Umm, I don’t understand.” 


“Do as you’re told, Jacob.” 


I walked behind the bed and leaned in towards the wall, sliding the coin between my nose and its painted surface. 


“Don’t touch the wall. I want you to reflect on our chat and imagine that the coin is your commitment to obedience. Don’t let it falter.” 


I stood motionless. It was easy, at least for the first few minutes, but it didn’t take long before I shuffled my feet, shifting my weight awkwardly from one leg to the other, and began wiggling my toes and fingers. 


“Don’t move.” 


She reminded me with a smile of encouragement but made it clear that my obedience was required. I froze instantly, but within a few minutes, I twitched again. 


“This isn’t easy,” 


“Okay, I want you to bend at the knees, touching both of them to the wall, keeping the coin where it is. Stay quiet too.” 


I had disco knee after a few minutes when my right knee wobbled uncontrollably and I felt a strain on my back. 


“Think about your military discipline. Imagine the coin is a promise between us. If it falls, the promise breaks.” 


I closed my eyes and breathed deeply, timing each inhale and exhale, reducing my heart rate to manage the stress position. The coin became easier to pin against the wall when I imagined walking hand in hand with Kate through her estate woodland. She was happy; we were happy, and I drove down the discomfort to a minimum, but it was always there, nagging and trying to distract me. 


She walked over to me, close up to my face, watching my expression and noting my level of discomfort that was obvious from shaking legs. 


“Relax now, my little soldier.” 


Kate pressed the coin to the wall with her finger, allowing me to step backwards. She stroked my nose with her palm to make the blood flow again and get rid of a numb sensation that had gradually taken hold. 


“You did five minutes, Jacob, that’s very good.” 


“It was intense.” 


“It’s important that you show me your commitment and personal sacrifice.” 


“I’m up for that challenge, darling.” 


“Obedience isn’t easy. It requires commitment and discipline from both of us. Sorry for the coin, it wasn’t a punishment, I just want to make my point because you must understand the road to happiness isn’t always paved with sexual turn-on’s and kinks.” 


“That definitely wasn’t a turn on.” 


“Imagine if I’d made you stand on your toes, or sprinkled rice under your feet and marked a boundary circle on the wall where the coin must stay?” 


“I understand why it’s important and I won’t let you down, Kate.” 


“Neither will I.” 


We both wanted to build a foundation for a lasting relationship, and these past weeks felt important. The coin on the wall hadn’t reached the point of serious pain for me, although it was uncomfortable and tedious. 


“Are you likely to do that again, as a punishment?” 


“Maybe.” 


I could tell from the slight changes in her tone, and her ‘tell’ when I should back away. Kate had been very clear that she would dictate all love, sex, and punishments. 


“Okay… I’ve got it.” 


“Before we shop, I need us to prepare for the day. I want your focus and obedience today. Go to the dungeon, and in the wardrobe at the far end you’ll find a bed strap kit. Bring me that.” 


She’d stripped the bed by the time I returned. 


“Help me lift the mattress and get those straps around it at the head and foot.” 


“Is this to restrain me?” 


“Me too, sometimes, maybe.” 


Kate grinned naughtily as she scampered around the bed, arousing me 


“It’s for getting one or the other of us into a comfortable spread-eagle position we can’t escape from.” 


“And we are doing this now… because?” 


“You must be attentive while we shop. That requires our preparation for a calm and positive mindset.” 


“You’re spanking me?” 


“Yup, and I can’t wait. Whip my knickers off, fold them neatly, and place them on the chair.” 


I was naked again. 


We prepared the bed in silence amid a growing tsunami of sexual tension. I felt excited and apprehensive when she crawled onto the bed, checking strap tension. 


The straps were so tight that they twanged off the sheet below. 


“They’re made from the same webbing as aircraft seat belts, so there’s no escape once you’re in.” 


She’d chosen a figure hugging, knee-length green dress and black leather knee high, ‘fuck me boots’ with four-inch heels. 


“Face down on the bed, then stretch your arms and legs to the corners of the mattress.” 


Once I’d settled in, Kate hopped onto the bed, kneeling beside my head, which was tilted to one side facing her. She lifted her dress, spread her legs wide and gently stroked her pussy through a sensational pair of jade green French knickers that covered her ass and mons in beautiful, suggestive lace. 


She’s soaking her panties. 


Kate forced the lace fabric inside her pussy using two fingers, soaking the French knickers, rubbing her labia and drawing as much juice as possible into their lacy pattern. She masturbated patiently, creaming her panties as fully as possible. 


I smelled her arousal, a familiar perfume that was Kate’s essence, and it made me feel extra horny. She activated my hard wiring, having programmed it on our first night together. 


Fuck me, I’m too easy. 


She crawled around my body with her warmth comforting my back, butt and thighs while attaching leather cuffs to my wrists and ankles. Kate pulled the straps tight on their heavy stainless steel metal buckles, each with a metal loop on the end. When anodised red carabiners on each cuff were attached to the bed strap metal loops, she’d fully restrained me. She clicked each one into place and tugged hard to tighten everything and spread me far more than I’d expected. 


“I think that’s good for now. Wriggle for me.” 


I wriggled, barely able to move my ass or roll sideways. She’d spread my cheeks wide, and I felt the familiar vulnerability of a stretched, puckered anus, ready for anything Kate might throw at it, or push inside. 


“I can’t move at all.” 


I laughed nervously, knowing this session might be different. She’d splayed me like a spatchcock chicken. 


“Remember our safe words, Jacob.” Kate reminded sternly. “It looks like you’ve healed nicely from Beauty, but some deep bruising will still be underneath. I don’t want this to hurt too much. I just want to focus you on good behaviour today.” 


“Red, amber, green.” 


“Good boy.” 


Kate walked out of her bedroom and returned a minute later with a long, tubular, heavily stuffed leather booster cushion from the living room sofa. 


“Point your ass up.” 


Kate was in full on dominant mode, lending a helping hand to raise me while inserting the cushion below my abdomen into a space we had both struggled to create. It raised my midriff, pointed my butt higher and removed all remaining wriggle rooms while opening my anus further. 


I was vulnerable, although weirdly comfortable on the soft mattress. All of Kate’s bedding was one thousand thread count Egyptian cotton, which was far more comfortable to anything I had. She removed her panties, and it thrilled me when she stuffed her soaking wet lace into my mouth. 


“I’ll have to change my matching bra too after this… but you’re worth it.” 


Her voice was soothing, and I realised the earlier harsh tone was to set the scene and prepare me. 


I couldn’t speak. The French knickers only half fit because they were more substantial than the thong she’d gagged me with previously. The other half of her cream laden lace teased my chin, lips, and nostrils. Kate’s juices filled my mouth, flooding my throat. I simultaneously felt love and lust in equal measure. 


“About now you’re desperate to fuck me… right?” 


“Mmm, mmm.” 


My muffled acknowledgment was confirmed by a desperate and awkward nod of my head. Kate laughed. 


“Here’s how it’s going to work. Shopping today might frustrate you, so I want to prepare us for that. You’re going to be towed around from one shop to another and then back again. You’d better not get irritated by our slow pace. I don’t jump into buying things unless I’m sure that I really want them.” 


I acknowledged her with a nod. My approach to shopping was more direct. I bought from the first shop I visited, then lounged in cafe’s all morning and ended the session in a wine bar for lunch or dinner before going home to watch TV. 


“You won’t have an orgasm until we get home and only then if you’ve behaved well. I want to help you now with an endorphin and dopamine release, and I want a nice, compliant, and happy Jacob at the end of this session. Nod if I’m being clear.” 


I nodded, although crestfallen on the ‘no orgasm’ ruling and anxious about what was coming next. I’d felt horny and assumed this bondage fun would be a prelude to pre-shopping lovemaking. 


A chilly breeze wafted across me before the wooden paddle first struck. 


Fuck, that was painful. 


I almost spat Kate’s panties out, choking on them, when I exhaled violently before breathing again. This was far worse than the hair brush and leather paddle, but nothing compared with Beauty and the riding crop. 


It felt solid, and the violence surprised me. I winced in pain and squeezed my cheeks together tightly, anticipating the next swipe. It stung really badly, and I felt blood flow quickly to defend Kate’s point of attack. Pain lingered, seeping deep into my flesh, warming my posterior and upper thigh muscles, reigniting bruises from our session at the stables. 


She caught me in the same place with every stroke, at the top of my thighs and lower butt cheeks, explaining previously that it was a sweet-spot. 


Adrenaline flooded my muscles and brain. I felt billions of synapses explode in a furious response to equal pain and pleasure. When the pain dissipated, a burning sensation crested just before the next blow repeated the cycle, renewing her painful sting. 


Fuck… her aim and stroke weight is near as damn perfectly consistent. 


In the short time we’d been together, Kate’s meticulous attention to detail and patience amazed and impressed me. 


“That’s five strokes, for starters.” 


My ass smarted much more than any of the previous non punishment spankings. While she flayed me, I suddenly felt calm and focussed, my mind was emptied while I looked forward to each next swipe less apprehensively. 


“It’s the most extreme maintenance spanking you’ll get. I’ve been assessing your tolerance and I think this is your limit before spanking becomes a punishment. I want to make sure you have a constant reminder and incentive for your obedience today.” 


I was sure my ass was going to hurt if I sat down anywhere later on, especially with her scratchy, itchy knickers on. The initial round of ass paddling brought tears to my eyes from its shock and awe. Kate settled into a rhythm, striking both cheeks simultaneously, while counting out loud. Gradually, my ass numbed, and I descended into a contemplative mood where I felt happy, content, and deeply in love. 


“I’m going for a big dopamine release for you, happy hormones for a happy day.” 


Swish {Smack} 


“One… don’t forget your excellent manners, Jacob.” 


Swish {Smack} 


“Two… don’t lose patience with me today.” 


Swish {Smack} 


“Three… Invest in our happiness.” 


And so it continued, an instruction or reminder accompanied each stroke and I drifted further into a meditative state until there was only Kate, some pain, immense pleasure, her flavour, scent and the sound of her voice. I was in her protective cocoon again. 


“The holes in the paddle improve its aero dynamic property. I get a faster swing using less energy.” 


Kate sounded satisfied while paddling my burning ass. 


“Or a harder impact, like this.” 


Swish {Smack} 


She giggled, demonstrating her point, and I winced. 


After ten more strokes, her timing sped up, almost like she knew my ass had numbed and the pain subsided. She used more weight to achieve the same stimulation, keeping me close to my threshold. 


How does she know? 


“Suck hard on my panties Jacob, enjoy and make the most of my juices because once we leave home, there’ll be no pussy till this evening.” 


Her counting got louder, and her paddling of my burning cheeks became harder and faster. My ass stung badly. I clenched my muscles, because it seemed like the best way to manage her rapid swipes and their stinging reminder to behave and be attentive. My heart rate sped up and adrenaline flooded my body as I transcended to another realm. My mind was totally empty, worry free, and I felt oddly relaxed. 


This is outstanding. 


I felt a growing desire to be obedient, craving Kate now more than ever. It was almost as though she were beating me to a better place. 


She let me rest, think and prepare for a final onslaught. When she resumed, the count began at zero and her paddle timing was slower but harder. She grunted with the effort of paddling my ass, finishing at twenty strokes, before inserting the paddle end into the crack between my cheeks. 


“Hold on tight to that.” 


She left the room, and I reflected, determined to deserve her. 


I don’t know how the fuck I could take that. 


I felt impressed with my performance. The relaxing effect was total, and my immersion in Kate was absolute. I wanted her happiness above all else. 


I was in a comical state, strapped to the bed with a reasonably, but not overly sore, ass while sucking on Kate’s panties, almost munching them to squeeze out every drop of her essence. I pointed my ass up with her paddle inserted between two muscles, struggling to hold on to it. My cock felt sore and was buried solidly in the mattress. 


I would have fucked a coil spring if I could have torn through the outer mattress fabric, and there was definitely enough slimy pre-cum mess there to lubricate it. 


If the lads from the Royal Marines could see me now. 


I chuckled. 


Kate was gone for a few minutes. On her return, she removed the paddle, setting it aside. Climbing onto the bed, she straddled my back and faced my head. The wetness and warmth of her pussy drove me nuts. I couldn’t see her when she placed a booted heel on either side of my head, gently pressing down with one hand until my face plunged deep into the soft, sprung mattress. 


“I’m going to cum soon. We can’t both have pent up sexual anxiety while shopping. I could cum ten times and still not lose my love or affection for you, but men aren’t wired that way.” 


She lowered herself into the nape of my neck, hitched her dress up to waist high, and descended onto my shoulders until her soaking wet pussy rubbed gently against the bottom of my head, with one knee on either side of it. 


I felt boot leather clamp onto my ears and then silence. 


She was cradled, seated in between my shoulder blades and head in the natural saddle formed by my neck. Kate rocked gently to lubricate the area she intended to use for her masturbation. Grabbing my forehead, she pulled backwards, gently forcing my head and neck hard against her clitoris and labia. 


“Make a sound or use your safe words if that’s painful, honey.” 


I was deliberately silent, making sure even my breathing was inaudible. 


Her cunt warmed up, lubricating my neck and shoulders. Her body heat permeated my muscles while her labia sucked on my skin as if she were trying to draw me inside her V. Aromatic juices flowed onto my chin, intoxicating me, and she released more while rocking backwards and forwards, masturbating herself on my head, neck and shoulders. 


I closed my eyes, blind and deaf, floating in a sensory chamber of Kate’s making. 


“Argh… fuck, that’s good, Jacob. Not as good as your cock, which, incidentally, I’m desperate for right now, but this will do.” 


Her leather boots chafed my delicate earlobes, and they warmed up, almost burning. Her heels dug into and rode my biceps, spurring me like a wild stallion galloping towards a cliff edge beyond which I would gladly leap. 


Kate was fucking herself on me, riding wave after wave of orgasm, ascending towards her finale. When the big squeeze came, it was so crushing that I saw stars and knew Kate was climaxing hard. The back of my neck was soaked when she dribbled, squirting three, four, maybe five times. 


“My clit feels squashed… this is outstanding,” Kate screamed. “Your muscle tone is perfect for me to ride you.” 


I tensed my torso, back, shoulders, and neck as hard as I could to help her reach an explosive finale while she bucked, riding me like a rodeo champion. 


When her climax subsided, she shuddered more gently, and lowered herself to where she lay restfully on my back with her pussy pressed hard to the nape of my neck. My ass cheeks became a soft pillow for her head. 


I had gently eased Kate’s panties from my mouth when her squirted juices sluiced down my face so that I could enjoy her flavour directly from its source. Once free, I set my tongue to mopping up as much as possible from my cheeks and chin. 


“Wasn’t that good, Jacob?” 


Her voice was soft, relaxed, and her tone sounded satisfied. 


“You’ve made me so happy.” 


“I can’t believe how much you came.” 


“You’ve removed my panties, I see.” 


“Your juice is all over my face. I wanted to enjoy it.” 


“No harm done.” Kate replied. “You deserve it, because that was exceptional. Thank you.” 


“You are very welcome, Mistress Kate.” 


Kate manoeuvred her body, turning and sliding on the wetness of my skin that still dribbled from her hole. She raised up and positioned herself until seated in front of me. She reached for and released both of my wrist restraints, sliding her pussy forwards for me to taste. 


“Feast on me Jacob, I’m so impressed with your behaviour and tender care for me that I want to reward you. I couldn’t have dealt with recent events at Granger’s Hall or GD without you. Please be mindful not to cum, though, darling.” 


I lapped the base of her labia where most of her juice had pooled. When that was clean, I pressed downward into her anus. Starting at the bottom would ensure a maximum return for me. 


I rimmed Kate for a few minutes and she placed her heels gently on my back, with her calves rested over my shoulders. She spread her thighs wide, presenting best possible access while they cradled my neck and ears. 


With very little encouragement, I pressed my tongue past her puckered anal whorl while my nose ploughed into her soaking wet pussy hole. Kate twitched with delight, signalling her approval of my technique with low moans. 


“We need to finish soon sweetheart, I want us to have coffee and a croissant at Bean Cafe before we join the madness.” 


She ran her fingers through my hair gently, then grabbed a handful and used the leverage to lift her bum, edging herself closer to my tongue before releasing and caressing me gently. I used my untethered hands to pull her even closer, arching my back to force my head into a better position to deliver quality cunnilingus. 


I worked my way upwards, sucking her labia into my mouth, glad that Kate had large pussy lips when I sloshed their engorged flesh inside my mouth, sucking, licking and swallowing. 


“This is the best mouthwash ever.” 


I managed few words between swallows and before I sucked her lips into my mouth once more. Kate giggled. 


“That’s enough, dear. You don’t want me to be sore when we go out, do you?” 


“Yes.” 


She stood on the bed and carefully walked to its end, slapping my ass cheeks playfully when she released my ankle restraints. We cuddled on the bed and my hard-on was solid while we kissed for a few minutes, basking in Kate’s glorious orgasm. 


“I’m going to need more lingerie at this rate, honey.” 


Kate purred with satisfaction and my hard-on stabbed her, continuously begging for the attention that never came 


“Nice pussy breath, Jacob.” 


“I’m looking forward to today. That was great fun.” 


“I said I wouldn’t deny you pussy anytime you wanted it. How do you feel right now?” 


She fixed her hair into a ponytail. 


“I don’t understand, Kate?” 


The ponytail threw me off guard. A woman that pulled her hair away from her eyes exuded a sense of her sexual self-confidence. It was horny and could be a prelude to a blowjob. 


“It’s not a handle, Jake… at least not right now, it isn’t.” 


She winked cheekily, finishing the pony tail. 


She’d read my mind again. 


“I prefer you wait till this evening because some restraint will be good for you, but if you feel you can’t hold on, I want to know, so that I can deal with your semen now. I’m offering you a choice, Jacob.” 


I wanted Kate so badly. She was right, my desire for her was frenzied. 


“I can wait, darling.” 


I took her in my arms, holding on tight, burying my face in her neck. When our embrace ended, I kissed her deeply. 


“Rinse that pussy breath away with mouthwash and have a quick shower while I clean myself, please.” 


Kate marched towards the toilet. She occasionally said, ‘please’ but it had become less frequent now. She never used the word at the start of a sentence. Having explained to me it sounded too much like a plea or implied something was optional and that it might cause chaos between us. 


Kate commanded sternly but kindly, always conveying a sense I should not disobey her, without being cruel. 


While Kate washed and selected new underwear, I tidied the bed and she returned, refreshed, a few minutes later. 


“Let’s go shopping, Jacob.” 



Chapter Eighteen

Shopping Trip

◆◆◆

I parked my BMW at Kate’s City apartment. From there, we rode the bus downtown, sitting as close together as the seats would allow. 


Kate held my hand wherever we walked. The mall and main shopping square were crammed because it was the end of summer. Retailers were shedding stock and discounting like crazy, preparing for their winter collections. 


Kate tried everything on, in every shop, asking for my opinion on fit, colour, style and how well or badly garments suited her. We developed a scoring algorithm with a thumbs up or down result. We scored lingerie based on how well it fit, aesthetics, comfort and how easy it was to remove. 


Once that was established, a ‘purpose of use’ multiplier determined its desirability. For example, if something were to be worn under a casual skirt on a walk through the park, then comfort and ease of removal were the prime movers for an overall score. If it were something to be worn around the house, then we combined fit, look and removal scoring. It was a complicated exercise in futility, but fun. 


Kate planned lunch at a secluded Italian restaurant on the outer fringes of the shopping centre. Once we were seated, she ordered a half bottle of Pinot Grigio while I browsed the menu, selecting antipasti and a pizza for us to share. 


We planned the next few week’s activities to help get to know each other better. Kate had upcoming social engagements, some of which required my attendance. My parents would visit my aunt in about a month, and she insisted we invite them to stay. 


We scheduled time for work, planning a complete transition for both of us from her car rental company to the Global Defence campus. 


“Do you think Tiffany could do my job at the rental lot?” 


“Not yet, maybe after your mother completes her training and even then you’d need her brought up to speed in leadership and how to manage. Why would you choose her?” 


“Because she asked for help. There’s nothing worse than someone struggling who won’t ask for help. I’d rather employ a person who’ll seek me out than one who buries their head in the sand, pretending a problem will go away.” 


“You’re also referring to me, aren’t you?” 


“Why would you think that?” 


“Because of my night terrors?” 


Kate had said nothing about my PTSD, but when the terrors visited, she held me close, comforting my trembling body and tortured mind until I dropped off again. My nightmares manifested themselves in visions where the innocent dead from mass graves in Bosnia rose up and walked towards me. 


“I’m sure that if you need my help, you’ll ask me for it, Jacob. I was only referring to Tiffany.” 


She smiled sweetly, but I knew Kate was reminding me she was ready to help when I needed her, but wouldn’t push unless invited. 


Kate was beautiful, clever and engaging without being bossy, yet firm and commanding. It felt like we decided things together, although the lead always came from her. I slipped away to the toilet and my phone buzzed while I washed my hands. Kate had sent me my first honey do list on an app designed for that purpose. 


When I returned to our table, she smiled and raised an eyebrow. “If we don’t plan our diary and carve out free time, we won’t have much fun, especially with the challenges at dad’s company. Our time will drain away like sand through our fingers.” 


She was explaining why she’d sent me a list although it was unnecessary. 


“Will you ever refer to GD as your company?” 


“Probably, but only when I feel deserving and most likely only to my kids.” 


“Your kids?” 


“They would be my kids if I gave birth to them, yes.” 


I noticed her wry smile and knew I was being teased. 


“Would they be my kids, also?” 


“I hope so, Jacob.” 


She seemed pleased I’d asked. Kate had a way of making me feel secure and happy. My heart skipped a beat although many guys would run across miles of broken glass when hearing talk of babies so early in a relationship. 


It comforted me that Kate saw us as a long-term proposition. 


“It won’t be for a while yet though, Jacob, so don’t worry.” 


“I’m not worried in the slightest.” 


She slid closer, hugged me, and we held hands under the table while nibbling through our meal. Kate stroked my thigh, squeezing to show her happiness, then she scraped the seam of my French knickers through my jeans with a sharp nail. 


“Don’t worry, we’re halfway done with the shopping trauma.” 


“I’ve thoroughly enjoyed it so far.” 


Kate rewarded me with a lingering kiss when her warm tongue searched my mouth. A rapidly growing cock close to where her hand rested in my lap rewarded her good work. I felt uncomfortable in her itchy lace panties and shifted my butt to find relief. 


Our server had deliberately seated us in the most secluded booth in the restaurant. It was most likely where lovers met for privacy and he’d spotted that we were in that category. Even the music wafting through the restaurant was meditative by the time it reached us. We were in a romantic oasis. 


“That’s unfair.” 


She rubbed my cock shaft extra hard to ramp up my discomfort, smiling, teasing and torturing in the most seductive way. 


Kate kissed me on the lips, scratching the lace and my skin beneath it, while rubbing my cock up and down. 


“Sorry babe… I’m feeling horny again and I can feel my knicker lace through your jeans.” 


“It’s hard for me to hold back, Kate, I’m trying really hard to abstain because you told me to.” 


“I know Jacob and I treasure that. I’ve decided you don’t need to be caged. Your obedience to me is off the charts and I just don’t think it will add anything. We’ll only do forced chastity if it pleases you to try and for fun.” 


“Do you trust me, Kate?” 


She smiled and bit her bottom lip, curling a tongue tip to the corner of her mouth. When Kate stared at me, her soul was laid bare through her beautiful blue eyes. 


“I trust you with my life, Jacob. We are soulmates.” 


“I believe that too.” 


An erection almost tore the buttons loose from the jeans I wore. Kate noticed my discomfort. 


“I’ll help you out because you’ve been so restrained and very attentive so far today, but please don’t make me regret it later.” 


The table and its white linen cloth covered my lap with no line of sight to it from any other guests. I was shocked when Kate slipped my fly buttons open, then pulled my cock out of her lacy knickers because it was an enormous risk to both of us. 


My exposure felt dangerous, although the release of my cock from a tight, lacy prison felt wonderful. The cool air and freedom excited me when my cock shaft extended fully. 


“You said I couldn’t cum until tonight.” 


“I said you couldn’t orgasm until tonight.” She corrected me. “I can still get your cum without an orgasm.” 


I felt my cock head rub against the linen cloth pinned to the underside of our table until she peeled my foreskin backwards and pushed downwards. She pulled her lacy knicker band underneath my balls where it cut a little, but nothing would stem the flow of blood to my proudly upstanding cock at this point. 


When she peeled my cock a second time, Kate wanked me gently, and my nine and a half inches reared up fully. She bent my shaft towards my stomach to avoid knocking me against the table. 


I felt a heat and wetness under my foreskin and knew my glans was lubricated with pre-cum. I’m not circumcised, so when she reversed her stroke upward, Kate slipped her thumb underneath my foreskin, rubbing pleasantly. 


She dug her fingernail in, delivering a mild shock jolting me. I felt semen rise through my urethra, powered by a highly stimulated prostate gland. It felt like I might explode and paint the underside of the table and my shirt bottom with cum. I worried that I’d ruin the cloth or worse, provide the next customer with an unwanted creamy dessert in their lap. 


“It’s all about timing, my dear. Let’s work together to take care of your problem while making sure you don’t orgasm.” 


My head was totally fucked, many thoughts ripped through my mind while I struggled to keep a straight face for the other diners. My cock was being milked by the woman I loved. 


“I want to stand on the table, beg you to finish me and squirt my load in front of everyone while declaring my undying love for you.” 


“We might need to give more than a fifteen percent gratuity to get away with that.” 


“That tastes lovely, babe.” 


Kate sucked gently on her thumb, before sharing my salty flavour through a kiss. She stroked my shaft, wanking it slowly, occasionally soaking her thumb in the wine from her glass before rubbing it into the top inch of my cock. 


She used her nail to flick the eye of my penis gently, daring me to hold back my orgasm, keeping my cum load stored for when she would summon it. When she thought I might orgasm, Kate stopped, and hauled me back down from the edge, while chatting casually as if seeking my opinion on her hair colour or choice of shoes. 


My cock throbbed because its shaft was solid, and my balls were full of semen. The tube that led to their release was chuffing like a steam train. I was ready for more wanking but already felt partly satisfied having closed in on and then lost my orgasmic. 


She’d taken me to the edge three times, easing back just before an explosion. When an orgasm approached, Kate stifled it, bent my cock downwards and pinched the base of the tube that would otherwise violently eject my sperm through a veiny, solid cock. 


“I feel my cum seeping up gradually when you release me,” 


I moaned, then whimpered gently while scanning the restaurant to see if anyone was onto us, terrified of drawing attention to myself. 


“Each time you get close, I’m ruining your orgasm, Jacob. It's good discipline training and you should enjoy it enough to survive until later.” 


“It f-f-feels f-fu-. It feels great.” 


I hauled back the obscenity she disliked so much, with an image of Beauty and Kate’s riding crop as an incentive. 


“Good boy Jacob, I’m thrilled with your progress, but please restrain your orgasm. Let me get release ejaculate now, then we can save the best till later, when we can both enjoy your orgasm.” 


“I’ll be empty.” 


“Only for an hour, you’ll be fully loaded for when I want you later, but you won’t be stomping the ground like a prize bull until then.” 


I shuddered, ascending towards a tipping point and Kate stopped wanking me again, holding my pleasure above a chasm while sipping her wine seductively, swilling it around her mouth. She wrapped her hand around my shaft, squeezing its base tightly, almost forcing my cum backwards. Kate squeezed and released me several times with a vice like grip that felt painful and joyous. 


The pressure in my shaft subsided from a high point when she allowed it to, and my orgasm passed once more as a non-event. Kate wouldn’t masturbate me to completion and her stifling of my climax had just enough satisfying effect to prevent me bouncing off the ceiling. When my orgasm was no longer a threat, she continued wanking me gently while chatting in a relaxing tone. 


“I might change the yellow blouse, honey. I prefer the light green in the same style.” 


She casually sipped wine, steadying the glass with one hand while compressing my cock with all her might in the other. My orgasm built, and expression couldn’t hide it, so she used my rippling face muscles and the tension throbbing through my shaft as a measure. 


Kate stopped suddenly, denying my orgasm again. 


“Which blouse do you prefer?” 


She smiled cheekily and winked. 


“I think you should… ahh, try the green blouse… umm, and we can compare both again,” 


Kate snuggled closer into me while maintaining her vice like grip at the base of my shaft, keeping my precious seed where she wanted it to stay for now. 


“It’s a long walk, and might be for nothing.” 


She was testing my resolve and obedience. 


“Ahhh, It’s… err, good to walk, and worth it to be sure the blouse you buy is the right one for you.” 


My voice wavered under extreme sexual duress, but I held the line. 


“Fuck… Jacob, you’re damn near perfect.” 


Kate nudged me with her free elbow in amazement. It was a surreal moment because my cock throbbed, jerking gently while fully loaded and ready to blow the restaurant doors off. My girlfriend continued cuddling me, teasing my orgasm up and down, while asking my opinion about her purchases. 


“This is the best day out I’ve ever had, darling.” 


I sipped my wine awkwardly, with a shaking hand. 


“I feel the same way. You have serious discipline, Jacob, and you are a very attentive and loving boyfriend.” 


“You make me want to be a better man, Kate.” 


Her eyes melted and tears welled up. I knew I’d pleased her. 


“I’m not done with you yet.” 


Kate pulled my foreskin back to the point of pain and held it so that I bucked in my seat. 


“Hold on honey, don’t get ahead of yourself.” 


After ten-seconds, Kate released the pressure on my cock with an upward stroke, covering my pulsating glans with its protective foreskin. She scanned my face for signs of an impending orgasm. 


“This is called ‘edging’ babe, and it’s one technique that I’ll use to manage your current condition. Does it feel good?” 


“It’s amazing. I can’t believe I haven’t blown my load.” 


“I won’t let you orgasm, Jacob. I won’t abuse, misuse or neglect you either, because I love you.” 


“I love you too, Kate.” 


“I know.” 


She shuffled my cock up and down quickly for half a dozen strokes. 


While talking to me, Kate continued wanking slowly, with a firm hand on the downward stroke, forcing me back up to the edge. When she felt my orgasm rise, she slowed down, stopped, reapplying pressure where it was needed to contain me, before starting again when I’d settled. 


She squeezed my cock tightly, then pulled down much harder than before, summoning a server while holding me fully back. I almost exploded when the young man approached. 


“Can we get the check, please?” 


“Yes, of course, madam.” 


“And some refreshing mints too?” 


“No problem. May I clear the dishes away, please?” 


While our server gathered the plates and glasses, Kate released my cock for an instant, then hauled my foreskin back to pile more pressure on my glans. He was oblivious to her good work under the table and ignored us while she leaned on the table with her free elbow, whispering lovingly to me. 


I had an apoplectic fit trying not to look at the guy collecting dishes so close to my bulging cock. 


What if I cum while he’s standing right there? 


“Are you satisfied, darling?” 


Kate asked innocently, and I nodded. 


“Do you need anything, Jacob?” 


“No, no… err, everything is fine.” 


I mumbled in a state of panic. The server glanced at me, momentarily concerned, and scanned my face. 


“Are you okay, Sir?” 


I look and sound like a fucking maniac. 


“Oh… god, yeah of course, I’m fine… umm… err… oh, it’s lovely food here. Definitely five star servicing… I… err, mean, service.” 


I nodded, smiling normally, hopefully confirming that I was fine. He moved away with our dirty dishes. 


Probably thinks she’s taking her mentally handicapped brother for lunch. 


Kate laughed, released my cock and I regained my composure, but was sure there was more to come. 


“When you get hot and bothered this time, try to switch gears and focus on your breathing. Take long inhales counting to six each time, exhaling from your stomach.” 


“Okay, but I’m struggling a bit. Can I cum please, please? Please, Kate?” 


I begged, far more desperately than intended. 


“I’m giving you a ruined orgasm, but don’t worry because it’s not as bad as it sounds. I’m going to milk you dry while stifling your precious orgasm, then we’ll snuff it out together later, babe.” 


She’d already begun masturbating me again with gentle, full and firm strokes. 


“Argh… its building, Kate and I can’t hold it.” 


I pleaded for her mercy then stopped when the server returned to our table with a bill and placed his card machine in front of me, less than a cock’s length from my erection. 


Kate fished out her credit card from a purse using her free hand and passed it to me. 


“You pay Jacob. Fifteen percent gratuity, like we discussed.” 


She whispered her PIN number, never letting go of my cock. 


The server held the card machine while I rammed her plastic into the slot unsteadily. I waited, selected a fifteen percent gratuity that she’d agreed to, and entered her PIN. She’d stopped wanking me again, and I felt her thumb block the semen load halfway up my shaft by pressuring my urethra. 


Another orgasm subsided, partly because of Kate, but mostly because of the server and his threat to my sanity. 


Kate was determined to release my cum without the orgasm she said might change my attitude. If she failed I felt sure the restaurant would have both of us arrested while trying. 


We waited for the payment authorisation, while she wanked me up and down again slowly, smiling at the server, then at me and then at him again. I rode her induced orgasmic edge, barely able to see the words on the payment reader. 


For fuck’s sake, authorise it, you cunt. 


My semen settled further up my shaft this time, and her thumb blocked it just in time, almost daring my load to rise further. 


If she misjudges this, we’re fucked. 


Our server tore off the receipt slip and handed it, along with Kate’s card, to me. 


“I’ll get those mints for you shortly.” 


He had other customers to look after and sauntered away, happy he’d got a good tip with no idea what Kate was doing with mine. 


“Oh, thank god he’s gone.” 


My voice was strained, my cock even more so. 


“If I were only edging you, I’d stop now, but you’ve been such a delight today I want to give you something special, a halfway house to absolute satisfaction. It should tide you over until tonight.” 


She wanked my solid shaft again, stopping before the edge of my orgasmic heaven. My semen rose further, then stopped and this time, she used her thumb to push upwards instead of blocking it. There was no explosion, and I felt numb, yet content, while my cum seeped slowly from the slit at the end of my cock, which jerked gently as if stifled. 


Kate teased the slimy cream out, squeezing my urethra from the underside of my shaft. I felt a dull, pulsating throb while she emptied my balls, milking them, stroking me back and forth expertly, holding me on the edge of oblivion and ecstasy but never taking me beyond that into orgasm. My cum flowed, and I felt relieved but there was no climax. 


She splayed her thumb and forefinger wide to hold my cum rather than allow it to drip to the floor, onto my lace knickers or mess up my jeans. Once my cock finished jerking, she reached into her bag with her free hand, pulled out a wet wipe, using it to clean the slimy cum from my cock. 


“Hold that dear.” 


Kate handed me a cum filled wipe while taking a second one. This time she pulled back my foreskin to its maximum extent and cleaned my cock head completely, paying particular attention to wiping the banjo string. 


“Flush those down the toilet, Jacob.” 


Kate handed two more cum filled wipes after cleaning her hands. 


“And use these clean ones to finish cleaning, I can’t abide a smelly cock.” 


Our server returned, oblivious to my condition, and set a plate of mints on the table, then left. Kate kissed me hard, before unwrapping two sweets while I buttoned myself. 


“Thank you, Kate.” 


I felt strangely satisfied, but ready for more. A calm had been granted before going into the storm. 



Chapter Nineteen

Satisfying Love

◆◆◆

I became used to seeking Kate’s hand when she didn’t look for mine. Her persistence in this throughout previous days was habit forming for me. I was sure my girlfriend was training me, carving out a better, more attentive man without bullying, forcing, or applying coercion. Her leadership of our relationship felt natural and right; I loved it and loved her. 


After lunch, Kate invited me into every clothing boutique changing room while trying on garments. She genuinely wanted and valued my opinion. She wasn’t a ‘does my bum look big in this’ kind of woman, which was a refreshing change. 


By late afternoon, I knew her favourite colour was green. She preferred four-inch heels, wore a size six shoe and was a US four dress size, which was an eight in the UK. 


She felt my knowing her UK clothing sizes was important because, as she kept saying to me, we must visit your home country soon. 


“I’m not sure I can remember all of this.” 


“Shall I tell you your sizes, Jacob?” 


“You can’t possibly know them.” 


“Ideally you would tailor down to a thirty four and a quarter inseam but you’ll settle for thirty four. That’s also your waist size, by the way.” 


“What is?” 


“Thirty four inch waist. You have a forty eight inch chest through lots of working out, which means it’s difficult to find exactly the right shirts and fitted jackets. You take a size ten and a half in shoes here, which is a UK ten. Your underwear size is large, because, well… we both know why, right?” 


She smiled knowingly at me, glancing down at my groin. 


“How do you know all of this, Kate?” 


“Because I love you and it’s important. I also know you’re a Capricorn and that blue is your favourite colour.” 


“How could you know my favourite colour?” 


“When given a choice of drinking straws you choose blue, in French knickers it's the same, socks too and that’s the dominant colour in your wardrobe.” 


We strolled along a sidewalk and Kate suddenly slipped away from my hand, beckoning me inside a bespoke lingerie store where she wandered along aisles of an otherwise empty purveyor of fine lace. I took a seat and read an article about female led relationships online using my phone. 


“Are you shopping for your boyfriend?” 


The shop assistant who approached Kate was a pretty woman around our age. My girlfriend seemed amused but guarded by her question. 


“What makes you think that?” 


“Sorry, but I noticed your boyfriend’s phone screen and the FLR article he’s reading. I’m in a relationship with a man who enjoys my dominance. Then I figured you stayed away from the thongs, which would be uncomfortable for him, and he looked at the French styles for longer than guys usually do, then you looked too, so I kinda put two and two together, and-.” 


“You would be right on all counts. Do you see that Jacob? We girls notice things you don’t.” 


“If you want to take him into the changing rooms and have your boyfriend try a few pairs on, please feel free.” 


I almost fell off the chair, realising the shop assistant’s vantage point over my phone, and that I was being indiscreet. Kate took it in her stride and they chatted about the lingerie styles and colours that might suit me best. 


“I find these don’t chafe my boyfriend’s thighs and he tells me that they feel comfortable on.” 


She handed Kate briefs that were like mine but with a lace pattern that I liked. 


“I’m not doing it for reasons of feminization.” 


“But you dominate him, right? Because he loves it.” 


“That’s very true.” 


“Look, I see all sorts of people in here and never judge. If asked, I’d say you want him in lace because he’s got a fucking banging bod, looks great in anything tight fitting, and you love the feel of the fabric against his ass when you dig in with those gorgeous painted nails.” 


“Do you like my nails?” 


“Fucking gorgeous. What varnish do you use?” 


“O.P.I.” 


Kate inspected her nails, smiled at the store assistant, then at me. 


“I think your boyfriend will look great in French knickers.” 


“You would be right about that, too.” 


“It’s my job to know.” 


After ten minutes browsing and with half a dozen pairs in hand, Kate led me to the changing rooms where we enjoyed half an hour trying on my new underwear. When we had made our choices, and Kate selected the same underwear in her size, she returned to the shop assistant. 


“I think that’s cute.” 


We hailed an Uber to get us home quickly and manage the shopping load. 


“I’m exhausted.” 


Kate looked tired and I was too, having to haul several bags of designer clothes and shoes around town, then upstairs and into her apartment. 


“Stack everything in the dressing room darling, we can sort it later. I’ll make us coffee.” 


“You must have bought half the town. Not sure why you need so much.” 


I felt a little grouchy, while hauling the bags so far and for such a long time, and it just slipped out. Kate rounded on me with an expression of disappointment. 


“This is what I warned you about and probably why I shouldn’t have treated you to that wank in the restaurant. Don’t spoil a perfect day, Jacob. It’s all been mostly for your benefit, anyway.” 


She scowled at me, wagging a finger, and I felt the dejection of having acted rashly. 


“Remember what I taught you about courting me and being attentive, it’s all to help you in the long term.” 


I paused for thought, looked at Kate and felt disappointed by my slip up. 


“I’m sorry, that won’t happen again.” 


Her face brightened instantly, and she held her arms wide open for my apologetic hug. 


“No problem, we can deal with it at our morning briefing tomorrow. It’s been a great day and there’s no need to dwell on something so trivial right now. Get our clothes into the dressing room and make sure nothing creases.” 


I knew I’d be spanked for the transgression, hoping it wouldn’t be a flaying but, I’d be lying if I didn’t admit that part of me relished the thought of it too. 


After coffee, we coiled lovingly on her leather sofa, having moved the back rest on its swing hinges to create a wide bed. We watched ‘Confessions of a Shopaholic’ which I found ironic. 


“When are we going home to Granger’s Hall?” 


“Home, Jacob?” 


“Well, sorry, I mea-” 


“No, no, no. You meant home is at Granger Hall, with me, in my childhood bedroom, right? Be brave now, boyfriend.” 


She giggled and hoisted herself onto me, straddling my lap while grinding down onto my hard cock. 


“Yes, I did, because you made it feel like my home.” 


“Good boy. Tomorrow afternoon is best. Sunday is a lovely day in the countryside, and mom is preparing a dinner evening for everyone. Tiffany will be there, Claire too, so we can catch up and see what progress everyone has made.” 


“And the GD campus. When do you want to be there?” 


“All week, and I’ll need you with me constantly. I’m feeling tired, and that won’t be much fun for those at the office. No fun for me either, or you, for that matter.” 


Kate smiled and sipped her wine, shrugging. 


“Sorry!” 


“I feel like a spare part at your workplace.” 


“Thats not on me, your advice and insights are valuable. Just look at what you achieved with one visit to the R&D department? You catch the things that other people miss. You also hear things people say at meetings that I missed. I don’t think you realise that we’re a great team.” 


“You’re the boss.” 


“Every football team has a captain, right?” 


“Well yes, I suppose so.” 


She studied my body language, then stared me in the eye. 


“My being the boss at work and home doesn’t devalue you or your contribution. I shall be annoyed if you think less of yourself, and I’m sure you never want to lie across Beauty again, do you?” 


“Getting my mindset straight takes a little getting used to because you’re always one step ahead of everyone and I’m not sure how much help I’m giving.” 


“We’re soul mates, team mates and winners together, Jacob. If you feel insecure, I want to talk about it. Don’t hold it in and don’t put yourself down, because I never shall.” 


“I get that sweetheart, thanks for the pep talk and I’ll support you any way possible.” 


I thought for a moment while sipping my wine. I felt attentive towards my girlfriend and wanted to help, so I slipped Kate’s shoes off and gently massaged her toes. 


“My feet are killing me. We walked for miles, and you did it in heels. Yours must be worse than mine.” 


“I’d do anything for you, Jacob. I want you to be happy, and I think you like me in heels.” 


“Yes, I do, but I definitely won’t be trying those out.” 


“You don’t know what you’re missing.” 


“I’ve enjoyed today in every way, Kate.” 


“No matter the situation, there must be something in it for you, me and us. Get some rest now because we’re not done yet.” 


We dozed off in each other’s arms on the sofa with a throw blanket to keep us warm. I woke three hours later, in the early evening, and held Kate close for a few minutes, enjoying the rhythmic movement of her chest while she purred lightly. 


I slid off the sofa without disturbing her to admire my girlfriend’s resting beauty and because I couldn’t sleep. Kate always wore minimal make-up understating her beauty and, in a deep slumber she looked peaceful and happy. 


I showered, lingering under the rainfall torrent, scrubbing every inch of my body. It felt great to remove the city grime and bathe my cock and balls that Kate had teased so exquisitely a few hours earlier. I’d felt aroused all day and was totally engaged in her as she’d planned. The steam bathed me and I leaned against a glass wall, meditating. 


When I opened my eyes, Kate peered lovingly from the other side of the glass, completely naked. I smiled back at her and traced a love heart on the steamy glass. 


“Do you mind if I join you, Jacob?” 


“Always, darling.” 


She stepped into the wet room, released her seductive pony tail, and shook her long hair loose. Kate handed me a natural sponge and bar of verbena scented soap. It was obvious what I should do. 


I started at Kate’s neck, working my way down her slender, perfect body, lathering the sponge before washing her back, breasts and legs, allowing the suds to drain quickly off her body under the powerful deluge of a rain shower. 


While caressing her torso with a sponge in one hand, and circling her breasts carefully, I descended to my knees until almost level with her freshly waxed pussy before rising again to clean her torso. I held the sponge in my mouth and gently tweaked both nipples between thumb and forefinger. When they were hard, I suckled on her, biting down gently before returning to her cleansing, washing her back. 


When her allure became too intense, I pulled Kate into me letting the water bathe our entwined bodies. 


I lathered the sponge again and compressed its porous mass into her butt crack, lingering around Kate’s anus, pressing gently to purge and clean her. I rinsed the sponge with fresh water, lathered it again, then rinsed and repeated to be certain it was clean, before washing her pussy. 


Kate spread her legs wide open and pressed her palms against the glass partition, encouraging me to care for her hygiene completely. I pressed my fingers through the sponge, exploring her swollen labia, making sure I cleaned all the folds of skin around her pussy. She gasped when I circled my finger around her clitoris, applying enough pressure to lift its protective hood and wash the treasured pearl beneath. 


I descended her silky smooth legs and soaped her feet, squeezing and massaging each toe to her delight. She shuddered and let out a series of gentle moans. I knew Kate was aroused and tested how much by trailing a finger nail, tickling from her heel to her backside until she buckled and I held her upright. 


“That’s not fair, Jacob.” 


“I wanted to surprise you. It’s been such a nice day. Consider this my gift.” 


“I might book us a private spa day soon.” 


I pulled her closer, wrapping an arm around Kate’s waist. My free hand slid downwards gripping a firm ass cheek. I moved a finger into her bum crack and pushed downwards until I arrived at her tight, puckered anal whorl. I pressed in a little around the entrance to her taboo hole, hoping for permission. Kate relaxed, allowing me access, but I knew inside she was dry. 


I fumbled with the soap, pushing it aside, unwilling to stop sucking on her nipples. I coated my index finger with saliva and reached around to her anus again, rubbing it across the firm, tight spangled ridges, meeting with less resistance this time. 


Kate gasped when I gently eased my finger up to its first knuckle inside her, then she stooped down and pulled me off her breast, kissing me hard. Her sphincter clenched tightly, gripping my finger, ensuring I could not withdraw it easily. 


I stopped pushing and moved my left hand to rub Kate’s clitoris, starting above it and squeezing downwards, passing over her protective hood until the engorged pebble inside hardened. She gasped, and I knew Kate was excited when her fingernails sunk deep into my shoulders. 


I played with her clitoris, dragging it gently back and forth under light pressure, enjoying the shuddering of her midriff leaning onto me. My efforts were enough to lubricate inside Kate’s pussy, but not so much that she would orgasm too early. I withdrew her natural lubricant on two fingers and used it to bathe her clitoris, keeping the rain shower on her back. 


When I felt her shudder, and rise up on her toes towards a climax, I inserted an index finger inside her pussy, exploring the tight soft tissue tunnel leading to her cervix. She was warm, wet and tight inside, and her muscles squeezed my digit when I pushed. 


I introduced a second finger into her pussy hole, before pushing all three digits deeper into their respective holes, massaging the walls of soft tissue inside my mistress. 


I fingered Kate gently, and she slumped, unable to maintain an upright stance, leaning her full weight over me. 


“A little deeper inside my back passage please, Jacob, and then gently hook your finger back towards my pussy.” 


I extended my finger deeper into her rectal passage and in the direction she instructed. 


“There’s a soft wall I can feel.” 


“You’re massaging the entrance of my uterus through my ass, and it’s another first for me, darling.” 


Kate moaned and gently bucked with pleasure while I felt all powerful, controlling her pleasure. 


“Try pushing your left finger deeper into my pussy and hook that forward, too.” 


I nudged deeper inside Kate’s tight pussy hole, extended my finger, gently probing and hooking forwards until I felt a layer of tissue that was slightly raised and a little rougher than the surrounding area. I rubbed the roughness gently and Kate buckled violently, gasping with pleasure. 


“Argh… Fucking hell, Jacob… Umm… I can’t take it. I’m losing control. Seriously, you must stop, babe.” 


I removed my finger from Kate’s back passage, hoping relief in one hole might allow me to continue exploring the other. She regained some composure, but my finger hovered over what I was pretty sure was her G Spot. 


“If you go there again, Jacob, I may fall down. I’m going wild just thinking about you finger-banging me.” 


“I’ve got you Kate, don’t worry, I won’t let you fall.” 


I bound my free arm more securely around my girlfriend’s waist while the other supported an index finger buried deeply inside her pussy, poised over the raised tissue that affected her so much. Kate could let go as much as she wanted because I held on tight to give her that confidence. 


“I really want to do this for you, Kate.” 


I hovered above my target, waiting for permission. I desperately wanted to see how wild Kate could be. She stared into my face lovingly and nodded, confirming her consent with a wide grin. 


“Please be gentle, I think I’m going to ejaculate hard.” 


Her rough tissue swelled and hardened against my finger friction. The walls of her pussy crushed my digit and Kate’s abdomen tensed when her knees gave way. My head supported her torso, pressing against an incredibly solid six pack, perhaps even more ripped than mine. 


“Argh… Make a ‘come here’ motion with your finger, Jacob.” 


I did and she yelled, so I knew an orgasm was close. 


I gently beckoned with my finger inside her pussy, rubbing the precious tissues and nerve cluster directly beneath her clitoris. I leaned in, resting my brow on her six-pack, and used my tongue to flick her pearl. It was uncomfortable for me but a small price to pay for her satisfaction. While I stimulated Kate’s clitoris from outside and inside, it felt as though I had just ignited the space shuttle and was hanging on for the ride. 


“Argh! Rub harder… lick me, fuck, oh god… argh! Faster Jacob.” 


Kate screamed, completely lost in wave after wave of a massive orgasm. I kept my finger pressed on her swollen G Spot, gently dragging it from side to side, increasing the pressure to elicit louder screams. 


This is fucking great. 


I flicked at the edges of her bumpy g-spot patch inside, isolating it from the surrounding tissues, teasing her orgasm out for as long as it could reach. My tongue slipped away from her clit, no longer able to follow it, as Kate thrashed around wildly. 


“Argh, argh! Please, Jacob… please do me.” 


I didn’t know what she wanted, so I kept going while her body convulsed violently as Kate totally lost control. 


Her orgasm crashed against me in waves, each one bigger than the preceding one. It became a physical struggle to support Kate while she whipped around in every direction, riding the climactic crescendo that I provided her almost endlessly. I stiffened every fibre of every muscle in my body, anchoring myself to the ground, stabilising her violence. I was exhausted, and she was almost satisfied. 


I felt her juices squirt in streams, splashing off my hand before dribbling down her thighs while I tried to lick, suck and swallow. A milky white liquid seeped from her pussy. I knew instantly that it was her precious ejaculate, and I licked it, devouring gratefully while she shuddered downwards and back to reality. 


Her cum tasted sweet, almost like a heavenly nectar. 


When her body eventually softened, I knew Kate’s climax had passed, and I removed my finger carefully. 


“Are you okay?” 


She held a finger to my lips and shook her head weakly, almost begging for silence between us. I cradled Kate in my arms like a baby, under the rain shower, allowing its warmth to relax and rinse off her orgasm. 


When the water ran tepid, I shut off the shower, and Kate looked relaxed, her expression was serene, almost proud, but she wasn’t talkative. I reached for a bath towel and wrapped her in it. She helped fasten it at the front. 


“Can you help me to our bed, please?” 


I dried Kate completely and carried her to bed, gently laying my girlfriend down and drawing the quilt over both of us. She hauled herself into me, wrapped her legs in mine, and held me close. 


“When I recover, I’d like you to make love to me. I desperately want your seed inside my womb.” 


“With pleasure, my love.” 


I felt overwhelming desire for Kate. It wasn’t a desperate feeling of wanting sex, because I knew I could wait. This feeling was far more profound. 


Shopping had taught me the benefits of patience and obedience. The reward was Kate, and that was more than enough. Her lunchtime relief ensured that I’d been taken care of. I wanted more but felt proud that I could wait until she was ready. 


“It’s been a long day, and I’m so proud of you.” 


“I feel great, but can’t explain why. Today has taught me so much about myself, about you and us.” 


“That’s what I wanted. I hoped my boyfriend-training would pay off, and it already is. It was the green blouse that confirmed it and your progress, trying to be honest about my clothes and shopping habits while on the edge of an orgasm and with a server close enough to see us.” 


She giggled. 


“Was it a test?” 


“Everything is a test of your love and commitment, darling. If I’m not worth that, then neither are you.” 


“Am I?” 


“Oh, yeah.” 


She gently nodded off in my arms, and I followed her soon after. 



Chapter Twenty

Loving Embrace

◆◆◆

I was on the edge of sleep where dreams meet reality and sensed my morning wood. The tender sucking of my cock slowly dragged me into consciousness. I drew back the duvet, looked down and saw a cute ponytail bobbing up and down on my stiff shaft. 


Kate stopped sucking my cock and stared up lovingly while continuing to wank me off. 


“Hi, sleepyhead, lovely stiff wood, Jacob. I couldn’t help noticing it, so I played.” 


Kate held my cock tightly and upright. It glistened with her saliva in the moonlight. 


“I see my ponytail is back.” 


“You can play with it Jacob, have a nice tug, just until I have you ready.” 


Kate slurped my glans, steadying herself up onto her knees to deep throat me. She loosened her jaw and slid down my cock. When she held her position, she’d taken all but an inch of me and it felt amazing. Her teeth gnawed on my shaft, and I could see she had only just about accommodated my girth. She pushed on down my shaft to the end until she had all of it lodged in her throat and mouth. 


I held her ponytail tightly as a depraved turn-on for me rather than a means to control Kate. She knew what I was doing and laughed. While deep throating me, her velvet tongue slid in a circular motion along my urethra. She didn’t gag, even with nine and a half inches of engorged penis blocking her airway. Kate took her time and had absolute control. 


She rose from my cock, blowing hard, and creating a vibrating effect that sent pulses into my balls. Kate winked at me and descended again, taking my cock entirely until she had all of me, burying her lips in my pubic bush, pressing against my abdomen. She released slowly, blowing hard. 


“Had to prove that to myself. I thought I might choke or break my jaw, it’s a good job you kept still.” 


She slid up my body slowly, licking, then biting my nipples before kissing me, searching with her tongue for mine 


“Is that nice?” 


“Oh god yes,” I replied. “I have a question, please.” 


“Anything,” Kate replied, while tugging my cock gently until its foreskin was fully extended. 


“When you had an orgasm earlier, there was a white creamy liquid seeping out.” 


“Female ejaculate darling, was it nice? I noticed you devoured it.” 


“Its flavour was very sweet, not like anything I have tasted.” 


“It comes from the skene’s gland and it’s packed with glucose and fructose. That was the best orgasm I’ve ever had. I’ve never ejaculated like that before, you did real good, Jacob.” 


Kate wrapped her legs around my waist, using her hands in a vice like grip on my biceps to flip us over. I was on top and she opened her legs wide, wrapping them around me, driving her heels into my butt cheeks as if spurring me on. 


“I’ve recovered. It’s your last fuck for a few days, boyfriend, so make it a good one and ride me hard.” 


“I think I’m up to it.” 


I smiled cheekily, nuzzling my cock against the entrance of her moist, shaven haven. 


“Make love to me, please, Jacob.” 


Her eyes drew me in, revealing all the love in the world she had for me. 


I kissed, licked and nuzzled her neck, gently planting my elbows into the mattress as close to her shoulders as possible. I pulled Kate further down the bed while lying on top until she couldn’t move. My cheeky grin topped off a great strategic move on my part. 


“You’re pinning me down, aren’t you?” 


“Yes, you asked to be fucked hard, so I want to make sure you get the full benefit of my cock.” 


I used my elbows to prevent her movement while gently sliding my entire shaft inside her slick pussy hole with a single movement. I watched her jaw drop and eyes widen while her nostrils flared when I filled Kate’s pussy. She puffed like a steam train after an initial gasp to get her away from the platform. 


“I’m so full. Nine and a half inches feels like the most perfect fit, like we were made for each other.” 


Kate squeezed my cock with the walls of her pussy, while her six pack pressed hard against mine. 


“You won’t squeeze anything out of me until I’ve satisfied you, babe.” 


She giggled but tried anyway. I withdrew my cock fully and felt the vacuum of her tight hole trying to pull me back in. When I rammed my cock back inside, she bit my chest, sucking and grinding her brand into me. 


“You’re a goddess, and I love you with all my heart, Kate.” 


I thrust my cock faster inside her while she continued biting. The walls of her pussy shuddered and caressed my thick pole. Kate sank her fingernails into my biceps when I rode her harder. It hurt me, but I didn’t care because the pain spurred me onwards. 


“Oh God Jake, I’m so sorry.” 


She looked scared, so I stopped for a moment, holding my inward thrust at its fullest extent, rubbing her cervix with my glans. She held her hands in front of my face, inspecting her fingers that were covered in blood. 


“I drew blood and more on your chest, too.” 


“I have plenty more.” 


I shrugged it off with a smile and lifted her from the bed, still impaled on my cock. 


I held her ass cheeks to keep her on my shaft while she wrapped her legs around my back. Kate used her hands to push on my shoulders, rising and falling, sliding up and down my shaft so that she could continue being fucked. 


Each time my girlfriend descended my creamy pole, her eyes widened and nostrils flared because of the physical effort to accommodate my big cock. I lifted her off me completely and used my upper body strength to turn Kate upside down until her legs pointed over my shoulders and I could lean her back against the wall. 


“I need to eat you, babe.” 


I drove my lips onto her pussy, sucking hard while darting my tongue deep inside her warm, wet, recently fucked hole. Kate’s mouth was full of cock and she licked our juices hungrily. 


We licked and sucked each other while I pinned her against the wall, upside down, and she pulled on the back of my knees to force her mouth further down my shaft, taking it deep into her throat. Her hole was extra tasty because my fucking had stimulated more hormonal nectar. Her well fucked hole welcomed my tongue, but I knew she wanted and needed to be fucked. 


Kate blinked first. 


“I need you to fuck me now Jacob, I want your cum inside my womb to help me sleep.” 


I lay Kate gently back on the bed and she grabbed a pillow, scrambling onto all fours. She arched her back, presenting her slit in the most perfect manner, burying her face in the pillow, yelling a muffled cry. 


“Fuck me now, boyfriend.” 


I slid into her soaking wet hole, much deeper this time, because her position allowed greater access to my sweetheart. I reached her cervix and pushed gently, swaying slightly as if massaging her inside. 


She’d said I was the first. 


I felt proud. 


Kate removed the pillow and steadied herself on outstretched arms, grunting and tossing her head. 


“You’re at my cervix again… Argh! Argh! Argh… you’re determined to fuck me into oblivion, aren’t you?” 


“Does it hurt?” 


“Not yet, but you can’t go any further, though.” 


“How does it feel when I bounce off inside you?” 


“Unbelievable,” she snarled. “Don’t stop fucking me, Jacob, argh!” 


I bounced my cock gently off her cervix entrance, filling her cunt completely each time I struck home, withdrawing about an inch before pushing forwards gently again. She pushed back, wanting more cock and harder thrusts. 


Kate arched her back, reaching forward, screaming, gripping the bed sheet and tearing it loose. She gathered it up, and buried her face in its cotton folds, climaxing while impaled on my cock. I watched her bite the sheet, sucking hard on it to muffle her cries. 


I fucked Kate harder, withdrawing my cock fully, then plunging through her tunnel until my glans bounced back, making sure I filled her with each stroke and ensuring she got the reaming she’d asked for. I held her ass cheeks tight and pulled her onto my shaft, although I needn’t, because she pushed back on me with equal vigour. 


“I’m going to cum.” 


I screamed, jerking wildly, with my knees wobbling, because the strain of my approaching orgasm was immense as I thrust faster and harder inside my Kate. 


“Oh, fucking… please… argh… fucking do me like a fucking whore Jacob,” she screamed. “As deep as you can, fill me up with your cream. I want your cum inside my belly.” 


My cock jerked wildly and I couldn’t pull Kate’s ass any further backwards onto it; I had to lean in and use the arch of her back to steady myself. It was my turn to collapse on her. I felt my balls squirting when semen fired up my shaft, blasting toward its target. 


My orgasm was unrestrained, and I went nuts. My cock jerked violently, my prostate pulsated rapidly, and I painted Kate’s womb a brilliant white. 


I buried myself deep inside her, jerking and shuddering until I was spent. I felt her pussy flood with my semen when her walls widened and she shuddered from her own orgasm. My semen seeped past the tight seal between my cock and Kate’s pussy walls, soaking my balls before it dribbled onto the floor. 


My knees gave way and my cock slid out. A loud slurping sound accompanied my creamed, limp shaft when I dropped to the floor. Kate was beside me in an instant, helping me up and supporting me back onto the bed with cum dribbling down her thighs. 


She pushed me gently onto my back and straddled my chest, soaking it with our cum. 


“You must clean up, darling.” 


Kate parted her pussy lips above my face, fingering my load out of her pussy, into my eagerly waiting mouth. 


Kate helped me, taking a share of our cum herself, swallowing finger loads before cleaning them with her tongue and returning for more. I swallowed when she clenched her muscles and squeezed out more of our cum mixed with her fresh, creamy juices. I was ecstatic, but exhausted. 


“You must be tired, darling.” She cuddled alongside me, throwing one of her legs across mine while nuzzling into my neck. 


“I’m done, sweetheart.” 


I felt completely satisfied. A happy dopamine rush washed over me while I descended toward normality. 


We cuddled for a while, but something bothering me prevented my sleep. 


“You look sad, are you, Jacob?” 


“A little.” 


“Why?” 


“I, err. I feel disappointed in myself.” 


Kate thought for a moment, examining my face while stroking my chest with her palm. 


“It’s the shopping, right? When you asked why I needed so much stuff?” 


“Yes, I slipped up at the end. I shouldn’t have, and I feel awful.” 


“I think it’s admirable you caught that yourself. These things are important Jacob because a niggle or harsh word at the wrong time triggers a much bigger problem between us.” 


“I don’t want to wait till tomorrow to fix this. I feel awful, but I know it’s not my call.” 


“Okay, let’s deal with it now. I’m glad you’re contrite, Jacob, but I don’t want you going to sleep on a guilt trip. Get that lovely ass pointed up over the arm of our living room couch and I’ll be along shortly.” 


Kate grinned, and I instantly felt better. I wasn’t looking forward to a night’s sleep with a misdemeanour dark cloud having spoiled a wonderful day. 


I was in position for a few minutes when I heard Kate nearby. 


“It’s a punishment, Jacob, so it’s gonna hurt a bit. Remember our safe words.” 


She stood in front of me with a riding crop. It was the same one she’d used in the stables at Granger Hall. 


I gripped the underside of the couch, clenched my cheeks, and pointed my ass up very high. 


“I’m ready.” 


“When I do this, let go of the guilt because if you don’t, I swear I shall flay you alive.” 


“Understood, mistress.” 


“You’ll get six for having sassed me and you’ll have to stay in position yourself and maintain absolute silence or there’ll be more. There’s no Beauty here to help you this time.” 


Her first stroke was excruciating, and I was sure it had cut me. I felt the skin on my lower ass cheek welt in response to her stroke. The stinging wasn’t as intense as the last time when she’d whipped me at the stables, but I stiffened and screamed inside, remaining motionless, although my instinct was to run. Spit blocked my nasal passage when I choked, having clamped my lips shut. My breathing was erratic and my eyes watered. 


“Reflect on the tone you use with me, Jacob. I won’t tolerate even the slightest lapse in your high standards. I don’t feel I should. I deserve better and so do you.” 


The next stroke burned even more. 


It must draw blood, because it’s cutting me. 


I choked back my tears and breathed deeply, steeling myself against the pain which didn’t arouse me at all. My heart quickened and adrenaline flooded my senses. 


“We’re a team, and there’s no room for churlish comments or childish irritability. Am I clear?” Her tone was stern. “You may answer.” 


“Understood Mistress Kate.” 


The third stroke felt like another cut. This time I’d prepared although it still hurt, but I felt better and less guilty. I was in a trancelike state where nothing except Kate mattered. 


This is what I need. I can’t disappoint Kate again. 


I raised my butt higher, tempting fate and tensing hard, wanting more while begging my mistress for absolution. 


“Do you want it harder?” 


Kate sounded impressed. I did, so I nodded because her whipping made me feel better, as though I was rewinding past my indiscretion, erasing it completely. 


She delivered the next three strokes in quick succession, and they were far more cutting. I forced my ass higher each time, willing and challenging Kate to beat me harder. She obliged, and when the six strokes were complete, I slid off the sofa, struggling to rise from the floor. 


Kate helped me to my feet. 


“You’re forgiven. We’ve dealt with your misbehaviour tonight, and from this moment onwards is a fresh start. For what it’s worth, this was the best shopping day I’ve ever had, and I thoroughly enjoyed beating you just now, too.” 


My backside was on fire. 


“I feel better now, thank you, Kate.” 


“Lay on the couch honey, face down. I need to heal you.” 


Kate opened a tub of Sudocrem and the Vitamin E oil she’d placed on a table nearby, applying both liberally to the cuts on my butt. I yelped and squirmed while she massaged the cream into my wounded skin until it was fully absorbed. 


“How do you feel?” 


“Thrilled! I wanted to be better than that silly mistake. I feel I’m making progress.” 


“It takes a powerful man to submit the way you do, Jacob. I’m proud of you and feel privileged you are my boyfriend.” 


I gathered Kate in my arms and carried her to bed. 



Chapter Twenty-One

The Winds Of Change

◆◆◆

Kate looked at me as though I were a boy rather than a man, but it was hardly surprising given that I had more than six hundred break horsepower to play with. 


“Do you like your new car, Jacob?” 


“No, Kate, I love it.” 


I shot her a look confirming my age had halved the moment I sat in the driver’s seat and pressed the ignition button. 


We’d cleared the city limits by mid-morning, planning to have lunch at a diner Kate had visited frequently as a teenager, then we’d go on to the house. She planned for us to stay at Granger Hall for the next week, to embed us at GD, deal with estate matters with Catherine and schedule more meetings with the directors of her car rental company. 


It had felt odd the first time, going back to the car rental lot having worked as a general hand there only weeks earlier. 


“I’ve arranged a private office at GD for you, Jacob.” 


“Okay.” 


I felt unsure, having assumed we’d be together at work and that my role was to support Kate while she ran the company. She noticed a change in my disposition, ever vigilant in her pastoral care of me, her submissive boyfriend. 


Kate had explained that she didn’t see me as weak but preferred, as the dominant partner, to take responsibility for both our physical and mental health. I didn’t mind and didn’t tell her so, but I was ever watchful of her safety in every regard, too. 


“It’s not for my privacy, it’s for yours. I want you to have a peaceful sanctuary. We have interconnecting doors you can use, but I think your work is very important and warrants an office of its own. Finding the prototyping issue is a crucial step in the right direction for GD. I’d like you to do more if that’s okay.” 


“Um, I don’t feel like I need privacy to help you.” 


“I have something I’d like you to look at, please. You were a Royal Marine for ten years, right?” 


She ignored my protest, and I knew it was time to back off and do what Kate wanted. 


“Yes.” 


“After your victory last week, I asked human resources to profile the employees at GD. There isn’t one ex-military person of any nationality in the research and development department. In fact, there’s no ex-military in the company anywhere.” 


“That’s odd, you’d think the design teams would benefit from an end user perspective when building weapons platforms to get some soldier insights.” 


“Exactly what I thought.” 


“Okay, that’s definitely something I can look at if you want me to. It’ll be interesting.” 


“You’ll have full access to everything at GD, all data, staff, and all areas of the company.” 


When I glanced across to the passenger's seat, Kate smiled as though she’d scored a victory. She seemed delighted knowing that I was happy too, making it her business to understand my state of mind, read my mood and help improve it when I felt dejected. 


“My sister wants to visit from the UK. I can put her in my apartment for a few weeks if that works.” 


“She can stay at the house with us. We have fifty bedrooms, so it would be silly for her to be alone. Does she ride horses?” 


“Yes, like a fanatic. She’d love to stay at your house, and says she can’t wait to meet you.” 


“Then it’s decided that she’ll stay with us.” 


“She can be a pain in the ass.” 


“She’ll fit in perfectly at Granger’s Hall, then.” 


Kate reached across the passenger’s seat, to lovingly rub my thigh. 


I floored the accelerator and the M5 Competition dropped a gear, roaring like a lion, much as I felt. The suspension lowered automatically, and I carved through a thirty degree left hander as though my car were on rails. Kate was thrilled, and I was showing off. 


I love American diners, especially the classic style ones with a traditional jukebox. The Oasis didn’t disappoint, with original black and white chequered floor tiles into which the owner had bolted stainless steel stools with red top cushioned leather in front of a white ceramic tiled counter. 


Jazz wafting through the diner almost indistinctly revealed the patron had good taste so I was looking forward to a break 


Kate had called ahead and reserved a curved bench seat booth, where we sat side by side in comfort. I winced when I sat down, and she smiled sympathetically, knowing why. 


After punishment was delivered, Kate never mentioned the misdemeanour again, nor did she delight in my pain. She enjoyed turning the page to move forward in life instead of dwelling on events of the past. 


“Shall we have a burger each and share the french fries?” 


Kate scanned the menu, mostly loaded with unhealthy food that tasted fantastic. 


“Portion sizes at these places are too big. I think it’s sensible.” 


“Have you warmed to my idea, then? Taking on more work.” 


“As a fresh pair of eyes working for GD, I might help. I thought it through a bit and there was something I’m confused about. Why are there no military personnel from the armed forces clients embedded in the company?” 


“You mean helping to deliver the contract?” 


“That, yes, but it’s more about observing the program delivery, checking technology integration is succeeding, conducting trials and assessing if GD is delivering value for money.” 


“I don’t know why that’s not happening, but it proves my point, though.” 


“What point is that?” 


“We can work together at GD, Jacob. It’s a true life partnership.” 


She’d made a good point, and I reflected on it for the rest of the drive to Granger’s Hall. The thought of a new career thrilled me and many ideas flashed through my recently activated imagination. If Kate believed in me, then I should believe in myself. 


We listened to more jazz from Kate’s phone connected by bluetooth to the BMW M5 infotainment system, and I slowed down so we could enjoy the ambiance. We both love modern music but share an affection for Ella Fitzgerald and her unmistakable four octave jazz range with improv style. 


“I’ve had our bedroom redecorated.” 


I’d just turned off the main road into the Grangers’ Estate drive. I studied her inquiringly, and she smiled knowingly, as if I were in for a pleasant surprise. She nodded, giggled, but I knew Kate wouldn’t reveal anything further until I saw her surprise. 


I parked up away from the house, always enjoying the hundred yard walk from its front door. After I opened Kate’s door and stretched off from tightening muscles and tendons I collected our luggage from the boot and followed her. 


We’d driven a circuitous route, adding the diner along the way. I felt lethargic and in need of a rest, but Kate understood our needs better. 


“We’ll go for a walk. You look tired and I feel bloated.” 


“The burger and fries?” 


“My period.” 


We walked for an hour through the estate forest and lands. The grooms had released Beauty outside, and he ran in an acre sized compound, eyeing the other horses with desire or wrath depending on their gender. When Kate whistled, he galloped over and they spent a few minutes reacquainting an old friendship before we strolled further into the equine facilities. 


We saw Tiffany practising hard in the dressage compound under the instruction of two stable hands and the head groom. Catherine looked on, shouting out encouragement and pointers from the sturdy wooden fence she leaned on. 


When mom saw Kate, she smiled and strolled across to greet us. 


“Hi you two, I’ve missed you both.” 


She had a big hug and kiss on the cheek for each of us. I’d become part of the family quickly and felt slightly guilty, feeling I had abandoned my own. 


“You’re both early.” 


“We made a day of it, had lunch on the way, and then a walk around the estate.” 


“Your estate.” 


Catherine corrected her daughter, pressing home her desperate need for Kate to succeed her dad in every way. 


“Our home, mom. Everyone’s.” 


“Yes, dear, it’s home to all of us, but it’s your estate. Daddy provided for Claire and me generously, but he knew only you could take proper care of his company and the family estate he loved so much. It’s your time now, you’re the lady of the manor now.” 


“It still feels wrong, though. Dad loved this place. He moulded it and shaped an empire.” 


“And now the Emperor is dead, leaving the job to you. Look at what those bastards at GD did when he became sick. The same will happen here if you don’t put your mark down and set a standard for everyone to achieve.” 


“I won’t allow that to happen.” 


Kate was determined, but I knew she was having a problem assuming ownership of an empire she felt was built by her father. Catherine was unrelenting. 


“You’re a billionaire now, Kate. In cash and much more than that in assets. Acknowledge your place in the family story. Kicking those lazy fuckers in the office was a perfect start, but you need to keep that momentum going and turnaround the business your father built.” 


Catherine sure knew how to press her daughter’s buttons and I could see irritability flicker in my girlfriend’s expression. 


“It won’t be a problem, mom. Jacob and I have a plan, and we’ve made a great start.” 


She smiled sweetly at me, so I nodded my agreement. I knew that Kate would succeed. 


Catherine looked relieved because she believed in her eldest daughter and desperately wanted her husband’s legacy to be secure. Before we drifted away, she took Kate by the hand with a big grin. 


“Oh, I saw the contractors come and go all week, so I sneaked a peek yesterday and I thoroughly approve of what you’ve done.” 


She winked at me, smiling mischievously. 


“You’re going to be well looked after, Jacob.” 


“We’d better look for ourselves.” 


Kate was surprisingly excitedly when she took my hand and set off towards the house at a blistering pace, almost dragging me off my feet in her enthusiasm. 


We climbed the stairs hurriedly to the top floor and the first thing I noticed was a new door to Kate’s bedroom. 


“That’s new and very heavy.” 


“It’s for soundproofing, Jacob.” 


When she unlocked the door and we wandered inside, I saw that her room was transformed. 


Her bedroom was gone, and instead it had become the lobby of a large apartment. There was a washroom, changing room with storage for coats and shoes, with occasional furniture to sit on to enjoy a coffee and the view from her window. 


“They knocked down walls, built new ones, connected rooms and now we have seven and a half thousand square feet in a self-contained wing.” 


“It’s beautiful Kate. I love it.” 


“It’s the Kate and Jacob wing.” 


She danced in the centre of the room, twirling around like a ballerina. I caught her when she pretended to trip and fall, then kissed her. 


“This is our place, darling. We have the city apartment, too.” 


“I love it.” 


“We’ll keep the city apartment and use it whenever we want a change of scene. Come with me and I’ll show you around. I designed everything, but this is my first viewing of their work.” 


The bedroom was enormous and had an equally huge ensuite bathroom. The massive grey slate wet-room had multiple jets embedded along one wall with three rain shower heads fixed into the ceiling above. We could shower together entwined or stand side by side. 


In another wall of the bedroom there was a door with a short corridor leading to a dressing room for Kate and another for me, both the same size. She had my clothes already hanging up, with shoes set out on shelves. I noticed a pile of five or six lace panties in my size on one shelf. 


She tapped her phone, and our bedroom came alive to ‘Mack the Knife’ when Kate transferred Louis into our new home. As we moved from one room to the next, each came alive with all of my favourite jazz singers while the room we’d left fell silent. 


“This must have cost a fortune.” 


“We deserve to be happy, right? We work hard.” 


She was right, and Kate had designed a home fit for royalty and perfect for a couple in love. I noticed four spare bedrooms, freshly painted but with no furniture and felt excited about our future. 


We had an expansive living room with amazing views over the estate grounds. The smell of Italian leather would have described our quality furniture even if I were blindfolded. We had a dining room to seat fifteen guests, a library filled with thousands of books and sumptuous leather wing back armchairs to sit in and read. At least four rooms had a coffee machine of some description with capsules if we had a quick shot flavour preference. 


“These are daddy’s books, I had them moved in here for us.” 


“It’s unbelievable, Kate.” 


“Do you think so?” 


“Yes, what’s through there?” 


I pointed towards a solid steel door set in a wall at the far end of the library. Beside that, a circular, winding steel staircase led up onto the roof, where I assumed we had an open-air patio. 


“Come on, I’ll show you.” 


She squeezed my hand like a child who’d spotted their Christmas morning tree with a pile of gifts underneath. 


“It’s supposed to have fingerprint access, but we can sort that out on Monday.” 


She opened the door, and we walked into pitch darkness. I felt I knew what this place was because my senses picked up on it straight away. When she closed the door, architectural lighting throughout the room gently illuminated everywhere in a red hue. The room was an enormous dungeon and on its longest wall she’d had a slogan painted in letters six feet tall. 


‘Where Kate Educates Jacob.’ 


“Do you like it?” 


“I love it.” 


“We’re going to have so much fun in here and the only two fingerprints that can access this place are yours and mine. The contractors have more soundproofing to complete next week, and then it’s game on.” 


“Is that why the apartment’s front door is so heavy?” 


“We need privacy, right?” 


Kate smiled cheekily and I could see why. She’d designed a massive dungeon with highly polished wooden floorboards. Around the room were pieces of equipment similar to those in her city apartment, but with bigger gaps between. 


A long wooden shelf carried a range of thigh high kinky boots with varying length heels and in different colours. I saw spiked collars attached to the wall, chastity cages, handcuffs, strap-on dildos and the butt plug selection she’d already acquainted me with at the apartment. 


“You’ve been busy.” 


“Designing the place wasn’t so hard, I wrote a general specification and the architects did the rest. They handled my apartment a few years ago.” 


“What about all the equipment?” 


“Some came from extras at the apartment. I had a courier collect it, and the rest I purchased. I haven’t acquired all the toys and furniture yet, but it’s halfway done. There’s enough here for us to enjoy and for me to deal with you should that be necessary.” 


“Are you happy, Kate?” 


I wrapped my arm around her shoulder, marvelling at how quickly she’d transformed our quarters and I felt a chill when I studied the number of spikes, whips, floggers and paddles. 


“Oh god yeah.” 


She curled her arm around my waist and planted the side of her head on my shoulder. 


“I’ve never been happier. Although I’m cramping badly right now and it’s making me irritable.” 


“I have something for that. Give me five minutes please and wait in the bedroom.” 


I ran to my car, dragged out a large holdall from the boot, and sprinted back inside. I took the stairs three at a time and arrived in our bedroom after a four-minute hiatus. Kate stood wistfully at the window, looking out. 


“Jump up on the bed on your hands and knees, please.” 


She looked at me quizzically, but did as I asked. I opened the holdall and dragged out a large mink coloured heavy but soft bolster cushion, which I slid gently underneath Kate. 


“It’s a stomach sleeper, one of many relaxation toys I bought for you this week. Snuggle into that on your knees and pull it into your stomach with your arms pointing towards the front alongside.” 


“Oh, that feels lovely, and it moulds to my body shape.” 


I went to the wall socket and plugged in a heat pad, stretching its cord until it reached the bed. 


“Let me slip this underneath you, please.” 


I slid the small square heat blanket under Kate so it wrapped onto the stomach sleeper. 


“That will gently warm up and hopefully help you with the cramps.” 


Then I got on the bed with my feet planted either side of her, leaned down and massaged Kate’s back gently, rolling her shoulders and neck with my thumbs to release any knots. 


“You’re a magician, Jacob, thank you. Can you do my temples as well, please?” 


“I have chamomile tea for later.” 


Kate dozed off, purring gently into a pleasant slumber. 


We rested for a few hours together on the bed. Kate slept soundly on the stomach sleeper, while I lay as close beside her as possible. When she woke, I did too, and we stretched out on the duvet. 


“I feel much better, Jacob.” 


“Glad to be of service.” 


We showered, changed into casual clothing for dinner and then joined the family. Tiffany and Claire were in good spirits and seemed to have become the best of friends. 


Catherine looked exhausted, and I resolved to see if I might help take up some of her strain with the estate. 


“How are you enjoying it here, Tiffany?” 


Kate addressed Tiffany having made sure they were seated together at the dining table with me on the other side of my girlfriend. 


“It’s amazing, I’ve ridden all the horses this week except Beauty. I can’t tell you how grateful I am to you, and your mother. Sorry… Mistress Granger.” 


Kate almost spat out the drink she sipped in surprise. 


“Mistress Granger?” 


“Oh, yes, she said you’d understand what it meant.” 


Tiffany leaned into Kate, whispering, and I could barely make her out, which totally pissed me off. 


“I believe I understand, but why don’t you explain to me what it means to you?” 


“I feed the horses at 5AM, then I run three miles before breakfast. I do dressage all morning and then, after we eat, I go hacking with my Mistress… err, your mother for a couple of hours in the afternoon. After that I muck out, groom, and feed the horses. When I’ve showered, I go for a walk with your mother and we talk.” 


“What do you discuss?” 


“Mostly your mother tells me how well I’m doing, how pleased she is, what she wants me to do in the evening and for the following day.” 


“That doesn’t explain why you’re calling my mother your Mistress.” 


“Um, well, err… you know?” 


“I’m pretty sure I do, but I’d rather you told me.” Kate smiled encouragingly and with no trace of judgement. 


“After dinner I read for my Mistress for an hour and then I go OTK.” 


She whispered, accentuating the final three letters, nodding as though Kate must read between the lines. Tiffany was wholly unsure of herself for the first time in the conversation, and blushing brightly. I stifled a laugh and squeezed Kate’s hand tightly. She squeezed mine back. 


“You go Over The Knee?” 


Kate flashed a look at Catherine, who leered, knowing exactly what Tiffany was explaining. 


“Umm, yes, she said you wouldn’t mind.” 


Tiffany looked terrified, because she was in uncharted territory. 


“I hope it’s okay.” 


Her eyes pleaded with Kate for it to be okay. 


“Of course it’s okay. It’s up to you entirely. I’m glad my mother could help you and I’m really pleased that you feel better. I don’t mind at all if mother spanks you as long as you enjoy and consent to it.” 


Kate stroked Tiffany’s cheek gently with two fingers, glad to give the approval that the wayward young woman wanted. 


“I wasn’t sure the first time when she offered to help me in that way, but my Mistress took her time to explain everything, and when I agreed, she showed me her hairbrush. I was in my negligee with panties on and I’d only just had a shower. Your mother brushed my hair while she sat on the bed and I was in front of her, cross-legged, on the floor.” 


I was getting hard and didn’t want Kate to know. The thought of a gorgeous older woman spanking the backside of an unruly beautiful twenty something year old was more than my sexual constitution could handle. Within a minute, my cock felt stiff, and I was terrified because I promised that wouldn’t happen while Kate had her period. 


“What happened next?” 


“My Mistress asked how I felt and if there was anything on my mind. I explained the guilt that I felt because of so much poor behaviour and for such a long time. I’ve felt like a new person here, Kate, as if you’ve given me a fresh start, but I couldn’t shift the awful things I’ve done from my mind.” 


“And mother had a solution, I assume.” 


Kate grinned at Catherine, knowing where this was going, as did my cock. She slid a hand across my thigh and into my lap, gripping my shaft perfectly. She knew I was hard and smiled affectionately at me. 


A dinner gong sounded and staff flooded the room with serving dishes. Kate stopped her interrogation. 


“Let’s enjoy dinner and then you tell me all about it, Tiffany.” 


“Yes, Kate.” 


“Good girl.” 



Chapter Twenty-Two

Tiffany's Progress

◆◆◆

“It sounds like you’ve turned a corner, Tiffany, and I’d like you to share that with me.” 


When Kate secretly unzipped my jeans, I froze in absolute horror, almost choking on a mouthful of wine. She gently undid the button on my boxer briefs and my cock sprang out, ready for action. 


Kate stroked my shaft lovingly, leaned over and then kissed me on my cheek. She stared at me with a seriousness that was disconcerting, as though denying the cock she gripped tightly was real. 


“I’m just having a private chat with Tiffany if that’s okay, honey.” 


Without waiting for an answer, she turned back to Catherine’s new submissive slut and began gently wanking me under the table, giving nothing away to our fellow diners. 


Tiffany shot a look toward Catherine, who smiled and nodded her permission to continue. 


“I stood up from where your mother was brushing my hair and asked how she could help me. Mistress explained that if I wanted to drop the guilt, I needed to confess it, take a punishment, and then receive forgiveness before moving on. She swished the hand brush around and my blood ran cold because I knew then that Mistress meant to spank me.” 


Tiffany looked excited to share her first time experience, sipping more wine before continuing. Catherine and Claire were engrossed in a discussion about horses at the opposite end of the table and Kate wanked me off smoothly but firmly while I feigned admiration for a wall painting opposite. The young woman serving dinner stood a discreet distance away and seemed bored, waiting for a diner to request a refill. 


“Your mother told me to pirouette so that she could inspect me. She said I was beautiful in body and now in soul and then she lifted my negligee almost to my breasts. I felt exposed and frightened, but very turned on.” 


Kate gripped my cock harder, pulled my foreskin backwards as far as she could, held it there for a few seconds, then stroked me forwards again. She appeared totally attentive to Tiffany, who had no clue that the cock she’s craved so badly was getting off on her story. 


“She gently and slowly pulled my panties down, using her thumbs in the waistband. I was moist down below, and she noticed, complimenting me on the flavour.” 


“The flavour?” 


Kate sounded a little surprised and almost jerked my cock off. 


“Um, yes… your mother dipped a finger, maybe two, inside my pussy, smelled me, and then licked them clean. I almost collapsed into an orgasmic heap.” 


“Did you enjoy that?” 


Kate wanked me a little faster, while blocking Tiffany’s view by leaning forward. 


“Very much, and I asked her for more. She stroked my backside, slapped it a little and asked if I enjoyed that, too.” 


“Did you?” 


“Is it okay for me to explain all of this to you, Kate?” 


“Yes, now answer the question.” 


“I loved it, so she brought her knees together and told me to bend over her lap from the side. It took me a little while to get comfortable.” 


My cock was going to explode soon, and I coughed so she’d know. Kate didn’t blink. 


“Jacob, please clean that ketchup stain in front of you with your napkin, or it will become a problem in the laundry.” 


I picked up the white napkin and gave the stain a cursory wipe, but I knew Kate meant for me to keep the white linen in hand to clean a different mess soon. Tiffany took another gulp of her wine and was about to reach a crescendo. 


“It turned me on and your mother knew it, so for a while she stroked my back, ass cheeks and thighs. Then she spread my legs apart, exposing my pussy a little before fingering it, explaining that I needed to be very aroused before she could lay into me.” 


Tiffany stopped and glanced at Catherine, who nodded for her to continue. The woman who’d been my nemesis turned back to Kate looking demure, peaceful and contented. 


“Go on Tiffany.” 


“I know she tasted me a few times while flicking my clitoris and strumming my labia, and that drove me wild. Mistress was so gentle with me and I didn’t want her to stop.” 


“But she stopped, right?” 


“Just before I came, yes, it was like she had a radar that knew when I was about to orgasm. That’s when she thrashed me. I felt the hand brush swish just before it hit the first time. It stung like an electric shock.” 


I was going to cum any second, and Kate knew it. She wasn’t edging me or going for a ruined orgasm. My girlfriend was taking me all the way. 


“Did you enjoy it?” 


“My backside was on fire and I wasn’t sure I could take another one. I wriggled, so my Mistress lifted one leg and trapped both of mine under it so that I couldn’t move. She asked if I wanted another, I said I did, and then she beat me, counting every one to twenty. At first it killed me, but gradually I drifted off. You know what I mean?” 


“Kinda, I hear that’s what happens.” 


“She told me that when she reached fifty, I must let my guilt be released and move on, but she also explained it would get more painful as she went along. Then she laid into me, spanking both butt cheeks, going at each one with perfectly spaced timing. When she got to fifty, I orgasmed, making a mess of your mother’s lap because I squirted. I’ve never done that before, Kate.” 


Kate pulled one more time on my cock and held my foreskin back while I emptied my seed. I covered the napkin over the top of my glans while a torrent of semen flooded into the neat linen folds, soaking them. My balls twitched, and I shifted in my chair to cover up each spurt that launched through my cock, saturating the square cloth. 


I looked guiltily at Catherine, who smiled and winked at me. I wondered if she’d guessed I was being wanked off, and felt terrified that she might expose me. 


“Did you cum again?” 


I froze in terror, about to answer, until I realised the question wasn’t for me. 


“Not right then. Your mother told me I was forgiven and should mention no indiscretion again.” 


“Was that the end of it?” 


“No, she told me I should take care of myself but that she’d get me started, so she inserted the hand brush handle into my pussy as deep as it would go. I felt really full, and squeezed with all my might, trying to crush the wood. Your mother fucked me so gently with the wooden brush I felt as though I was in heaven.” 


“Did she finish you?” 


“No, she said it wouldn’t be right for her to do that so soon and I should think things through. Just before I was about to explode, my Mistress stopped, sucked the handle and then handed it to me. She kissed me on the forehead, said goodnight and told me I had her permission to continue by myself.” 


“Did you?” 


“Yes, after she closed my door, I just went for it. A few times through the night, to be honest. I have to confess, Kate, I really wanted your mother to do it for me and stay the night.” 


“Tiffany, I’m thrilled for you. It sounds like you found absolution and happiness. I’m sure things with my mother will progress however you two decide is best.” 


“I really enjoyed the entire week, Kate, and it’s all thanks to you. Would it be inappropriate for me to ask if I can stay here for a while, please? I can work around the place to pay my way.” 


“Of course you can stay, as long as you keep working at the program Mistress Granger has set for you. Don’t worry about employment. I have a new job for you, something we can discuss in the next few days.” 


Kate smiled at Tiffany, then glanced at her mother, nodding appreciatively while raising her glass in a salute. Catherine returned the gesture. 


I tucked myself away, scrutinizing everyone carefully to catch any sign that they knew what Kate had done for me. They were oblivious, and I settled down, comfortably and deeply satisfied. My girlfriend cuddled across to me, moving her dining chair closer. 


“Was that good, baby?” 


“Oh, god yes, and totally unexpected.” 


“It’s your reward for looking after me so well this afternoon, I’ve never been so well attended during my period.” 


We left the table before the others, because both of us were exhausted. We kissed everyone on their cheek but I refrained from Tiffany, unsure if it would be appropriate. Catherine hugged her eldest daughter, and they shared a chuckle. 


“Sorry, Kate, please wait a second.” 


At our bedroom door, I turned and walked back downstairs to the dining room, terrified because I’d forgotten my napkin. When I rounded the door, I saw Tiffany’s seat was empty, and I stepped into the room. 


My head shot a look towards the head of the table where I saw Catherine in her chair with both legs resting on the polished wooden table. 


She was mostly naked, stripped to the most delicious red rose coloured lingerie. Her blouse was partly opened and bra rolled down, with both breasts exposed and erect nipples clearly displayed. 


The room was empty aside from my surrogate mom, and head firmly planted between her legs. Tiffany was servicing her mistress and, by the sounds of Catherine, she was doing an excellent job. 


“Did you forget this, Jacob?” 


Catherine held my napkin up to her nose and sniffed its contents. She stared at me, smiling when she’d caught my scent, nodding her approval as though she liked it. 


“Don’t worry, I’ll ask laundry service to give your napkin an extra scrub to get the grease stains out.” 


Tiffany didn’t pause for a second and, since it was none of my business, I waved at Catherine before making myself scarce. 


I ran back to Kate, who saw my horrified expression. She gripped my hand and marched me towards our bed. 


“You didn’t honestly think mother hadn’t realised you were getting some under the table, did you?” 


I laughed and dove into bed, dragging the quilt over both of us, holding my sweetheart tightly. Her stunning blue eyes bore a tunnel into my heart. 


“Are you happy, Jacob?” 


“Yes, very. In fact, I’ve never felt happier. Everything will work out fine.” 


“Yes it will, dear boyfriend.” 




Kate’s Point of View. 


Our relationship was in a good place. It hadn’t been difficult to mould my boyfriend through encouragement, love and a little discipline because Jacob’s strength and spirit were such as I’d never encountered in anyone before, man or woman. 


He was a towering man in physical and emotional aspects, and I felt fortunate that he remained always willing to submit to me. I had never taken his loyalty or love for granted, knowing he could retract that at his absolute discretion and do so in a moment, leaving me heartbroken. 


Jacob was the sort of man who would stay if valued properly, and disappear if he wasn’t. He was a gift from the universe and one I was determined not to squander. 


As my boyfriend calmly slept like a resting knight beside me, I rifled my fingers through his hair and whispered a prayer to him. 


Precious Jacob, may the universe keep you safe through the night. 


May your cares and burdens be few and light. 


May Natalia cradle you with her love. 


May she bless your sleep and good health keep. 


While she rests nearby, remembered always, I will guard you through the night. 


I never told Jacob that he frequently talked in his sleep. It wasn’t clear to me how conscious he was during our conversations and, in particular, those we had after his night terrors. 


I was fairly certain that my boyfriend had no recollection of the night. I held him sobbing and sweating in his arms while he pointed to the bottom of the bed, screaming for Natalia. 


My relationship with Jacob’s family was embryonic, but his sister was keen to explore a friendship with me. When I called about his night terrors and mentioned Natalia by name, she explained. 


“Jacob was part of a team that exhumed mass graves. One of the bodies he carried from a mine shaft to the temporary morgue was later identified as Natalia. She was six years old and was murdered with her whole family.” 


“Is that the source of his PTSD?” 


“Yeah mostly, but the combat he experienced impacts, too.” 


“Why can’t he let go?” 


“He won’t let go of Natalia, ever. The best you can hope for is that she becomes manageable.” 


“Why?” 


“Because he’s terrified that if he lets her go, she’ll disappear forever and nobody will ever know she even existed.” 


I wept after that phone call because I couldn’t imagine the horror my boyfriend had experienced. 


I came up with a poem and night time routine to help soothe Jacob as he fell into a deep sleep. He had fewer night terrors, so I assumed it worked. Every night, even when my boyfriend believed I fell asleep, he relaxed and went into a deep slumber. I soothed him, cradling my soulmate until he was completely at peace. 


If Jacob woke, I comforted him until he could drop off again. I never mentioned it because he would come to me when ready. 


It was the least I could do for a man that trusted and loved me so deeply, protecting me whenever he could. 


We had challenges ahead, that was for sure. Daddy’s company was an unwieldy beast that must be tamed and trained, reformed and restructured. 


I couldn’t do that without Jacob and so his education and my salvation would continue wrapped in a warm blanket of love. 



Chapter Twenty-Three

Kate Pays Attention

◆◆◆

“Maintenance spankings are essential for the good mental health of any submissive, Kate. I’ve explained that to you countless times. If you don’t service Jacob properly, he’ll be as unruly as the Stallions snorting and pissing testosterone around the yard.” 


“Mom. Don’t interfere in how I manage Jacob. You stick to dealing with Claire and Tiffany.” 


“I’m just saying, is all. I really like Jacob and I’d hate it if you and he diverged.” 


Mom frequently irritated me these days, but I knew deep down that she was right. Jacob was obviously filled with anxiety and no amount of massaging, comforting or pussy persuasion was fixing the problem. 


I stabbed my poached eggs sullenly, eating the last fork full, irritated at myself for not noticing Jacob’s problem sooner and irked with him for bottling it up. 


Jacob waved at me from the dining-room door so I leapt up, kissed mom on the cheek and strolled over to him, gratefully accepting the coffee that chef had prepared for our drive to the office. 


He smiled at me and I grinned back. I couldn’t stay angry with him for long. After all it was my fault and he was always a perfect gentleman, opening doors, carrying things for me and taking care of my needs. 


I’m fucking lucky. 


“I’m fortunate, Jacob.” 


“Why do you say that?” 


“You look after me so well.” 


“I feel the same way, Kate. I’m confused though because you seem irritated. Has mom been on the attack again?” 


“Yes.” 


“What’s it about this time?” 


“She believes that I’m not spanking you enough.” 


“Oh, I see.” 


“The thing is Jacob, spanking you feels unnecessary. You obey me far beyond anything I could hope for. You’re strong, capable at home, and effective in the office at GD. I really can’t complain about a single thing.” 


“I see.” 


“What do you see, honey? You’re full of I see’s this morning, and that’s mildly annoying.” 


“Umm, well, err, I kinda.” 


I had a slight heart stopping moment, realising something was seriously wrong with Jacob. My discreet sidelong glances detected stress in his expression and voice, worrying me. 


“Pull over, Jacob. There’s a diner about a quarter mile ahead. We should take a minute.” 


I racked my brains thinking through what might be wrong, but nothing occurred to me. My confidence that everything in the world of Kate and Jacob was perfect, had clearly been misplaced. 


We were both deep in thought with a tense silence hanging like a cloud when Jacob parked his car beside the diner. I noticed a woodland area nearby that seemed like a perfect place to discuss our problem and, although we would be late to the office, finding out what was bothering my boyfriend was infinitely more important. 


“Let’s walk together, honey.” 


“That’s nice. It’s much better out here than in the office.” 


He skipped around the car and opened my door. I’d tried to a few times to escape Jacob’s BMW without his help, but he asked me to allow him to take care of doors, so I waited every time and he never failed to remember. 


I smiled up at him when Jacob took my hand helping me out. He collected my shoulder bag from the boot, handed it to me, and we walked together across a large gravel car park to a wooded path and the forest beyond. 


The woodland felt cool and calming, and by the look of him, Jacob seemed more relaxed immediately. I knew his career in the British Royal Marines had developed an attraction and enjoyment of the outdoors, and wondered if he might enjoy a camping trip into the mountains. 


I didn’t ask Jacob what was wrong because I knew he’d tell me when he was ready. 


A scented hint of pine needles and wild flowers wafted across the path on a light breeze, lifting me. Aside from the rustling of leaves, bees were the only sound in the forest. Each beautiful, orange and black coloured insect busily collected nectar, meandering from one stamen to another, distributing life while taking what they needed to sustain their own. 


“We’re a bit like that, Kate.” 


“The flower and bee?” 


“How did you know I meant that?” 


“You’re thinking about how you and I rely on each other just like the bees and flowers, right?” 


“Yeah. It’s uncanny how much we think alike.” 


“Yes, Jacob but right now, I’m not on the same page as you are and I have the almost certain feeling that it’s my fault.” 


“Not really. In fact, it’s not your fault at all.” 


“Do you want to talk it through with me?” 


“Yes, please.” 


We continued walking, but Jacob remained silent. I’d learned a great deal about my boyfriend in the months since we’d embarked on our loving journey. He wasn’t a man to be pushed around or bullied. Jacob was a protector and a damn fine one too. 


The essential success factor in our relationship was communication, and I would gladly wait all day until he was ready to talk. 


“You’re very patient with me, Kate.” 


“I’m privileged to have an excellent man in my life.” 


“I love you too, Kate.” 


He stopped and turned to face me. Jacob gently slipped both of his hands into mine, then leaned forward to kiss me. He was unusually yielding, almost vulnerable yet passionate, and I felt sparks fly when our lips brushed. When my knees buckled, Jacob held me upright and his fingers tightly gripping my ass cheeks felt exhilarating. 


“My mood is all over the place, Kate.” 


“I’ve noticed some unease in you today but hadn’t realised it was so serious. I’m sorry if I’ve been neglectful.” 


“You haven’t been at all. My problem is at work. I can cope with the job and actually, to be honest, I’m enjoying the challenge, but it’s unnerving me.” 


“I get that because there are so many problems to fix. The other directors think you’re incredible though, and you’ve fit in so well. I notice everyone seeks your opinion, and Andrew tells me your diary is as full as mine.” 


“The work is great, but my tension builds throughout every day. I’m a soldier at heart, Kate, and that means I can’t do office politics very well. My tension level at the end of each day upsets me.” 


“And you have no outlet?” 


“That’s it in a nutshell, Kate. It’s not about making love, because that’s been the best ever in my life.” 


“Thank you, sweetie. It is for me too.” 


“I just can’t seem to discharge the aggression and tension I feel throughout the day. The frustration of errors, problems and situations, most of which are avoidable, is like a head of steam building inside me that has no valve.” 


I wrapped my arms around Jacob’s neck, staring straight into his eyes. 


“Are you asking to be spanked?” 


“I’m not allowed to ask. You made that a rule between us and I won’t disobey you.” 


“I know you won’t, but I’m asking you to be honest now. Do you need to be spanked more often?” 


“Oh, dear.” 


“C’mon Jacob. You can tell me and then we can discuss.” 


“Yes Kate. When you spank me I float away to a much happier place. My anger is released. People who piss me off all day don’t matter any longer and I feel relief. I also love the attention.” 


“And you can’t get relief because I told you never to ask for a spanking?” 


“Yes.” 


“That’s it in a nutshell, right Jacob?” 


“Yes Kate. I’m sorry.” 


I kept eyeballing him for Jacob to know he was in an emotionally safe place. His love radiated from an expression I could never grow bored watching. For the first time in my life, I wanted to grow old with someone, and his trust was the only thing that mattered to me right now. 


“No Jacob, I’m the one who’s sorry. I set an absolute rule, and it was wrong of me to do that.” 


“I’m not suggesting that at all, honey.” 


“I know you aren’t, and that just makes you even more perfect. C’mon, follow me.” 


“Where are we going?” 


“Deeper into this forest so that nobody will hear you scream.” 


I ran ahead, making Jacob chase. When he caught me in a gentle rugby tackle, absorbing my fall, I saw relief writ large on his face and knew things would be fine again soon. 


“What about work today and all the meetings that are stacked up?” 


“Pass my phone from the bag and I’ll let Andrew know we’re unavailable all day.” 


“Seriously? You’d do that?” 


“I’d sell the company if you wanted me to, Jacob.” 


“I’d rather you didn’t. On balance, I love working there.” 


“It’s just getting a bit too much?” 


“Yes.” 


“We’ll fix that problem easily. I’ll message Andrew, then let’s get your ass thrashed, and afterwards we can spend a relaxing day together back home at Granger’s Hall.” 


“Thank you, Kate.” 


We strolled along the forest path while I messaged the office. It occurred to me I’d taken Jacob’s obedience for granted. My father's passing, his funeral, GD and all of those challenges had pushed my boyfriend’s needs aside. 


But he never complains. 


“Okay, here’s a good spot, boyfriend.” 


I sat on a long tree bough where it dipped into a saddle. When I patted my legs, Jacob looked happier than I’d seen him in days. He dropped his jeans, then boxer briefs, while I removed my childhood mahogany hairbrush from a shoulder bag. 


“It’s going to sting a lot and not because you’ve done anything wrong.” 


“Good. I need this, Kate.” 


Jacob was pretty used to spankings although clearly I’d been remiss in delivering them when he needed, so I didn’t hold back. As soon as my boyfriend was cradled across my knees, I raised my thighs to make sure his toes were off the floor, adding to his sense of submission. 


Stroke {Smack} 


Stroke {Smack} 


Stroke {Smack} 


Stroke {Smack} 


Stroke {Smack} 


I was silent, allowing Jacob to enjoy the outdoors, babbling birdsong and a gentle warmth, piercing the forest canopy. My enjoyment was secondary because it was my fault this had become necessary and my responsibility to resolve. 


He gritted his teeth, raised both ass cheeks higher after each set of ten, whimpering delightfully once I passed thirty strokes. 


Stroke {Smack} 


Stroke {Smack} 


Stroke {Smack} 


Stroke {Smack} 


Stroke {Smack} 


My stroke work delivered a much harder spanking than would be normal for a maintenance session but far less than a beauty style punishment. My aim was perfect, and I felt pleased to watch a growing bright redness on the crease between his ass cheeks and thighs. 


“Last ten sweetheart. Extra hard ones so buckle up.” 


“Thank you, Kate.” 


I thrashed Jacob almost to my limit, watching his muscles and whole body relax, knowing I was hitting a physical spot outside and his emotional one inside. He drifted away fully, and my guilt was somewhat assuaged. 


Mom had been right. She’d seen the signs that I’d missed and that meant an apology from me later. In a Dominant submissive relationship there is a covenant, a set of responsibilities that binds one to the other and I would not fail my valiant knight again. 


I set my brush across Jacob’s back and stroked his ass cheeks, scratching my nails along small welts to extract a little more pleasure for him. He wriggled, moaning like a whore who’d just fucked the biggest cock she’d ever seen. 


“Is that better now my dearest Jacob?” 


“Thank you, Kate.” 


I sat quietly, and he relaxed across my thighs for a few minutes longer. The breeze picked up, a pleasing clarion call from one chirpy bird pierced the quiet and I patted Jacob’s ass, bidding my boyfriend to rise. 


When he began dressing, with a contented grin, I held up a hand. 


“We’re not done yet, sweetie.” 


“Oh.” 


“Sit down where I just was. I owe you an apology, which I’ll deliver using my tongue and lips.” 


He was delighted, knowing a blowjob was on the way. When he sat down, Jacob winced in pain from tree bark that scraped the wounds I’d created. 


“Does that feel nice on your ass cheeks?” 


“Yeah, oh god it really does. I feel so much better now, Kate. I hate being so needy.” 


I placed a finger on his lips, silencing Jacob while shaking my head. 


“It was my fault entirely and it won’t happen again. Shall we move on?” 


“Yes, please.” 


“Enjoy the forest and relax yourself, sweetheart.” 


My phone buzzed repeatedly, but I didn’t care. Jacob knew that too, which was important to me. Our boyfriend, girlfriend relationship was entirely intact and after his thrashing, my dominance and Jacob’s obedience was reestablished properly. 


His enormous cock was a constant marvel to me. I loved stroking Jacob’s veiny shaft, which seemed to get harder and twitched more earnestly when I gazed lovingly into his eyes. 


When I peeled his foreskin backwards, the musky hit of Jacob’s pre-cum flared my nostrils, lighting up a hedonistic tendency for my beloved boyfriend. 


I sucked gently on the massive glans that I’d grown to enjoy bottoming out on my cervix. His pre-cum was as much nectar for me as my pussy cream was for him. The warm sun on the back of my neck made me want to get naked, so I got to my feet awkwardly, bending over to continue sucking my boyfriend's cock while disrobing. 


I knelt back down on the forest floor again completely naked, in between Jacob’s splayed out knees and saw his delight. When I kneaded my breasts together, moulding them around his cock he knew what to expect. 


“Shall we empty those lovely balls into my mouth boyfriend?” 


“Oh, yeah.” 


His cock was so long and fat that it was easy to wank him off using the cleavage between my tits while still sucking his glans, oozing my delicious delight. 


I knew that secretly Jacob loved being serviced this way because it accessed his dominant side. His physical power and mental strength was off the charts and like nothing I’d ever seen. The fact he would obey my every command and be so incredibly emotionally available at the same time made me the luckiest girl alive. 


Submitting in sex to him, thereby boosting my man’s morale was no price at all to pay by way of an apology for my neglectful behaviour. 


“You can tug all you like, Jacob.” 


“Are you sure?” 


“As hard as you want, yes.” 


He loved gathering my long hair into a ponytail, drawing it away from my face, then forcing me up and down his cock gently. I rather liked it too because it made me feel quite slutty. 


I squeezed my palms on the outside of both breasts, forcing them to clench Jacobs cock tightly. At the same time as I raised and lowered my breasts, he pushed his cock upwards, using the saliva I’d dribbled down my cleavage to lubricate a massive shaft. 


I sucked hard each time his cock was available to my mouth, desperate for his cum to paint a coating of man protein in the throat he’d fucked many times. 


When his cock twitched I stared straight up into his eyes, knowing there was time to catch his seed in my mouth once it exploded from the prostate gland and his balls. 


“I love you Jacob.” 


He gasped, then moaned loudly so I bobbed back onto his cock, releasing it from my tits to wank him using both hands while sucking the glans soundly. 


He blasted rope after rope of hot semen inside my mouth while I tried forcing his shaft down my throat, for his enjoyment. I choked, gagged but swallowed every drop, squeezing his balls hard with one hand while the other rotated and wanked the base of his cock rapidly. 


I slowly diminished the intensity of my sucking and wanking of his cock so that Jacob could descend slowly off a climactic ridge upon which I had placed him. 


I kissed him on the lips, sharing my prize, and he loved it. Jacob dragged my naked body into a loving cradle in his lap. I couldn’t be happier with Jacob’s scent tantalising both nostrils and his manly spirit delighting my taste buds. 


“I love you, Kate.” 


“I know. Are we good now?” 


“We always were, sweetheart.” 


“I know that too.” 


We sat in the growing warmth of the forest for ten minutes or so, enjoying our naked freedom. When kids laughing and playing sounded close by we dressed quickly and walked slowly back to Jacob’s car. 


“I’ll pack a blanket permanently if you’d like, darling. It’s nice to be in the outdoors.” 


“Yeah and I think we need a picnic basket too. It might even be fun to bring a spanking paddle or two, maybe keep those handy in your car.” 


“I’d like that, Kate.” 


“I’ll let you choose your own tools.” 


Once back in the car, Jacob had a renewed enthusiasm for life and I felt pleased, vowing this would never happen again. 


“I’d like us to go camping please, Jacob.” 


“Seriously?” 


“Yes. I’d like you to teach me about the outdoors. Maybe some hiking and other activities.” 


“Would you like to go kayaking, Kate?” 


“I think so, honey. We should do a lot more adventurous things together.” 


It had been my absolute failure. I felt a little tearful but also pleased to have caught my mistake early. 


I wasn’t about to lose Jacob because of my poor judgement. 



Chapter Twenty-Four

What Is Love?

◆◆◆

“This was a big mistake, Jacob.” 


“You promised me two things and they could be anything I wanted.” 


“Yes, but within reason darling.” 


“This is reasonable, Kate.” 


“So you think that me being fucked by a Sybian saddle controlled by you in the middle of a forest is reasonable?” 


I watched him think it through, impressed that Jacob could keep his eye on the road while I interrogated him. He was an excellent driver, fortunately for both of us. 


“It was your appraisal of me, us and our relationship that led to this reward, right?” 


“Yes, and I stand by everything I said in that review. You are the most excellent boyfriend ever, Jacob.” 


“You have no complaints?” 


“None that could be deemed even remotely serious.” 


“And you said I could have anything I wanted… sorry, any two things with no exclusions.” 


“I was thinking about an expensive watch to be honest, boyfriend.” 


“I don’t care for material things, Kate… except this car, to be honest.” 


It was true. I’d noticed that Jacob was not drawn to expensive toys aside from the car. He was an inexpensive boyfriend, loving moments and memories with me and others, valuing life more than anything else. 


“When I said you could buy anything you wanted-.” 


“I did exactly that.” 


“A Sybian saddle?” 


“I bought what I wanted.” 


“For me?” 


“The controller belongs to me Kate. I made that clear.” 


“Yes dear, but the controller for Jacob belongs to me. Never forget that.” 


“I wouldn’t have it any other way.” 


He laughed and to be honest, I was more than a little turned on by the idea of him controlling a machine that fucked me. We’d played with toys a lot, some for me, other’s for him and teasing had become fun, but this was a step beyond. 


“Why outdoors though, Jacob?” 


“You said we should hike more, take in the fresh air and enjoy time together.” 


“And you somehow expanded that idea to encompass taking on a hiking trail to find a clearing where you could use a machine to fuck me?” 


“Yes, but I’ve got to say that you characterise this excursion very differently to the way I pictured it.” 


It was my turn to laugh. Although I had reservations about riding a fuck machine in the middle of nowhere, it was my boyfriend’s idea of fun and who was I to take that away from him. 


He deserved my indulgence because Jacob was my protector. My boyfriend had become the rock I clung to during boring board room meetings and when office politics threatened to wrestle my sanity away. 


After my spanking him in the woods, I thrashed Jacob every morning for reasons of maintenance and in the office as a top up whenever he felt angry with a situation. It felt great, for him and me. 


He parked in a gravel space on the edge of Brown’s Hill, an eight hundred metre peak an hour away from Granger’s Hall. Locals constantly argued about whether it was a hill or a mountain, but that was the stuff of bar and barber's shop banter, so of little interest to me. 


“It’s a four-hour hike, Kate. I have everything we need in this rucksack.” 


“Including the-.” 


“My gift? Yes.” 


He launched a far lighter rucksack at me, which I gladly but awkwardly strapped on my back. Jacob had been shopping almost all of yesterday while I sat through a boring meeting about some defense program our researchers were considering. 


He’d returned to my office bearing gifts of hiking boots, socks, pants, jackets and a couple of sleeping bags. 


“Let’s go then.” 


Jacob made me lead, having proudly taught navigation and map reading skills all week. I googled Brown’s Hill, discovered it only had a single marked trail to the top and picked that up without telling my boyfriend. 


The trail was steep and somewhat of a scramble in places, which made it unpopular for all but the most determined. I found time to think, in between chatting and that helped a great deal to bottom out matters of life and work. 


We made good time, the views were excellent and, as Jacob predicted, it cleared my mind by the time we halted for lunch. We settled in for coffee and a tuna sandwich roughly halfway, sitting on a rock with great views across sunset valley and its sprawling ancient deciduous forests. 


A light mist rose, burning off in the sun before reaching our height. The forest canopy, a green blanket of patchwork bio diversity, seemed peaceful, and that soothed me. 


“Have you ever considered having children, Kate?” 


“Whoa, Jacob. Where did that come from?” 


I looked around mockingly before settling my gaze back on my boyfriend. I was spooning a mouthful of yoghurt when he’d asked the most bizarre question of the day, spilling some on the brand new fleece hiking jacket he bought me. 


“I thought mom was here for a moment.” 


“I’m being serious.” 


“Okay. Well, of course I have considered having a family one day, yes. Why do you ask?” 


“I’d like five kids, Kate.” 


I literally took off like a rocket, turning in mid-air while chewing my spoon to stare at Jacob as though he’d just announced his intention to travel to Mars. 


“Fucking hell, Jacob. That’s a tribe.” 


“Now, now, Kate… potty mouth.” 


“Sorry, I know, but Jesus, you’re full of surprises today. Five kids, I mean how?” 


“You don’t know how babies are made?” 


I sat back down, this time facing him with my legs crossing over his. I wanted to study the phenomena of my boyfriend playing mind games with me. 


“You’re being sassy now. Of course I know where babies come from. Surrogate mother’s and IVF treatments.” 


“You wouldn’t do that Kate?” 


Of course I wouldn’t, but two can play at your game. 


“I have a nice figure, Jacob, wouldn’t you agree?” 


“Yes.” 


“And you want to spoil that?” 


“I-I, err, umm, Jesus, I didn’t mean.” 


I burst out laughing, pointing at him while cupping my mouth. Jacob’s face reddened considerably, and he threw in the towel, realising I was teasing him. 


“Why not stow the family size discussion for another day. It’s so beautiful out here. We can talk placenta, birthing options, pain relief and post-natal care another time.” 


He looked reflective for a moment and I knew Jacob hadn’t thought everything through fully, but I was impressed he’d considered babies at all. 


When he helped me hoist my rucksack onto my back to continue hiking, my anxiety rose a little because it had surprised me that Jacob was considering our relationship in longer terms than I had. 


It wasn’t that I didn’t want to be with Jacob for the long term. My problem was the time constantly invested in taking over dad’s empire at GD and in managing the estate. 


Fuck, Kate! 


I realised my priorities were all wrong, and that troubled me. 


The rest of our hike was completed in silence. I worked hard to exhaust myself, hoping the exercise, fresh air and scenery would help me build a fresh perspective. When I glanced at Jacob who strode up the trail as though he were born to, I realised there was more than one reason behind this hike. 


“Why here, Jacob? Why this hill?” 


“You know why, Kate. You’ve already been affected by this hike.” 


He was an enigma and one I would spend every day of my life enjoying and exploring. After a short sharp spurt, digging my heels into gravel and mud, we peaked the hill together, admiring the vast expanse of forest in every direction. 


“Isn’t it getting a bit late for the return hike, Jacob?” 


“I have a surprise for you.” 


“Oh, I love surprises.” 


I fucking hate most surprises. 


“Come on, I’ll show you what I have planned.” 


He led me off the opposite side of the hill, down towards a vast forest. I had no idea what his plan was but being in the company of a Royal Marine and him being Jacob meant I was oblivious to any danger, thinking there couldn’t possibly be any. 


We walked steadily for another twenty minutes, mostly around, rather than down the hill. The views remained inspirational, and I enjoyed more hiking than I’d done since teenage years with mom. The late afternoon sun waned, and I wondered all the more what Jacob had in store for me. 


We eventually reached a remote clearing. It was a beautiful meadow and my boyfriend stopped, grinning at me. 


“Oh, I see what you did. This is where I get to ride the horse?” 


“It’s not what you think, Kate.” 


“Okay, what is it?” 


“Do you see a log cabin over there?” 


He pointed to the far end of our clearing and I spotted a delightful cabin with white picket fence surrounding it. 


“Yes. It looks beautiful.” 


“It’s ours for the night, babe.” 


I leapt into his arms and kissed my excellent boyfriend who had pleasantly surprised me. My legs ached, so I was extra pleased that we wouldn’t be hiking back to the car, although I doubted there was a bath such as Granger Hall provided at our overnight accommodation. 


Maybe I do like surprises after all. 


We ran through the meadow full of wildflowers with bees meandering through them. I felt happier than in years, enjoying the simple things that life provides, demanding little in return. 


As we drew closer, I became more impressed by the fairly large cabin that Jacob had somehow acquired. He stopped and lifted me up, cradling my body and the rucksack in his powerful arms. I kissed him again almost like a teenager rewarding her first boyfriend for doing something nice. 


When Jacob set me down gently before the steps the incredible sight before me captured my breath. 


“You’ve been here already. That’s where these rose petals came from.” 


“Yes. I did it for you, Kate. It’s a small thing for you having done so much for me.” 


Tears welled in my eyes when I took in what Jacob had prepared on the stairs and porch in front of the main door. The whole place was covered in red rose petals. I slipped my hiking boots off, unwilling to trample the beautiful carpet my boyfriend had created for me and tiptoed, sliding the petals out of my way. 


Jacob had a key and opened the door, bowing for me to lead the way. He flicked a light on and I saw that inside the cabin was the most luxurious and romantic place I’d ever been. I was reminded of a hunting lodge owned by a king where he took mistresses to woo and entertain them. 


A log fire was ready to be lit, and Jacob did that while I explored. The cabin was a large single room with massive mahogany dark wood four-poster bed, fresh linens and a modern kitchen with white marble counters and beautiful crystal in glass cabinets. 


A door marked as the bathroom was close beside the bed, but I resolved to check that out later. 


Deep rugs, including animal skins were scattered across a highly polished, antique wooden plank floor. The textures on my feet lifted my soul and a wave of heat from a freshly lit fire blazing, melted my heart for the man I loved dearly. 


“You’ve planned all of this?” 


“I’ve been working it all out for weeks, then ran up here yesterday to make everything right.” 


“Ran?” 


“Yeah. It was a great workout. Here… come and look at this.” 


He led me to a large Sub-Zero refrigerator, opening it wide. Aside from the New York cheesecake, white wine, soft drinks and a side of ham there was fruit, vegetables and a meat drawer which I opened. 


“Porterhouse steak?” 


“One steak to share between two lovers. I’m grilling it slowly, pan frying some portobello mushrooms in butter and frying parsnip chips in olive oil with fresh peas and a red wine jus.” 


I eyed him suspiciously because it wasn’t like me to miss the big, important things. 


“I didn’t know you could cook, Jacob.” 


“I can’t… yet. Let’s see how dinner turns out.” 


I sat on a kitchen stool while Jacob prepared dinner, and I watched. He had a handwritten note, kept close by with cooking instructions on it. I noticed mom’s handwriting but said nothing, suppressing a smile while thanking god I hadn’t missed something important. 


Mom and Jacob had become great friends, and I frequently had to give up my boyfriend so that he could walk her around our estate. I felt privileged to have such a decent man in my life. 


I twirled my hair absentmindedly, then stopped, sipped the wine, Jacob had poured and beckoned him to me. 


“I think today Jacob has educated Kate, sweetie.” 


I didn’t give him time to respond, kissing my boyfriend deeply, while wrapping my arms around his neck. When tried to speak, I pressed a finger to his lips. 


“Go look after the steak, baby.” 


He looked cute in a chef's apron and, as I drank more wine I imagined him wearing only that. 


“I’m taking a shower sweetheart, okay?” 


“Yup. I’ll give you a ten-minute call for dinner.” 


“Okay.” 


I kissed Jacob, then skipped off to the shower. 


A grey slate wet room with a rain shower head came as a great and pleasant surprise. I loitered under its steamy heat, soaping myself using a lavender and chamomile bar that I felt sure Jacob had stolen from my toiletries at home. He’d even brought my natural sponge. 


The massive bath towel I wrapped around myself twice felt comfortable, even more so when I stood with it hugging me while I warmed and dried myself by the fire. 


“How’s dinner coming along, darling?” 


“I think it’s okay. You’ll be a better judge.” 


It was damn good. Jacob brought us one huge oval plate with a dinner for two beautifully presented on it. Our Porterhouse was cooked medium/rare and tasted perfect, the parsnips were crispy and his jus was perfect although I suspected a stock cube helped along with the frying pan scrapings. 


“Mom would be proud of you.” 


“You guessed?” 


“Hey, even the best chef’s use recipe cards. This food is excellent my lover.” 


He cut the steak, and we shared cutlery, at times feeding each other. Two more glasses of Chianti and a meal on the floor while we entwined naked amid fur and blankets was the perfect end to an incredible day. 


“This food is excellent, Jacob. Some woman will be very happy with you one day.” 


“I could get used to cooking for you, Kate.” 


“And five kids, eh what!” 


He smiled at me with so much genuine love that I felt teary eyed. 


“I’m very lucky Jacob.” 


“We both are darling.” 


I scanned the room to absorb its memories, saving the moment, its flavours and smells. While I had showered, Jacob lit more than twenty candles that bathed the room with flickering love. 


The four-poster bed, fit for a king, looked welcoming, especially now I was relaxing and feeling sleepy. I was about to suggest it when my eyes settled on the rucksacks. 


“You didn’t buy a Sybian sex toy, did you?” 


“Of course not.” 


“Then you didn’t get anything as a reward for looking after me.” 


“I did Kate. My gift is in the rucksack.” 


“Oh, okay. May I see it, please?” 


“Yes.” 


He dragged the rucksack over and rummaged inside. When Jacob pulled out a child’s toy saddle no bigger than his finger tip I slapped his arm in jest. 


“What do you want as a reward, Jacob, seriously?” 


“I want you, Kate.” 


I rolled around in the fur until my head rested in my boyfriend’s lap. I entwined my fingers with his on one hand, kissing the back, smiling at him. 


“You have me already, Jacob. You must choose something else, I insist.” 


He reached inside the rucksack, retrieving something, then leaned down and kissed me, clutching his fist against my breasts. When he lifted away from our kiss I saw fireworks and the passion of a man ablaze. His demeanour reached into my body, plucking my heartstrings. 


I felt goosebumps flare across both arms, a lump in my throat and my heart thumped like a bass drum amid wholesome and overwhelming emotions 


“I want you forever, Kate. Please, will you marry me?” 


When he released the closed fist on my breast an open jewellery box remained, blinking at me. Inside the blue velvet and gold box was a massive solitaire diamond as big as a macadamia nut inset on a beautiful gold band. 


“Oh my god, Jacob.” 


“I want to be your husband, Kate.” 


I stared at him and my heart melted. I sobbed with tears of joys and Jacob hugged me tightly while lost control. 


“Will you marry me please, Kate?” 


“Yes, Jacob. Yes… yes, a thousand times, yes. It would be my honour to marry you.” 


We kissed and when my fiancee’s lips brushed against mine, it felt different. His raw love for me burned in those eyes like a supernova that would last a billion years. My lips were aflame when I felt Jacob slide my engagement ring on. I broke off our kiss because I had to look. 


“It’s beautiful, Jacob. The ring, you, this place, everything is… perfect.” 


He cradled and carried me to the bed, laying me gently on top. I slipped out of the towel, and spread my legs wide, happy to be receiving his cock rather than a latex one strapped onto a saddle. 


When Jacob slid his enormous cock, balls deep inside me I was still staring at my ring while gasping while my pussy stretched wide open. 


“Fuck me, fiancee.” 


“With the greatest of pleasure, darling.” 


He fucked me so lovingly, pausing his cock deep inside my cunt, taking the time to press his enormous glans against my cervix. I felt my womb and other reproductive organs swell and warm with a blood rush inflamed by an oxytocin release. 


He pumped his cock in and out of my pussy for a few minutes and I erupted with an orgasm so exquisite, I almost floated off on a cloud of roses floating far above earth. When my flutters subsided, Jacob withdrew his cock and sat upright with his back slammed to the headboard. 


“Sit in my lap, please Kate.” 


I scrambled into his lap, rising high up so he could chew my nipples while I sank down on his veiny shaft. When I sat with his cock balls deep inside me I regarded my boyfriend carefully. 


“We’ll have to shop tomorrow now, Jacob.” 


“What for, sweetheart?” 


“An engagement ring for you.” 


“Oh, that's lovely.” 


“Yes, Jacob. You’re off the market my dear.” 


I studied my perfect ring, then my even more perfect boyfriend. 


“You still deserve a gift though, well two, actually. What will they be, Jacob?” 


“How about five, when you’re ready?” 


I looked down at his cock, then at his loving face. Jacob never averted his eyes, so I knew my boyfriend was serious. 


“Are you pretending to fuck a baby into me right now, Jacob?” 


“I do that every time we make love, Kate.” 


“You never said anything.” 


“I don’t want to pressure you into it.” 


“Is that what you really want as your gift? A baby? Our baby?” 


“When you’re ready, Kate. I want you to gift me all of your birth control pills so I can throw them away.” 


When Jacob’s cock is buried deep inside me, I’m almost constantly in a state of orgasm. I rocked back and forth on his shaft, grinding my clitoris into his pubic bone, enjoying the ecstasy written on his face. 


While he moaned and closed his eyes, I fumbled surreptitiously in my bag for a surprise of my own. 


Jacob’s eyes lit up like Catherine Wheel at a fireworks display when I pressed my gift into his hand. He opened a palm, stared at me and Jacob had tears in his eyes. 


“Your birth control pills?” 


“All yours fiancee, to do with as you wish.” 


“I’ll throw these away, Kate.” 


“Good.” 


“Are you sure, Kate?” 


“Have you ever known me not to be, darling?” 


“Now, although it will take a couple of cycles to be assured full fertility and present you with an unprotected egg to hunt down, why don’t you show me how that big cock is going to fuck a baby into me.” 



Chapter Twenty-Five

Climb When Ready!

◆◆◆

Jacob’s Point Of View 


When Kate said yes to my marriage proposal, I felt relieved, to say the least. Although her love for me was very obvious, her billionaire status, and the fact she was under tremendous pressure meant she might have been knocked sideways. 


I took nothing for granted with my girlfriend because she absorbed work and life pressure seemingly without issue. I knew better than others, because Kate had opened up to me and the often frustrated woman needed an outlet that only I could provide through love. 


When I woke beside my fiancee, bathing in the early rays of sun breaching our cabin curtains on the morning after my proposal, I couldn’t take my eyes off her sleeping beauty. 


She’s mine. I won, and she’s the best prize now and forever. 


Kate purred gently while I leaned on one elbow, cherishing what was mine, stroking wisps of her hair so she couldn’t feel me, while I watched her breasts heave rhythmically in tune with my heart beat. 


I was more certain of my love for Kate than in anything else about my life, ever. She stirred gradually, flickering both eyes open, gazing at me, so I smiled. Kate checked her ring finger, admired the beautiful gift I bestowed and grinned back. 


“Would you like some breakfast, sweetheart?” 


“What did you have in mind, Jacob?” 


She entwined her fingers with mine ensuring the diamond engagement ring stood out proudly. She beamed at me with a glow that could disperse the most cloudy storm. 


“I’m very happy, darling.” 


“Would you be happier with a fruit salad followed by eggs Benedict?” 


“Mom’s been busy, I see. Your phone must be full of notes, recipes and reminders.” 


“I like Catherine.” 


“She feels the same way. Actually, everyone loves you, Jacob. Even the estate hands think you’re awesome, because you are.” 


“Thank you.” 


“It’s nothing to do with me, honey. Now, why don’t you run along and follow mom’s recipe while I ensure my beauty suffices to keep owning you.” 


“We have this cabin for a couple of days, Kate.” 


“That’s very nice. It’s relaxing here. I feel a weight lifted off my shoulders.” 


“While another has been added to your finger.” 


“That’s not a burden, Jacob.” 


Kate took her time showering, and I guessed some strained muscles from our hike up the hill would benefit from the heat and steam. I followed Catherine’s instructions to the letter, cutting all fruit to equal size and in the proportions she’d advised. 


I would confess later to Kate of the small sealed container of hollandaise sauce prepared by chef to be reheated, but the poached eggs were all me. I’d wasted a tray of thirty-six at Granger Hall while mastering their simple cooking in water. 


“What did you have in mind for today, Jacob?” 


“Some climbing on sheer slabs nearby. I brought ropes, harnesses and carabiner.” 


“Oh.” 


Her face froze somewhere between excitement and fear. I knew, from a brief discussion with Catherine that her daughter had never climbed before. Kate was so dominant in every part of our lives that I thought it might be good for her to leap out from a comfort zone. 


“Don’t worry Kate, I’d never let you fall.” 


“Protect the ring at all costs, Jacob. One day they will bury me with this ring.” 


“I’ll preserve the finger that brandishes it with my life, sweetheart.” 


“And the rest of me, right?” 


“Yes, of course.” 


She leaned into my shoulder while enjoying the eggs, chuckling politely, if a little nervously. There were surprisingly many sheer rock faces nearby that were infrequently used. I’d reconnoitred a climbing route already, set up belay points taking us to the top and would ensure my fiancee had a day to remember. 


“Have you climbed before, Kate?” 


“No, unless straddling you counts.” 


“This sort of climbing is much easier.” 


“Oh, that’s rather big-headed, dear.” 


It was a half hour hike around the hill to where huge, sheer face slabs, carved by the wind stood proudly. They were dangerous to the inexperienced climber, which was why I used safety ropes and had already positioned belays when visiting earlier in the week. 


I slipped a climbing harness over Kate’s knee-length shorts, tightening its straps before attaching a belay device and her carabiner. With safety and climbing ropes threaded through and tested, we were ready to go. 


“Climb only when I say climb when ready. Okay?” 


“Climb when ready? Got it.” 


“Then you say, climbing now.” 


“Okay, but Jacob?” 


“Yes, darling?” 


“You won’t drop me will you?” 


Kate looked vulnerable, and I saw a tremble in her hands. Her expression was a mix of fear and determination, so I closed in to hug my fiancee, enjoying her lips on mine. 


“Do you know why activities like this are so important in the military?” 


“No, why, and please don’t forget that I’m not a soldier today, Jacob.” 


“It’s for fear training. Unless you fight in a war there are few ways to simulate and overcome a fear of death. Climbing and abseiling is one way to do that. Use today to conquer any fear you might feel.” 


“I haven’t included you in my last will and testament yet, Jacob so be cautious.” 


We both laughed, and Kate buried her face in my fleece jacket while I held her tight. 


“I’ll protect that ring with my life.” 


“I might thrash you to expend some tension if you aren’t careful, fiancee.” 


“Oh, Kate.” 


“What is it?” 


“That sounds so nice.” 


“Fiancee?” 


“Yes.” 


“You did that, Jacob. Well done for both of us. I think we should climb now or go back to the cabin.” 


“Why?” 


She shot me a wistful look conveying a meaning I understood well. Kate was aroused and wanted to take me to bed. It was now or never if I would teach her to climb today. 


I scrambled up the rock face, finger jamming into cracks while taking in my belay as I progressed. At the first resting point, I glanced down at Kate who seemed calm, probably having watched me. 


“Climb when ready!” 


“Climbing now!” 


She made the first few steps up the rock face seem awkward, but if there was one thing I regarded highly about Kate, it was her determination. She quickly adapted the three points of contact method I’d hastily described and was ascending almost as rapidly as I had. 


In no time, she stood beside me on a narrow ledge grinning like a Cheshire cat. I felt proud of her and me having done this for both of us. As I watched her energy and emotions through expressions and body language, it was clear that my life without Kate in it was unthinkable, and that worried me a bit. 


“Oh wow, that was awesome, Jacob.” 


“The view from here is immense because we went vertical for about twenty metres.” 


“Everything looks very different from up here.” 


She held my hand tightly, and I noticed Kate’s nervous tremble was vanquished. She was vibrant, a ball of excitement, clearly enjoying a thrilling new experience. 


“This is you, Jacob. This is the adventure world you have lived in. I understand it better just by being up here. You’re so calm and confident, I feel that energy transferring into me.” 


“I wanted to show you something of myself.” 


“Thank you, Jacob.” 


She kissed me lovingly, then pushed herself off the shelf, dangling and swaying safely on the belay rope that I held securely. Kate smiled wickedly, loosening her brake enough to slide down my body until her head was at cock height. 


“A special treat for my excellent fiancee, I think.” 


“I wasn’t, err… what if someone?” 


“Who cares dear? Yesterday you were teasing me about riding a fuck saddle in a meadow. I think we can risk this.” 


She unzipped my fly, which took some doing while it was bunched up by the climbing harness. Fumbling around for my increasingly solid cock took some doing, but with a little pain and a great deal of pressure, she freed me. 


“I see you’re very aroused, Jacob. I can smell the stallion arising within. Methinks a small taste for a lady with a ring would not go amiss.” 


She sucked my glans, always slurping and whimpering with delight from the taste and swollen, smooth texture. Kate had described how much the flavour of my cum accessed her hard wiring in the same way her pussy juices did for me. 


While Kate wanked my cock from close to its base she licked, then sucked it hard, always circling her tongue around the underside to flick my banjo string every few strokes. That forced me ever higher to an orgasm. My semen flooded the tubes leading to the slit in the end of my cock. A bulging sensation caused my cum under pressure was hard to hold on to. 


I wouldn’t last long, neither did I want to because ejaculating inside my fiancee’s mouth was among my greatest pleasures. Kate practiced sucking my cock frequently, allowing me the same access to her pussy. She insisted on us teaching the other what felt good, where and at what point in our orgasm. 


As a result, we became more accomplished lovers, combining the high emotions we felt all the time with the peak of orgasm. 


Kate sucked the head of my cock harder, rotating her hand while wanking the base of my shaft with vim and vigor. I felt a tickle deep inside my prostate gland, then another from my balls before a stream of cum flooded Kate’s mouth seconds after I tapped our customary warning on her head. 


Kate sucked and licked as long as my cock jerked and delivered more semen. When it was completely clean, my fiancee smiled up at me, radiant and looking like an angel. 


“Hmm, that was very nice, Jacob. Thank you.” 


“Thank you too, Kate.” 


“Climb when ready, Jacob.” 


I hauled Kate back up onto the ledge where she seemed increasingly at home, having no fear of heights that I could detect. Once I fixed myself, tucking a flaccid, contented cock back inside my pants, I delivered my next surprise. 


“You lead, Kate. I’ll follow.” 


“Is it safe for me to do that?” 


“You’re a natural at this. I can’t believe how excellent you are at all things you turn a hand to.” 


She stared at me longingly but smiled and shrugged with an expression of simple honesty. 


“That’s only because of you fiancee. I’m absolutely confident you won’t let anything happen to me, so it’s easier.” 


“I’ll haul in the safety rope while you ascend. Our belay points are all secure. Climb when ready.” 


She wrapped both of her legs around my waist and French kissed me so deeply it took my breath away. Her chuckle at the end, vibrated in my heart. 


“Climbing now, Jakey, baby.” 


She smiled confidently and set off, scampering up the rock. I admired the cut of her harness into Kate’s upper thighs and ass while she climbed up to the next belay position wondering what she’d look like in a neoprene 5mm diving suit. 


When I joined Kate we had two stages left which she wanted to conquer immediately, so I stood aside, admiring my awesome fiancee who took the rock face on. 


At the top we were both tired and had aching arms. I showed Kate a few muscle stretches that climbers do to avoid cramping and taut, strained sinews at the end of a challenging day. It was fun to teach her and have Kate enter my world. 


“How do we descend back to earth, Jacob?” 


“We abseil down using the same ropes. It’s simple once you take the first step and get used to walking backwards down a sheer drop.” 


“The view from up here is incredible.” 


“I always enjoy the tranquility and enormity of the wilderness.” 


“Enormity?” 


“Yeah, it’s always good to be reminded that there are far greater things created by nature than me, Kate.” 


“Not as far as your fiancee is concerned Jacob, but I know what you mean.” 


We’d reached the large, flat top of a razor sharp ridgeline shooting far off from the hill. It was lonely, profound and a great place for a picnic. Kate and I sat on a large flat boulder enjoying a spectacular view. 


“I brought sandwiches.” 


“And coffee?” 


“Of course.” 


“Jacob, this would be a lovely place to come for a special thrashing. Like on a birthday or anniversary. A nice picnic, with a blanket and a few paddles. Yes, I can see myself with you across my knee while we enjoy a sunrise up here.” 


“I agree but we’d have to get an application on one of our phones to make sure no satellites were passing over.” 


“Does that happen?” 


“Of course. How else do optical satellite images get taken.” 


Kate took a bite from her lunch, chewed a little, then grinned at me. 


“Chef made these.” 


“Yup. The hollandaise from breakfast too.” 


“This is his signature horseradish sauce and a lovely roast beef too. Is there nothing you can’t do, Jacob?” 


“Yes, there is something.” 


I felt a little choked because I had a secret to discuss, one I’d held close to my chest for far too long. Kate knew something of my PTSD cause but not everything. It was time to share and divest myself of a weight. 


“Do you want to discuss Natalia?” 


“Yes. How did you know?” 


“I feel her weighing down on you, Jacob.” 


“She’s slipping away from me some nights because the terrors are diminishing in their frequency and intensity.” 


“And you feel that’s not entirely good?” 


“It’s not good for me, Kate. I know that for sure.” 


“I don’t think the little girl you carried from that mass grave to the UN temporary morgue would want you to be in so much pain. I’m sure her family wouldn’t want that either.” 


“I know, but I don’t want Natalia to simply fade from history.” 


“I had an idea a while back and was holding on before sharing it with you.” 


“Okay. That’s prescient. You preparing for everything, Kate.” 


“It’s my commitment to us.” 


“What do you think about my problem?” 


“Two things, sweetie. First you should write about it and second, perhaps consider visiting the gravesite.” 


“Oof.” 


“It’s just an opinion and something you might consider before making any decision. I’ll come with you if that’s okay, but it’s your call.” 


“I’d like to go and with you for sure.” 


I blurted out my choice, but only because it had been on my mind for some time. Natalia was important and marking her life felt crucial. 


“I hadn’t considered about writing.” 


“It’s up to you, Jacob. It might be a way to create a sign for others that Natalia lived here among us. She would never be diminished in the way you fear.” 


When I cried, Kate dragged my head into her lap, rifling her fingers through my hair, humming a song she must have heard as a child. The vast forest below, nearby valleys and distant misty mountains beyond spoke to and soothed me. 


“Do you feel any better?” 


“Yes. My falling apart like this is a bit weak of me, though.” 


“Jacob, I shall flay you to within an inch of your life if you ever say that again. Emotions are not a sign of weakness and that word could never be associated with you.” 


“Sorry, Kate.” 


“We should belay now. I have needs too, and this bloody harness isn’t helping them at all.” 


“Rubbing you up the wrong way?” 


“Or the right way, depending how you frame the question.” 


“Let’s go then.” 


Kate proved on the way down to be a natural. Once the awkward and terrifying first step backwards off the cliff edge was complete and all of her weight was held by climbing and safety ropes, she walked backwards, slowly at first, then more confidently, even managing a few long hops once getting the hang of it. 


At the foot of the rock slabs I packed our gear, looking suspiciously towards the sky at dark clouds drawing near. 


“Can you smell the air, Kate?” 


“It’s heavy, musky and fresh.” 


“We call it petrichor. It’s an earthy smell caused by moistening of the ground nearby.” 


“It’s going to rain?” 


“The smell means it’s already raining nearby and the aroma is being driven our way with the clouds. It's very heavy, so we should run, Kate.” 


“Race back to the cabin, you mean?” 


She grappled a rucksack already taking flight, slung it over her shoulder and set off at breakneck speed. I followed behind grinning at my good fortune to have such a wild woman, hoping she felt the same way about her man. 


Kate practically sprinted across the meadow and up its shallow but lengthy incline. I got alongside her, impressed by how she pumped both arms harder to beat me across the line. It was enough for me to stay level, she knew it and grinned when we ran up the cabin steps and onto its covered porch. 


She leaned backwards, with both hands on hips, breathing deeply as one who runs frequently knows to do in recovery. The storm enveloped our cabin with a squall and its heavy downpour. 


“We just about beat the rain.” 


“It’s going to be quite a storm, Kate. I’ll get the fire stoked.” 


I ran around the back of our cabin to collect logs, desperate to avoid the worst of a growing deluge, and just about made it with an armful of cut logs that should last through the night. 


“What’s for dinner, Jacob?” 


“What would you like?” 


“Hahaha, if I said lobster right now, you’d set off in running gear.” 


“Yes.” 


“Surprise me then, darling.” 


I had chef make up Coq Au Vin, so I just slid a heat-proof glass dish into the oven while Kate sat on a kitchen stool, laughing at me while sipping a nice Barolo I’d purloined from Granger Hall. 


“You’ve thought of everything, Jacob.” 


“It’s my commitment to us.” 


“Touche, Jacob. Good boy. Kate is duly aroused by her thoughtful and nearly perfect fiancee.” 


“Nearly perfect?” 


“I’m still very aroused. Perhaps a little Coq Au Jacob in the shower while we wait for dinner to heat might move my assessment of you a notch higher?” 


I lifted Kate from the stool, kicked a few rugs together beside our fire, which blazed intensely and set her down gently. 


“I’ll help you out of those clothes here, then carry my princess to the shower.” 


“Good boy, future husband.” 


She was starry-eyed, and that stirred me. Making Kate happy was the only thing that mattered. Once I had her in the shower, we washed each other thoroughly, then kissed while I fingered her swollen pussy lips. 


As I slid my cock inside her pouting pussy lips all I saw was a happy ever after writ large on her face and my heart exploded. 



Chapter Twenty-Six

Stormy Seas

◆◆◆

Kate’s Point Of View. 


It was still dark outside when I woke up early after a night of raw lovemaking. The storm lashed against our cabin, gusting with extreme winds trying to tear something off while pelting rain desperate to get inside. 


When I rolled over in bed, Jacob wasn’t there. My arms slid gently across our bed sheets, searching for a warm body I craved. 


“Jacob?” 


I flicked on the lamp beside me and blinked rapidly until my eyes grew accustomed to the sudden change. I stared around the room, confused by my fiancee’s disappearance.  


“Jacob?” 


He wasn’t in the en-suite bathroom, so I traipsed through the living room, wrapping his bathrobe around me for warmth. The fire was still lit but only just, with dying embers in the grate that barely threw off any heat. 


“Jacob?” 


He wasn’t inside the cabin, so I went to the window and peered out into a violent storm. 


“Fucking hell! Jacob!” 


I opened the cabin door and ran outside, into the centre of a meadow. Jacob stood naked, covered in mud and was soaking wet, looking like a Viking god demanding the storm be vanquished. His arms were held aloft, he stared at the night sky and screamed with rage at bolts of lightning that lit the heavens. 


His muscles were bursting, pumped and fuelled by adrenaline. The raw, animal warrior buried inside my fiancee was evident in its natural glory, and that terrified me. I gripped Jacob’s arm to pull him away, but his bare feet were cemented to the muddy, torn up grass. 


“Jacob, I need you to come with me.” 


“I need this storm to clear, Kate.” 


“You need to come with me, fiancee, or you’ll catch a cold.” 


“I can’t. I must stay here for her.” 


Fear and anger gripped me, so I pulled Jacob’s head down to mine, clasping his cheeks in both palms. 


“Right now… you’re coming with me.” 


I gripped his hand like a vise and dragged him slowly at first, with his feet sliding reluctantly across mud and grass. He moved more quickly when his resolve to tackle the storm waned. I noticed a blank, ashen grey expression and hollow eyes staring at me. 


“Inside now! Come on.” 


I yanked and almost carried him inside, dropping my soaking wet bath robe, before running to the bedroom, fetching another and our duvet. Once I hustled Jacob to the fire and wrapped him up, it was obvious he’d been outside for quite some time because his skin was freezing. 


He fell asleep in my arms almost immediately so I lay him down, slipping a pillow under his head before stacking more wood on the log burning stove, opening its vent wide to draw air for heat. 


“Are you okay, Jacob?” 


He wasn’t responsive, so I checked his pulse, which seemed normal at seventy-one beats per minute. I pulled a bunch of animal skins and rugs around us, crawled inside the duvet and transferred my heat to a seemingly peaceful, sleeping fiancee. 


He slept, and I watched over him, making sure he rested quietly. When Jacob woke again, it was barely light enough to see, and the storm continued raging outside. I stared at him, smiling nervously, and he grinned back confidently, checking my ring finger before kissing it. 


We’re not on the same page. He has no idea what happened. 


“How did we get out here, Kate? That must have been a wild night.” 


“It was, yes. A bit too wild. Do you remember anything at all, Jacob?” 


“Only making love to you in our bed and then… well, nothing really, just waking up now, here and with you.” 


“Let’s cuddle in front of the fire and sleep a little longer, sweetheart. I need some warmth from my lovely fiancee.” 


“I love you, Kate.” 


I couldn’t mention what happened because I didn’t understand it and wouldn’t want to confuse Jacob. Some kind of sleepwalking and talking episode just occurred, and I guessed it was linked to Natalia, but I felt terrified of saying something that would make my future husband worse. 


As I spooned gently backwards into him, listening for the soft purring snore I’d grown accustomed to at night, I cried, stifling my tears so as not to wake Jacob. 


I couldn’t nod off, so when he was in a deep slumber, I slipped out of our makeshift bed, wrapped up in my gown, and went to the kitchen from where I could keep an eye on Jacob. 


With a fresh coffee in hand, I sat on a kitchen stool and dialled my mom. 


“Hi Kate. It’s very early, what’s up?” 


“Kate?” 


“Kate.” 


“Mom.” 


“Why are you crying? What’s happened?” 


“We’re okay, mom.” 


“Then why are you crying?” 


“It’s Jacob.” 


I wept openly, holding a hand over my mouth to stifle the choking sobs I couldn’t hold back. 


“Tell me what happened? Did you guys fight?” 


“Fucking hell mom, no.” 


“Kate Granger, stop whining like an air-raid siren and tell me what’s going on.” 


I explained about our night and how I’d found Jacob outside, what I did, and where he was now. She listened, tutted and grunted a great deal. 


“I have a solution. He might need professional help, but that’s up to him. I recommend you get the estate equine master to teach Jacob how to ride and get him on Beauty. Also, get him a couple of nice dogs, some spaniels, or something else equally loveable.” 


“Are you sure about this, mom?” 


“He has PTSD. I know for sure that being around horses will be good for him because they’ll teach him to understand hypervigilant responses such as he’s prone to. The dogs will be great stress relief for him too.” 


“Okay. We’ll be coming back today.” 


“I thought you were due back tomorrow.” 


“I’m scared for Jacob.” 


“You’re supposed to be leading this relationship, Kate. Back the fuck up, get a grip of yourself and lead.” 


“Okay mom.” 


I’d had a swift kick up the ass from mom and I didn’t like what she’d said, but it was mostly true. I cupped my hands around the coffee, sipping while enjoying the tendrils of stimulation that seeped through my body. 


I need to restructure our lives. We’ve adapted to dad’s death but always short term. 


Jacob slept like a baby, which confused me given the state in which I’d discovered him. Having finished my coffee, and washed the mug, I slipped back underneath the duvet, sliding backwards into my fiancee as though I’d never left. 


Jacob chuckled almost imperceptibly, so I rolled over to face him, surprised he was almost completely awake. 


“You do remember I was in the Special Forces, right Kate?” 


“Oh god, Jacob, you surprised me. I thought you were sleeping.” 


“I was until you moved away from me, made a coffee and called mom.” 


“I thought I’d been quiet and snuck away secretly.” 


“Yeah, okay. I heard everything, sorry. Perhaps I should have said I was awake, but I figured something happened to me you didn’t want to mention.” 


“What did you hear?” 


“You were crying quite a lot. I heard that I’ve been sleepwalking, you rescued me and Catherine thinks I should ride a horse and own a couple of dogs.” 


“Hmm, you should have been a Royal Marine.” 


“Touche, my love.” 


“Has this ever happened before?” 


“Twice, but both times were long ago and after the war ended when I got home.” 


“Do you know what triggers it?” 


“You already know it’s Natalia, I’m sure. Not much escapes you, Kate.” 


He seemed calm, warm, and relaxed. His nakedness felt comfortable against me and it was as though his excursion into the storm never happened and he didn’t care. 


“Can I help you Jacob?” 


“Will you teach me to ride instead of the equine master, please?” 


“Of course. I’d love to teach you. Will it help like mom said?” 


“It’s not so much the riding that helps with PTSD, it’s being around horses that’s good therapy.” 


“Why haven’t you tried it before?” 


“The military contracted therapists tried to push me, so I pushed back.” 


“Why do it now then, Jacob?” 


“I’ll do anything you say is right for us, Kate. We agreed this would be the arrangement for our female led relationship.” 


“Yes, we did.” 


I suddenly realized a much more profound responsibility lay in my hands. Jacob would look after me any way he could regardless of our D/s status, but this delicate problem was being entrusted to me alone. 


“What about the dogs? Would you like two pets?” 


“Yes please. I’d love to own a couple of dogs.” 


“Why didn’t you say anything about that?” 


“Umm.” 


Jacob went quiet for a minute while I let him think things through. I couldn’t imagine why I’d missed it and made a mental note to thank mom. 


Am I so busy that I stopped noticing? 


“Please answer me, Jacob. Why didn’t you mention about wanting dogs?” 


“I felt awkward.” 


“Why? Spit it out, please.” 


“It’s not my house to decide things like that.” 


“But you said only a few days ago that Granger Hall was home.” 


“It feels like it but I still wouldn’t like to ask to could keep pets and such like.” 


“Okay, Jacob. One horse, two dogs, and a thrashing is coming your way.” 


“Sorry Kate.” 


“You will be sorry sweetheart, and if you don’t start treating Granger Hall as your own, I’ll have a robot arm installed in our dungeon with a paddle strapped to it.” 


“I’ve been stupid.” 


“Not stupid, but for sure, we can’t have misunderstandings like this any longer. We’ll talk it through and come up with a solution. We’re both wealthy, or neither of us are.” 


“And we’re in it together forever.” 


“Yes Jacob, for sure. Now, please cuddle me and let’s have a late lie in because I’m tired and certain you must be too.” 


He slipped back into a deep sleep while I pondered on our situation. I was at fault and knew why. My guard had dropped, I wasn’t tending to my fiancee properly and had missed signs. Jacob’s thrashing over my knee in the woods was fun, but wasn’t a solution. 


Fuckety fuck. I need help at work. Someone to take part of the strain. 


I slept on and off for a couple of hours, eventually waking to the sound of a whisk and bowl at war with each other. When I raised myself onto an elbow, peering over the breakfast bar into the cabin’s kitchen, I saw Jacob pumping one arm with a whisk attached. 


“Pancakes, Kate.” 


“Jesus, Jacob, you’re like a one-man kitchen army.” 


“At times I had to cook for myself, but that only works when I follow a recipe.” 


“I’m sure.” 


I rolled onto my front, stretched out like a cat, then stood up and sat at the breakfast bar where coffee, a fork, some maple syrup and a plate full of perfectly cooked pancakes were delivered by a happy, smiling face. 


“Jacob, have you been attending classes?” 


“In what subjects?” 


“How to win Kate’s heart?” 


He sat down opposite me with a semi-serious expression. His disposition was relaxed, but for sure, Jacob wanted to talk. 


“I feel a bit awkward about what we discussed earlier.” 


“About the dogs?” 


“Yeah. The thing is, Kate, I never want to be perceived as a freeloader or someone taking advantage of you. Like it or not, you’re a target.” 


“You didn’t know anything about me when we met. It wasn’t until after we fell in love that you discovered the truth, and now I’m off the market.” 


“I don’t just mean me. There are potential kidnappers, scammers, blackmailers, and all manner of low life’s lingering. They smell money, see an unprotected billionaire and hone in.” 


“I have you to protect me.” 


“You… actually, we, need proper protection. I suggest a security upgrade at home and have a driver with a team of professional bodyguards when on the move in certain scenario’s.” 


“What scenario’s?” 


“We’re visiting the IDEX exhibition next month in UAE. It’s one of the biggest Defence shows in the world. You’ll need a couple of bodyguards at least.” 


“Okay, I get the message. We’ll have this arranged easily in a few days.” 


I held up my hands, not wishing to hear any more. It was causing me an acute headache. Jacob walked around from the other side of our breakfast bar, cuddled me, and all the anxiety that built up so quickly, vanished. 


“These pancakes are excellent. Are they chef’s recipe?” 


“My sister’s actually.” 


“Ah, now… as I recall, she's due to visit us soon, right?” 


“Next week.” 


“Jacob, I have a confession to make.” 


I felt a bit emotional and my fiancee noticed. He held me close and whispered in my ear. 


“You can do this, Kate. The shift in your life is seismic and you’ve done a great job, but it’s not sustainable.” 


“I have some solutions to run by you.” 


“I’m always listening, Kate.” 


“I’d like you to run the estate. It hasn’t had a clear business plan for years and neither of my parents could get fully to grips with it.” 


“Are you serious?” 


“Yeah. I think we’re a great team, but dad’s empire was too big for him. Mom would help you learn and manage, but Claire wouldn’t, and that’s okay. I’ll appoint you as CEO and bring all estate matters under a single company.” 


“I enjoy coming to GD offices and being around you.” 


“I thought we’d work for two days at GD and I’ll build a new office somewhere on the estate, house my staff and work from there the other three days. You could have an office beside me. How does it seem?” 


“I think you’ll have a problem, Kate.” 


“Oh, why?” 


My heart sank, but his wide smile made me suspicious, so I elbow nudged him to the ribs. 


“What is it, Jacob?” 


“You’ll have to ask the estate boss if you want to build on his land.” 


“It’s okay, that’s really easy. One night between the sheets is all I need to influence his decisions.” 


“I think we should negotiate now.” 


“I’m always available to talk, Jacob.” 


He prised my legs apart while I sat on the kitchen stool. The bath robe slid aside and my pussy was exposed. I spread my legs wider, encouraging Jacob to fuck me. 


When he kissed me it was with the love of a man pure of heart but with a carnal lust for his fiancee. I gripped Jacob’s immense, thick cock and began wanking his shaft. 


“Seems this rod was struck by lightning.” 


“It just won’t go down.” 


“We’ll see about that, Jacob.” 


I guided his cock to the entrance of my swollen, aching pussy lips. He’d fucked me so much over the course of our stay at the cabin that I felt a little sore, but he needed me and wanted to cum inside my pussy. I needed Jacob too. 


I slid my ass along the wooden chair until my pussy was at its edge, presenting myself for Jacob to fuck. We both looked downwards, enjoying the sight of his cock spreading my pussy lips apart before sliding deep inside me. 


“Do I feel the same?” 


“Of course. Why do you ask?” 


“Because we’ve fucked so much these last couple of days.” 


“Being inside your pussy is my safest place, Kate.” 


He bottomed out inside my pussy with both my arms wrapped around his neck while his gripped my ass, pulling me onto his cock. 


“That’s very deep inside me, Jacob.” 


“Do you still want us to try for a baby?” 


“Why would you ask that?” 


“With all of the changes, restructuring and this fright I gave you through the night.” 


I gazed into his eyes while Jacob’s cock stretched my pussy walls. My reproductive organs were screaming to be impregnated, and I was sure it was the right thing for me. 


“I want you to make me pregnant now, please.” 


“I want that too.” 


“Then don’t ask me again please, Jacob.” 


He withdrew his cock while kissing me, then slid back in balls deep. It took my breath away, and I knew he enjoyed that. My head slumped onto his chest, where my lips, tongue, then teeth played with both nipples. That catalysed his pounding of my slit. 


Jacob fucked me hard and almost to the point I might soak the stool. His cock felt primal inside and when I lifted my head to stare him in the eyes, the storm from outside still raged there. 


When he emptied his seed inside my pussy, I hit a massive orgasm spike. Powerful emotions tumbled around my head and heart while pleasure fought with anxiety. 


Jacob carried me into the shower cubicle with his cock still impaled inside my pussy. He turned around, taking the initial shot of cold water onto his back, then set me gently onto the shower tray. 


“We need to cleanup, Kate.” 


“You smell awful and are still grimy from being outside, honey.” 


“Are we heading home today or tomorrow?” 


“Do we have a plan for the future, Jacob?” 


“Yes. I believe so.” 


“Then let’s stay here today and leave in the morning as planned.” 



Chapter Twenty-Seven

A New Broom Sweeps Clean

◆◆◆

Jacob’s Point Of View. 


We lazed around indoors for most of the day, hugging the log burning stove while an increasingly tempestuous storm raged outside. The wind and rain abated by mid afternoon with blue skies and gifts of rainbows from mother nature an hour later. 


Our confinement indoors gave Kate and I time to process events of the past few weeks, discussing problems that had crept up on us. My positivity grew the more we talked and it seemed Kate felt the same way although I detected an underlying tension gnawing at her psyche. 


She had brought a pencil case filled with highlighters and a notebook. I smiled, shook my head and she stared at me with a dispassionate expression, daring my sarcastic comment. 


“You make a list for everything, Kate. If the army had planners like you, we’d never lose.” 


“I don’t think the army would enjoy my style of discipline.” 


“Some more than others, admittedly.” 


“The point is… are we agreed about what to do now? Are you happy with the plan?” 


“Yes, and to be honest, I’m looking forward to all of it, especially helping out with the estate.” 


She flashed me a withering look. Kate wanted to move forward and I prevented that. She wasn’t the only one with a nagging concern. 


“You’ll be in charge of the estate, Jacob. Not helping out.” 


“Yes.” 


I sensed Kate’s annoyance with me and couldn’t blame her because my thinking differed from hers. She had so much wealth at stake, and I had very little. I’m not an opportunist, so it was damn hard to express an opinion about spending some of her money. 


“You seem unwilling or somewhat reluctant? Shouldn’t we discuss that openly as we do everything else?” 


I eased back on the stool, taking a moment to consider my next move. Her wealth was a sensitive subject requiring a diplomacy skill I didn’t have. The longer I held back, the more Kate would become irritated and my preference to avoid that overwhelmed. 


“I’m trying to figure out how to fit in to a living situation where I bring very little.” 


“Sorry Jacob, but that’s bollocks.” 


“Potty mouth, Kate?” 


“You proposed marriage and I accepted. You want children and I want to have your babies. Shouldn’t we build a future together to hand something to our children?” 


“Oh.” 


“Yeah, Jacob… oh! There are more important considerations than your ego or some sensibility you’ve clung on to.” 


Ouch, that hurt. 


Suddenly the daunting prospect of marrying a billionaire was cast into the shadows when compared with building a future for our kids. 


I always loved the passion and fervour in her eyes. Kate was focused on us, but I guess that was understandable given that she drove so many things in our lives. 


“Are you saying that I should get on with our lives with no concern about your net worth?” 


“That’s exactly right. I’m off birth control and wearing your engagement ring so, yes, we have to stand shoulder to shoulder.” 


“Okay. You’ll hear no further argument from me.” 


“Good.” 


We packed everything we’d brought to the cabin in our rucksacks that night, prepared for an early departure the next morning. A simple tagliatelle pasta in blue cheese sauce for dinner was rather more sombre than expected, and I noticed Kate was thoughtful while eating. There was no hostility between us and the air of tension was broken. 


After washing up we noticed the skies had cleared and a beautiful sunset forced us onto the porch where I brought coffee for both of us. 


“Penny for your thoughts, Kate?” 


“Maybe I should sell GD. We can build something else together. We’d be secure far beyond normal means.” 


“What about the staff?” 


“That’s the problem. If a bunch of corporate drones took over dad’s company there would be lay-off’s, wage reduction and reduced benefits to staff.” 


“It might look good in financial results terms, but eventually the company would wither and die.” 


“Yes, and that would devastate my father were he alive.” 


“Isn’t that the point, though? It’s not Richard’s company any more, it’s yours.” 


“Should I sell up?” 


I sipped my coffee while wrangling with that idea. Kate would never play me to provoke a response, so this was a genuine train of thought. 


“I think it would be a mistake.” 


“Okay, can you explain why please?” 


“You are the perfect leader for GD, given your family connection, your talent and the continued culture of the company. Your father was in charge, now you. It works for the staff and is a great story.” 


“I sense a but coming.” 


“You’re going to burn out. The plan you talked about earlier works perfectly if you stay the course.” 


“Will you, Jacob? Stay the course with me, I mean?” 


“I need help, particularly in learning how to manage the estate, but if Catherine will support that, then I can’t see it failing.” 


“Really, Jacob?” 


“Yeah, honestly. I was worried about messing up and how it might be perceived by others, but now we’ve talked it through, I’m fine.” 


She leapt into my lap with a joyous expression, kissing every part of my face with deep affection. It seemed like a watershed moment for us, because we’d overcome a major hurdle together. 


Kate stared into my eyes with her big blue saucers with renewed confidence and purpose.  


“Jacob, I promise you everything will be fine.” 


“I know. I believe in you.” 


“Us, Jacob! Together we will prevail.” 


Kate was jubilant and I chuckled inwardly knowing half of what we’d agreed would be done by the time we reached Granger Hall tomorrow. 


Sure enough, while I showered, she messaged, hiding her phone when I emerged from the bathroom naked. 


Until I fell asleep we talked about babies and a family, which part of Granger Hall would make a great nursery and how I’d need a more realistic car besides my BMW. 


I held Kate close, trying everything I could to help her fall asleep. 


“You’re exhausted, darling.” 


“I can’t sleep Jacob because I fear what might happen.” 


“Do you mean me going walkabout again?” 


“I need to make sure you’ll be okay.” 


“I’ll be fine.” 


“How can I be sure?” 


“I brought a set of handcuffs for fun. They aren’t law enforcement grade but will do the job. Would securing me to the bed make you feel more comfortable?” 


It wasn’t the most comfortable night sleep I’d had, but my confinement made Kate feel better and she slept with the handcuff key hidden somewhere in our bedroom. 


After a simple coffee and toast breakfast, we left the cabin in good order and I slid its key through a front door letter box after we locked up. 


“I feel a bit sad, Jacob.” 


“Why?” 


“We had great fun here.” 


“Except for my excursion into a storm.” 


“You looked awesome out there among the lightning and driving rain. If I hadn’t been so worried, I might have jumped you.” 


“There’s a place we can bring our children to show them where we first decided to have a family.” 


After we set off, Kate was quiet and thoughtful. I was ready for most anything she might say except for what came next. 


“Shall we buy a cabin somewhere?” 


“I knew you were cooking up something, Kate.” 


“Well? Shall we?” 


“It would be nice, but I think we ought to keep it a secret. Don’t even tell our family. That way it’s our second home and we don’t have to share.” 


“Where nobody can find us.” 


“With six bedrooms.” 


She shot me a wry smile and linked her arm with mine during a rare stretch of double width trail. Kate rested her head on my shoulder while we walked, and I knew a retort was coming. 


“Our surrogate will be very busy for a few years then, sweetheart.” 


We reached the car park in less than half the time I’d planned. Once the car was loaded, we enjoyed a quick coffee from the flask I’d made up earlier while sat on a bench, admiring the views one last time. 


“How will a horse help me, Kate?” 


“You have to earn their friendship, especially with a tenacious Stallion like Beauty. Mom says your hypervigilance is caused by PTSD and will dissipate as you win his trust.” 


“How does she know all this?” 


“Mom took her dominance over dad very seriously, caring for him in every sense. She knows a lot about horses and most other pets. Dad had dog's until the last one passed away a few years ago. He wouldn’t replace them after he got sick.” 


“What breed of dogs did he prefer?” 


“Cocker Spaniels.” 


“I’m more comfortable with the dogs, but I’ll try Beauty.” 


“It’s up to you, Jacob.” 


“Do you think I need therapy?” 


“The right therapist might help, or it may make matters worse. I think you’ve got to go with your instinct.” 


I’d tried therapy before but never found someone that opened me up like my fiancee had. 


“What if we both talk about what happened a bit more. Would you be comfortable with that?” 


“Of course, but I won’t push or pry.” 


“I know you wouldn’t and that’s another reason I love you, Kate.” 


We arrived at Granger Hall amid a commotion at the guardhouse. Catherine was struggling to calm the estate head of security while holding back two other men. 


Simon was shouting, swearing and gesticulating wildly and I saw Catherine was losing patience. Kate rushed over to see what was awry while I unloaded our gear, following a short distance behind. 


“I’ve been head of security for ten years. If there are changes to be made, I’ll be the one planning and implemented them.” 


“It doesn’t work like that, Simon. You’ll have to fall into line with whatever plans my daughter has.” 


“Fuck that! What does she know?” 


He glanced sideways at Kate, instantly realising his mistake, but he was already committed to making a fool of himself. I pulled up ten metres short to watch the fun and games. 


Even Catherine moved aside, shrugging her shoulders at poor old Simon because she couldn’t protect him after that dumb comment. 


“Is that foul language aimed at me, Simon?” 


“No Miss Granger.” 


“Then who? My mother, perhaps? Are you swearing at Catherine?” 


“I’m sorry.” 


“What’s the problem here?” 


“I’m being told about security upgrades. Nobody consulted me.” 


“These men were here to do exactly that, but it seems you’ve got on your high horse before giving them a chance.” 


“I don’t need their help.” 


“Why not?” 


“I can make any necessary changes here myself.” 


“When did you last do that?” 


“Umm, well… I, err.” 


“Ten years ago?” 


“What do you mean by that?” 


“Was the last time you reviewed and implemented new security measures ten years ago? It’s a simple question.” 


“Maybe, about that, yes.” 


“Okay, so I think what you’re telling me is that you have researched no new technologies for securing my family and home for ten years, which is also when you arrived.” 


“Yes, well… I guess, I don’t… but-” 


“But now these men are here, suddenly you’re an expert and newly motivated to do your job?” 


Simon’s chin hit the floor, unaccustomed to being so thoroughly skewered. He stuttered, floundered, went through many angry expressions before his shoulders slumped. 


“Either work with these contractors and present Jacob a plan by the day after tomorrow, or hand in your notice.” 


“To Jacob?” 


“Yes, he’s your new boss.” 


She turned and walked away, dragging Catherine with her, while nodding towards the main house for me to follow. We left Simon and the contractors to sort things out themselves. I laughed loudly when she grabbed her rucksack from me on the way past. 


Catherine stopped for a hug, kissed me on both cheeks and linked her arm through mine. 


“I’m pleased to see you, future son-in-law.” 


“Your recipe’s worked a treat.” 


“I have many more, Jacob. I know exactly the lubricant that makes my daughter hum.” 


We strolled together, following my fiancee who raced through the front door far in front of us, clearly as pleased to be home as she was to arrive at the cabin a few days ago. 


“So Jacob, you’re the new king of the Granger estate, then?” 


“If that’s okay with you?” 


“I’m delighted about it. There is so much work to be done.” 


“Will you help me, Catherine?” 


She stopped walking and Catherine studied me for a few seconds. I saw an affection for me in her expression. 


“I would love to help you, Jacob. Making Granger Hall better for our family is a fine pursuit for us both.” 


Catherine had arranged a welcome home dinner. I guessed it would be her opportunity to grill us on our short break. Tiffany and Claire were both at home and joined us. 


Kate was full of conversation, so I amused myself by people watching. Their expressions, body language and the way each person’s gaze surreptitiously darted around the room, sometimes pausing on me, spoke volumes about the secret conversations they had. 


“I have a job for you, Tiffany.” 


“Anything at all, Kate.” 


“We’re building a GD office annex on the estate. Probably thirty workstations for my staff. I want you to speak with Andrew at my office tomorrow and arrange a meeting with him to plan.” 


“No problem.” 


“Oh, and Tiff?” 


“Yes.” 


“You’ll be my private secretary in those offices, responsible for a few staff and all matters that are non GD.” 


Tiffany bounced out of her chair and hugged Kate as though she were a long-lost sister. I was pleased for both of them because they worked well together and Kate’s personal assistant at the car rental lot had become a spare part hanging around. 


I noticed Catherine’s joy too and wondered how Tiffany’s therapy was going under her tutelage. 


“You’ll need to have a chat with Jacob.” 


“Okay.” 


“Aren’t you going to ask why?” 


“I’ve already heard he’s running the estate from now on. I assume he’ll give permission for where the offices will be?” 


“Yes, but he also allocates the estate’s grace and favour homes. If you want a house that’s becoming available next month, you’ll need to ask him.” 


Tiffany turned to me with saucer sized eyes and blew a kiss. I nodded and smiled, glad that we’d become friends from a questionable beginning. 


“Let’s chat about it tomorrow? I can’t see there being any problems.” 


“For sure. Thank you, Jacob.” 


Dinner had been a jovial affair, during which I became the fiancee, Kate’s ring became exhibit one and she was surrounded by the other women, describing my proposal. I excused myself wanting to stretch off stiff muscles and I needed to introduce myself to a couple of someone’s. 


I wasn’t accustomed to being around stables having never ridden a horse. To me they were filthy buildings, full of insects and smelling of shit. Kate, her family and friends loved what I seemed incapable of understanding. 


When I arrived at the stable block, all staff had gone home for the night, but I had the entry key code. When I walked inside, the lights came on automatically and I felt inspired. 


A raw animal feeling accompanied the usual stench, which seemed less pervasive and multi layered. Heads poked out from a line of stall as majestic beast’s eyed me questioningly. Tails swished and breath condensed on snorted trails from flared nostrils, making a puffing sound. 


Their hooves scraped on a stone floor while one or two had their heads in a nose bag. Each horse was dressed in a clean blanket, they looked perfectly groomed and, dare I believe, happy to see me. 


I knew where Beauty was stabled having been introduced to the pleasure of his back some time ago. 


As I approached, he stared at me as though I were breakfast. Both ears were pinned backwards, which I knew couldn’t be a good sign, so I halted a few metres away, glad of the thick wooden stall door protecting me while confining him. 


A nearby stool was handy, so I dragged it closer to him for me to sit and observe the magnificent beast.  


We stared at one another for at least twenty minutes. I noticed his blinking gradually slowed and muscles that were strained when I arrived, relaxed the longer I stared without moving. 


“Will we become friend’s?” 


Beauty snorted and tossed his head gently. Although it seems odd to suggest, but I felt he understood my sentiment if not the words. His ears gradually tipped half way forward relaxing a demeanour that previously seemed hostile. 


“He’ll love you like I do, Jacob.” 


I almost fell off the stool when Kate placed her hands on my shoulders. 


“How long were you watching?” 


“Five minutes. I’m impressed to have crept up on you.” 


“Yeah, me too.” 


“You’re engrossed by him. That’s how Beauty and the others can help.” 


I stood up and held Kate’s hand. Beauty relaxed almost completely in her presence and pointed his ears looking straight at my fiancee. 


“Beauty licks his lips and the eyes soften when he’s comfortable. If you want to approach him, don’t eyeball him and walk towards his head from a slight diagonal path.” 


I reached to within inches of Beauty before his ears began pinning backwards. Kate stepped in, placed a hand just above his nose and rubbed her stallion lovingly. 


“You rub me like that.” 


“You both belong to me as I do to you.” 


“It’s much better than what Simon got earlier.” 


“Beauty is much better behaved.” 


“Do you really think he’ll let me ride him?” 


“That’s between you and Beauty. If he wants you on his back, you’ll know.” 


“And if he doesn’t?” 


“You’ll know that too.” 


We stayed another ten minutes keeping the Stallion company in silence. Back outside, the night air was fresh and with stunning clear skies. The stars were out in huge numbers and a walk around part of the estate felt right, so we set off. 


Mostly we held hands and enjoyed the peace. Kate seemed happy, I definitely was even if a little daunted by what might come the next day. We walked for a couple of hours and until she received a few messages. 


“Mom wants a nightcap. Can you join?” 


“Do you mind waiting for me in the house please, Kate? There’s something I need to do.” 


“Okay, I’ll see you in our bedroom.” 


I dropped Kate at the front door then headed across the gravel car park to the security offices keeping to the shadows. When I walked through the duty office door, Simon fell out of his chair trying to get his feet off a desk quickly. 


“Are you allowed a TV in here, Simon?” 


“Umm, oh fuck. What are doing here at this late hour?” 


He seemed somewhat out of it, in a mild panic, wiping his brow of beads of sweat that gathered. 


“You’re slurring, Simon.” 


“What of it?” 


“If I check the top drawer of your desk, will I find a bottle of alcohol? Whisky perhaps?” 


“No.” 


“I can check then, yes?” 


“I’d rather you didn’t, Jacob.” 


“I don’t need to. Can I see the security log please?” 


“Yes, of course.” 


He handed me the register in which all occurrences, day or night were registered. I reviewed the current page, then three prior to that. 


“Nothing’s happened in the past four days.” 


“Nothing important.” 


“The contractors weren’t signed in, there’s no record of any foot patrol checks around the house for any night his week and you don’t appear to have registered me using a key entry code to open the stables an hour ago.” 


“I saw you on CCTV.” 


“And yet you never recorded it.” 


He looked furious while trying to find something, anything he could say to fight back. 


“I’ve met your sort before, Simon. Defensive, nasty and unwilling to change.” 


“Your opinion of me doesn’t matter. I’m here to do a job.” 


“Are you doing that job well?” 


“I think so.” 


“I’ll give you some advice, Simon.” 


“Yeah, go on.” 


“I don’t officially take over until Directorship documents are signed and filed with lawyers sometime tomorrow afternoon.” 


“It was made clear today that you are taking over management of the estate.” 


He sneered at me, choking with rage and teeth grinding as he spat the words out. 


“I don’t mind you swearing at me, but if you do it to Kate again, I’ll break both of your legs with my bare hands.” 


“F-f-fucking what?” 


“I’ve done it before when needed and right now, the only thing stopping me is my respect for the lady you swore at.” 


“You can’t threaten me like this. You’re fucking mad.” 


“Maybe I am, a little at least, but it’s not a threat. I rarely resort to violence, because I’ve seen too much of it, but I’ll gladly make an exception in your case.” 


“Why? Why? This is fucking crazy, you come in here and-.” 


“My future wife, her family and our children will live here and if I think security isn’t up to scratch, I’ll make it a personal matter.” 


“This is outrageous Jacob.” 


“When you calm down, think about the booze in your top drawer, that TV and your failure to do your job. There’s plenty of paper in here and you have eight hours until shift changeover.” 


“What’s your point?” 


“Use the time to write out and sign your resignation letter. There’s no shame in that. If I don’t see a letter of apology to my wife and another to her mother at the breakfast table, I’ll come looking for you, here, at home or wherever you are.” 


His chin dropped and face went white. In a few short hours all of Simon’s chickens came home to roost. 


“The alternative to resignation is working for me and I guarantee that won't go well for you. I’m not as forgiving as Kate.” 


When I left he looked terrified. I hung around the shadows at front door of our main house, watching him pace up and down his office, clutching his head, shouting, then screaming, stamping feet and punching steel cabinets. 


After half an hour he quietened and sat down, taking a sheet of paper and placing it in front of him. It was time for me to join my fiancee in bed, so I turned to walk into the house, freezing immediately. 


“Are you done, now, Jacob?” 


“You’re sneaking up on me a lot lately. I must be losing my touch or you’re trying very hard. Why do you have a blanket?” 


“There’s a lovely clearing in the forest where we take the horses to graze sometimes. The moon is bright tonight and I’d like to gaze at the stars while you fuck me.” 



Chapter Twenty-Eight

Richard's Office

◆◆◆

The following day incurred a great deal of pain and heartache for Simon, who cleared out his office, delivered the apology letters for Kate and Catherine with his resignation to our housekeeper, then left. A long blast of his car horn shortly before sunrise was a childish swan song from a bitter man, bothering nobody. 


Kate was unusually quiet and thoughtful while we dressed for our daily run. Simon had messaged her late in the night complaining about me and the manner in which his resignation was procured. She messaged back, confirming his departure was accepted, promising me her absolute support, but I could tell my fiancee wasn’t best pleased. 


When we set off on our run through the estate forest, Kate stayed a constant half step in front which annoyed me in the same way she hated it when anyone did the same thing to her. I let her have space, gradually dropping back twenty yards until she stopped and waited at a trail junction. 


She was miffed, and I knew it was one of those occasions where I couldn’t put a foot right. I eased up on approach and smiled nicely, but she scowled. 


“Why are you slowing down?” 


“Because you’re pissed with me and I’d rather not make matters worse.” 


“I’m not upset.” 


“Please don’t deny it, darling. I know when you’re vexed.” 


“I’m not angry, Jacob. I’m worried.” 


“What about?” 


“The way you handled Simon seems unnecessary. Did you really threaten to break his legs?” 


“Yes.” 


“Jesus Jacob… we aren’t the mafia.” 


She was kicking up leaves and pine needles that formed a soft carpet to our running trail. I had to confess, Kate looked cute and a little sexy as I watched her tantrum unfold. She glared at me, demanding an explanation. 


“He’s an alcoholic, Kate. Simon is your security chief on a relatively open estate. You’re a billionaire and he’s drunk more often than sober. The man is much more than incompetent. He’s negligent and a risk to himself, never mind you and your family.” 


“Okay. Sorry, I didn’t realize he was a drunk, but you still can’t go around beating people.” 


“Your mom lives here. Claire and Tiffany too, both of whom have a fragile instability. They all go out walking alone around the estate late at night, thinking they are protected and safe. You go to the stables late at night to visit Beauty alone and Simon is supposed to be watching out for everyone.” 


“Okay, I get it. I’m sorry.” 


“There’s no need to be sorry, Kate.” 


Her expression softened, but she was still animated. I guessed this incident was a culmination of many others that caused concern. The changes at Granger Hall, GD and my proposal had impacted on my fiancee. I had to make a point that was likely to irk her further. 


“Our relationship with you leading us works for me, but don’t expect my compromise regarding your or any other family member’s safety, no matter what.” 


“Okay, Jacob, that’s a fair point.” 


“Are we good then, Kate?” 


She looked like a caged lioness, so I already knew the answer. Kate was being unreasonable and probably knew that, but had to work through it. 


“I’m not happy that you threatened Simon with violence. Do you mind if we separate here because I need a longer run?” 


She didn’t wait for my response and I wasn’t sure she expected me to comply, but I didn’t. Very few running trails traversed through Granger land and I knew them all, so I gave Kate a hundred metres head start and followed on behind. 


While Kate stretched off her strained muscles in the parking lot, I slipped through the kitchens, popped off my running shoes and skipped carefully across the foyer, up the main stairs and quickly stripped off in our apartment. By the time my fiancee reached our bedroom, thankfully of a more pleasant disposition, I was stepping out of the shower wrapped in a towel. 


She eyed me suspiciously. Kate was often slow to forgive when a serious matter was at hand, and I knew she hadn’t shaken Simon’s resignation loose. While she undressed and selected clothes for the day, my fiancee kept watching me, calculating. 


“Did you see what chef made for breakfast when you dodged through his kitchen?” 


“I don’t understand, Kate.” 


My innocence was pointless, and Kate advanced on me like a cat on a cornered mouse. She chuckled, gripped my balls in one hand, and stared into my eyes. 


“Oh, come on Jacob. Fair enough, I didn’t see you lurking around behind, but I know you trailed me all the way back here.” 


“How do you know that?” 


“Mr. Royal Marine Commando wouldn’t have let me run away into the woods like that, right?” 


“No, Kate and I never will either.” 


She released my balls and hugged me close. I was partially forgiven, but there was a vulnerability. I’d won the round, but not the war. Protecting Kate would be problematic. 


“I think we had our first fight, Jacob.” 


“It wasn’t a fight, Kate. I had to make sure Simon left here on my terms, that’s all. Apparently, it’s my job to deal with these matters.” 


“Meaning it’s not my job?” 


“I didn’t say that, Kate. You seem off color today. Would you mind explaining why?” 


She sat down on our sofa and patted the seat cushion beside her for me to join. I held Kate’s hand, and she leaned over, into me. I waited a few minutes until she was ready to talk. 


“Do you mind if we forego your maintenance spanking today, Jacob? I feel I might mess it up and would rather not.” 


“It’s always your decision, sweetheart. What’s wrong?” 


“I feel we’re undoing all of dad’s work and that he wouldn’t approve.” 


“I disagree. You’ve transformed GD and the only thing we’ve done at the estate is sack an incompetent security chief. Your dad would be proud.” 


She deliberated over what I’d said, nodded her head a few times and stared at a wall wistfully until it seemed Kate had arrived at a decision. 


“Let’s discuss this later, sweetheart. I know you have my best interests at heart, but we need to be cautious.” 


“My point exactly.” 


I waited while Kate readied herself for a day of conference phone calls and other work from an office she’d created on the same floor as our apartment. Once dressed, we joined others in the dining room for breakfast. 


Catherine cooed delightedly, frequently chuckling while enjoying breakfast. Simon’s apology letter and resignation were beside her plate, and she frequently pointed a finger at another line of text, shaking her head. Her gloating and enthusiasm for my actions did me no favors. A less enthused Kate shook her head disapprovingly. 


“It’s nothing to celebrate, mom.” 


“I’m sorry, Kate, but Simon had that coming for a long time.” 


“Yes, agreed, but now we have a dissenting voice shooting his mouth off around town and the potential for a criminal complaint of Jacob offering to break a man’s legs.” 


“That’s not terribly likely, dear. Simon can’t get work without a decent reference. He’s been employed on the estate for ten years. You should celebrate your fiancee’s triumph. Jacob has disposed of a problem for all of us and swept clean any cobwebs the estate might have lingering.” 


The displeasure conveyed by Kate’s expression changed slowly while she stared at me, and her face brightened. Eventually, a hand slid across the table, grasping mine. When she examined her engagement ring, all remaining exasperation was entirely dissolved. 


“You were only helping me, Jacob. Mom’s right, I’m sorry for being argumentative.” 


“It’s no problem. We should move on and create a proper security plan.” 


Catherine came over and kneeled between us, placing her hand on top of ours. She looked sincere and tears welled in her eyes. 


“Your father would be thrilled to see the two of you managing the estate and your company.” 


“It’s Kate’s company and your family estate. I love being here, but it’s not mine, Catherine. I think it’s important to be clear on that point. As much as I appreciate my position and your trust, I can’t claim what’s not mine.” 


My fiancee stared at me with a withering expression, then glanced at her mom. 


“Do you see what I have to put up with, mom?” 


“I’ve told you, Kate. Give me your hand brush and half an hour alone with Jacob and I’ll fix everything.” 


“Oh mom. There are so many things wrong with that statement, I don’t even know where to begin.” 


Catherine faced me, and I knew a motherly lecture was inbound. 


“Jacob. I suggest you settle in here because you have a vested interest in making things work. Your children will be the next generation on this estate, so you owe it to them to stop being so prissy about money and belongings.” 


“Sorry Catherine.” 


Kate looked somewhat vindicated, and I wondered if my intransigence to accepting the position of estate manager might be a source of the problem for her. I felt awkward having been flung into a family of such enormous wealth and didn’t want to be perceived as a freeloader. 


I extracted myself from breakfast and a discussion between Catherine and Kate about the security of the stables because I wanted to visit Richard Granger’s old study alone. It was a small building accessible either through the kitchen or externally from the side of the house. Kate’s father never allowed visitors to meet him at Granger Hall, believing that they might overrun his paradise. 


Catherine gave me the key at breakfast shortly after chastising me, explained where the office was located and suggested I got a feel for her husband, his life and the things he deemed important. 


She explained that the office hadn’t been used for a year, but when I unlocked its heavy wooden door and stepped inside, the place was pristine clean. Richard’s sanctuary was the size of a squash court, luxurious beyond anything I’d seen in a workplace, with walnut wood everywhere, contrasted by a cream colored deep pile carpet. I removed my shoes just in case, not wishing to scuff what appeared to be a lush forest of expensive wool underfoot. 


The two longest walls had floor to ceiling walnut cabinets and book shelves running their length with a small bar at the end. A couple of windows were set in the center with light wood venetian blinds I opened to let in some natural light. 


At the far end, one door led outside, and another accessed a private bathroom. His desk was an open square, dark wood mahogany with three Apple Mac monitors at eye level with a keyboard sunk down to a lower height. Several photographs hung on the wall or stood in ornate frames on Richard’s desk. All of them had Kate, Claire and Catherine in them and some included the man himself. 


When I sat in his thick, deep burgundy leather swivel chair, it felt sumptuous and didn’t wobble a millimeter. The desk inset was a rich burgundy leather with document trays in front of me the same color. Three Mont Blanc pens sat in one tray with a bottle of purple ink. 


Dear Jacob. 


My name on a brilliant white envelope blinked, drawing my attention, so I picked it up and inspected the sealed document. A presence at the door I’d left open distracted me and I glanced up. 


“That’s for you, Jacob.” 


“Oh hi, Catherine.” 


“He wrote a letter hours before he died, immediately after meeting you, and asked me to leave it in here for when you’re ready.” 


“Am I ready, Catherine?” 


“I think you’ve always been ready, son.” 


She gave me a motherly smile, and I felt comfortable. Catherine’s presence was calming to most people unless you incurred her wrath. The Granger family matriarch sat down in front of me on a leather wing-back chair that looked well used. 


“That’s your seat.” 


“Yes. You are wise, Jacob, as was Richard.” 


“You advised him.” 


“I was his confident, son, there is a difference. Richard loved the estate and always made the best choices for its long-term future. I was less of a visionary, so I did what he needed.” 


“What did Richard need?” 


“The same thing Kate does for you and now it seems you reciprocate for her.” 


“Provide stability?” 


“Exactly, Jacob. Richard knew that about you. His letter will explain everything, although I doubt my husband went into details, because-.” 


Her voice trailed off and her expression contorted momentarily as grief passed by like a fleeting ocean squall. I was ready to go to her, but Catherine might misconstrue that as pity. She stood up as though to leave. 


“Did you read the letter?” 


“It’s for you, Jacob, not me.” 


“Will you stay please, Catherine? I’d like to read it aloud.” 


She looked surprised, then pleased and sat back down. 


“Why would you do that?” 


“Because I love Kate and she loves you. I want to learn and there is no cause for secrets between us, right?” 


“That’s true.” 


I slit the envelope open using a knife placed nearby on his desk for that purpose, admiring the perfectly weighted dagger with two razor-sharp edges and an intricately carved wooden handle. I grinned at Catherine who looked at me quizzically. 


“It’s a weapon in disguise.” 


“Really?” 


“Yeah. I’ve seen them before. Actually, that’s not true. I’ve used them. Light enough to have a few stashed around your gear and sturdy enough to ram upwards through a man’s jaw and throat, killing instantly.” 


“Jesus, Jacob. What an awful world you’ve lived in.” 


“It’s a nice knife, though.” 


I withdrew the watermarked sheet of paper, unfolding its three-fold concertina. Richard’s penmanship was excellent and written in purple ink. 


Dear Jacob, 


With hours before I shuffle off this mortal coil, I’ve met you and feel in high spirits. Kate has been my life’s work and now, I believe she is in safe hands. I love all of my family equally, but my eldest daughter is the one to take our company and this estate forward, handing that over to a new generation. 


That includes you, dear boy. You are also my successor, on this estate and by adding your genes to mine, siring the grandchildren I would have loved dearly (and soon). You’ll quickly realize Catherine is your greatest ally, and that Kate is a very dominant, but kind woman. 


Kate will lead, tempered by your wisdom. 


My office is yours to enjoy and the estate yours to manage. Don’t fuck it up, Jacob, or Kate might be annoyed and you wouldn’t want that. 


Please protect our family, Jacob. 


With love, Richard. 


There was a file reference at the bottom of the page, further evidencing the man’s meticulous nature. I held the letter out for Catherine to read privately, but she shook her head, beaming happily. When I refolded and slid it back into the envelope, a nearby desk drawer seemed the place to keep it. 


I opened the drawer and placed Richard’s letter inside, nonchalantly ignoring a matt black Glock 19 pistol with its magazine fitted. When I smiled at Catherine, she saw something was wrong, but no further questions were asked. 


What the fuck did you need that for, Richard? 


“He knew you were the right man, Jacob. For Kate, this family and the estate.” 


“We only met for a few minutes.” 


“And he misjudged no one ever, that I recall.” 


Catherine seemed happy when she left, closing my office door behind her. I noticed how quiet the room was and bathed in that tranquility for a few minutes. It felt peaceful, and I could understand why Richard considered it a sanctuary. 


The dagger disguised as a letter opener and a pistol preferred by Special Forces seemed unnecessary, but I figured the reason for his ownership of them would become revealed in time. 


I meandered around the office exploring, opening cupboards and browsing some of Kate’s father’s book collection. One of the closets, roughly as tall as me was locked, so I returned to the desk drawer recalling I’d seen a set of keys there. 


I picked up the pistol and removed its magazine, confirming it was full. When I cocked the weapon, a bullet was ejected, realizing that Richard was prepared for its immediate use. I replaced everything back in the drawer except the keys I needed. 


Inside the cupboard was a very thick steel safe with a tumbler lock. I tried the handle without success, then leaned back on my desk, staring at the safe, baffled. 


The letter. 


The file reference on the bottom of the letter was a combination code for the safe. It was simple to code, but when I opened the safe, its contents made me reel backwards in shock. I fished out my phone from a pocket and began messaging. 


Hi darling. Could you come to my office, please? There’s something here that you must see. 


I waited five minutes for Kate to check messages while staring at Richard’s secret. 


On my way. 


I couldn’t stop staring into the safe until Kate arrived after another five minutes. She walked into my office, obviously familiar with her dad’s work environment, stopping a few metres away, holding her hands wide open, with a slight air of impatience. 


“What is it, Jacob?” 


“Come and see for yourself.” 


She was intrigued and skipped across the carpet, taking my hand before looking into the safe. 


“Jesus!” 


“Yup.” 


“That’s a lot of gold bars.” 


“I counted at least two hundred.” 


“How much money is that?” 


“I’d say around twenty million dollars. More importantly, what’s it doing here?” 


“Did you ask mom?” 


“No. Only you and I know about this. Richard left a note for me and on the bottom was the combination for this safe.” 


“Let’s keep it that way, Jacob.” 


She sat down in Catherine’s chair wearing a troubled expression, precisely mimicking how I felt. Kate glanced around the room, checking off her memories while absorbing the enormity of a treasure I’d discovered. When her eyes eventually settled on me, her mood seemed lighter than earlier in the day. 


“You look like my father sitting in that chair, Jacob.” 


“This is a nice office. Would you prefer to take it and I’ll move upstairs?” 


“Dad wanted you installed here. I want the same thing, Jacob. You heard what mom said earlier. It’s time to settle in and step up.” 


“It’s daunting.” 


“Only because you’re making it feel like that, fiancee.” 


I opened the desk drawer and picked up the Glock pistol, setting it down on my new desk. 


“This pistol isn’t the sort of weapon a hobbyist buys. It’s for protection and ordinarily suited to a person who knows how to use it.” 


“I’ll admit this all seems odd, Jacob, but you’ll have to investigate everything before making assumptions. My father was an incredibly stubborn man, given to keeping secrets and always wanting to be in control.” 


“You haven’t inherited that at all, Kate.” 


“Thank you, sweetie. Now… I had an idea about some therapy for tonight that might help you settle into Granger Hall. We haven’t used our dungeon yet. Shall we have some fun?” 


“Oh yes, please.”



Chapter Twenty-Nine

Dungeon Experiment

◆◆◆

Kate’s Point of View. 


It had been a hard day working from my temporary office at home. I’d spent most of the time with Andrew and Tiffany, planning staffing of the new GD office complex on our estate. 


I wasn’t ready to talk it through with mom or Jacob yet because some ideas they’d had were wild and clearly wouldn’t work for the family. 


“Don’t misunderstand me, Andrew. I don’t mind the office staff having plenty of space to enjoy, but they can’t get free access to the Granger estate. Jacob would have a fit, and my mom might shoot people.” 


“A compromise depends on how close you want the office to your home. I suggest somewhere on the outer edge of the estate, with direct access to a main road.” 


“I think that works. Let me study our property plans and come back to you with some ideas.” 


“That’s great Miss Granger.” 


“Its Kate.” 


“Yes, Miss Granger.” 


I wrapped things up after that, had a quick coffee and catch up with Tiffany, then met Jacob in our apartment on the top floor of Granger hall. He’d just finished working out. 


“You should visit my new gym, Kate.” 


“We have a nice new gym with views and lots of machines, darling.” 


“Yeah, but this is an authentic sweatbox with real weights.” 


I studied my fiancee, chuckling inwardly at his boyish excitement over having an almost secret den that I knew the precise location of. 


“Does it smell up there in the eaves, Jacob?” 


“Yeah, its very stale and testosterone loaded, the whole area is like a backstreet boxing gym. Admittedly, there’s some pigeon shit lying around too… maybe… I don’t really know to be honest. My gym is a bit rough.” 


“And you’d like to take me there, sweetie?” 


He felt the warning signs that signaled my lack of enthusiasm to embrace his project and snorted a nervous laugh, studying me carefully. 


“Perhaps not then, Kate?” 


“No, perhaps it should just remain Jacob’s private smelly gym where he goes and never invites his fiancee again.” 


“Yeah. I think you’re right about that, Kate.” 


I was pretty well adapted to his dry British humor to the extent that sometimes Jacob couldn’t tell if I was being serious. Right now, I was playing around with him, although no way was I going into the rat and bird infested eaves of the house to join my future husband in his makeshift shithole gym. 


My inward amusement when Jacob changed our conversation was barely contained. 


“Did you have a good day, Kate?” 


“Yeah, planning this new annex office is nauseous though, to be honest.” 


“Do you need any help?” 


“Only with handling Tiffany. I think she’s terrified of coming to see you about her new house.” 


“Why would she feel like that? I’m quite approachable aren’t I?” 


“She’s still a bit awkward around you after the incident at leaving drinks.” 


“I’ll go see her if you’d like. We can have coffee, discuss the move, and I’ll put her at ease.” 


“I’d like that very much, Jacob. It makes life simpler for me.” 


“Okay, is there anything else I can help with?” 


“I’ve been frustrated and aroused ever since this morning when we discussed playing games in our dungeon.” 


“Me too, sweetheart. What do you have in mind?” 


“I think we need to scratch an itch.” 


“Oh.” 


“Yeah, Jacob. It’s a slightly worrying itch.” 


“You mean my dumb fantasy?” 


“Yep.” 


“It’s only a fantasy, Kate. I really don’t want to do it in real life.” 


“Okay. We can explore the fantasy or leave it locked up, but I think if you bury things like this, they have a habit of keeping on coming at you.” 


“I trust you Kate. Let’s do whatever you feel is best.” 


We showered together because I’d never use the dungeon unless we were well scrubbed. In BDSM play, hygiene takes on new meaning with a certain unpredictability of what fun may ensue. 


As I scrubbed my fiancee all over before he returned the pleasure, I recalled his big discovery. It was evident that dad intended for my fiancee to find his gold cache and the pistol, but the reason was very confusing. 


The two men knew little about each other so, unless my father had a deathbed epiphany about Jacob and wanted to gift him a personal fortune, there must be something illegal or dangerous about the treasure hidden in that safe. 


He trusts Jacob to protect me and do what’s right with that gold. 


Once we were dried and dressed in clean underwear, I led Jacob by his hand into the dungeon for our first play time, feeling instantly relaxed as I absorbed the calm of our most tranquil sanctuary. 


Haunted castle background music playing at low volume, added to a mood created by the devilish red hue from specialist architectural lighting lining the base of each wall. 


I’d set up our session in an open floor space on a few gym mats. When I paused beside our play area, my fiancee’s eyes bulged delightfully and a cock restrained by light cotton boxer briefs made a gorgeous pipe shape leading around his midriff. 


“Is it a fucking machine, Kate?” 


“Yes dear. Although you joked about having me fuck a Symbian saddle, I thought long and hard to figure out why you’d brought that up.” 


“Do you think it’s linked to my fantasy?” 


“It’s another manifestation of the recurring taboo playbook where you’d enjoy cunnilingus on my used gaping wide pussy after it was well fucked and before you had your turn inside.” 


From the flush of bright red to Jacob’s cheeks, I knew a nail was struck firmly on its head. He had a hotwife and cuckold fantasy of sorts going on. Infidelity wasn’t something Jacob wanted for us, but the fantasy taboo itch was there and I intended to scratch it safely or admonish a demon. 


“I don’t want to be cuckolded, Kate.” 


“Oh, but you do, my sweet fiancee. Just not in real life or by another man, right?” 


“Okay, yes. I can’t get wanting to see you being fucked out of my head. I definitely don’t want that to be with another guy, though.” 


“After tonight, you won’t need to wonder what me having an orgasm without you looks like, Jacob. I’m going to enjoy another cock while you watch, maybe I’ll let you help me, and then you’ll get what you want.” 


I’d set up the fucking machine to ride my pussy hole while I kneeled down, backing onto it on all fours, doggy style. A chair immediately in front would allow my fiancee to enjoy watching himself being cuckolded by a latex cock and a high speed reciprocating motor. I’d purposely selected a phallus much smaller than Jacob’s cock because I wanted him to fuck me properly immediately afterwards. 


I saw fear and tension in my fiancee’s eyes which made me pleased. I would go ahead with the faux cuckolding already convinced Jacob was halfway out of the door. 


“Kate, can I just say… I never want you to do this for real.” 


“Please don’t worry Jacob. I wouldn’t let anything bad happen to us.” 


I cupped his chin in my palm, seeing an absolute love for me pooling deep in his eyes. He was worried because I’d already scratched the cuckold’s dilemma and Jacob clearly wasn’t enjoying it. I didn’t like it either, but he’d brought this fantasy up by inference several times while we’d fucked, and now it needed to be vanquished. 


“I know you don’t want this for real, baby. You’re completely safe in here with me exorcising the fantasy. Even if you begged me, I still wouldn’t cuckold you.” 


“Are you certain about that, Kate?” 


“Never more so. I only ever want Jacob’s cock inside me. The occasional vibrator, dildo, or toy like this is as far as we go, but even that isn’t my preference.” 


“Thank you, darling.” 


“Let’s try this fantasy in the safety of our dungeon and see where it goes.” 


I really understood his kinks. Jacob wanted to watch me get off without his involvement, like I was his private porn movie actress. I didn’t mind putting on a show, but would never cuckold him, as we’d always agreed. My concern was the continuing burn of this fantasy in his soul and how that might unsettle the man I loved. 


I kissed my fiancee, rubbing his cock hard before settling him into a chair only inches from where my head was going to be while my pussy was pounded. I held Jacob’s hand longingly before passing my phone over to him. 


“What’s this for?” 


“The machine is controlled by an app. You’ll manage this cuckolding fantasy from my phone.” 


“Holy shit. That’s a turn on, Kate.” 


“The machine has a drill head that spins its vibrating dildo attachment and a reciprocating motor that will fuck me at up to three hundred strokes per minute.” 


“I feel jealous already.” 


“That’s the itch we’re going to scratch. You’ll have a big cleanup on your hands if this goes well.” 


“Cleanup?” 


“My creamy pussy, babe. I ovulate starting from tomorrow, so it’s going to get very messy down there at three hundred strokes per minute.” 


Judging by the look on his face, Jacob’s kink string was being well and truly twanged by my fantasy setup. Even more so when I bent over in front of him while facing away, sliding my knickers down before stepping out of them. 


“Can you see my damp slit, Jacob?” 


“Umm, yeah. Your pussy is very swollen..” 


“Would you like a little taste of me before I’m fucked, then some more creamy treat afterwards?” 


“Fuck yeah.” 


“That’s strike one, fiancee. Let’s stop the potty mouth right away.” 


“Sorry!” 


While Jacob sat comfortably, I shuffled backwards, always presenting my creamy pussy for him to enjoy the view. When I leaned fully over, he caught my ass cheeks with both hands, prised them apart and gently kissed my anal whorl before licking its spangled ridges. 


When I touched the toes on both feet, my fiancee plowed his tongue up and down my creamy slit, licking and swallowing the nectar that pooled there. He sucked my pussy lips, clawing my ass cheeks wide open, almost as though I were a cup and he was a man dying of thirst. 


Jacob’s almost mad desire for me stirred feelings of love and contentment deep in my soul. My reproductive organs wanted the egg they nurtured to be inseminated, so I was ready to love and make love to my fiancee at any moment, now being my most fertile time. Coming off the pill so recently meant pregnancy was unlikely, but my body didn’t know that, neither did it care. 


I shuddered to a light orgasm that felt like a warm wind brushing the hairs on my arms. My whore-like moaning really got Jacob going, and I saw through my legs when he began pumping his cock with one hand. My reproductive organs trembled in expectation of the baby making seed my body craved. 


“I’d rather you didn’t masturbate.” 


“Why not?” 


“Do I really need to explain why, Jacob?” 


“Sorry, baby. I just get so turned on by you.” 


“I deserve your cock and would much prefer that to a latex one. I’m doing this for your enjoyment, the least you can do is spill the baby making seed that results from our play inside me, especially now I’m almost ovulating.” 


“Oh wow. That was selfish. I’m sorry, Kate.” 


“It’s okay, honey. Are you ready to watch me get fucked now?” 


“Yes, please.” 


He was contrite, and I knew it was an honest mistake. Jacob followed my cycle almost religiously, but he wasn’t a woman, and so the nuances of my reproductive biology were sometimes lost on him. 


When I kneeled down, teasing my swollen labia up and down a six-inch latex cock weighted down at its motor end with fifty kilos, his eyes popped out on stalks. Our journey into a cuckold taboo fantasy with a pinch of humiliation for my fiancee was begun. 


I really don’t like this. 


I held out a hand, clenching his as I pushed backwards onto the uncomfortable cock. I’d set things up so that the machine was at its furthest forward stroke extension, which meant I could take all of its cock inside my pussy and then have the motor fuck me starting on a backward stroke. 


Jacob released my hand to operate the phone app, so I planted both palms on the floor and stared lasciviously up at him with my best acting face. 


When my cunt had slid balls deep onto the phallus, Jacob turned on its vibrating effect using a medium setting. I reached back with one hand, dragging my clitoris from side to side, to help the machine get me off. Suddenly the vibration stopped, and I glanced up at my fiancee. 


“That doesn’t seem fair, Kate.” 


“What do you mean?” 


“I thought I was controlling your orgasm.” 


“I never said that you’d have total control, did I?” 


“No, but-” 


“Is that what you’d like to do, Jacob?” 


“Yes, please.” 


I smiled and placed my hand back on the floor, palm down, and the vibration continued. When he added a slow turn, I clenched my pussy hard against the small cock, wishing it was Jacob’s steel pole deep inside me. 


“Oh, fuck!” 


“Is it good?” 


“Frustrating to be honest.” 


Jacob slammed the motor on and the cock withdrew. He sped the machine up, fucking my hole faster. My fiancee stood up and circled around me, turning the machine roughly half way up its speed dial. I was being fucked senseless, but it felt awful and was no pleasure for me. When the machine stopped, I stared up quizzically at Jacob. 


“Why did you stop?” 


“I’m sorry Kate. This was all a big mistake and totally my fault. I’m done with the fantasy.” 


I shuffled forwards until my pussy was clear, feeling proud and relieved that Jacob had stopped and his mind was made up. 


“It works perfectly for some people, Jacob.” 


“But not for us.” 


“No, but at least we understand that for certain now.” 


“I want to be your one and only, Kate. I only ever want to be with you.” 


“I only ever want your cock inside me, fiancee.” 


As I lay on the floor feeling somewhat desolate, Jacob scooted around, dropped onto all fours and spooned in from behind me, wrapping both of his arms gently around my midriff. 


I was pleased with his reaction because the whole experience was jarring. I’d played with toys before, but it never felt like this. Perhaps it was my deep emotional state, our decision to become parents and the profound love we had for each other, but whatever the reason, I just didn’t want anything except Jacob inside me. 


“There is something I’d like to try though, Kate, please.” 


I rolled over into his arms and kissed my beloved. If he wanted to try something else, the least I could do was listen. 


“What is it, baby?” 


“I’d like to restrain you.” 


“You mean on the spanking bench, right?” 


“Yeah.” 


“And then I guess you want to fuck me while I’m strapped in?” 


“Yes, please.” 


“Let’s do it.” 


Jacob enjoyed being restrained on our bed while I fucked him like a rider on her horse. Being pinned down appealed to his submissive side which was overwhelmingly harmonized in his psyche. My obedience factor was zero, but I still enjoyed being tied up and used occasionally, so long as it was with a boyfriend and not a stranger. 


“We haven’t tried this before.” 


“I didn’t want to ask, Kate.” 


“You should always ask and be honest Jacob. We can discuss and try most things. If it doesn’t work, just like the fucking machine, we can scrap it and move on.” 


Jacob carried me to the spanking bench. I remembered designing the red leather, steel and wooden restraining toy. I made it very comfortable for the rider with a long torso cushion, two knee platforms about eighteen inches lower, and a massive head cushion with a large hole in the middle for the rider to peer through. 


It was built with spanking in mind, but the classic doggy style position of the restrained incumbent made for an almost perfect fucking platform. When my fiancee set me down gently on the floor, I clambered aboard the bench, adopting the position in Jacob’s mind’s eye. 


“I’ve never been on the receiving end of this bench.” 


“Do you want restraints?” 


“Yes, please.” 


I smiled at the irony because I would never ask Jacob whether he wanted to be restrained or not, proving this was just a kinky fuck session for him. How could I refuse my perfect man his taboo pleasure? As he strapped me in, tightening up buckles around my ankles, calves, and across my back, I noticed his erection grew more solid. 


My head rested on the leather cushion, but I faced sideways so that Jacob might see my eyes and an expression filled with love for him. He stepped back and took a picture on my phone and brought it for me to see. 


“You look beautiful, Kate.” 


“Thank you, fiancee. I love you too. I love the foreplay but, can I suck your cock please?” 


“I’ll just delete this picture first.” 


He was never one to keep such things in case they were lost to an online sneak thief and used against us. Jacob’s constant concern for my privacy and safety was a huge comfort to me and I thanked the universe for blessing me with good fortune in a good man. 


He couldn’t and wouldn’t resist letting me suck his cock, because Jacob’s desire to please and obey me was off the charts. Even while I was restrained, my fiancee took his lead from me and that made me proud, serving also as a reminder that his happiness was my priority and responsibility. 


When Jacob pulled back his foreskin, exposing a pre-cum loaded glans with a musk so intense that it forced my nostrils to flare wide open, my libido soared and I couldn’t wait to suck his cock. He cradled my head between both palms and slid the bulbous end of his cock inside my mouth so I could suckle, lick, and remove the treasured man-slime I needed so badly. He fucked my mouth carefully and steadily, satisfying a deep-rooted need I had to enjoy him. 


The tiny slit in the top of my fiancee’s cock oozed a steady flow of salty pre-cum that I swilled around my mouth, savoring a flavor that calmed and steadied me. When he slid his cock out of my mouth, knelt down and kissed me, I guessed Jacob needed a taboo feed of his own. 


He circled around to my ass, wasting no time before burying his face deep in my drenched slit that was splayed wide apart and pointing high. He lapped my pussy lips with a flattened tongue, licking each one clean, eliciting a shiver across my body. 


I smelled my arousal before my tongue confirmed it when Jacob came back in front and kissed me deeply. My juices flowed liberally down both thighs and he cleaned that too when his tongue returned to my honey pot. 


He sucked my swollen labia into his mouth and rattled them, drinking my juices while breathing air in, causing exciting, electrified flutters to well up from inside my womb, reverberating deliciously around my body. My orgasm came, and I squirted a unicorn pee mess that he swallowed whole. 


I tugged violently against the restraints, pleased I’d given them furry linings while enjoying the feeling of incarceration they provided. My fiancee plowed my creamy furrow with his stiff tongue before burying his nose inside a pulsating pussy hole while sucking my swollen, rock hard pearl like clit. 


When he flicked his tongue rapidly across the tip of my clitoris, I engorged on a rush of blood deep inside my womb, enjoying the echoes of an orgasm race through me, tightening every sinew while tensing my body. 


“If you don’t fuck me soon, I’ll scream like fuck and demand release, Jacob.” 


“You won’t have to wait long, sweetheart.” 


“I can’t hold on much longer. Please, for the love of god, give me a fucking with that incredible cock.” 


“Are you enjoying this?” 


“Very much. I know how Tiffany felt when you rejected her in the men's toilets. Keep up the great work, darling.” 


He sucked my clitoris until she was engorged and clear from the protective skin, flicking its tip gently, using the end of a stiff tongue. My next orgasm came swiftly, and I fought the restraints vigorously, ascending like a bird, free and happy on the end of my fiancee’s tongue. When my body shuddered through a series of orgasmic waves, I was desperate for Jacob’s enormous cock. 


“This isn’t fair. I want your cock right now, Jacob. I deserve it.” 


“You definitely do, Kate.” 


I twisted my head sideways, playing a game by shooting him a bratty schoolgirl expression that clearly worked because my fiancee couldn’t wait to fuck me. 


He slid a tight bolster cushion under my hips, lifting the ass and slit he would soon fuck much higher, presenting his cock with a perfect target. The anticipation just before he fucked my cunt felt delicious, and I knew my patience was about to pay off. 


When Jacob gripped my ass cheeks and rubbed his cock head up and down my slit, it started an orgasm that didn’t stop until he was finished decanting his hot seed inside me. 


I face planted into the cushion hole, fully restrained when Jacob’s cock slid balls deep inside my cunt. While I screamed the feeling of utter satisfaction cascaded as my body erupted through one orgasm after another while my pussy soft tissue walls clenched tightly on his cock like a sheath. His veiny cock bulged inside my pussy, stretching me wide, imprinting its shape into my love tunnel. 


When I came hard, he withdrew the monster cock I loved so dearly, sliding it back deep inside my hole, this time with more force. My body chemistry transformed, screaming for the pregnancy we both yearned while my pussy milked his cock hard for the baby-making seed that was needed for that to happen. 


Jacob fucked me long and hard, just as I needed. I felt my pussy stretch wide and was pleased about the doggy style position, making sure I took his cock deep each time both swollen balls slapped off my thighs. 


He moaned more loudly than I’d ever heard, almost shouting his joy. Being restrained was more for his benefit than mine, but I enjoyed the fact Jacob’s pleasure was so intense and that I could help do that for him. When my fiancee filled my pussy with his hot ocean of seed, I felt all the love from a man who would forever be mine, empty his most precious gift inside me. 


As he gripped my ass cheeks hard, branding the inside walls of my cunt with a jerking, twitching cock, our silly cuckolding fantasy was dissolved in my mind and I knew we’d banished that demon forever. 


His cock twitched deep inside, and I felt the primal intent of his seed hunting down an unprotected egg during my most fertile time. Jacob grunted like a savage, as though willing his semen to reach deeper inside my reproductive organs. He wasn’t done inside me but already released my restrained calves, rubbing blood back into them. 


He helped me up from the bench and I whipped on my panties to contain the flood of his cum and my creamy mess. We’d shower together later, so I didn’t worry about a mess or needing the toilet. 


“I couldn’t ever spank you, Kate. It’s not in my character.” 


“I know, babe. That’s why we’re so perfect together. We mesh like soulmates, in every way.” 


“I enjoyed taking you on that bench, but I’m done with the machines and fantasy now. I’d much prefer to be dominated by you.” 


“As you wish, fiancee.” 


“Am I a bad person, Kate?” 


“What on earth does that mean?” 


He couldn’t find the words, so I let him consider what to say next while leading my fiancee from our dungeon back into the apartment. We had a peaceful library area filled with my dad’s books and I took us both there, passing him a small bottle of water. 


“The cuckold fantasy about you. Does it make me a bad person?” 


“Don’t be silly, babe. Cuckolding works great for some people, but it isn’t for us. There is still no harm in the fantasy. That can’t be what’s bothering you, though.” 


“No, it's not only that.” 


“What is it then?” 


“I’m worried about the gold. I can’t figure out why your father left it for me to find. His letter to me was the only clue to that safe combination. I asked Mom. She denied all knowledge about the safe.” 


“I didn’t know either.” 


“I could have stolen everything in that safe.” 


“I know the possibility was there, but you’d never do that.” 


“Richard couldn’t know that. We met only once and for a brief moment. He must have done all of this planning prior to our meeting.” 


“Perhaps he was confused, Jacob. Dad was old, dying, and wanted to give you a great start with me and in the family.” 


“No. I don’t think it's that at all, sweetheart. Your father was razor sharp even in his final moment.” 


“Okay. If he wasn’t confused, perhaps it was a grand gesture.” 


“No. It’s definitely not that either.” 


“What then? Don’t keep it to yourself, spit it out honey. I’m in suspense.” 


“I’m convinced your father had me followed and thoroughly vetted to the extent he trusted me with his daughter. This gold is mixed in somehow.” 


“Jesus Christ Jacob. That’s a bit of a stretch.” 


“Maybe, but I’m willing to bet that somewhere in this house he has an extensive dossier on me and has spent a fortune compiling that through very discreet investigators. I’m sure your lawyers know this is true and you might want to ask them.” 


“Okay, but why would he do that?” 


“It all leads back to you, Kate. He needed to know GD, and this estate was in good hands.” 


“Do you think mom is involved in having you screened?” 


“I’m sure she knows and has access to the file. I also believe mom knew about the gold, and it’s a final test set for me by Richard and her.” 



Chapter Thirty

Untangling A Web Of Secrets

◆◆◆

“You’re pushing me very hard this morning, Jacob.” 


“You’re stepping it up brilliantly, Kate, and a personal best for fifteen hundred meters on the track two weeks from now is definitely possible.” 


She stretched her legs hard for the final two hundred metres of our five-mile run, matching my sprint finish to the stables. Kate’s progress as an amateur runner was little short of a miracle and whilst I could still beat her, that was only because of immutable gender differences between us. 


I watched with pride as she crossed an imaginary finish line, snorting steam violently through wildly flaring nostrils like her favored stallion, Beauty. Kate knew I loved watching her run and tolerated the naughty reason I stayed a yard behind whenever the track narrowed, even encouraging me by wearing the most figure hugging running pants and t-shirts. 


She turned, wagged a finger at me, and chuckled. 


“Did you get a good view, Jacob?” 


“Always Kate.” 


She jogged slowly in a wide circle, recovering, so I joined in beside her. 


“Do you really think I can PB on race day?” 


“Sub four minutes thirty is attainable, but you must run your own race. Don’t get pulled too hard by the front runner in lap one. They’ll drop off at the midway point and it will be the usual slog to the finish line once everyone has kicked too hard before the final lap.” 


“You’re like a coach to me.” 


“You’re mine too, Kate.” 


She hugged me, then used my shoulder, steadying herself with one hand while stretching muscles and sinews that might otherwise tighten and become injured. 


“Why did you want to finish our run at the stables, Jacob?” 


“Can I leave you to stretch alone, please, darling? I want to see Tiffany and this is when she finishes her morning ride.” 


“Oh, Jacob… I’ll need to keep my eye on you. You’re getting far too quick off the mark.” 


She winked and nodded while I reached inside my jacket pocket for the keys to a house I knew Tiffany wanted but wouldn’t ask for. I pecked my fiancee on the cheek and jogged slowly towards the main stable building a hundred metres away. 


Inside the stable block, Tiffany was brushing down a three-year-old feisty filly called Gypsy with whom she’d bonded. Since riding her, the young horse wouldn’t allow anyone else on her back, and because Kate enjoyed that same dynamic between animal and rider, she assigned the pair to each other. 


“Hey Tiffany.” 


“Oh Jacob… umm, I wasn’t expecting to see you… err. I-” 


“I just wanted to deliver your new house keys.” 


She stared at the keys that I dropped into her palm. I noticed Tiffany’s bottom lip tremble and her eyes widened in disbelief. 


“These keys are for the lake lodge.” 


“I know.” 


“It’s your lake lodge, Jacob.” 


“It’s yours for the next five years, renewable thereafter, so long as you still work for Kate. I’ll give you the morning to explore your new home, then meet you there this afternoon to sign off on lease and inventory. Hopefully then you’ll explain why you’ve been avoiding me.” 


“Okay, Jacob… umm, sorry, I didn’t mean-.” 


I held a finger up to my lips, smiling to salve Tiffany’s anxiety, pointing at the horse. 


“Enjoy your time with her. We can catch up later, okay?” 


“Yeah, Jacob. Thank you. I’ll see you later.” 


She looked sheepish but beamed like a kid in a sweetshop and I felt good about helping. Tiffany’s resurgence was little short of miraculous and Kate was pleased with her assistant’s work. 


With four double bedrooms, Richard’s lodge wasn’t our biggest property, but it was the nicest. He kept it for himself as a peaceful retreat beside a trout and carp lake of sufficient size to row around in an hour but small enough to be delightful and a discreet place. 


Catherine had passed the property to me, but I already had my nirvana with Kate in our apartment. 


I’d spotted Kate’s shadow at the stable entrance during my exchange with Tiffany, suppressing a smile when I reached my fiancee where I’d left her. 


“What was that all about, Jacob?” 


“Oh, nothing, sweetheart. I was just arranging to meet Tiffany later.” 


“Bloody liar. I don’t know why I can’t witness my fiancee doing wonderful things for people. It makes me proud of you, and us.” 


She elbowed me and giggled. 


“It’s important that other people know they can deal with me without worrying about what you think or might say, Kate. You’re the power in all things at GD and on the estate, and that frightens some of them.” 


She held my hand, and we strolled back towards Granger Hall, where breakfast would be served soon. Kate spent a great deal of time deep in thought these days, and this was one such occasion. I knew she wanted to enjoy moments like the one I’d had with Tiffany, and it pleased me to make her proud. 


“I’m willing to bet that Tiffany fears me because of you, Kate.” 


“That’s ridiculous. She’s been with me for years.” 


“Yeah, but right now you haven’t formalized her role or even explained what it is. You’ve taken responsibility for her care, exercising that through your mom, and she has a great life here.” 


“What’s your point, Jacob?” 


“She believes one word from me could end all of this for her.” 


“I wouldn’t do that. Not even for you. You wouldn’t expect me to, either.” 


“Yeah, but she doesn’t know that.” 


“Okay. Is that what you’re going to explain to her this afternoon?” 


“Yes. You have great hearing, Kate, considering you were a hundred meters away.” 


“Always remember that, Jacob, darling.” 


“Gifting her the nicest house on the property is the right thing to do. It’ll give Tiffany stability. I recommend you consider how to do the same for her role. Being part of GD and working for you is a career now. She’s not just a personal assistant.” 


Kate went quiet, and I hoped a boundary hadn’t been crossed. She left her hand in mine, became inscrutable, and I saw the cogs whirring around in her mind. When we reached Granger Hall, I felt it might go one of two ways. 


When my fiancee gazed at me calmly, conveying her appreciation, I knew she settled on the usual Kate approach of kindness, fair play and sincerity. 


“You’re right, Jacob, and I need you to keep coming at me with these challenges and insights. I really enjoyed watching you help Tiffany because I felt proud and it validates my belief you are the finest man.” 


“You went a bit quiet there for a while, Kate.” 


“I was processing, darling. Sorry if I caused any tension.” 


“I worried you might feel I was being critical of you.” 


“I could never feel like that. Everything you said was on point and respectful.” 


“I’ve also included plans for construction of a paddock and lean-to at Tiffany’s lodge. It will allow her to keep Gypsy near home occasionally.” 


“That’s a good idea. I noticed she loves that filly.” 


“I’m glad you think so Kate, because the funding proposal is on your nightstand for sign off.” 


She smiled while we ditched our running shoes in a covered container inside the front porch. I followed her upstairs, becoming aroused by the gorgeous, soft twin pillows leading me along and astray. 


“Don’t you have a budget for any of that sort of work on the estate?” 


“All budget is allocated to maintenance. I have no latitude to spend a cent aside from what’s in Richard’s safe.” 


“You can’t pay a contractor with a sliver scraped off one of those bars, Jacob.” 


“No.” 


“I’ll have some budget allocated to you. Let me know how much you need.” 


“Okay sweetheart. I’ll talk its through with mom.” 


As we entered our apartment, I was already peeling off my fiancee’s running gear, sucking and chewing her sweaty nipples, while gripping both ass cheeks tightly. Kate gasped when I sucked hard on her neck before kissing and licking gently, planting kisses up to her ear. 


“You can fuck me on one condition, Jacob.” 


“Oh. What’s that?” 


“You must stop referring to things as belonging to Richard. Dad wouldn’t like it, and I certainly don’t. It feels like you have one foot out of the door.” 


“Sorry Kate. I promise to stop doing that.” 


“You’re going to atone for it right now, babe. Spanking first, pussy afterwards.” 


I stripped off as though it were my living. I loved when Kate’s eyes lit up, feeding my ego with her desire and delight. We’d settled into a loving female led relationship that felt so good to me. We’d had no fights of a sort you might consider normal from two people that recently moved in together. Any disagreements we’d had, Kate fixed by negotiation, compromise and direction if needed. 


I enjoyed a morning thrashing because it calmed me for when I had to deal with assholes or the general vicissitudes of a normal working day. Kate lay on the floor watching me undress, smiling like a cat that got the cream. 


“Did you get a good view, Kate?” 


“Always Jacob.” 


“How should I position myself?” 


“Stand like my Roman Centurion with your feet beyond shoulder width apart and lean forwards, placing both palms on the wall. Try to point your ass up proudly.” 


I loved getting into a position to receive Kate’s discipline. My sexual and psychological hard wiring was easily accessible to her, and I conveyed an openly displayed contentment. 


“You look so beautiful that I could eat you, Jacob.” 


“Not while I’m this sweaty.” 


{Swish} Smack. 


{Swish} Smack. 


{Swish} Smack. 


{Swish} Smack. 


{Swish} Smack. 


I knew to keep my silence while Kate spanked me. She preferred this time to be about meditation and the clarity of her instructions, something that made my life much easier. 


“I’m very serious about you making your mark on the estate, Jacob. If that doesn’t improve, I shall be cross.” 


“Understood darling. It won’t happen again.” 


It really won’t. 


“Good boy, now buckle up for some harder than usual strokes to make sure my message is remembered later.” 


{Swish} Smack. 


{Swish} Smack. 


{Swish} Smack. 


{Swish} Smack. 


{Swish} Smack. 


She really laid into me, getting her message across. I got the fact we needed to be more settled and that meant I must rid myself of guilt and other feelings of inequity in our relationship. I gritted my teeth, tensed my ass cheeks, pointing them outwards and high in a sign for Kate to thrash me even harder. 


{Swish} Smack. 


{Swish} Smack. 


{Swish} Smack. 


{Swish} Smack. 


{Swish} Smack. 


After fifteen strokes, I floated off because adrenaline and dopamine coursed through my body, lighting my senses while blood flooded into both ass cheeks, numbing the pain that was stimulating me. I felt alive, excited and loved as Kate counted out my punishment to forty-five. 


“Last five, hardest of all, then a shower and a slice of pussy.” 


{Swish} Smack. 


{Swish} Smack. 


{Swish} Smack. 


{Swish} Smack. 


{Swish} Smack. 


Kate raked her fingernails across my burning flesh, tantalizing me before stooping low and kissing both cheeks. Since she was already naked, I carried her to our wet-room, cradled in my arms like a baby. 


The hot water stung my ass cheeks, and I felt the welts carefully with fingers, pleased Kate had raised them on my flesh to make her point. She used a sponge with lemon and lime soap to wash me from head to toe before I did the same for her. 


Kate bent over double, touching her toes with soaking wet, long hair reaching to the slate floor and the rainfall shower cascading off her back. Her slit drew a perfect vertical line between two swollen pussy lips and I kneeled to taste the nectar of my goddess as she presented its cup to me. 


“We have very little time, Jacob.” 


“I love your flavor.” 


“I know, baby. Be quick though, please.” 


I stood back up with a cock throbbing excitedly from morning wood syndrome. The run was tiring but somehow fired my libido higher, like a blacksmith’s coals fully blasted by powerful bellows. 


When I slid my cock deep inside Kate’s tight, warm pussy while gripping her ass, I closed my eyes and imagined the fields of gold, great Roman warriors had ascended to. I fucked her gently, respecting the woman that carried our egg, begging for the seed I would soon decant. 


Her pussy squeezed my cock, gripping it hard when I withdrew, massaging gently when I thrust back inside my beloved. She had muscular control like I’d never felt as every fiber of her soft tissue walls worked my cock, milking it. 


She orgasmed first, pulling her toes high with powerful fingertips, choking each breath and tossing her head while I fucked Kate’s pussy hole steadily. I leaned down, cupping her breasts when my cock sank inside her pussy balls deep and my cock twitched, spurting the baby making seed we both wanted her to have. 


I tweaked Kate’s nipples hard, accentuating her explosive climax, enjoying the shrieks of pleasure that confirmed my achievement. 


“I love you Kate.” 


“I love you too, Jacob.” 


When I knew my semen was fully transferred from me to her, I slid my cock out. Kate didn’t worry about spillage, convinced pregnancy would only take once her birth control fully wore off. 


We dried ourselves and dressed while listening to some old R&B classics. When I was ready, Kate realized she was holding us back and combed her wet hair through. 


“Wet hair with a pin stripe skirt suit. That’s very London or New York.” 


“I have a meeting later and Tiffany keeps a hairdryer in her drawer. Let’s eat, Jacob. I’m famished.” 


Kate carried four-inch heels while I brought her work running shoes, preferred for comfort. I thanked the gods that my preparation for the office wasn’t as torturous as hers as I trotted down the main staircase in jeans and a polo shirt. 


We arrived at breakfast towards the back end, but once chef saw me, he smiled and sauntered off to make fresh eggs. Kate kissed her mom on the cheek, then slid in beside Tiffany for a work chat, so I sat next to Catherine, who seemed irritable. I said nothing, knowing that eventually, she’d have to engage me in a conversation about what irked her. 


My poached eggs arrived, and I beamed delightedly at the twin glistening white pouches of golden protein nestled on wholemeal toast. As I ground black pepper and sea salt sparingly atop them, purring like a contented feline, Catherine had to laugh. 


“I don’t understand why you love eggs so much, Jacob.” 


“It’s a secret. If I tell you, I’d have to kill you, mom.” 


“Oh… and we were doing so well together.” 


I split my first egg, waited until the yolk deluged onto my toast, then cut a small corner and ate. As I chewed with my eyes closed, Catherine laughed even more. When I’d swallowed and washed down my favorite breakfast with strong black filter coffee with one sugar, I leaned closer to my future mother-in-law and recently acquired, very good friend. 


“When we lived in the Afghan caves, there were no fresh rations. Toast and eggs became a distant memory. Being denied that simple pleasure for so long somehow made it more profound afterwards.” 


“You really are a rather delightful man, Jacob. I never wished to be Kate so much as I have since meeting you.” 


“Thank you, mom. Also, though, and this is very important too. Chef makes this bread fresh every morning, and the eggs come from our coop. I run past the chickens with the love of my life while one of the kitchen brigade collects the eggs.” 


“And therefore, breakfast has added significance to you, Jacob?” 


“It really does. The only people I love that aren’t at this table right now are my parents and sister.” 


Catherine placed a hand over mine, squeezing tightly. She looked about to cry, and I wasn’t sure if that was an emotional reaction to what I’d said or something else. 


“What’s annoyed you, Catherine? May I know, or is it a private matter?” 


“I’m angry with the feed supplier, Jacob. The carrots she delivered today are almost rotten and I’m certain she’s short changed us on oats and dry feed too.” 


“I’ll put her on notice and tell her to replace the carrots by lunchtime.” 


“Just like that?” 


“Yeah. We’ll do it together by conference call while explaining we’re going out to tender to other suppliers for a yearlong contract.” 


She eyed me suspiciously, but in good nature. 


“What’s going on?” 


“Kate’s giving us a budget to run the estate. Everything is going to be contracted from now on. Volumes, quality standards, pricing, documentation, and delivery timings will be legally binding. If a contractor cannot deliver, they will be replaced.” 


“Oh, Jacob, that’s priceless. I’ve got to watch you sack Mrs. Marks.” 


“Ten horses stabled full time, another two at any one time on temporary livery. I’d say we’re a client worth satisfying.” 


“You’ve made my day. If Kate doesn’t marry you, I have another daughter for you to consider, or there’s always me.” 


We both laughed, almost rolling off our chairs. When I glanced at Kate and Tiffany, I saw they’d been watching our comedy show. 


“You two are like co-conspirators and no mom, you can’t have my fiancee.” 


“I think there’s enough of Jacob to share, sweetheart.” 


“Not happening, although you’re welcome to ask him.” 


I curled my bottom lip and shook my head in sorrow at Catherine, taking our fun to its conclusion. She slapped my hand gently and her mood change seemed complete. We left shortly afterwards because my mother-in-law couldn’t wait to deliver Mrs. Marks the good news. 


An hour later, the equine master reported a fresh load of carrots were delivered and the missing feed was mysteriously discovered on our supplier’s truck. Catherine sat in my office on the chair from which she had advised her husband, looking happy but slightly discombobulated. 


I judged her mood, trying to decide how to play my cards. Catherine was not a woman to be trifled with, but she valued honesty and directness. 


“Do you want to tell me about your hidden file on me, mom?” 


She looked shocked initially, but recovered her composure quickly, shooting me a wry grin. 


“I should have said something already, Jacob. I’m very sorry.” 


“I would have done the same thing.” 


“Would you really?” 


“I’m sure I will one day. I’ll send the best private investigators to look into anyone linked through a romantic relationship with our children, so I can’t blame you for doing the same.” 


“You knew it was me who ordered the investigation?” 


“Of course. Richard knew about it, but you’re the risk averse one.” 


She eyeballed me with the same piercing blue truth detectors my future wife had. 


“I enjoy our chats, Jacob. I understand why Kate is enchanted by you. She’s quick witted and intellectual, as are you. It’s a match made in heaven.” 


“I love our chats too, Catherine. I know you were the cautious one, and Richard was an adventurer.” 


“Oh, tell me about it.” 


Catherine rested back, entirely comfortable in my presence, reminiscing about the great times she and Richard had shared. I watched her rub the brown leather chair’s right arm while delighting in her recollections. She’d worn out the patch long ago and I noticed its frayed leather tips. 


“Shall we talk about Richard, the treasure hunter?” 


The color drained out of her face while her body stiffened. At that moment, Kate strolled into the room wearing a smile that turned into a downward curl and frown on noticing Catherine’s discomfort. 


“Are you okay, mom?” 


“Yes Kate. I’m just getting a few shocking revelations from my son-in-law.” 


“Jacob’s not that yet, but may I know what’s going on, please?” 


“I think Jacob can explain this better than me.” 


The two women stared at me, one in complete shock, the other mildly bewildered. 


“You’d better sit down for this, Kate.” 


“Okay sweetheart. I feel like a juror waiting to hear trial.” 


They sat comfortably while I stood up, popped one after another capsule into a one shot coffee maker, handing both ladies an espresso that passed well enough for a quick caffeine infusion. 


“Will we need more of these, Jacob?” 


I smiled at Kate and would privately confess to feeling a little smug. 


“I’ve been sleuthing through the office, computers and the internet. I think Richard wanted me to discover the truth, which is why he left a breadcrumb trail.” 


“Okay Jacob, I’m getting impatient. Please, honey, tell us what’s going on.” 


“Your dad kept fastidious journals, Kate. The last twenty years’ worth of entries were directly typed on a password locked computer, and before that they were hand written diarized notes. He had those transcribed by a service provider about five years ago.” 


“So his whole life experience is journaled on his computer?” 


“My computer, Kate.” 


“Oh touché, Jacob. I feel so proud right now.” 


She giggled at our private joke, but Catherine looked quite sick. 


“The great thing about Richard’s diary system is that you can query it. For example, I can state a year and list all the places Richard went, or I can type in a country name to find out when he visited.” 


“Okay Jacob, but why is any of this making my mother agitated?” 


“Richard visited the Philippines regularly until 1988. I mean twenty times a year for five years by private jet.” 


“We don’t have any holdings there.” 


“That’s what I was looking for. A country where your father had no assets to forfeit and where legal jurisdiction couldn’t apply because he had no residency or other permanent status.” 


“You’re frightening me, Jacob.” 


“There’s nothing to fear, Kate, but I have to explain my theory carefully in case I’m wrong.” 


“Go ahead, please.” 


“Your dad stopped visiting the Philippines in 1988 because he’d accomplished what he wanted. Am I right Catherine?” 


“Yes, Jacob.” 


“The gold in that safe was hallmarked in Switzerland at the back end of 1988. That’s how I narrowed down your dad’s journal to a year and his activities over that period.” 


“Are you saying the gold is from the Philippines?” 


“Yes. It’s part of a treasure known as Yamashita’s Gold.” 


“I’ve never heard of it.” 


“I worked in the jungles of Philippines on an International task force tracking illegal loggers for a year while in the Royal Marines. The Filipino special forces lads were fearless, and it was a great time, doing worthy missions. In the evenings, under the forest canopy, we’d sit around the campfire and they would spin the dits. That means telling tales for civilians.” 


“And they talked about Yamashita’s Gold?” 


“Yeah. Yamashita was a Japanese General accused of looting six thousand tonnes of gold from the Philippines during the second world war. Legend says he hid it underground in caves and tunnels. There are loads of treasure hunter claims, some written in books, others passed around in bars. President Marcos was linked to converting the gold and there are even suggestions the USA filtered all, or at least some, out.” 


“Do you think my dad was involved?” 


“Yeah. I think he went there treasure hunting and stumbled across a find. I don’t believe the six thousand tonnes was ever in one place because, most likely, it was plundered from mines and bank vaults all over the archipelago, then hidden nearby in hundreds of caches. Richard found one.” 


“Was my father’s empire founded on stolen gold, Jacob?” 


“No. Richard never spent it. I’m sure of that. His journal records payment to a Swiss bank in 1988. I think that was money to refine and hallmark the gold so he could store it and decide what to do for another day.” 


“How much did he take? Just the two hundred bars in his safe?” 


“Based on refinery and hallmarking costs back then and the shipping costs he paid, I think Richard retrieved a little over one tonne.” 


“Fuck! That’s a thousand bars.” 


“Yes.” 


“Are you sure GD isn’t founded on stolen money, Jacob?” 


I saw tears well up in Kate’s eyes and her bottom lip quivered while both hands trembled. Catherine reached over with a reassuring hand, clasping her daughter’s. I went to her, kneeling in front of my fiancee, locking eyes with hers. 


“Absolutely not, Kate. There is no evidence Richard spent any of that gold. My working theory is that he only considered the morality of what he’d done when sat here staring at the surplus he couldn’t hide elsewhere.” 


“He hid the rest too?” 


“Yeah, and Catherine knows where it is.” 


I glanced at Kate’s mother while my fiancee stared at her. Catherine looked much happier, as though a huge weight was lifted. 


“Is Jacob right, mom?” 


“Yes. I told you before, Kate. Your fiancee has a brilliant mind. Much more than daddy and perhaps equal to yours.” 


“Did my father want Jacob to discover all of this?” 


“We both did, sweetheart. It was a test of his intelligence, character, and commitment to our family. He’s passed with flying colors, taking two days to discover what we thought would take at least a month.” 


“Do you know where the rest of the gold is, mom?” 


“Yes dear. Jacob is quite right, daddy couldn’t spend a penny. In fact, he never even used it as collateral.” 



Chapter Thirty-One

Secrets, Problems and Beasts

◆◆◆

Kate’s Point Of View. 


It was dark and smelled musty, like an old library. I’d been taken aback by the gold bullion in Jacob’s office, but the contents of this place felt so much worse. I slipped my hand into his, hopefully comforting my fiancee as much as it did me. 


“I feel very proud of you, Jacob.” 


“But terrified about these discoveries too, right?” 


“I’ll freely admit to that.” 


“I’m sorry Kate. If I’d known how this treasure hunt would turn out, I might have backed away sooner. Sometimes it’s best to let sleeping dogs lie.” 


“I’d much rather you never did that. I trust you with my life, Jacob, and now it seems my mother does too. This is another case of you protecting both of us, in fact, my entire family.” 


“Did you have any idea this vault existed?” 


“No. The greenhouse above was always mom’s tranquil place.” 


Mom stood a discrete distance behind me, looking sheepish. She held a hand up as though to make a point. I was off my game, eyeing her suspiciously, wondering how many more surprises were hidden. It was an unwelcome surprise when she slid aside the wooden compost bunkers upstairs, revealing an underground family vault I knew nothing about. 


“Technically, upstairs is a solarium and has thicker glass than a greenhouse, allowing me to grow plants indoors all year around. I felt that difference was important to hide the vault permanently from curious eyes.” 


“I’m more concerned about the two hundred million dollars in gold bricks down here than anything growing upstairs, mom.” 


We had an ill-tempered standoff, not amounting to a full-blown quarrel. Mom and I both felt the impact of an unfairly dealt hand. When I considered her perspective, it seemed fair enough for her to be annoyed too. Dad’s passing away had left mom holding the baby, or in this case the total sum of one thousand kilos in gold that nobody could fully explain. 


Jacob nudged me and tilted his head closer to mine, whispering. 


“We need to pull together, Kate.” 


I stared at him, smarting a little from his wisdom that cut through my anger and confusion. I sidled over to my mom, wrapping an arm around her waist, tilting my head onto the side of her shoulder. 


We stared at the pallets of gold, almost in a trance. 


“Sorry mom. I’m feeling bewildered by all of this.” 


“I don’t blame you, sweetheart. Richard should have fixed the problem years ago when banks didn’t much care about traceability or money laundering.” 


“Why didn’t he?” 


“It became the Granger family moral dilemma and one that daddy could never solve. Hopefully, you and Jacob will have better luck than we did.” 


“What was your advice to him?” 


“I told him to use or return it. I can’t see any other option. This gold could have changed lives for the better, but instead, it sits here benefiting nobody.” 


I stared at the gold, then at Jacob, and finally around the vast concrete floor of our family vault. Powerful lights brought a whole trove of family treasures out of the shadows. I saw art, sculptures, some old furniture, filing cabinets, even a small desk with an attached reading light and brown leather wing-back chair. 


“I don’t understand any of this, mom.” 


“Richard was a complicated man. There are all manner of family secrets dating back generations down here. Most are harmless or time expired in their potential to cause the damage they once might have.” 


“And he wanted Jacob to discover all of this by himself?” 


“Not the vault. He insisted I reveal that once Jacob discovered its backstory. Daddy wanted your future husband thoroughly tested.” 


“And you went along with it?” 


“I wanted to stop at the background check. Knowing Jacob’s history made me comfortable, but daddy was far less trusting and once he plunged down the rabbit hole, it was hard to drag him back out.” 


I knew mom was right. There is a tiny obsessive demon in all of us, but dad’s paranoid monster was rampant and once he gripped a thread, there was little to back him off pulling it until the seams fell apart. 


“What do we do now?” 


I hadn’t aimed my question at anyone. Jacob had remained mostly silent, but I was glad when he moved closer to us, slipping his head between ours, wrapping a confident arm around both our shoulders. He seemed unflustered, but he wasn’t emotionally invested in dad’s folly to the extent mom and I were. 


“Leave it for now, ladies. The gold has been here for decades, so it’s going nowhere. Have a good think about what to do, rummage around here and see what pops up. The solution will come to you when least expected.” 


“Are we breaking the law by not reporting this, Jacob?” 


“Probably, but the moment you come clean, Pandora’s Box will be open, and there will be no winners.” 


“I agree.” 


I felt subdued but also somewhat relieved when we slid two compost bins back over the entrance to my family vault, hiding its problems, at least temporarily. Mom lay a reassuring hand on my shoulder, looking more relaxed than I’d seen her in a long time, but honestly, I believed there was more to come. 


I walked into our garden room with Jacob, willing my problems further behind all of us. 


“You need to meet Tiffany now, right?” 


“Yeah, she’ll be trotting around the lodge with a measuring tape, I’m sure.” 


“I’ll see you later on then, sweetheart.” 


Jacob always hugged me tightly when saying goodbye. I thought maybe saying farewell to loved ones in the Army bore a morbid sense of finality. He kissed my right cheek twice, then my lips gently, lingering long enough to convey his deep love without suggesting impropriety in front of others. 


Mom followed us outside and we chuckled when he set off at his usual brisk pace. We watched him tear across the gravel car park in front of Granger Hall until he swept around a corner. 


The sunrise felt soul-lifting and standing there with mom felt moving to an extent that I didn’t want to leave her. Dad’s death still felt raw, highlighting how quickly loved ones might be snatched away. 


Mom glanced at me and smiled. 


“He could take a truck or the golf buggy around the estate and certainly get to the lodge faster.” 


“Jacob prefers walking because he says it’s great thinking time, mom.” 


“I have to skip a few steps every dozen to keep up with him, you know?” 


“I’m just able to keep level too.” 


“Kate, if I could choose a son, he would be it. Jacob is such a fine man.” 


“I’m looking forward to getting pregnant.” 


“Me too, sweetheart. Richard was right about wanting the house to be full of children. It will be nice.” 


I left mom to whatever secrecy would occupy most of her day. When I snuck away to steal my own thinking time, Andrew tracked me down at the stables where I busily groomed Beauty in peace and quiet. 


“Hi Miss Granger.” 


“How did you find me, Andrew?” 


“Your mother suggested I look here.” 


“Maybe I’m too predictable.” 


“You’re definitely late for meetings today, Miss Granger. That’s not predictable and very out of character. “ 


“Yeah, sorry. Are the contractors assembled?” 


“Yep, some are already grumpier than others.” 


“Let’s do this.” 


I’d been pleasantly surprised by the way Andrew and Tiffany had collaborated from day one. She being responsible for all personal matters and him being my primary interface with GD might have been awkward, but so far, everything worked out great. 


On the way out of our main stable, I spotted Claire, lingering romantically with a groomsman who kissed her, gripping her ass cheeks, suggesting it was definitely time for me to make tracks and leave. I caught both their eyes with a casual glance and smiled inwardly, remembering the day Catherine spoke with Josh about CCTV footage of him thrashing my sister. 


I liked Josh and found him to be a positive influence on my wayward sister, but I didn’t want to see her fucking him, so I put an inch in my step all the way back to my truck. 


I’d chosen to meet our contractors at my proposed new office complex venue, two and a quarter miles from Granger Hall on the edge of our estate. The major road three hundred metres away from the site left a ten-mile drive into town for staff. 


I wasn’t anticipating push-back from planning committees but then, I wasn’t expecting to find a tonne of gold on the property this morning either. 


What were you going to do with it all dad? 


I was pleasantly surprised to see Jacob at the contractors’ meeting, assuming he’d come to give me moral support. 


“How was your meeting with Tiffany?” 


“Can we discuss it later, please, Kate?” 


“Of course, honey.” 


Andrew had set up an easel with a colorful A1 size flip chart. We had around thirty contractors bidding for our design contract and construction works, all of whom seemed an amiable bunch. Jacob stood beside me, looking more sturdy than the giant oaks nearby. 


“It’s about to go badly wrong, Kate. When it does, we should leave.” 


“What could possibly go wrong?” 


“Angry townsfolk are on the march.” 


“Where?” 


“Listen carefully and you’ll hear them.” 


It wasn’t easy to hear them, but when I closed my eyes and listened intently, the chanting became clearer. 


Stop Granger Town! 


Stop Granger Town! 


I laughed, seeing the comedic side of it. 


“Stop Granger Town? Is that serious, Jacob?” 


“It’s that fuckwit Simon, the old estate manager.” 


“Strike one Jacob, c’mon.” 


“Tiffany told me one of the grooms said this might happen, so I rushed up here. The guy met friends in town a couple of days ago and saw alcoholic Simon in a bar, whipping up rent-a-mob.” 


I glanced sideways and saw rage rising in Jacob’s face. His eyes blazed and honestly, he scared me a little. The warrior was prepared to deliver retribution, and I needed to get him away. 


“Come with me now.” 


“We need to stay here long enough to confront them before leaving, Kate.” 


“We’re leaving now.” 


My tone wasn’t harsh because Jacob was in protector mode, something ordinarily treasured, but I feared he might react badly to a confrontational situation if we found ourselves in the middle of it. 


I nodded to Andrew, who’d heard the protestors heading our way. 


“You deal with them. Call the Sheriff and disperse our contractors. We’ll reconvene at Granger Hall in a few days.” 


“Okay, Miss Granger.” 


I tossed my truck keys to Jacob and leaped into the passenger seat, belting up. He floored it and soon we were racing across open prairie like a posse heading to a lynching. 


“What’s Simon done now, Jacob?” 


“He’s told the townsfolk that we’re building a couple of thousand houses on the estate to establish a new community. I only found out from Tiffany, who was terrified to say anything.” 


“Why couldn’t she mention it to me?” 


“She and the groomsman are dating.” 


“Are they sleeping together?” 


“Not yet. She’s confused by wanting to be with your mom badly and is taking things slowly with this guy. She doesn’t want to land him in any trouble.” 


“So she avoided you?” 


“Weird right?” 


I nodded, resolving to take the matter up with Tiffany myself. If she wanted to date staff, I didn’t mind, so long as confidentiality regarding my personal matters was maintained. 


“Where did the story about a housing development come from?” 


“That’s all Simon’s invention.” 


“It’s a complete fantasy.” 


“Yeah well, Simon’s got some angry people stirred up.” 


I felt like too many problems were escalating unnecessarily and needed some time for me and Jacob. The day was slipping away, and I’d achieved little. Something had to be rescued from a shitty day. 


“Let’s get to the stables right away, please?” 


“I thought that was only strike one, Kate.” 


I chuckled and linked my arm through his. 


“It’s not for a thrashing sweetheart. Since we have nothing left to do today, we could enjoy some manual labor and maybe hunt down a nice stallion for you.” 


“A horse?” 


“Other than you, fiancee, are there any other stallions on the estate?” 


I found spending time with horses relaxing and Jacob was overdue in his equine training boot camp. He parked my truck near the stables and we walked towards my nirvana. The grooms were busy preparing a few mounts for the evening ride while feeding others. 


As we walked inside, I absorbed the tranquility an ounce at a time for every meter closer we got. 


“You get nervous whenever we walk into the stables, Jacob.” 


“The animals are so unpredictable.” 


“Being skittish makes them perfect companions for you. Have you spoken with mom about locating your puppy’s yet?” 


“We’re visiting breeders this weekend.” 


The stables had been mucked out, reducing their unpleasant smell. The horses inside were devouring an oat mixture from feedbags. I stopped in the square concrete central administration area for Jacob to absorb the ambiance. 


“I find the munching rather cathartic. Their heavy breathing and non-judgemental stare blocks out my negative thoughts. Feel it for yourself while I check their health and feeding sheets.” 


When I visited the head groomsman in a nearby small office, Jacob looked lonely, shuffling around the center of our stable administrative area until he closed his eyes and tilted his head back. 


Being forced to stand still amid the smells, sounds and general ambiance of the stables brought out the warrior that had lain silently for days in dark caverns waiting for his enemy. 


Jacob’s mouth opened slightly to improve his hearing and his eyes flickered gently, processing moving shadows and the flickering light of a late afternoon. I approached him cautiously, not wishing to ruin the moment while ensuring he heard my shuffling footsteps. When I knew he was aware of my presence, I circled around behind and hugged him, wrapping both arms around his midriff. 


“Go to a calm place, sweetheart. These beasts won’t harm you.” 


“It feels comforting, although a bit whiffy.” 


“You’ll get used to that smell in time.” 


“Which horse will you allocate for me?” 


“That’s entirely between you and the animal. You’ll choose each other.” 


I left Jacob alone again, ushering three remaining grooms outside under a ruse that I needed to talk to them. From an unobtrusive vantage point, I watched Jacob absorb the atmosphere of a place I loved. He stood tall and looked proud, reminding me how lucky I am. 


Jacob’s head twitched slightly. He’d heard hooves scrape the concrete, probably guessing as I had that a stall was improperly secured. The grooms all turned to see what grabbed my attention, one heard the hooves and started back towards the stable, intent on settling the horse. 


I reached out, gripping her wrist gently. 


“Leave it for now. Shall we see what happens?” 


“It’s Sierra, she’s slipped her own latch again.” 


Another groom nodded, chuckling. 


“She only does that when feeling curious. Let’s watch and see if she likes your fiancee.” 


We fell completely silent, and I was sure Jacob detected that because the corner of his mouth flickered a hint of the faintest smile. Sierra was a good natured filly, albeit very fussy who she befriended. Whenever Beauty was around and Sierra wasn’t in estrus, they grazed together and had become inseparable, almost like an early love. 


When Sierra halted inches away from Jacob, she sniffed him curiously, and he did the same. Her head dipped, almost touching my fiancee’s nose, and she breathed gently in his face, a sign of love. 


When Jacob opened his eyes, I saw two faces glowing lovingly at each other, both with large saucer shaped eyes. They were checking each other out. Sierra bobbed her head further down, catching the underside of Jacob’s hand, tossing it gently upwards for a nose rub. Her jaw, lips and nostrils were relaxed, a sure sign she’d finally picked an owner. 


He scratched and stroked Sierra’s nose gently, shooting me a sidelong glance. I saw a deep happiness in his expression that most horse lovers understand and yearn. My heart soared because I’d just witnessed a newly founded loving relationship that would bring my future husband closer to me. 


I returned to my fiancee’s side, joining him in stroking his new best friend. 


“We need to leave now, sweetheart.” 


“Why Kate?” 


“Because I want to make love.” 


“Where is Sierra stabled?” 


“Walk in the general direction and she’ll show you.” 


She had no reins, so Jacob had zero control. Once he set off, Sierra wheeled around and followed, nudging under his arm as though playfully directing. At her stall, the filly, who was almost a mare, halted, nodded and whinnied gently at her new best friend before strolling inside. 


Jacob bolted the stall gate, stroked his new love with a gentle palm, kissed her forehead and walked back to me. 


“That felt incredible.” 


“She loves you, Jacob. I’m so proud because others might have run away.” 


The grooms returned inside, and I realized we’d be disturbing their routine by staying any longer. I gripped Jacob’s hand and set off with our bedroom in mind. 


“Is she old enough to take my weight?” 


“Of course, but I recommend you spend time together, walk and care for her before riding lessons. She’ll be covered by Beauty in about a year.” 


Jacob looked horrified. 


“Your horse is going to fuck mine?” 


“I’l give you a pass on that one, sweetheart, but yes Jacob, our horses will produce a foal.” 


“Sierra’s foal and our child will grow up together?” 


“I hope so.” 


In a couple of weeks, my birth control would wear off. I didn’t want our lovemaking to become a chore, deciding not to plot body temperatures, optimize my cycle, or interfere with his bodily functions. 


In our bedroom, I faced Jacob, smiling with a heart melting from an enormous weight of love. 


“When you do nice things, it turns me on, babe. I spend most of every day feeling aroused when you’re nearby, Jacob.” 


“I feel the same way.” 


He unbuttoned my blouse, letting it fall before unhooking the front bra strap, then cupping both breasts, kneading gently before he bowed to suck both nipples, betraying my arousal. 


My head leaned back, and I felt long strands of hair tickling the small of my back. I rifled my fingers through Jacob’s hair while he licked the sensitive areola, before sucking, then chewing my nipples so hard, I thought they might pop. 


Goose bumps shimmered on my arms and legs while both knees buckled slightly and I whimpered. 


Jacob’s intensity hit me with shivers running like lightning from the ass cheeks he was peeling a pair of jeans away from to my neck. I was almost naked before my lover had removed a stitch of his clothing, so I pushed him gently with both palms. 


“Please, just take me and cum inside my pussy quickly. We can fuck harder and for longer later, Jacob. I need you right now.” 


By the time I’d peeled my own simple white knickers off, Jacob was naked. I lay on our bed, clawing my way backwards to the pillows using both elbows, My fiancee inched after me like a cat hunting prey until I enveloped him in my arms, kissing him deeply, conveying all the love I felt. When I wrapped both legs around his waist, my pussy lips opened and I felt the slick lubrication Jacob had evoked. 


He moved his hips gently until Jacob’s glans nestled between my swollen, sticky labia. 


“You turn me on so much, darling.” 


“I can feel that between your pussy lips now. I feel proud the wetter your arousal becomes.” 


“It’s time to make love to me, Jacob.” 


When his cock slid inside, I felt my soft tissue pussy walls swell and stretch, engorging on an oxytocin release that sent my blood flow soaring. All I could do as he rode my pussy with his immense cock was hold on and pray for a baby. 


More and more, I felt a delicious desperation to experience the moment of conception, knowing my egg would receive its catalyst for life from the man I loved most. Jacob fucked me so gently, lovingly and while stroking my legs that were prised wide open as a welcome to him. 


When he emptied his precious seed inside me, I orgasmed just from looking into his eyes that spelled out true love for me. I kissed and held him close, squeezing my pussy walls against a wildly twitching cock. 


“I’m milking every drop out of you.” 


“I know Kate, I love you so much.” 


We fell asleep in each other’s arms and I felt so comfortable it seemed a shame to move him off me. At some point Jacob rolled off, and we held hands, sleeping peacefully, completely missing dinner. 


It was nearing midnight when I woke feeling thirsty and hungry. My arms drifted across our bed hunting for my lover, but Jacob wasn’t there, so I donned a bathrobe and snuck downstairs to the kitchen. I suspected he was raiding. 


The kitchen was empty but mom had a sidelight burning in an adjacent office, as was her habit. 


“Why do you watch TV here?” 


“Daddy and I preferred it, sweetie, because we could have anything we wanted from the kitchen. Some habits I can’t break.” 


“Have you seen Jacob?” 


“No.” 


I strolled through the dining room, which was empty, and looked outside. Jacob’s car was gone and for the first time in ages, a chill of foreboding ran through me. 



Chapter Thirty-Two

A Sombre Task and Surprise Visit

◆◆◆

I left my phone at home by mistake and knew I'd be in trouble for that later. Having a sports car drives an itch in many men, one that can't be easily fulfilled unless driving on a race track. 


I'd had very few opportunities to enjoy the full potential of my BMW, but tonight, albeit caused by dire circumstances, one such chance presented itself. 


Carving out bends on the perfectly surfaced roads near Granger Hall and nearby hills at speeds that would lead to my imprisonment was thrilling and seemed a reasonable risk to take under the circumstances. 


Had I asked Kate, she would have come with me, but I wouldn't achieve my goal because this task was something I promised to do alone. I also wouldn't be confident driving so fast knowing the most precious treasure in my life was sitting beside me. 


But Kate wasn't with me, so I ripped open the throttle and hit every apex perfectly, regardless of which side of the road it put me on in complete darkness. The engine roared when I paddled rapidly through the gears, aiming my car into unfeasibly tight bends that spoke to the animal warrior inside me and the BMW. It was the same unrestrained monster that desperately wanted to deal with Simon earlier on in the day. 


I abandoned my car in a near empty parking lot, went inside the building and executed a solemn promise I'd made. As I watched a life expire before me, memories of death and destruction from my past surged anew like vivid, unwelcome reminders of a life I'd hoped was behind me. 


My return journey home was much slower and filled with despair. When I slowed down and turned off the main road, into the driveway entrance at Granger Hall, I felt a desperate sadness clawing my soul. 


Will tragedy and death follow me always? 


I drove slowly avoiding gravel stone chips that might damage my perfect paint work. The stables looked peaceful as I passed by and the estate seemed at rest which was more than could be said for my heart. 


From a small copse on elevated land just before Granger Hall, red and blue flashing lights ahead confused me and I feared something terrible had happened. 


In the car parking area four sheriff's squad cars were crammed so close to the front door, I thought Catherine must have brought out her shotgun to repel attackers. I parked up unnoticed and in darkness at the back of our parking area because Granger Hall was a melee of activity. 


I saw Kate and her mom, so I approached in darkness punctuated by the flashing police lights. They stood in the car park staring back at their home wearing nightie's. I snuck up and tapped my fiancee gently on her shoulder. She spun around in shock, recognized me, reached her arms around my neck, and hugged me far more tightly than the occasion demanded. 


When she disengaged, having recovered from the shock of my disappearance, Kate looked peeved. 


"Where have you been?" 


"I left a note. I'm sorry but didn't want to wake you. I needed to be somewhere." 


"You needed to be somewhere until 5 am and without your phone?" 


"I snuck out just after midnight for reasons I'll explain later honey. What's going on here?" 


I was reluctant to openly discuss my midnight excursion in front of Catherine, so I changed the subject as my curiosity built feverishly. 


"Simon was murdered." 


"Ah, I see, and the sheriff thinks I did it?" 


"Yes." 


My fiancee stared at me giving signs from her expression that she feared the worst. I smiled as comfortingly as the situation would allow, leaning in close to kiss Kate gently on the lips. 


She wore a silk nightie and I looked down, enjoying the feel of two large, solid nipples pressing through her sheer fabric, into my thin cotton shirt. When she noticed my downward stare, Kate folded both arms across her chest, shooting me an impish look. 


"It's chilly out here, Jacob, that's all." 


"So you aren't turned on by having a fiancee that just became an international fugitive?" 


"Maybe I am aroused a little, but not because he's a fugitive. The Sheriff just wants to talk to you about Simon." 


"Then why are you out here?" 


"Frank politely asked if they could look inside for you. They don't have a warrant, so it's just some friendly questioning at the moment." 


"And yet they told you to stay outside your own home? Let's go inside and confront this head on, shall we?" 


"Are you sure that's a good idea, Jacob?" 


"Do you think I killed a man, Kate?" 


"No. Of course not." 


"Why?" 


"I know you Jacob. Murder isn't something you'd ever contemplate unless yours' or another's life were threatened." 


She cuddled me closely again, and I chuckled. Catherine, who was staring, closed the mouth that was hanging agape since I'd strolled up so casually. I smiled at her, but she seemed worried. 


"What's so funny, Jacob?" 


"Oh. Don't you think it's hilarious that the Sheriff and his men are searching room to room in our house for a man standing out here?" 


"Forgive me for saying this Jacob, but you seem unusually calm right now." 


"Well, mom... first, I'm innocent, and second, I can prove it." 


Kate gripped my hand, dragging me towards the front door. Inside the foyer, our local Sherriff, a kindly and decent man blinked at me, then flinched as though considering reaching for his sidearm. Thankfully, he did only flinch, and I was pleased to see him relax. 


He turned around in the foyer and shouted upward to recall his search team. 


"Okay, he's here. Stop the search." 


When Sherriff Frank Rawlings sauntered over, eyeballing me, his deputies filed awkwardly and respectfully out of our front door, past Catherine who nodded, scowling at each man as they passed. 


Frank scanned me from a distance, checking to make sure I wasn't armed. My response was a little flippant when I held my hands high in mock surrender and smiled sarcastically, something that irked him. My mood was dark from the events of the night, and I had little time for foolery. 


"Jacob, could we talk in private please?" 


"Shall we go into the dining room? Kate and her mom will join us of course." 


"I'd rather they didn't." 


"You don't have a choice if you want to talk to me." 


We shuffled into the dining room with Frank, Kate, and her mom in a somewhat somber mood. When I sat down and laughed at them, Frank's anger rose a notch or two. 


"A man died tonight and you're laughing, Jacob?" 


I shook my head with utter disdain, thinking carefully about how to express myself. 


"I had a much worse night than you did Frank. I'm in no mood to discuss a treacherous man who means nothing to me. Ask your questions and be direct please. I'll answer honestly." 


"Do you admit there were problems between you and Simon?" 


"The man who you say was murdered tonight compromised my family's security, possibly for years, and then today, that same man stirred up a hornet's nest, deliberately disrupting our well thought out plans and the lives of a whole bunch of townsfolk." 


"Are you glad he's dead, Jacob?" 


"I'm completely indifferent to Simon." 


"Did you kill him?" 


"No." 


He eyeballed me again, searching for any tiny reveal that might give him a strand to pull on, unraveling me, but I couldn't provide him with that. 


"You're playing with fire here, Jacob. You left the house secretly and have a five or more hour gap that neither your fiancee nor mother can account for." 


"Does your wife know precisely where you are right now, Frank?" 


"She knows I'm on duty." 


"But not that you're here right now?" 


"No. What's your point, Jacob?" 


"It's none of her business to know exactly where you are right now is it?" 


"No." 


"And if you got an emergency call through the night, would you wake her up?" 


"I'd leave a note." 


"As did I." 


Kate shot me a quick glance, looking confused. 


"Didn't you see the note on your nightstand, sweetheart? I mentioned it outside, but you mustn't have heard me." 


"No but honestly, I wasn't looking for one, Jacob. I just saw you were gone and assumed we were raiding the kitchen." 


Catherine left the room, I assumed to search for and recover my note, something I'd prefer to have avoided because of its bad news. Kate turned squarely on to me holding my hand tightly. 


"Why not tell the Sheriff where you were, Jacob? Make this easy for everyone." 


"I promised I wouldn't reveal." 


"Then I won't ask again. I trust you entirely." 


I thought for a moment and realized eliminating me from Frank's enquiry would be the sensible move for everyone. I slid my car keys across the table to the Sheriff who picked them up, inspecting the chunky coded fob. 


"Take those keys and impound my car as evidence." 


"What for?" 


"My BMW has GPS. Not the standard route navigation type. This car has factory fitted, engine management software that constantly transmits my route, speed, revs and probably ass temperature to a control centre somewhere." 


"Okay. What's it going to tell me?" 


"That I needed to visit someone in a hurry and the route I took, Frank." 


"Who were you visiting?" 


"Clarissa Milton." 


"Oh." 


I knew by his expression that Frank was aware of the reason why I'd gone to see Clarissa. Kate looked much more confused, and I guessed she saw the emotion and sadness filling my eyes. 


"Do you mean our Clarissa who works at the stables, Jacob?" 


"Yes." 


Sheriff Rawlings held his hand up apologetically. 


"You went to the hospital then, Jacob." 


"I promised her I would when the time came." 


"I heard from our control office what happened." 


I stared at Kate almost in tears as the emotions I'd held back, swamped me. Catherine came back in the room carrying my note, in complete shock, weeping while placing it on the table in front of my fiancee. 


Clarissa Milton has cancer and her treatment failed a month ago. She has no next of kin and asked me to be at her bedside when she died. I'm going to the hospital. 


"Jesus Christ Jacob." 


"Clarissa begged me not to tell you or anyone else." 


Kate launched herself off the dining room chair, wrapping me in a bear hug. I sobbed, because watching a colleague I'd quickly grown fond of wither in their dying moments was a sadness I'd rather have avoided. The Sheriff looked melancholy too, because he, like everyone else in town knew the lively thirty something single woman who managed the administration of our stables. 


Catherine burst into tears, Kate did too, and old Frank had to wipe his eyes dry. He opened a notepad to write details. 


"You were at her bedside, Jacob?" 


"She messaged me around midnight. I'd promised to be there, so I went." 


"Okay son. I've wasted enough of your time. I'm sorry to have inconvenienced you folks." 


Frank Rawlings stood up, patted Catherine on her shoulder by way of an apology. She gripped his hand, stared up, and shook her head in sadness. He placed my car keys on the table in front of me, avoiding Kate who was straddled across my lap, stressed and very upset with her head buried in my neck and hair strewn all over me. 


After the Sheriff left, we stayed in the dining room, sitting in silent, wretched contemplation. I left Kate momentarily to fetch both women bathrobes because sunrise meant people waking up and neither were dressed to receive anyone. 


"I asked chef to prepare our breakfast early and keep it going in case we decided to bring staff up from the stables to console them." 


"What happens to Clarissa's body now?" 


"I told Bentley's undertakers in town that the estate will pick up all costs for her funeral and that they should spare no expense. I thought we might host a memorial for her at the stables." 


"That would be nice dear." 


I stared into Kate's eyes because it was the first secret I'd kept from her. It had been difficult given the covenant of trust that existed between us especially through a bond strengthened by my willingness to submit to a true love. 


"I'm sorry Kate." 


"I understand why you said nothing about Clarissa, Jacob. I would have it no other way." 


Claire and Tiffany arrived ten minutes apart, so I had two more shocking revelations to deliver with more tears and upset. Everyone on the estate knew Clarissa because she ran the stables, taught others her considerable equine skills and loved passing the time day with anyone visiting the horses. 


After having eaten breakfast, I left the ladies rooted in conversation, retiring to my office for a brief catch-up on emails now my days' planned routine was wrecked. I'd briefly considered who might have murdered Simon, abandoning that puzzle on opened the safe door where much bigger issues were very apparent. 


Kate joined me after half an hour still dressed alluringly in her silk nightie. When she straddled my lap hugging close, I rose to the occasion and she giggled before kissing me. 


"You've removed your panties. I can feel the heat of your pussy through my pants." 


"I have a special reward for a wonderful man." 


"Why?" 


"Don't ask Jacob, just promise me you'll never change." 


"Of course not. You and I will prevail always." 


"Speaking of which. I have a solution for the gold that I'm keen to discuss after. It involves getting it out of the country." 


"After what?" 


"After you fuck me over your desk, Jacob." 


"It was once your father's desk, Kate." 


"Not any more lover." 


Her lips felt like a drop of water on mine that were parched and cracked dry by the desert sun. Kate, always invigorating and nurturing, drew out the best version of me in all things, provoking a deep desire to make her proud. As I reached my hand down into her crotch, my fiancee smiled and lifted her ass to provide better me with better access. 


Her pussy lips felt engorged and the slit between them was creamy when I slid two fingers up and down, while she rocked gently back and forth in my lap with one arm wrapped around my neck. 


"Look after missy please, Jacob." 


I slid both fingers upwards onto the hard, pearl like clitoris we'd named together, enjoying how Kate bit her bottom lip and furrowed a brow, ascending towards a climax. I withdrew both fingers, licked and sucked theatrically while sexual frustration was etched deep on her face. 


"Please don't tease me for too long Jacob. Denial is such sweetness, but not if mom walks in and prevents your performance mid-stride." 


She rose up high in my lap, stretching her arms towards the ceiling so I could see, touch and almost lick the solid nipples poking through creamy white silk, begging for my tongue. I lifted, then turned Kate around, lowering her feet to the floor as she bent and spread, almost submissively across my desk, scattering files carelessly to either side with flailing arms. 


"In bereavement human beings feel an increased urge to procreate, Jacob. Perhaps this will be our moment. Be quick though, we need to shower and begin our work day." 


"Are you just using me for baby making seed, Kate?" 


"Of course. Would you prefer I use another supplier?" 


"Oh, that's cheeky sweetheart." 


"Before you fuck me I have something to share for which I'll apologize in advance. Cara Lionel, A friend of mine, wise and true says my rule about you not being permitted to swear is foolish and arrogant. I agree she's right, so I'm withdrawing it and I'm sorry for ever imposing that." 


"Okay, Kate. Thank you." 


I didn't mind one way or another because the no swearing rule had focused me on loving and respecting Kate more, so I would unofficially keep it in place unless I was seriously pissed. She'd dealt with my absence incredibly well, neither suspecting me of wrongdoing or questioning my motives for having done what I did. 


I used my palms and thumbs to splay Kate's ass cheeks wide apart while trapping her against the desk by spreading both knees wider, pushing with mine. I stared down and wanted to rim her, finding the tiny pink spangle above my fiancee's pussy hole was almost beating a drum to welcome my tongue inside. 


I dropped my lightweight sweatpants to the knees and pressed my cock head gently against Kate's pussy lips, stroking gently, tantalizing my fiancee. 


"Pretend you're paying me for sex Jacob. Fuck me hard, please." 


I slammed a twenty on the table next to her face. It was one I always kept pocketed in case of need. She blinked and smiled lasciviously in disbelief. 


"You won't even get a wank for that, cheeky fucker." 


I stopped, released Kate and ran to the safe with my cock bouncing dangerously. In one trip I made a withdrawal, piling ten, one kilo gold bars around her head, far enough away so she wouldn't hit them. 


"Is half a million bucks enough?" 


"It's not your money." 


"It's in my office." 


"Okay, but I can't make change." 


"Keep it as a tip." 


"Oh Jacob, I fucking love you." 


"I love you too Kate." 


When I prised her ass cheeks wide open again, I noticed a delightful sticky mess on both upper thighs. She smelled divine and I wanted to kneel, pray and devour her treasure but Kate desperately wanted my cock and we were running short of time. 


I gripped my cock in one hand, keeping Kate's pussy hole wide open with the other, both labia spread between forefinger and thumb. When I peeled my foreskin back and slid a solid glans inside her wet entrance hole, the intense clenching of her powerful pelvic floor muscles felt exquisite. 


Kate loved to milk me dry when we made love, but we had little time, so I used both hands wrapped around her waist, pinning her to the desk before sliding my cock balls deep inside my beloved. 


Her pussy felt so tight, warm, and welcoming that I couldn't help but pound her with all my strength. My hips exploded backwards and forwards like steam driven pistons with accurate and careful intensity aimed at Kate's hole. I reamed my wife-to-be as she gasped and salivated on her father's old desk, reaching forwards to grip two gold bars just for the hell of it. 


I fucked Kate harder than normal, using the desk's firmness to lever my cock deep inside her tight pussy, loving how she clenched muscles and gripped my shaft harder on the outward stroke, pushing her ass backwards slightly when I thrust forwards. 


Her orgasm rose before mine, exploding like a wave smashing into a granite cliff face. Her fingers scrunched letters and papers on my desk, gold toppled as she pushed it off the forward edge. My stapler, file tray and pens were scattered across the office floor as though a tornado passed through. 


When Kate turned her head sideways, placing a cheek flat on the wooden desk, smiling back at me with love struck eyes, I was free to empty a full load of baby making seed inside my one true love. I wanted to impregnate Kate as much as she needed me and in that moment we became a true fusion of two into one. 


I lay across Kate, kissing her neck and back while my cock twitched furiously inside her, emptying every drop needed to impregnate her. When I slid my glistening shaft out, she'd already grabbed tissues from a box on my table, cleaning the mess I'd made between her legs, layering a few sheets in the discarded knickers she put back on. 


"It'll get us back to the bedroom, Jacob." 


I put the gold back in my safe, locked its door and lifted Kate, cradling her in my arms all the way back to our room. 


When I lay her down on the bed she seemed content if somewhat melancholic. She stared at me with beautiful blue pools of truth and love, pulling me on top despite the wetness of her panties. 


"Thank you for being there when Clarissa needed you Jacob." 


"She was part of our family." 


"Yes, she was." 



Chapter Thirty-Three

Loving Jacob

◆◆◆

Kate’s Point Of View. 


We both slept well after making love over my fiancee’s desk. As I lay in bed at 6 am pretending to be asleep, I might have burst out laughing watching Jacob from behind squinted eyes. 


Eventually I raised my head and smiled, nodding towards our bedroom door. 


“Oh, for god’s sake Jacob, just go and see her. It’s quite normal to feel this way.” 


“Are you sure Kate?” 


“If you don’t leave now, one of the grooms will feed her and she’ll probably be cross with you.” 


“Can we meet at the stables for our run, please?” 


“Of course darling. Now, go and enjoy Sierra. I’ve no doubt she’s waiting for you like a pensive bride.” 


It had only been a couple of days since Sierra captured my future husband’s heart, but Jacob was already enjoying the loving engagement of horse ownership. It didn’t matter to him that he couldn’t ride her which made it all the more fun, seeing a complete novice so captivated by his magnificent beast friend. 


I took my time, slipping into running togs and tying back a ponytail that badly needed a visit to the hairdresser. I stopped by the kitchen for a lemon water, deciding to give the couple plenty of time alone. Sierra was reportedly more content now she owned a human being and Jacob had slept soundly through the last two nights. 


I had little doubt we were not out of the PTSD woods by a long way, but whatever the state of affairs, my beloved seemed happier and that was progress. 


When I left Granger Hall, jogging in warm up mode towards our stables, a light rolling mist gave the rising sun a mystical feeling which in turn lifted my soul from the drudgery of solving dad’s conundrum and a few frustrating matters of late. 


The grooms nodded a good morning, rightly consumed by our much loved beasts. I crept up slowly behind Jacob, impressed by the conversation about running he’d struck up with Sierra. After a few minutes watching secretly, I coughed so Jacob would catch up with his horse and know I was there. 


“How is she?” 


“I wouldn’t really know honestly Kate, but I think okay.” 


“What did the grooms say?” 


“That Sierra is happy.” 


“Well, that’s nice Jacob. It means you have two cheerful filly’s on your hands, then.” 


He lifted me with one arm sweeping around my waist, and I slid from high into Jacob’s arms. When he kissed me, my fiancee was wholehearted in his loving assignation, giving me his full attention as he always did. 


“Can I have a couple of minutes alone please sweetheart. There’s someone I must speak with.” 


“Tiffany?” 


“Yes, I think now is the best time.” 


I strolled towards my private secretary already sensing her fear from fifty yards away. She groomed Gypsy every morning, so I guessed Tiffany figured I might corner her here. As I neared, her expression of resignation seemed more obvious than she might want it to be, confusing me. 


“You’re avoiding me Tiffany.” 


“I’m so sorry.” 


She tossed a groom brush into her bucket of sundries and stood up as though preparing to face the music. 


“What are you sorry about?” 


“I fucked up over Simon and should have come to you about his stupidity when I overheard it.” 


“I don’t see why. Jacob was the right person for you to speak to and the timing seems fine to me too. I don’t like malicious gossips, so you seem to have a bigger problem with this than I do.” 


“I might have prevented the march on our new office site had I been quicker.” 


“You also might have raised a false alarm too. Simon isn’t your responsibility. Just let it go.” 


She shrugged her shoulders with a lessened burden, but I knew the problems wreaking havoc to her frame of mind weren’t vanquished yet. 


“What else… spit it out.” 


“I also have a fledgling relationship with someone working here and should have discussed that with you.” 


“Not really, because it’s none of my business. So long as my private and confidential matters are treated thus and you don’t gossip about my family, I have no issues there either.” 


“I would never-.” 


“I know that Tiffany. In fact, the only reason I came by here is to say that you really shouldn’t ever avoid me or Jacob. If you and mom want to fuck each other, you have my blessing, although I recommend you mention a blossoming relationship to her, you being in her care and all.” 


“Oh god, Kate. I don’t know what to do.” 


“Well… you rebuilt your life based on honesty and calling yourself out. Why not just continue with being truthful because it seems to work for you.” 


“You think I should tell your mother everything?” 


“What is everything, Tiffany?” 


“That I want to be her lover but also date this guy?” 


“Definitely. You’ll be surprised at her response, I’m sure. What time does she thrash you in the morning?” 


“I’ll need to be beside her bed in an hour with my skirt held up but no panties.” 


“Then I shall expect you to tell your mistress everything at that time and take whatever punishment she deems appropriate for not having done so more promptly.” 


“Okay, Kate. Umm… will you be telling her about this chat?” 


“No Tiffany, you shall.” 


“Oh, yes… of course.” 


I kissed her on the cheek, hugging my friend and employee while smiling inwardly. Tiffany’s progress had been remarkable and her loyalty always steadfast. I felt pleased to have resolved a minor problem, more so that a positive day was revealing itself before our morning run. 


I jogged past Jacob who fell in beside me as we exited the stables. Beauty eyed me accusingly and I resolved to return later alone to ride my other stallion around the estate once the one I was with now had tired me out. 


He led me at a consistent pace, heavily focused on my development as a runner with a track race impending. I thought Jacob wanted me to win more than I did for myself, but that seemed to be how we rolled for one another. 


“You’re a good man Jacob and I couldn’t be happier.” 


“This is a big hill, Kate. Perhaps we shouldn’t talk until we reach the summit.” 


“Yes… there you go, ever vigilant about my safety.” 


“As are you with mine, sweetheart.” 


He was right, the hill was immense and we tackled it twice a week because Jacob had introduced fast and slow running days to help my performance. I dug in, pumped my arms like pistons and followed behind his gorgeous ass for a change. 


At the top on flat ground, he allowed us a quick break, so I paced in the opposite circle to him with both hands on my waist, breathing through the nose 


“I know you did it to shock me, fiancee.” 


“Oh, I don’t know what you mean.” 


“Really? I could look up the word Fartlek if I must, since it’s scrawled on our chalkboard training plan for tomorrow, but I’m sure you want me to ask you.” 


“It will do you good Kate.” 


“I’m sure it doesn’t present a very ladylike impression.” 


“It’s unstructured speed work, sweetheart. Fartlek is a Swedish word that means speed-play. We run at a moderate pace, increasing our speeds up to sprint for varying time periods before slowing down. You’ll love it.” 


“You don’t have to ever impress me, Jacob.” 


“I want to because it makes me feel good.” 


We settled into a slower jog for the last mile of our run, pausing frequently to stretch tired muscles and tight sinews. My body felt optimized and that included its chemistry and my cycle which was more balanced, unconstrained by birth control. 


“You haven’t mentioned pregnancy, Jacob.” 


“I know your cycle well enough and I don’t think becoming obsessed will help us get pregnant.” 


“I agree, but I can’t help but feel pensive.” 


Jacob stopped and turned around, pulling me into his arms. I saw true love in the eyes of my greatest triumph, meeting the man I would marry. 


“What’s bothering you, Kate?” 


“Simon’s widow is on my mind.” 


“Why?” 


“Emily is being evicted from her home because that wanker husband spent all of their money on booze and gambling.” 


“How do you know that?” 


I felt a glowing warmth in my cheeks having been caught slightly wrong-footed by my smiling fiancee. I grinned sarcastically and perhaps somewhat surreptitiously. 


“Tiffany isn’t the only one around here with confidential informers.” 


“Do you know Emily?” 


“Yes. She worked here before, then left when Simon met and married her through his job on the estate.” 


“We still have a few small lodges not yet contracted out, would you like me to offer her one of those rent free until she gets on her feet?” 


“Would you mind?” 


“No, of course I don’t.” 


“Jacob. If you weren’t a sweaty mess, I’d fuck you right here and now.” 


“Let’s get showered then.” 


We held hands and walked the few hundred meters back to our home and love nest. I stared up into early morning azure skies, enjoyed swallows diving, smelled pine and the temptation of a freshly cooked breakfast. 


Thank you for all of this daddy. Don’t worry about the gold, because I have a plan. 


Couples showering was definitely a Kate and Jacob thing. As I leaned into his hairy body, enjoying the flex and rippling of powerful muscles, I wondered if there might ever come a day when I didn’t play with my lover’s cock under monsoon conditions. 


“Turn around Jacob. Place both of your palms on the glass.” 


He glimpsed my hand brush and smiled lasciviously, making like a tough prisoner having his cell tossed, pointing out an absolutely deliciously tight butt for a maintenance spanking. 


“I don’t have any instructions or points to make, Jacob.” 


“Really?” 


“Nope, you’re fucking perfect. I’m only doing this right now because I know how much you want it.” 


{Stroke} — Smack 


{Stroke} — Smack 


{Stroke} — Smack 


{Stroke} — Smack 


{Stroke} — Smack 


He absorbed so much pain that I couldn’t help but be impressed. Jacob winced slightly, but the glazed eyes told me he’s gone on a journey to a realm where only he and I mattered. His ass cheeks relaxed and I noticed him shift slightly, offering a better target as he meditated in his mind, gone to a place that people rarely understand and few can find. 


I couldn’t wait to get done to be honest, desperate to move on to his cock, but out of respect for Jacob and knowing the meditative effect of his beating, I slowed, frequently pausing to rake sharp nails across light welts that rose when his scarlet blushing subsided. 


He bit his bottom lip in the most delightfully cute fashion, arousing me. I could wait until later for us to make love, but felt Jacob deserved something more immediate. 


Once I’d delivered fifty strokes, and checked Jacob’s ass cheeks for grazes, finding none, it was time to deliver a different therapy. 


“Stay where you are big guy. I think some extra cleaning is in order.” 


I loved bathing my fiancee’s big, veiny cock with a heavy cream lathered from my Jasmine and Orange soap bar rubbed onto a natural sponge. I reached around, making sure Jacob was far enough out of the rain-shower head for my plan to work, soaping up his cock and balls. 


“You moan like a fucking whore Jacob.” 


“Oh god Kate. Being milked… it just… oh Jesus!” 


“Does it appeal to your primal man?” 


“Oh god, yes.” 


Once I’d fully lathered Jacob’s cock, I continued soaping his balls, occasionally sliding a finger firmly along the perineum, activating his semen carrying prostate gland. At the same time, using my spare hand two-thirds encircling his cock, I wanked him slowly but resolutely, cupping and rubbing the sensitive silken tissues of his glans with my palm every five strokes, while rubbing his banjo string with my thumb in a circular motion every few minutes. 


“Oh, fuck… I’m going to. Argh, c’mon Kate, please!” 


“Patience Jacob. This edging helps your final blowout. Emptying my stallion’s seed is a serious matter.” 


I giggled, planting soft kisses up and down Jacob’s spine while taking care of his reproductive organs. When I felt it was time, one hand cupped and squeezed his balls while the other palmed his glans with a heavy layer of soap. I felt a twitch, then powerful jerks and began wanking my fiancee’s cock fast and very hard. 


His ropes of hot baby making seed weren’t wasted because I had plenty in my belly and more to come later in the day. Taking care of Jacob was my primary concern, being his dominant partner and the sexual health component of that was all important. 


His balls twitched almost frantically in my palm while his cock discharged a full load against the glass partition as I milked my man for every drop of his seed. 


“Fuck, Jacob. I could lick that dairy cream treat straight off the glass, it looks so good.” 


I couldn’t have done it in time because the shower water caught his art-like semen smeared on the glass when I hauled Jacob back into the shower. Millions of swimmers sluiced down the drain like seed blown on the wind while I wrapped my arms around a man entrusted with my life. 


“Shall we breakfast now, future husband?” 


“It would be rude not to Kate. I’m guessing Tiffany will have a much sorer ass this morning.” 


“Hmm, not much gets past you, fiancee.” 


“Should it?” 


He looked cute with eyebrows raised questioningly, something I pretended to ignore while sliding on comfortable lace French knickers over my ass while he salivated. 


“I guess not.” 


Mom and Tiffany were late for breakfast and I was halfway through far too much extra crispy smoked streaky bacon when my private secretary sat down gingerly beside me. I chucked openly because our family preferred not to closet sexual relationships, preferring instead a discrete acceptance without intrusion into one another’s personal lives. 


“Do you need extra cushioning there, Tiff?” 


“I’m okay Kate. I feel better now because Catherine forgave me.” 


“Good girl and well done.” 


I joined mom at the service buffet under a ruse that I needed more smoky crisp bacon. 


“You look smug?” 


“Oh, come now Kate. I know you had a hand in Tiffany’s revelation. It felt nice to thrash a naughty girl this morning even if she is just absolutely fucking perfect.” 


“Perfect enough to be your next lover mother?” 


“Definitely.” 


“Daddy would be so proud.” 


“Yes, your father loved to watch.” 


I shook my head slightly, smiling inwardly, acknowledging some sexual proclivities mom and I didn’t share, but remembering how accepting she and my father had been of each other’s needs. 


Mom loved taking girlfriends, preferably younger, while definitely legal and always ethically in terms of dad’s consent. 


“Good well, you’ll have another ex-girlfriend on the patch later today.” 


“Oh, how so?” 


My mothers’ furrowed brow brought out the smug bitch in me. I could have let her find out as a surprise, but then, it might have been puerile of me and Jacob wouldn’t approve of that. I mused for a brief moment about how much my fiancee made me want to be the best version of myself, a journey I never considered when first seeking a submissive boyfriend. 


“Emily needs a roof over her head and Jacob has suggested one of the cottages.” 


“Simon’s widow?” 


“Yes.” 


“Jesus Kate, I’d forgotten all about her. The poor girl must be heartbroken. It’s very kind of you and Jacob to take her in.” 


“She’ll benefit from your support too mom and maybe, she’ll find a use around the estate.” 


“Emily was always an excellent worker.” 


When I sat back down in between Jacob and Tiffany it was obvious I’d broken up their idle gossip but since they were growing and normalizing a fairly difficult relationship, I left well alone. 


“Can I get half an hour with you and mom in your office after your morning meeting please, Jacob?” 


“Yes, of course. I’ll let Catherine know.” 


Jacob had introduced several military style conventions that met with some initial resistance. After a week, it seemed everyone had bedded in, loving the clarity his leadership style brought to the estate. His best initiative by far was giving department heads five minutes on a timer every morning to talk about their successes and problems. 


I would implement the same myself once the new office complex opened. 


When I arrived at his office, the estate management team were filing out looking enthused and the whole thing consumed less of Jacob’s time than it took my core unit to settle down with coffee. 


Jacob kissed me on the cheek, enjoying our public displays of affection which was something I would never discourage. 


“Is mom already here?” 


“Yes, she’s installed in her chair. Come on in. Do you want coffee, Kate?” 


“Could I have water please?” 


“Of course.” 


He drew me a fresh glass of tepid water from the cooler he’d bought and self installed. I said nothing about the plumbing mess behind the unit, knowing mom would have a handyman fix the problem, sparing Jacob’s blushes. 


I sat down, noticing somber expressions on their faces. 


“Why so serious you guys?” 


“It must be regarding the gold, right Kate?” 


“Yes, mom.” 


“What’s your plan?” 


“We need to monetize it slowly, but I want fifty percent to go to a Philippine charity we can choose between us.” 


“And the other fifty percent?” 


“A foundation for charitable works in daddy’s name, chaired by mom.” 


She looked shellshocked, but it was the most obvious use of the gold unless we absorbed it into our family wealth, something I knew wouldn’t sit well with any of us. Jacob seemed to expect my news and that made me proud to know he’d believe I would do the right thing. 


“What would the foundation do, Kate?” 


“Whatever its chair tells it to mom.” 


“You’re so much like daddy. It’s a shame he didn’t do this himself.” 


“He was busy building an empire mom.” 


“Something tells me you and Jacob are building one too, my precious daughter.” 



Chapter Thirty-Four

Fixing Problems, One At A Time

◆◆◆

Jacob's Point Of View. 


"Coping with all of this change isn't easy for anyone Catherine." 


"You managed it well enough." 


"The military prepares people to be adaptable. Without that basic instinct, you can't fight one minute, then save a life the next." 


"What do you think I should do?" 


"I'm honored you're asking me, but I'm not sure what advice to give you." 


"Give me wisdom from your heart, Jacob. I value your opinion in these matters." 


"Why do you trust me?" 


"I'm a great judge of character Jacob, now answer me or I shall tell Kate you did something awful and have you over Beauty's back by dusk." 


My future mother-in-law chuckled, sipping earl grey tea while lingering usefully in my office. We spent more time together these days because I found her advice to be invaluable, and I felt the estate was at least morally hers and Kate's even if its management was my responsibility. 


"What did Kate advise about this lovers' quandary?" 


"Come on Jacob. I'll only tell you after I hear your wisdom." 


"I think you and Tiffany should engage in a relationship if that's what you both want, but that must respect both of your positions." 


"You mean exclusivity?" 


"Yes. I'm sure you know she's seeing one of the grooms." 


"I know all about her and Greg, but that suits me fine. I don't want Tiffany in my bed exclusively and prefer to enjoy the company of other, regular lovers occasionally myself." 


"This family is so decadent." 


"There hasn't been a Granger divorce in ten generations, Jacob." 


"I would caution you on one matter though Catherine." 


"Oh go on, this should be good." 


"She must swear this boyfriend to absolute secrecy. If I hear gossip around the estate, it could only come from one of those two. We'd have to end Greg's employment and Kate would need to decide Tiffany's fate." 


"Hmm, that's a very good point." 


"Does the boyfriend know you discipline and tutor Tiffany now?" 


"I haven't asked, but I sense it's probably time to find out." 


Catherine went into a contemplative silence while I scanned recently received emails, responding to the easiest immediately. One from my sister announced she'd arrive in a couple of days. It wasn't a problem because the house could facilitate many guests and she'd already canceled several times so her plans might fall through again. 


"I won't do it Jacob. There's too much risk, especially to Tiffany if she confides in her boyfriend and they split up." 


"That's probably wise." 


"If you think I don't know when I'm being gently manipulated, Jacob, then it's time for me to hang up the paddle and crop." 


I smiled when she winked and stood up. Catherine kissed me on the cheek, something she always did to both daughters when bidding them goodbye regardless how fleeting the absence might be. 


I had to visit the stables on a matter of some urgency that was related to our discussion, so I left shortly after Catherine disappeared through the corridor from my office to the main house. I enjoyed the walk, and felt pleased that I could spend a few minutes with Sierra, not so thrilled that I would meet Greg, Tiffany's boyfriend. 


I found him to be a sullen man, given to frequent unnecessary outbursts. Catherine's decision not to bed Tiffany helped my problem immensely and, as I walked through a small copse feeling self congratulatory, a smile replaced the earlier frown. 


Greg will be reasonable. 


When I strolled into the main stable building, nobody was there, so I soaked up the atmosphere, almost acclimated to the stench of urine and dung. Greg spotted me from the far end and walked straight up with a look of disdain for me leading the charge. I decided to go for the jugular and see if the man possessed enough humility and common sense to accept his wrongdoing and make amends. 


"Hi Jacob. What's up?" 


"You've been leaking information, Greg." 


"Ahh, okay... and what business is that of yours?" 


"Don't get defensive, Greg." 


"Mind your own business Jacob. What happens between me and Tiffany has nothing to do with you." 


He eyeballed me aggressively and squared up. There was little point in violence because although I could easily deal with Greg, my beating him would reflect badly on the estate. Kate had suggested I use diplomacy rather than the threat of bloodshed after my incident sacking Simon. 


I nodded towards the administration office amid growing interest from the other grooms. 


"Pick up your gear and fuck off now, buddy." 


"What? You can't fire me." 


"I just did. I came to give you a shot across the bow, but wankers like you can't be reasoned with. Just leave now Greg. I'll give you ten minutes to clear out before calling the Sheriff." 


I turned and headed for Sierra, who was my calm oasis in a tempestuous moment. She was absolutely beautiful, not only a pretty horse but in her gentle temperament. I almost reached her stall when Greg kicked off again, screaming his loathing of me while the head groomsman dragged him away. 


"You can't do this to me. I'll sue the estate." 


"Show your lawyer the confidentiality clause in your contract or you'd be wasting his time and your money." 


"Fuck off Jacob." 


"Yes, you really should Greg, in less than nine minutes, too." 


He kicked the straw bales nearby, hurting himself. The last I saw was him pulling out a phone, undoubtedly dragging Tiffany into our disagreement. I stood calmly stroking my horse, waiting for Armageddon in the form of three women to descend on the stables. 


She knew me in the same way Kate did. Sierra sensed I was broken, by which I mean a mediocre suffering of PTSD. I wasn't broken, but she saw the damage and understood why my body language gave off the wrong non-verbal cues. 


Sure enough, five minutes into my peaceful idyll, a familiar truck halted sharply outside the stables and a sobbing Tiffany exited, with one hand clasped over her mouth. Less than a minute later, Kate's truck slid in beside the first, then Catherine's car was thirty seconds after that. 


"Here we go Sierra. It's showtime." 


Kate strolled down to me looking serene, kissed my cheek and linked her arm through mine. 


"Is Tiffany okay?" 


"No. You sacked her boyfriend, of course she's not okay." 


"Are you concerned about that?" 


"Not at all. You manage the estate Jacob, and I'm sure you had a good reason for this. I'm only here because Tiffany stormed off in a flood of tears, screaming hysterically at me about what you'd done, so I came to make sure she didn't cause a scene." 


"Shall we diffuse the situation, Kate?" 


"Is this you being diplomatic, Jacob?" 


"Kind of. Score me out of ten at the end." 


The screaming intensified, mostly coming from Greg while his girlfriend tried to placate him. Catherine had moved away, quite rightly not wanting to deal with an angry employee. 


"Greg. You only have a couple of minutes to grab your gear and leave." 


"Fuck off, Jacob." 


"Oh dear. Will it be the Sheriff then?" 


Tiffany almost ran into me in her desperation to find an ally. She gripped around my waist while weeping uncontrollably, so I wrapped a comforting arm around her shoulder understanding why she was so upset. She stared up at me with tear-stained cheeks and watery eyes. 


"Why are you doing this, Jacob?" 


I glanced at Greg, raising an eyebrow, making it clear it was his question to answer. 


"Will you explain what you've done to Tiffany please Greg?" 


"Yeah... fine. This asshole is accusing me of being indiscrete about your relationship with Mrs. Granger." 


Tiffany wheeled sharply around with blazing fire in her eyes. 


"And were you?" 


"Only fucking tongue in cheek, Tiffany." 


"But I told you nothing. What have you said, and how did you know?" 


"I saw Catherine spanking you across her knee in the woods and shared that with the other grooms is all. It was a bit of fun." 


"You fucking wanker, Greg." 


"Hey Tiffany, calm the fuck down." 


"STOP!" 


I raised my hand high and shouted for quiet. I'd had enough of the theater and needed to make Greg leave quietly. 


"That wasn't why I came to see you Greg." 


"What do you mean?" 


His shock was palpable and a look of doubt flickered across an otherwise arrogant expression that sneered utter disdain for everyone around him. 


"Did you know the security system Simon oversaw is connected to all phone, computer, internet and printer systems on the estate?" 


"Why would I care?" 


"Your login was used last night to fax the quotes received from every supplier for services to the estate. That includes construction and maintenance works, feed and other sundry supplies, farming fertilizer, in fact two hundred pages of all competing supplier price submissions for twelve contracts valued at half a million dollars per year were sent out." 


"It wasn't me." 


"And... Greg, you'll love this. I have CCTV footage of you feeding every one of those pages into the printer from which they were sent." 


He was silenced, as was everyone else. I let the bombshell sink in feeling no pleasure at Greg's demise. My concern for Tiffany was heightened because none of this was her fault. 


"You sent the whole lot to Rebecca Marks, didn't you?" 


"She organises the suppliers and dishes out contracts." 


"And you get a kick-back, right?" 


"It's an effective solution." 


"Greg, there are so many things wrong with that statement. Now, out of respect for Tiffany, I'll pay you sixty day's wages if you'll sign a compromise agreement. If you keep your mouth shut I'll also give a glowing reference and not turn over evidence of your corruption to the Sheriff." 


He was completely lost, glancing around in every direction, seeing only hostile faces, including Tiffany's who was nestled in my arm, with her head on my chest. 


"Okay. I'll leave quietly." 


"I'll give you another ten minutes to be reasonable, but you need to be gone when that time expires. Pop by my office tomorrow afternoon around 2 pm and I'll have the legal agreement ready. For what it's worth, I came down here to talk and find a solution that involved you keeping your job. It was your anger that sealed this fate." 


"Yeah whatever." 


He marched off to the office escorted by two other grooms. Catherine sauntered over to me, taking my spare arm, nestling herself into me like Tiffany was. 


"Has this been going on long, Jacob?" 


"Simon was behind various scams and to be honest, he covered his tracks well. Greg thought he could inherit the schemes one by one, but he didn't have the cunning our old security chief possessed." 


Kate looked awed by my performance and joined us, brushing the two other women away. 


"Unhand my fiancee, vixens." 


She drew me away towards the stable exit, followed closely by Catherine who consoled Tiffany. What happened wasn't her fault. Greg had blabbed about her private business, but his crime was nothing to do with that. 


"I hate having shitty days like this Kate." 


"Well, it's a good job you do have them Jacob. I may need you to root out these problems at GD too. You have the nose for finding issues that others miss." 


"Not a very pleasant skill to have." 


"Don't worry. Chef made your favorite lasagna for dinner, and I intend sucking your cock for ages once dinner is digested after a walk in the forest." 


"Oh Kate. I love you so much." 


"And so you should my love. Thank you for today." 


"Thank you for tonight Kate." 


"You'll be very welcome." 



Chapter Thirty-Five

Empire Under Siege

◆◆◆

Kate’s Point Of View 


I usually woke up just before Jacob did. Today was no exception and, as had become my habit, I remained absolutely still, gazing into the relaxing face of a man I could love until the end of time. 


As I stared, his eyes flickered slightly and I wondered if he really was asleep. Being a trained killer, I doubted Jacob was entirely unaware that I was awake. 


My thoughts turned to our relationship and how we had transcended beyond a simple dynamic centered on me, a dominant woman and Jacob, her submissive boyfriend to something far more inter-dependent. 


In every sense, Jacob was my equal, proving himself masterful in managing, problems at GD and around the estate while easily and respectfully dealing with my mother. 


We used our dungeon frequently, for spanking fun, relaxation, and as a place where Jacob found increasingly more inventive ways to fuck me. I’d been had over barrels, across vaulting horses, in the fuck swing and on a queening stool more times in a few months than ever before. 


“You like the St Andrew’s Cross best of all though, fiancee.” 


I saw his lip quiver, almost forming a mischievous grin. 


“I’m not convinced you’re asleep, Jacob.” 


“I’m not sleeping, but I know you like to watch me wake up.” 


I snuggled closer, stole a kiss and rifled my fingers through his thick hair. 


“Will you come to GD campus with me today please?” 


“Of course. I’ll drive you there. Perhaps I could explore a bit more.” 


“And find some new problems to solve?” 


“If you’d like me to Kate.” 


“Yes please. I have a new Marketing Executive arriving. I’ll need Andrew’s permanent support here, so building loyalty and capability at the campus is crucial.” 


“Who’s the newbie?” 


“Hannah. She’s an old friend from college, recently divorced and in need of a change in pace.” 


“She’s already on my list to find accommodation for on the estate. Your mom mentioned her to me a week ago.” 


“Is that okay? I didn’t want to step on your toes.” 


“Of course it’s fine. I suggest you put her in the main house at first, giving me time to sub-contract refurbishment work for an old hunting lodge on the Estate’s forest edge.” 


“Oh wow. I know that place. Hannah will love it.” 


“Not without running water and a new roof she won’t.” 


“Hannah is very feisty Jacob.” 


“Does she ride?” 


“Yeah, horses, and men.” 


“I’ll warn the grooms on both counts.” 


I felt his kiss shimmer through me before our lips touched. His hands caressed, then gripped my ass cheeks, firing up an already ascending libido when a single finger stroked the length of my spine while his tongue played with mine. 


Jacob’s touch made me sizzle, with goosebumps rising on my skin’s surface like a thousand firefly’s twinkling alive. 


He rolled on top of me, gazing lovingly and suggestively, almost hopefully. 


“Do you want to make love, Jacob?” 


“Don’t you?” 


“I asked you first.” 


“Of course I do, Kate. I can’t get enough of you.” 


“What about our run and the training regime you’ve set for us?” 


“I’d rather make love.” 


“Me too, but it’s hellish warm in here, could you toss the duvet away please?” 


We ordinarily fooled around in the shower because Jacob’s morning wood was immense, and given my duty of care, I felt it a reasonable and enjoyable workout to dispense of his sexual frustration whenever it arose. 


He made love as though each time would be the moment that impregnated me, filling my pussy slowly, fucking me harder when my hole engorged, leaving his cock inside for ages after he filled me with semen. I guessed he believed it might help more of his semen hit our mutually desired target. 


As I descended from a massive climax, checking the time, I worried about being late. 


“Why don’t you check your app while I shower first? I need a head-start since we’re going to GD.” 


“Are you dressing to thrill or impress?” 


I spun around, halfway to the bathroom, loving the moments when I could tease my lover. 


“Which do you prefer, Jacob?” 


“I’m always flooded by both.” 


“That’s the right answer sweetheart.” 


I skipped away to the toilet with a trail of warm semen leaking down my inner thigh. I wasn’t pregnancy testing yet, preferring to miss a period before subjecting myself to the torture of peeing on a stick, then waiting for its result. 


While I lazed in the shower, Jacob reviewed data from a security management app he’d installed on his phone. I mused at my good fortune in enjoying the love of an amazing man who cared about all aspects of my life. 


We’re soulmates. 


I toweled myself dry, rejoining Jacob who was still busily updating himself on matters relating to estate management. He took the work seriously and was so effective mom wouldn’t cross him. She told me that sitting in Jacob’s office reading, answering his occasional questions and sharing a coffee moment from time to time felt like Richard was back in her life. 


I stepped back into our bedroom and saw him finishing his checks. 


“I feel safe, Jacob.” 


“The new systems are working fine, motion sensors, new CCTV camera’s, staff booking in and out roster. This technology makes a big difference to Granger Hall’s security, Kate.” 


I sat down beside Jacob drying wet hair with a towel before the hairdryer assault began. The fitting of trackers on all cars, a tiny one in my handbag and probably others he’d hidden elsewhere were not what I’d referred to. 


“I feel safe because of you, Jacob. Your love and presence in my life is a calming influence. I don’t fear anything when you are near.” 


“Is that why you’ve invited me to GD today?” 


“Partly, yes. I also love being near you.” 


“Me too Kate. After breakfast, I’ll have my car ready.” 


“I’m sure you will.” 


He loved the BMW but had little chance of enjoying its raw power and handling. The drive to GD would solve that problem too. 


Mom, Tiffany, and Claire attended breakfast. I checked in on my Personal Assistant, after the unpleasantness Greg had caused. 


“You’re coming with me today.” 


“Oh, where are we going?” 


“GD Campus. You’ll meet an old friend who’s taking over our Marketing effort.” 


“It will be nice to have a change of scene.” 


“Listen Tiff, I don’t want any sulking about Greg. He’s a total wanker and you did nothing wrong.” 


She seemed appreciative of my efforts to ease her guilt, but Tiffany was a worrier and inclined to being hard on herself. I edged over to mom, taking a couple of minutes to have a quiet chat with her. 


“Have you thrashed her this morning?” 


“I haven’t had time.” 


“I need to leave soon mom. Can you spank Tiffany to rid her of this self pity, then send her out to Jacob’s car in about twenty minutes?” 


“Consider it done.” 


Mom left straight away, like a bolt from a crossbow, winging her way towards the dining-room door, beckoning a bewildered Tiffany with her. A quick glance at me, my impish smile shot back, and she knew immediately what was coming. 


Claire begged to ride Beauty, waylaying me for five minutes and by the time I arrived in the car park, Jacob was cleaning his Aviator sunglasses ready for our drive. 


“You look like an F22 Pilot.” 


“I prefer to be more hands on in a war. Death from above is nice and all, but I like seeing the white’s of their eyes before-.” 


“Oh, please stop… no more Jacob.” 


He smiled, politely opening my door as he always did. 


“Thank you. Tiffany will join us soon.” 


“Yeah, I figured. She’ll be along in a couple of minutes. I heard the yelling stop just before you escaped Claire and ran for the door.” 


“How did you know?” 


“About the yelling?” 


“No, about me and Claire?” 


“I have camera’s in the foyer.” 


He tapped his phone, looking pleased with himself. After shutting my door, he spotted Tiffany and opened hers. 


“Feeling better, Tiff?” 


“You know how it is, Jacob.” 


“I certainly do.” 


I chuckled, imagining what readers of any memoir we might write would think of a billionaires home where spanking adults became part of its culture. Perhaps mom was right and we should open a commercial dungeon or fetish club somewhere. It would certainly help diversify GD’s portfolio. 


The drive to our campus slipped by like a meditation. The car’s interior was well soundproofed, comfortable and the drive into GD felt serene, filled with people watching opportunity and a time to reflect. 


“Are we here already?” 


“Yes sweetheart. I see a rental car in visitors’ parking. Your new VP of Marketing has arrived.” 


I turned to Jacob, kissed him and nodded at Tiffany that we should go. 


“I’ll leave you here then lover?” 


“I’ll float around and annoy people.” 


“They know who you are now. I had Andrew send out a photograph and your bio.” 


“Oh.” 


“I couldn’t let you remain a secret. Your medal transcends any access pass you might use. Everyone wants to talk with a war hero.” 


“Why couldn’t I just remain a secret?” 


“Because you are too important… to me, and for those people who work here. I made you VP of Special Projects.” 


“I’ve never had a title.” 


“You do now and a ring too.” 


I kissed Jacob, felt his hand squeeze mine and a look of warmth cross his face. 


“You’re in my parking space Jacob.” 


“Oh… do I have one of those too?” 


“Right next to mine.” 


He glanced sideways and saw the brass plaque on wooden signage with his title. 


“Thank you, Kate.” 


I left with Tiffany in tow. She seemed happier after the thrashing mom gave her which I guessed was considerable given the manner of her squirming on the back seat of Jacob’s car. 


“He adores you, Kate.” 


“The feeling is mutual, Tiff.” 


“I know. It’s easy to see. Does Jacob like me?” 


I slipped through an x-ray screening booth in the foyer, passing my bag, keys, and pens to a security assistant, nodding at Andrew who waited the other side for us. Tiffany’s question surprised me, so I drew her to one side out of the way for a quick chat, noticing Andrew moved within eavesdropping range. 


“Of course he does. Why would you ask something like that?” 


“I’ve been nothing but trouble to him.” 


I breathed in deeply, trying hard to choose my words carefully. Her confidence was shot and I seemed to be the buoy to which this drowning sailor was clinging to. 


“You’re too hard on yourself.” 


“I know.” 


“Lighten up and focus on the great things you’ve achieved.” 


“Such as?” 


“I’ve never been so well organized as now. You’ve got everyone at the car rental lot on their toes with no tardiness in submission of their reports and returns. Also, Andrew thinks you’re great.” 


He nodded, reaching out a hand to take hers, dragging her along because he was conscious, as I was of our time. They walked together, hand in hand, an older man who mentored a younger woman. 


“If I wasn’t a gay man I’d peel your clothes off and spank your cute ass cheeks right now Tiffany.” 


“Oh no, we’ve got work to do Andrew, and anyhow, I’m done dating in the office. Kate might sack you though if she’d like to do me a favor.” 


“You’re such a bitch Tiffany although I will commend you on those dating choices. I never eat where I shit.” 


We marched into my outer office where Andrew took control of the helm. He would brief my core staff on their imminent move to Granger estate while I met Hannah. Tiffany joined my Chief of Staff and as I watched them disappear into an adjoining meeting room, I thanked god the pair worked so well together and for me. 


I stopped at my inner office door and studied my old friend before she noticed me, looking her up and down, feeling a little envious at how little she’d changed in ten years. She was staring out of panorama windows at the impressive defense industrial giant campus my father built. 


“It costs so much to run, Hannah. That’s why I need more sales and multi-year contracts.” 


She spun on her heels and strode towards me, beaming like the cat that got the cream. 


“Hi Kate.” 


“Hello Hannah, you look great.” 


“You look much better than I do. It must be the new man you mentioned.” 


“Partly, yes… actually more than that, probably mostly because of Jacob.” 


“I can’t wait to meet him.” 


“I’m sure you’ll love him. Let’s sit down and catch up.” 


I used the capsule coffee machine, preparing two double espresso, adding a hint of sugar to Hannah’s. 


“Do you remember when we lived off these, Kate?” 


“I still do. Look… it’s none of my business and I ask through idle curiosity, but what happened between you and Daniel?” 


She stirred her coffee, gazing wistfully out of the windows before taking a sip and eyeballing me. 


“He wanted to swing, cuckold, hotwife, all of that and it wasn’t for me.” 


“Oh. You weren’t compatible then?” 


“Don’t get me wrong, I might have done it with the right guy, but Daniel went about it all wrong, started cheating and couldn’t have an honest discussion, so I left him buried balls deep in the neighbor. I think they’ll be very happy.” 


I held back my laughter until she grinned, then I couldn’t stop and neither could she. 


“I’ve been such a slut before coming here Kate.” 


“I want all the sordid details.” 


“I fucked six guys in two days, then had a lovely girl take me out for a whole night of romance.” 


“I didn’t know you liked girls.” 


“I do now. I’ll enjoy both together if I can.” 


“Okay, well try to be discrete while staying in the house, but once Jacob has your place ready, do as you please.” 


“Thank’s Kate.” 


A noise in my outer office drew my attention and I glanced, smiling broadly. 


“Look, speak of the devil and here he is.” 


I was surprised to see Jacob so soon after we parted and noticed a flicker of concern in an expression usually panic free. I stood up and greeted him with a hug and kiss on the cheek, whereupon he whispered. 


“We must leave now.” 


“Come and meet Hannah first.” 


His voice sounded urgent, so I knew something was afoot. Hannah and Jacob shook hands, exchanging brief pleasantries before he excused himself. 


“I’ll need to leave Hannah. You have the GPS coordinates for Granger Hall right?” 


“Yes, I can follow a SatNav.” 


“You never could before.” 


“Is it okay if I hang out here for a while Kate? Get a feel for the place.” 


“Of course.” 


Jacob waited in my outer office looking pensive. 


“What is it?” 


“We have visitors at the Hall. It’s the FBI.” 


“How do you know?” 


“My app blew up when a convoy of blacked out SUV hammered up the driveway ten minutes ago. They are heavily armed and not messing around.” 


“Okay, let’s go.” 


“What about Tiffany? Their meeting is still on.” 


“She can ride home with Hannah.” 


We got to the car almost in double quick time. My phone rang non-stop along the way but I wouldn’t answer until we reached the comfort and privacy of Jacob’s car whereupon I connected to his bluetooth system. 


“Hi mom.” 


“I’ve got the Sherriff here. He wants a word.” 


“Hi Sherriff, what can I help you with?” 


“Sorry to trouble you, Miss Kate, but I have some folks from Federal who want to talk with you. They have a warrant. I suggested they should wait for you, but they barged in and are turning the place upside down.” 


“What are they looking for?” 


“Unspecified. The lead agent is an arrogant ass, but there isn’t much I can do except facilitate his search and note the damage they are causing for a future claim.” 


Jacob’s face turned white. I disconnected the call and held his hand while he slung the car into corners, safely, but at speeds he wouldn’t ordinarily consider. 


“It’s the gold.” 


“We don’t know that Jacob. Let’s not speculate about anything.” 


We arrived at Granger’s Hall in half the usual time. The house was surrounded like an invasion force had assaulted us. By the number of vehicles, officers rushing around and their flashing lights, they clearly believed to have landed on the crime of the century. 


“What’s going on?” 


“Are you Kate Granger?” 


“Yes.” 


“I’m Special Agent Carter. We have a warrant.” 


His extreme arrogance and smug expression sparked me off, but I wouldn’t show it. 


“My lawyers will review all of that. If anything is out of place in our home when you’re done, we have CCTV and lots of money to sue. I’ll also broadcast the footage of your invasion and any misbehaving officers to the world.” 


His jaw dropped and face turned white with an angered expression shattering an otherwise arrogant confidence. Jacob moved closer, the Sheriff laughed hilariously, looking pleased I’d pushed back. 


“What are you looking for Carter?” 


“Special Agent Carter.” 


“Your title means nothing to me. I’ll cooperate, you’ll investigate, then we’ll part ways. Am I clear?” 


“I could arrest you.” 


“On suspicion of what?” 


“Gold smuggling.” 


“Ah, I see. Okay, let’s get to it.” 


“Can you open the safe inside?” 


“My fiancee can.” 


“Okay, do that and then we’ll see who’s eating humble pie.” 


“Don’t get sassy Carter. Just do your job.” 


He moved to grip my arm, but Jacob brushed it aside, eyeballing him. The FBI sensed danger and honestly, I saw the same thing, an ominous change in Jacob’s demeanor that reminded me of his past. 


“Arrest Kate, if you feel justified, otherwise don’t lay a finger on her.” 


He backed off, looking nervous, suddenly referring to a powers of arrest manual he barely remembered. 


Jacob reluctantly led the way to his office, with his eyes glancing in all directions trying to find a means for us to escape the search. In his office, I casually pointed at the safe. 


“Just open it Jacob. Let’s get this problem out of the way.” 


When he opened it, Jacob did well to contain his surprise, but Carter didn’t. 


“Where the fuck is the gold?” 


“What gold?” 


“The gold that was in this safe, Miss Granger.” 


“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 


“Show me the vault.” 


“Okay.” 


Mom and Jacob were on to me straight away, realizing I’d moved the gold. They played good parts, acting like innocents when we opened the vault where Carter’s disappointment and anger magnified. 


“I know you have stolen gold stashed somewhere.” 


“You look foolish Carter. The Sheriff here might arrest you for bothering us if you don’t leave soon or conclude with an apology.” 


“We got a tip off.” 


“Really? And what credibility does that have right now? Where is the gold you believed was here?” 


“It was buried treasure, stolen from The Philippines by your father. The gold was part of a Japanese treasure haul.” 


I held my hands up, knowing everything was caught on camera and could be used later as evidence if I chose. 


“You came here looking for stolen treasure?” 


“Well… yes.” 


“Are you done now? Would you like to dig up the estate? I’m sure we have a pirate’s hat somewhere. Maybe someone could fetch you a parrot, crutch, and eye-patch.” 


The Sheriff definitely was fed up and looked embarrassed but somewhat pleased, ushering a very foolish-looking agent and his colleagues out of our house. 


I stood at our front door with Jacob’s arm wrapped around my waist, waving more sarcastically than I should at the FBI trucks when they passed by leaving. 


“I think you have some explaining to do Kate.” 


“You aren’t the only one full of surprises, fiancee.” 



Chapter Thirty-Six

A Lover's Mission

◆◆◆

Jacob’s Point Of View 


The FBI team looked sullen as they traipsed away from the house, almost to the point of expressing open contempt for Kate. I wasn’t about to let Carter have a parting shot at her, so I escorted him to his vehicle, making sure he felt intimidated. 


“What are you doing buddy?” 


“Kicking you off our estate.” 


“I’m FBI.” 


“Yes, that’s true. You’re an FBI guy who fucked up.” 


“What do you mean?” 


“You should probably think carefully about how you’ll explain this failed raid to your bosses.” 


“I had a solid tip-off. We were justified.” 


“Ah look buddy, you were rude to my fiancee so get in your truck and fuck off before I create an even bigger problem for you. I’m sure a few of your guys would love watching me kick your arrogant ass up and down this parking lot.” 


He was stuck with Hobson’s choice, so Carter got in his vehicle and ignored me while his driver turned their SUV around and headed off 


I returned to Kate and Catherine smiling and nodding as though nothing much was afoot. 


“What did you say to him, Jacob?” 


“I just told Carter to have a nice day while making sure he knew the shortest route to get off the estate.” 


“He’s following the Sheriff who has been here dozens of times.” 


“You can never be too sure sweetheart.” 


Kate wasn’t convinced, but she smiled wryly knowing there were times and situations that had to be dealt with the Jacob way. 


I glanced at my phone and saw a proximity alert from woodlands on the outer edge of Granger’s estate. I kept my screen out of sight from the others not to panic them and because the detection was far enough away to not be an immediate problem. 


Kate was still in an excitable state, watching our Sheriff's department and the FBI vehicles’ dust cloud as they left Granger’s Estate with their tails between their legs. I’d stay around long enough to get a rough explanation of what just happened from Kate, then leave to find my intruder. 


Catherine’s relief was palpable and I noticed a tense expression eased immeasurably. She gawped at her daughter with both hands outstretched, palms facing upwards, undoubtedly requiring an explanation for the disappearance of a fortune in gold. 


I’d already figured out what happened. 


“You moved the gold Kate, right?” 


“This morning in a horse box, yes. Any other vehicle would have been invaded by Jacob and his SWAT team.” 


“You got me out of the way too and executed your cunning plan while we were at GD?” 


She looked cute and thrilled by herself. 


“Are you impressed by my machinations Jacob?” 


“You outfoxed me, but in my defense, I was up against a double agent.” 


“Plausible deniability, sweetheart. Mom was in town and you were sighted by at least one hundred GD employees when the heist was going on. Your security codes were used to access several departments on the campus. If anyone discovers me, you both and everyone else will be in the clear with very sound alibi’s.” 


“And what about you, Kate?” 


“I’m in the crosshairs for this one alone darling.” 


“Why?” 


“Because I inherited GD and with all the wealth comes any problems daddy couldn’t solve. I can’t allow anyone else to become embroiled in this issue.” 


“I would have helped willingly.” 


“I know Jacob, and that’s why I worked so hard to exclude you.” 


She eyed me, pleading that I didn’t agree with her. The signs in her body language were evident, but I would raise the matter again at the right moment because Kate’s safety was compromised. 


“Where is the gold now?” 


“By now it will be on an aircraft heading towards the United Arab Emirates. By the time it arrives there, the bullion will have been legitimized and can be banked.” 


“How did you get it past US customs?” 


“A friendly Arab prince from my college days with diplomatic immunity and a big private jet.” 


“Okay, that sounds like a great plan.” 


“And Jacob… as a bonus GD gets a nice order for main battle tanks, discounting slightly for private jet air miles and a friend's rate.” 


“I don’t know how the hell you came up with this plan Kate.” 


“There is an alternative financial system that moves money around the world. Governments use the system as frequently as criminals do. I knew how to access it and have friends who will turn a blind eye.” 


I felt angry, struggled to contain it, blurting out my frustration before I could can it. 


“Fucking hell Kate, you’ve really played fast and loose with your liberty here.” 


“Don’t get testy with me please, Jacob.” 


Catherine turned white as a sheet, almost running into the house. I knew she’d be relieved that Richard’s problem would finally be off her hands but the Machiavellian manner in which Kate conceived of and executed her plan was a difficult approach to deal with. 


“You broke the law, Kate.” 


“I hope we won’t fall out over this. You’ll learn soon enough that ‘so called’ financial capital’s around the world are arbiters and organizers of the most corrupt systems humanity ever conceived of.” 


“All bankers are corrupt now?” 


“Not all. I’d say many banking heads and owners likely are. They collude with politicians all the time. Bribes are paid, money gets moved around, and contracts are awarded. It happens. Look at Goldman Sachs and the 1MDB scandal in Malaysia.” 


“It’s still illegal.” 


“In my mothers’ hands the money will do a great deal of good for many people. I stand by what I did.” 


“I’m more concerned about your safety, Kate. Carter might have got here a day early and then where would you be?” 


“Carter was always going to be here a day late Jacob because it was me who tipped him off.” 


“Holy shit, why? I don’t understand.” 


“Because after this failed FBI raid, any gold my family may or may not have hidden away for decades is either ridiculous legend, malicious gossip or disproven by a police investigation.” 


I thought about it for a moment, realizing Kate had executed the only viable strategy other than coming clean and having the treasure impounded, probably lost. 


“I’m sorry I snapped at you.” 


“Your only concern was for me Jacob. Let’s move on. You probably should go and identify who is wandering around in our woods, though.” 


“You saw that alert?” 


“Like you sweetheart, I see everything.” 


“Okay, I’m off to do some tracking, then.” 


“I’ll bet it’s poachers.” 


“I’m sure it is.” 


I knew it wasn’t poachers. When laying down my camera and motion sensor system there was a single ten meter stretch of vulnerability caused by an ‘S’ bend in the main road four miles away. A sliver of woodland wasn’t covered by my security system until almost a mile into the estate. 


Whoever breached our perimeter to that extent knew exactly what they were doing. I’d planned for this eventuality and knew how to deal with the situation. 


It wouldn’t be an armed intruder because there was no need for any assassin to visit Granger Hall. Eventually, whoever it was wandering about unauthorized would get picked up by my security response team, but I wanted to deal with this intruder personally, needing to exercise my darker side, Carter having pissed me off and all. 


I suspected a nosy neighbor, private investigator, or journalist snooping around for a story. 


I jogged a couple of miles through pasture and light woodland, closing in on the only route my intruder could have taken given the density of forest and some open grassland they would avoid. 


When I reached a choke point through which my target must pass, I stood with my back against a tree, waiting for telltale signs of someone coming my way. 


They were good, making sure not to walk noisily through brush or dead leaves, taking their time, advancing cautiously. When the intruder was about twenty meters away, I guessed by a heavy footfall that it was a man and not a small one either. 


When I stepped out, he shit a brick. 


“Can I help you?” 


“Argh fuck! I wasn’t expecting you man.” 


French. 


“This is private land friend, but I guess you already knew that.” 


“Yes, I’m sorry. You probably know already about a ten-meter section of woodland along the road not covered by your CCTV.” 


“Yes, I do.” 


“Nice job on the motion sensors. I didn’t see the one that got me.” 


“You weren’t meant to.” 


“Well, you’re here and I’m caught, so obviously you know what you’re doing. I’m Renoir by the way.” 


“I’m Jacob.” 


“Are you British Special Forces?” 


“Royal Marines.” 


“Ahh, very good soldiers, Jacob.” 


“You’re Special Forces too.” 


“I was once 1st Marine Infantry Parachute Regiment.” 


“Another great unit, Renoir.” 


We had a stand-off. Renoir’s body language wasn’t threatening which pleased me because he was a big guy and we’d do each other a lot of damage in a fight. 


“So… Renoir. Will you keep me guessing, or could you explain why you are enjoying a walk around our woods?” 


“I came to see someone, Jacob.” 


“Why not use the driveway?” 


“I wouldn’t have got a mile up there and anyway, I saw a bunch of cops heading in earlier so I thought-.” 


“You’d use the distraction to your advantage, and hide out in the tree line until the cops left, then toddle down to the house where you could introduce yourself?” 


Claude snorted and covered his mouth to avoid seeming rude. His eyes were mischievous and he grinned at me nodding like a kid who’d been caught out, but in the most friendly manner. 


“Only you British toddle though, Jacob. We French do not.” 


“What do French people do?” 


“We flâner, Jacob. It means to wander aimlessly. It makes us seem magical and enigmatic.” 


“Ah, so you toddle in French, then?” 


“Yes, that’s exactly it.” 


We both laughed and I was sure Renoir wasn’t intending anyone harm, but he still hadn’t been clear about his presence. I smiled, kept my hands and body posture open, posing no threat until I needed to. We eyeballed one another and I felt a killing instinct surge, loving every moment of our encounter. 


“But you weren’t wandering aimlessly though Claude. You deliberately searched for a vulnerability, found one, and now, here we are.” 


“Yes, Jacob. Here we are. I wonder, could you take me in a fight?” 


“Men like us always wonder about that when meeting one another.” 


“Could you though?” 


“Do I need to, Renoir?” 


“Nah, I’m just having fun. I haven’t enjoyed the company of another dangerous man for a long time. You’re a big guy, Jacob, and I see death lives casually in your eyes.” 


“I see the same thing in you, Renoir.” 


He turned deadly serious for a moment and I saw the killer beyond a friendly face with his painted on smile. 


“Do the things you’ve done keep you awake at night Jacob? They do for me.” 


“Sometimes, but I have the love of a good woman who fills the dark abyss and nightmares that combat missions created.” 


He wagged a finger at me, grinning broadly, as though a nail were struck on its head and his problem would be easily solved by replicating my solution. 


“I like you Jacob. Perhaps we could be friends… what do you think?” 


“Maybe, but I’m still waiting to know how I might help you right now, Renoir.” 


“I need the same thing you have, Jacob.” 


“Peace of mind?” 


“And the love of a good, kind woman.” 


“In whom at Granger Hall is your loving interest?” 


“Hannah.” 


“Ahh.” 


“You know her Jacob? Is Hannah here?” 


His eyes lit up and I saw a genuine friendliness in Renoir’s expression when I confirmed by a nod that Hannah might be nearby. It was the oddest way to get to meet a woman, so I assumed the connection between them wasn’t a familiar one. 


“She hasn’t actually arrived at the estate but will do soon this evening. Since you clearly know her, can I ask if Hannah’s expecting you?” 


He leaned back against the tree, gazing up through the forest canopy at a clear blue sky. He nodded his head a few times, then shook it and I saw uncertainty in his waning smile. 


“Not exactly expecting me… no.” 


“What then Renoir? For fuck’s sake, I’m praying for you to win here. Give me something that justifies me taking you down to the house. How do you know Hannah?” 


“I’m sorry Jacob, I cannot say.” 


I was frustrated because Renoir was a comrade, as all military on the same side consider one another to be. It would be nice to help him but not if that gave Hannah an unexpected fright. 


“I’ll make a pact with you Renoir.” 


“I appreciate your support however much that might be Jacob.” 


“I’ll call my fiancee. She knows your love interest and will convey a message. If Hannah wants to see you, we’ll walk down to the house, sharing our bullshit stories for a while until we meet the ladies.” 


“And if Hannah rejects me?” 


“You’ll leave peacefully and tell nobody about my ten-meter problem.” 


“I would tell no one anyway my friend.” 


He thought about it for a cool minute, figuring out his various options. 


“We have an accord, Jacob.” 


He offered me his hand, we shook on it and Renoir sat down on the forest floor with his back against a tree. I followed suit, choosing the largest tree opposite. 


I withdrew a phone from my woodsman’s jacket pocket, speed dialing Kate who answered immediately with a slightly panicked tone of voice. 


“Are you alright darling?” 


“Of course Kate. Why wouldn’t I be?” 


“Sorry, I just worried about you. Why did you call? Did you catch our intruder?” 


“I’m with him now. I have you on loudspeaker, so he can hear everything we say to one another. We have a favor to ask.” 


“Who is we?” 


“Renoir and me.” 


“Go ahead and ask your favor fiancee. You sound like a couple of kids playing with marbles who want to stay out late.” 


“Our friend wants to meet Hannah.” 


“Does he know her?” 


“Yes.” 


“How?” 


“He’s too much of a gentleman to say.” 


Renoir nodded appreciatively at me, smiling. 


“What does he want?” 


“He just wants to meet Hannah. If she says no, he’ll leave peacefully and never return.” 


“Okay, what does he look like?” 


“He’s an extraordinarily handsome man like me, of similar height and very polite. His French accent drips like honey on toast.” 


“You sound as though you like him, Jacob.” 


“I do.” 


“Are you planning to run away together?” 


Renoir laughed, placing both hands together and with fingertips touching just below his lips he mouthed the words thank you. 


“Let’s just say, I’m hopeful he gets a positive outcome, Kate.” 


“What’s his name?” 


“Ren-.” 


Renoir waved urgently at me to prevent my saying his name. I held a hand over my phone and leaned forwards. 


“What’s up Renoir?” 


“Hannah will know me as Claude. I am Claude Renoir.” 


I returned to the open microphone. 


“His name is Claude Renoir and I’m getting a love vibe.” 


“Okay, Jacob. I’ll call Hannah right away and ask her.” 


“Love you, Kate.” 


“I love you too, Jacob.” 


The call disconnected and I stared back at Claude. He smiled, looking like a man chancing his luck, hoping a girl liked him and was likely to be devastated if she didn’t. 


“You didn’t have to be so amenable towards me, Jacob.” 


“You gave me no reason to be rude.” 


“I like you man.” 


“Let’s hope Hannah likes you, then maybe we’ll become friends for longer than an hour.” 


It didn’t take long before a message flashed up on my phone. I opened Kate’s chat box and turned the phone around for Claude to read. 


Claude is very welcome to visit Granger Hall. Chef is setting an extra place for dinner. 


He looked like a gold medal winner at the Olympics and leaped up, shaking my hand vigorously. 


“I owe you big time Jacob.” 


“I’m glad you won this round, Claude. Let’s walk and talk.” 


By the time we reached Granger Hall, Claude and I had established we’d attended Jungle Warfare training school in Brunei together. He was taught in a different squad to me, so we never saw one another to the extent of achieving permanent recognition. Mostly, we were all covered in camouflage cream and stank of shit for a month. 


When we walked down the grassy hill towards home, I saw Kate standing at the front door with Hannah. When she spotted Claude, our new VP of Marketing sprinted the fifty or so meter gap, launching herself into his arms, wrapping both legs around his waist. 


“You really came for me Claude?” 


“How could I not?” 


“Oh wow, I’m so thrilled and happy to see you.” 


She kissed him on the neck, cheeks, and lips while squealing delightedly. Claude looked at me grinning comically and like a man in lust and love. Hannah paused, planted her cheek against his, staring sideways at me. 


“Can Claude stay for longer than just dinner please, Jacob?” 


“Why are you asking me?” 


“Kate says you run the estate and all house guests are to be cleared through you.” 


Her face begged me like a teenage girl imploring her father when asked out on a date by a boy she liked. 


“Of course Claude can stay. I’ll arrange a room for him right away.” 


She looked at me in utter amazement with her mouth agape, not knowing what to say next. I held my best poker face, but it was the same one Kate declared many times to be a poor winning hand. 


Eventually, Hannah’s eyes narrowed, and she grinned at me. 


“Are you teasing me, Jacob?” 


“Of course I am. Claude can stay for as long as you want.” 


I left them to catch up while strolling the rest of the way down to Kate. It was early evening and we’d had a long day, so I almost fell into her arms, completely exhausted but infinitely overjoyed that I had a woman who loved me to hold on to. 


“What’s the story here, Jacob?” 


“Claude is a man in love. Who am I to stand in the way of that?” 


“This is why I love you so much, Jacob.” 


“Why Kate? Because I let strangers into the house contrary to my job description.” 


“No sweetheart, because you understand people and how to treat everyone with respect.” 



Chapter Thirty-Seven

A Bright Dawn

◆◆◆

Jacob had a rough night filled with bad dreams. Each time he shouted out and thrashed around with flailing arms almost violently, sweating profusely in our bed, I woke up. 


I straddled Jacob immediately, holding my beloved fiancee tight, rocking him back and forth while sat in his lap, with both legs wrapped around his waist. 


My encapsulation of Jacob calmed him as he sobbed, half in and out of sleep. He whispered Natalia’s name repeatedly, in abject heartbreak and I knew we needed to make the trip I promised soon, laying to rest a ghost to whom my fiancee was connected. 


By morning, I felt exhausted but still woke before him. As I snuggled close with my head on his chest, roaming around his body with a lazy hand, I felt Jacob’s delightful morning wood and decided to get his day off to the best possible start. 


I peeled back his foreskin, enjoying a pungent aroma. Not wishing to consume it after nearly eight hours of sleep, I cleaned the rapidly engorging glans with a lemon cleaning wipe before partaking. 


The bitter flavor hit from cleaning when I sucked Jacob’s cock was soon diminished, replaced by a copious flow of backed up salty pre-cum waiting to be enjoyed by me. I slurped my way, bobbing a determined head up and down his cock noisily, hoping the sound might be the first thing he heard. 


As I sucked Jacob’s cock, wanking its shaft with a consistent stroke and weight, his fingers rifled gently through my hair. 


“Good morning sweetheart.” 


“Good morning. I can’t speak while I’m eating, Jacob.” 


“Thank you for taking care of me last night. I don’t remember much except you being there constantly. It must have been exhausting.” 


You’re worth every bit. 


I continued wanking and sucking my fiancee’s cock while he rested back on a pillow, cherishing an early morning delectation. I enjoyed when his cock slightly blocked my windpipe, challenging a technique that was improving gradually the more I sucked Jacob off. 


When he tapped my head three times, I was prepared and sucked his cock harder while wanking it faster, emptying his semen inside my mouth in several hot ropes. 


Once his cock stopped twitching and every drop of semen was decanted into my mouth, I swallowed and cleaned diligently before laying back, smiling at my boyfriend. 


“Now we can discuss anything you like.” 


“You missed your period for two days, Kate.” 


“I know.” 


Fucking hell, you don’t miss much any more. 


“You could test now.” 


“I know that too. I’m not sure you being an expert in women’s menstrual cycles is such a good idea for me.” 


“Are you scared to test?” 


“Of course. I’m terrified, actually.” 


“Then don’t do it. We can wait and let nature announce our pregnancy when it's ready.” 


I felt an enormous relief having believed I’d carried the burden alone. I might have known Jacob would look for signs of my period and be there with a cushion or foot massage, but this time he hadn’t offered, knowing as I did that this might be our time. 


“Oh Jacob, I don’t know what I’d do without you.” 


“I feel the same way. Have you been late before Kate?” 


“Never, but with all the recent stress, dad’s passing, a GD takeover, and the gold, it’s possible those things might have disrupted my period.” 


“Maybe you could wait a couple more days to see what happens.” 


“I’d prefer doing that, Jacob.” 


I had a busy day ahead, orientating Hannah to her new role, introducing key staff coming down from GD campus for my meeting, involving mom and praying Jacob could make sense of and find something useful for Claude to do. 


“Mom abhors slovenly people, honey.” 


“If you’re thinking about Claude, I’ll chat to him later. He might be very useful if he wants to stick around.” 


“You really like him, don’t you?” 


“Yeah. We have similar backgrounds and he has a laissez faire sense of humor that I really like.” 


“Hopefully Hannah likes him too.” 


“You’ll find out at breakfast, Kate. I’m sure she will confide in you.” 


“I’m sure Claude will do the same with you sweetheart.” 


I smiled cutely, knowing Jacob would not ask for, or be told any lewd details but his snippets of information would be far more relevant to understanding Claude the man, rather than how he came to be in Hannah’s life. 


“Are we training today? Your race meeting is this weekend, so we could go for a slow jog just to limber up and keep everything moving.” 


“I’m not racing. I can join another event next month as a feeder to the State Championships.” 


“Perfect. We’ll have a rest day then.” 


Jacob knew I wasn’t in the right frame of mind to compete, but said nothing, demonstrating once again his capacity to support me without making a fuss. Potential pregnancy gnawed at my soul as it does any woman waiting pensively to discover what nature has in store for them. 


I rolled over in our bed, still facing Jacob, smiled at him, winked and nodded in a direction away from our bedroom. 


“Fetch me whichever paddle you’d like to be flayed with this morning and meet me on the patio, darling.” 


“By your command, m’lady.” 


He leaped out of bed and sprinted from the bedroom to our dungeon. I knew he’d select the second largest wooden paddle with drilled holes because it was the perfect stroke weight and slap area to send Jacob into an ecstatic meditative state. 


As we watched the sunrise from our patio with Jacob perfectly set across my knee, I gave my beloved a maintenance spanking he would feel all day. If anyone heard us, we didn’t care because love should never be constrained by other people’s sensibilities. 


After we showered, Jacob and I joined an ever-increasing number of breakfast diners at the most delicious buffet. It was like busy truck-stop and everyone was chatting excitedly. I was somewhat relieved that introductions were already made and it seemed Hannah with her swain in tow had made friends. 


Mom saw me and diverted from her route back to the table carrying a plate of crispy maple streaky bacon and fresh blueberry pancakes. 


While we chatted, I purloined a rasher of bacon from her plate, enjoying its crunchy texture and deep smoked maple flavor. Mom looked thrilled. 


“It’s so nice to have the house full up again, Kate.” 


“It’s hardly full mom.” 


“You know what I mean. It’s so vibrant in here and that darling French man looks and sounds good enough to eat.” 


“You stick to eating the bacon and pancakes, mom. I can’t have Hannah leave because you stole Claude.” 


“No, well… I can’t wait for the grandkids sweetheart. I’m guessing the first will be along in about nine months, then?” 


She smiled suggestively, nodding down at her plate. When I looked at what caught her attention, a feeling of horror mixed with joy rose like butterflies from my stomach. 


“You always hated maple infused smoked bacon dear. It’s something you would never eat from childhood until this day, and that’s the second rasher of mine that you’ve munched through, with no signs of easing off.” 


I smiled at mom, the fear of discovery having been quenched inside me. 


“Can you give me a minute please mom?” 


“Of course darling… oh, and my lips are sealed.” 


I was gone for ten minutes, returning to find a confused and worried looking Jacob part way through his second triple espresso. He kissed me when I joined him at the table, glancing suspiciously at my plate piled high with bacon. I passed him something and whispered before he could ask any questions. 


“Read the note first.” 


He carefully unraveled the note, reading what I’d written. Jacob stared at the pregnancy test, and saw its positive plus sign, then looked at me with tears in his eyes. I felt elated and wanted to cry too but since I’d written please let’s keep it to ourselves on my note, I squeezed back tears of joy. 


Mom had been eyeing both of us carefully and smiled. I placed a finger to my lips and she nodded. She would hold her silence on the matter, but Jacob was falling apart beside me. He politely excused himself to mom and I before leaving the room, hastily followed by me. 


Thankfully, a raucous discussion about nothing important ensued among the other diners, and our disappearance went unnoticed. In the foyer of our home, Jacob spun around looking overjoyed with more tears streaming down his cheeks. He carefully lifted me up high, gazing into my eyes with wonder and love. 


“This is the happiest day of my life, Kate.” 


“Mine too, but why are you crying?” 


“I’m happy and worried.” 


“Worried about what?” 


“My mental health affliction. Could that be passed on to our child?” 


“PTSD isn’t hereditary Jacob so please don’t think that.” 


He hugged me again and I melted into my baby’s daddy. I felt arms wrap tightly around both of us and saw my mother smiling like a benevolent matriarch. She kissed us on the cheeks several times, basking together with us in a moment of joy. 


“You two get off to your apartment before anyone figures out this secret and I’ll have chef send some breakfast and coffee up.” 


“Lot’s of bacon please mom.” 


We ensconced ourselves in the apartment for an hour, cuddling, crying, pacing the room, discussing nursery colors, horse allocation, and schools. 


“I think it’s time we did some work, Jacob.” 


“I agree darling. This is so exciting, though. Should I tell my mom and dad?” 


“Umm oh Christ… I don’t know. Ahh, I think you have to because it’s not fair my mom knows and they don’t, but you must explain how early on this is.” 


“Don’t worry, I shall.” 


We went our separate ways although it was obvious to me by the way Jacob reluctantly released my fingers from his that he would have preferred we spend the day together. 


When I strolled outside the front of our house to take in some fresh air, I saw the Sheriff’s car leaving with my mom waving him off. 


“Was our Sheriff here to apologize for the disruption?” 


“Not exactly… well not at all really. He wanted me to tell you, well played.” 


“Oh, what for?” 


“You know what for. He was also here to collect a cheque for the municipality workers pension fund. I thought it a good use of our foundation money.” 


“That’s the first bit of good dad’s gold has done.” 


“I’ve also signed off a contribution to fully fund an outreach program providing polio vaccines for babies in Bataan province, Philippines.” 


“Wow, you’ve been busy mom.” 


“It feels refreshing to do positive things, and I think Richard would approve.” 


“Definitely. Dad would love it.” 


“Where are you going, Kate?” 


“For a stroll and some fresh air. I need time to think.” 


“Don’t tell him I said this, but Jacob has a tracker on you.” 


“I know mom. If it satisfies him to keep me safe, it pleases me too.” 


“Does he know that you know?” 


“Of course not.” 


I could still hear mom laughing when I reached the treeline. I’d have a three minutes head start maximum before Jacob was somewhere in the forest tracking me. 


No other boyfriend would have dared track my movements, but Jacob’s need to keep me safe came from the best possible place in his heart. 


We were also in a unique situation whereby my safety was no longer guaranteed. I smiled, playing the game of hide-and-seek, hoping I might detect him before he crept up on me. 


When Jacob innocently popped out on the trail in front of me with his best fancy-seeing-you-here expression, I feigned surprise too. He approached, hugged like we hadn’t seen one another for a month, and kissed me on the lips. 


“I might as well join you if that’s okay, Kate?” 


“Of course sweetheart.” 


We walked together for awhile, hand in hand, enjoying the early morning sun splitting a heavy tree canopy, casting yellow rays that danced on the forest floor. Squirrels were out in force and rabbits were everywhere. I felt closer to nature, as many pregnant mothers do, already brooding and fearful that might harm my razor edge in the office. 


“If we have a daughter, how protective will you be of her, Jacob?” 


“Well, I’m not sure, Kate.” 


“Have you given any thought to a daughter or son?” 


“Any boyfriends will need to know how accurate I am with a pistol and knife.” 


“If only I could be certain that were a joke.” 


“As a trained sniper I can’t see me ever losing that skill, so any potential suitors to either gender of our children would need to understand I could take them with a head shot from at least five hundred yards and probably hit their centre of mass from eight hundred.” 


“Oh Jacob. You’ll be such a fine father.” 


“We’ll have a great family Kate.” 


I turned us around, clamped tightly onto Jacob’s arm, resting my head on his shoulder, traipsing through and kicking up dry dead leaves. I felt carefree but knew that given the struggles and challenges at GD, a new crisis loomed. 


Back at our house I went straight to the top floor and into a makeshift conference room Andrew and Tiffany had conjured into existence by collusion with Jacob. It was next to my fiancee’s now defunct sweatshop gym which had served him little purpose once realizing he could no longer train with or enjoy lewd glances at my ass wearing yoga pants. 


The key directors of GD’s business had joined my close-knit team, so the meeting comprised sixteen of my best and most trusted staff. Once stood at the head of my improvised conference room table, it was time to drop a bombshell, regardless how much I desperately wanted to avoid it. 


“GD must make personnel cuts.” 


If ever a statement would kill a management team meeting, mine was it. They stared at me with fear dancing through their eyes like a wild fire raging across dry prairie. 


There was no easy way to break bad news. 


I let my words sink in, so they could imagine worst-case scenarios before I allayed some of that fear. The only sound in the room was my coffee, slid across the table by Andrew who, having been at GD the longest, seemed the most dejected. 


“We’re carrying too much dead wood, and that has to be curtailed. Our spending must focus on winning new business and conducting value adding research and development.” 


I felt like a corporate drone, throwing people onto the scrap heap because a spreadsheet told me to. 


“We won’t make redundancies.” 


“How then?” 


Andrew never feared asking the difficult questions having done so as my father’s aide-de-camp. 


“We’ll focus on middle managers, upskill and reskill everyone. It won’t be an easy exercise in change management, but we’ll do it to save the life’s blood of the company.” 


“You said they were dead wood.” 


“Yes, but only because they are in the wrong job. GD must start doing the right things rather than doing things right.” 



Chapter Thirty-Eight

The Spark Of Life

◆◆◆

Jacob’s Point Of View. 


Kate’s pregnancy was the only matter occupying my thoughts, day, or night. As I sat on a hillside overlooking Granger Hall reflecting, I felt lifted. All aspects of my life had meshed into a blissful outcome. 


I was perfectly aligned with my fiancee, looking forward to marriage and a baby. 


Admittedly, my PTSD was still a nagging issue, but my beloved Sierra was such a boost, even that problem seemed to fade. I had to choose a couple of puppies soon, but with a baby coming, that choice was changing daily. Catherine’s original plan for me had changed somewhat and we’d begun discussing German short-haired Pointers. A hunting breed with great loyalty for their owners. 


“Are you okay honey?” 


I spun around, absolutely stunned by Kate’s sudden and silent appearance. 


“I didn’t hear you.” 


“Ah, you see. Perhaps I could become a Royal Marine like you.” 


“They wouldn’t have a uniform to fit you in a few months’ time.” 


Kate sat down on the grass beside me, elbowing my ribs while giggling. She looked conspiratorial and now fully awakened from my day dream, I sensed someone else was nearby. 


“Claude, you can come out now.” 


Rustling leaves behind me, much closer than I’d thought, signaled my new friend’s appearance. He gave up on surreptitious crawling towards me and stood up. 


“Ah, Jacob. You knew I was nearby?” 


“Kate couldn’t sneak up on me without help approaching from behind and you are the only other person who knows how to crawl silently through these woods, so you had to be somewhere nearby. You got very close, though. Respect buddy.” 


“You aren’t expecting any enemy here, Jacob. It’s your home and so quite easy to sneak up when a man feels safe and doesn’t know from where his foe will come from.” 


Claude sat down on the other side of me, shook my hand as was his habit, beaming warmly. We’d had little contact since the day of our impromptu meeting in the woods, snatching ten minute conversations here and there. One slightly longer chat about his future intentions suggested the former French Special Forces man wanted to stick around Granger Hall. 


“Such a beautiful home you have here Kate.” 


“It’s almost perfect since Jacob arrived. Our family and friends are the icing on a homely cake. I can’t imagine Claire, Tiffany, Hannah and you not sharing breakfast every morning.” 


Kate leaned her head onto my shoulder, linking our arms. Claude realized we needed a private moment and stood up again, smiling at both of us before nodding as though he approved of our love. 


“Hannah needs me.” 


“I’m, sure she does, buddy.” 


Kate giggled, holding on to me more tightly. I waited until Claude was out of sight, then hauled her on top as I rolled over onto my back. 


“I love you and our baby.” 


“Me too, Jacob.” 


“You love you and our baby too?” 


“You know what I meant.” 


She kissed me as though reaffirming the absolute love that drove me to be a better man. Kate was all woman and right now, she wanted to be fucked, whimpering like a wanton whore while our tongues sparked each other's libido. I lifted her knee-length skirt hem, gripping both ass cheeks through the lacy fabric of my favorite French knickers. 


“You’ll be wearing mine soon, Kate.” 


“Oh Jacob, you must learn to restrain these quips about my size once our baby grows. The hand that swings a wooden paddle gets the final word in our relationship.” 


“Hmm… you wore a skirt this evening. Could it be you came here with a purpose in mind?” 


“You know why I’m wearing a skirt sweetheart now get on with it and take care of business.” 


Using both forefingers and thumbs, I peeled Kate’s knickers down her thighs and past both knees, enjoying how she wriggled to help me while crushing my cock. She crawled along my body to slip the lacy underwear off her feet, reaching down, and collecting them before dropping the sensually aromatic fabric on my face. 


I sniffed deeply, enjoying the light fragrance of an aroused fiancee while Kate unbuckled, unbuttoned, and unzipped my jeans, tearing them down far enough to release my stiff cock. 


“Oh wow, that feels so good Kate.” 


“I’m so fucking wet, fiancee. I worried about leaking through my knickers before finding you up here. I may have to tag your clothing the same way you have done on mine.” 


“It feels so nice to be buried deep inside you.” 


I changed the subject and she knew it. If Kate had any idea how many trackers I’d deployed she might flay me alive. 


She sat high up as though enjoying a tawdry throne with her fingers rifling seductively through gorgeous long locks of hair that perfectly caught the waning sunlight. It was unlikely anyone would see us and even if they did, there was very little naked flesh to titillate. We were just two sweethearts enjoying a warm sunset while making love. 


“I feel your pussy clenching my cock so tightly.” 


“Its such a big cock sweetie, and so hard not to squeeze. Just think for a moment, our baby is inside there.” 


I stared at Kate’s belly imagining a developing embryo in which we’d sparked life together. As my fingers reached out, tracing a line back and forth softly, I felt proud of that immense achievement, hoping I would live up to the challenges of fatherhood. 


Kate pulled my knees up and leaned back, placing her palms on top of them. When she raised her pussy, sliding gently up my cock, I saw how creamy her arousal had become. She saw me looking and raised both eyebrows, smirking naughtily. 


“I got bored and horny while in my last shitty meeting of the day. I searched for you and found Claude who knew where you were and I needed a bull, so here I am.” 


“I’m a lucky man. Claude is a great friend.” 


“I’ll need another nice, gentle fucking later too Jacob, perhaps even some tongue if you don’t mind.” 


“Is it your hormones?” 


“Partly, but mostly it’s because I love you.” 


She rode my cock carefully and gently, making sure her pussy slid up and down every millimeter. Kate groaned, frowned, and looked immensely satisfied every time she bottomed out on my shaft, rocking back and forth, grinding her clitoris into my shaven pubic bone. 


My body tingled in love, lust, and from the incredible feeling of an overwhelmingly lovable woman who’d wrapped me in a cocoon from the day of my disciplinary interview. 


“Am I sufficiently serving a purpose, honey?” 


“You’re like a scratching post for a kitten, Jacob.” 


“So glad to be of service to your pussy.” 


“Give me a nice oil change please, darling.” 


I gently cupped Kate’s ass cheeks in both palms, curling her up and down using powerful biceps so she could gather pace fucking me. I watched the thin pink seal around my fiancee’s pussy extend, dragging slowly behind when she ascended up my cock, tightening as she clenched hard forcing more cream down my shaft when sliding back down. 


Her orgasm was a tumult of emotions that tore across Kate’s loving face and I saw sparks showering in her glazed-over eyes that stared deep into my soul, seeking truth. Kate’s body shuddered like the ground around an erupting volcano as she desperately beckoned her orgasm. 


She pumped my cock harder, faster, and with huge joy writ large on her face, sliding up and down like a queen using her manservant. I imagined the throne room in a palace overlooking a pyramid with me being summoned to satisfy my goddess queen. 


I smelled raw nature exuding from the forest and meadow as though mother nature were cheering us on to reach an imaginary sexual finishing line where we might cross together as a testimony to her majesty. 


The waves of pleasure hit Kate hard and her lips trembled against mine when she leaned forwards to kiss while clenching the powerful pussy walls that massaged my cock buried deep inside. She nibbled my ear and pulled clumps of hair almost to the point of pain, wringing out every tremor of a massive climax. 


“It’s your turn, Jacob.” 


“I held on for you.” 


“I know. Thank you, baby. You’re such a selfless lover.” 


She rode my cock again, sitting bolt upright, eyeballing me with all the love in the world radiating in every direction. Kate’s eyes pleaded with me to fill her womb with my semen, and I loved that desperation we felt about each other. As she rose up and down my cock, churning and creaming, all my hopes and dreams literally lay inside her. 


“I’m cumming, Kate.” 


“I know. I can feel the heat and your seed surging inside me.” 


She clenched her pussy walls hard, rocking back and forth milking me dry, stopping only when I held my hands up, begging her to ease back. When Kate collapsed into my arms I held on like she was a ledge on the fiftieth floor of a building. 


When she relaxed, I did too and we kissed, two hearts aflame, entwined and burning like the sun that just dipped away, saluting our orgasm. 


“I brought tissues.” 


“Jacob, did you figure on getting a piece of ass this evening?” 


“I’m always prepared sweetheart.” 


I handed over Kate’s underwear somewhat reluctantly, exchanging that for more cuddle time. She lay in my arms for ages, falling asleep when dusk drew a dark curtain on our lover's tryst. A disturbance made me smile and I waved. 


“I heard you coming this time, Claude.” 


“I wanted you to, mon amis. I could not rudely disturb two lovers. In my country people come to a sticky end for such crimes against passion.” 


We strolled down to the house like three Musketeers, joining our oddball family for dinner. Kate sat with her mom and Hannah while Claude and I put our heads together in a conspiratorial fashion, pretending to discuss important matters. 


“There is something I must tell you, Jacob.” 


“Go on buddy. Are we plotting the downfall of a small nation?” 


“No, but you do need to be cautious about strange behavior on the estate.” 


“In what way?” 


“Someone drove in this morning to ride a horse. I watched them arrive, and take their horse out hacking. When the woman finished, she headed for the main house by a roundabout route, so I followed.” 


“What did she do?” 


“Pull out a pair of binoculars while standing behind a bush. She was looking into the house.” 


“Did she see you?” 


“No, I let her go about whatever business she had, watched her for half an hour and she returned to her vehicle. It’s best to catch these people doing whatever bad things they are planning.” 


“Thanks, Claude. I’ll pull CCTV footage in the morning and we’ll see who that was.” 


I tapped my wine glass with his, but I’d lost Claude’s attention because Hannah smiled and beckoned him. He nodded at me and slid out of the chair. 


“As beautiful as you are Jacob. I need the company of my beloved.” 


Claude collected Hannah, offering a hand to help her rise from the chair before unashamedly placing his palm gently cupping her ass as they walked from the room. 


Kate joined me, sitting in my lap. 


“Are you ready, Jacob?” 


“For bed?” 


“Yeah, if you like calling it that.” 



Chapter Thirty-Nine

Fortifying The Castle

◆◆◆

I’d been out for an early morning jaunt before breakfast, clearing my head of work-related problems, while leaving Kate to rest. 


She felt tired and although we discussed the cause might be her pregnancy, my privately held opinion was that weeks of family tension and high-intensity work-related stress had fatigued her. 


Kate was my constant concern and specifically in terms of how we seemed to roll from one crisis to another. 


I’ll break the cycle starting today. 


I spotted my new partner in crime while crossing the gravel car parking lot in front of Granger Hall, so I jabbed a finger repeatedly, pointing towards the far corner and a side entrance leading to my office. He acknowledged me with a wave and changed direction immediately. 


At my office, we shook hands, exchanged our usual pleasantries and I unlocked the door. 


“I have yesterday’s CCTV footage on a thumb drive, Claude. Shall we check it out?” 


No sooner had I inserted the drive into my computer than Kate arrived along the corridor from our main house kitchen with a half plate of crispy bacon and Hannah in tow. 


They seemed excited about the intrigue although I couldn’t be more concerned. 


“A security breech isn’t cause for celebration ladies.” 


“Come on Jacob, can it be that serious?” 


“You’re the billionaire owner of a Defence and Security company working on the nation’s most sensitive military weapons programs, Kate.” 


My fiancee scowled but I was respectful when explaining because my warning was intended as much for Claude and Hannah’s benefit since they were all involved in Kate’s circle of trust. 


She linked her arm through mine and smiled apologetically. 


“It is serious, Jacob… I’m sorry. Adapting to what feels like the restriction of our freedom, isn’t coming easily to me.” 


“It’s okay darling. We’ll work these problems out.” 


I turned to Claude, pointing at my screen where the first images from a minute past midnight were displayed in infra-red. 


“Roughly what time did you see the woman, Claude?” 


“It was 09:35 exactly when she stepped out of her truck.” 


I smiled at the irony that he knew exactly what time the incident occurred while scrolling forwards to the correct timestamp. 


When I restarted the feed, the woman’s face was clear once she exited her vehicle. I paused the footage and turned around, by which time Kate was already on her phone. 


“Come to the house today, early afternoon. We should talk about your binoculars.” 


I heard a muffled voice reply but couldn’t make out what they said. Kate looked irritated and I wondered how bad the problem might be. 


“It’s Carol. She used to be a senior research technician at Global Dynamics.” 


“How high was her security clearance?” 


“All the way to the top, Jacob. Carol knew every secret we had and could access most files.” 


“What happened to her?” 


“She disappeared one day about a month ago and never returned.” 


“Okay, I’m confused sweetheart. How did you have her cell number to call just now?” 


“The person with that phone kept sending odd messages, suggesting we talk, never announcing themselves. I just put two and two together based on recognizing her just now.” 


“And what did you do when she messaged you, Kate?” 


“I just ignored them.” 


“Okay. We should probably discuss more security in every aspect.” 


“You mean more intrusion into our lives?” 


Kate’s temper flared, but she contained it quickly. I saw defiance and fire burning in her eyes and preferred to broach the subject later in private but now would be so much more appropriate, involving Hannah and Claude, even if it attracted my future wife’s ire. 


“I have a simple question darling. Once our baby is born, if they were kidnapped, how much ransom would you pay for a safe return?” 


Her jaw hit the floor and Kate’s face went white as a sheet. Claude looked stunned, Hannah smiled and put her arm around my fiancee. I felt horrified and hugely disappointed in myself. 


I’d just let the cat out of the bag. 


“I meant if we had a baby.” 


Kate smiled lovingly and took pity on my distressed state, stepping close, and embracing me. She whispered in my ear. 


“It was an innocent mistake, Jacob so please forget about it. We’ll swear these two to silence and yes, you are absolutely right, things around here must change.” 


Kate turned around and grinned delightedly at her long-term friend, then wrapped an arm around me. 


“We’re having a baby, but it’s far too early for a public announcement so please don’t mention it.” 


Claude shook my hand wearing a beaming smile and Hannah hugged Kate but our elephant was still in the room. 


A selection of breakfast buffet and coffee was set up in my office by the Chef’s kitchen brigade, one of many benefits of being close to his empire. 


Everyone got stuck in because who doesn’t enjoy a good breakfast while dealing with conspiracies? 


Eventually, having eaten well and threatened their lives if either Hannah or Claude revealed the secret, our impromptu, disorganized meeting returned to order. 


I shut the CCTV footage down, deciding it needed to be reviewed properly by someone who understood how to evaluate security vulnerabilities. 


“Would you like a job?” 


“What do you mean by that Jacob?” 


“As Security Chief. You’d be responsible for all family members’ security. That would include Kate, Catherine, Claire, and maybe some key staff living on site like Hannah and Tiffany.” 


“Fuck, Jacob. I’m not an expert in security.” 


“Not in the technologies perhaps, but that’s just a matter of brushing up. You have the right instincts and already care about this family.” 


He mulled over my suggestion, glancing at Hannah for her opinion. They held hands, clearly in the early stages of some kind of relationship, because I saw the unspoken messaging of eye contact at play. Claude wasn’t sure. 


“What do you think, my love?” 


“It’s up to you Claude. We’re early days in our relationship, but I’d love for you to stay, at least until I have no further use for you.” 


“Oh Hannah baby, you’ll always have a need for daddy.” 


I chuckled, and Kate followed suit, raising an eyebrow at her friend. Claude looked more comfortable with my suggestion and paced the room while stroking his chin as though considering his next words carefully. 


When he turned around, Claude looked concerned. 


“What about you, Jacob?” 


“I’m too busy managing the estate and helping Kate. My eye is off the security ball. Our family is vulnerable.” 


“No, buddy… I meant what about your security? Could you let me manage that? Would you behave? You might become the very security breach you’re trying to avoid if you aren’t in that circle that would be controlled by me.” 


Kate burst out laughing, almost to the point of tears. Hannah joined the giggling fit, but Claude was deadly serious. I got the humor of my movements becoming controlled, but I also knew how seriously Claude meant it and how right he was. 


“You make a very good point.” 


“We’re becoming friends Jacob. I don’t want to lose that because comradeship is a scarce commodity these days. You understand?” 


“Of course. I’ll have to submit myself to the same security protocols as everyone else.” 


“That’s at home, work, wherever you go, buddy. If you were kidnapped, Kate would give everything up for your safe return as well.” 


“That’s very true, Jacob. Are we really that vulnerable?” 


“Not if we’re cautious. It’s not just about our physical security, though. We need to consider how well key people at GD are protected.” 


I sat down heavily while Claude continued pacing the room. There was more to come, so I let it play out, as did everyone else, maintaining a deadly silence. He sauntered back from Richard’s library of books at the end of my office, grinning at Hannah. 


“I will do this, but if Hannah ever feels uncomfortable should we break up I will disappear the same way I arrived.” 


I shook his hand while Kate shot an approving glance at Hannah. Claude had grown on everyone, mostly because he was an amiable and gentle man with a killer streak if improperly provoked. 


I couldn’t think of a better man to watch out for my family. Kate and Hannah left while Claude helped himself to Catherine’s chair. 


“Oh, you’re fucking brave.” 


“I will hear Catherine coming and run brother.” 


I had to laugh and enjoyed his company, especially knowing how safe he would make my beloved without her being inconvenienced. 


“Can you message the security team and let them know Carol is arriving sometime this afternoon.” 


“Already done, and I used the vehicle registration number from the CCTV. I will be in the security lodge monitoring everything as soon as you reassure me privately that you’ll be careful.” 


I eyeballed Claude and for a moment we were two stone-cold killers figuring each other out, testing one another’s resolve. My freedom and personal space were sacrosanct, but my wings were about to be clipped for the greater good. 


“If I don’t like something you’ve got planned we’ll discuss it, but I won’t go off the reservation until we do that unless in an emergency.” 


“That’s as much as I’d give you, Jacob. Thank you. I will enjoy working for you buddy.” 


We shook hands again and Claude left, welcoming Catherine as they passed by each other in the corridor. 


“I’ve purloined a couple of Danish pastries for us this morning along with your usual cappuccino.” 


“Thank you, Mom.” 


“You’re very welcome, Son.” 


Sitting in Catherine’s company was very comforting. She spoke little unless it was called for, letting me get on with my work. Her advice was always considered, well-meant, and worth following. 


“We need to discuss puppies, Jacob.” 


“I know. I feel now might not be the right time with a baby coming soon.” 


“Nonsense, you need the companionship now, especially if you have need of a warning system that someone is about in the woods when you’re out running.” 


“That’s a very good point.” 


“And besides that, they’re already here.” 


Kate came dashing in cradling two adorable German Shorthaired Pointer puppies, one in each arm. She kissed both and handed them to me. Both had brown faces with a white streak from their nose, splitting the eyes and running to the top of their tiny heads. The bodies were mottled brown on white and I loved them instantly. 


“Wait a few days, and they’ll tell you their names by behavior.” 


“I love them, Catherine.” 


“I know, Jacob. You and I understand one another and I know dogs.” 


Time flew by while I played with my new puppies. I couldn’t believe how absorbing they were. Kate and Catherine brought in a litter tray, a bedding basket for the pair, and some small treats, cautioning me about feeding them too many. 


By the time both were asleep, Claude arrived with a terrified woman in tow. Kate went immediately into business mode while I phoned Chef for refreshments. 


“I need more furniture in here, Catherine.” 


“Shall I select some for you?” 


“Yes, please. In the meantime, Kate, you have my seat please.” 


I had the utmost respect for Kate and even though we functioned like any other couple, ours was still a female-led relationship although far from some that were entirely dictatorial. If I were to describe my perspective, I considered myself a Knight in shining armor to Kate’s Princess. 


Carol clutched her coffee with two hands and bony fingers. I studied her gaunt face and saw an unhealthy complexion. Her clothes were hanging off her as though drastic weight loss had afflicted her. Overall, she looked like someone trapped in a dark place suffering from malnutrition. 


“Why did you leave, Carol?” 


“I didn’t. I was fucking taken by complete bastards, Kate.” 


She burst into tears and Catherine kneeled, placing an arm around her while the woman sobbed, almost falling forwards out of her chair. Hannah was last to join us, entering the room silently, leaning against a filing cabinet. 


Kate seemed harrowed, and I knew our earlier conversation was tormenting her. Claude took Carol’s hand. 


“Nobody will harm you here. Tell us what happened.” 


“I was leaving GD as usual about six weeks ago, and some men pulled me over. They wore police uniforms, spoke in strange accents, and told me I was being pulled over for a routine stop.” 


“What did they do?” 


“I don’t remember anything until waking up in a steel shipping container, strapped to a hospital bed.” 


“Why?” 


“They want the blueprints for StarCom.” 


“Fuck!” 


I shot a glance at Kate, surprised she’d sworn. Although cursing was permitted, she rarely did so unless when making love to me. I smiled wryly, but the serious look on her face confirmed we had a problem. 


“That’s our US Government battlefield communications system for those who don’t know.” 


I didn’t know and that surprised me. It meant that Kate, quite rightly kept some things even from me. Claude was making progress calming Carol and she seemed comfortable with the former French Special Forces killer, so Kate let him proceed with the interrogation. 


“Where did they take you?” 


“Cuba.” 


“How did you get away?” 


“They released me and said I wasn’t to return to GD under pain of death. I saw some company plans, files, and data lying around where they held me. A couple of times a few of the men showed me specific documents, demanding I help piece it all together.” 


“Why didn’t you?” 


“Because I don’t know how. If I did, honestly, I would have given them what they wanted.” 


“Did they torture or harm you, Carol?” 


“Emotionally and psychologically, yes. They pumped me full of drugs and fuck knows what I said. In the end, I went on hunger strike. I went to sleep one day as usual in a filthy cell on a urine-soaked mattress, and the next thing I woke up in my bed.” 


“Did you go to the police?” 


“No, they said I was being watched. I snuck in here, used a horse, and tried to find you, Kate.” 


My fiancee stared at her former employee and I saw horror and anger mixed in her expression. She leaned backward in my chair, clutching both hands behind her head, thinking. 


“You’ll stay here until this problem is fixed, Carol.” 


The scrawny woman sniffed, wiping her nose with a tissue someone handed her. She handed her empty mug back to Claude who helped Carol to her feet. 


“Let’s fix you a meal. I find mushroom and bacon omelet works well after interrogation.” 


She smiled weakly, but I knew Claude was deploying humor to lift the woman from a traumatic situation. Once she left Kate looked at me, shrugging her shoulders. 


“What can we do for her Jacob?” 


“Get the doctor to visit today and take it from there. We might have to open a new wing in the house for waifs and strays.” 


“It’s getting weird Jacob.” 


“I think this must have been normal for Richard too, right Catherine?” 


We all looked at Kate’s Mom who shook her head. 


“This never happened before. We should prepare for something awful and hope for the best.” 


I ushered a gaunt-looking fiancée out of my office, and up to our apartment. After calling downstairs for some cake and coffee, I sat Kate down, slipped off her shoes, and massaged her toes. 


“You’re worried Jacob.” 


“Only about you darling.” 


“Don’t lie. You’re worried about Carol.” 


“I never lie to you.” 


“That’s true. I’m sorry, it seems I’m a step behind.” 


“That’s not true either.” 


Kate leaned forwards, touching her forehead gently onto mine. I felt tension but confidence, strength, and great fortitude. 


“Do you have a plan darling?” 


“Yes. We’ll get Carol back on her feet, Claude will carefully extract everything he can then she’ll retire to someplace of her choosing with a pension and new identity papers.” 


“And what about the people who took her?” 


“Claude will upgrade security in all regards. They won’t trouble us again.” 


“But that sounds like a cop-out. Shouldn’t we find them?” 


“Not much point starting a war. They tried to steal technology, did that brutally, failed, and melted away.” 


She processed what I’d said, mulling it over in the incisive manner my fiancée always did. 


“You don’t want to start a war, right?” 


“No point. I think this happens all the time. Richard kept it away from your mother which is why she panicked.” 


“Are we safe Jacob?” 


“Absolutely. Leave this to me and Claude. Carol will be fine and well cared for.” 


“I can always rely on you, Jacob.” 


“As I can you beloved wife-to-be.” 


I wasn’t worried. The people who kidnapped Carol would have moved on and I’d be ready for the next gang of thieves. 


When Kate slept I went downstairs to the small room next to the kitchen where Catherine usually drank her late-night tea, watching TV. 


“Hello, Jacob. Care for some tea?” 


“Yes, please.” 


“Sit with me.” 


She was watching a movie about zombies which set my teeth on edge. I sat with her for ten minutes before she spoke. 


“I panicked, Jacob.” 


“That’s hardly surprising.” 


“Did Richard have these problems?” 


“Probably more than we’re having. He was a good man who protected his family.” 


“Can I relax?” 


“I promise you can Mom.” 


“Thank you, Jacob.” 


“You’re welcome. Thank you, too.” 


“What for?” 


“Trusting me with your daughter.” 


“My Kate is in very good hands, Jacob.” 



Chapter Forty

Hannah & Claude

◆◆◆

Written from Hannah’s POV 


When Claude showed up at Granger Hall I initially felt worried, mostly because it was wholly unexpected. I'd arrived at Kate's home with a clean sheet which was somewhat soiled by a visitor who trespassed and broke security protocols to see me. 


Once my initial shock dissolved, I was overjoyed because I felt Claude and I clicked when we met, albeit through unorthodox means. 


Daniel, my estranged husband, was well and truly in the rear-view mirror, and from what friends told me, his cock was still buried inside our neighbor, Emma. The hotwife he'd chosen to have an affair with was alternating her sleeping arrangements between a cuckold husband and her newest bull. 


I couldn't be more pleased about Daniel, not wishing either of us to suffer acrimony towards the other. My gang bangs and the night I spent with Izzy were sublime but also something I was unlikely to repeat. It was like a life-affirming boot camp of cock and pussy I shall always treasure. 


At breakfast, the day after Carol appeared looking like death warmed up, Kate held me back for a private chat. She kissed Jacob goodbye, then sat beside me looking deadly serious. 


"Are you okay, Hannah?" 


"I should be asking you that, sweetie. I'm not expecting a baby." 


"Are you certain about that, Hannah? You had rather a lot of fun. Did you miss any days of your pill?" 


Kate laughed, but for a moment, I did a mental audit of my birth control discipline, praying to god I wouldn't find myself with an awkward explanation in a few years to a child wanting to meet a father I couldn't be certain of. 


"If it's Claude, his skin color will confirm." 


"Yeah, he was the only black guy I fucked those few days." 


Fucking hell, Hannah, listen to yourself. 


"And if it isn't him you're fucked and will lose a man you appear to be very keen on." 


"Jesus Christ Kate, I'm not pregnant... you are. Let's get off the hypothetical please." 


She eyed me warily and I could understand why. Few people I knew were as incisive and tactically minded as Kate. With her equally impressive fiancee, they were a true power couple. Coming to work for her, especially occupying a senior role in Kate's inner circle was daunting but exactly what I was made for. 


"Claude is about to undertake a major role at GD and is firmly embedded in Jacob's life. I'm just probing you, Hannah. Sorry if I agitated you." 


"I know you're poking around and can't blame you for that." 


"I got what I wanted." 


She eyeballed me again, but I didn't flinch, blink or yield. Doing that would present a flaw that Kate would prise open like a chef shells peas. In the end, I needed to break our silence to move on. 


"Go on, Kate... say what you need to." 


"You have caught feelings for Claude." 


"Yes, that's true, and I really want to explore a relationship with him, but if that fails and we part ways for whatever reason, I promise it won't impact you." 


"I'm more concerned about Jacob. Claude and he will continue becoming firm compadres, something I'm delighted about. If you two split up, you must promise me he won't leave because of it." 


"I guarantee you that won't happen." 


Kate seemed convinced, and I breathed a sigh of relief. Ordinarily, I knew my friend and now employer would never intrude on my personal life, but the appearance of a stranger inside her inner circle at a troublesome time was unusual and needed some discussion. 


She poured us tea, smiling wryly at me. 


"That must be killing you." 


"It is, but Jacob has a book and my caffeine intake is out." 


"I'd do anything that man asked of me, Kate. You should too." 


"Do you like Jacob then?" 


"He's an incredible man. You really struck gold with him. I feel safer just when he's within eyeshot. If I could pick a brother, Jacob would be it." 


"Not for me. If I chose him for that reason, we'd definitely be breaking the law." 


We descended into a fit of giggles unfortunately for Jacob who walked in while we were in full hysteria. He looked suspicious and a little edgy. 


"It's always worrying when women get together and start laughing the moment a man walks in." 


"We were discussing you, Jacob. Hannah says you'd make an excellent brother." 


"You can ask my sister, Carrie. She arrives here tomorrow." 


Kate looked thrilled, jumped out of her chair, and leaped into Jacob's arms. She'd mentioned to me not having met any of her fiancee's family in real life, although they had frequent video calls. It rankled with her not yet having real family buy-in from her future in-laws. 


"I'm really pleased Carrie is staying here. Is her suite being freshened up?" 


"All in hand darling." 


"I knew it would be. Is that what you wanted to tell me?" 


"I'm letting you know that Claude and I are taking Carol home to collect what's important to her. I've asked the sheriff to be there." 


"Jesus Christ Jacob. I thought you said there was nothing to worry about." 


"I'm sure there isn't. I can't take your father's Glock and if by chance there is trouble we don't want a British and French guy arrested for beating the shit out of Carol's kidnappers." 


"Perhaps you'll need a firearms license and conceal carry permit in the future." 


"Claude definitely will." 


As they continued talking I zoned out. I instantly felt concerned for Claude which was a new feeling and surprising for me. It had been years since Daniel and I were immersed in the love that originally brought us together and here I was, still recently having left his warm bed, two gang bangs later, a night with Izzy and I'd caught feelings. 


I waved my hand, interrupting Kate and Jacob's discussion. 


"Do you mind if I speak with Claude before you leave please, Jacob?" 


"No problem, he's in the foyer with Carol." 


I left the room feeling troubled while the loving couple discussed various scenarios of violence and every risk that Kate insisted Jacob must avoid. I knew he was agreeable only for the sake of her sanity which endeared him to me even more. 


In the foyer, I saw Claude sitting with Carol at a nest of tables and chairs. She looked terrified and he held her hands in his giant shovels, talking reassuringly with the honey-dripping French accent that could make my knickers slide down in a heartbeat. 


He looked confident and caring, more than any man I knew, including Jacob. 


"Hi Claude, can I speak with you for a moment?" 


"Of course." 


He followed me toward the front door, reaching out, and gently gripping my wrist before I exited the house. 


"I have to keep my eyes on Carol if that's alright Hannah." 


"Jesus, surely she's safe in here?" 


"She won't feel very safe if I left her alone." 


My heart melted even more because the big protector in my life constantly proved his value as a man. 


"Okay, I guess we can talk here." 


"What is it, Cherie?" 


"I need you to be careful in this job." 


"I won't let you down, Hannah." 


"I'm not talking about that. I'm referring to physical danger and any threats that might harm you. I hadn't realized how risky this situation might be. I want you to be careful." 


"I can take care of myself, don't worry about that." 


"Yeah, but you're not fucking bulletproof." 


I'd raised my voice and felt stressed because he was so casual and all kinds of awful scenarios were playing out in my head. I frowned at Claude, frightened of the overwhelming feelings I had for him at that moment. 


My emotional roller coaster had begun when I heard Jacob and Kate discussing the danger of what he and Claude were about to do. There was very little risk in going to Carol's home, but that might not hold true for long. 


Tears welled in my eyes and I choked slightly at the thought my almost-new boyfriend might come to any harm. Claude noticed my condition and the giant, powerful man's arms encircled me protectively. 


I pressed my head sideways on his chest, holding on tightly. 


"I mean it Claude, you'd better take care and not do anything dumb." 


"I promise not to." 


I felt his solid, enormous cock pressing into my midriff. My nipples were solid, and I was sure he knew I was just as aroused as he was. 


"If I could drag you off to bed and fuck you now, I really would, Claude." 


"I know baby. I feel the same way about you. My passion and heart rate rises whenever you are near me. I can't get enough of your warmth and comfort." 


"Yeah, I can feel that too, but I have a question. I'm not feeling insecure, but I like relationships to be clear." 


Claude pulled his head back enough to study my expression. I saw a flicker of concern and that pleased me, knowing I was important to him. 


"Go ahead please Hannah." 


"Are we a couple?" 


He looked relieved, and that pleased me even more. Claude's body language felt very open. 


"In my mind yes we are a couple, but I didn't want to pressure the situation with your husband still a fresh and recent departure from your life." 


"I want you and I to be a proper couple and explore what might be possible in a relationship." 


He never averted his eyes and studied me as though I were a treasure to be retained forever. Claude's eyes smoldered, and I noticed his magnificent bicep muscles flinch as though an oversupply of adrenaline was coursing through him. His eyes shot occasional glances toward Carol, building my confidence that he was the right man for me. 


"Okay Hannah, if you desire it, then we're a couple. I want that for sure." 


"Really? Is it as simple as that? If I desire it? What about you?" 


"I am here right now and would have crawled all the way over broken glass to be with you. Also, I have slept with nobody since the night we met." 


I felt the guilt of two gang bangs and my lesbian lovemaking session with Izzy. Claude wouldn't judge me and even enjoyed watching as I fucked him and six guys on the second gang bang day. He seemed laissez-faire about such things, frequently suggesting that sex and love were not mutually exclusive. 


But then he is French. 


"That's all true, Claude. I'll tell you here and right now... I'm interested to see where our relationship might go." 


"Should we plan on dating Cherie? Perhaps we could go out somewhere tonight?" 


I thought about that but knew going out meant time between finishing dinner and bedding my new boyfriend. He looked sincere and I felt as though a gentle wooing had begun. The feeling of being wanted aroused me, and my skin tingled when he stroked it. 


"Shall we dine here alone tonight sweetheart?" 


"I would love to Hannah. I'll message you a list of ingredients while I'm gone. If Chef can have them ready in the kitchen, I'll cook for you later." 


"I didn't know you could cook." 


"I'm French, Hannah, c'mon. I'm a lover, warrior, and chef." 


"You're definitely going to be careful today though Claude, right?" 


"I promise. I have a girlfriend now, so the future beckons me like a morning with a glorious sunrise." 


He kissed me so gently that I couldn't imagine Claude killing people. The man I knew as a gentle, loving soul must be anything but that when pointed at his enemy. He was dependable, beautiful, and kind to me, but I was sure an alter ego existed and that I was coupling with a dangerous man. 


I felt lucky and realized that somewhere amid the banter between Kate and Jacob, I'd realized how much Claude should be treasured. My hands warmed, I was aroused and feeling the excitement of a new dawn just as my French lover was. 


"I feel very lucky, Hannah." 


"I was just thinking the same thing, sweetheart." 


"What do you mean? About how lucky I am?" 


"No, silly... you know what I meant." 


He kissed me briefly, breaking our loving tryst when Jacob walked into the foyer having been released by his pregnant fiancee. Claude immediately focused on the job at hand, smiling at me before kissing the back of my hand and escorting me to the breakfast room. 


"Goodbye, Cherie." 


"Be careful." 


"I gave you my word." 


I strolled back into the breakfast room feeling happy, trying to hide an elevated emotional state, but Kate saw through that right away. 


"That was a very long goodbye, Hannah." 


"Sorry, Kate." 


"No problem. I'm pleased you see a good thing when it's in front of you." 


"What does that mean?" 


"I'm just glad the initial, do I really want you phase is over between you and Claude." 


"You keep referring to my relationship with Claude. Does it worry you, Kate?" 


She moved seats, shifting around the dining table until her piercing eyes stared into mine. 


"I am Jacob's responsibility. He will have it no other way." 


"I know that." 


"That being said, his protection is my responsibility. You and I are best friends, but Jacob transcends all friendships and everyone in my family. There is nothing I won't do for him." 


I felt genuinely nervous. Kate's life had changed because she was a billionaire, but I hadn't realized how profoundly that impacted her. Jacob seemed nice, perfect, actually, but what she described was a loving relationship with far more substance than I could conceive of. 


"I understand Kate. I'll be loyal to you and the family, as I am certain Claude will as well. You have nothing to worry about." 


"I know. It was important you understood the gravity of our situation and what Jacob means to me." 


"Got it. Shall we move on?" 


"Yes. There is one order of business you must take care of Hannah." 


"What's that?" 


"I want you to find the deceivers in GD." 


I should have seen it coming because Carol's appearance, the reasons for her abduction, and an obvious effect at GD would become Kate's priority, and she trusted me. 


"I'll need the remit to access all areas without restriction and the authority to speak to whomever I want. This doesn't fall into the marketing bag. People will wonder why I'm snooping around in their department." 


"You'll have whatever is needed. Speak to Andrew and Tiffany. They'll organize and support you." 


"Do you mind if I pop by and see Chef first? Claude wants to cook me dinner." 


"I hope it goes well, sweetie. You'll have to excuse me, there are two puppies in my apartment in need of a treat." 


Kate stood up, kissed me on the cheek. Surging affection for her and memories of our friendship overwhelmed me. I gripped her wrist because there was something I needed to say. 


"I'll protect your family as if it were my own, Kate. I promise you." 


"Just remember, Jacob comes first in all things, Hannah." 


"I know, Kate. Thank you." 



Chapter Forty-One

A Home Within A Home

◆◆◆

Kate's Point Of View 


I sat down peacefully in Jacob's office, feeling pleased that pieces of what felt like a jigsaw puzzle of my life had started to come together. Hannah and I cleared the air, perhaps doing that was a little unfair of me but with increasing tension everywhere it seemed sensible to cut right to the chase and explain our situation. 


When Jacob and Claude returned from Carol's home, my fiancee came to me after dropping her off with my Mom who would help her unpack. 


"We need to show up at GD tomorrow, Jacob. While two cats are away, the mice will play." 


"Do you mean you and Hannah?" 


"No, of course not... I was talking about you and me." 


"Sorry, I feel a bit grumpy." 


Jacob sat down heavily in his office chair and I noticed the leather had been reupholstered, repairing some worn patches from years of abuse by my Dad. 


Mom arranged that. 


I waited until Jacob unloaded in his mind, organizing his thoughts, ready to share those with me. After visiting Carol's house he was like a loaded weapon that must be made safe and checked over before bedding. 


I smiled expectantly, disarming my beloved gently while being the cutest fiancee possible. 


"Why are you grumpy?" 


"I hoped we might run through the woods these past couple of days, but with one thing or another coming up, that's been impossible." 


"Ah, and now we can't go tomorrow because I want to go to GD." 


"I didn't mean it like that. GD is more important." 


"Actually, it's not, Jacob, and I've been remiss in my responsibilities." 


"Please don't blame yourself, Kate." 


"We'll go for a walk now and a run in the morning. Hannah can schedule herself at GD, you and I will go whenever we are ready." 


"Claude will insist on following us in an SUV that I allocated him. It's being delivered this evening. Hannah's car already arrived so she's fine." 


I felt annoyed with myself. Jacob hadn't put a foot wrong in weeks and here I was, ignoring his mental health needs. He saw my frown but said nothing and for that I was grateful. 


"Okay, Jacob. I'm really sorry that I took my eye off the ball but I promise it won't happen again." 


"I really don't blame you at all. We just need a routine where our lives are at the center and we have control. I chatted to Claude and reassured him I won't interfere in his new role but I also told him not to involve me." 


"I did the same with Hannah. Do you think we're being unfriendly to people who care about us, Jacob?" 


"Not at all. I plan to train in the Gym with Claude a couple of times each week and maybe have coffee or a beer occasionally." 


"Where though?" 


"In the dining room next door." 


"We have plenty of spaces to hang with friends in our apartment. Shouldn't we do that? We even have a kitchen and dining room that's never been used." 


"I hadn't thought about it Kate, to be honest." 


"What about your sister, Carrie? Surely she should be invited into our home." 


"We've never considered it a home inside a home. Granger Hall is our home, Kate. That's the way it's been all along." 


"That must change Jacob. Let's invite everyone to our apartment. It's big enough." 


"Who will cook?" 


"You and I." 


"I'm okay if it's steak." 


"How about barbeque on our patio deck a week or so from now once Carrie settles in?" 


"My sister will settle in after about five minutes. You'll have a problem keeping her away from the stables." 


"Will she be riding Sierra?" 


"Fuck no!" 


I laughed although Jacob knew I preferred him with no potty mouth. He cursed infrequently and I understood why on this occasion, because he and the filly that was now wholly and entirely his were a blossoming romance as only horse owners can understand. 


"Have you named the puppies yet?" 


"Yes." 


"Well go on, Jacob. Don't tease." 


"Cosmo and Luna." 


"Why on earth are you naming them after space terms?" 


"Because when I took them out onto our patio last night they stopped running around like lunatics and stared up at a full moon. Mom said they would tell me their names by a pattern of behavior." 


"I like it. Sierra, Cosmo, and Luna." 


"Maybe my sister could ride Beauty?" 


"Fuck no, Jacob! Only if she wants to wind up in a shallow grave." 


He giggled and I saw the funny side too. An air of tension settled over us as work-related matters penetrated our humor. I realized then we needed to make a home inside our home or suffer endless frustration where work overspilled, invaded, and overtook our lives. 


"Let's go for that walk, Jacob." 


"I'll message Claude to let him know." 


"Seriously?" 


"It's a sensible precaution." 


"Will he follow us, Jacob?" 


"If he does, neither of us will know and whatever he sees will go with him to the grave." 


I donned a light waterproof jacket, tucking a torch into one of its deep pockets, handing Jacob his gamekeeper's coat. 


"It's chilly these nights, so please wear your coat." 


He smiled, seeming pleased we were shaking off work and doing something together. I linked my arm in his and we left together, stepping off into the night as though carefree and in love. I would start creating a home in the morning, not because I was a woman but because it was the right thing for a leader to do. 


"We'll buy a cabin, soon, Jacob." 


"What about security?" 


"You decide. We need to fix up the city apartment and make that more homely as well." 


"When you say cabin, what are you talking about, Kate?" 


"Anything you want up to ten million bucks." 


"That's not a cabin." 


I knew in the end that we'd have security almost everywhere we went but I wanted to leave that in Jacob's hands. The silly notion we'd had of having a secret place where only my fiancee and I could enjoy was blasted out of the water. 


As we wandered into the woods in full moonlight, Jacob had no idea what I had planned. On a hill overlooking Granger Hall, just inside the treeline, I turned to face my beloved. 


"I'm going to suck your cock, Jacob." 


"Here?" 


"Yes." 


"That's great but why?" 


"Because it's something we would have done without hesitation a month ago but it seems we made a slightly wrong turn." 


I placed a finger to his lips and Jacob immediately went quiet. When I kneeled on the soft forest floor, expertly unbuttoning his jeans before tugging them down, my fiancee moaned expectantly. 


I loved peeling down his boxer briefs because it felt like all the power was mine and that I was unwrapping a special gift. With his cock rising sharply, I tied my hair into a makeshift bun, further heightening his expectancy for pleasure. 


"I hear you purring, Jacob." 


"I'm happy, Kate." 


And that's how it should and will be from now on lover. 


When I unwrapped my gift, peeling back his foreskin a waft of delicious musk invaded my nostrils, sparking the primal woman inside me. I sucked his glans carefully removing the heavy veneer salty flavored coating I so enjoyed. 


There was no reason to hurry so I didn't, licking Jacob's steel hard shaft up and down from the balls to the slit in his glans, that oozed more pre-cum. I slathered every inch of his flesh, sucking all around the side walls of his solid flesh, enjoying his delightful purring. 


When I sucked both Jacob's balls into my mouth one at a time, my fist pumped his cock hard but slow, wanking him off. When I tackled his cock again, sucking the top few inches I knew he was close to orgasm by the copious salty treat dripping into my mouth. 


Using both hands, I wanked my fiancee harder, sucking his glans until his jerking cock unloaded, spraying semen on the back of my throat. I bobbed my head up and down, wanking him furiously, milking every drop until his hands gently tapped my head in submission. 


When I helped him slide underpants and jeans up, Jacob helped me to my feet. 


"Do you feel better now, Jacob?" 


"I always feel better when you are nearby, darling." 


"I needed to apologize." 


"You really didn't Kate." 


"Okay, I wanted to. I've not been leading terribly well lately but that will improve. Promise you'll tell me next time, please, Jacob." 


We were definitely evolving to an extent where the definitive bounded rules of a female-led relationship were being reshaped. I felt happy because there had to be space for us to change and forge our path together. 


Jacob wrapped an arm around my shoulder, pulling me close as we strolled down a grassy meadow back toward Granger Hall. 


"Don't think so hard, Kate. You're still the boss of me." 


"And I'm very privileged to be that, sweetheart." 


We spent the evening reading peacefully sitting together in our apartment. I made tea, forcing Jacob to suffer that with me. He took it with good graces although I suspected a quick venture down to the kitchen to collect milk probably involved an espresso shot, maybe two. 



Chapter Forty-Two

Unwrapping A String Of Lies

◆◆◆

Jacob’s Point Of View. 


I stood at our bathroom door, not daring to look inside. There were few things that made me squeamish but this was one of them. I cringed, cramped in sympathy with her, and tried to block out the noise. 


“Don’t worry Kate. I can drop Hannah off and show Claude the ropes at GD on my own.” 


“Sorry Jacob. Give me a minute, please. I need mouthwash.” 


I couldn’t bear to watch Kate’s head perched over the edge of our vomit-splattered white porcelain toilet bowl. She’d felt queasy right after breakfast, impressing me with a sprint out of the dining room, upstairs, and into our apartment before barfing in a safe place. 


She waved a hand more nonchalantly than I expected, with her face buried in the toilet. 


“Are you okay?” 


“Morning sickness… It’s normal… just doesn’t feel very nice.” 


“Perhaps you should stay at home.” 


“No chance.” 


Kate brushed her teeth and rinsed while I watched her pale complexion turn rosy again in a bathroom mirror reflection. She wobbled unsteadily out of the en-suite, reaching for my arm and using that to steady herself while drifting to our bed. She sat down with both fists balled beside her, pressing hard into the mattress, composing a turbulent disposition that was ordinarily steely and calm. 


“Okay… so, Mom’s collecting your sister, right?” 


“Yes.” 


“Hannah and Claude are following us to GD in their car?” 


“Yes.” 


“And you’re driving me in your racing car?” 


“Yes.” 


“I think we’ll be okay, Jacob, so long as you take the driving easy. My office has a toilet and I have you.” 


“If you’re sure. Shall I bring a sick bag for the journey?” 


“I’m fine now. I just want Carol to be safe here.” 


“Claude has a security contractor coming over before we leave. They’ll manage the front door and support our own people.” 


“Jacob look… please just tell me these are decent people. I don’t mind if they’re ex-military, but just tell me they are reputable.” 


“Claude checked them out and they are all decent guys and women. Everyone is vetted and highly trained. They aren’t here to kill people or start a war. These security details mostly deal with nosey journalists and people who got lost on the property.” 


I was fairly sure Kate was safe but Granger Hall was a big house with lots of valuables and the estate was a big place with expensive horses, farm machinery, vehicles, and other toys like my brand-new Can-Am Maverick. 


“Is there any security following us to GD today?” 


“No. If we four can’t deal with any problems, then we’re facing an unusual threat that I can’t see coming.” 


“But you said our security was bad.” 


“Yes, but that doesn’t mean we need an armed response everywhere. You have security here and at GD. Nobody knows what time or day we’ll make trips from here to there, and we’ll vary the route randomly.” 


“You’re just being cautious, then?” 


“Right now, I’m cautiously avoiding your lips, Kate.” 


“I would too.” 


“Shall we leave, or do you need one more visit to the bowl?” 


“I’ll want to see chef first.” 


I doted on Kate but sometimes she was just too much of a perfectionist. This was one of those occasions and I needed to refocus her. 


“Can’t we let him get on with it, please, Kate?” 


“No Jacob. This is your sister we’re talking about. If she doesn’t enjoy her first night here, it will be because I’m a poor host.” 


“She won’t much care what is for dinner. Carrie will race down to the stables or go for a run around your private woodland wearing a head torch at 2 a.m.” 


I sat beside my fiancee, quenching her anxiety. It never ceased to amaze me how easily she could deal with complex work-related problems but when it came to family, mine included, she had an Achilles heel. 


“I’d just like everything to be right for her.” 


“It will be. You signed off on a menu for the week. Catherine looked it over and saw no flaws. Please, just let it be, and let’s go.” 


“Okay.” 


“That’s it?” 


“Yeah, you’re right, Jacob. Let’s go.” 


We met Hannah and Claude on the stairs. He’d created an infectious habit in the house where everyone shook hands when seeing one another for the first time each day. I rather liked my French Commando friend with his broad smile and confident nature. It seemed Hannah had much stronger feelings for him than I did, and was tired from a sleepless night. 


“You go ahead, Jacob. I want to catch up with Hannah for a few minutes.” 


“See you at the car.” 


No sooner were we clear of the two women than a fit of giggles burst out. I glanced at Claude, who grinned like the cat that got the cream. 


“I’m French brother. I can tickle a lady’s clitoris with my voice.” 


“You’d better have a different tone for Kate buddy… my sister too.” 


“Your sister sounds like an exquisite lady. Tell me about her.” 


“She was training in the British Army as a helicopter pilot. The training instructor fucked up, crashed the Lynx helicopter and my sister injured her spinal column. They wouldn’t let her continue training after she recovered so Carrie left.” 


“Is she still badly injured?” 


“You can’t see the injury and wouldn’t know it was there because she runs Ultra Marathon races.” 


“Fuck Jacob! Is there a Mr. Carrie?” 


“Not yet. None seem to stay the course.” 


“I’m hardly surprised.” 


Kate and Hannah emerged from the house, still curled over in fits of giggles. Claude and I parted ways, and I opened the BMW door for my beloved. She grinned at me suggestively. 


“I honestly would rather not know, Kate.” 


“He does something with his voice.” 


“Just so long as he doesn’t do it around you.” 


Claude and I had mapped out four alternating routes to work, giving each a color code. Today was red, the shortest but most enjoyable from a driver’s perspective, taking in forest, farmland, and hills. 


Kate got straight onto her phone and was laser-focused on work matters, setting up calls and meetings through Andrew and Tiffany. During a rare moment when she stared wistfully out of the side window, I engaged her in conversation. 


“What’s on the agenda?” 


“I’d like you to visit R&D while I have the department head on a platter.” 


“Is this related to Carol?” 


“No, but I would like you to speak with anyone she works with and find out what’s going on.” 


“Okay. I’ll get Claude on that but tell me, what’s Gerald been doing?” 


“Do you mind if I withhold the problem? I want to know what’s going on in the department and whether there are problems. I need your perspective on this, please.” 


I felt some trepidation, not through any sense of fear, but because office politics was not my strong suit. My patience usually ran out pretty fast when tittle-tattle and back-stabbing replaced teamwork. I wasn’t sure Kate had selected wisely in asking me to deal with Gerald but I trusted her judgement as she did mine. 


“Leave it with me, sweetheart.” 


“I can always rely on you, Jacob.” 


“As I do on you, Kate.” 


She concentrated while staring out of the window so I let my fiancee enjoy the ride, nudging Kate gently when parking in her space. After opening the door, I followed her inside GD's impressive marble-floored, expansive reception atrium, with Hannah and Claude close behind. 


Andrew and Tiffany were waiting inside before the security screening area. They handed out new credentials to our colleagues, got their signatures and we passed through. 


I escorted Kate to her office, then we kissed goodbye at the door before I made a beeline for Carol’s research sub-division. Claude was hot on my heels looking excited by the clean, vast working environment of GD. 


“It’s one of the biggest military equipment design and manufacturing sites in the world.” 


“This is a really impressive place, Jacob, but what are you and I looking for today?” 


“Someone here wants to confess, buddy.” 


“How so?” 


“Somebody, or perhaps more than one person has been selling secrets to our competitor. I’m sure Carol’s abduction was a step too far, and now, they are either terrified for their own safety or in case they’ll get found out.” 


“Okay. I know how to deal with these situations very well, Jacob. Can I have the first shot please?” 


“For sure. What’s your plan?” 


“Leave it with me, brother.” 


“Okay well, I have to investigate someone in the same department myself so I’ll watch the show and once you create a commotion, we’ll see what falls out.” 


I pretty much knew what Claude would do and allowed him to assemble three hundred people in the vast research department-shared office. A damn good shaking of the tree would dislodge our transgressor and might help me discover what had been going on with Gerald. 


“Ladies and gentlemen, I’m sorry to take up your time. Can anyone not understand me, please? I have a deep and sexy French accent that not everyone can decipher.” 


There were nods and a few appreciative grins, which Claude basked in, being a fantastic showman. He glanced around the room taking in everyone, not missing an expression that might reveal his target. 


“Okay. Well… I have bad news for you, all my friends. Someone, possibly in this room right now, has been selling GD information.” 


They looked stunned and I studied as many faces as I could see quickly, trying to find anyone who seemed unsurprised. Seeing nothing out of the ordinary, I nodded at Claude who continued his ruse. 


“The people who paid for GD information didn’t get what they wanted, kidnapped someone, and are tying up loose ends. If that loose end is you, I suggest you come forward immediately, confess, and get yourself protected.” 


A collective gasp filled the room and their chatter rose to fever pitch as indignation, denial, fear, and general consternation flowed like ripples of discontent. Claude pointed at the main exit door, shouting above the din. 


“I’ll be in the security office for half an hour. Come to me and I’ll protect you.” 


He stepped off the plastic and steel chair that served as a temporary stage, smiled at me, and then left the room. People milled around for five minutes, then slowly dispersed to their workstations. I set off toward Gerald’s office, where answers to Kate’s concerns might be found. 


The intern whose ideas I helped expose to Kate weeks ago was beavering at her desk. When I approached, she smiled, genuinely pleased to see me. 


“Hi, Jessica.” 


“Hi, Jacob. It’s nice seeing you around here again.” 


“I’ve been kept busy at home.” 


“Yeah, right. You’re on a hunting mission. I heard the crazy gorgeous French guy just now. Something’s going on and you think I can help with that?” 


“Do you know something?” 


“Maybe. Is the French guy available for a date in exchange for my cooperation?” 


“Only if you want to book him through his girlfriend, your new boss, Hannah.” 


She teased me with a grin, then a sorrowful shrug. 


“Why can’t I have a Claude or Jacob?” 


“You will, sweetheart. There is a guy out there just dying to meet you. Now… are you going to help me?” 


She glanced around the room, making sure nobody lurked close enough to overhear. Her sudden nervousness piqued my interest, and I leaned closer. 


“Someone is bullying Gerald. They’re having him followed, and he receives threatening phone calls, often when we’re working late at night. He’s terrified and not doing terribly well dealing with it. I thought it was an angry wife.” 


“Gerald is married to a guy. Is it definitely a woman’s voice you heard?” 


“I know who it is Jacob, and I think she’s the one who sold GD’s information. She’s fucking obsessed with having Gerald. I’ve told him to seek help but he won’t listen to me.” 


The hairs pricked up on the back of my neck and I felt a surge of adrenaline course through me. I didn’t wait for Jessica to reveal a name because I already knew who it was. I waved her goodbye, turned, and sprinted through the research department’s open office, down corridors, and up a steep staircase until I burst into Kate’s office. 


She looked stunned and for the first time since we’d met, Kate’s expression suggested there was no immediate response that suited her. 


“Sorry sweetheart but I need to do this.” 


“Are you okay, Jacob?” 


“Yep. Nothing to worry about.” 


I pointed at Gerald who seemed terrified even though I stepped no closer than five meters away, posing no threat. I waved a mildly accusatorial finger toward him. 


“Has Carol been pursuing you?” 


He looked tormented and face-planted into his hands, sobbing, swearing, and screaming in anguish. Kate’s face went white as a sheet and I knew this problem must be dealt with fast, lest she panic, sending her body into trauma. 


“It’s Carol, Kate. She’s been sending GD information to her own secret e-mail account using Gerald’s office computer, then blackmailing him with that fact into having an affair.” 


“You’re fucking joking with me?” 


“Nope.” 


I chuckled, remembering Kate’s friend whose wisdom ended my fiancee’s zero tolerance for potty mouth. She licked her lips, clearly parched and somewhat in shock so I visited the hospitality trolly, poured a glass of chilled water, and handed it over, passing a second glass to Gerald. 


Kate studied the sobbing man in front of her desk sympathetically. She gave Gerald a minute to contain his outburst, waiting until he looked up again. 


“Is this true, Gerald?” 


“I’m afraid so.” 


“Why didn’t you say anything?” 


“She threatened my marriage, Miss Granger, and I was convinced she’d sold secrets to some shadowy organization that would kill her. Carol was even abducted.” 


Kate glanced from me to Gerald and back again in utter disbelief. 


“Gerald, I got you up here because we’re behind on delivering the German Tank program. I thought you were slacking and asked Jacob to speak with people on the shop floor about what’s going on.” 


“We’re only behind because the client is messing around with design work. They’ll pay for the delays and are agreeing on a sum with me now. It’s nothing to worry about.” 


“What a nightmare, Gerald.” 


“What happens next Miss Granger?” 


“We’ll have Carol arrested for stalking you and because of the data theft. That matter must be reported to the government now and they’ll want to investigate.” 


“I’d rather not destroy Carol’s career. She’s not well.” 


“Which is precisely why the sheriff must arrest her. Once he has Carol examined by a doctor, they’ll refer her for a psychiatric evaluation. GD can help protect her, pay for treatment and hopefully she’ll recover but for sure, we can’t let this continue.” 


“How will you find her?” 


“I have a hunch, so leave that with me. Call your husband, ask him to collect you, and go home. I’ll see you the day after tomorrow.” 


“Okay. Thank you.” 


He shuffled out of the office, where Andrew took control of getting him home. I closed Kate’s door. 


“She’s lied about the abduction and starved herself. We need to go home, Kate. I’ll contact the security detail and ask them to discretely keep track of her movements.” 


“Leave Claude and Hannah here. I’ll call the sheriff on the way and we can deal with this in a sensitive manner.” 


I drove faster than usual because there was an unspoken fear relating to Carol’s stability. With family on the premises, Kate would be concerned, as I was, too. 


“The sheriff is waiting for us on the main road a hundred meters before our private driveway. Drive right in and he’ll follow.” 


“How will he deal with this?” 


“I asked him to have an ambulance come and collect her. I won’t allow Carol to be handcuffed.” 


I spun my car into the drive, enjoying the engine roar while cringing at the scattered gravel and my beautiful paintwork. The sheriff followed with no sirens or lights and I slowed down gradually, entering our parking lot at a normal speed. Kate looked at me as though I were a child enjoying a race track session. 


“Are you done now, Jenson Button?” 


“That was fun but there will be damage to my car.” 


“Just get a respray. It’s an emergency.” 


Kate leaped out of the car before me, not waiting for my usual courtesy. She waved at the sheriff, backing him off politely. 


“Give me five minutes alone with her, then follow me inside. Please don’t cuff her.” 


“Okay, Miss Granger, but I won’t stay outside unless you take Jacob with you.” 


“Jacob and I are attached at the hip, Sherrif.” 


“Good.” 


He waited calmly, leaning on his car hood, nodding pleasantly at me. My background was probably fully exposed this morning on two firearms certificate applications Claude had submitted by email. 


Inside the house, Kate summoned the security team and spoke in whispers. The woman pointed to our dining room. My fiancee turned to me and nodded to the door. 


“Can we be gentle, Jacob? She’s obviously not well.” 


“Of course.” 


When we stepped inside the dining room, I was relieved to see Carol was alone. She stared up from a coffee cup that was empty while she stirred the air inside it. Kate approached her with me close behind and for the first time, from the deadness in her eyes, I could see that all in Carol’s mind was not well. 


“Are you okay, Carol?” 


“Of course Kate. What’s happening?” 


“I know about Gerald and the desperation you’ve felt.” 


“Ahh… I see. I’m probably in trouble now.” 


“Not trouble. I need you to see a doctor please, Carol.” 


She stared at Kate with a blank look that I’d seen many times before. People who suffered severe emotional trauma almost seemed locked out of reality while their minds protected them from the outside world. 


“Am I mad, Kate?” 


“No, sweetheart. You’re just not feeling very well and need a rest.” 


Carol sighed and nodded, as though resigned to a fate that only made sense to her. 


“I am rather tired, to be honest.” 


“I have an ambulance coming soon. I’ll go with you to make sure you’re safe. Is that okay, sweetheart?” 


“Thank you, Kate. Is Gerald coming too?” 


“He’s fine and is already having a rest.” 


“Oh, good.” 



Chapter Forty-Three

A Foray Into Naughtiness

◆◆◆

Kate’s Point Of View. 


I was in a trance when the sheriff and a paramedic escorted Carol to a nearby parked ambulance. As I exited the front door with Jacob firmly attached to my side, I saw a vaguely familiar girl walking toward me, saying a rucksack precariously over one shoulder. 


“Jacob! Kate!” 


The tall, beautiful girl, dressed in a flowery pink summer dress, threw an arm around each of our necks, hugging us tightly and with surprising strength. Jacob was overwhelmed when the girl kissed his cheeks several times. She smelled wonderful, felt vibrant, and very feminine. 


I saw Mom making her way up behind her and immediately knew who it was. 


When she kissed me on the lips by accident, I realized what Jacob had meant when he described his sister as a live wire. When Carrie released us, she stepped back, gasped, and clutched her chest while eyeing me from top to toe, shaking her head from side to side in disbelief. 


“Fuck! Brother, you struck gold with this one. Kate’s absolutely stunning… wow. She’s a keeper.” 


“Thank you, Carrie.” 


I wasn’t sure what else to say between fits of giggling. Carrie was enthralled by me and although her exuberance was off the charts, my leering future sister-in-law didn’t feel at all inappropriate. 


Jacob hugged Carrie tightly, lifting his sibling high and spinning around while I stepped backward to enjoy my fiancee’s family reunion. 


When he set his sister back down on terra firma, she stretched out a hand in a forced act of proper behavior, shaking mine vigorously, wearing a beaming smile that lit up my world. 


“Hi Kate, I’m really sorry… It’s been such a long time since I saw my big brother. I’m also excited as fuck to be the first in our family to meet you. I have massive bragging rights and everyone back home will be seriously envious.” 


“You never have to apologize for loving our Jacob.” 


“I guess we have that in common already, right?” 


“Indeed.” 


I couldn’t help but smile as the young girl snapped her fingers and glanced around in every direction, mostly back outside, suddenly looking awkward. She needed something but didn’t want to ask for it. 


I leaned forward with a knowing smile. 


“Horses?” 


“Oh god yeah… please. Can I see them right away? I didn’t want to ask.” 


“Of course you can. Ask for Tiffany inside the house. She’ll show you the bedroom Jacob had made up and then take you to the stables. We have someone to take care of right now.” 


“Thanks, Kate.” 


“Oh… and Carrie.” 


She was already ambling at an awkward jog, dragging a large rucksack until I called her back halfway across our marble foyer. Jacob’s sister skidded to a halt and turned, still wearing her disarming, beaming smile. 


“Make yourself at home, and please, if you want or need anything else, just ask. Don’t hold back, okay?” 


“Are you sure?” 


“I’m positive.” 


“Thanks, Kate. I’ll see you later.” 


Carrie ran into the arms of the nearest house staff member, asking where to find Tiffany. I joined Jacob, slipping my hand inside his, heading toward the ambulance, still giggling. 


“I told you she’s a handful.” 


“I love her, Jacob… she’s all natural fun.” 


“She’ll be in those woods by 5 a.m. tomorrow morning.” 


“She’s a lesbian, right?” 


“Totally, one hundred percent, and always was.” 


“Well… with Mom, Claire, and Tiffany in the house, I expect some midnight crawling around the stairs and corridors.” 


Jacob stared at me in utter horror. He was completely speechless, something that happened very infrequently. 


“You don’t think-.” 


“I’d be surprised if she didn’t find romance at Granger Hall with three other women who like girls and boys. I mean, come on Jacob… didn’t that occur to you?” 


“No.” 


I stopped short of the ambulance, turned, and frowned at my fiancee. As far as I could tell, he was being honest, and that surprised me. My authentic, loving fiancee couldn’t see what stared him so obviously in the face. 


“Promise me something, Jacob.” 


“Anything Kate.” 


“Please don’t ever change.” 


“I’m not sure I could, even if I wanted to.” 


I dragged him over to the ambulance, feeling sexually aroused and slightly frustrated. It was the small things Jacob did, those cute, honest nuances about him, that so enchanted me. I felt a moistening and swelling of my labia and a desperation to make love. My knickers felt warm, shamefully damp and I knew that was a prelude to embarrassment later on. 


“Can you do me a favor please, Jacob?” 


“Of course.” 


“Would you go to our apartment and fetch me a fresh pair of knickers… actually, make that two pairs.” 


“Are you okay?” 


“Nothing I can’t handle until you fuck me.” 


He ran off at full pace while I spoke with the sheriff and a paramedic. Carol sat inside the ambulance, smiling and seeming drowsy. I guessed she knew something was wrong, but in my mind, her confused state was obvious. 


“Sorry, Miss Granger, I can’t let you travel in my ambulance. You can ride with the Sherrif though.” 


“It’s okay, I’ll travel with my fiancee.” 


I can’t wait to tell the world that Jacob is my husband. 


“Can I ask whether Carol said anything to you about what’s wrong, please?” 


“Yeah. She repeatedly told me to tell you that the whole kidnapping thing was totally made up. I guess that means more to you than me.” 


“Okay. Can you make sure she gets the best treatment when we arrive? I’m paying and will sign any forms the hospital needs so that Carol is taken care of.” 


“Yes, ma’am.” 


I stared past the paramedic and caught Carol’s intoxicated gaze. She looked mildly ashamed and apologetic, frowning and nodding politely at me. It appeared reality was catching up with her and I prayed the walls of her mind held fast. I walked away while the ambulance driver locked his truck, jumped into the front seat, and took off with the sheriff behind. 


Standing in the center of our car park, watching their dust trail speed away put me in mind of a conclusive end to a sad episode in GD’s history. A threat to us all, such as it might have been was vanquished, but not without taking a casualty with it. 


I sobbed, clutching an unborn baby that wasn’t showing at all in my stomach. I felt a connection was made and even more so when my darling Jacob stood behind me, cuddling our baby together. 


“Carol will be fine sweetheart, I promise you.” 


“I know, baby… I just wish that none of this had happened.” 


Jacob escorted me to his car, opened the door and I slid inside. He smiled reassuringly, but I felt disconnected and thwarted by the expression of gloom on Carol’s face. 


At the hospital, business was as usual and frenetic. A kid with a broken arm, a guy involved in a bar-room brawl, and a drunken woman pretending to be Jesus were being treated while Carol sat alone, aside from a deputy guarding her cubicle. 


I tracked down a busy receptionist and smiled in a way that gave her no option but to speak with me. 


“Forgive me for interrupting, ma’am, but I know how these things go. You guys will line her up to see a consultant, then section her.” 


“My name is Gloria.” 


“I’m Kate.” 


“Everyone knows who you are, Miss. Granger. My daughter takes free riding lessons at your stables every Sunday morning. What can I do for you?” 


“I’m worried about Carol. I feel like she’s about to get lost in a system.” 


“Probably, yeah. Carol won’t be treated here.” 


“Where will she go?” 


“To the county lockup.” 


“Jail?” 


“Yeah, they have good doctors there, though. If she’s lucky, Carol will be seen inside a week.” 


“That’s a bit harsh.” 


“The only way out of that situation is if our consultant declares her a danger to herself or others. Then she’ll go somewhere far worse than prison if you ask me.” 


“What about going private?” 


“That’s an option. If you can get a consultant to visit here from the Priory Clinic, declaring her unfit for incarceration and our Sheriff agrees, then Carol can go there. It’s damn expensive, though.” 


“Can you make that happen?” 


“You speak to the Sheriff, and I’ll call the folks at the Priory Clinic. Someone there owes me a favor. By the way Miss Granger, thanks for caring.” 


The sheriff was a cinch, and once Gloria worked her magic, a private ambulance arrived discreetly an hour later. The consultant, a kind, and gentle man, examined Carol, and soon after she was whisked away. 


I hugged and kissed Carol before she left, returning to Jacob, who was strolling in the front gardens outside. 


“You look like a crazy patient out here, Jacob.” 


“Crazy in love with you, Kate. I feel so proud.” 


“Why?” 


“The way you dealt with Carol… who, by the way, could have been harboring a grudge and might have had a hidden knife when you approached her.” 


“I doubt that.” 


“Well, anyway… she’s safe, and you ensured that happened. I feel very proud.” 


“I need something please, Jacob.” 


“Fresh panties?” 


“Yeah, but only after you fuck me.” 


He looked shocked, but I dragged my fiancee to a row of ambulances not in use, as an act of sexual desperation. I tried the rear door of one; it opened and I glanced in every direction to make sure we weren’t seen before hauling Jacob inside with me. 


“Fuck me in here, Jacob.” 


“Are you insane?” 


“Nope. Get on with it.” 


I lifted a knee-length skirt hem, thumbing my drenched knickers down my thighs and off, slipping them into a handy swab bag, much to Jacob’s horror. 


“C’mon Jacob, stop being such a damn prude. I need you inside me right now.” 


“Sorry, Kate… I’m just being overcautious.” 


He whipped off his pants and boxer shorts, sporting an excellent erection that made my pussy and reproductive organs quiver with anticipation. My desire for Jacob at that moment felt more intense than usual and I assumed a combination of pregnancy and his attentive and loving nature had conspired to briefly turn me into a casual slut. 


I leaned over the ambulance trolley, facing sideways with my cheek pressed hard against cold sheet steel. I splayed my arms wide, gripping a metal rail running the length of both sides. When Jacob slid his enormous cock inside my trembling pussy, I felt instant relief, almost as though some tawdry itch was scratched and I was on my way to salvation. 


Jacob fucked me hard, but carefully and I smiled inside because I knew he thought his cock might harm our baby. He needed reassurance, and I wanted a rough fucking. 


“You really have nothing to worry about, darling. Our baby is nowhere near, not even for a cock your size.” 


“Are you sure?” 


“I’d never lie to you, Jacob. I need it harder, please.” 


He fucked me much harder, rocking back and forth for a few seconds each time he slid a massive, veiny cock, balls deep inside my pussy hole. I was creamy and heard that slick sound of a well-oiled piston ramming home inside a flush-fitting cylinder. 


I gasped and my heart pounded as hormones sent me on a delicious, naughty journey on the end of my fiancee’s lovely cock. My pink cathedral celebrated, trembling in delight while his organ played a boisterous tune deep inside me. 


I rose to orgasm quickly, moaning while pushing hard, backing my wanton cunt onto his cock. My knight in shining armor, a man always to be trusted and honored, obeyed my request to unburden a sleazy need that every lady has once in a while. 


His fingers gripped my waist tightly and Jacob’s cock drove deeper inside my pussy as my beloved became more confident in railing the creamy love hole he cherished so much. My muscles tensed and every sinew tightened as I pointed my slit higher, wanting more, while my body meandered up and down massive pleasure waves. 


When Jacob screamed loudly like a pleasured Lion, I felt his seed rush deep and hot inside me, enjoying a moment when we were entirely united as universal souls on a journey through life. 


When my fiancee leaned on me, sweating and panting like a Lion rampant that had been well fucked, I felt the delightful twitching of his cock as he decanted every drop of seed inside me. I pushed back and reached around, gripping his hands in a sign of my deep affectionate love for him. 


“I love you so much, Jacob. I’m constantly proud of you and that’s such a turn-on for me.” 


“Thank you, Kate.” 


“What for?” 


“Being the most amazing fiancee.” 


“Do you think we should arrange a date soon for our wedding, Jacob?” 


“I’d like that.” 


As his cock softened, Jacob’s semen and my creamy ejaculate dripped on the floor. While I slipped on fresh knickers having used a tissue to clean myself, my fiancee cleaned up the ambulance deck while we both laughed uncontrollably. 


Just when I was dressed, the rear door swung open and two young paramedics peered in. The girl smiled knowingly at me and the guy shook Jacob’s hand using it to haul himself up, patting his new comrade on the back as he passed by. 


“Be a good man and take the lady home, big guy.” 


We jumped off the ambulance laughing hilariously, running to Jacob’s car like two kids caught by our parents while dancing around second base. 


I mused, grinning insanely while looking out of the window as scenery flashed past. I glanced occasionally at Jacob who laughed every time our eyes met, seemingly overjoyed by our foray into naughtiness. 


When we arrived home, Mom wanted an update from me and Jacob needed to catch up with his sibling. We parted ways and I went to our apartment where a toilet and a freshen-up awaited. 


Dinner was a raucous affair and I felt heartily pleased that Carrie had settled in so well. She sat beside her brother, one seating place away from me, leaning over frequently to chat. 


“Jacob tells me you run in the woods, Kate?” 


“I do, but not fifty miles like you.” 


“I’d love to run with both of you someday once I shake off this awful jetlag. Oh, the horses are divine by the way and I was already told that Beauty and Sierra are out of bounds, so please don’t worry on that account.” 


She talked about everything and anything and eventually moved her brother so she could sit beside me. 


“How will you exercise Beauty?” 


“What do you mean?” 


She leaned in closer and whispered. 


“I’m allowed to know about your condition, right?” 


“Yes, although some people in here don’t know yet.” 


“You’re waiting for the first trimester to end, right?” 


“Yes.” 


“Well, my advice, for what it’s worth, is don’t go beyond a canter. It’s just not worth the risk of falling off.” 


I examined Carrie who seemed an excitable young woman, about eight years younger than me. Her genuine concern for my well-being was cute and felt nice. She leaned in again, whispering even more quietly, aiming her voice at my stomach, touching me gently. 


“Hi, I’m your Aunt.” 


I grinned at her, feeling an almost instant and deep friendship between us. She held my hand, widening her eyes while turning around to smile lovingly at her brother. 


“You can ride Beauty. He’ll love you. I’ll introduce you to him this weekend, Carrie.” 


“Are you sure? They said he was strictly out-of-bounds.” 


“Not to you anymore.” 


“Thank you, Kate. I have one more question please?” 


“Go ahead, my prize possession is already shared with you.” 


“Beauty?” 


“No, Jacob.” 


“Ah, I see. I’ll take the horse for sure.” 


Jacob leaned over her shoulder, resting his chin, smiling at me. 


“Shall I send her back home to the UK?” 


“Definitely not. This one is a keeper, fiancee.” 


He went back to his business, chatting with Claude and I nodded at Carrie for her to continue asking what she wanted. 


“What is it you’d like that may be out-of-bounds?” 


“Is your Mother allowed?” 


“Fucking hell, that didn’t take long.” 


I laughed, freezing my face when Jacob looked over quizzically. When he turned away, I clasped a hand over my mouth, stifling more giggles. I looked over at Mom who winked at me with a glint in her eye. 


“I don’t mind, Carrie. That’s strictly between you and Catherine. You might take care not to pass Tiffany on the stairs, though.” 


“That’s no problem, Tiffany and I are having dinner together Saturday night at some Cowboy bar she says is great.” 


“I love it and love you, Carrie. Well done on settling into Granger Hall.” 


She moved away, sitting close to Tiffany and my Mom. I stopped watching because what they did was none of my business and I would deny none of the three a simple pleasure in life. Jacob moved back across the empty seat to me and Hannah reclaimed her boyfriend. 


“We have a great family already, Jacob.” 


“We do sweetheart.” 


“I don’t want it to become fewer. I want them all to stay here with us forever.” 


“It can only get larger, Kate. Isn’t it ironic that your father’s dying wish is coming true? We still have more than forty-five bedrooms to go but already there is laughter at Granger Hall.” 


I stared at him, then leaned forward until my nose touched his. 


“Can we slip away to bed please, Jacob?” 


“Of course, follow me.” 


I felt exhausted and fell asleep instantly when my head hit the pillow, cradled in Jacob’s arms as his small spoon. His warmth exuded safety and I drifted back into an ambulance where a large cock fucked me so nicely. 


“Kate?” 


“Kate?” 


I imagined Jacob’s voice as he pounded my desperate pussy hole. His fingers gripped my ass cheeks, almost making me his submissive as he railed me from behind in the ambulance. I rolled over, allowing him to slide his cock back inside me while I rolled again, this time on top, riding him hard, showing my fiancee who was in charge. 


I frowned at him in the most lascivious way, riding the biggest cock that had ever taken me, enjoying it so much more because I loved the man who owned it. 


“Kate… wake up, baby.” 


“Wh-w-what?” 


“Wake up, honey.” 


“What do you mean… was all that a dream, Jacob?” 


“All what?” 


I rolled towards my fiancee, squinting to focus on his face even though the only brightness in our bedroom came from a full moon. I felt around Jacob’s body, eventually arriving at his cock, squeezing it tightly, surprised it wasn’t solid as it had been inside me moments earlier. 


“What were you dreaming about, Kate?” 


“Oh… umm, nothing darling.” 


“Hah! You were dreaming about me, right?” 


“What time is it, Jacob? What’s wrong?” 


“It’s 2 am and nothing is wrong.” 


“Why are you awake then?” 


“I have a surprise for you.” 


“What? I don’t understand. You’re not making any sense.” 


“Do you remember asking me to find a country lodge for us?” 


“Yeah. You could have waited until breakfast to show me, though.” 


“Oh come on Kate, stop being so grumpy.” 


I cuddled back into my fiancee, whining a little, trying to draw him back into a comfortable slumber. He was having none of it, slipped out of bed, and stood up, holding an outstretched hand for me. 


“What’s happening right now, Jacob?” 


“We have four complimentary days to enjoy a property that’s for sale. It’s a try before we buy. I have the first refusal on a purchase at nine million bucks plus change and we’re heading there now.” 


“At 2 am?” 


“Yes.” 


“What about security?” 


“Claude is waiting outside with a guy he hired. The lodge has four gate and perimeter guards in situ. Hannah stays here and will cover GD matters.” 


I was losing the argument against going so I got out of bed and began pulling on the sweatpants and top, Jacob held out for me. 


“I’ve booked a spa day at the lodge where local beauty and massage therapists will come and take care of us.” 


“You’re joking, right?” 


“Nope. I also booked a chef for the duration. Claude won’t be seen around the place. It’s just the two of us.” 


“Oh Jacob, this is so awesome.” 


I wrapped my arms around his neck and buried my face in his chest, yawning loudly. 


“Can you pack my hairbrush please, Jacob?” 


“Yeah of course but I’m sure the lodge has everything you’ll need except clothes.” 


“I need the flat, heaviness of my own brush to thrash you with when we arrive. Kate must educate Jacob about sleep time.” 



Chapter Forty-Four

A Walk In The Clouds

◆◆◆

Kate’s Point Of View. 


Jacob carried my hastily packed luggage over two trips, something I felt guilty about. I wanted to bring more and I was sure my fiancee would understand but it was past midnight, nowhere close to dawn, and we had a long journey ahead. 


I glanced around our bedroom while Jacob waited patiently at the door. Like him, I was mentally checking everything off on a list. I smiled, then laughed, skipped a few yards, and leaped into his arms. 


Jacob caught me, as he always did. 


“Wear your pajamas and sleep on the way.” 


“Are you sure Jacob?” 


“Yeah. I have a fleece blanket in the truck for you to snuggle. It’s pink.” 


“We’re not going in your car, then?” 


“There are mountain trails nearby to explore, maybe we’ll see bears and cougars. I thought your truck would be better.” 


“British people always want to go and visit dangerous animals. Why is that?” 


“We like uncertainty and risk. That’s why many of us marry American women.” 


“Jacob… you’re on thin ice and I sense a hungry polar bear is nearby.” 


He always lifted me into a positive realm regardless of the crisis. Jacob was constantly there when needed and when not, he kept out of the way, letting me forge my path. I felt my love and care similarly offered a safe cocoon where my future husband could develop his life. 


“We’re kindred spirits, Jacob.” 


“We’re soulmates darling.” 


We really are. 


Hand in hand, I followed him through dark corridors, down the stairs, and across our foyer. I realized why Jacob had planned our getaway to begin through the night because I felt excited and all of my senses were on fire. 


“This is so much fun, Jacob.” 


“It’s like we’re running away to get married.” 


I slammed on my brakes and hauled Jacob back into my arms and hugged him. 


“Are we?” 


“Would you like to?” 


“Of course, sweet Jacob. I’d marry you anywhere and at any moment,” 


“I haven’t planned a wedding for this short break although there are some surprises.” 


“Okay… that’s fine because I left my wedding day lingerie upstairs. I was about to run back.” 


“You bought it already?” 


“Time spent in planning is rarely wasted, Jacob.” 


Jacob kissed me, gripped my hand and we ran out of the house. I saw Claude’s truck parked nearby, with a shadowy man sitting on the seat beside him. The romantic Frenchman in our new friend shot me a broad grin and I knew this was just the kind of gesture that would appeal to him. 


“Where’s my truck, Jacob?” 


“Right over there.” 


He pointed to a large red truck but I was confused. He must have borrowed a vehicle because mine was black and aging badly. 


“The red RAM 1500?” 


“Yes.” 


“Why does it have a white bow across the hood?” 


“It’s my gift to you sweetheart.” 


My heart thumped almost out of my chest and both knees wobbled. Jacob stepped in and wrapped an arm around my waist. I felt so alive at that moment with the moon bathing us in a blueish light and my new truck sitting with its hood facing diagonally, growling because the engine was running. 


A light mist swept through the parking lot and I couldn’t help thinking that even Mother Nature was on my fiancee’s side. The truck was brand new and looked stellar. I felt like a kid in a sweet shop. 


“I love trucks.” 


“I know, you’re a cowgirl at heart.” 


“The RAM 1500 is my favorite truck as well.” 


“I know that too and before you worry, your old truck is in the repair shop having a much-needed refurbishment.” 


I breathed a sigh of relief because it had been the equine master’s vehicle before he retired and was a treasured gift from the man who taught me to ride. 


I walked around my new truck, amazed by its designer and builder’s excellence. The engine grunted at me, pleading to be thrashed over mountain-tops and through wooden valleys. When I reached the driver’s side door, Jacob opened it for me. 


“I’m wearing slippers.” 


“I have your sneakers right here.” 


“Oh god thank you so much, Jacob.” 


“You didn’t think I’d drive your truck before you had now did you, Kate?” 


“I wouldn’t mind.” 


Well, I would but I’d never admit that to you, sweetheart. 


“There is no fleece blanket Kate. It was all part of my ruse.” 


“I think you deserve an Oscar nomination this time, sweetheart.” 


I slipped on the sneakers Jacob passed me and leaped inside my new toy. It took a few minutes to familiarize myself with instrumentation but fairly soon I felt competent enough to set off. When I selected gear and ripped a few buckets of gravel off the parking lot surface, my grin was childish but felt appropriate. 


Claude slipped in a few hundred meters behind us when I turned off our driveway. I was already deep in thought, wondering if there were underlying reasons for Jacob’s surprise. 


“Do you think I need some time off, Jacob?” 


“I think we both do. Work is running hot, we’re surrounded by responsibilities, the gold, Carol, GD generally, and now a house full of friends and family we love but even that is still very hard work.” 


“I agree, but honestly… are you specifically worried about me?” 


“I think we share the same concern for each other, Kate. I know you can cope with anything but isn’t it true that we both need time to be a couple?” 


“Yes. I just needed to know I’m not falling apart.” 


“Never that. I think what you did for Carol proves you’re at the top of your game.” 


“Thank you, darling.” 


I tipped my head towards Jacob but the immense console between us prevented that contact. 


“I can smell coffee.” 


“Two takeout cups from a flask Claude made earlier. They are in the console beside you.” 


I lifted a cup, and tasted its smooth filter coffee flavor, making me feel even more invigorated than our big adventure had already. I glanced around my new truck, more delighted with it than any gift ever received. The dash was beautifully lit up, my seat was so comfortable and smelled of real leather. 


In the rear-view mirror, I saw a bag on the back seat. 


“What’s in the holdall? It looks like paperwork.” 


“It is in a manner of speaking.” 


“Are we working during this break?” 


“You could say that.” 


“Okay, Jacob… spill the beans.” 


“Kate Granger, that bag contains every baby, parenting, and wedding planning magazine I could find in a twenty-mile radius over the last two days.” 


I slammed on the brakes, waited for my truck to snake a few yards before stopping, and flicked on the hazard warning lights. My seat belt was off and I crawled across the console and into the arms of my most beloved, giggling while he tickled. 


Claude must have panicked because his truck roared up beside us. The relief on his expression was palpable when he saw me planting kisses all over my fiancee’s face and neck. Jacob slid down the window so both men could confer. 


“Man, I thought you picked the wrong color, Jacob.” 


“Nope, I’m just marrying the right girl.” 


I waved at Claude, not really caring about my state of readiness for bed. He grinned and it registered in my mind as one of those deep, meaningful friendship moments. 


“He’s also taking over driving duties because I have some reports to go over.” 


Jacob wound the window back up and we swapped places. I lifted his coffee, giggling. 


“You have no coffee left, do you, Kate?” 


“None at all, and soon you won’t have any either. You have to understand Jacob. Sometimes being the perfect fiancee has a cost attached.” 


“You’re worth it.” 


“So are you. Let’s share your coffee like we do everything else.” 


He flicked on the cab light that shone on my side of the truck and I leafed through one magazine after another lost in a haze of dreamy marriage and parenting delight. I never noticed when Jacob left the main road and followed a small, sturdy trail up a steep incline. 


When he stopped the truck, I glanced at Jacob, then in front, and saw what captured my fiancee’s attention. 


“It’s a bear, Jacob.” 


“She’s magnificent.” 


“She has one cub.” 


“It’s you, Kate. This is a sign.” 


“No Jacob. If that were me and baby, Daddy would be with us.” 


The bear stared at us indifferently while her cub crossed the trail. A rising sun peeked over the hill in front and I saw the lodge Jacob wanted us to visit. I fell in love with everything from the beautiful deciduous forest, jagged mountain peaks, a stunning view across the valley, and even a light mist rising everywhere. 


Jacob drove slowly for another couple of miles, eventually passing by a security post, where Claude, who had gone ahead towards the end of our journey, had the guard open a barrier. 


We rolled across a gravel and grass area, parking close to the front door of an immense mountain lodge where we both sat and stared agog at its beauty. 


“Someone really loved this place, Kate.” 


“It’s incredible.” 


The massive clearing in which someone built a holiday home was the size of a football pitch. Tractor snow-clearing units sat at one end with an ATV and what looked like a workshop almost the size of our stabling back home. 


“The house has stabling but no horses.” 


“Is it vacant possession, Jacob?” 


“Yeah, as far as the owner is concerned everything stays. Tiffany got our lawyers and surveyors to go over land searches, valuation, inventory, and structural reports.” 


“How did you do this so secretively?” 


“I used to fight insurgents, Kate. Admittedly, keeping something from you is more difficult but I’m well trained to do so.” 


“You’re sassy too, just the way I love.” 


“Everything checks out. Shall we move inside and enjoy the sunrise from a hot tub with a view?” 


“And then make love, Jacob?” 


“If you insist.” 


He walked around to my side of the truck, opened the door, and helped me out. We stood together gazing up at a three-storey high massive wooden and glass structure and all I could see was a second Granger home. 


“Let’s buy it now, Jacob.” 


“Are you serious?” 


“Yeah, totally. If that’s what you want as well. I have a great feeling about this place.” 


“Me too, Kate.” 


He glanced at me, then the house, and back at me. In his eyes, I noticed the same excitement I felt. We had a similar sense of the place. 


“We can afford it so why not do this today?” 


“Okay. I’ll put an offer in once Tiffany starts work.” 


“I love it, Jacob.” 


“We can bring our horses up here as well.” 


“Everyone will love it, sweetheart, but we can’t keep this all to ourselves. It doesn’t feel right.” 


“I agree, but Kate… we also need alone time for you, me, and our baby. I’m feeling lonely sometimes, even when we are together because there seems to be no time to entwine or even have a long conversation.” 


“I agree. Shall we figure that out while we are up here?” 


He nodded and began unloading my truck. I helped, despite him not wanting me to. I spotted a discrete guard patrol passing over the trail we’d driven up and smiled, content that we were safe. 


When we reached the front door, a woman opened it, smiling. 


“I’m the cantankerous old bitch who runs this lodge. I’ll assume you are Miss Granger?” 


“You don’t seem at all cranky to me.” 


“I’m really not but the local contractors and suppliers to your new home would say I am. My name is Lizzie. I’ll answer to Beth as well but never anything else.” 


“Our new home?” 


“I watched you both staring and I’ve seen those expressions before. You’ll own A Walk In The Clouds by the end of the day. Now come on in and enjoy the hot tub. I have it ready for you along with Mimosas.” 


“I don’t drink.” 


“Ahh, you’re pregnant then. I’d recommend toast and no eggs for your breakfast. Less to chuck up.” 


Fuck! 


She was witty and beautifully razer-sharp, just as I preferred. Despite her self-description, Lizzie was an attractive, smartly dressed woman in her late fifties, with a light step, long salt and pepper hair, and sparkling hazel eyes. 


“If you drop everything right here, I’ll have someone take care of it for you. All rooms have everything you’ll need for your convenience. There’s brand new bedding, towels, and day wear for when you want to go scruffy around the property.” 


I found myself squeezing Jacob’s hand tightly when we stood together in front of floor-to-ceiling panorama windows gaping at the most immense view of mountains I can ever recall. An outdoor hot tub on gray slate patio slabs had steam rising from its surface and I couldn’t wait to relax with my fiancee. 


I turned around and faced Lizzie who smiled, delighted by our reaction. 


“What’s really going on?” 


“After Jacob called, I did my research on you both. There was no way you’d come here and not buy it because this home is perfect for the two of you. Watching you outside lifted my heart. It’s been two years since this house enjoyed any laughter or fun.” 


“I hope you come with the house Lizzie.” 



Chapter Forty-Five

Releasing Tension

◆◆◆

Jacob’s Point Of View 


I woke up feeling happy about our new home but somewhat troubled for other reasons. Life had unwittingly become very complicated, with a myriad of small problems combining into larger ones, which in turn nagged at my spirit. 


Steam was building, and I had to release tension somehow and soon. Kate stirred beside me, ascending from a dream state. I rifled my fingers through her hair, glad she was awake because my fiancee made everything right. 


“Did you sleep well, Kate?” 


“In your arms, how could I not?” 


My fiancee looked better rested, and with us not being on the clock to join others for breakfast, we lazed in bed longer than usual. I’d hatched the plot to buy our new lodge in absolute secrecy and at lightning speed because it was available, and I worried it might not remain so for long. 


Even that hasn’t quenched my unease. 


“We have the whole weekend to plan, Kate.” 


“Plan what?” 


“I have note pads, montage boards, highlighters, and flag markers for you.” 


“But what’s it all for, Jacob?” 


We need a plan, sweetheart. I’m going a bit nuts. 


“You, my darling, always like to have a plan. This time, I have the materials to immortalize it and the will to implement anything you desire.” 


Kate shifted closer to me, knocking over my defenses with wide, loving eyes and a delighted grin. 


“First, a new truck for me, then baby and wedding brochures, a new home, and now you want me to plan. Are you okay, Jacob?” 


“Yes, of course.” 


“Is there something bothering you?” 


“A few niggles but nothing serious.” 


“We’ll discuss this later, Jacob. I know there is something bothering you. I’ll wait while you figure it out, but don’t take too long about it.” 


She examined me with the x-ray vision Kate used to ensure everything about our relationship was healthy. I wasn’t ready to talk, and she knew that. I blurted, adding to the pile of evidence that revealed my tension. 


“Are you happy Kate… I mean, really happy?” 


“Of course I am, honey.” 


“How do you know?” 


“I never imagined a female-led relationship might be anything as wonderful as this Jacob.” 


“In what way, though?” 


“We’re so perfectly aligned.” 


“Isn’t that the point of you taking charge of our lives?” 


“Yes, but I-, umm, it’s okay… forget I said anything, Jacob.” 


“Please don’t hide your feelings.” 


“Okay, but I just… well. I’d given up hope before I met you. I know we all say that, but I just didn’t seem to click with anyone else, boy or girl.” 


“Me neither.” 


Kate rolled out of bed and slipped a negligee over her hourglass figure, placing both palms exactly at the spot on her hips that most accentuated her beauty. I joined her at crystal clear panorama windows that looked onto canyons and a vast mountain range I was sure we would begin exploring earnestly. 


“We talked about sharing this place with family, but I really want it for us alone, Jacob. I feel selfish.” 


“There are six lodges on this estate, including a couple of remote ones for fishing and hunting. The kitchen combines with a large living/dining area, which is distinct from the rest of our main house.” 


“You mean we can wander around everywhere naked and without fear?” 


“Well… Lizzie has access to all areas, and there are a couple of maids, but other than that, yes, we can.” 


“It’s perfect.” 


“We need a home office with large screens and video conferencing.” 


“And I guess you already ordered those, right Jacob?” 


“Tiffany is taking care of it.” 


“We just need a couple of horses then.” 


“Your Mom is taking care of that. She’s also bringing Cosmo and Luna later today. They’ll stay here, and I imagine she will as well.” 


“In a lodge?” 


“It’s for the best, Kate. She’ll have independence, and so will we.” 


I collected breakfast from the Chef and set everything up in our bedroom. Kate would build her own nest in time, and I would step aside because she always made our home feel perfect. 


“We’ll need some toys here, Jacob.” 


“Toys?” 


“Kate Educates Jacob, toys.” 


“Ahh, good. There is a room in the basement for a play zone.” 


“Does it have soundproofing?” 


“Not yet.” 


I grinned, knowing that every kink in our sex life was crucial for both of us. 


While enjoying a breakfast Muesli, sitting on a large balcony deck outside our bedroom, I watched my fiancee pace around inside, shredding a croissant while making a list of things to do. 


When she stepped outside, enjoying the fresh, slightly chill mountain air, I knew what was required. 


“It’s all in my brown leather holdall, sweetheart.” 


“What do you have Jacob?” 


“The stationery you’re about to ask me for.” 


I set up a whiteboard in a small living room connected to our bedroom and left Kate alone for a much-needed visit to the gym. With three homes, GD, an estate to manage, and a baby on the way, organizing our lives was no trivial matter. I wasn’t abdicating responsibility, but Kate needed space to plan, after which I would make things happen. 


I pushed serious weights, enjoying a massive session on my chest, finishing with some light cardio on a spinning bike. My training regime had suffered recently, which is partly the reason why getting organized was so crucial. I left the gym feeling better, but the wild man inside me burst to roar uncontrollably. 


When I returned to our bedroom, dripping with sweat, Kate had neat rows of post-it notes on walls and doors with a plan of ten main action points. I read the top item on the list, glanced at Kate, and she giggled, pointing to the bathroom. 


“Shower first though, sweetheart.” 


	Suck Jacob’s cock. 

	


I lifted Kate in my arms and carried her through to a massive wet room. The sauna, steam room, and other hot tub inside surprised me. 


“I’m sure there are lots of secrets in this house yet to be discovered, Jacob. This bedroom is a tiny apartment once you open all connecting doors. There is no other access than our bedroom door. We even have a private nursery with three ample spaces for cribs.” 


Kate set about scrubbing me, using an abrasive glove she said would exfoliate my dead skin cells. When complete, I felt invigorated and patchy red where my ass cheeks stung somewhat because her scratchy gloves found welts she’d left from my morning maintenance spanking two days prior. 


She kneeled and took my cock in hand, grinning lasciviously while peeling back my foreskin. Kate pulled my cock gently, moving me out of the direct monsoon falling from above. When she sucked my cock, I felt as though all the angels had blessed me. A post-workout high lifted a few notches as dopamine and adrenaline coursed through tired muscles. 


Kate’s deep-throating technique had improved immeasurably, mostly because of her perfectionist nature. She choked quietly on my swollen glans before pushing her mouth harder down my shaft until her lips kissed my shaven pubic bone. 


I saw Kate’s neck bulge where my girth pressed against her windpipe and esophagus. She’d learned to swallow my cock, directing it, managing a gag reflex that would otherwise make it impossible. 


“Please don’t do that for too long darling. You’ll have a sore throat later.” 


Drool dangled from her chin, and pride flashed in her eyes. It was a challenge but not one I took full advantage of, refusing to force, pull, or push while she enjoyed her kink. When Kate had enough, she slid my cock out of her throat, gasped a few times, and began sucking the top few inches. 


Her cock wanking style was sublime. A short jerk with a gentle twist in time with her head bobbing up and down my shaft soon got me off, and I came in her mouth, enjoying the way she swilled and swallowed my semen as though it were life-affirming for her. 


While we entwined under a warm monsoon, Kate stared into my eyes, always confirming her love. 


“Don’t you enjoy deep-throating Jacob?” 


“I don’t like you getting sore from it.” 


“Let me worry about that. I enjoy the challenge.” 


We dressed in an excited mood, having got the plan underway. Kate had photographed the walls, boards, and miscellaneous paperwork, sending all images to Tiffany, insisting she would blow them up and figure out a step-plan. 


“Shall we explore the estate, Kate?” 


“How much land do we have?” 


“Just over two hundred acres but the perimeter surrounds about twelve.” 


“Jesus Christ Jacob. It’s a full-blown ranch.” 


“Yeah, and we have some hunting and fishing rights. There are bears, cougars, wolves, coyotes, and wild boar.” 


“And American women.” 


“Yes, wild and crazy, but always worth it.” 


“Oh, Jacob, you have the silver tongue of your ancestors.” 


“I thought you rather liked my tongue.” 


“I love it baby, and especially will this evening. You have a date and I can say unequivocally she’s a sure thing.” 


When we wandered into our multi-level living space, I noticed how well laid out it was, offering casual seating areas, a large dining space, and an alcove filled with media toys, including an eighty-inch TV, music system, and three computer gaming stations. 


“They can go.” 


“Seriously, Jacob, you’ll have to become used to that.” 


“We’ll have a dedicated room. This isn’t the right place for gaming. We should relax here.” 


“All in my plan, sweetheart.” 


Lizzie opened a door to the kitchen and walked in laden with boxes and a couple of coat hangars with jackets. I helped her unload everything, and she sat down, slightly out of breath. 


“I’ve got everything you need, Jacob.” 


“What for?” 


“Taking your fiancee around the property.” 


“How did you know we would explore today?” 


“Everyone does, dear.” 


She shot me a withered look, and I smiled back, poking out my tongue. There were boots, fleece shirts, and waterproof jackets. 


“We have an account at the adventure store in town. If you go in, they already know who you are, so just let them know what you need.” 


“You shouldn’t rush around so much for us, Lizzie.” 


“It’s a pleasure. You should take the ATV and a map rather than walk. If you get lost, send me a location pin from your phone, and I’ll come and get you.” 


Kate eyed the Sportsman Touring 570 with suspicion, whereas it was the ultimate toy for me. I checked the pristine clean machine out, starting its engine and taking it for a spin alone, testing brakes, lights, and the GPS system. I tucked the map away as a backup and throttled hard, ripping a grin wide on my face, before tossing a helmet at Kate who watched my boyish high jinks. 


“You’re not thinking of taking our baby on that, Jacob?” 


“Umm, well, perhaps when they’re old enough.” 


“How old are you thinking that might be?” 


“I don’t know… six, maybe seven months.” 


“Oh darling, you have so many surprises ahead of you.” 


“I’ll bet there is a basket I can buy and fit to carry Cosmo and Luna. For sure we’ll need regular patrols of our land.” 


Kate donned her helmet despite laughing hysterically at me. When she mounted the seat as though it were a horse and gripped me, I tore the throttle wide open. 


The trails after our guard house were rough enough to be challenging and fun without becoming impassable. When we stopped off in a clearing with a view and a small, crystal clear stream flowing over the edge into a hundred-foot waterfall, I noticed Kate had a small rucksack from which she produced a flask of coffee. 


She sat in front of me while I wrapped both my arms around her. The sun was fully up and our view was spectacular. We were speechless at the beauty nature displayed so easily. 


“I think we should spank you here, Jacob.” 


“When?” 


“Now, honey. It would be so nice to christen this little spot. Although not technically correct, I think Up the Creek Without a Paddle works. Maybe we could have signage.” 


“I wasn’t expecting this.” 


“I think bonding with the land might help us both.” 


I wanted her to thrash me. My body screamed for it when I trained in the gym earlier. I felt wild and wanted Kate to tame me. I saw it in her eyes as well. She had a huntress demeanor and I felt glad she was about to take me in hand. 


She laughed and pointed to the ATV seat while producing a wooden paddle from her rucksack. 


“You look desperate for this, Jacob.” 


“I am.” 


“Why didn’t you ask for a proper thrashing this morning when you went over my knee?” 


“I don’t know… unfamiliar surroundings, perhaps. I worried about the acoustics.” 


“Well, I doubt anyone will hear your yelping out here.” 


“I don’t yelp, Kate.” 


“You’ll be yelping in a minute, sweetheart.” 


She pointed at my jeans with her drilled wooden paddle, slicing downwards in the direction she wanted my pants to go. I felt deliciously naked when Kate kneeled, clasping the paddle in her teeth so she could remove my boxer shorts. 


“Point it up, darling.” 


“I’m up the creek, Kate.” 


“And I have the paddle sweetheart. I want you to drift off and enjoy this brief meditation. I can see you being hard on yourself about something. I want to know what that niggle is before we’re done.” 


“I can tell you right now if you’d like Kate.” 


“Bend over first, take five strokes, then tell me.” 


I enjoyed the submissive act of laying across the leather ATV seat. When I wriggled around, getting into position, I felt the power exchange, more so when Kate stood in front of me, two beautiful, long legs clad in skin-tight jeans, joining at a pussy perfectly outlined by her tight fabric. 


{Stroke} Smack! 


{Stroke} Smack! 


{Stroke} Smack! 


{Stroke} Smack! 


{Stroke} Smack! 


I was surprised by the ferocity of Kate’s first set, but it soothed my tension. I felt instantly compliant to her will, and as though she had complete control. 


“Fuck that was good.” 


“Explain yourself, Jacob.” 


“This sweetheart… I’ve missed this.” 


“What do you mean?” 


“You’ve been going too easy. I wasn’t feeling a power exchange. My submissive was curling up and going to sleep.” 


{Stroke} Smack! 


{Stroke} Smack! 


{Stroke} Smack! 


{Stroke} Smack! 


{Stroke} Smack! 


My ass cheeks stung like they were on fire. My thoughts drifted and suddenly all troubles I felt had lifted. Both cheeks burned hot and I felt blood flow rapidly with dopamine numbing pain, accentuating my gratification. 


{Stroke} Smack! 


{Stroke} Smack! 


{Stroke} Smack! 


{Stroke} Smack! 


{Stroke} Smack! 


“Have I been remiss, Jacob?” 


“No. I should have told you long ago.” 


{Stroke} Smack! 


{Stroke} Smack! 


{Stroke} Smack! 


{Stroke} Smack! 


{Stroke} Smack! 


“Told me what sweetheart?” 


“That I wanted it much harder and more frequently.” 


{Stroke} Smack! 


{Stroke} Smack! 


{Stroke} Smack! 


{Stroke} Smack! 


{Stroke} Smack! 


The last five seriously hurt, perfectly accessing the part of me that needed Kate’s firm hand. I stewed in pleasure and the aching of a well-thrashed ass. I realized my moaning and grunts were very obvious signs of satisfaction and that Kate must think me disobedient for not having addressed this sooner. 


{Stroke} Smack! 


{Stroke} Smack! 


{Stroke} Smack! 


{Stroke} Smack! 


{Stroke} Smack! 


“Am I hitting the spot now, Jacob?” 


{Stroke} Smack! 


{Stroke} Smack! 


{Stroke} Smack! 


{Stroke} Smack! 


{Stroke} Smack! 


{Stroke} Smack! 


{Stroke} Smack! 


{Stroke} Smack! 


{Stroke} Smack! 


{Stroke} Smack! 


“Yes! Yes! Oh fuck yes.” 


“Good boy.” 


She stood behind me and lay the paddle across my searingly hot ass cheeks. I’d been flayed good and proper and to be honest it was about time too. My mind flooded with happy hormones, buzzing contentedly as I lay submissively while my girlfriend rummaged for her next weapon in the rucksack. 


I waited a few minutes while she shuffled around behind me. I was filled with anticipation with my ass baking from an excellent thrashing. 


“Turn around, Jacob.” 


“Wow. That’s a more beautiful sight than of the mountain.” 


“Make love to me, please. Let’s spill your seed and fertilize our land.” 


Kate had spread a thin picnic blanket on the ground, undressed, and lay down with her legs wide open and shaven pussy pointing directly at me. I caught her scent, further activating the primal man inside me who controlled every action. 


Her pussy glistened in the morning sun, and she seemed so completely natural lying naked, wanting me. I kneeled, running my fingers from her toes all the way to her breasts, kneading them gently, rolling Kate’s solid nipples between her forefinger and thumb. 


“Will I be allowed to breastfeed as well, Kate.” 


“Of course Jacob. Even after our baby is done, you can continue. I would deny you nothing.” 


“I’m sorry.” 


“All is forgiven, honey. I’ll spank you more frequently and severely for a few sessions until we are entirely on the same page.” 


“Do you think it’s odd that I need to be thrashed so hard?” 


“Not at all, Jacob. It’s therapeutic.” 


I slipped into her arms, and Kate wrapped her legs tightly around me. A light breeze added an essential feeling to our outdoor fun. My fiancee smiled reverently at me while gripping my cock and guiding it inside her. 


“I love how wide your eyes go when I’m making love to you, darling.” 


“It matches the width my pussy expands, Jacob.” 


“I’m all the way inside you right now.” 


Kate rifled her fingers through my hair before pulling me in to kiss her. When she moved my mouth onto her breast, I imagined she wanted to feel what feeding me might feel like. I moaned when her pussy clenched on and off my cock, as she pushed down on my shaft, taking and milking what she needed. 


“Fuck me nice and slow, Jacob.” 


I planted both palms on either side of her head, lifted my torso, and fucked the only woman I’d ever loved. She raked my chest with fingernails, frowning, pulling on her bottom lip and moaning, then screaming when her orgasm came. 


I emptied my seed deep inside Kate’s pussy, enjoying that moment when our souls fused and my therapy was complete. Healing began with a spanking and ended with an orgasm, both at my fiancee’s hand. 


When I rolled off Kate, she stood, stepped off the blanket, and squatted low down as though going for a pee. As my semen dribbled into the soil below her, I saw a salacious smile followed by a giggle. 


“We’ve fertilized our land, Jacob. I think the ancient Romans did this.” 


“You even look cute and gorgeous while squatting. Can we come here more often, Kate?” 


She edged closer to me, still squatting and looking very serious. 


“Jacob, I have a plan, darling. Don’t worry about a thing.” 


With both hands clasped behind my head, I lay back, watching Kate indelibly sign a claim to our land. I felt happy and then some. 


When she was done, my fiancee, still completely naked, found a long tree branch that she used to mark a big X, the center of which ran through a wet patch she’d made. 


“We’ll have a small private cabin built right here on this X.” 


“What for?” 


“Kate’s thrashing shed.” 



Chapter Forty-Six

All The Walnuts In The World...

◆◆◆

Kate’s Point Of View. 


Thrashing Jacob released my negative energy, and I was sure it did the same for him. Making love afterward in a clearing on a ridge at sunset was about as beautiful as the world could be, especially when your fiancee is such an excellent man. 


“We should leave soon, Kate.” 


“Are you afraid it might get dark, Jacob?” 


“Wolves, cougars, and bears. Need I say more?” 


“That’s a good point.” 


He knew I was teasing, but I would have stayed out all night to sleep under the stars with only a blanket and Jacob’s warmth. Since arriving at A Walk In The Clouds, my mood had changed considerably. I was on top of important matters, understanding perfectly what Jacob felt. 


The vastness of Granger Hall was gone, and we’d been pushed together. 


“You save me from myself all of the time, Jacob.” 


“Isn’t that a knight’s job, m’lady?” 


“Thank you. We really should go before I want to make love to you again.” 


“I’m always available.” 


“Have you noticed how much more that is true in our short time here? We have time for each other.” 


“Yes, Kate, but I guess we knew Granger Hall was becoming laborious at times. It’s not a home built by us, however wonderful.” 


“We can do what we like here.” 


“Exactly.” 


Jacob offered me the ATV’s front seat and to teach me how to drive, but I wanted to lie on his back, wrap my arms around him, and watch the forest rush past while he wrestled the off-road vehicle back home. I shouldered our rucksack and mounted the rear seat, grinning while enjoying a fading vision of Jacob’s muscular ass pointing up with me spanking it. 


The day was waning, but we still had plenty of time to reach our lodge. I enjoyed the ride through ancient deciduous forest and its micro-climates nestled in deep valleys where exotic ferms and unusual flowers grew. 


Although the winter yielded snow in the area, temperatures rarely dipped below minus ten Celsius, meaning we could ski without worrying about how to survive the chill. I was drifting into motherhood and homemaking when Jacob braked and turned his head to speak with me. 


“There are people up ahead on the trail. It looks like a family.” 


“Are they hiking?” 


“Nope. I think they are foraging.” 


I stood up on our ATV footplates, scanning the area past Jacob’s head. There were half a dozen people on or beside the trail. They looked well-organized and busy. The leader, an elderly man, stepped in front of our ATV long before we arrived, waving a hand. 


“Hi. You guys are off the beaten track here. Are you lost?” 


“I’m Jacob. This is Kate. We have GPS, so no, not lost… actually, rather proud to say I’ve never been lost.” 


“Henry. I farm nearby, among other things.” 


“Oh, right. What are you harvesting today?” 


“Walnuts.” 


“I see.” 


“I make an alcohol liqueur using a recipe my father brought from the old country.” 


“Which old country?” 


“Germany.” 


“Nussenschnaps?” 


“You know it?” 


“I’ve had a relationship with it. One time, there was a festival on the river Mosel in Germany. I was on leave, and there was a local girl an-.” 


I nudged Jacob in his back, and he flinched, turning his head around slightly so I could whisper politely. 


“And you have a pregnant fiancee that doesn’t want to hear a story about past bedroom glories while she’s carrying your baby and a pussy full of your recently decanted seed.” 


“Sorry, Kate… good point.” 


Henry seemed unassuming and chuckled at a man being urged to make his point by a girlfriend. His family comprised a woman around his age, three adults in their early thirties, and a young granddaughter who proudly carried the biggest haul of walnuts in a net bag. 


Henry wasn’t moving out of our way, but he didn’t appear hostile either, so Jacob continued chatting while I relaxed and took in the ambiance of a forest on its journey to fall. 


“You should be careful on these trails, Jacob.” 


“Wild animals?” 


“No. The bears are far less dangerous than the wild landowner.” 


“What do you mean?” 


“The owner of A Walk In The Clouds is a total asshole, Jacob. In fact, if he knew we were here, Blackheart would probably take potshots.” 


“Blackheart?” 


“That’s what the kids call him, among other things. Sad old bastard won’t even let people hike around here. These walnuts are windfall. He won’t do anything with them, so we sneak in, gather, make schnapps to sell at the farmers’ market, then donate the proceeds to our local orphanage.” 


That brought me around and I couldn’t see us leaving without helping a local good cause. 


“Do you need help harvesting, Henry?” 


“Are you sure that’s okay, Kate?” 


“I’m assuming that’s why you’ve barred our way.” 


“Sorry, but meeting new folks and putting them to work is always nice.” 


“It looks like fun and good exercise, so count us in.” 


Jacob shot me a wry smile and shut off the ATV. We dismounted, and the young girl ran over, handing us each a net bag. 


“We only take the fresh ones. If they look damaged or spoiled, please leave them. Give the tree a shove, hit the branches with a pole, and stand aside. I’m Alicia, by the way. Nice to meet you.” 


“I’m Kate, likewise.” 


I stuck with Alicia and her keen eye for ripened nuts. Her enthusiasm for collecting the most by volume sent her scurrying along the dry forest floor like a squirrel. Mostly, I followed and held a spare net while she filled both. 


“How did you get here today, Alicia?” 


“We hiked from Henry’s home.” 


“Where is that?” 


“Right on the edge of Lord Blackheart’s territory.” 


“What’s his real name?” 


“Arthur Asshat.” 


“Oh dear. Does everyone dislike the owner of A Walk In The Clouds?” 


“Yep. He comes, goes, and never bothers with anyone. Henry says we’re a rural community, and that comes with some responsibilities toward each other.” 


“Henry is wise.” 


“Yeah, but I think he was most wise in picking his wife.” 


Alicia was a lot of fun and worked really hard. She easily filled more nets than anyone, but I worried about time because the sun was setting, and it seemed Henry was in no hurry to leave. 


I nudged Jacob, who followed me to a tree where we might sit together. 


The sun still warmed our faces, and Jacob sat down with his back against a sturdy walnut tree. He spread his legs wide apart, and I sat in between them, leaning back against him. It was a perfect moment in my life when nature spoke to me, and Jacob lovingly caressed my stomach as though protecting what was inside. 


“They hate the landowner, Jacob.” 


“It’s hilarious that they gave him a pirate name, though.” 


“Yeah, but we need to change their perception quickly, or we’ll be tarred with the same brush as Arthur Asshat.” 


“Is that his real name, Kate?” 


“Obviously, the asshat is added for effect by Alicia. Sometimes, Jacob, I wonder if you really are British.” 


“Why do you say that?” 


“You guys perfected sarcasm and tongue-in-cheek humor.” 


“Yeah, that’s true, but I’m just not expecting it from an American wife.” 


I was speechless and choked back overwhelming emotions. I suddenly realized how close we were to that final commitment and how much I wanted to be called Jacob’s wife. 


“What did you just say?” 


“Sorry, I meant American fiancee.” 


“Come on, Jacob. You meant wife, for sure. You want to love me… You want to marry me… You want to have me an-.” 


“-You should sing more often, darling, and yes, all of the above. I wish we could get married tomorrow right here.” 


“How about a month from today, at sunset, in our special place? That gives everyone plenty of time to get here.” 


“What special place, Kate?” 


“X marks the spot.” 


“I’m all for that, sweetheart.” 


“Are you going to ask me then?” 


He did a double take, flashing me a couple of quizzical looks. 


“I already proposed, and you agreed to be my wife.” 


Jacob caught on quickly and seized the opportunity. The sun had reached where its bottom tip almost touched the horizon. Light splashed around the walnut grove like eager flickers of life, bidding farewell to the forest floor, licking every fallen walnut with a final warmth to see it through the night. 


My fiancee helped me up, then kneeled back down, drawing everyone’s attention. Henry and his family closed in to watch, probably imagining that this was a marriage proposal. He set one elbow on a knee and reached for my hand, kissing it before softly thumbing across the back. 


“Kate?” 


“Yes, Jacob.” 


“I love you.” 


“I love you too, sweetheart.” 


“I can’t imagine my life without you in it.” 


“You just want to steal my walnuts, Jacob. You’ll have to go through Alicia to steal them.” 


Henry’s family giggled, and even that sounded like sweet music on a light breeze in our walnut paradise. I stared into my fiancee’s eyes, seeing a burning passion for me, knowing the man I loved would enjoy making a special memory out of our walnut adventure. 


“I wish I could gift you all of the walnuts in the world, Kate.” 


“That’s original and very sweet, Jacob, but what do you really want from me, darling?” 


I should get an Oscar for this. 


Jacob should get two. 


“I want to grow old with you, Kate. Will you please marry me on this land a month from now?” 


“Yes, yes, and yes again.” 


When I fell into my fiancee’s arms, Jacob caught me and lay backward. I kissed him, and a round of applause erupted. My heart soared, and I saw love, life, and happiness in my fiancee’s expression. 


“I’d marry you anywhere, Jacob.” 


When we got to our feet, I winked at Henry’s wife and showed off my engagement ring. It was a moment when I felt we had extended our friendship to include some genuine and nice people. 


Henry looked deeply skeptical. 


“Arthur won’t let you get married here, Jacob.” 


“Shall we go and ask him?” 


“Are you serious?” 


“It’s less than a mile, and you can use our ATV from there to drop your walnut haul off. You have more than a hundred kilos to carry. Why not just load everything onto the storage trays and ride it yourself from here? I’ll walk with Kate.” 


“Okay, our place isn’t far from Castle Blackheart anyway.” 


Henry seemed delighted with an offer of our help and a simple way to haul their treasure because Alicia’s enthusiasm for gathering had collected far more than they could easily carry. We packed the ATV and set off, hand in hand. 


Alicia swung in and broke hands apart, slipping hers between ours. 


“Are you a Mom yet, Kate?” 


“Not yet.” 


“Soon, perhaps? Now you’re getting married, it’s something to consider, right?” 


“Oh, it’s definitely occupying our minds right now, Alicia.” 


“How long are you staying around here?” 


“Just a few days, but we may return.” 


“I hope so.” 


“How old are you, Alicia?” 


“Ten.” 


I was enthralled by her, and it struck me that I’d spent no time with kids, either boys or girls, since my childhood. I imagined Jacob and I walking this same path surrounded by our tribe, holding hands, playing, laughing, and singing. 


It couldn’t have been a more perfect day. Alicia leaned up until I stooped to hear her whisper. 


“I think you picked the right husband.” 


“Thank you, sweetie.” 


At the security checkpoint, I held everyone back while Jacob pretended to go ahead and ask permission for us to enter. Claude offered a wry smile and salute as I passed by, also winking at Alicia, who giggled. 


When we reached the lodge, Lizzie appeared at its front door, surprised we’d added to the party. She strolled across to me with a quizzical look writ large on her face. 


“You collected some strays, I see, Kate.” 


“Lovely people.” 


“They are indeed.” 


“Jacob and I would love to get married at a clearing we found on lodge land.” 


“Overlooking a forest and mountains, with a steep cliff edge by any chance?” 


“Yes. Can we get married there, please?” 


“Of course. What an awesome idea. According to someone called Tiffany, who called an hour ago, your deposit is in escrow, so A Walk In The Clouds is yours pending a few signatures and some legal wizardry.” 


Alicia gripped my hand tightly and squealed excitedly, grinning from ear to ear. I felt like a mother or at least had a slight taste of what bounty motherhood offered. Jacob shook everyone’s hand, including Henry, who hugged my walnut tree lover, pretending to scold him for having played such a great joke. 


Alicia looked up at me as we both stared at Castle Blackheart. 


“We’ll have to rename it now, Kate.” 


“Have you any thoughts?” 


“I will come up with something for sure. Will you be staying here from now on?” 


“For a lot of the time, but not always. Jacob and I have jobs and another home.” 


“May I visit you both here, please?” 


“Anytime you wish, so long as your parents agree.” 


“Oh, I don’t have any parents. They died in a car accident a long time ago. I live in the orphanage.” 


I almost collapsed on the spot. My heart wrenched, and I couldn’t breathe. Tears surged, but I held onto them, not wishing to upset Alicia. She swung on my hand as though we’d been lifelong friends, and Henry’s wife, who saw everything, smiled sympathetically, nodding her head reassuringly. 


I turned to Lizzie and nodded toward the lodge. 


“Can we have friends over for dinner?” 


“Of course. It’s your house. I’ll tell the chef to cater for everyone.” 


“Do you know Henry and his family?” 


“You couldn’t have made better friends than the Cabot’s, Kate.” 


“And Alicia?” 


“She’s as enchanting as they come.” 


“Why has nobody adopted her?” 


“Oh, many couples have tried, but she rejects them all. Alicia is waiting for a special Mom and Dad, according to her.” 


Jacob and I went to get cleaned up, offering our new friends a few spare rooms to do the same. Inside our room, Jacob took one look at me, stepped close, and placed both hands on my shoulders, looking serious. 


“We should adopt Alicia, Kate.” 


“You heard what she said about living at the orphanage?” 


“Yeah… every word, and I saw your reaction as well. I thought something was off when she kept referring to Henry by name.” 


“We can’t adopt her, Jacob… Can we?” 


“It seemed to me that you and she bonded very quickly, Kate. It was uncanny because Henry says she isn’t usually overly friendly with strangers.” 


“I know… that was weird, right?” 


“Not really. She seems delightful, but I don’t know how people go about these things. How do you get to know a child you wish to adopt?” 


“I have no idea, Jacob, but I’d imagine it takes time, patience, and a lot of process.” 


“Well… I think we should do it, Kate, or at least get to know Alicia and let her choose if she wants to be our daughter.” 


“Are you serious?” 


I was speechless because we’d been with Alicia for such a short period, yet it felt like months if not years. She was like a much younger sister, or perhaps a daughter. I couldn’t really tell because every emotion exploding inside me felt new. 


“Absolutely, I’m serious. I feel this place lives in my soul, darling. I love Granger Hall, but something about this lodge, its land, and the simplicity of today made me feel like I belong.” 


“I felt the same way, Jacob. The whole place has gripped me.” 


I frowned and twitched my smile this way and that, trying hard to figure out what had gotten into both of us. It was clear that when Jacob and I had time on our hands, life suddenly improved immeasurably. 


“Do we have time to shower, Kate?” 


“Yes. Lizzie is entertaining our guests once the Cabots freshen up. I’m filthy, too.” 


“I know, Kate, that’s one reason I desperately love you.” 


“Let’s go, naughty boy.” 


In the shower, hot water massaged me, and steam rose along with my heartstrings and libido. Jacob soaped me from top to toe, and I did the same for him, eventually massaging his cock to attention. 


“Could we really adopt her?” 


“I think so, Kate.” 


“I kind of fell in love with her. Alicia has so much energy. She wasn’t about to let anyone collect more walnuts, not even you. She kept looking over, weighing up your net.” 


“You should probably ask Henry privately.” 


“Are you sure?” 


“It would be nice to have a child, and it wouldn’t be a problem with our biological children. I can’t see this being an issue at all.” 


“Okay, Jacob. Enough with the knight in shining armor routine.” 


“What do you mean?” 


“I’m almost cumming. You just earned a bath-time bonus. Get your palms on the glass right now, mister.” 


I spun Jacob around and forced him into place, gently kicking his ankles out and spreading him wider. I leaned against his back, pressing my breasts and solid nipples hard into his flesh while reaching around, grasping his cock. 


“Feels like walnut wood.” 


I wanked my fiancee a little unceremoniously, not wishing to delay dinner and our guests. 


I slipped a thumb under his foreskin and rubbed Jacob’s glans, gently prising his tiny slit open with a nail, encouraging his pre-cum to leak out before rubbing it all over. His knees buckled, but he easily caught himself, gasping loudly while pressing harder with his palms against the glass. 


When his head slumped, and Jacob moaned, I moved my hand back and forth, stroking his rock-hard shaft, enjoying feeling for every gnarl and swollen vein. When I ran all four fingers up and down his bloated urethra several times, Jacob whinnied and tossed his head, much like my stallion, Beauty. 


“Whoa, boy… be good now, Jacob. Don’t cum too soon, but when you do, let’s make it a good one.” 


“I c-c-c-an’t wait.” 


I wanked his cock harder, enjoying having full control of Jacob’s orgasm. His desperation to touch me drove my passion because he was a man worthy of being loved. I reached my spare hand around, gripping and tweaking a nipple hard, wanking him vigorously while maintaining excellent stroke length and pull back. 


“You can cum now, Jacob.” 


I wanked his cock furiously, giving full strokes as fast as I could, ignoring the cramp in my wrist and biceps. His nipples were a playful distraction for me, but to him, each tweak had my fiancee on his tiptoes. 


When his cock jerked frantically, I knew it was time, so I slipped my spare hand over his glans, cupped it, and rubbed the most sensitive part of his body as though polishing a hardwood while wanking the bottom of his shaft using short sharp jerks. 


Jacob’s semen exploded, squeezing through my fingers as I milked him. He moaned and almost cried with joy, stretching high until his prostate begged for respite. 


“That was incredible, Kate.” 


“I know. I was there to witness it.” 


“What about you, honey?” 


“I’d rather wait until I bed you later if that’s okay. I need a kiss and cuddle after such a romantic day. Shall we dress and join the others?” 


“What about your hair?” 


“I’ll comb through now and dry it later.” 


I couldn’t wait to join our new friends, suddenly enthused by the house that was almost ours. In the dining room, my main target was Alicia, and I was pleased when I was hers, too. She sat beside me at dinner, as talkative as any friend might be. 


“You’re very pretty, Kate.” 


“So are you, honey.” 


“Jacob is, too. Do people say you make a good couple?” 


“They do, but most of all, Jacob and I agree.” 


“Will you have many children?” 


“I hope so. I’d like a big family.” 


“Me too, and I might be in luck because prospective parents are coming to an interview on Wednesday.” 


“What do you mean?” 


“Me and a possible parent match have selected one another from an adoption photo-listing service. It’s early days, but they seem nice from their profiles.” 



Chapter Forty-Seven

A Free Spirit

◆◆◆

Jacob’s Point Of View. 


“I’m a bit surprised at how much Alicia has affected me, Kate. Even more so with her impact on you. Do you think it’s because you’re pregnant and we’re building a family?” 


“I’m sure that’s part of it. But I’m just so taken with her. She has a maturity that feels way beyond her years. It’s like talking to a little woman.” 


“That’ll be caused by the loss of her parents and an orphanage upbringing. Have you called Tiffany about her yet?” 


“What for, Jacob?” 


I dove onto the bed Kate had just puffed up our pillows for and after she’d neatly turned back her side of the duvet into a triangle. She scowled at me, then slid underneath the covers, pretending to ignore my slipping in right beside her for a cuddle. 


“You surely want us to adopt her, right?” 


“We’d be selfish in doing so.” 


“How so?” 


“We’d disrupt her adoption process. Alicia is meeting potential parents who were obviously looking for her. It wouldn’t be fair.” 


“We’d make better parents.” 


“We’re not doing it, Jacob. I’m not using wealth or influence to disrupt her life. These folks might be perfect for Alicia.” 


Kate turned away, so I gently spooned into her. She didn’t want to talk and had been quieter than usual once Alicia announced her news at dinner. I was all for leaping in, knowing in my heart the orphaned girl would be a perfect match for us. I already had a pair of hiking boots picked out in my mind. 


We nodded off, and I brewed all manner of unhappy thoughts while easing into a deep sleep. I felt my fiancee stir in the middle of the night but left her alone when she slipped out silently for ten or more minutes, standing on our balcony, enjoying the night air and mountain landscape lit by a three-quarter moon hanging in a clear sky. 


When I joined her, Kate smiled, leaned back into me, and clasped my hands that encircled her midriff. 


“Are you happy in this house, Jacob?” 


“Yes, very. How are you feeling about it?” 


“Alicia aside, I feel wonderful. Can we make the distance work for GD?” 


“I think a couple of days living at the estate. One working day and one night at the GD office, where we can stay at your apartment, and the rest of our time spent here, stretching that across the weekend, works fine. Let Mom choose where she wants to be and allocate lodges for the others to share.” 


“What about your sister?” 


“She’ll find her feet, Kate.” 


“You’ve been busy.” 


“It’s just an idea.” 


“Will you stop referring to possessions as mine once we marry?” 


“You’ll need a prenup.” 


“I won’t do it, Jacob.” 


“I want you to have security, Kate. It keeps your family estate and GD properly organized and in no doubt as to its ownership so far as customers, staff, and shareholders are concerned.” 


“I don’t want to discuss this any further, Jacob. Will you please stop arguing the point?” 


“I won’t argue, but I will ask that you properly consider my point of view and discuss that with lawyers.” 


“Okay, sweetheart. I’ll do that and promise nothing more.” 


I pressed my torso harder onto her back so that Kate could feel my cock which she ground her ass backward against. I planted soft kisses around her neck, lifted a short, light silk negligee, and slid one hand inside her panties. 


“A finger-banging, sweetheart? How thoughtful to get me off to sleep.” 


“Would you prefer tongue?” 


“I’d prefer whatever you want to give me, Jacob. I’ll just watch the stars and replay the thrashing I gave you today.” 


“I enjoyed that.” 


“Me too. Alfresco loving seems to agree with us.” 


I slipped two fingers between Kate’s puffy labia, knowing her arousal was still embryonic, given the upset over Alicia. She wasn’t very moist, so I licked the forefinger of my spare hand and spread her lips wider apart while encouraging both knees in the same direction. 


When I gently tickled Kate’s clitoris with the tip of my lubricated finger, dragging it around in a wide circle with my finger, she tilted her head back into me, moaning. I kissed her neck, tracing a line with my tongue to her earlobe where I whispered. 


“I love you dearly, Kate.” 


“And that keeps me strong, darling man.” 


“Does this feel good, or are my ministrations a little unwelcome?” 


“Lovemaking with you, in any form, is always my primary delight, Jacob.” 


I pressed harder with my finger, nibbling Kate’s lobes while she helped out by holding her increasingly damp pussy lips wider apart, swelling my creamy pearl target. I used my free hand to rove, caressing her, slowly following my fiancee’s curves until they arrived at the solid, engorged peak of a nipple that spun her up to a tumultuous orgasm when tweaked betwixt my finger and thumb. 


As she trembled, tensed, and replaced sorrow with joy, I kept playing a soft tune on Kate’s clitoris with one gentle, dextrous finger while talking, kissing, and massaging her from one orgasmic wave to another. 


“I can’t wait to be your husband, Kate. It’s the greatest feeling to know that we will live together forever,” 


“Argh… oh my… I know, Jacob… f-f-fuck!” 


“I’m happy because of you, darling.” 


“I’m cumming right now.” 


“I know.” 


I followed her down, cradling Kate in my arms when she dropped to her knees, noticing the intensity with which she gripped the steel banister rail until her knuckles turned white. She moaned lasciviously, roiling in emotions I couldn’t get close to. 


Her orgasm felt joyous but tense like a battle raged inside. When she relaxed, I lifted Kate and returned to our bed, where I lay awake all night, ensuring that I would be there if she woke. 


By morning, all seemed well, but I knew it wasn’t. Kate joined me outside after showering alone, which was unusual. I’d been checking a map, figuring out the land that came with our new home. I folded it up and slipped the map away into a cargo pocket. 


“Why are we breakfasting outside the front of the house?” 


“I asked Henry to join us.” 


“Why Jacob? You’re not pursuing the matter of Alicia, surely?” 


“Will you hear me out on this, please?” 


“Always Jacob, but don’t be obstinate about interfering in her adoption.” 


“I’d like us to discuss the matter with Henry. He knows Alicia well.” 


“I’m still not keen, and it’s not because of her. You know exactly why I feel this is a bad idea.” 


“And I’m not defying you, just discussing options.” 


Kate tore a croissant in half, absent-mindedly passing half to me while sipping my espresso. I wanted her to consider an option, so my silence was forced, allowing her time to calm down. She pointed at the forest as though speaking about someone in that direction. 


“We can’t use our money to influence things and people here, Jacob. It’s just wrong and probably why the previous owner got such a bad reputation.” 


“I’m not saying we should. I feel we must throw our hat into the ring and offer Alicia a life with us. You’ll regret it if you don’t at least try.” 


I’d hit hard and saw Kate wobble. It felt good that we could communicate without tense quarreling, but that was largely because of the way our relationship was constructed and because of mutual respect. Kate slid across from her chair, nestling into my lap, enjoying what remained of my coffee. 


“You promised not to take heavy shots of coffee.” 


“Good lord, Jacob. Is that what this cup is? You might have said.” 


The front of our new house enjoyed excellent morning sun, giving up glorious sunsets to the back area with its gardens and balconies. Henry, now an approved visitor at our gates, was waved through the barrier riding a mountain bike. 


“Hi Kate, hi Jacob… I can’t stop. There’s been an emergency.” 


“What happened?” 


“Alicia ran away.” 


Kate leaped up from my lap, looking panicked. I felt fear rise as it had in times of great stress while waiting in an ambush or after having just been hit by one. I felt sick and watched my fiancee slump back down on her chair, face-planting, sobbing. 


When she looked up, I saw raw fear, and that struck a cord in my heart. 


“What happened, Henry? She seemed so happy last night.” 


“She left a note. Read for yourself.” 


Hi Henry, sorry but I can’t do this anymore. It’s not that there’s anything wrong with the adoptive parents. I don’t want to keep trying because each time it fails, I feel unhappy forever. I’m going away. Please don’t follow. 


Love from Alicia. 


Kate’s hand trembled, holding the sheet of paper in her hand as though it were a death warrant. She looked at Henry with desperation in her eyes, wanting answers. 


“Is anyone searching for her?” 


“Yes, Kate. Local police and a few friends of the orphanage, but she’s a missing child, and sadly, that’s not unusual these days. As far as we can tell, she took a few tins of beans, candles, a torch, and some matches.” 


Hmm, that’s interesting! 


I watched my fiancee melting down, desperately trying to fathom a meaningful response. This wasn’t good for her pregnancy or the renewed disquiet in her overall disposition that was vanquished by coming here. 


“We’ll search as well, Henry.” 


“Thank you. She seemed fine last night, but I knew there was something going on underneath the calm exterior. Alicia seemed like she’d reached a fork in the road, but I mistakenly assumed it was a positive move toward adoption.” 


“She seemed happy to be meeting new potential parents. When was that?” 


“Tomorrow, Kate.” 


“Then it’s not too late if we find her quickly.” 


I placed my hand on Kate’s forearm, pulling her closer to arrest the panic I saw building in her face and through highly agitated body language. She rounded on me with fire in her eyes, and I knew this was going to be a burning problem she couldn’t shake. 


“What is it, Jacob?” 


“She ran away to escape the interview tomorrow. Alicia deceived everyone because she’s tired of being forced into a Hobson’s choice.” 


“Okay… umm, Jesus Jacob, how do you know this shit?” 


“It was written all over her face, and that’s why the girl behaves in such a grown-up fashion. She’s been through this process of love and tug too often.” 


“What should we do, sweetheart?” 


I tossed Kate her truck keys, which she stared at dumbfounded. 


“You take Henry in your truck and search from here into town. I’ll borrow Claude’s truck and go the other way with him. Let’s stay in touch by phone.” 


“Okay, thanks, Jacob.” 


I saw how pleased Kate was when she leaped in the truck and sympathized because the last thing anyone wants in a crisis is to hang around doing nothing while stewing on the problem like a helpless fool. 


Lizzie joined me outside to watch Kate and Henry leave our property at speed. 


“I heard about Alicia. I can’t say I’m surprised.” 


“Why?” 


“She has enormous intellect for her age and needs special parents.” 


“I know.” 


Lizzie studied me suspiciously, and I grinned. I was being visually interrogated by an older woman, which was not really my forte because I would prefer an insurgent with some torture device or other any day. 


“Jacob, do you know where Alicia went?” 


“Yes, I believe so, but let’s keep that between us for now in case I’m wrong. I’ll need a flask of coffee, another one filled with juice, a couple of breakfast muffins, and the ATV keys, please.” 


“You’re a very mysterious soul, Jacob.” 


“Not really. I just got out of bed this morning and studied the map you gave me. Something occurs, but I might be wrong.” 


It struck me that Kate’s elevated emotional state would be better assuaged by sitting comfortably in a truck with Henry calming her rather than taking an arduous journey with me across rough terrain with a possible treacherous climb at the end. 


If Alicia has attempted that climb, she may have fallen. 


It was heavy going. Not at all like the trail from our new house to Kate and my happy place. Brambles and undergrowth obscured an old, disused trail, barely wide enough for me to wrestle the ATV through. Inclines, descents, and small water-filled bomb holes were hazardous going, even for the tough little vehicle. 


In the end, I abandoned the ATV and set out on foot carrying a map and compass. When I reached the bottom of a cliff I’d marked on the map this morning, I stowed everything in my small rucksack, buckled, then tightened its chest straps, and set off, climbing. 


A small hut, barely marked on the map, stood fifty meters away. I knocked on its door and heard shuffling inside. 


“I’m seeking shelter, please. May I come in?” 


“Is that you, Jacob?” 


“Alicia? What are you doing here?” 


The door opened slightly, and two wide eyes with a face stained by tears peeked out. Alicia smiled when she confirmed it was me and opened the door further so I could enter. 


I was surprised by how neat and tidy everything was and that a small food store cupboard was completely crammed with cans, packets of pasta, and a few vegetables that had seen better days. 


“You’ve been coming here for a while, stocking and preparing.” 


“Why did you come here, Jacob? I want to be left alone.” 


“A little girl hermit deep in the woods?” 


“Something like that, yeah.” 


She knew the game was up and sat on a recently swept wooden floor with her back against the wall. I joined, sitting close beside her with my knees raised, mimicking my friend. Alicia’s sidelong glances became more frequent as we reacquainted our short friendship in silence. 


“This hut is on our land. I spotted it this morning on a map and thought it might make a great short stay for a family picnic.” 


“It’s been long forgotten. I come here often to think about Mom and Dad.” 


She pointed at half a dozen framed photographs roughly nailed to the wall. They depicted two happy-go-lucky parents with their beautiful child, Alicia, lovingly enjoying family moments. 


“Your parents look beautiful.” 


“That’s exactly how I remember them, Jacob.” 


“You’ll have to pay rent if you want to stay here, Alicia.” 


“I can pay you in walnuts. You can sell to Henry.” 


She shunted her elbow into my ribcage, giggling, and I saw the girl from yesterday return anew with a go-getting attitude that nobody and nothing could suppress. I handed her my phone. 


“Kate is on speed dial #1.” 


“Of course she is. How else would a knight store the number of his lady.” 


“Am I a knight, Alicia?” 


“You climbed up here to find me, so I guess you are.” 


“Call Kate and let her know you’re okay.” 


“Alright.” 


She dialed #1 and selected the speaker option, so we both could hear. 


“Hi Jacob, did you find Alicia yet?” 


“Hi Kate, this is Alicia.” 


“Oh god… Alicia… are you okay? Is Jacob with you?” 


“Yes. Your boyfriend is pouring juice and feeding me a muffin.” 


“Where are you? Jacob… is everything okay?” 


“Yes, darling. We ran into each other while I was out collecting rent.” 


Alicia giggled again while enjoying a mouthful of muffin and a few sips of juice to soften and swallow it. She hadn’t been gone for long but, in that time, had hiked at least ten miles from the orphanage, climbed a steep cliff with no experience or ropes, and done all that in pitch darkness. 


“Can I come to you, please, Alicia?” 


“I’d rather you didn’t, Kate. It’s a very dangerous place. Jacob tracked me here. I suspect he’s done it before.” 


“Okay. Will you come to the house? Henry and I will wait there for you.” 


“Okay, I’ll do that. Bye, Kate.” 


“Bye, Alicia.” 


She shut off the phone and handed it to me, bearing back down on her muffin like a bear rising from hibernation. 


“Have mine as well.” 


“That would be greedy, Jacob. We should share.” 


“Only when our needs are equal. I already ate breakfast. You’ll need energy before we tackle the journey home.” 


“Must I go back?” 


“If you do it willingly, they’ll have respect for you. They will punish you if you must be forced, and I would be sad.” 


“I don’t want parents.” 


“You can’t replace the ones you lost, sweetheart, and nobody should force you.” 


“That’s exactly what I said. Every time I interview, it feels like I’m betraying Mom and Dad.” 


“I know.” 


She slumped into my arms sobbing, and my heart wrenched for the poor, confused child who couldn’t get past the death of her parents. Alicia cried herself to sleep while I gently rifled my fingers through her beautiful, long hair. She was peaceful after a while, so I let her sleep for a couple of hours, wrapping blankets over her. 


She needed rest before our climb back down and the journey home, so I used the time to pack whatever personal items she’d brought, including the framed photographs. I messaged Kate a full update on our situation, including why I’d left her out of the loop, receiving one message in return. 


This is one reason why I love you so much, Jacob. 


When she woke, Alicia stretched and smiled at me, looking her usual stoic self. I saw a deep sadness in her eyes when glancing at the wall for her parents’ photos because she knew I’d packed them and that whatever fantasy she was playing out would end soon. 


“Let’s go and see Kate. She can solve any problem.” 


“Are you sure?” 


“Yes. Kate is a great leader, just like you will be one day.” 


“Do you think so, Jacob… honestly?” 


“I see greatness in you, Alicia. Hold it together, and happiness will flood your life one day.” 


I led us down the cliff face, and Alicia followed so that if she fell, I might at least catch her or break the fall. As many kids are, she was surefooted as a mountain goat, and we reached the base of our climb in no time at all. 


“Do you want to drive the ATV?” 


“Can I?” 


“I’m sure you can. It’s simple, but you must go slowly, or we’ll tip-off.” 


“Thank you, Jacob. It will be the last thing I do as a free woman.” 


Her character was infectious, almost like the girl took those around her on an exciting journey they couldn’t foresee until she removed their blindfold. 


“These woods are full of life, Jacob. I know where the bears hide out for winter, where all the fruits and berries are ripest, and even the best spot for fishing.” 


“You have permanent permission to encroach on our land.” 


“Encroach? Is that a British word?” 


“Yes, just like trespass is.” 


“That’s American as well, Jacob.” 


She handled the ATV excellently, albeit our progress was much slower than if I had driven. When we passed through security, they winked and saluted to the escape and evasion specialist who had lived on our land for roughly fourteen hours. 


Kate swept Alicia off the ATV, grabbing me for hugs once I had shut down our chariot. Henry was nearby with Lizzie, laying a table for some much-needed food and drinks. 


When we sat down, Alicia made a beeline for me. I guess she figured we were compadres or otherwise co-conspirators of some kind. Henry seemed pensive and kept looking at his watch. 


Kate grew suspicious. 


“Are the authorities on their way already?” 


“I’m sorry, Kate, but I was legally obligated to report this incident first thing.” 


“Who is coming?” 


“Child protection services and the sheriff.” 


“That’s dramatic.” 


“Alicia’s disappearance warrants a full investigation, Kate. It’s out of my hands.” 


“She was gone for twelve hours, Henry.” 


“If I could bluff this as some high jinks adventure, I promise you that I would.” 


“She’s a ten-year-old girl who doesn’t want to feel like adoption is a betrayal of her parents, for Christ’s sake. Can you at least agree with me on that, Henry?” 


“Absolutely, one hundred percent. If you have a solution in mind, I’m all ears.” 


A police car, followed by an SUV, drove past security and parked nearby. The sheriff, a kindly man, approached us, pointing at the people decanting from the SUV. 


“City assholes, come to take Alicia with them. Are there any plans to stop them, folks? Can I help?” 


I like you already. 


Alicia stared up at me with big, innocent eyes, and in that moment, I gained a friendship for life. She trusted me and needed a knight of her own. I winked back, ready to do battle, hoping Kate had a plan because I didn’t. 


“She’s going nowhere with anyone unless by choice, Sheriff.” 


“Okay, well, I hope you have a plan buddy, because these are grade-A assholes if you ask me.” 


Kate stood, scanning the horizon beyond our house. When the lead child services officer reached her with an outstretched hand, my fiancee took it, and they shook. The guy had no idea what was coming, but I knew Kate would win. 


I heard helicopter blades slashing the air, swooping rapidly into a landing site at the side of our house. 


“Alicia must come with us, Miss Granger.” 


“You know my name?” 


“The sheriff told us who you are.” 


“Okay… umm, can you give us a minute, and we can sit down together to discuss the matter of Alicia?” 


“I’m sorry, ma’am, but it’s too late. We must take her to a safe place.” 


“Safer than here? Safer than with the man who tracked, found, and brought her home? Are you being serious right now?” 


The helicopter landed, and I watched six suited and booted, card-carrying corpo stiffs step out from the aircraft, each carrying the same style of a briefcase. I winced at their banal corporate appearance, wondering who they were and why they’d arrived. 


“This isn’t her home, Miss Granger.” 


“Okay, look… I’m going to leave you with my lawyers, one of whom is a furious child adoption specialist.” 


“Why is he angry?” 


“Because I pulled him off vacation on a day he had a round of golf booked. He’s like a shoal of piranhas watching a cow being lowered into the river.” 


“There is no need for hostility.” 


“I totally agree. That’s why you’ll talk with them, sort something out, put a proposal to Alicia, and seek her approval.” 


“You want me to negotiate with a child who ran away?” 


“Yes, precisely that.” 


“That’s not how the system works, Miss Granger.” 


Kate walked closer and smiled as though she were meeting an old friend. Every trick in my fiancee’s toolbox sprang to attention while she carved out a solution. 


“I know, but please, for one moment, here and now, you could make it work to suit the needs of one little girl who just can’t let go of her parents.” 


Kate gripped Alicia’s hand, and with me on the other side already clinging on to the small girl, the child services officer examined us and took a deep breath. 


He smiled, and I saw the gentleness in his face that had brought him to the profession. He momentarily vanquished the harsh realities of doing his job and saw Alicia for the wonderful child she was. 


“Let’s see what we can do, Miss Granger.” 


“Thank you.” 


The lawyers arrived in force, and I ushered them to seats, offering more hastily assembled fold-outs to the child protection services team. Lizzie went to fetch refreshments while Kate invited the sheriff inside our new home. 


I stood with Alicia, who wouldn’t let go of my hand. Henry stayed with us, relieved that everything turned out well in the end, or at least we were close to the finish line. I glanced at my new best friend, squeezing her hand gleefully. 


“Shall we go inside so that you can pick a bedroom?” 


“Are you sure you want a daughter, Jacob?” 


“I’m sure I want you to be my daughter, Alicia.” 


“What about Kate?” 


“She comes as part of the package, I’m afraid.” 


“No, silly… You know what I mean.” 


I kneeled down and stared her in the eye, making sure Alicia could read my feelings and thoughts. I held her hand, almost as I had when proposing to Kate. 


“It’s your choice, Alicia. Kate and I will never replace your Mom and Dad, but we can offer you our love and a family if you want it.” 



Chapter Forty-Eight

Reorientation

◆◆◆

Kate’s Point Of View 


I felt angry but contained it while walking around the house so Alicia could pick a bedroom. The team outside was swayed by wealth, specifically mine and Jacob’s. The helicopter theatrics, specialist lawyers, and demonstrable excellent home for Alicia shouldn’t be how a child’s future was decided. 


But it was, and I knew the team of government officials and our lawyers sitting outside enjoying coffee and homemade lemonade would hammer out a deal. 


While Alicia inspected the final room available to her, I slipped my hand into Jacob’s, squeezing tightly. 


“I’m proud of you, Kate.” 


“I’m always proud of you, Jacob.” 


“She’s such a perfect child.” 


“I doubt that sweetheart. We girls come with a whole set of challenges you have no idea about yet. This is going to be a great journey for the three of us, but not all sugar and spice.” 


Alicia stepped onto the balcony, and her attention was drawn to a low wall and single steel bar that she could easily scale to get into our small apartment. I noticed her wry smile, knowing Jacob would miss that, and I put a heavier set of curtains for our bedroom on my shopping list to prevent prying eyes when my fiancee and I were enjoying a relaxing time. 


Our almost adopted child stepped back out and tried to look studious, as though considering her options before thumbing over a shoulder. 


“Can I have this room, please?” 


“Yes, of course, sweetheart. So long as Jacob is happy with that.” 


He nodded and glanced next door to our room, arriving late at my conclusion. Jacob smiled and nodded because he only cared about rescuing a princess from a dire fate. She hugged me, then Jacob, and went back inside her new room to sit on its bed to develop strategy. 


I went to get Lizzie and asked her to arrange for all of Alicia’s belongings to be brought. Apparently, it was no mean task because she’d lived at the orphanage for some time. 


A local lawyer was sought, collected, and arrived within the hour. She arranged a care order for Lizzie through a local judge, and the childcare agent signed off. I felt happy for her when Alicia signed the forms set in front of her with tears rolling down her cheeks. 


“The local child services team will visit you frequently at the start, Miss. Granger, but they’ll support you rather than try to catch you out. It might be an idea to take on a counselor who can help the household settle in.” 


“Thank you. I know this could have gone differently.” 


“No… thank you, Miss. Granger, I wish it could go like this every time.” 


He looked like a man who’d had the best day in his professional life in a long while. We shook hands, and he wished Alicia the best of luck before turning back to the table and packing his briefcase. 


The helicopter left, and shortly afterward, our new friends from the Federal Government and the sheriff drove past security. Alicia stood between Jacob and me, gripping tightly to both hands, releasing them only to wave each time someone left. 


She looked up at me, beaming with delight. 


“You just signed for a new daughter. I think that’s brave.” 


I glanced down at her, thrilled at the chance to help mold a wonderful young mind. I gently placed a hand on my stomach and prayed the child growing inside would be healthy, and more children would follow. 


“We all found each other, Alicia. I think that’s cause for celebration.” 


“What did you have in mind, Kate?” 


“Pancakes and lots of crispy bacon.” 


“It’s way past breakfast time.” 


“Who cares?” 


After Lizzie whipped up a light supper of pancakes and maple-brushed streaky bacon, we showered in our own bedrooms, but only after I promised to help Alicia shampoo, condition, and style her hair the next day. 


Having someone so full of personality, questions, and innocence in my life felt uplifting. 


Jacob hauled a mattress onto our balcony, where my burgeoning family of three and a half lay watching the stars. Jacob told stories of the mountains in Afghanistan, trying to convince Alicia and me of an Abominable Snowman who lived there, having run out of food in Nepal. 


I shook my head at Alicia, although Jacob’s storytelling ability and style were a revelation. 


A duvet covered us, warming once the night air grew chilly. I slept comfortably under the stars with my fiancee and the child that was ours to love. 


I wanted to make love to Jacob, especially having had the day we did, but that was impossible. The sun woke us at daybreak. Alicia nudged me and pointed to the amazing corona that boiled as it rose above a distant horizon. I stood in a light negligee while Alicia wore one of my t-shirts, and we watched the sunrise together, hand in hand. 


“Does Jacob often have bad dreams, Kate?” 


Ah, she heard. 


“Sometimes, but it’s nothing for you to worry about. Jacob is a war hero, and some things are hard to forget.” 


“I knew it was something like that when he screamed out and woke me. Some of my friends at the orphanage shriek like he does.” 


Jacob stirred and rolled over, smiling at us. He hadn’t intended for anyone to sleep outside, but it happened, and aside from a couple of insect bites that swelled up and itched, I rather enjoyed it. 


When he pleaded and held up a corner of our duvet, I rolled back onto the mattress and slipped under our duvet, warming a slight chill on my arms and legs using Jacob’s heat. 


“We have to shop today, Kate.” 


“What are we shopping for?” 


“Bikes. Well, actually… Mountain bikes, to be specific. Your Mom is arriving later as well, and I asked her to bring Cosmo and Luna.” 


I saw Alicia’s ears prick up and smiled. She was precocious without being arrogant, and I liked that about her. She studied Jacob with a serious face as though daring him to lie. 


“Do we have puppies, Jacob? Those names sound like pet dogs.” 


He looked like a rabbit caught in the headlights. I laughed while feeling sorrowful that my fiancee had just lost his two pet puppies. His face softened when she lay close to him, wrapping her arm across his midriff, giggling. 


“Yes, we have, Alicia. We also have a horse called Sierra, don’t we, Kate.” 


“And another one called Beauty. Have you ridden before, Alicia?” 


“Never.” 


“My mother, Catherine, arrives today. If you ask her, I’m sure she’ll teach you to ride.” 


“Won’t you teach me, Kate?” 


I caught my breath, realizing a grave error. Alicia stared at me with wide eyes. It was a simple question and not one based on practicality. She wanted to know why I would pass her on so easily. I felt awful, selfish, and as though my first act as an adoptive mother was to shun rather than nurture. 


“Sorry, Alicia. It will be my pleasure to teach you. We can have a great time together, and perhaps Jacob can learn as well.” 


“Thank you, Kate. I can’t wait for us to have fun together.” 


She sprinted off, no doubt, to the kitchen where Lizzie would have a Chef running around, making whatever the small child desired. I eyed Jacob, wanting so much to fuck my lover. I gripped his cock, rubbed him hard, then shot an apologetic look as I retreated from the duvet. 


“Oh, c’mon, Kate. That’s unfair.” 


“I need to get on a video call with someone in Berlin for an hour, Jacob. After that, let’s take a walk and go shopping for those bikes.” 


He smiled, pulled me back, and had a serious expression. 


“I wouldn’t be so hard on yourself about Alicia. It’s early days, and big changes are afoot.” 


“What do you mean?” 


“I saw you kick yourself when she asked why you couldn’t teach her to ride.” 


“I know.” 


“What’s up, Kate?” 


He sidled closer, wrapping both arms around me, prodding my side with a generous boner of my creation. I was reeling somewhat from the responsibilities and joys of motherhood, realizing what a monumental change we’d thrust upon ourselves. 


“Passing her on to Mom seemed expeditious, but then I realized good parenting is anything but. That’s worried me about my ability to be a good mother.” 


“I think we need to chill out. One new daughter gained, two puppies, and a couple of horses lost. I think we got off lightly this time. Alicia has made a smash and grab for our hearts.” 


“Am I a good person, though, Jacob?” 


“Of course, sweetheart. You will be a great Mom. It’s just a reorientation. Who is the Berlin call?” 


“A new CEO for GD. I want someone who is permanently at the office.” 


“Reporting to you?” 


“Yes.” 


“What about Hannah?” 


“She’s great in Marketing but doesn’t have the edge yet to be CEO, and to be honest, these jobs are best in the hands of a workaholic who enjoys slaving themselves to the system. It’s not for me, Jacob. I’ll be GD’s Chairwoman and retain overall control but fuck chasing my head up my own ass every day for the latest crisis.” 


“It sounds perfect, Kate.” 


“We’ll work together with him, Jacob. He’ll need an eye for the kind of problems you notice. We will still be involved, but maybe for one or two days a week at the office or working from here. We’ll also travel to clients and foreign governments, promoting GD while Gunther grinds away in the office.” 


“Sounds perfect. When we travel, what about Alicia?” 


“She can come with us, but we’ll need to discuss education options with her and possibly get a few tutors.” 


“Did you know that Henry was a teacher?” 


“I don’t know anything about him, Jacob. I do know that I much prefer being here to Granger Hall.” 


He stared at me dumbfounded. I couldn’t believe I’d said it and would never confess that to my mother, but it was true. 


“This place speaks to me, Jacob. I feel it could become our legacy home. A place we’ll leave to our children. It’s enormous and loving, bright and happy. I won’t ever sell Daddy’s estate, but it was his creation, not ours.” 


“Kate… you don’t need to convince me, but I think it would be a mistake if we didn’t make our families welcome here, so, if you don’t mind, I’ll make sure the lodges and rooms in the house are available.” 


“Of course, honey, but mostly the lodges, right?” 


I squinted and grimaced, hearing that selfish part of me I so despised 


“Yeah. We’ll have occupants to fill the main house bedrooms soon enough.” 


“We have eighteen bedrooms, right?” 


“Yes, Kate. We’ll never fill them all, though.” 


“Never say never, sweetheart!” 


I showered while Jacob left to steal a few pancakes from Alicia. Afterward, as I lounged on a balcony deckchair, combing through wet hair and wearing sweats, I realized we needed to work better, not harder. 


Eventually, Alicia came to find me, bearing a small plate of pancakes and a mug of coffee. With no Jacob in sight to stop me, I almost scalded myself, sipping quickly in case he withdrew my caffeine fix. 


I dried and styled my hair while Alicia watched, crumbling pancakes and dipping them in syrup before offering the delicious morsels to me. 


“I’ll help you with your hair once I speak with a friend.” 


“Jacob explained everything to me. You’re getting someone in so you can stop being a slave to the office.” 


“That’s it exactly. How come you understand things so quickly.” 


“It’s called surviving the system, Kate. Henry says I’m bright and mature.” 


“Henry is wise.” 


I left her with Jacob, both searching the internet for mountain bikes. Lizzie had rigged up a place for me to take the call. 


“The breakfast bar is the perfect spot, thank you.” 


“Cappuccino, Kate? I’ll make myself scarce after that.” 


“You don’t need to. I’d rather our home wasn’t a place of secrets.” 


The main kitchen was in its own room, but the living diner had a large island where refreshments and snacks could be prepared and dispensed. I noticed it was Lizzie’s headquarters, which was fine by me. 


The call came through, I answered, and a man appeared on my screen. He looked in his fifties, wearing a weatherbeaten smile and a thick fisherman’s style sweater. I heard kids in the background, then someone shushed them, and Gunther smiled at me. 


Jacob and Alicia came into the room and made a wide circle around me, propping themselves opposite, whispering drink orders to Lizzie. 


I’m glad he’s dressed for the weekend, not in a suit. 


“Hello, Miss. Granger.” 


“Please call me Kate, Gunther.” 


“Okay, Kate, forgive me. I don’t have much time because family beckons.” 


“That’s a fundamental reason for my call.” 


“You want my family?” 


“I need a CEO that can take away the day-to-day burden so that I can enjoy mine.” 


“And deal with all of the people that suck your day away, leaving you exhausted at the end?” 


I nodded enthusiastically because that was the crux of it. He landed on my page and seemed to tick every box. 


“Can you do that for me and GD, Gunther?” 


“Can I bring in a couple of team members? A strategy Director and planning audit team?” 


“Yes, of course. If you’re moving anyone around or out, I’d like to discuss that first.” 


“No need. I won’t cut people out and throw them on the scrap heap if that’s what you mean. It might be useful to restructure, but everyone can be retrained if we need to. I know GD well because I often competed with your father on contracts.” 


“Did you win?” 


“Not usually against him when he was steering GD, but studying his ways meant I could beat most others.” 


“I already have a strong Marketing VP in post. I’d rather she continues.” 


“That’s Hannah, right?” 


“How did you know?” 


“If you need to ask, I’m not the right man for the job.” 


He was confident but not hubristic. Gunther seemed straightforward, and I imagined he’d vanquished many of the mealy-mouthed types that wrecked my day. 


“Are you the right man for the job, Gunther?” 


He paused and beckoned someone off-camera. 


“Komm heir liebchen kind.” 


Come here, darling child. 


A small child, only five or six years old, crawled into Gunther’s lap, smiling and waving at the camera. Her blonde tousled hair looked delightful; I guessed she was probably a grandchild. 


“I am the right man for the job, Kate, but on one condition.” 


“Name it.” 


“My free time, including weekends, is sacrosanct unless there is an emergency. Any emergencies, I shall deal with. If you get a call from anyone setting the hares running, please refer them to me.” 


“I think that’s perfect, Gunther.” 


“I expect we will talk frequently, and I’ll keep you up to speed always, but this only works if you allow it.” 


“The job is yours, Gunther. I think we both have better things to do right now.” 


“I’ll fly Monday and meet you at a place and time of your choosing.” 


“Goodbye then.” 


“Goodbye Kate.” 


He disconnected the call. I felt relieved, and by the look of Jacob, he seemed impressed. 


“That was ten minutes, Kate.” 


“Not bad, is it? I really like him.” 


“Me too, sweetheart, but don’t forget there is a lot of shifting around and organizing to do here so we can work from home.” 


I took another coffee, never one to refuse, amazed that Jacob hadn’t noticed. When the cup reached my lips, and I tasted hot chocolate, my fiancee smiled and shrugged, rolling his eyes. 


“I’ve left strict instructions, Kate, and since I manage our estates, you can’t overrule me with the staff.” 


“I do need some coffee, Jacob.” 


“No, sweetheart, you want some coffee. There is a difference. Once we visit the doctor, you can ask, and they will tell you that one cup a day is fine and you already had that.” 


Alicia and Jacob thought it hilarious, nudging one another like comic co-conspirators. I felt the yearning pangs of a lifetime caffeine addict, then considered the baby growing inside me and relented. 


“I’ll have to get used to hot chocolate and tea.” 



Chapter Forty-Nine

Secrets and Revelations

◆◆◆

Jacob's Point Of View. 


I sat beside Alicia, enjoying Star Trek Strange New World's playing on a TV Lizzie kept handy in her catering kitchen at one end of a spacious lounge. She had a jug of chilled water with slivers of cucumber infusing, so I poured a glass for myself. 


"It's very refreshing." 


"The orphanage cooks taught me. They grew cucumbers, and it's better for you than the supermarket stuff." 


"Henry told me you like to visit Mom and Dad on Saturday afternoons." 


She immediately turned away from the TV, clicking its remote off. All attention was on the new subject at hand. 


"Is that okay, Jacob? I didn't want to ask." 


"Of course, it's okay, but you must ask, or we won't know. Do you mind if Kate and I visit with you?" 


"Yes, please. I'd like to introduce you both. I realize my parents are dead, but I like to think they might be somewhere in the universe looking down." 


"I think they would be very proud of you, Alicia. I know I am." 


"I believe they would love both of you." 


After what I had seen in several wars, there was a skeptic in me as to the existence of a supreme being, but I wasn't about to influence a child's beliefs one way or the other. Kate joined us, so I poured another glass of delicious, refreshing homemade juice. 


"Are we driving there in Kate's new truck, then?" 


Alicia grinned and shot a sidelong glance at my fiancee. She'd made no secret of loving the gift I'd bought Kate, and I figured once she was old enough, I would be consigned to the rear passenger seat unless driving. 


"Yes. I'll drive because Jacob has a heavy foot and likes mud." 


Kate nodded cutely at me, lifted a nearby cake stand lid, purloined a croissant, and tore it three ways, offering each of us a section. She dangled an arm around my shoulder before hauling herself onto my lap. She grinned at me, knowing I was desperate to make love, but with Alicia coming and going freely in and out of our bedroom, neither of us wanted to risk impropriety. 


"Are we visiting the cemetery today then, Alicia?" 


"Yes. Introductions must be made. Can we bring Cosmo and Luna?" 


"Yes, we can." 


The puppies had bunked up in Alicia's room since Catherine sent them with a driver delivering Kate and my clothing and personal effects. They were all but lost to me. She made them use a litter tray and sleep on the foot of her bed. I thought it unhygienic, but Lizzie said all bedding would be washed daily and that Alicia's settling in was paramount. 


I helped both girls in my life climb aboard Kate's truck, strapping one into a booster chair while patting the other one's ass suggestively. Kate grinned again, and I thought she was enjoying the tease of our sustained abstinence. 


The graveyard was a hallowed place in a beautiful spot overlooking a long-finger lake at the bottom of a steep valley. Kate and I held hands with Alicia, walking through a wrought iron archway covered in wisteria. I felt a chill when our adopted daughter pointed to two lonely headstones set in a private plot. 


She went quiet and speeded her pace, dragging us with her until we reached the two graves. We'd bought flowers, and Kate helped Alicia arrange them around two small marble headstones. 


"Mom, Dad... this is Kate and Jacob. They're looking after me. They... umm, err." 


She burst into tears, sobbing heartily. Kate sat down, and Alicia dropped her head into my fiancee's lap, staining a light cotton floral dress with tears of heartache. 


"It's okay to cry, Alicia." 


"I'm sorry, Kate. I want to tell Mom and Dad that you are my new parents, but I can't." 


"And you never have to, honey. Your Mom and Dad will always be your real parents." 


"What will you and Jacob be, then?" 


"We'll be your parents as well. You are on loan to us forever. Jacob and I want to share as much of your life as you are comfortable with, but your real Mom and Dad must always be part of that." 


"Are you sure?" 


"I promise you, Alicia. Nobody will take you away from them or us unless you want them to." 


"Can I ask you both a favor, please?" 


"Of course." 


"Would you mind telling my Mom and Dad about yourselves? I'd like them to know I'm safe and loved." 


I watched a tear form in Kate's eyes. It almost rolled onto her cheek until she thumbed it away. We spent a couple of hours talking among the three of us about our lives. I sat down on the grass, sharing some aspects of my life that felt painful. 


Lying on the grass as a new family felt cathartic. Alicia rested her shoeless feet on my legs while her head cradled in Kate's lap. Cosmo and Luna chased each other around gravestones until both were exhausted, eventually lying on top of their new owner. 


Eventually, the sun became scarce, disappearing behind a distant mountain, and a chill breeze encouraged our departure. I wrapped Alicia in my fleece jacket and strolled back to the truck. 


"Would you drive us home, Jacob?" 


“I’d love to, but I thought I was banned from the driver's seat?” 


"Don't take it off-road." 


"I won't, Kate. Don't worry." 


"Even if I fall asleep." 


"I won't. I promise." 


"I mean it, Jacob. This truck is not getting dirty because you want to relive some adventure." 


I shot a wry smile at my new partner in crime and winked at her. Alicia smiled back, then curled her lips down and pulled on Kate's arm. 


"Can we use it to collect walnuts for Henry sometime?" 


"Oh dear God, Alicia, you'll be running GD before you reach your teenage years." 


I was itching to play with Kate's truck. The sheer brutality of its front fender and massive engine made it the ultimate boy's toy. I drove carefully because it was a gift and, as such, should be respected. 


Catherine had arrived at A Walk In The Clouds with Tiffany since we'd been gone. In the house, she swept an overwhelmed Alicia up in her arms, swinging the poor girl around until both were tired. 


"The horses will arrive here tomorrow. Would you like to be introduced?" 


"Yes, please. What do I call you?" 


"I'm Catherine, and I couldn't wait to get here because you are all that Kate will talk about. I sent your puppies on ahead. Have they settled in?" 


Alicia moved closer to my mother-in-law and pretended her loud whisper wasn't for my ears, but I heard. 


"Technically, the puppies belong to Jacob, Catherine. I'm their adopted mother until Jacob is weaned off them." 


"Ahh, I see." 


I caught Catherine's surprised expression. She, like the rest of us, was instantly captivated by Alicia, who skipped away to check on Cosmo and Luna, who had run to her bedroom. I was left with a very startled mother-in-law. 


"I know. It's the same feeling we all have about Alicia. She's very bright and aware of what's going on around her, Catherine." 


"That will be her orphanage upbringing." 


Catherine seemed pensive and glanced around the room to make sure we were alone. Kate was nearby, but aside from the three of us, we had privacy. 


"Umm... can we have a chat, please, Jacob? You as well, Kate." 


"Of course." 


Kate led her Mom into the main lounge, pouring a disgusting herbal tea blend she insisted I share. It was a wretched aroma that nagged at my memory. 


I know that shit from somewhere. 


Catherine sat opposite me with a stare that revealed all. The conflict in her expression made me chuckle, and she was suddenly the deer caught in headlights. 


"You're seeing my sister?" 


"Yes, how did you know?" 


"Carrie loves older women. She's also an unruly scamp with an adventurous spirit that needs discipline." 


"She truly does. You are surprisingly accurate on all of that, Jacob." 


"And you're seeing her?" 


"We're dating." 


"It's none of my business, Catherine, but for what it's worth, I wish you both the very best of luck." 


"Really?" 


"Why wouldn't I?" 


She seemed surprised, and that worried me. Carrie and I had always been very close. I'd embraced and celebrated her sexuality when my sister first came out, to the extent that we often partied together at gay bars. 


"Where is Carrie now, Catherine?" 


"She's here too, but didn't want to have this conversation with you." 


"Do you mind if I go and see her and clear this up?" 


"Not at all. She's a bit upset, though." 


I left mother and daughter to catch up. The five-minute walk to Catherine and Carrie's lodge was pleasant, taking in a single track that contoured around the main ridge on which A Walk In The Clouds was perched. The sun had almost disappeared completely, and twilight lifted my spirits in the woods. 


I knocked on the cabin door and heard a morose, Come In, that sounded not at all like my sister. I walked in, and my sister threw herself at me in floods of tears. 


"What's happened?" 


"Mom told me not to come back home." 


"Why would she do that?" 


"Because of Catherine." 


"Did you tell her about the two of you?" 


"She saw my story on Instagram. I should have known better, but dinner was nice, Catherine was lovely, and it was a real country and western restaurant, so I took a few snaps and referred to my date." 


I placed both palms on her shoulders, pushing my sister back slightly so I could stoop and level my eyes with hers. 


"You've done nothing wrong, Carrie. Dry your eyes, clean up, and come to meet Alicia." 


"Are you sure, Jacob?" 


"Go and freshen up now, Carrie. That's an order." 


"Okay, brother." 


While she was gone, I flicked open my phone and selected Mom's number. We weren't terribly close, something I hadn't discussed with Kate, nor did I wish to. It seemed family secrets would become exposed. 


I selected text messenger and began typing. 


You already lost one daughter, and now you're setting the course to lose another. If you continue this disgraceful feud with Carrie, please don't turn up to our wedding. You won't be welcome. I'll message Dad separately to let him know he's welcome. 


I hit send, then switched off my phone. Mom's tirade that would follow didn't interest me. Her problem with Carrie's sexuality was barely contained these days, but it was my sister's proclivity for older women my Mom could never come to terms with. She couldn't deal with the potential of having a daughter-in-law that was her age. 


Carrie returned from the bathroom looking respectable, and I pretended to inspect her. 


"We have an ATV, a bunch of climbing gear that must be inspected, and we're shopping for mountain bikes. The horses will be here tomorrow." 


"What's your point, Jacob?" 


"I'll put another mountain bike on the shopping list. You don't have to return home until you're ready, if ever. We'll have to talk with immigration, but so long as you don't work in the USA, it should be okay to extend your stay." 


"Are you sure?" 


"Never ask me if you can stay again, Carrie. It's a permanent given between us. When Sarah died, it almost broke both of us. I won't lose another sister." 


"No, I get it. Her death still hurts me as well." 


"It's time to explain about our family to Kate. If you'd rather I did that in private, I don't mind." 


"It's okay. Catherine should probably know about Mom and Sarah as well." 


I held my sister's trembling hand while we walked the path back to the main house. She was knocked off balance. My sister, ever a vibrant character, was easily upset by unkindness, and my mother's fury knew no boundaries in that regard. 


"Have you turned off your phone, Carrie?" 


"No." 


"Do it now. I'll get you a local SIM and phone tomorrow. Leave yours off for a week and let Mom simmer down." 


"She might never accept me." 


"She will. Dad will go fucking nuts when he finds out about this." 


"Will you tell him?" 


"Damn right, I shall, but not tonight while blood is still boiling." 


I led my sister to the living room and into Catherine's care on a sofa. Alicia lay on the sofa opposite with her head in Kate's lap. My fiancee pointed at our adopted daughter with a quizzical look meant for me. 


"I don't think secrets are a good thing, Kate. I hoped we might not ever need to discuss this, but it seems my mother is intent on spoiling another party." 


"Alicia can stay and hear this then?" 


"It's up to you, but I think it would be good for us to include her in these discussions. No point hiding disagreeable truths." 


"I agree, Jacob." 


I paced the room in front of a log fire, enjoying the warmth, knowing that it would toast me in another ten minutes. Crackling logs, a faint aroma of beechwood smoke, and the flickering medley of orange and yellow around the room calmed me. 


"We have an older sister." 


"Oh." 


"Her name is Sarah. She was a beautiful human being who looked after Carrie and I when we got into trouble with our mother." 


I gulped, and tears welled in my eyes. 


"She died." 


Everyone was stunned, and each of my family wore a profoundly sad expression. My sister looked as though the light in her life had extinguished, exactly how I felt when remembering Sarah. Kate reached up a hand to me. Alicia did the same, and I felt slightly guilty raising the matter on a day we'd visited her parents' graves. 


Kate squeezed my hand. 


"Oh god no, Jacob. How?" 


"She was a lesbian. Mom disapproved and kicked up a fuss for years, bullying Sarah relentlessly as our sister tried to manage her love life away from Mom's vile behavior. Then, one evening, my sister had enough, drank a bottle of vodka, took pills, and never woke up." 


They all choked up, breathed heavily in a personal emotional tumult, and then cried. I did as well, Sarah's death being one of the few situations that made me utterly miserable. Kate and Alicia stood up and hugged me. The others joined in, and it felt nice to share and cry together. 


"Carrie can stay here as long as she likes, Jacob." 


"I know Kate, but she must stay in the lodge, or I'll have to move down there. She can be a pain in the ass." 


"Don't worry, Jacob. Mom will fix that problem." 


Everyone laughed while crying, including my sister, but an unhealthy melancholy hung in the air like a damp blanket that stifled everything. The front door opened, slammed shut, and someone walked into the living room. 


"Did I miss something?" 


"Hi, Tiffany." 


Our group hug broke up, and Tiffany was welcomed into the fold. I had allocated her a room in the main house, not knowing what bedroom arrangements between her and Catherine might be. 


I knew they'd become casual lovers during Tiffany's disciplinary boot camp but had no idea where that had led, if anywhere. She sidled up beside me while I poured tea and brewed coffee, purloining Lizzie's living room hospitality kitchen. 


"Thank you for assigning me a room in the main house, Jacob." 


"No problem. I wasn't sure about y-" 


"We're best friends. There was no real intense love between us aside from friendship and some very enjoyable lust. Catherine is still mentoring me, for which I am grateful, but she and Carrie make a great couple." 


"I agree, they do." 


Tiffany's hand quivered when I passed her a large bowl of coffee. I noticed the creamy surface ripple and studied her. She seemed upset. 


"It's a lot of coffee. I'm sure these cups are bigger than a coffee shop Venti." 


"I'm sorry, Jacob." 


"No need to be sorry. Will you tell me what's up?" 


"Umm, I err... It's so-." 


"Spit it out, woman. You're one of three in here that has seen me naked. We have no secrets." 


"Three?" 


"My sister, of course. Bath times, youthful innocence, and all that. Which young boy didn't swing it around like a sword when naked rollerblading through the house?" 


"Oh, of course." 


"Carrie wouldn't remember. At least I hope she doesn't." 


" Whereas I do remember very well, Jacob. It was my shameful moment and the night you saved me from being used." 


"Yeah, well... nobody else will know about that aside from you, me, and Kate, and we'll keep it that way forever." 


"That's what bothers me a bit, Jacob." 


"Okay, shoot... I'm all ears." 


"I have plenty of money now because Kate pays well." 


"You do a great job. She always knew you would. Kate trusts you." 


"And I'm grateful for that. I love all of you guys." 


"So, what's the problem?" 


"I feel like a freeloader who should move out and pay her own way. I eat for free, ride the horses, enjoy a company car and gas. I literally have no living expenses." 


"And you feel guilty about that?" 


"I worry that I've overstayed my welcome." 


"Has anyone made you feel unwelcome?" 


"No." 


She slid onto a kitchen stool, so I did, too, realizing we might be here for a while. We eyeballed each other, and I noticed a disquiet in her that I'd felt many times myself. Kate sauntered across, probably wanting to chase up the dreadful tea concoction that seemed to grip her. I secretly prayed it wasn't a pregnancy craving because even the smell provoked my gag response, never mind a flavor passed from her lips to mine. 


Kate leaned heavily into my back, perching her chin on my shoulder and wrapping both arms around my waist. Tiffany glanced at her, took a deep breath, and looked squarely at me. 


"I have a great life, Jacob, and I want everyone to know that I'm grateful for it." 


"We know. Kate's right here now. Shall I explain to her what's worrying you?" 


"Yes... please." 


I turned my head slightly until my eyes leveled with my fiancee's. 


"Tiffany is afraid to fly the coop." 


"That's not what I said, Jacob, and you know it." 


Kate laughed, playfully slapping the part of my ass she could reach. I grinned at Tiffany, who turned beetroot red, and glanced at Kate. 


"It isn't what I said, Kate. He's fucking teasing me." 


"What did she really say, Jacob?" 


"Tiffany is worried that she might have overstayed her welcome. I was about to tell her she doesn't eat much, her car is part of a salary package, and her enjoyment at the stables pays with her labor and by riding the horses every day." 


Tiffany mulled that over, shaking her head from side to side. She couldn't refute my logic, and slowly, a grin formed. I took her hand and smiled reassuringly. 


"You are also our friend and very welcome." 


"Are you sure?" 


"Jacob's right, Tiffany. It's hard enough to find loyal staff, even more so to establish lifelong friendships. You are both of those to us. If it makes you feel better, I can pay you more and kick you out of our homes or charge you rent, but since you're part of an exclusive group of women, I'd rather not." 


"What exclusive group of women?" 


"Four of us ladies in this room have seen Jacob naked." 


My head flashed sideways, meeting my fiancee's gaze. Kate looked cute and giggled like a schoolgirl, stifling her mirth with a hand cupped over her mouth while almost falling backward from a stool she was increasingly edging me off. 


"Mom saw you one time in the shower, Jacob. Our room door was open. She came in and made the mistake of thinking you were out and that I was in the bathroom. She shouted, got no answer, and slipped her head around the bathroom door." 


"And?" 


"I was assured she only peeked briefly." 


"And?" 


"She was impressed. Ask her yourself if you need corroboration." 


"Christ no, Kate. I'd rather not have a fan club." 


"You already do, Jacob, and that has everything to do with your kind heart." 


Tiffany nodded while Kate activated my gag response by sipping her lukewarm tea. 


"Are we good Tiffany?" 


"Yes, we are Jacob. Good chat, and thank you." 


Tiffany wandered away, and I was left being held by Kate, who reached around to my crotch, rubbing hard. 


"That's unfair. Alicia is still awake." 


"Mom's sitting for her and will read stories until she falls asleep. It's bedroom duty for you, buster." 


"Kate, you'll have to rinse first. I can't stand that tea. It's vulgar." 


"Really? I'm growing partial to it." 


"Please don't sweetheart. It's killing me. I only ever tasted something that vile in Malaysia from a fruit called Durian." 


"That's it, Jacob. Check the label. I'm sure it's Durian. I love it." 


I checked, and sure enough, it was the Marmite of the tea world. You either loved or hated it, and I was definitely in the latter's camp. 


"It smells like sewage and rotten eggs. Some people taste honey and love it but fuck... I'm not one of them, Kate." 


She laughed and tipped the whole box of tea bags in the bin. I fished them out, glanced at her, and felt guilty. 


"If you like it, I can suffer it." 


"Right now, Jacob, I'd like something else from you." 


Alicia was already in her bedroom, safely engaged in a story from Catherine. I knew we must have a conversation about intimacy and share that with Alicia somehow to establish some privacy rules, but it was too soon to set boundaries. 


I got naked in seconds, staggered to the bed while kicking off boxer shorts, and waited, watching Kate deliberately take her time undressing. She knew how to tantalize me, peeling clothes off while providing the best possible view of her stunning curves and silky smooth skin. 


When she lay on our bed, I rolled Kate onto her front and lay on her back, pressing my weight on both hands and toes. She gathered her hair, swept that aside, and I kissed, then licked my fiancee's neck like silk on satin, enjoying her contented sighs and mild whimpering. 


"You're a great leader, Kate." 


"So are you, Jacob." 


"Everything between us feels perfect." 


"Only because you and I are in step, sweetheart." 


"Soon, a female-led relationship becomes a wife-led marriage." 


"Only if you wish it, Jacob. You are the greatest treasure in my life. We are educating one another. As it should be." 


"I love being your knight." 


"I doubt I could live without your love and support. I can't imagine my life without you in it." 


I raised my body using all of my strength until mine ran parallel to hers, roughly four inches higher. It felt like a gym exercise, but the immense impact on Kate, when the only thing she felt was my tongue slide gently down her spine while my cock stroked both thighs as it nestled in the gap between, was worth the effort. 


She shivered, arching her back while I licked my way down one ass cheek and slid my tongue left and right along the crease between that and Kate's thigh. She trembled vigorously, moaning noisily while reaching both hands wide, gripping the duvet, and gathering it in. 


"I smell your pussy." 


"Is it any wonder? You've never done this before." 


"I'm not done yet." 


"Oh, God, Jacob. I might cum." 


"If that happens, roll over quickly and let me finish you with my tongue." 


"Oh fuck, but you're a naughty boy!" 


I continued teasing, licking a trail down her thigh, enjoying the muscle spasming under a pleasure load I felt was reciprocated by my heart. At the back of Kate's knee, I paused, licking gentle circles where nerves surfaced closer. She giggled; I continued and licked all the way to her heel. 


When I swapped sides, Kate shuddered, squealed, and quickly rolled over, spreading her legs wide apart and staring down at me with a desperate, pleading expression that I couldn't help but love. She frowned lasciviously, begged lovingly, and repeatedly clenched her fingers into balled fists on both hands, summoning me. 


I wrapped my arms around her upper thighs, descending into Kate's swollen, damp pussy lips like a hungry lion. I loved the feeling of giving her cunnilingus. I plowed my tongue gently up my fiancee's creamy slit, wiggling it from side to side, provoking her shuddering orgasm almost immediately. 


When Kate's hands gripped the back of my head, and she pulled me into her crotch, I sucked an engorged clitoris, sending my fiancee to a frisson peak of pleasure. She screamed in absolute ecstasy, thrusting her pussy hard into my mouth, enjoying wave after wave of rapture that I controlled by increasing and decreasing the drag of my tongue across her creamy pearl. 


Kate shuddered, fed me her ejaculate, and I gorged on her, enjoying the intense feeling of togetherness of having my tongue slip deep inside her pussy. 


"I need your cock, Jacob, please." 


"With pleasure, my queen." 


"Sir knight, you are worthy and brave." 



Chapter Fifty

A Family Unit

◆◆◆

Kate’s Point Of View 


I listlessly stirred a cappuccino with a thin neck stainless steel spoon, knowing it was my first and last of the day. It seemed awful to give up so many profound pleasures, but on the other side of the scales, Jacob’s baby weighed in, and suddenly the burden lessened. 


“You like coffee, Kate.” 


“Is that a statement or observation?” 


“Both, really. I know what it’s like to want something badly while feeling it might not be good for me.” 


“Do you mean by having adoptive parents, Alicia?” 


“Yeah. The dream is for Kate and Jacob, but reality doesn’t work that way. Henry explains that to us a great deal.” 


“What does he say?” 


“He tells us it’s important to fit in with a couple who already know what their child should be like because they have figured it all out.” 


“And what advice does Henry give, Alicia?” 


“He says we should be ourselves and that we are more important than the parents interviewing us.” 


I couldn’t fault Henry’s logic. Adoption is a commitment to meet a child’s needs, not an opportunity to acquire someone who must fit in. 


“Where are we going tomorrow, Kate? Jacob said I should ask you about it.” 


“We are going to GD’s offices where you can meet my friend Hannah. That’s Claude’s girlfriend. I also have a new CEO arriving.” 


“Is Jacob coming with us?” 


“Is that important to you?” 


“I like to be close to both of you. I have never been adopted. I don’t know how to behave.” 


“Of course, Jacob’s coming. He won’t ever leave your side.” 


“He is a knight, Kate.” 


Our morning routine had changed to incorporate breakfast with Alicia, served by Lizzie. Jacob stepped out on the balcony, taking a call from the equine master regarding the delivery of Beauty and Sierra with two other favorites. We needed enough horses at A Walk In The Clouds for those staying, but not so many that regular riders at Granger Hall would be denied. 


When Jacob returned, he looked positive, so his plan seemed to work. I leaned in when he slid between Alicia and me. 


“Did you convince them?” 


“They’re working out a rota now. I said each groom could take it in turn, have free use of a lodge here, transport, meals, and bring their whole family for one week at a time. We’ll get two more local grooms to help manage and offer free rides and lessons to the orphanage.” 


 “Did the equine master complain?” 


“He was hesitant, and they all worried we might close the stables at Granger Hall.” 


“That was never an intention, though, Jacob.” 


“It’s natural for people to worry. I will need a budget uplift signed off by you and Catherine. There is no plan for funding our new home.” 


“Whatever you need, sweetheart, email me, please. I don’t see why you can’t authorize this yourself.” 


“It’s not my money, Kate.” 


“Send me an email then.” 


“I already did.” 


I was fed up with discussions over budget and money. Our female-led relationship was about me helping my fiancee be the very best man he could be on his terms and totally without financial restraint. 


Jacob lifted my coffee and shared the meager ration I was allowed. I squinted and scowled comically. Alicia slapped my hand and laughed. 


“How did you get a budget done so fast, Jacob?” 


“It was all Lizzie. Nothing to do with me. It seems we have an ally.” 


“We do, for sure.” 


Lizzie slid another creamy mug in front of me. It looked like milky coffee with a couple of cloves floating on top. I tasted it and grinned. 


“Ohh, that’s lovely, Lizzie. What is it?” 


“Masala Chai. Black tea leaves, cardamom, ginger, lemongrass, cloves and cinnamon. It’s very popular in Asia.” 


“Did you pick it up from a recipe?” 


“No, Kate, among many other things, I learned it from a lover when I lived in Nepal.” 


 I was gobsmacked when she winked, smiled, and reached into a drawer behind her catering island, retrieving a file cover.  Alicia clasped a hand over her mouth, stifling a fit of giggles while Jacob laughed loudly. Lizzie placed her file in front of me. 


“The budget covers all living and running overhead for the entire estate. There are few monetizing opportunities unless you want to harvest walnuts and fruits.” 


“Wouldn’t that affect the wildlife?” 


“Yes. Birds, bears, and other mammals would suffer.” 


“Then no.” 


“Henry has a few ideas to make money. He wants to start with bees and honey but doesn’t have the land.” 


“Tell him to go ahead but perhaps involve the orphanage and let them sell the honey at a marked-up price.” 


“And what shall we charge as rent for the land?” 


“One dollar a year on a ten-year lease.” 


“That’s very generous.” 


It was generous but also selfish. Fitting into our community meant helping rather than controlling and leveraging. Henry and the orphanage were crucial for us, mostly because of Alicia but also for me. This house was about settling somewhere I could call home and where I could build a nest with my beloved Jacob and our children. 


My formidable housekeeper eyed me closely. 


“What is it, Kate, or dare I ask whether another dynamic plot is about to hatch?” 


“I have an idea, Lizzie. Please invite Henry here one lunchtime when you know my Mom will be around. Catherine has access to a foundation that might help local causes. You’ll know how to steer their conversation, I’m sure.” 


She nodded, and I drifted onto the balcony to enjoy a view and my new favorite pregnancy coffee alternate. The creamy drink tasted spicy-sweet and reminiscent of exotic foreign lands. 


I mused about Lizzie and how she’d surprised me. The woman appeared to be a loner and was very attractive but quite secretive. 


Eventually, Mom joined me outside with coffee and toast, then Alicia came, and finally, Jacob sat on a double-width rattan sofa with me. He cut away after an hour to catch up with Carrie. 


I can’t say how many hours were spent sitting on that balcony talking and laughing, but when I finally went back inside to join my fiancee and his sibling, I felt like a thousand days had been enjoyed in a cradle of love. 


I rested an arm around my future sister-in-law’s shoulder, smiling at her. She looked relaxed, and I wondered if her problems with their mother were solved or temporarily suspended. 


“Hi, Carrie. Were you comfortable last night?” 


“The air here is so much fresher in the mornings. I ran first thing as the sun rose. Would you like to join me tomorrow?” 


“Can I?” 


“Yes. If you ran before pregnancy, it’s fine unless you suspect something might be wrong.” 


“I have no reason to believe that’s the case.” 


“We’ll bring Jacob because he’s slow anyhow.” 


My fiancee shook his head. There was a loving rivalry between the siblings. I was keen to escape the captivity of pregnancy, so I sidled close to Jacob, hoping to free myself for a run in the morning. I held his hand and stared beseechingly into his eyes. 


He held on for a minute, then caved. 


“Will the run be at my pace, Kate?” 


“Yes, sweetheart.” 


“Then yes.” 


I immediately shot off to check that all of my running gear had arrived. Jacob followed close behind and began packing both our suitcases. 


“What are you packing for?” 


“We’ll have to leave later this afternoon to arrive at our city apartment. Alicia is packing as well. We can take her shopping for clothes, hiking, and horse riding gear.” 


“We need a helicopter, Jacob.” 


“Maybe. There is plenty of time. We could take Alicia to the apartment, go to GD tomorrow, stay another night, then come back here Tuesday.” 


“That works. We need a proper schedule, though. We also need to discuss schooling and a tutor for Alicia.” 


“Henry seems to be the best option to organize that. I’ll call him now if you like.” 


“We need to discuss something first, Jacob. Sit down.” 


“Okay, that sounds ominous.” 


When Jacob sat on our bed, I straddled his lap. Staring intensely into his eyes, reading my fiancee’s emotions was always the best way to understand him. 


“You’re not in favor of taking Alicia to GD, right?” 


“Not really.” 


“Why not?” 


“She’s a clever girl, Kate. She’s probably more like you than you already realize, but she’s had trauma, such as I can’t imagine, and has grown up fast. Showing her GD might advance that loss of her youth.” 


“You think she would be better off staying here?” 


“No. She should be with us. Let’s meet Gunther and Hannah outside GD. Alicia needs ponies, ATV rides, fishing, hiking, and her friends, not corporate enslavement and the burning desire to follow in her new Mom’s footsteps.” 


“Wow. That’s all true.” 


“She’s not even started settling in yet.” 


“What do you suggest then, Jacob.” 


“Let’s go to the city, have your meetings at the apartment, and then we’ll take Alicia shopping.” 


“I want to teach her many things, but riding would be the best start. You’re right, darling; I need to slow down.” 


“She has a calming effect on me, Kate. It’s like rediscovering the important things in life, a conversation with someone you love before they or you vanish.” 


“Okay, we’ll do it your way. You have parenting figured out better than I do. Perhaps having GD less on my mind will help me catch up.” 


“Thank you, Kate.” 


“I have a favor to ask as well, sweetheart.” 


“Anything for you, Kate.” 


“I have lawyers coming here next Friday. The company ownership will remain mine, but all other private assets, including our homes, horses, even the ATV, and all money in both our bank accounts become our community property jointly.” 


“Fuck no!” 


“There will be no prenup, Alicia will have a trust fund by next week. You and I will discuss having a will that leaves everything to the surviving party, but we’ll incorporate allowances for my Mom, sister, and anyone from your family you’d like to leave something to.” 


“Jesus n-.” 


“Please think about this before answering Jacob. I don’t want a prenup looming over our wedding day.” 


“What if something happens between us?” 


“We’ll figure it out, Jacob. If having you means I risk a few billion dollars on the slim chance our marriage fails, then it’s a risk I’m willing to take.” 


 “You won’t take no for an answer, will you, Kate?” 


“I’m willing to discuss everything, but I won’t sign a prenup, Jacob.” 


I’d considered the matter of wealth planning long and hard. If I lost GD through a divorce, regardless of fault or reason, so be it. At least I could regard my husband as an equal in every sense and that others would see him that way as well. 


“Are you sure about this, Kate?” 


“We have a daughter, Jacob, with another child on the way. It’s important we are united in every sense, including financially.” 


“I know.” 


“Also, Henry should tutor Alicia. I think you’re right about letting our daughter explore her life her way. There is plenty of time for GD or whatever she’s into after College.” 


“Thank you, Kate.” 


“No Jacob… it’s me that thanks you.” 


The delighted screams of a child could only mean that our horse trailers had arrived. Jacob and I joined a crowd in the parking lot while Beauty, Sierra, and two other beautiful horses were unloaded. 


Despite warnings from Craig, our equine master, Alicia ran straight to Beauty and reached up to his nose, scratching it. I darted forward, terrified, because my huge stallion was very particular about who touched him. 


I need not have worried. Beauty’s body language was friendly, and he lowered his head, wanting more attention. Mom chuckled and stepped over beside Alicia, stroking Beauty together. 


“I’ve never seen that before, Mom.” 


“The horses were the same with you and Claire. Sierra was the same with Jacob as well. They know kindness and love when they sense it.” 


“I’ll leave you to stable them if that’s okay. Jacob and I are packing.” 


“Of course, can Alicia stay and help?” 


“Yes, please. She needs time to pack as well, but we’re shopping for her anyway so she won’t need to bring much.” 


“Don’t forget to keep your dungeon locked down.” 


I felt shocked when Mom reminded me of something so obvious that I hadn’t considered it at all. I suddenly dreaded conversations about the future, especially where sexual proclivities were concerned. 


How the fuck do we explain about how daddy like Mommy to thrash him? 


Mom laughed and snuck away from Alicia and Beauty, taking my arm and moving us to a distance. 


“It’s easy. You wait until she’s a teenager, talk about a full spectrum of sexuality, and let her choose when she’s ready. You have a few years left to worry about it, Kate.” 


“But what about the dungeons?” 


“Tell her they’re private places; don’t let her guess an obvious door code, and improve soundproofing.” 


“Could you deal with soundproofing, please?” 


“Consider it done by the end of the week.” 


I helped Jacob pack, then joined Alicia, who was considering what she needed for the City. She sat on her bed in an all too familiar quandary. 


“Can’t decide what clothes to bring?” 


“No. How am I expected to dress, Kate?” 


“However you wish sweetheart. You can wear dresses, skirts, pants or jeans and whatever you’d like on top. What style do you like best.” 


“I’d like to dress simply and with elegant style, like you.” 


“We’ll need jeans then.” 


“I like your dresses too.” 


“What about sweatpants, casual rags to run around in.” 


“I have plenty of rags, Kate. The orphanage couldn’t afford much, and we always handed them down or received clothes from another.” 


“It must have been tough.” 


“It was, but I enjoyed it.” 


“You can invite your friends here any time.” 


“That’s not likely to happen, Kate.” 


I held her hand, worrying about what I should say next. Alicia didn’t seem unhappy. As Jacob noticed about her, she had wisdom beyond her years. 


“Are you worried about leaving some out and inviting others?” 


“Yes, but also, I don’t want anyone to feel jealous.” 


“Okay. I’m sure we can figure that out together. I don’t mind if they all come to visit.” 


“Are you sure, Kate?” 


“This is your home to invite whomever you wish.” 


“But you and Jacob are in charge here.” 


“We’re here to guide you, Alicia.  Neither of us will ever coerce or control you. We might step in if you do something dangerous, but it’s your life, your choices.” 


We finished packing and drove in Jacob’s car to our City apartment. I showed my daughter around, explaining the room that was out-of-bounds to her. Alicia didn’t question why, and I figured that must be because the idea of places she wasn’t permitted to go was a familiar concept. 


She picked our bedroom, sleeping between Jacob and me. We hadn’t been there in weeks, so much water passed under the bridge. As I assessed my first living space after moving out of GD, I found it lacking. My apartment was a classic corporate executive hideaway, and I resolved to discuss that with Alicia and make changes. 


We slept well. When I woke, my daughter stared at me wide-eyed. 


“Where is Jacob?” 


“Getting us breakfast, honey.” 


“Why didn’t we all do that together.” 


“Jacob is a lover, warrior, and provider, sweetheart. It’s hard-wired into him to protect and look after his wife and daughter.” 


“Am I your daughter?” 


“Yes, but you don’t have to call me Mom. That’s reserved for the mom I’m temporarily helping out.” 


“Are there lots of Jacob’s out there?” 


“No, sweetheart. When you find one, hold on tight.” 


“Are you lucky, Kate?” 


“I could only be luckier if I were Jacob’s daughter.” 



Chapter Fifty-One

Essential Supplies For The Newest Granger

◆◆◆

Jacob’s Point Of View. 


“Gunther just called and said he isn’t feeling well. He’s asked to delay the meeting until tomorrow.” 


“Is that a problem?” 


“Not at all. We can shop, meet him tomorrow, and leave here once we’re done.” 


Okay, well… everyone is ready to go out. Shall we go?” 


“Yep. Let’s take your car because we’ll have loads of shopping to carry.” 


Alicia was thrilled, never remembering a day at the Mall with her parents and only ever having rare treats at the orphanage. We started with outerwear and moved on, trying every pair of shoes, sneakers, and slippers in four different brand shops. 


I cut a lonely sight outside a row of stores, protecting a mountain of bags, sipping a sneaky coffee while my girls selected pajamas and underwear, something I had no experience with for any gender of child. 


Kate was in her element, loving shopping at any time, now more so because a whole new series of products suddenly made the cut. I wasn’t sure about the cell phone, but Alicia would be alone as a ten-year-old in her new school without one. 


“We’ll need parental locks on things now, Kate.” 


“We’ll also need to learn how to trust. If you come down hard, she’ll rebel.” 


“Jesus… am I ready for this?” 


“Is anyone, ever? I think you’re a perfect father.” 


By the end of the day, we filled the trunk of my car with clothes, a laptop suitable for Alicia’s school, new bags, a few books, stationery, a cell phone, shoes, and just about everything that constituted a starter pack for our ten-year-old daughter. 


As we sat together enjoying fast food that would kill, surrounded by shopping, I guessed we’d spent close to five thousand bucks, most of which was wrapped up in electronics. 


While eating a burger with no flavor, I stared at Kate, beseeching her mercy to let us go home. 


“I think we’re done for the day, Alicia, don’t you?” 


“I’ve never seen so many gifts in my life, Kate.” 


“We’ll need a specialist retailer for riding boots and other togs, sweetheart.” 


“This is all so expensive.” 


“You’ll need everything. None of what we bought is a gift. It’s all essential.” 


“Can I bring it back to A Walk In The Clouds?” 


“I hadn’t considered how we might do that. Perhaps we could get someone to help.” 


Kate glanced around the Mall and pointed into the distance, more for my attention than Alicia’s. 


“Claude will maybe help. He’s been shadowing us all day.” 


Kate eyeballed me, and I felt cold terror shooting up my spine. She pressed her tongue into the side of her cheek, smiled, and carried on discussing clothes with Alicia. Thankfully, a meal was the final item on our agenda, and we headed for parking to load my car. 


At the apartment, Alicia peered into our bedroom while Kate stowed the few things she bought for herself. Our daughter regarded me with a hard stare for at least a minute, then went to explore. 


After a short rest and coffee, we ordered take-out noodles and sat around the apartment living room, telling stories with background piano jazz music that soothed me. 


“I don’t mind shopping, but that was intense.” 


“We needed to get a lot of things for Alicia. More is needed, but we can order some using the internet and the rest with shorter trips to local stores.” 


I lazed back, talking less and relaxing more. I felt a semi-erection rise, so I lay on my front, desperately wanting to make love to Kate, but I wasn’t about to misbehave with a new daughter on the scene. 


When both girls in my life fell asleep on a sofa together, I gently lifted each, cradling the smallest first, delivering both to our bed. 


Before I slipped under the duvet, fully dressed in pajamas, Alicia’s eyes opened, boring innocent holes into my soul. 


“Thank you, Jacob, but I’ll find another bed tonight.” 


“Okay, sweetheart.” 


“Can I come back anytime I want?” 


“Of course. I’ll leave the room door open.” 


She wandered out of our bedroom, wearing a thick pink fleece onesie, looking like a little woman on a mission. I waited until there were no more sounds and rolled closer to my purring wife-to-be, rueing that she was already fast asleep. 


Waking up in the bed where Kate and I had first made love felt nice. Having selected one of five bedrooms, Alicia took to hers like a fish to water and slept through the night. 


When Kate woke in the early hours and felt around the bed, she woke me. I explained Alicia had found her room. My fiancee said it was most likely our adopted daughter felt more secure being high up in an apartment building. 


In the morning, I slipped out of bed quietly and stood before the one-way panorama windows, looking at a city coming alive at 6 a.m. The hustle and bustle below was a nice change to peace at Granger Hall and our new mountain retreat. 


I heard a click from behind and spun around. Kate had closed our bedroom door and turned the privacy deadbolt lock as quietly as possible. 


“You’ll yearn for peace in a few days, Jacob.” 


“I tried not to waken you.” 


“Bed… now, my lover. We have business to attend to.” 


“Thank god, Kate. I’m feeling hornier than Beauty.” 


“I need to mount my stallion right away.” 


We dove onto the bed, wrapping one another in a warm, naked cocoon. I sizzled like an egg cracked and dropped on a hot skillet. Powerful emotions gripped me as dopamine, adrenaline, and other hormones rolled my body through an ocean of passion to a tumultuous peak as Kate’s proximity love bombed my mind, body, and soul. 


“Fuck! Oh, Kate… Jesus.” 


“What’s wrong, Jacob?” 


“I can’t get enough of you.” 


“That’s because we haven’t been getting enough of each other lately.” 


“No. I just… oh, I don’t know.” 


“Please, Jacob. Go ahead and explain what’s on your mind.” 


I thought carefully while our lips brushed closer, pressing harder, forming a passionate kiss while we caressed one another, lying side by side. She gazed deep into my eyes, seeking and providing truth and love. 


Kate’s soft fingers stoked me, leaving a trail of intense shivering wherever her tips meandered across my goosebumps. Her nails dug deep into my ass cheeks when my fiancee drew me closer. 


“Tell me what you are thinking, Jacob, please.” 


“I can’t get too much of you, Kate. I want us to be together always.” 


“We always shall, darling.” 


I raked my fingers across Kate’s back, enjoying her naughty bottom lip pull, desperate, lewd frown, and the smile of a fiancee who loved me dearly. I smelled the aroma of her arousal and felt my pre-cum leak from the wrinkled foreskin of a cock that prodded hard into her leg. 


“You’ll leave a mess on my leg if I don’t take care of that soon.” 


“Ahh, Kate, Am I turning you on, darling?” 


“Don’t tease me too much, Jacob. You have a thrashing later this morning.” 


“I’m looking forward to that as well.” 


“We’re going onto the roof for this one. There is a secret alcove up there out of CCTV range and where no other building residents can reach.” 


I gripped Kate’s ass cheeks, slid my fingers between them, and opened her wide, slipping my hands into a cup shape. 


“I know what you’re doing, Jacob.” 


“I know as well, darling.” 


“You need more time to ease that giant cock inside my back passage. There is only so much a girl can take with half an hour spare.” 


Kate rolled us until she rode on top of me, straddled across my waist and cock. My solid shaft naturally slid between her swollen pussy lips, and she rode me gently, as would a cowgirl breaking in her new stallion. I felt her warm, creamy arousal coating my shaft as she pressed down harder, squeezing a bulging urethra by clenching her outer labia tight. 


Her rocking motion became more pronounced as Kate rifled fingers wildly through her hair, tossing her head back and forth. Her clitoris felt engorged, and my fiancee ground that hard nub into my pubic bone. 


When she leaned forward, Kate’s breasts pressed hard onto my chest, and her eyes were an inch away from mine. She released my cock to stand upright, then teased it by sliding the top inch inside the entrance to her pussy, squeezing while dipping on and off as though sucking it. 


“I’m going to fuck, then spank you while we’re both still wet.” 


“Upstairs?” 


“Yeah.” 


She never averted her eyes when Kate slid her tight, wet pussy down my cock until I was balls deep inside her. I could swear her eyes lit up with fireworks sparkling in effervescent color. 


My cock felt rock hard, throbbing deliciously while she milked it between a velvet smooth sheath, squeezing so hard that I saw her six-pack rip with razor-like edges as my fiancee tensed every muscle. 


“You’re milking me hard.” 


“This is my cock to milk and my responsibility to care for sweetheart.” 


Kate tapped my knees, so I raised both for her to use them as a fuck platform. She planted her feet on either side of me and lifted herself, sliding a tight, creamy pussy off my cock, wearing a lascivious smile that lit up my soul. 


I glanced down and saw streaks of Kate’s pussy juice running vertically up and down my veiny shaft. I moaned when she slid back on it, enjoying how she squeezed and rocked her solid pearl onto my pubis with every stroke. 


My love felt so intense I wanted to cum, but I held on, needing to watch my fiancee’s orgasm. 


I kneaded Kate’s breasts, noting a more ample handful than a few weeks ago. Knowing what I’d spotted, she smiled, and I thought her cheeks flushed mildly. I tweaked her rosy nipples, eliciting a wild squeal, backing off quickly to a lesser intensity. 


Kate reached into a nightstand and removed two nipple clamps, handing both to me. 


“Be as rough as you can.” 


“Are you sure? I just hurt you.” 


“I wasn’t ready. More, please. It was fucking nice.” 


I licked the latex seal on both clamps while Kate fucked my cock hard, wide-eyed, wildly thrashing around, and with intense emotions rippling through her infatuated expression. She looked astounded and caught up in an uncontrolled state of ecstasy when I attached one clamp, winding its suction screw tightly, until her nipple engorged and filled the see-through plastic vacuum chamber like a red wine gum, perfect to be sucked on for hours. 


She shouted at me for more, then quickly clamped both hands over her mouth, riding my cock hard while I fitted a second clamp. The effect of her shuddering rapture doubled as two clamps swung lazily, following her breasts up and down while Kate rode my cock as though breaking in a bronco. 


She frowned and moaned in pain and pleasure, riding the razor blade between both, getting off on my thick, solid cock, while my palms kneaded her breasts, and two clamps crushed Kate’s nipples. 


When one clamp flew off out of reach, I gripped the freed nipple, squeezing hard while rolling it between my forefinger and thumb. She screamed far too loudly, but little could be done to stifle Kate’s joy as she threw herself off an orgasmic cliff of delight and desire into a chasm of love where I caught her. 


My cock jerked vigorously inside her warm, tight sheath. Her eyes told me she knew, and I filled Kate’s belly, pumping her full of the seed she loved. She squeezed and milked my twitching shaft staring down, placing both palms on my chest while drilling herself up and down my cock that had become a fountain of semen exploding inside her. 


When Kate finished riding my stiff cock, I was exhausted, and she panted like a steam train, planting her head and unruly hair into my chest and face, giggling. 


“Fuck! Jacob, that was intense. I can’t get enough of you either, sweetheart. I love you so much.” 


“Glad to be of service.” 


Kate quickly whipped off the nipple clamp that survived our lovemaking, and I collected the other from the floor, unlocking the door while on my feet. When I dove back into our bed, my fiancee wrapped herself around me, sharing my semen by smearing it along my thigh while stifling her giggles with one palm. 


“That was intense, Kate.” 


“Do you think it’s our pregnancy?” 


“I don’t think that’s all. I feel different now, having a daughter, a home of our own, and new challenges ahead.” 


“We are evolving, that’s for sure. I love this life, but we have to remain grounded. Alicia is amazing. She brings some things into sharper focus for me.” 


“How so, Kate?” 


“She says the most insightful things.” 


I heard shuffling feet outside our bedroom and saw the handle turn. Kate leaped out of bed and ran for the toilet, moments before Alicia’s head, with yawning wide open mouth, peered in. 


“Are you guys busy?” 


“Just jumping into the shower quickly, honey. Why don’t you do the same, and we’ll run down to the coffee shop together to collect some breakfast while Kate gets ready for meetings.” 


“I’d love to.” 


She ran, and the door snapped shut. I took the cover to run into the shower, followed quickly by Kate. 


“We must figure out maintenance spankings into your routine again, Jacob.” 


“You wouldn’t believe how much it helps me.” 


“I understand, darling. I never want to hurt you, but you’re more balanced after a fun spanking.” 


“Does it make me weird, Kate?” 


“The heart wants what the heart wants, Jacob. Never apologize for that.” 


I showered quickly, leaving Kate to take time preparing for what would be a crucial meeting. Amazingly, Alicia bathed faster than me and waited patiently, sitting on a kitchen stool, kicking her legs back and forth. 


“How did you get ready so fast, baby girl?” 


“Life in an orphanage sharing facilities. You were quick as well.” 


“Military life sharing facilities.” 


“We are alike, Jacob.” 


“More than you realize, Alicia.” 


We hurried to the private elevator, and my adopted daughter melted my heart when she slid her hand into mine. As we descended to the foyer, glancing and shooting smiles at each other, I felt more complete than ever. 


We strolled out of the lobby, past a smiling, smartly dressed building concierge man, and out onto the city sidewalk, turning right in the morning sun on course for the nearest coffee shop. 


“Are you attending Kate’s meeting this morning, Jacob?” 


“I’m not sure. If she needs me, I’ll be there.” 


“Do you always wait to be asked? Aren’t you in this together?” 


“That’s precisely why I wait to be asked, Alicia.” 


I watched her process our conversation at the speed of light. I could sense the whirring cogs in her bright, young mind forming opinions and concluding while preparing more questions. 


“I find everything around you and Kate exciting. So many things occur all the time. You might wait days in the orphanage for something interesting to happen.” 


“Do you know how to ride a bike, Alicia?” 


“No. I was hoping you might teach me.” 


“What about swimming?” 


“Yes, I can swim. Our school insists on it because many lakes and rivers are nearby.” 


“We’re going to have some fun.” 


I wasn’t sure if it was me that would have more fun, but by the way that Alicia squeezed my hand, I felt she at least wanted to be around me. 


When we left the coffee shop, Alicia carried a bag with ground beans, assorted breakfast muffins, croissants, and a Danish pastry I knew Kate would love. I carried four cappuccinos in a cardboard frame, disregarding my fiancee’s coffee restriction. It seemed only reasonable to let her make choices. 


In the apartment, Kate sat at our breakfast bar on a laptop Zoom call with Hannah. They were finishing off, so I waved, almost, but not entirely escaping. 


“Hi, Jacob. Thank you for accommodating Izzy.” 


“You’re very welcome, Hannah. We’ll see you soon.” 


Their call ended, and Kate stared quizzically at me while I distributed breakfast spoils. Alicia hung our jackets and slid a kitchen stool closer to Kate, bringing another for me until we all sat almost on each other’s lap. 


“Izzy?” 


“I don’t know the details, Kate. It’s someone Hannah knows who she wants to employ.” 


“Ahh, okay… I understand. She mentioned a girl for the new public relations officer she wants to recruit.” 


“Coffee?” 


“Am I allowed?” 


“Up to two hundred milligrams a day is safe. That’s two cups.” 


“Hence, you brought us two cups each.” 


“Figured you’d need some help getting through this meeting.” 


“Will you attend, please?” 


“Of course.” 


I glanced at Alicia, who smiled. I winked, and Kate caught us. She shrugged, deciding to catch me later to know the private joke or not bother, leaving the pair of conspirators to have their secret. 


While preparing for her meeting, Kate was deep in thought when the concierge called up using the internal intercom system. 


“You have a guest.” 


“Send him up.” 



Chapter Fifty-Two

Unannounced Arrival

◆◆◆

Kate’s Point Of View. 


I helped Alicia unpack and parade her new wardrobe, which was great fun for both of us. She glanced constantly at me, flicking tiny expressions of admiration, affection, and friendship. Her mood lifted mine because she was cheerful, vibrant, and ever-forward-looking despite all that happened in her life. 


“I’ll pay you back one day, Kate.” 


“That’s not what this is, honey. You’re my daughter.” 


“I don’t mean in money. I’ll make you proud of me, of us, and what you did for me.” 


“Oh god, Alicia, please don’t say that. I’m already proud of you. I can’t cry right now.” 


“Are you meeting about business?” 


“Yes.” 


My heart melted anytime she was near, especially when she and Jacob were together. Seeing him as a father made me realize how lucky I was. Most people wouldn’t associate our relationship with female leadership, although I knew from nuances that it was. 


Jacob deferred to me on significant decisions, sought my counsel frequently, and made me the center of his world. I did the same, and although our sex life had certain, very enjoyable kinks, he was my equal in every way, balancing our strengths and weaknesses as though we were two engines driving one ship. 


I didn’t care much about how messy the living room looked because my apartment was our family home. 


“Jesus Christ, what are you doing here?” 


“Are you glad to see me?” 


“Well, of course. I’m surprised, though.” 


When Jacob and another man shouted from the elevator lobby, I had my back to them. Something shocking had happened, but I didn’t want Alicia to be upset. I smiled calmly, nodded to the bags, and we continued unpacking. 


When I turned around and saw two men walk into our living room with Jacob, I was shocked and knew why my fiancee was upset. 


“Simon? Umm… this is unexpected.” 


“Hi, Kate. Sorry to barge in.” 


“Family is always welcome.” 


“Can we talk, please?” 


“Yes, but the gentleman beside you is Gunther, and he’s here for a business meeting. Do you mind if Jacob and I take that before catching up?” 


“Of course. I’ll wait downstairs.” 


“Let me introduce you to our daughter, Alicia. She’ll babysit.” 


Alicia giggled, thinking her sitting for an adult was hilarious. Introductions were simple and by first name only because Jacob and I hadn’t discussed a parenting style for our daughter, never mind including grandparents. My mother had adapted well to befriending our daughter. I hoped Simon would as well, at least for now. 


I left Jacob’s father with a girl who might become his granddaughter if he was lucky and went to join Gunther. My ears pricked up, listening to the start of Alicia’s conversation. 


“Are you Jacob’s Dad?” 


“I am.” 


“That’s nice. Your son is my Dad.” 


“I know. It seems he’s been very fortunate recently.” 


“I’m lucky, too.” 


When I took his hand, Jacob was emotional, and his fingers trembled. Gunther wouldn’t detect what I could, so the problem was under wraps for now. Simon’s arrival was completely unexpected and could only mean an unpleasant situation had hatched. My mind ran into overdrive while steering my fiancee back onto the task and meeting at hand. 


“Hello, Gunther, sorry… we have an unexpected guest.” 


“No problem. We can reschedule if you’d prefer.” 


“I’m afraid we can’t. Today is our last in the city. Our home beckons.” 


I invited Gunther to sit around our kitchen island. He opened a small tablet and double-tapped the screen, backlighting his briefing notes. I helped Jacob prepare coffee and squeeze fresh orange juice for Alicia while keeping an eye on our new guest. 


“Jacob is my business partner and fiancee, Gunther.” 


“I know. Forgive me, but I had a public domain search done on all family members involved with GD. I wanted to understand the dynamic surrounding ownership.” 


“You’ve prepared well.” 


I needed more, especially about Jacob. If Gunther failed that test, perhaps thinking the love of my life was an accessory, he’d be out on his ass. My raised eyebrows prompted the prospective CEO. 


“I assume Jacob is a maverick.” 


“What does that mean in Germany because Jacob doesn’t fly fighter jets?” 


“A maverick is someone who pursues disruptive policies. I hear Jacob found some problems in the research process at GD and solved big problems there. I am an admirer, more so because he is also a war hero.” 


Thank fuck you passed that test. 


“How did you hear about what my fiancee did at GD?” 


“Industry chatter, Kate. The big defense and security exhibitions are like soap operas full of gossip mongers and trade whores who will sell anything for a dime or return of the favor. Your fiancee has an impressive reputation.” 


“Is that a problem for you?” 


“None at all. I prefer Jacob let me know of any problems at the same time as he’s telling you. I want to work in tandem.” 


“There will be no gap between us, Gunther.” 


He seemed convinced and nodded repeatedly, processing our discussion, examining Jacob, then me for any body language ticks suggesting deceit. It was early days; he would take on huge responsibilities, and an impressive career was on the line if Gunther failed. 


“I haven’t visited the GD offices yet, but I’d prefer doing that without either of you there.” 


“Would you mind explaining why?” 


“I want to enter the company with the same panache as you did rather than appear to be your lap dog. As long as you empower me, I’ll locate offices close to yours and bring my staff.” 


“You are empowered. Hannah will meet you at 9 a.m. tomorrow at the GD security front desk, issue credentials, and you’ll have full executive responsibility as CEO.” 


“Perfect and effective as I expected. Thank you.” 


He was calm as Lake Placid, revealing nothing by his expression. There was no tension in Gunther’s voice, nor did it feel like he had an agenda. He spun his tablet and slid the briefing notes across to me. I scanned questions and conclusions, seeing pretty much what I’d expected. 


Something bothered him, but I would let it play out until he sent it my way. 


“Sign-off powers are with Hannah. Sign the original and send it by courier to my lawyer. He will confirm back to you once I countersign.” 


“Excellent.” 


“The management team is briefed on your appointment.” 


“Thank you.” 


“Is there anything else, Gunther?” 


“Kate, the biggest issue will be executing my role around your presence. I hear you are building an office complex near Granger Hall. It’s on my list, but you ignored it.” 


“I’m focusing on Government-level relationships, meeting senior politicians in all markets, and developing strategic relationships at home and abroad.” 


“Will the new office become a headquarters that usurps GD main campus?” 


“Running GD, winning new business, delivering on contracts, that’s all you and will happen at GD campus.” 


“Okay. I’ll need a strategic plan signed off.” 


“That plan, plus your budget, should be on my desk in sixty days. I’ll sign off within another twenty-five, and you can implement when your one-hundred-day in-office term is reached.” 


“Okay, Kate. My only other question is, who does Hannah work for?” 


“You for now. She will have a direct line to me. I won’t get involved in managing Hannah, but our friendship and my recruitment of her mean I can’t entirely walk away. She’s professional and the best person to disrupt the sector in GD’s favor.” 


“Is there a chance she might leave the company either completely or to report directly to you?” 


“I’ll make investments in other markets using private means. GD won’t be involved in any of those. That’s another reason why I’m building new offices. If there is a role for Hannah, she’ll be offered it and may choose to leave.” 


“Can you give me six months’ notice of that happening?” 


“Of course.” 


“And your Mother?” 


“Catherine won’t get involved at GD, but when you visit one of our properties for a meeting or social event, expect a grilling. It was her husband’s empire, after all.” 


He nodded, shook his head a few times, pursed his lips, and contemplated our meeting, glancing at the tablet notes to ensure all points were covered. In the end, Gunther stood up and offered me his hand, wearing a generous smile. 


“Okay… I’m done, Kate, and very happy. Can we wrap things up, please? I’ll be in the office tomorrow and will report to you daily by video call.” 


“Thank you, Gunther.” 


I glanced at my watch as the new CEO of GD strode to the elevator, shaking our hands and waving to Alicia and Simon. 


“That meeting lasted fifteen minutes, Jacob.” 


“He’s effective, that’s for sure.” 


“Exactly what we need.” 


“Yeah, but Kate. You are the company President and always will be. He works for you.” 


We both glanced at Simon and Alicia, then eyeballed each other. I wouldn’t interfere in Jacob’s family business, but there was a big problem brewing, and I felt the anticipation of that anxiety building in my fiancee’s demeanor. 


“This is about Carrie and my Mother.” 


“Definitely. Are you ready to deal with it?” 


“Fuck no.” 


“What will you do, Jacob?” 


“Let’s hear what my Dad has to say.” 


“Should Alicia listen in?” 


“If we ask her to leave the room while we talk to family, she’ll never feel part of it, Kate.” 


“I agree.” 


I prepared refreshments while Jacob hugged his Dad. I knew they got on well, but Simon’s sudden arrival so soon on the back of severe family acrimony must have knocked my fiancee sideways. 


Alicia seemed fine, immediately showing Jacob her hiking boots, fully laced and a perfect fit. She was cute, reeling him in, but her heart was pure, and I felt a spark of lifelong friendship between them was more advanced than it was for her and me. 


I hoped Alicia would love both of us and knew the challenge was mine to meet. When I joined the family group, Simon seemed distressed. 


“After the argument, I left Helen in the U.K. and jumped on the first flight I could.” 


“You’re talking about Carrie’s sexuality, Dad?” 


“Yes.” 


“And what’s your take on that?” 


“I’ve left your mother.” 


“Ahh, okay. Left, as in gone forever and dumped her?” 


“Maybe. I’m not losing another child to Helen’s bigotry, Jacob.” 


“I understand, but it seems sad that my parents are splitting up.” 


“I think we are, son.” 


Jacob was upset but hid it well. Dealing with a quarrel between a mother and daughter was one thing; his parents splitting up because of that was quite another. 


“Dad, it’s probably best if I speak to Carrie first and let her know you’ve arrived and want to talk.” 


“I don’t mind, son. Like I say, I want your sister to know I’m here for her, and don’t share your mother’s opinion on this matter.” 


“Carrie is sleeping with a much older woman.” 


“In the simplest terms possible, I want my daughter to know I fully support her. I want to know that she is well.” 


“She is very well, Dad, and happy, too.” 


“Okay. I’ll arrange a hotel room and wait until she agrees to see me. How about that?” 


Over time, I learned more about Jacob’s family. We’d had a few video calls with the U.K., which all seemed cordial. I’d never guess divorce might be on the cards. 


Jacob had revealed Simon was much the better and more loving parent than Helen, so far as he was concerned. I was being selfish by thinking about our wedding day, wanting to avoid family hysterics. While I would never suggest my fiancee’s mother didn’t come, I prayed she wouldn’t. 


“Your mother plans to turn up at the wedding.” 


“Oh.” 


Oh fuck! 


“You don’t have to invite her, Son.” 


“I can’t turn my mother away, Dad. I’ll have to talk with her.” 


“She’s a bitch.” 


“She’s still my mum.” 


“What about Sarah?” 


“Mum has to live with my sister’s death, and she won’t get a second chance at messing with Carrie’s head, but I’ll not walk away.” 


“She’s counting on you being soft about the wedding.” 


“Dad, let’s focus on you and Carrie. If you are leaving Mum, she’s not your concern. I’ll think it through, talk to Kate, and figure this out.” 


I felt proud of Jacob and how he’d dealt with his Dad, although my fears about our wedding day sparked anxiety. I glanced at Alicia, who seemed absorbed by her new phone but knew she’d heard and processed every word. 


“Simon, why don’t you stay in our apartment until this situation is resolved? Our wedding day is a few weeks away.” 


“Are you sure?” 


“We’re family. In a few weeks, you’ll be my father-in-law. I’d rather you didn’t live in a hotel while we have a nice apartment right here.” 


“I left my luggage at your concierge.” 


“We’ll have it delivered before leaving.” 


While Jacob spoke privately with his father, Alicia and I packed all her new things. I collected a few items from our bedroom, packing them in a suitcase. I checked the dungeon door was secure, paranoia creeping in because what had been my single-girl apartment for years now had strangers living there for the first time. 


I felt shaken and happy to get in Jacob’s car, quickly putting the city in our rearview mirror. It was late and dark when we arrived home at A Walk In The Clouds, but my spirits lifted, eventually ascending to my usual happy disposition. 


Alicia slept most of the way home and continued on our bed when I lay her there while Jacob brought the final few pieces of luggage. I’d bumped into Hannah’s friend Izzy on the way through our front door. She’d been lingering outside, wondering whether to come inside. 


“She made me laugh, Jacob.” 


“Izzy is delightful. I like her straightforward and polite manner. She fell on her ass and laughed about it.” 


“According to Hannah, she takes no prisoners if someone pushes her buttons.” 


“She’ll be a great addition to our extended family, Kate.” 


“I like her too.” 


I sat on, then rolled gently on our bed, cuddling close to Alicia. Jacob slid beside her on the other side, entwining his fingers with mine, wrapping around her. We smiled at each other, and I guessed he felt the same way I did, that our daughter was a treasured gift. 


“I enjoyed shopping today more than usual, Jacob.” 


“I wished Dad called first.” 


“He’s upset.” 


“I think this whole divorce thing makes matters worse for Carrie.” 


“Maybe Simon is escaping your Mom.” 


“I have no doubt. She’s a difficult woman and wasn’t nice to my Dad.” 


“What will you do?” 


“It’s up to Carrie. I don’t want to influence, but I promise whatever happens, there will be no unpleasantness at our wedding.” 


“On that subject, how are we organizing everything? You’ve said little and had lots of clandestine phone conversations. Is it fair to keep so many secrets from me?” 


“Leave the location details to me, please, Kate. You deal with everything else and pray for the sun to look kindly upon us.” 


Alicia stirred in our arms, stared at me, smiled, and then looked behind for Jacob. She found both of our hands and squeezed tightly. 


“I’m going to bed now.” 


“You can stay here, honey.” 


“I can’t stay here, Kate.” 


“Why not?” 


“Just in case you scream and wake me up like yesterday.” 


She kissed us both on the cheek and crawled out of bed, yawning and stretching, before walking from our bedroom and closing the door behind her. I stared at Jacob, utterly horrified, while he laughed. 


“Do you think she knows what we did, Jacob?” 


“Of course she knows, sweetheart. Alicia is just breaking the ice to avoid embarrassment.” 


After unpacking and laboriously storing everything, we showered together, kissing and caressing without making love. I was aroused but saw Jacob had retreated into a dark place. I soaped his gorgeous body, massaging tension and muscle knots from his shoulders, back, and chest. 


We snuggled close in bed, enjoying a moment to relax and drift into sleep. When I heard Jacob choking and crying in the early morning, it wasn’t unexpected, and I pulled him close, bearhugging, activating a spike of oxytocin to help calm his PTSD. 


I cradled Jacob as he screamed fitfully until he rose to full consciousness. When he saw me through squinting, sleep-filled eyes, the panic he’d dragged as baggage from his nightmare dissolved, and he glanced around the room with a furrowed brow and questioning expression until he recognized our bedroom. 


“It’s a bad dream, darling. Nothing more than that.” 


“It’s fucking terrible, Kate.” 


“Was it Natalia?” 


“No. It was Sarah, and she was lying in the morgue.” 


I couldn’t imagine the awful reality of an unexpected, tragic death under avoidable circumstances. I had no words of wisdom to rid Jacob of a heart-throbbing, soul-destroying pain other than to comfort his symptoms. 


“How do you feel?” 


“I felt you hugging me while humming a tune last night and whispering something comforting. I settled because you were close by. Your heartbeat echoed in my head, and I felt warm. That calmed me down, but it was vague and scary as fuck.” 


“You were upset by Dad’s arrival.” 


“He knocked me off balance, especially about the divorce ordeal. I can manage most things, Kate, but not family trauma. This situation with my Mom escalates weekly, and I have bad feelings.” 


“You’ve dealt with Carrie’s situation with your parents extremely well so far.” 


“Will you help me get through this?” 


“You never need to ask. Tell me how to help, and I’ll do anything you want, Jacob.” 


“Thank you.” 


There was little else I could do except hold Jacob tightly until he relaxed and slept again. I spooned him into me, which was no mean feat, given his considerable height and muscle mass. 


He whimpered again, shaking like a leaf in a whirlwind, and I cried quietly, feeling such immense love for a man who was a reliable lighthouse for everyone whose lives he touched. 


In the morning, Jacob woke after me, and it was as though nothing had happened through the night. I kissed him gently by way of a good morning greeting, but passion took hold quickly, and love’s fire burned in his eyes. 


Jacob kissed around my neck, licking across my increasingly larger and firmer breasts, suckling, almost chewing on each solid nipple. He slid lower, planting soft kisses down my stomach until he pressed both palms inside my thighs, prising my legs wide, slipping aside the thong I wore with a thumb. 


Before his tongue splashed down on my increasingly swollen pussy, I leaped out of bed and ran to the shower, stripping off, giggling wildly. Jacob knew my insistence on good hygiene, so he chased me, waited until I soaped myself, and descended to his knees. 


I placed a leg lazily over his shoulder and helped the cause, using my forefinger and thumb to splay my pussy lips wide apart. 


“Why are you so desperate to lick my pussy, darling?” 


“Making you happy makes me feel better about myself, Kate.” 


“You always make me happy.” 


“What about right now?” 


“I’ll admit that you going down on me is a favorite pastime.” 


I shuddered and arched backward, slamming both palms against a glass partition wall as Jacob clenched my clitoris between his lips, squeezing my nerve cluster until I screamed ecstatically. 


Jacob sucked hard, almost like he needed something from me while clawing my ass cheeks wide. I wouldn’t last long because my fiancee’s emotional availability was the most incredible arousal. 


He spread my swollen labia wide using both hands while I thrust my pussy forward for his excellent tongue. He flicked my clitoris with a flattened tongue, dragging the solid, creamy pearl in a circle before making me explode when he changed, pressing from side to side. 


I gripped his head, leaning in to get more tongue and lips. When my orgasm hit warp factor ten, I was lost in a pleasure and love bubble created by my fiancee. 


He increased and decreased pressure on my clitoris, extending an intense, fiery orgasm until I could take no more and begged for his mercy. 


When I sunk to my knees, I saw relief in his eyes and the expression of love always painted there. 


“I needed to do that, Kate.” 


“I know, honey.” 


“It feels spiritual.” 


“For me as well, Jacob.” 



Chapter Fifty-Three

A Shocking Day!

◆◆◆

Once everyone left and Alicia was safely out of the way, Kate spat fire, and I couldn’t blame her. I was angry, too. 


“I don’t think we should hold any more meetings here, Jacob. It’s our home, and that man was so fucking unpleasant.” 


“Harry is a particularly disgusting guy, and yeah, I agree that our home is sacred. It was a one-off and done out of necessity. The sooner your office annex is built at Granger Hall, the better.” 


We’d just finished a very fractious meeting where our new public relations girl, Isabelle, was harassed in the most despicable way. The man responsible was gone, but it would take everyone time to forget his behavior in our home. 


“Did you drop Isabelle at her boyfriend’s house?” 


“Yes.” 


“Was she okay?” 


“She’s fine, and I invited them both to dinner tonight.” 


“I hope they come because I really like her. Hannah’s right; she’s a great addition to her team.” 


“We’ll see if my British theme night is a success or not.” 


“Roast beef carved by Jacob should produce a mile-long line at our front door. Can you tell me before I google, what is Spotted Dick?” 


“It’s not what you might think. The spots are dried fruit, and Dick is an old English term for Pudding, in this case, made from suet.” 


“Oh, dear Jacob. I don’t know how I could live without you. We’re having Yorkshire pudding for a main course with roast beef and dick pudding for dessert.” 


“Please Kate… I beg you to call it a fruit pudding. I’m going for a walk to clear my head, darling.” 


“Okay, sweetheart.” 


As I walked away, my fiancee chuckled. We’d had hours of fun comparing English to American variants, getting stuck for hours of laughter on the word, fanny.  


The day after a PTSD-provoked nightmare always felt better when I talked it through with Sierra. I felt happier the moment I strolled into the stables, nodding and kissing my sister’s cheek on the way. 


“Can we talk about Dad after you visit Sierra, Jacob?” 


“Of course, but there’s no pressure coming from him.” 


When I approached her, I saw Sierra’s front hooves impatiently tap the straw-strewn concrete floor. She seemed happy to see me inasmuch as my rudimentary horse body language translation could tell by her ears pointed forwards and a head tossing, with her whinnying as though laughing at me. 


“Hello, darling.” 


I stroked above her nose, instantly relaxed by the majestic beast’s attentive, loving enjoyment of my fingernails scratching. I smiled, then chuckled inadvertently, unable to contain my pleasure at visiting my horse, even though I still couldn’t ride her. 


My sister joined me at Sierra’s stall, balancing her chin on forearms held aloft by a broom handle. 


“Did you have a bad dream last night, brother?” 


“Yes, but they come less frequently these days.” 


“Are you soothed by Sierra’s companionship?” 


“Yes, but my improved mental health is mostly because of Kate. She is the lighthouse in my stormy ocean, calling me to safety.” 


“Do you still think about Natalia and exhuming the mass graves?” 


“If I ever forget her, that little girl vanishes from history. There were no family survivors.” 


“You can’t carry it around forever, Jacob. You must let go of that emotional baggage. What does Kate say?” 


“She’s made it a lot easier to deal with. Kate wants us to visit the grave site and find out what happened after I left. It would be good to know whether they caught those responsible.” 


“She’s a great girlfriend who understands you.” 


“I love her very much, sis.” 


“I hope so, Jacob, because you’re getting married in a few weeks.” 


“We are completely compatible.” 


“I know. I’ve heard one of your early morning thrashings when I returned from a run.” 


“Ahh.” 


I felt mildly embarrassed, but there had never been secrets between my sisters and me. In our youth, we’d made an inviolate pact that helped Sarah after she came out and until she could bear no more. 


“There’s nothing wrong with enjoying a spanking from the woman you love, Jacob. There was never anything wrong with me wanting to love a girl. You taught me that.” 


“I think of Sarah often, Carrie.” 


“Me too, dear brother. Was she the cause of your bad dream last night?” 


“I saw her lying in the morgue on the day I identified her body.” 


Carrie dropped her broom and walked over, hugging me tightly. I felt her sobbing and joined in, unable to control the tears rolling down both cheeks. Sierra barged in, wet nose first, snorting hot air in our faces, and I laughed at the horse who tried to soothe our pain. 


“Let’s take a walk outside, brother. Tell me what Dad said.” 


“He wants to see you. Dad’s worried about you.” 


“Why didn’t you bring him here right away?” 


“He’s leaving Mom… sorry, he’s already left her.” 


“Do you mean a divorce?” 


“It sounded that way. I can’t say I blame him, but Mom won’t let go quite so easily as he thinks.” 


“Which means she’ll come after him, then me.” 


“She can’t leave people alone, Carrie. I wanted you to be prepared and decide what to do.” 


“I want to see our Dad. He was always supportive; even just before I left to come here, there were arguments, and he backed me all the way. The bigotry was all Mom.” 


“She’ll track him down, then you. Are you prepared for that?” 


“I’m ready, Jacob. I have you on my side as well.” 


“You also have our dad, Kate, and her family. This time, Mom will not prevail and destroy another life.” 


“Why is Mom so mean?” 


“She needs therapy for a raging anger, sis.” 


“You always make excuses for people. Maybe she’s just cruel and vile by nature.” 


“We can’t give up on her, Carrie. She’s our Mom. We can’t let her beat us down, but we can’t abandon her either.” 


“You sound like a plan is forming in your mind, Jacob.” 


“I’d like her to see a therapist, perhaps get a medical diagnosis and treatment.” 


“And how will you lever her into that?” 


“I’ll meet Mom when she arrives; perhaps you and Dad will choose to come as well, and if she blows her lid, I’ll give her an ultimatum.” 


“Therapy or no family?” 


“There is no way I would expose Alicia to Mom in her current fucked up state.” 


“Oh, that little gem is a true delight. I already love her. I pray she might call me Aunt Carrie one day.” 


“Kate and I intend to let her grow up exploring the world on her terms. Mom can’t be part of that unless she’s well.” 


“Do you believe Mom’s sick, Jacob?” 


“Yes. I don’t know what it is, but there is a deep psychosis that fires off when something she doesn’t like happens. Mom goes completely off the rails. She wasn’t like that when I was younger.” 


“What are you suggesting then?” 


“I want Dad to tell Mom where he is and suggest meeting at a city hotel. We’ll take it from there.” 


“I’d have liked to see him tonight at dinner.” 


I kissed my sister on the cheek and strolled back to the house while she headed for the stables. Inside the front door, I kicked off my shoes, walked inside, and caught Alicia, who sprinted and dove into my arms, wrapping both legs around my waist and kissing my cheeks. 


“What’s this for?” 


 “I didn’t see you all day. I thought we normally had breakfast together.” 


“Okay… that’s my bad. We do have breakfast together.” 


Alicia had been in our care less than a week and was already tying up slots of our time to be a family. She was right, and I felt bad, staring at Kate, who sat at the breakfast bar, enjoying a fragrant cup of Masala Chai. 


“I was already chastised, Jacob.” 


“It won’t happen again.” 


I lifted my daughter onto a knee when I’d settled on a kitchen stool opposite Kate. She smiled wryly at Alicia, who grinned back. 


“Ask him, Kate.” 


“I already know I’m right, sweetheart.” 


“Ask him, though.” 


I was confused by their secrecy and tickled Alicia, who soon gave up their subversion. 


“I asked Kate where you were; she guessed and told me, and now I want to know if she was right.” 


“Where did Kate say I was?” 


“Visiting Sierra.” 


“Kate would be correct.” 


I spent most of the day taking account of our new home, checking the wine cellar and other basement rooms. I found tools, machinery for the swimming pool and grounds maintenance, bike spare parts, and fishing gear. 


Alicia accompanied me, checking things off and taking notes until Henry arrived, and a discussion about her education required my attendance. Lizzie delivered a pitcher of homemade lemonade to the group table outside the front door, and we convened a meeting. 


“I can cover maths and physics, probably top Alicia up on most other subjects, but I can’t help with languages. How many hours of homework per day after normal school is reasonable, Kate?” 


“That’s up to Alicia.” 


We all stared at my daughter, and she shrunk back, afraid of making the decision. She shuffled along the bench closer to Kate. I had some thoughts but didn’t want to charge in until she needed help. 


“Do you want to learn a musical instrument, Alicia?” 


“Yes, please. I also want to ride Sierra, walk our puppies, swim, and maybe cycle with you and Kate.” 


“That’s a lot to fit in every week.” 


“I know.” 


It was a problem worthy of the silent consideration we gave it. Hours of tutoring and extracurricular activities could become an unwelcome chore. Kate cleared her throat and rolled open a sheet of paper that looked like a schedule she’d printed. 


“I did this as a suggestion. It allocates one hour every evening for homework, three one-hour sessions weekly for primary subjects with Henry, and two hours early Saturday morning for languages.” 


I poured over it with Alicia and Henry. Our daughter seemed pleased, running her finger along and down the schedule, noting each activity marked in green. Kate seemed reluctant to push an agenda, a cautionary approach to a fundamental and sensitive matter. 


Alicia spotted something on the schedule and pointed at it. 


“What are the blue spaces for, Kate?” 


“Anything you want, sweetheart. Horse riding, ice skating, music lessons… you choose. Jacob and I will make sure we are free to be with you, watching or participating.” 


“I’d like to learn the electric guitar.” 


I thought it was a strange choice, expecting the violin or flute, but Alicia knew her mind and what she wanted. Something occurred to me, and I grinned, nodding my head. 


“Carrie plays the electric guitar. Shall I ask if she’d teach you?” 


“I already did, Jacob. She said she’d love to.” 


I thought so. 


Kate and I had worried about the meeting because we were inexperienced parents handling the delicate needs of a special child on our hands. It seemed we’d arrived at a solution far more simply than expected, and that was just in time for me to disappear on my next chore. 


I kissed my girlfriend and daughter, enjoying being a father and pleased at not having messed up the first challenge. 


“I must find Carrie. See you later.” 


“Oh, hold on, Jacob. I need to mention something.” 


Kate chased after me, linking her arm through mine and walking briskly. I heard distant chopper blades so hurried, almost dragging my fiancee along with me. 


“I had a chat with Carrie, Jacob.” 


“Oh, right. She never mentioned it.” 


“She wants to stay with us here.” 


“Ahh, okay.” 


“She wants to work here, at the stables. The equine master has agreed she can become the permanent groom. I told Carrie it was your decision.” 


“She’ll need a work permit.” 


“I can sponsor that if you want her to run the stables.” 


“Can we discuss it later, Kate, please? I can’t deal with more than one problem at a time. Carrie’s all over the place emotionally, and it’s not a good idea for her to make big decisions right now.” 


“Okay, honey. I wanted to leave it with you and say the door is open to whatever you decide. I need to get ready for dinner. I’ll see you in our bedroom. Good luck with your visitor.” 


Kate kissed me and peeled off, heading back toward our home while I ran to the stables, dragging my sister out to the grass-covered helicopter landing site behind. When she saw our father step off the aircraft, Carrie ran and leaped into his arms. 


I followed my sister at a more relaxed pace, hugging Dad, whose hands shook when he wrapped one around my shoulder. 


“You never said anything about this earlier, Jacob.” 


“You wanted Dad to be here for dinner. Kate made the arrangements.” 


I left father and daughter to get reacquainted at Carrie’s cabin, where Dad would stay. He looked relieved to see her, and now was not the time to discuss Mom, so I joined Kate, showering and enjoying a rest, lying on the bed before dinner. 


“How’s your Dad?” 


“He seems fine.” 


“Fine? What’s wrong, Jacob? You never say fine.” 


“I’m feeling at odds with the world like somehow my mojo got a kicking. Harry the asshat this morning, Dad and problems with Mom, also Carrie, and I was worrying about Alicia’s schooling.” 


“I feel the same, Jacob.” 


“Really?” 


“Yeah, but then I got to thinking, what a haven this home has already become. People are arriving randomly, feeling sad. Then, after a few days here, with us, they are rejuvenated. Our home is doing that.” 


“Do you think it’s because of us as well, Kate?” 


“I hope so, darling. We have so many new friends and family around us. I feel exhilarated by it all, but mostly because of Alicia.” 


I thought about what Kate said and realized she was right. It buoyed me somewhat as I thought about our recent victories rather than tedious challenges. 


Lizzie arranged pre-dinner drinks for thirteen people while our chef put the finishing touches to the table. At the main lounge kitchen island, Kate wrapped her arm around my waist and leaned in close while I poured sparkling water with ice and a slice of lemon, joining her in pregnancy solidarity. 


“Is everyone here, Jacob?” 


“Umm, let’s see. Hannah, Claude, Tiffany, Isabelle, Karl, Alicia, Dad, your Mom, Carrie and Henry. I think that’s everyone.” 


We mixed with family and friends, all celebrating one another, hungrily eyeing the Aberdeen Angus Striploin chef slow-roasted for four hours when it was set on the table to rest. 


“Are you going to explain what Yorkshire Puddings are, Jacob?” 


“Once devoured, never forgotten, Kate.” 


I tapped my crystal glass with a silver spoon, and slowly, everyone quietened down for Kate and I to formally welcome them. A minor disturbance at the front door grabbed everyone’s attention, and Claude rushed over to meet a security guard, urgently beckoning him. 


He nodded to the guard, who waited while Claude headed over to Kate and me. 


“There is a woman at the front gate in a rental car insisting on meeting Jacob. She’s highly excited but not any threat.” 


“Who is it, buddy? Does she have a name?” 


“She won’t tell anyone and is begging to meet you.” 


“It must be my mother.” 


“The guard says she’s in her early twenties.” 


“Definitely not my mother. Let her in, please, Claude. Let’s meet her and see what this is about.” 


Kate’s hand gripped mine, and she looked quizzically at me, shrugging her shoulders. 


“Too old to be an illegitimate child, Jacob.” 


“Oh… that’s funny, Kate.” 


We walked toward the front door as car headlights lit up the parking lot. Our guests had returned to their drinks and gossiping with one eye on us. I felt curious and believed I had nothing to hide. 


When a tall, beautiful woman walked in through the front door, beaming at me as though she’d known me forever, I felt distressingly confused, having no idea who she was. 


She hugged me like a long-lost family member, adding to my bewilderment. 


“I’m sorry, but do we know each other?” 


“Are you Jacob Singleton?” 


“Yes.” 


“I’ve been searching for you for more than a year.” 


“Who are you?” 


“Suzanna. I’m Natalia’s older sister.” 


I choked, incapable of speaking, while my knees gave way. Tears streamed down my cheeks even before I slumped hard onto the wooden floor, hurting my knees. Kate held on to me, clasping my head to her stomach as I lost control, almost falling into unconsciousness. 


While her arms wrapped me in a bear hug, Kate’s voice held me, coaxing my befuddled brain back to reality. I stared at her, kneeling in front, wiping tears from my eyes with gentle thumbs. 


“It’s okay, Jacob.” 


“I can’t do this.” 


“You don’t have to do anything sweetheart. It’s Natalia’s sister.” 


“Natalia has a sister?” 


“So it seems.” 


I looked at the young woman as she wept, clasping both hands over her mouth, choking. She dropped carefully to her knees, touching her forehead with mine and Kate’s, placing an arm around each of us. 


“I came to thank you for caring about my sister and carrying her out of that dreadful mine.” 



Chapter Fifty-Four

My Soul Unshackled

◆◆◆

Jacob’s Point Of View 


“This can’t be real.” 


“It is very real for me, Jacob. I’ve hunted everywhere to find you. I feel so happy.” 


“You are Natalia’s sister?” 


“Yes. We were born years apart, and I was at University in Germany when the war started. I instantly became a refugee. It took me years to discover my family was wiped out.” 


“Except you.” 


“I’m the only one left, Jacob.” 


I was lost for words, with my head spinning in an emotional vortex. The moment I’d discovered Natalia’s remains in the mine flooded back as though I were there. Kate and Suzanna helped me stand, and we walked to the dining table, where a stunned silence prevailed like an expectant blanket among our family and friends. 


I sat down heavily, breathing lightly. I felt as though I might pass out. Kate stayed with me, kneeling while Suzanna sat close by, holding my hand and rubbing its back with her thumb. 


“They told me you found my sister when the other bodies were already exhumed, and they were closing down the mine.” 


“We’d planned to fill it so ghoulish souvenir hunters couldn’t get in. Natalia was tiny, and I saw her lodged under a rock shelf.” 


“Discarded like rubbish?” 


“I’m so sorry, Suzanna.” 


“Don’t be sorry. You are acknowledged as a hero in battle, more so for me personally, in what you did for Natalia. I spoke to the forensic team leader. He never saw anyone treat a victim with such reverence. Doctor Menzies said you wouldn’t allow them to dig her out with rough tools.” 


“We had to be careful. She was stuck under rocks and layers of mud. I saw her outline, almost a shadow of a child. It took three days until I carried her in a blanket. She had a silver cross in her fingers.” 


“I have it now.” 


Suzanna pulled the pendant out of her blouse, and I choked. Tears welled in my eyes, and I frowned, trying desperately to hold back my emotions, remembering that awful time in the mine. Suzanna hugged me, Kate held my hand, and my Dad kneeled beside me with Carrie, touching and consoling me while I sobbed like a baby. 


My emotional release felt immense, almost cathartic. I saw the images of Natalia, as I’d found her, and then others from archived photographs investigators had recovered once her name was known. 


I glanced up suddenly when a vital thought occurred to me. 


“She hasn’t been forgotten then, Suzanna?” 


“No. Natalia is buried with my family. Everyone was recovered and interred together.” 


“I’m glad you survived.” 


“I married a man from my village, also in University when the war started. We have three children, all named in memory of my lost siblings.” 


“One is called Natalia?” 


“Yes. She is just like her as well. Mischievous, loving, joyful, and energetic.” 


“She lives on through you in a way. I’m so pleased Natalia is not lost.” 


“Jacob, my sister’s story is being told today because of you.” 


“What do you mean?” 


“They tracked Natalia’s killers and have them in custody for the past eight months. Investigators are piecing together the whole story of her life.” 


“Will they be prosecuted?” 


“They confessed and will never see daylight again.” 


“Thank fuck.” 


“No, Jacob… thank you.” 


She smiled through tears and a strained expression. I could imagine Suzanna had cried forever, mourning the loss of her family, but now, I saw some small measure of closure and felt perhaps the same might come for me. 


“Natalia, would hope you were happy. She wished no ill will to anyone. I heard you are not well, Jacob.” 


“Who told you?” 


“When I tracked you to the U.K., they consumed me with paperwork, obfuscating what happened to you, denying your existence, and confusing me. The U.N representative in London helped me authenticate my identity and genuine interest in you.” 


“And they told you about me?” 


“That you won a Victoria Cross for bravery, yes. During a meeting I had with a senior officer, he let slip that you eventually left the army because of PTSD.” 


“Yes, that’s true.” 


“Is your PTSD because of Natalia?” 


“She wasn’t the only victim we exhumed, but because of the time it took to retrieve Natalia as a whole person, I knew her most of all and felt connected.” 


Alicia crawled into my lap and hugged me, wide-eyed and beautifully innocent. She lay her head on my chest, and I felt comforted, surrounded by my family and beloved friends. I noticed Claude’s sympathetic expression. The French Special Forces man would have similar memories. 


“Natalia, would hope you would be happier.” 


“It might not seem like it now, but knowing you survived and that her DNA wasn’t erased from the human story makes me happy.” 


I recovered somewhat and stared around the table at those who meant most to me. I wished my mother were there, regardless of her recent behavior. 


Kate stood and pointed at the roast beef. 


“Will you stay for dinner? Perhaps sleepover the night?” 


“I’d love to.” 


I can’t remember who carved the meat or served our dinner, but Kate, my Dad, Carrie, and Alicia were consumed, crowded around Suzanna with me, reading news clippings and looking at family photographs before passing them around. 


My emotions were severely jolted, but connecting with Natalia through a living relative felt so wonderful. She laughed while telling stories of her family life before the war, bringing her sister closer than she’d been as a skeleton and vague apparition in my dreams. 


Kate and I didn’t drink alcohol, but others did and celebrated long into the night. We headed for bed shortly after Alicia went, and Lizzie fixed Suzanna’s room in the main house. 


I was happy to close our bedroom door, finally able to relax and process my thoughts amid a tsunami of feelings alien to me. I sat on our bed, sighing with considerable relief. 


“How do you feel, Jacob?” 


 “Disconcerted. Unsteady. Like the rug got pulled out from under me.” 


“I have to make love to you.” 


“I won’t fight that.” 


Kate launched at me like a starving tigress, scrambling until she straddled my lap. She ripped my shirt off with fire blazing in her eyes, rocking her pussy on my cock through my jeans and her panties separating us. 


I felt heat from her pussy, slid a hand down, and touched dampness through the delicate lace holding back Kate’s swollen pussy lips. I slid her gusset aside while my fiancee spread her knees wider, lifting her ass to provide better access. 


“You’re very turned on, Kate.” 


“Damn fucking right, I’m wet.” 


“Why so much?” 


“I can’t explain how overwhelming it was to see your heroic story trotted out for all. I felt proud of you and wriggled uncomfortably throughout dinner like a creamy, hormonal mess.” 


She kissed me while I plowed my fingers slowly up and down Kate’s creamy pussy. I wondered if her pregnancy contributed to heavy arousal because she was as horny as a teenager on prom night. I retrieved my fingers, and she shot me an, I told you so, look when I gawped at two heavily cream-coated fingers before sucking both clean. 


 “I need your cock inside me. If I wasn’t already pregnant, I’d want to be by morning.” 


“I’m so happy you are pregnant.” 


Kate stood up and slipped her knickers off, discarding them. Her pussy was hidden by a thin, knee-length skirt that parted quickly when she straddled me again. 


“Do you want to finger fuck me some more?” 


“Oh god, yeah!” 


We French kissed for ages, tangling tongues, teasing and sizzling our trembling lips off each other. I felt like Kate consumed me, especially when she rocked her ass, adjusting position until the fingers I slid up and down her creamy furrow slipped inside a warm, tight, drenched hole. 


“Try getting three inside me. It still won’t be as wide as your cock.” 


“Are you sure?” 


“Never more so.” 


I slipped a third finger inside Kate’s creamy hole, wedging them outwards gently while she rocked harder, fucking herself on my digits. She moaned vociferously, not caring how wanton or slutty she sounded, entirely consumed by a desperate need to have me. 


She leaped off me, clawing the buttons on my jeans, tearing them off while slobbering and stuttering her words like a thirsty woman crawling towards an oasis. 


“Are you okay, Kate?” 


“You’re a fucking hero in so many ways, Jacob.” 


“Why does that matter?” 


“You don’t understand what it does to a woman’s hormones.” 


Kate crawled on top of me, straddling my cock, gripping tightly, frowning disgracefully when she slid her pussy down my gnarly shaft until completely impaled. 


“You’re a nurturer. Someone who helps everyone else. You’ll be such an excellent husband and father; I can only pray to be worthy, Jacob.” 


“Jesus, Kate, what’s gotten into you?” 


“I love you, Jacob, and always have, but listening to Suzanna made me realize how fucking lucky I am.” 


“I’m lucky as well, Kate.” 


“I’m glad you feel like that; now, please fill me with more semen.” 


I gripped her tightly around the waist, raised my knees for her palms to rest, and helped Kate slide her pussy up and down my stiff cock. Her desire for me was off the charts and felt almost like a dream. Her expression revealed absolute, unconditional love and a spark to a flame of passion that could easily burn until the end of time. 


Her pussy felt warm, tight, and creamy smooth. She squeezed her soft tissue walls tightly, milking my cock while each time she slid down that blue veiny shaft, another circle of milky love gathered and pushed into my pubic hair. 


Kate rocked back and forth, grinding her swollen clitoris into my wiry bush, lighting up her expression and bringing a sparkle to her eyes. She stretched high, riding me like I was the most exquisite dressage horse in the world. Fingers from both hands rifled through her long hair as my future wife stared down lovingly, milking my cock with crushingly powerful muscles and giving me the show of my life. 


Her orgasm exploded across trembling lips, rippling cheeks, a deeply furrowed brow, and a body shuddering like an earthquake. When I decanted my semen inside her, Kate demanded it rather than me giving it. She stared at me, begging for my heart, and I melted into her, dragging my beloved down, rolling until I mounted her. 


I managed a dozen more deep strokes inside Kate, with my cock jerking and twitching wildly as she writhed in ecstasy, screaming loud enough to be heard in every cabin. 


“They’ll hear you outside.” 


“I couldn’t give a fuck Jacob.” 


She kissed me desperately, clenching her midriff, squeezing my cock hard to exhaust every drop of my semen. I felt desired and almost like a god being serviced by a handmaiden. 


When I rolled sideways, and we hugged closely, Kate drooled, slurping with an apologetic look. 


“Sorry. I lost control.” 


“You are such a perfect fiancee, Kate.” 


“No, Jacob, that’s you. We have such a wonderful union.” 


“I know.” 


I fell asleep in her arms, vaguely remembering Kate slipping out to use the toilet. When she returned, my fiancee felt like a barnacle clamped onto me all night. I kicked off the duvet because her body heat ran so high that my sweat soaked both of us. 


Kate woke before me, which was highly unusual. I rolled out of our bed, stood, and felt strangely exhilarated. It was like a veil of exhaustion was lifted, and I’d had the best night’s sleep ever. My fiancee burst through our bedroom door wearing a negligee, carrying two coffees, looking thrilled. 


“Are you okay, Kate?” 


“Yes. You didn’t have a nightmare last night.” 


“I don’t get them every night.” 


“Yeah… you do, or you did. I didn’t tell you about it. Sometimes, you only murmur Natalia’s name for a few minutes, but it’s happened every night since we’ve slept together.” 


“Maybe I’m okay now.” 


“You’ve always been okay, Jacob. You’ve carried a burden, but now maybe it has eased. I doubt you are entirely cured right away. 


“Is Suzanna still here?” 


“Yeah, she’s at Lizzie’s bar talking with your sister. I said she could stay for as long as she liked. Is that okay?” 


“Of course.” 


“Shall we shower together?” 


“Can we throw on some sweats and see Sierra first, please, Kate?” 


“Do you want to talk to her about Natalia?” 


“Does that sound silly?” 


“Of course not, Jacob. Shall we race there?” 


Kate grabbed my sweats and hers, escaping through the bedroom door while I was still naked, discarding mine across the living room floor while pulling hers on, using a bathrobe to hide any nakedness.  


I slipped on boxer briefs, sprinted, ignoring my clothes, and sailed past Kate semi-naked before she reached the front door. I enjoyed her fits of giggles in my wake. I slipped on sneakers outside the front door, left hers lest she accuse me of dirty tricks, and sprinted past a shocked Claude and Hannah, enjoying a shared omelet with Isabelle at the outdoor eating area. 


“What’s going on, buddy?” 


“Sorry Claude, I can’t stop. You know how competitive Kate is.” 


“Get back here, Jacob.” 


I glanced back and saw Kate hopping across the gravel, pulling on a second sneaker while laughing hilariously. I slowed down near the stables, let my fiancee catch me, and we strolled inside, arm in arm, giggling. 


“Do you think horses understand us, Kate?” 


“They know our demeanor, and that’s enough. The reasons for sadness or happiness don’t matter. Sierra will respond to your mood, not the reason for it. She’ll never judge you.” 


“Neither do you, Kate.” 


“There is nothing about you that anyone could judge Jacob.” 


I stood before my beautiful horse, stroking her, convinced the magnificent beast understood every word. I explained what happened, and she snorted knowingly while Kate stood nearby watching. 


“I can’t imagine a better outcome to this sadness, Jacob.” 


“Me neither, Kate. A weight has been lifted from my soul.” 



Chapter Fifty-Five

A Celebration Of Life

◆◆◆

Kate’s Point Of View 


My hormones were driving me crazy, provoking heightened, sometimes confusing emotions because of early pregnancy and my overwhelming need for closeness with my future husband. The reality of his heroics and what that meant to Natalia’s surviving sister had made me so proud, which in turn converted into a horny disposition. 


“I’ve told you all about these missions, Kate. It’s a whole bunch of war stories you must have heard each ten times over.” 


“Yeah, Jacob, but this one isn’t a story. Natalia has always been real to you. Her sister showing up here to offer her appreciation makes it real for me.” 


“In what way?” 


“I have a better sense of how much you made a difference in other people’s lives.” 


We spent ages talking to Sierra and each other, baring our souls, confirming our love, and communing together as a couple. I forgot the time, eventually remembering my schedule. We had to run to a meeting with Henry and Alicia because it was her first tutor lesson. 


They sat peacefully outside the front of our home, and I skidded to a halt on the gravel car park, holding Jacob back as we observed her first study period. 


“She looks really focused, Kate. Perhaps we should interrupt.” 


“Alicia enjoys learning. She’s consuming everything about GD that’s ever been written online.” 


“A future CEO, perhaps?” 


“If that’s her path, I’d welcome it, but I know how it feels to be forced down a road you don’t really want to travel.” 


“I doubt anyone could influence Alicia into doing anything against her will.” 


“I love her, Jacob.” 


“Me too, darling.” 


I gripped Jacob’s hand excitedly and pulled him towards a side entrance to our home, leaving our daughter and her tutor to settle into a new working relationship. Inside the house, Hannah and Tiffany waited at Lizzie’s cafe for a meeting that had also slipped my mind. 


I turned sharply to Jacob, needing a private chat, so I stepped close, gripped his lapels, and placed my nose at the end of his, whispering. 


“Sweetheart, we haven’t showered. I forgot Alicia’s tutor session and these meetings with Tiffany and Hannah.” 


“What’s your point, Kate?” 


“I’m letting things slip.” 


“No, you aren’t. It’s been a couple of days where events overtook us. You’re at the top of your game. Tell Hannah and Tiffany we need another hour. It’s not like they need to rush off anywhere.” 


“We’ve moved from the car rental company to running GD, the Granger Hall estate, and now bought a new home. We need the remote working sites up and running quickly so that everything can be managed effectively.” 


“I’ll admit it’s taking a while. Why don’t I have the meeting with Tiffany about the new offices at Granger Hall while you deal with Hannah?” 


“Perfect.” 


We were permanently in sync, each predicting the other’s needs, completely united. We showered together, dressed casually, and rejoined our colleagues, refreshed and surprised that Lizzie was already serving lunch. I saw Alicia had sat on the opposite side of Lizzie’s bar, somewhere she could listen in discretely. 


I beckoned her, seeing no reason for my adopted daughter to hide her presence. 


“Come and join us, Alicia.” 


“Are you sure?” 


“Bring your things over to this side of the service counter and sit wherever you like, sweetheart.” 


I was pleased when she sat close to me with a notepad and pen that she used to revise a lesson taught by Henry. In a week, Alicia had captured our hearts, and I couldn’t imagine my life without her in it. 


Tiffany and Jacob sat on a nearby sofa, already discussing the new GD office complex at Granger Hall, which left me staring at Hannah, waiting for her to start. 


“GD is in a mess, Kate.” 


“I know.” 


“Gunther is a great start, but we need to rid ourselves of deadwood.” 


“I can’t do that, Hannah.” 


“I have staff who are fucking clueless, Kate.” 


She seemed irritated, and I guessed that wasn’t only work-related. I studied my best friend carefully, dissecting her mood and deciding how to get to the issues troubling her, both work and life-related. 


“The people we’re talking about were recruited by your predecessor. It’s not their fault they can’t perform.” 


“How so?” 


“If you search through everyone’s human resource file, you’ll see their job descriptions are vague, and our recruiting process is flawed. We didn’t advertise well or ask the right questions at the interview, so we didn’t get the right people.” 


“Then let’s fire the people who can’t perform and recruit again, doing it correctly this time.” 


“I’ve asked Gunther to speak with the head of Human Resources. I suspect she might leave, and then he can find someone capable. You need to train or move people somewhere they can be of use and feel happier.” 


“Okay, Kate, I’m all for being kind, but that’s not a great idea. It’s a waste of time and money.” 


“If we fire a bunch of people for being less capable than we need because we messed up recruitment, and the market gets hold of that, what do you think our competitors will tell GD customers?” 


Hannah’s jaw dropped, and the color drained from her face. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw a similar epiphany that Alicia was having. I felt a tiny surge of pride, hoping to have schooled my adopted daughter in a lesson similar to one my father taught me at a similar age. 


“I hadn’t considered that, Kate.” 


“Imagine the loyalty we’ll have in every employee if we treat them respectfully, having acknowledged we made a mistake. People don’t work well when they are afraid of being kicked to the scrap heap, Hannah.” 


“That’s something very positive to spin to our customers.” 


“Gunther is figuring out the costs to manage a retraining and new recruitment campaign.” 


“So… we can recruit new people as well?” 


“Yep. You can thank Jacob for that. The problems with wasting money he found got everyone doing the same, coming clean and offering solutions. Gunther’s desk is full of money-saving ideas.” 


“Sorry, Kate. I jumped too soon.” 


“I disagree, Hannah. You’ve only just started at GD, and the issue you raised is monumental. Our management culture has been awful since my father left due to illness.” 


“What can I do to help?” 


“Speak with Gunther and bring in consultants to do some heavy lifting in Marketing.” 


“Yeah, okay, that’s a much better idea. We’ll hit the ground running while the team is coming up to speed.” 


I topped up my cup with the cardamom tea, to which I was becoming addicted, while Hannah asked Lizzie for more coffee. It was time to nudge my best friend and find out what was really troubling her. 


“How are things otherwise, Hannah?” 


“Living wise or loving wise?” 


Alicia coughed, slipped off her stool, and pulled my head down for a kiss on one cheek before she ran away in the direction of her bedroom. Hannah chuckled, shaking her head and raising one eyebrow. 


“She’s clever, Kate.” 


“Oh, you have no idea how much.” 


Hannah stirred her coffee wistfully, thinking through a response to my question. I knew the changes in her life were tumultuous and that settling in wasn’t going to plan. 


“I’m generally happy. Everything progresses well with Claude, relationship-wise.” 


“But?” 


“There’s a but?” 


“Oh, come on, Hannah, you’re practically dripping in but’s.” 


She twisted her lips as though struggling to contain powerful emotions. Hannah looked a little sad but not ready to cry. 


“It’s Izzy… sorry, Isabelle.” 


“What about her?” 


“I’m in love with her, Kate. She totally floats my boat. I could listen to that girl for hours, and I love being near her. She fires up my soul like nobody ever did… well, except you, years ago.” 


“Ahh. That puts Claude and Karl in some danger, then?” 


“No, Claude and I are cool, and like I say, that’s all going swimmingly. He’s happy. Isabelle wanted to move on to Karl, and I told her there was no issue with that.” 


“But you want Isabelle?” 


“I love being around her so much, Kate.” 


“So you lied to her about your feelings?” 


“I don’t want to get inside the head of a girl not yet nineteen. It wouldn’t be fair.” 


“I agree. But are you certain what you feel is actually real love, Hannah?” 


“I don’t know. I’m still not clear of my marriage, with divorce looming large.” 


“This could get awkward for you, Hannah.” 


“I know. That’s why I have a favor to ask, Kate.” 


I knew where Hannah was going, but she needed to make the journey mostly by herself. 


“Go ahead. How can I help?” 


“Isabelle is as bright as a button.” 


“But she can’t work for you, right?” 


“No. It wouldn’t be fair for either of us.” 


“So, you want Isabelle to work for me?” 


“Yes, please.” 


“You’d still see a lot of her, Hannah. You guys are practically neighbors, and her new boyfriend lives only a few miles away. He’ll be here often, I guess.” 


“Yeah, but I can deal with continued personal contact and friendship. If Isabelle works for me, I would constantly question whether there was a conflict of interests.” 


“I know you well, babe. You’d never mistreat Isabelle.” 


“But you know what a minefield this love-at-work dynamic is, Kate.” 


“Yeah. I’m not sure what would have happened at the Car Rental business had Jacob not fallen into my lap.” 


“Did you fall quickly in love with Jacob?” 


“I loved Jacob from the first day I interviewed him. It wasn’t the reason he got the job, but I really couldn’t line-manage him. Besides the relationship between us, Jacob is far too capable to have a boss.” 


I sipped my tea, reminiscing over Jacob and my early romance. Hannah was being honest, and I had to help. Isabelle was a firecracker, a force multiplier, and a disrupter if ever I met one. Her working for me was great, but I worried about my best friend because if she couldn’t settle, I might lose an incredible asset. 


“You need to stop punishing yourself, Hannah.” 


“About my husband?” 


“Yeah. He and you were never compatible. I’m sure he’s happier now than when you both tore each other apart.” 


“That’s hard to live with. It feels like I wasn’t enough.” 


“That’s bollocks Hannah. You weren’t right, he wasn’t either. That’s very different.” 


She was surprised when I barked, but I figured Hannah needed a little tough love. She recoiled in shame and held up both hands in submission. 


“That sounded self-pitying when I said it.” 


‘Yeah, just stop doing that, Hannah. It’s not you at all.” 


“How did you do it, Kate? I know about the BDSM, your enjoyment of being a dominatrix, and the female-led relationship stuff, but how does that work in a full-time, day-in, day-out relationship?” 


“Jacob and I have found the sweet spot where each of us gets precisely what we want and need from the other. We don’t judge or treat each other harshly. We both lead, using the best abilities we have.” 


“You were always going to dominate, though.” 


“With Jacob, it hasn’t been how I thought. We have domination and submission play, but that’s not how our relationship is founded. I trust Jacob with my life. It’s very comforting when you can do that, Hannah.” 


She considered what I’d told her. I’d reached the end of my comfort zone in what I might reveal, and Hannah knew that. She swirled the dregs of her coffee around a stained porcelain mug, smiling at me. 


“I need to find happiness on my own, Kate.” 


“Start by being happy within yourself, sweetheart. If ever things don’t work out with Claude, he still has a job working for Jacob and living here or at Granger Hall.” 


“I appreciate that, Kate.” 


Hannah kissed me on the cheek and left happier than when we started our meeting. I grabbed her arm as she walked away with one final thing to say. 


“Use the helicopter contractor to get into the city every day if you want to. I’m thinking about buying one to allow everyone an easier way to get around. A family up the hill a couple of miles does the same thing, Bourne Aviation.” 


“Seriously?” 


“Your time and comfort is important to GD, Hannah. Mine, Jacobs, and a few others are, too.” 


She left, and I watched Jacob finish off his meeting with Tiffany, feeling pleased at having achieved so much in such little time. When Jacob joined me, he seemed equally pleased. 


“Are you happy, fiancee?” 


“Tiffany is awesome. She’s on top of everything. The building contractors left messages begging me to keep her off-site, and now I know why. She’s all over them like a rash.” 


“Good, well, I have even better news.” 


“Go on?” 


“Isabelle will be working for me. You too, if you need her support.” 


“Okay… umm, how did that come about?” 


“Hannah has developed feelings for her and wants to avoid a conflict of interest.” 


“Good for her.” 


“For catching feelings?” 


“No. For being honest about it.” 


“Yeah.” 


Isabelle working for me was great news, but I worried that hearts might be broken down the road with Claude, Hannah, Isabelle, and Karl. Their collective frail emotions were contained in a fragile bubble. 


Jacob reached out his arm to help me off the stool, grinning. 


“It’s something to stress over on another day, Kate. Perhaps A Walk In The Clouds will fix everyone.” 


“Maybe. Are we getting ready for dinner, Jacob?” 


“The day flew by without a snag. Yes. Let’s get dressed.” 


A Walk In The Clouds had a very intimate dining room that sat eight people. Lizzie kept its existence quiet because although friends and family were important, Jacob and I needed private spaces. 


Alicia and Suzanna joined us at Lizzie’s bar, and we followed her to an upstairs dining room on the roof.  The ultra-modern steel and glass room might be considered a goldfish bowl, except every pane opened outwards to let the outside in, and we weren’t overlooked by anyone except Jupiter, Venus, and Mars.   


“It’s the finest view in the house, Kate.” 


“What a beautiful sunset, sweetheart. 


We stood together in a line, holding hands, four souls united in a dinner celebration for one absent little girl who would always be remembered. Canyon walls sparkled yellow and orange with flickering shadows passing as waves across jagged ledges and sheer cliffs. 


The scene took my breath away as Mother Nature proved once again that she was the most invincible force. 


Birds of prey soared high on warm updrafts, circling above a dark, wild forest painted dark green with a blue hue and wispy mist rising. The sun blasted out a last farewell as it hung low in the sky at the end of our valley, finally disappearing below a mountain peak, leaving a hazy promise to return by morning. 


I turned to our guest of honor and offered my arm. 


“Shall we eat, Suzanna?” 


“Thank you for being so kind, all of you.” 


“It’s time to celebrate the life of someone much loved by you and my fiancee.” 


“It is indeed, Kate. We should remember Natalia but not shed any more tears.” 


We sat down on a circular table for four, laid out beautifully for a very special evening. Jacob was surprised because we hadn’t told him the reason for our private dinner. He lifted a menu and smiled, recognizing all his favorites. 


“Chicken liver pate, followed by rib-eye steak with parsnip fries, Kate. You know me so well.” 


“Before we dine, Suzanna has something she’d like to say.” 


I sat back, holding Jacob’s hand while our guest composed herself for a speech she’d practiced many times. Her emotions were heightened, and she breathed heavily, twitching her head nervously. 


“It is not my place to say this, Jacob, but I hope you’ll understand my words come from a place of love. I want you to remember Natalia as a person who lived and was loved, not as a girl who died and was rescued from hell by you.” 


She slid a scrapbook over the table, and Jacob opened it. A photograph of a young child beamed back at him, with another of a family underneath. A simple message was handwritten between the photographs. 


Thank You, Jacob. 


“It’s Natalia on top and all my family on the bottom. The scrapbook is filled with copies of every photo I have of my sister. I have the same book back home with the originals.” 


“Are you saying it’s time for me to move on, Suzanna?” 


“Yes, sweet Jacob. You found Natalia and rescued her, now I’m doing the same for her with you. She would never want you to suffer.” 


“Okay, but can we stay in touch?” 


“I’d be disappointed if we didn’t.” 


“Can we visit?” 


“Yes, but remember, we live very close to the mine, Jacob.” 


“I want to go there one more time.” 


“You are always welcome in our home, Jacob.” 



Chapter Fifty-Six

A Crisis To Fix

◆◆◆

Jacob’s Point Of View. 


I loved the high altitude of our new home. An early morning chilly breeze, azure skies, my mountain fleece jacket, and a hot cup of tea started my day while Kate ticked off her early conference calls to distant time zones. 


“I think you’re being antagonistic, Catherine.” 


“I’ll admit to being mildly vexed but nothing more.” 


“What’s really bothering you?” 


“I’m not sure what use I can be here, Jacob. Kate has pretty much taken over everything Richard and I ever did, and with you supporting her, there seems little point in me sticking around.” 


“I don’t think that that’s true, Catherine. Your advice is invaluable.” 


“That works when you sit behind my husband’s desk at Granger Hall, and I throw anecdotes at you from my time-honored throne.” 


“I think our partnership goes far beyond that, Mom. I don’t think that’s fair at all.” 


“Lizzie is the queen of this palace, Jacob. I’m just an old codger living rent-free.” 


“That’s what I mean by being antagonistic. You’re deliberately goading me.” 


“Well, maybe a little bit. I could use a dust-up.” 


Kate’s and my empire was growing. Catherine found it hard to watch her daughter reach both arms around everything she’d built with Richard. The success my fiancee generated through great leadership and positivity made my mother-in-law proud, but she also felt redundant. 


“There is a looming crisis that only you can solve, Catherine.” 


“What is it, Jacob? Please don’t flannel me.” 


“Have I ever done that?” 


“No.” 


“Don’t be so surly.” 


I caught the rarest apologetic smile and expression. Catherine was bored, feeling usurped, and all while nurturing a fledgling lesbian love in my sister, who preferred our new home to Granger Hall. I had an unwelcome crisis to manage, one that was as timely and fortunate for Catherine as it was unpleasant for me. 


“What’s the problem, Jacob?” 


“Let’s visit town and discuss the whole thing with Henry.” 


“Okay, I’m intrigued.” 


I drove my BMW sedately because Catherine abhorred speeding while sitting in any car unless she drove it, in which case recklessness was the minimum descriptor for her bad driving. 


We met at the orphanage amid chaotic scenes of kids racing around, getting dressed, and preparing for the school bus arriving soon. Henry ushered us to a small meeting room where a woman Catherine’s age sat drinking coffee so overpowering that I could smell it from the door. 


My mother-in-law sniffed the air and squinted disapprovingly at the woman. 


“You look like someone who had a bad week, and it’s still only 9 a.m. on Monday.” 


“I’m not feeling great.” 


“Have you been drinking alcohol?” 


“So what if I have? I didn’t drive here.” 


“Who are you?” 


“I’m the governess for the orphanage.” 


“You are fucking joking, right? You’re drunk!” 


“I’m hungover.” 


“I’m shocked. You are absolutely rat-arsed and desperately trying to sober up.” 


Catherine shuffled closer, stared at her, and sniffed, wafting her hand in front of a contorted face expressing disdain. She looked at me, then pointed at the orphanage governess, rolling her eyes. 


“Is she the crisis, Jacob?” 


“No. This is Julie. She runs the orphanage.” 


“She’s drunk… oh please, before you defend the woman, let’s not get into the technicalities of sobriety after having drunk a skinfull. Julie here is in no state to manage an orphanage.” 


“I agree, Catherine. I wasn’t expecting things to be so bad, especially considering the crisis landing here today.” 


I stared at Henry, who held out a chair beside Julie for Catherine to sit while I settled into another, sitting opposite our hapless CEO. The crisis was best explained by our most esteemed local guide, so I waited for Henry to kick things off. 


“It’s not what it seems, Catherine. Julie has been a fine, upstanding CEO for this group home, but events overtook her a few months ago.” 


“Is that when she started drinking?” 


“Yes.” 


“What happened to provoke that?” 


“The orphanage is closed.” 


“Why would anyone shut down an orphanage, Henry?” 


“Because it’s bankrupt.” 


“When is this all happening?” 


“Today. Child protection service officers are on their way to remove Julie and install an interim manager who will gradually move the kids to new homes.” 


“Oh fuck, that’s a disaster for the children.” 


“I’m glad you agree, Catherine.” 


My mother-in-law stared at Julie, judging the woman who sobbed, with one hand holding her brow and tears rolling down her cheeks. When I looked at her eyes, I saw she must have been crying for days on top of the alcohol problem. I reached over the table and placed a hand gently on hers. 


“Are you an alcoholic?” 


“I don’t think so, but I will be soon if they take the kids away, Jacob.” 


“You look wretched, Julie.” 


“I’m a total fucking mess.” 


Catherine eased off, never one to bully or kick someone when they were down. She placed a reassuring hand on Julia’s and mine. 


“Why has the orphanage gone bankrupt?” 


“Food and utility prices have gone up massively. I tried to make cuts, but every week, the financial black hole got deeper. For months, I staved off suppliers and delayed rent payments, but eventually, the auditors noticed we weren’t solvent and began asking questions.” 


“Why are the kids running amok outside?” 


“I can’t face them. They are all friends, have more friends in the local school, and love this community.” 


A knock at the door interrupted our conversation. Henry let one grim-looking man and three equally dour women into the meeting room. I recognized the man immediately as being the same one Kate had crossed swords with over Alicia. 


He didn’t recognize me, quickly profiled everyone in the room, and reached out a hand to Julie. 


“Miss Greene?“ 


 “Hello, Rodger.” 


“I’m sorry, but you know why we are here today. You’ll hand over all responsibilities and clear out your desk by the end of business today.” 


“Why?” 


The child services team leader shot Catherine an irksome look. He sighed as though preparing to enter a conversation that had eviscerated him far too many times. 


“I’m Rodger Chambers… who would you be, madam?” 


“Catherine, a concerned local citizen.” 


“This group home is untenable.” 


“Calling it a group home is no real difference from an orphanage, right?” 


“Not really. It was rebranding and a means to define the care system under our Federal budget.” 


“Why has this group home failed where others didn’t?” 


“We never owned the building, pay far too much rent to its owners, and there aren’t enough children here to reduce the unit cost of care low enough.” 


“Are you saying the kids go hungry?” 


“Julie would tell you they do.” 


“And what do you say, Rodger?” 


He shrugged and winced, not wanting to accept the system had failed the children. I thought about that and considered how much of Rodger’s job must be filled with unpleasant moments like this one. 


“The children receive fewer calories per day than they expend.” 


“That sounds as close a description to starvation as I’ve ever heard.” 


“The solution, Catherine, is to close this group home and reallocate the children.” 


“Fucking reallocate them? They aren’t library books to be stamped in and out like lending transactions.” 


“Sorry… concerned citizen, what would you propose we do?” 


He looked exhausted, and I felt a measure of sympathy for him when he sat down heavily. I’d seen the best and worst of the man, and right now, he might go either way. His assistant whispered something to him, Rodger nodded, and two of the three women left the room. 


“Is there anything you can do, Rodger?” 


“Catherine, I’ve tried getting more funding in to cover costs. The debt has reached one hundred and fifty thousand dollars. The group home is insolvent.” 


“What if I step in?” 


“I can’t imagine how. You’re being vague about who you are. Obfuscate no longer, madam, please. Rescue me from my miserable existence.” 


He waved an arm wide around the room, grinning inanely, partly mocking but mostly miserable. Catherine regarded him carefully before she spoke. 


“You don’t want to close this group home down, do you, Rodger?” 


“Of course not. I despise my job because of its red tape and inflexibility.” 


“What if we could save this home? That might put a smile on that handsome face of yours.” 


Rodger squinted at Catherine. He glanced at me, and I saw a vague sense of recognition. When he looked at Henry, our local guide and friend smiled. When the child services officer stared at Catherine, he sighed and chuckled. 


“Would you be Kate Granger’s mother, concerned citizen?” 


“I would.” 


“Okay… I’ll grant you that your family made my day with Alicia, but how would you save an entire home?” 


“I’m surprised you remembered her name.” 


“Catherine, I could name every child in this home and tell you their ages. Would you like me to prove that to you?” 


My mother-in-law was stumped, and I enjoyed watching her mouth open and close like a goldfish. Catherine looked at Rodger’s assistant, who nodded, confirming her boss wasn’t lying. 


“I am the primary signatory for a wealthy foundation. It could run a hundred homes like this one.” 


“Would you make a charitable donation to offset running costs?” 


“Yes. I’ll also buy the building and place that in trust at my foundation with a rent of one dollar per annum for so long as the group home continues.” 


“That’s a ten-million-dollar price tag, Catherine.” 


“Am I flinching?” 


“Okay. How soon could you do this?” 


“Who owns the building?” 


“The local municipality.” 


“Jesus Christ. The local town has put their own group home out of business?” 


“Welcome to my world. Fascinating, isn’t it?” 


Henry coughed, and everyone in the room turned their attention to him. I was still reeling from the irony of our situation. 


“They will sell the building in a heartbeat, especially if tomorrow’s local newspaper runs a story about what’s happening here today.” 


“Elections coming soon, are they?” 


“Elections are always coming, Catherine.” 


“Okay. You leave now; tell the municipality leaders to draw up a lease I can finance for three months while we arrange for a full valuation. I’ll pay fair market value to avoid being accused of profiteering.” 


Henry gathered his moleskin notebook and pen, leaving the room wearing a beaming smile. Rodger looked halfway pleased and sat up straight in his chair. 


“What about the financial shortfall?” 


“I’ll cover that and put an accountant in place here within a couple of days. You’ll add back a fair sum for rent, giving that to the orphanage?” 


“I can do that.” 


“It seems we have a solution, Rodger.” 


He was having another Alicia day when the gods of orphaned children had delivered a savior in the form of my victorious mother-in-law. 


“Okay, that’s all great, folks. The only thing left is to remove Miss Greene from the CEO post.” 


“Why?” 


“Oh, come on, Catherine, look at the state of her.” 


“What about her?” 


“She’s drunk.” 


“No, she’s just not feeling well, and Jacob’s about to drive her to the doctor.” 


“Really?” 


“Yeah, Rodger, really,” 


He sat back, rubbing his chin, eyeing Catherine as though a game of chicken were being played out. 


“So everyone gets saved today, Catherine?” 


“Isn’t that what you want?” 


He nodded, smiled, but looked exhausted. The guy had aged badly since the last time I’d seen him, and the fun was sucked out of his face long before that. I’d seen similar fatigue in the army when soldiers returned from deployment, jaded, tired, and unable to comprehend what they’d just been through.   


“It is what I want. If you can close the deal here, adequately fill up the financial hole, and have an oversight committee in place by Friday, I’ll back the Federal government off.” 


“And you’ll all come for dinner on Friday evening, Rodger?” 


“Here?” 


“No, come to Kate and Jacob’s home, A Walk In The Clouds. We’ll have cause to celebrate by then.” 


“I think this whole town has cause to celebrate with your family being here.” 


Rodger enthusiastically shook hands, becoming the newest member of our Catherine Granger fan club. I left them to mop up the final details, taking Julie with me.  


I met Henry at the doctor’s surgery, handing over Julie to his care and accepting all costs to our account. A few helpers came to the group home on the promise they would receive back pay and be compensated for their time by the end of the week. 


When I got home, Kate tracked me down, dragged me onto a couch, and kissed me relentlessly. I felt elated when she pressed me deep into the seat cushions, mounting me and enveloping my face in a cocoon of her hair while welcoming me home. 


“You’ve been gone for hours, Jacob.”  


“What’s the matter?” 


“I missed you all day, Alicia was at school; now she’s doing homework, and I worked endlessly, getting nowhere. It’s been lonely.” 


“I had a great day, Kate.” 


“I told you parachuting Mom into a crisis would snap her out of this self-pity malaise she was in.” 


“She was brilliant.” 


“Yeah, Jacob, but you made it happen. If you hadn’t been on hand to take the problem off Henry, that orphanage would be dead by now.” 


“I think we’re supposed to call it a group home.” 


“Well, it’s saved because of your lightning reactions.” 


“And your father’s gold.” 


“Wow. I hadn’t thought about that. Dad would be so happy.” 


“It was the same guy that dealt with you over Alicia. Mom invited his team to dinner on Friday.” 


“She wants to build support for the orphanage to make it unassailable. That’s how Mom operates. She’s like a dog with a bone. I tell you, Jacob, she’ll be running the whole town before the year ends.” 


“I know. It makes life here so much more fun, Kate.” 


“Most importantly, as you say, Daddy’s off-the-reservation gold is making a difference.” 



Chapter Fifty-Seven

A Mentor In Business And Life

◆◆◆

Isabelle’s Point Of View. 


I’d been summoned to meet Kate at the main house for breakfast. That made me nervous because no explanation came with the message sent to my phone. I rose earlier than I needed to, got dropped off at my cabin by Karl, and showered, feeling a little flustered. 


I was very apprehensive about the main house and my right to access, so I hung around outside, pacing nervously until Kate stuck her head around the front door, having caught sight of me from Lizzie’s Bar. 


“What on earth are you doing out here?” 


“Hi, Kate. Sorry… is it okay to come in?” 


“Why on earth not?” 


“Sorry. This is your home, and I’m a, well… I’m a member of staff.” 


“You’re a bit more than that, Isabelle. Hannah hand-picked you and brought you up here, which means a great deal. I asked you to join me for a breakfast meeting, so technically, you’re late.” 


“Fuck! Sorry.” 


“You have quite a potty mouth, Isabelle.” 


“Sorry, is that a thing with you?” 


“Not anymore. I’d rather you didn’t habitually hang around outside before a meeting, though. They say it gets damn cold with a few feet of snow in the winter. I don’t want you getting hypothermia.”    


“I’m sure you understand why I’m nervous, right, Kate?” 


“I don’t think you need to be anxious. We’re just having a work meeting.” 


“Am I being fired?” 


She squinted as though unsure whether I was joking. When she saw how serious I was, Kate strolled outside in her slippers and hugged me.  


“Jesus, Isabelle, why the hell would I do that?” 


“Okay, sorry, I couldn’t figure out why you might want to talk to me.” 


“You’re being repurposed, sweetheart.” 


“Okay. That’s still worrying.” 


“It’s all good… well, I hope you feel similarly to me.” 


“Okay. I’m all ears, Kate.” 


“Sit with me at Lizzie’s bar; order whatever you like for breakfast, something to drink, and we’ll get stuck into it.” 


I knew something was up, but it wasn’t clear what that might be. Kate was as poker-faced as a world champion at the river. I felt more nervous about why the boss summoned me than anything else in my recent memory. 


“Could I have a stack of pancakes, syrup, and a latte, please, Lizzie?” 


“Of course, sweetheart.” 


“Thank you.” 


My short respite from Kate’s discerning eye ended, and I was back under her scrutiny. It must be work-related, and I thought perhaps it had something to do with Harry. 


“I’m sorry about the meeting nonsense with Harry, Kate.” 


“Please stop, Isabelle. We’re not discussing Harry ever again.” 


“What are we talking about then?” 


“This meeting is to discuss your future role at GD and working for me if you’d like to.” 


“Oh fuck, you’re joking, right?” 


“No Isabelle. This is not a game or joke. I was proud of how you dealt with Harry. I also like how honest you are. You, my dear, are a rare young lady to be treasured.” 


I settled down after a massive adrenaline spike that rocked my world. I felt thrilled but confused about why my sudden rise in Global Dynamics happened, but this was welcome news and high praise. 


“What is my new role?” 


“You haven’t accepted it yet, Isabelle. It’s a proposed role.” 


“Okay… I’ll accept it, thank you.” 


“You don’t know what the job is or how much it pays.” 


“I don’t care either. Nobody here has steered me in the wrong direction yet, so I’ll take the job, thanks Kate. Now… what is it?” 


“You’ll work for me with Tiffany. I need research on people that Jacob and I will meet and for you to accompany us.” 


“Do you mean clients?” 


“Staff, clients, politicians, and suppliers. When we meet them, I’d like to know already who they are, their kids’ names, and anything else you can glean that might help.” 


“No more Harry’s then?” 


“Not necessarily, Isabelle. Harry’s are fine so long as we know what we’re dealing with; that way, we can set them to our advantage.” 


“I can do that, Kate.” 


“I know you can, sweetie.” 


If being a hooker had taught me anything about people, it was when they were hanging around, being polite after the main event was over. Kate was genuinely interested in me. I felt flattered, dawdling with my pancakes, thinking things through, and formulating the questions my boss knew I must have. 


“I know you value honesty, Kate.” 


“It’s true and above most other qualities.” 


“Everyone says that, and you mentioned it earlier about me. The only people who don’t like you are afraid, and probably for that reason.” 


“You don’t fear me, surely, Isabelle?” 


“Not at all.” 


Kate looked confused, and I guessed it was because I sounded like a babbling brook. I was excited, unsure about why the sudden acceleration and that felt like it should be an issue. 


“Do you have something you’d like to tell me?” 


“Something to ask, please, Kate, if that’s okay?” 


“Of course, shoot.” 


“Why are you doing this for me?” 


“You are the right person for this job. I’m helping you to move forward because it benefits my company and me… Jacob, too.” 


“Okay. That’s honest, but it doesn’t answer my question.” 


“Perhaps you aren’t asking the right question, Isabelle.” 


My heart thumped, and I felt queasy because the elephant in the room had an ass so big it almost pushed me out of the door. My hands felt cold, and I wanted to sprint away to safety. Three generations of my maternal family line screamed for me to stop staring a gift horse in the mouth, but I couldn’t help myself. 


“Did someone ask you to move me into a new job?” 


“Yes.” 


“Who?” 


“Hannah.” 


“Why?” 


“Her professional reasons were because she feels you have huge potential, which would be best explored reporting directly to me.” 


“And are there any other reasons?” 


“Yes.” 


“May I know them, please?” 


“Do you trust me, Isabelle?” 


“Yes… generally… umm, I mean, yes, I do trust you.” 


“Don’t ask that question of anyone, please. I’m sure you’ll figure it out. Hannah believes in you, and I do, too. Can we leave it at that?” 


 “Yes, of course, Kate. I’m sorry.” 


“Apologies aren’t necessary. Now… I’m told you have already studied GD’s forthcoming visit agenda.” 


“Yes.” 


“Let’s start there. Figure out a network of the people we will meet for each visit, the purpose, and key facts that help us close deals. We don’t want surprises, and a tactical advantage is always helpful.” 


“You can count on me, Kate.” 


She seemed as relieved as I was. Kate and Jacob had been furious about Harry, and I wondered if they might feel protective. For a fleeting moment, I hoped not because I could easily handle myself.  


“Jacob and I are pleased about this development, Isabelle.” 


“Jacob is awesome.” 


“Yes, he is. So is Karl.” 


“Ahh, you know about us?” 


“Of course. I wouldn’t be much of a mentor if I didn’t.” 


My life took off at Mach One the moment Kate finished briefing me. Before I finished eating my delicious banana flavor, syrup-soaked breakfast, Tiffany arrived and handed me a new iPhone, tablet, and laptop, providing a printed list of my new email address, phone numbers, and a job description. 


“Change all of the passwords once you log in, read the job description, sign the back, copy, and bring me the original tomorrow.” 


“Okay, Tiffany.” 


“Be here at 9 a.m. dressed for a helicopter ride.” 


“Where are we going?” 


“Granger Hall.” 


“What for?” 


“To fuck the contractors for being late with our new office building. I have a lawyer joining us, so we’re ready to battle. Bring clothes for three days and prepare for fun and games.” 


“That sounds awesome.” 


“Bring your coffee for the ride, Isabelle. Nobody fetches coffee for anyone else around here.” 


I spent the afternoon in town buying sensible yet sophisticated clothes with Lizzie, who was like my Mom but more fun and a little naughty. I took to her like glue and hoped she felt the same as we marched down the main shopping street, peering through windows, going inside if something we saw ticked both our boxes. 


“Isabelle, I can assure you that Jeans are fine so long as they are tasteful.” 


“Do you mean baggy, dowdy and unappealing?” 


“No. Skin tight is fine, but no camel toes.” 


“How do I avoid that?” 


I held up a pair of skinnies I rather liked, wondering if my two pairs of panties trick might work.  


“Wear panty liners, sweetheart. Nice, thin ones that show girly bits the way they should be. A suggestive curve between the legs should beckon your future lover, and a three-carat diamond ring.” 


“Okay… I hadn’t realized fashion tips were your forte.” 


“I’m an ocean of knowledge, Isabelle. Fashion, securing a proposal, and any decadence you care to name and quite a few you never heard of.” 


“I’m visiting Lizzie’s coffee shop more frequently from now on.” 


I grinned at her and saw the mischievous twinkle in the eye of a woman who knew everything. When our shopping spree ended, I was pleased with the style Lizzie helped me create. I was halfway between looking like a horny wealthy horse owner and an office babe. 


“One is never a slut, Isabelle.” 


“What is one then, Lizzie?” 


“One is a lady, my dear, or… one is in the wrong company, consorting with cheap, undeserving gentlemen that have insufficient funds to afford anything but a slut.” 


“I’m guessing they would never afford a diamond engagement ring?” 


“Definitely not, my dear.” 


My wardrobe had grown larger than at any time in my life. I had more than ten complete outfits and lots of accessories, including casual clothes, pencil skirts, a couple of blazers, and a body warmer I wanted to wear forever. 


Lizzie dropped me at my cabin, where I set about making a more permanent home, tidying, arranging furniture, folding, hanging, and stowing my new wardrobe. Before evening, my rental car turned up, and I spent ten minutes with the delivery driver, learning its controls. 


Once they left, it was late afternoon, so I decided to chill on the front deck, wrapped in a blanket, watching the sunset. A light breeze that wafted through trees losing their leaves suggested colder nights were ahead, so I put a winter coat on my mental shopping list and decided to find the blanket store in case my bed ever got cold with only a duvet. 


A rustling noise from the bushes where my trail to the main house started drew my attention. I was surprised to have a visitor, but he was welcome, warming my heart. 


“Hey, Isabelle.” 


“Hello, Karl. I wasn’t expecting you.” 


“I couldn’t stay away.” 


“Where’s your truck?” 


“Security said that after 4 p.m., all visitors must park at the main house. It’s to avoid disturbing your peace.” 


“Do you want to join me?” 


“Would that make me needy and clingy?” 


“Yes.” 


“Perhaps I should walk past you, pretending I lost my way, collect some walnuts, and come back to enjoy a chance visit bearing gifts.” 


“I’d rather you were clingy than uncaring Karl.” 


I shot a downward curl, sad look even though I was pleased to see him and for his happiness in seeing me because I liked my boyfriend’s keen. Karl’s interest in me was a turn-on rather than being unwelcome. I lifted my blanket that kept the growing chilly air at bay and let him slide onto my couch. 


“Do you want a mug of coffee, Karl?” 


“I brought my flask full, especially in case I came across someone on the trail.” 


“That’s sounding more like a stalker than a needy boyfriend, sweetheart.” 


“It occurred to me that you might be busy and may not have bought groceries.” 


“Coffee isn’t groceries, Karl… it’s fucking life support.” 


He unzipped a small thermal pouch with a flask inside, two small thermos beakers, and a bar of chocolate to share. Karl served our steaming hot, milky coffee while I relaxed and snapped off tiny chocolate squares, feeding my boyfriend and basking in a new life already treasured. 


“Did you have a good day, Isabelle?” 


“I had a great day, and what about you?” 


“I heard Kate and Jacob saved the local orphanage. I have been offered the legal work conveyancing on that property and drafting a charter for the home, so yeah, today, my job means something special, and I’m building rather than fighting.” 


“They are quite the couple.” 


“Vastly different from the arrogant asshole here before. I feel more positive when I’m near them. I feel the same way about you, Isabelle.” 


I sunk my face onto his chest, enjoying its rhythmic rise and fall, feeling a little sad I was leaving the next day. I slipped a shirt button and slid my hand onto Karl’s washboard stomach, raking the hairs there gently, enjoying the oncoming darkness as our sun dropped below nearby mountain peaks. 


The shadows seemed mysterious, and I wanted to be held tightly, which was precisely what my boyfriend did, easing my primal instincts.  


“I leave tomorrow, heading for Granger Hall. I’ll miss you, Karl.” 


“I’m coming with you. It seems my legal advice is needed for a building project that’s falling behind.” 


“That’s great news. I love the helicopter. Do you have any idea where we are staying?” 


“Catherine said there is plenty of accommodation at the massive mansion house. Perhaps we could share rooms?” 


“I’d rather not, Karl.” 


“Oh… surely I haven’t been judged a stalker?” 


I saw a gloomy look fleeting through his expression akin to puppy dog sadness. He looked cute, and I enjoyed how much Karl seemed to want me. 


“Perhaps you might sneak from your room to mine late at night, then leave before dawn. It seems the sort of fun and excitement a needy, clingy boyfriend might treat his girlfriend to while staying at a mansion.” 


“I can do that.” 


He looked relieved. In truth, I wanted Karl to chase and woo me a little, not because I was high maintenance, but because I felt it might help him fall deeper in love and be more attentive in those difficult moments ahead. 


I lay back, he wriggled to spoon me, and we dozed off together. When I woke up with a cold nose and someone shaking me, I saw a security guard staring into my eyes. 


“You both should probably go inside.” 


“Thank you.” 


Karl woke with a start, stood up, and lifted me effortlessly, carrying me to my bed. It was 2 a.m., and I was exhausted. 


When my boyfriend tucked me in, kissed my forehead, and left, I was pleased we hadn’t made love because it would make our night at Granger’s Hall much more fun. 



Chapter Fifty-Eight

Fun In The Dungeon

◆◆◆

Kate’s Point Of View 


“Oh fuck, Jacob, that feels so good.” 


“I thought you’d enjoy having your pussy licked in peace.” 


“We need to move some of our dungeon equipment to A Walk In The Clouds, sweetheart.” 


“The helicopter takes off in two hours, Kate. Shall we bundle this bench in there? I can disassemble it in no time.” 


“I can’t see our fuck bench fitting inside the hold without others noticing it.” 


We’d made a flying visit for a few hours to Granger Hall, checking the progress of our new GD annex offices while Mom spoke to the house staff about her protracted absence. Tiffany and Isabelle checked in with the site architect while Jacob and I aired our apartment. 


Once inside my dungeon, that was it. We both felt horny and got right down to it. Jacob invited me to undress and squat on all fours using my fuck bench as a pussy licking platform he could sit behind. He didn’t dare strap me in, but it felt comfortable, and I could open up my pussy like a flower for his delectation. 


“This is the best position to lick your pussy from, Kate.” 


“I’m vulnerable and accessible.” 


“I’m keen we do this more often please.” 


“Cunnilingus?” 


“Yeah. I don’t ask sometimes because you seem preoccupied or tired.” 


“Jacob, any time you want to go down on me, unless it’s in front of others, please just say. It makes us both happy.” 


I loved having my pussy licked, and Jacob, by far, had the best tongue that had ever entertained my slit. He desperately wanted to lick my pussy more frequently, and I did too, enjoying his perceived submission, especially highlighted when he rimmed my anal whorl right after a thrashing as he did now. 


“How does your ass feel right now, Jacob?” 


“Burning but nice. I feel relaxed and desperate to please you.” 


“We have to fix the problem of your maintenance spankings at A Walk In The Clouds, honey. If you want it harder, please say so.” 


“Harder and more frequently, Kate, please.” 


“I feel nothing but love for you, Jacob. There is no reason to punish you, so I’m struggling to motivate myself to spank you sometimes in case it hurts.” 


My lover plowed his tongue deep inside my back passage, aided by two thumbs, cleaving my tight sphincter wide open. I purred like a contented cat while happy endorphins, dopamine, and oxytocin flooded my body, and I stared at the dungeon wooden floor through a massage-style head cushion with a hole in its center. 


Jacob had developed a technique of rimming my asshole whereby he stiffened his tongue and progressively prised my back passage wider open using clawing fingers and thumbs, slipping deeper inside until he licked the nerve cluster. 


“You’re on my nerve endings right now, Jacob. Good boy.” 


“Warm up your clitoris, please, Kate.” 


“Okay.” 


I reached back into my drenched slit, plowing two fingers up and down the creamy furrow between two swollen, trembling labia. I felt invigorated as my inner slut took control. 


The helicopter ride over had turned me on with its violent blades thrashing the air and Jacob’s semi-erection visible throughout the flight while sitting opposite me with both hands in his lap. That awkwardness resulted from our rush to board a flight we hadn’t expected to be on and a morning wood left untended. 


While I dragged my solid, creamy clitoris from side to side using two fingers, my body tensed in pre-orgasm while my heart pounded and my arms and legs trembled. As I drew closer to an immense orgasm, my sphincter tightened, pushing Jacob’s tongue out. 


Instead, he plowed my pussy, sucking each lip until it was clean and dry, dragging them as far as he could until letting go, almost with an elastic snap. 


“You’re so fucking good at this, Jacob.” 


“Glad to be of service, my queen.” 


“When I cum, will you fuck me right away, Jacob?” 


“Of course, sweetheart.” 


Jacob focused on sucking my clitoris gently, clenching his lips around its swollen base while humming deep into the nerve cluster inside my pussy. When he brushed a stiff tongue tip almost imperceptibly across my solid pearl, I immediately hit a massive climax. 


Every muscle tensed, I squirmed and gripped the fuck bench handlebars, squeezing through one climactic wave of rapture after another. Every sinew stretched like elastic cords, playing a tune of desire and delight throughout my ascendent body.  


I felt comfortable squirting my orgasm into Jacob’s mouth as we had become familiar and honest lovers, understanding each other’s primal needs. He craved the flavor but more so the feeling of submission he got when every tiny jet of unicorn pee hit the back of his throat while I screamed, almost in time. 


I gripped the handlebars of my fuck bench, rattling its heavy steel bar and wooden frame. My orgasm felt incredibly intense due to raging, confusing pregnancy hormones and my raw animal desire for Jacob. 


I screamed with joy, thankful that my dungeon was fully soundproofed. At that moment, I resolved to build a den at our new home for Jacob and me to enjoy our private, taboo, yet essential proclivities. 


“Fuck me now, Jacob.” 


“Yes, ma’am.” 


He stood behind me, magnificently naked with rippling muscles and an enormous, solid cock pointing proudly at my wanton pussy. My fiancee was a gladiator servicing a wealthy, royal lady on the eve of his next battle. I was his prize, Jacob’s aspirational woman, and he made me feel perpetually special. 


I trembled in a rolling orgasm when Jacob slid his cock, balls deep inside me. His balls slapped delightfully off my thighs when I pushed back slightly, ensuring my lover’s cock filled my pussy completely. 


His cock was solid, and I enjoyed a morning wood, benefiting from eight hours of peaceful sleep and a semen load filled to its brim, reserved only for me. 


He gripped my waist gently, pulling my dripping wet cunt onto his cock while thrusting both hips forward to maximize penetration deep inside me. I felt every gnarl and vein on his stiff shaft, etching a path through my tight, soft tissue walls, leaving his signature inside me. 


I clenched my warm sheath tightly around Jacob’s cock, squeezing out every ripple of pleasure for both of us. 


“You’re milking me.” 


“It’s my pleasure and privilege, Jacob. I love taking your semen.” 


“Jesus, Kate, your pussy feels throbbing, and you’re so tight right now.” 


When he drew up on tiptoes and shuddered, his cock jerked, and Jacob decanted his hot seed deep inside my hole. He did orgasmic gymnastics, hopping from one foot to the other while his cock throbbed and jerked, twitching violently while I raised my slit high, arching my back and pushing backward onto his cock. 


When he helped me stand up, I slipped on my panties quickly while he chuckled at my struggle to retain his cum inside me. 


“Shall we shower here, Kate?” 


“You can. I’ll shower at our home. I love keeping your semen inside me as long as possible.”  


I locked the dungeon after cleaning my fuck bench and wiping up a small amount of semen we’d spilled on the floor. While I inspected my equipment, deciding what to buy new for our mountain retreat and the dungeon I’d already planned, Jacob collected a few items from our apartment, packing a holdall. 


“Shall we join Tiffany and Isabelle on the construction site, Kate?” 


“Yep. It would be good to see how much progress has been made.” 


“I think you’ll be disappointed. My conversations with Tiffany are mostly about her irritation with the architect.” 


“As long as Tiffany deals with it, I don’t mind. It is what it is. Their lack of progress is not her fault.” 


As I walked out of its front door, I felt strangely glad to leave. Granger Hall was my childhood home and a thriving estate business, whereas A Walk In The Clouds was Jacob and my retreat, where family and friends lived with us at a reasonable arm’s length. 


Jacob parked his truck in the building site safety area; we donned hard hats and joined Tiffany, who was arguing with the contractor’s architect. I stopped far enough away to not become embroiled while still able to hear the conversation. 


“I’m deducting the performance bonus from your recent invoice.” 


“You can’t do that without consultation, Tiffany.” 


“Are you saying you’ve delivered on time?” 


“No bu-.” 


“We’ll call it your accounting error, Alexa. Your company must have made a mistake adding twenty-five thousand dollars to the GD invoice. Since you failed to meet this month’s milestone, what else can it be?” 


Alexa looked distraught, but I felt little sympathy for a contractor who’d failed, willing Tiffany on as she kept a cool head while Alexa pointed to a line on a sheet of paper. 


“That performance bonus is our project profit, Tiffany.” 


“Ahh, so you’re saying that the tender submitted was at break-even point, and only when you perform and deliver on time will this contract deliver profitability?” 


“Umm-.” 


“Yeah. I wouldn’t answer the question either, or I might examine how much risk you’ve put us to by shaving costs and cutting corners. Just resubmit the invoice minus a performance bonus you didn’t earn.” 


“Okay. I’ll make the contractors work harder.” 


“Just deliver your contract, Alexa. No corner cutting, or you’ll wind up in court when I get building inspectors in.” 


She turned away immediately, leaving Alexa no recourse or opportunity to debate. I taught her that tactic to avoid protracted arguments in cut-and-dry situations. Any other way, Tiffany might spend hours having Alexa trying to wear her down, consuming time she didn’t have to spare. 


I strolled away from the site with my arm linked through Jacob’s, feeling satisfied but not smug. As I gazed out across the estate, I imagined the second-floor view from my new GD office annex would be spectacular. 


“This is where you and I will build an empire for our children, Jacob.” 


“Including Alicia. I am looking forward to meeting Karl later on.” 


“Me too.” 


We held hands, staring at the paradise built by my father. It was one I had enjoyed, but an everlasting love of my own must have Jacob in it, and that would take time for us to build. 


“Do you miss Granger Hall, Kate?” 


“Not really. It was Daddy’s empire. Perhaps we’ll make it ours someday, but I prefer our own home.” 


“It’s becoming too work-focused at A Walk In The Clouds. I don’t like Lizzie’s Bar being used as a work cafe.” 


“You should let her know, Jacob. She’ll stop them while I work on a longer-term solution.” 


“What do you have in mind?”  


“Flying time by helicopter from A Walk In The Clouds to Granger Hall today was twenty minutes, and Isabelle is researching an aircraft we can buy. Soon, we’ll be able to work less at home, and the key staff will come here or go to the GD campus.” 


“Lizzie’s bar will be empty. I didn’t want that either, Kate.” 


“I doubt that will happen, but you are right; people shouldn’t set up to work from inside our home. I bet everyone will come there evenings, and you’ll have a full house.” 


“We originally wanted A Walk In The Clouds for us alone, but I feel it might get lonely. Also, having family and friends around stimulates Alicia.” 


“It feels right having family and friends nearby, Jacob.” 


“We’ve got plenty of that going on, Kate. I’ll be honest, I’d rather not accommodate my mother at our home.” 


“How are things with your Dad?” 


“He’s fine and spending most of his time with Carrie. Honestly, I think Dad has cleansed my mother from his system already.” 


“What about her?” 


“I thought we might meet my mother in the city when she arrives.” 


“Okay, when is that?” 


“Next week. The week before our wedding. My lucky day.” 


“Our lucky day, Jacob.” 


Our flight back home was uneventful, and I relaxed, leaning against Jacob while enjoying spectacular views of luscious forested foothills and jagged peaks before we landed back home. 


On walking into our home, I immediately felt more at peace and noticed the same in Jacob’s demeanor. I reached my hand for his and led him toward our basement entrance. 


“Come with me, sweetheart.” 


“Where are we going?” 


“To a long forgotten room.” 


I led Jacob into the basement, past a rarely used workshop, some well-stacked storage rooms, and to a door marked by a sign as the plant room. When I opened the door, I smiled at Jacob’s surprise, the same that I’d felt on discovering our hidden treasure. 


Plush red velour reclining chairs and a few sofas were still arranged on a downward slope facing a pull-down screen against the wall. 


“Jesus Kate. I never knew this room was here. It’s a cinema.” 


“The projector was removed years ago, and I assume modern TV screens and endless streaming services have made it redundant. 


“Why are we here?” 


“Welcome to our new dungeon, sweetheart.” 


He scanned the room, assessing it, nodding approvingly. I noticed he squeezed my hand tighter, confirming Jacob wanted more submission fun and games.  


“You’ll need contractors to flatten the floor, soundproof everything, make it much nicer, and install new power points with the equipment.” 


“I spoke with Lizzie. She can arrange everything for us and do that without anyone knowing, especially Alicia.” 


“She’ll know what the room is for once work starts.” 


“She guessed already. Lizzie is a wise owl. She picked up on our female-led relationship in the early days.” 


“How?” 


“In her words, she’d never met a more attentive and respectful man towards his fiancee. She also mentioned that was why we are such a strong couple.” 


I let Jacob rummage around the room in a few discarded boxes, as I had during previous visits. The room was left as though a family had watched a final movie, closed the door, and never returned. I planned to use the screen with a modern projector, retain some furniture, and make it more of a den than a simple BDSM playroom for us. 


“What do you think?” 


“I love it, Kate.” 


I took a shower while Jacob visited Carrie and his father at her cabin. While lazing under a monsoon of warmth, a thought struck me, and I felt an urgent need to speak to Alicia about it. After I dried and slipped into a simple day dress, I tracked down my adopted daughter, who lay on her bed reading. 


When she saw me, Alicia gasped with delight and ran, leaping into my arms and wrapping her legs around my waist for an immense hug. 


“Hi, Kate. I missed you.” 


“Hello, sweetheart. I missed you too. Next time we visit Granger Hall, I’ll make sure it’s not a school day. What are you reading?” 


“Matilda.” 


“Roald Dahl. What amazing stories he wrote.” 


Cosmo and Luna were curled up in baskets at Alicia’s window. She walked the pair religiously every morning and evening, usually accompanied by Jacob, but continuously tracked closely by him when she chose to go it alone. 


“I had a thought. Have you ever left the country?” 


“I don’t even have a passport, Kate.” 


“Okay, we’re going to change that. I’ll apply for your passport, and we’ll take a trip to Jacob’s homeland.” 


“England?” 


“Yep. It’s the United Kingdom. Jacob comes from Salisbury in England. They say it has an ancient Cathedral.” 


“Henry says everything in England is old and that most stately homes have furniture older than the United States.” 


“Yes, it’s also where your ancestors came from.” 


“Mom and Dad?” 


“Not specifically your parents, but a few generations further back. That’s where all of your folks came from.” 


“So I come from the same place Jacob does?” 


“In a manner of speaking, yes. You and I are American. Jacob is British.” 


“Where did your family come from, Kate?” 


“Ireland, sweetheart.” 


“Could we go there as well?” 


“Definitely. I’ve never been, but Mom says Dublin is a great city. Travel is one of the great privileges we have these days, Alicia, and we haven’t done any for a long time.” 


I lay back while Alicia read for me. She had incredible literacy for her age, getting perfect intonation on characters and their contexts. She snuggled into my arms, and I thanked god for the gift provided to Jacob and me. We were determined the little girl would be fully included in our family, regardless of how many biological children we had. 


When she fell asleep, I lifted her gently, sliding the beautiful, kind-hearted child under her duvet before kissing her forehead and closing the bedroom door behind me. 


Karl waited for me at Lizzie’s Bar, looking every bit the lawyer I’d expected with his briefcase, tablet, and phone sitting close by. He saw me and opened his tablet, taking up an electronic note-taking pen and scribbling details. 


“Are you rating Lizzie’s Bar online, Karl?” 


“Sorry… I’m an obsessive note-taker.” 


“Mom told me all about that. She likes working with you.” 


“I’ve never been busier than now with all the work Catherine has me doing at the orphanage.” 


“How is it going?” 


“Town Hall tried pushing your Mom around on their price for her foundation to buy the orphanage building, so she brought a few social media news bloggers to yesterday’s meeting.” 


“Did she get her price?” 


“No, she got a five percent discount.” 


“That’s Mom for you.” 


He seemed a little impatient, and I guessed Karl was snowed under. He also had a new girlfriend and undoubtedly wanted to spend evenings with her. I approved, saying nothing because it wasn’t my business. Isabelle was destined for greatness, and Karl seemed the right man for her to flourish with. 


“What’s today about, please, Kate?” 


“We should wait for Jacob, but the short version is that he and I want to provide for Alicia.” 


“You mean through a last will and testament?” 


“There must be changes to the will, but we want a full suite of wealth products, including a trust fund, a college fund, and other investments set up for her now to be released at specified stages of her life.” 


 “I can help you with the first two, but I’m not a financial advisor.” 


“Okay. I’ll track one down.” 


I spotted Jacob stamping his boots before slipping them off at the front door, so I waved him over. He seemed harassed, wearing a grim expression that worried me. 


“What’s the matter?” 


“Security has someone at the front gate demanding to see Alicia.” 


“Why?” 


“They claim to be her uncle.” 


“Oh fuck!” 



Chapter Fifty-Nine

Cloak And Dagger

◆◆◆

Jacob’s Point Of View. 


I felt numb but not panicked when I met Kate at Lizzie’s Bar. The man at our front security outpost surprised me. My fiancee stood up and held my hand, staring deep into my eyes with stoic determination. 


“Nobody will separate us from Alicia unless she wills it, Jacob.” 


“I know, but I called Henry all the same, and I’m glad Karl is here just in case.” 


“Which side of Alicia’s family does the man claim to come from?” 


“Paternal.” 


Kate looked thoughtful and turned to Karl. 


“Can you ask Henry to pull Alicia’s file and see if there is any mention of relatives? I’m sure there won’t be, but it’s worth checking. If someone missed that detail, I’ll be shocked.” 


“Okay. Shall I come with you?” 


“It’s probably best that you don’t, Karl. This man hasn’t brought legal representation, and if we approach him with you primed, it might seem aggressive later if we end up in court.” 


I had our temporary guardianship documents to hand, slipping those into a portfolio in case they were needed. The man arrived alone and seemed pleasant, almost deliberately disarming, so there was no need to lawyer up or prepare to fight for Alicia just yet. 


“Should we speak with Alicia first, Kate?” 


“No. Let’s meet the man at security and hear what he has to say. Worrying our daughter is unnecessary until he explains himself.” 


This was one of those occasions where Kate excelled, and I was both proud and pleased to play a supporting role. I was surprised about how possessive I felt about Alicia, almost like she had become my real daughter in a few short weeks. 


Kate drew me aside for a quick powwow before we headed for the front door with Greg. 


“Don’t worry, Jacob. I promise you nothing bad will happen to our daughter.” 


“What if he is her uncle? He may have rights we are unaware of.” 


“If that’s the case, where the fuck has he been, Jacob?” 


“I don’t know, but we should probably entertain the notion that he might be genuine.”  


“We’ll cross that bridge when we come to it.” 


When we stepped out of the front door, the man saw us heading over. He studied us carefully, almost like a psychologist or detective might. The man beamed like the cat that had got the cream. I felt uneasy like we might be missing something. He seemed wholly confident of a successful outcome, never averting his gaze from one or the other of us. 


Claude was on hand discretely, observing everything, ready to pounce. Meters before we arrived, he stepped forward with an outstretched hand. 


“Hi, I’m Craig. Are you Kate Granger?” 


“I am.” 


“Look, I know this is unannounced and probably a huge surprise for you both, but I hoped to see my niece, Alicia.” 


“Really?” 


“Yes, is that okay?” 


“Craig, why don’t you tell me what is going through your mind now?” 


He was thoughtful for a moment, reading Kate, then me. I saw a measured, determined man, contemplating his next move, and I hoped it wasn’t as shockingly bad as his first. 


“Hmm. I didn’t imagine this meeting would be quite so difficult.” 


“Then you mustn’t have much imagination or didn’t consider this strategy well.” 


“I don’t understand what you mean, Kate.” 


“Okay, let me unpack it for you.” 


“Yes, please.” 


He had an excellent facade, but the occasional ripple through his cheeks told me all was not well with Craig. He had a dangerous streak but hid that well. I moved into an oblique position where I could distract his attention while Kate interrogated him, creating an advantage for her. 


He tracked me the same way I would in his position, never taking his eyes off his negotiating target. Kate moved closer, weaponizing beauty, charm, and her cutting edge expressed in razor-sharp words. 


“You woke up one morning and thought, I know, I’ll visit my niece who lives with a billionaire couple who adopted her from an orphanage.” 


“You’re quite acerbic, Kate. I’m not nearly that cynical and have no wish to upset Alicia.” 


“I’m waiting for an answer.” 


“It’s something like that, but I’m not seeking to remove Alicia from your guardianship.” 


He seemed genuine, but Kate was better at judging body signals than I was. She wasn’t giving any quarter, so I knew my fiancee wouldn’t stop drilling down yet. 


“When was the last time you saw Alicia?” 


“At my brother’s funeral, but she was too upset to know anything about my attendance. I arrived, paid my respects, and left.” 


“Leaving your niece with foster carers.” 


“She was better off with them than me.” 


“And you never visited her since?” 


“I’m here now.” 


He showed some irritation at Kate’s constant probing, but I knew she wouldn’t and shouldn’t let up on him. 


“Does Alicia know you at all, Craig?” 


“Probably not.” 


“Would she have any photographs of you in her scrapbook?” 


“I didn’t know Alicia had a scrapbook. There may be something in there. I haven’t changed much over the years. I kept nothing.” 


“How flattering of you.” 


“You’ve judged me enough, Kate. Can we please move past the tigress with claws unleashed, protecting her cub?” 


He was on the back foot, almost playing his final cards. The man didn’t seem like a scammer, but they never did when you first met them. Claude shook his head secretly, a sign to me that he wasn’t happy. 


“Death follows you, my friend.” 


“You’re French Legion D’etrangers?” 


“My name is Claude. I help protect this family. 


“Do you think Alicia should be protected from me?” 


“I recognize your darkness, and I’m sure Jacob also does. We’ve done terrible things.” 


“That’s not why I’m here, Claude.” 


“Do you have identity documents to prove who you are?” 


“None that I’m prepared to show you.” 


Kate eyeballed him, and I was surprised by how cool and calm he was. If Craig was a scammer, then he was convincing. I got the same sense Claude did that our visitor had a military background. 


“You’ve got no proof of who you are, and you’d like us to introduce you to our daughter.” 


“I’m not here to cause trouble, Kate.” 


“What are you here for?” 


“To reconnect with my family. Alicia and I are all that is left.” 


“With no identity documents or any proof of who you are?” 


“This visit didn’t play out that way in my head, Kate.” 


“If our roles were reversed, would you allow me access to your daughter?” 


“No.” 


We had a standoff with no prospect of violence, but neither side was about to cede ground to the other. Henry drove up the trail at speed, stopping at the barrier nearby. When he hopped out of a truck, smiling nervously, holding a file, I knew the news was coming. 


He handed the file to Kate and stepped back. Craig didn’t flinch while my fiancee leafed through several documents, fingering across the page, reading every detail. 


“Uncle Craig, deceased.” 


 “Not so much these days.” 


“Would you care to explain your resurrection?” 


“Not really.” 


“Then I can’t help you. Luckily, we have your photograph from our security cameras. I’ll pass that to the Sheriff’s office and Child Protection Services with a full statement about our meeting. Perhaps you can take it up with them.” 


“There is no need to be like this.” 


“Why not? Alicia is under Jacob’s and my protection, to say nothing of what Claude might do to anyone intending harm. There is every need for us to be protective of our daughter.” 


“What better protection could she have than a Victoria Cross medal winner, Kate.” 


“You’ve done your homework, Craig.” 


“You have my niece. Of course, I did research on you. I may have been absent from Alicia’s life, but I was never uncaring as to what happened to her. I knew when they moved her to the orphanage, then when you and Jacob took guardianship.” 


Kate was getting testy, which surprised me because her calm under fire had become my anchor. Something didn’t sit right with me, so I nodded and coughed, drawing everyone’s attention. 


“Are you military, Craig?” 


“Yes.” 


“Where have you been?” 


Our eyes met in a cold, dark place we both knew well. Claude sensed it, too; his face rippled with anticipation of a fight. Craig was a killer, as I was, but only under certain circumstances. His demeanor was as any soldier, standing upright with his chest out and shoulders pinned slightly back, always making eye contact. 


“I can’t say what I’ve done or where I’ve been, Jacob. You and Claude should understand that.” 


“Buddy, you have to put yourself in our shoes. Kate and I will gladly die to protect our daughter.” 


“I’m glad she found a home, and I’m not here to spoil that.” 


“But you must give us more information. Surely you can see that.” 


I saw his eyes cave in, and a gentle sorrow glinted back at me. His poker-faced expression remained intact, but I’d struck a nerve. 


“I work for the U.S. State Department.” 


“In covert operations?” 


“Yes, of a sort. It was better that Alicia didn’t know about me.” 


“And now you’re retiring?” 


“From the field, yes. I’m marrying and then riding a desk in DC.” 


“And you want to check in on Alicia?” 


“Yes. I have no intention of interfering with your adoption of my niece. I checked you both out and would probably be arrested for my background searches, but I had to know she was okay and reconnect if possible.” 


Kate’s expression softened. Craig was suddenly believable and no longer seemed like a threat. I felt he was being truthful and could understand why the covert ops man hadn’t exposed himself before. 


“Did you ever meet Alicia?” 


“Yes, Kate. I took leave and visited my brother several times a year. I didn’t want to disrupt her routine at the orphanage, so I stayed away.” 


“Until now?” 


He sighed, revealing sadness in a furrowed brow and a slight head dip. Craig looked tired and frustrated. 


“If you feel I should leave Alicia alone, I will go now and never bother you again. I just wanted to reconnect and hadn’t thought it through very well. I’m sorry.” 


“Do you mind if Jacob and I talk this through? Would you take a room in a local hotel for a few days and leave us your contact number?” 


“Yep. That seems reasonable.” 


He scribbled down a phone number on a moleskin notepad, tore out the page, and handed it to Kate. Craig nodded to each of us and leaped into his hire car, turning it around and making tracks. 


Kate looked at me, confused. 


“That’s all very odd, Jacob.” 


“And yet, very plausible.” 


“What do you know about the CIA?” 


“He isn’t CIA. State Department are the guys who paid a former British SAS officer to recruit Peshmurga in the Afghan badlands. They used helicopters tracking Taliban kidnap gangs, rescuing American hostages.” 


“Fuck, he’s a spook.” 


“Don’t ever try to understand the nature of covert operations, Kate. It’s a crossweave of deceit going back hundreds of years. Those are murky waters.” 


“Do we want to expose our daughter to that?” 


“No, but can we deny her the opportunity to meet an uncle and future cousins?” 


“I don’t know Jacob.” 


“Me neither, sweetheart.” 


Claude returned to the house with us, grabbing my arm before entering. Kate also stopped, wanting to hear what our friend wanted to say. 


“It’s your choice what to do, but I know this man is bad. He may be Alicia’s uncle, but he is a total bastard.” 


“How do you know, Claude?” 


“Kate… the things these people do, only a sociopath could.” 


I knew Claude was right, but the fact remained that he and Alicia might be family, and that deserved further consideration. We went inside, ordered coffee, and sat in a row, contemplating our encounter. 


I drifted away, needing time to think, leaving Kate and Claude to their discussion. When I slid my gear lever, hit the gas, and left our home compound, I was on a mission. The town was a short drive away, and Alicia’s school was in its center. I parked a few hundred meters away, moving closer through the trees lined both sides of the street. 


I saw Craig watching the school and moved to within twenty meters of him, staying in cover of a driveway to someone’s home. 


He looked like any other parent waiting for their kid to finish school. A bell sounded, and the kids rushed out a minute later, climbing into their respective buses. I spotted Alicia and was sure Craig had, but he didn’t move, just stared in her direction. 


She climbed onto her bus safely, and still Craig didn’t move. When the driver locked his door and set off, it was clear that Alicia’s bus would pass nearby. 


He’s standing there hoping she’ll recognize her.  


I stepped behind a bush, making sure Alicia didn’t spot me. Craig was less than five meters away from my daughter when her bus passed slowly by our visitor. No recognition was evident in her face when she stared at him. 


Craig made no attempt to wave or attract her attention. When he turned, I saw a sad face. 


“She didn’t recognize me, Jacob.” 


“You knew I was here?” 


“Only from the reflection in the bus window, before that, I was oblivious. It seems you haven’t lost your tradecraft.” 


“What now, Craig?” 


“I won’t hang about here, Jacob. You and Kate have my number, and I hope you’ll call and let me meet Alicia one day.” 


“They’ll never let you retire, Craig. There will always be an emergency that they say only you can deal with. You’ve got a target on your back.” 


“Maybe, Jacob. All I can say is thank you for looking after my niece. If you ever need my help, please reach out; otherwise, good luck with the adoption. She deserves you and Kate.” 


“She’ll be well cared for.” 


“I know.” 


He left, jumped in his rental car, and waved goodbye, but I thought that wasn’t the last we’d see of him. 


Kate waited for me at the front door, having already received Alicia from the school bus. I smiled; she looked pleased. 


“You went to the school without me.” 


“How do you know?” 


“I know you, Jacob. I’m guessing you hid in the bushes rather than disrupt Alicia by collecting her.” 


“Yes. I had a feeling Craig might try to see her.” 


“And did he?” 


“Not really. He ensured Alicia saw him, hoping she might recognize her uncle, which she didn’t.” 


“Did he book a hotel room?” 


“No, he’s gone and hopeful of a return once we decide that is on the cards.” 


“How do you know he’s gone?” 


“I asked Tiffany to track his GPS. Craig rented one of your cars from the airport. The car is heading in that direction.” 


“Oh, Jacob, you never cease to amaze me.” 


“I serve at my lady’s pleasure.” 


“Speaking of which, I have an hour. Are you free now?” 


“Does this involve me kneeling and praying?” 


“Only if you want to, Jacob.” 


“I need a break, and prayer is so meditative.” 


“I can promise your tongue will be well employed, sweetheart.” 



Chapter Sixty

Beware The Spook

◆◆◆

Kate’s Point Of View. 


Grinding my clitoris into Jacob’s pubis, with ten inches of solid, wide flesh impaled deep inside me, was far better than doing early morning stretches to warm up for the day. I’d begun fucking my fiancee while he slept, intensifying how fast I slid up and down his enormous cock once he woke. 


“I can scream now, Jacob.” 


“You can make as much noise as you like, darling.” 


“Oh… good morning!” 


“It’s a great morning and a wonderful view for me, Kate.” 


“You love watching your cock disappearing inside me, don’t you?” 


“There is something carnal and primal about having my body inside yours, filling your belly with my warm, fertile seed.” 


“Fucking hell, Jacob. If I wasn’t pregnant right now, I’d want to be.” 


It didn’t take me long after that lewd conversation to orgasm massively, trembling from head to toe, and since Jacob was awake, I screamed the place down, expelling all emotions, until I sat astride him with a monster cock impaled deep inside me. 


I slid my pussy off Jacob’s cock, leaped out of bed, and ran to the toilet, giggling. Jacob’s semen dribbled down my thighs after I had fucked his morning wood. 


I lazed in the shower immediately after relieving myself, joined a few minutes later by my beloved. Soaping Jacob’s cock, and cleaning off the glistening, creamy combination of his semen and my pussy juices was always fun. If he got hard again and I bent over, taking a second fucking from my lover under a warm monsoon. 


He’s not getting hard this time. 


“I’ve been insatiable ever since we got pregnant, honey.” 


“I’m sorry, Kate. I feel off-color today.” 


“You’re concerned about something.” 


“Yeah. Craig worries me a lot.” 


“Why specifically?” 


“He’s what you would call a spook. More than the CIA. An extraordinary rendition and regime change specialist. Danger follows people like him; hence, he stayed away from Alicia when his brother died.” 


“An evil guy?” 


“He’s not my cuppa.” 


“You aren’t suggesting Craig has a moral claim to our daughter because he’s been away on parental sabbatical murdering people, do you?” 


“No, I feel precisely the opposite. He’d have left the job if he cared about his niece.” 


“So why is he here now?” 


“Nostalgia, I guess. Craig has changed roles and probably wants to cement that by creating roots. It’s all a novelty for him. He’s thinking about growing up with his brother and now wants a wife and family.” 


“You sound skeptical about him, Jacob.” 


“He won’t change because people devoid of empathy never do. The thrill of what he did is addictive. He’ll settle down for a while, but the blood lust and need for his life validation will return.” 


I glanced at Jacob and saw the severe expression of someone who knew what we were dealing with. Managing Craig wouldn’t be simple, but I felt sure my fiancee would figure it out. 


“Have you got everything ready at our wedding venue, Jacob?” 


“Yes, sweetheart. Location is planned, our padre is booked, and everything is perfectly set for next Saturday.” 


“He’s not a padre. He’s a vicar.” 


“I know, but he loves it when I call him padre because that’s what Army Chaplains got called, and he served in your Armed Forces.” 


“I wonder about men when they get into groups, Jacob.” 


“Men worry about their women when they get into groups, Kate.” 


I studied Jacob and saw the glint of mischief in his eyes. I wondered why he referred to himself as a killer earlier when all I saw was the kindest, most decent man I’d met. I wondered if unnecessary guilt burdened my future husband.   


“I have one more dress fitting for Alicia, a meeting with the caterer, and I’m done.” 


“Am I allowed to see Alicia in her dress?” 


“Of course, Jacob.” 


“When?” 


“On Saturday, around midday, when she walks down the aisle with me.” 


He grinned, not seriously expecting any dresses to be revealed before our big day. I dressed, sat on a stool, and styled my hair while studying him. A problem nagged in my mind about our surname. While we dressed for the day, I pressed Jacob again. 


“Have you considered our surname?” 


“You choose it, Kate. I don’t mind.” 


“I could take your name?” 


“Or I could take yours?” 


“Or, we might combine, perhaps even go double-barrel?” 


“Please choose for us, Kate. I don’t feel attached to a family name.” 


It bothered me that Jacob was indifferent on the matter. This wasn’t about sidestepping the patriarchy; my problem revolved around my family name, its rich history, and prominence. 


 “Jacob, I don’t want your family history to be erased by the name Granger, overwhelming internet searches of our future generations.” 


“We’ll create a new history between us and our children, Kate.” 


“Yes, I know, but your family history is as important as mine.” 


“Your family has provenance and billions of dollars, honey. I can’t compete with that.” 


“Yes, Jacob, but you are a fucking war hero, and you exhumed mass graves, allowing families to bury their loved ones properly. I want that story front and center in our lives. Everyone must know this about you.” 


“I’ve always tried to be discrete about the Victoria Cross, and I’d rather not have ghouls chasing me for old war stories.” 


“I agree, but our kids and theirs should all know about your life and incredible achievements.” 


“You’ll find a way to communicate that, Kate.” 


I sat heavily on the bed, feeling upset. My hormones were going crazy, and I felt tears welling. Jacob noticed immediately and kneeled before me, holding my hand and stroking its back. 


 “Are you angry with me, Kate?” 


“No.” 


“What then?” 


“I’m frustrated. This is a decision I don’t want to make alone, and if you quote me, female-led relationship, I really will thrash you hard even if I don’t enjoy doing it.” 


“I might misbehave just to enjoy that.” 


“Please don’t joke about this. Our family name is important, Jacob. Our children and hopefully Alicia will bear this name until they decide otherwise.” 


“Okay, Kate, let me think it through, and I’ll come up with suggestions, but I won’t get hung up on being called Jacob Granger if that’s our final choice.” 


“I will.” 


He cuddled me, pushing until we both lay on the bed, with him on top. I stared into Jacob’s confident eyes and saw half of the robust platform that had become the foundation of our lives. 


I didn’t see a man such as he’d described Alicia’s uncle to be. 


“I have one more question about Craig.” 


“Go ahead, Kate.” 


“Could you take him?” 


“Of course, easily. I’m a fighter and killer; he’s a murderer. People like Craig burn down villages and kill everyone there to spark revolt or spot targets and instruct snipers, assassinating someone. He’s a big picture guy, not a warrior.” 


“You said death follows him.” 


“In the military, we hated guys like this, Kate. They are bad actors, playing off the reservation, executing dodgy, secret foreign policy edicts that grunt soldiers like me have no clue about.” 


“You’re saying he’s a different animal to you?” 


“I’m not an animal, Kate.” 


“Sorry. That was a poor choice of words.” 


“Let me ask you a question.” 


“Go ahead, Jacob.” 


“Could you kill a baby?” 


“Never.” 


“Craig probably has. Most likely dozens of them.” 


“Fuck!” 


“And before you ask me, Kate… no, I couldn’t and haven’t. I was a soldier.” 


Jacob was done talking because we strayed into vicious territory that fired his touchy side. I headed to Lizzie’s Bar with my soon-to-be husband, where we met a delighted Alicia who was counting names off a list. 


“Is everyone coming, baby girl?” 


“Yes, Kate. We only have Jacob’s mother to get an RSVP from.” 


 “She’s not coming, Alicia.” 


I fixed my stare on Jacob quizzically because this was news to me. He shook his head and showed me a message on his phone that arrived five minutes ago. 


Goodbye, Jacob, and good luck. I need help. A mental health hospital is taking me in. Come visit in a few months if I’m not still deranged. 


“Okay. Sorry about that, Jacob.” 


“It’s for the best. My Mom needs help and knows our wedding is a potential catalyst for her to derail. Maybe things will get better between her and Carrie after this.” 


“Maybe.” 


I felt sad and saw that Alicia was confused. Jacob and I needed to discuss family and matters like mental health with her in a way she didn’t bottle up confusion and dwell on it. I thought Henry could help, so I messaged him, asking to meet in a few days. 


Alicia set her elbows on the kitchen counter, cradling her beautiful face in both palms, shooting Jacob and me cute looks. 


Trouble is coming. 


“Will I have a brother or sister, Kate?” 


“Eventually both, I hope.” 


“What am I getting this time around?” 


“I don’t know, sweetheart. Why do you ask?” 


“I’m dedicating my school art project to my new sibling. Being a brother or sister makes a difference.” 


“In what way?” 


“I thought for a boy, I might draw him fishing beside a river with us watching while enjoying a picnic.” 


“And for a girl?” 


“Rock climbing with me.” 


“Won’t your brother go rock climbing as well?” 


“Yes. But I think he will also fish. He’ll be a hunter, like his father, and since I won’t allow him to shoot bears, squirrels, or anything else on the estate, he’ll need to fish or trap insects, then release them.” 


“You never cease to amaze me, Alicia.” 


I laughed, hauling my daughter into my lap while Jacob fed me half a croissant. I needed coffee, and as much as I enjoyed the various teas Lizzie gave me, I’d called the doctor about my caffeine intake, negotiating an allowance. 


When I slapped a sheet of paper in front of Jacob and Lizzie, both peered over. 


“Read it and weep, Jacob.” 


“Two, maximum, three medium size cappuccino per day?” 


“Yes, the doctor says I will be fine as long as they are spaced out.” 


“Okay, I’ll back off.” 


“I’d rather you didn’t, honey. We’re in this together. I don’t mind being told off occasionally where our unborn child’s health is concerned.” 


He grinned, and Lizzie slid the first Cappucino I’d enjoyed in days across the granite counter and under my nose. I sniffed, purred, and sipped, enjoying the tendrils of intoxication from a drug I couldn’t live without. 


“Are you going to discuss what’s been bothering you and Jacob, Kate?” 


“What do you mean, Alicia?” 


“I can feel a disturbance around you. If it’s not my business, please say so, but I’d like to know if it’s about me.” 


I glanced at Jacob, who nodded and smiled for me to spill the beans. Lizzie made herself scarce, pretending an errand suddenly occurred before bidding farewell. 


“You said you’d never lie to me, Kate.” 


“And we never shall, darling.” 


“What’s going on then?” 


“You have a long-lost uncle.” 


“Uncle Craig, My dad’s brother?” 


“Yes, how did you know about him?” 


“He is officially dead, but I know he isn’t.” 


I was stunned, not least of all by the casual way Alicia threw it out there. She shifted around in my lap until able to see Jacob as well. 


“I saw him near my school bus.” 


“He said you didn’t recognize him.” 


“I made certain of that, Kate. I spotted him while queuing for the bus. When the driver went past, I looked straight through him.” 


“Why, sweetheart?” 


“Mom and Dad told me many times that Uncle Craig is dangerous. I was to stay away from him and pretend not to know him at family events. I was young and didn’t understand, but Mom and Dad never misled me.” 


“Were you scared of him?’ 


“Not so scared, but I didn’t want to go near him, so I didn’t unless he came to me. At my parent’s funeral, he spoke to me.” 


“What did he say?” 


“Uncle Craig said he would return one day to look after me. Until then, I was to continue believing he was dead and forget about him.” 


Fucking hell, what a bastard. 


“How do you feel about that, Alicia?” 


“He must have a reason for wanting everyone to think him dead. I rarely saw him, so he’s a stranger pretty much.” 


“Do you want to see him?” 


“I’ll wait until I’m grown up before meeting. My life is great now, and I’d rather not be flung around like a doll.” 


“We wouldn’t do that to you, Alicia.” 


“I know, but Mom was afraid, and Dad didn’t want his brother anywhere near us. That must be for a reason.” 


“Your Uncle Craig isn’t a criminal, though.” 


“But he’s not a good man either, is he, Kate?” 


“I don’t know, sweetheart. Jacob believes he is dangerous, but we can’t judge him.” 


“I trust my parents and what you both think.” 


“I think leaving the option open to meet Craig in the future is wise, but it is your decision.” 


“Can you tell him I’d prefer waiting, please?” 


“Of course, sweetheart.” 


“Thank you, Kate.” 


“Can you do one thing for me, Alicia?” 


“Anything.” 


“Can you tell us next time anything like this happens, please?’ 


“I didn’t want to make a fuss, carrying my problems here.” 


I eyed her, careful not to set boundaries inhibiting Alicia’s independence from acting, thinking, and deciding for herself. 


“Jacob was there, at the school. He hid a few meters away from Craig, ensuring you were safe.” 


Alicia beamed at my fiancee and reached over, wrapping her arms around his neck and kissing Jacob affectionately on the cheek. 


“I have a knight in shining armor of my own. Thank you, Jacob.” 


He was taken aback, but I felt elated that Alicia saw him that way. Jacob was a protector, not a killer, as he’d referred to himself earlier. That was the story we must ensure was passed on to our children, and, in the case of Alicia, it was already a done deal. 


“Granger-Singleton.” 


“What’s that, Kate?” 


“Our new surname, if you both agree to it.” 


Jacob nodded his head enthusiastically, grinning from ear to ear. I had his vote; now I just needed Alicia’s. 


“Alicia Granger-Singleton?” 


“Unless you’d rather keep your parent’s name, sweetheart.” 


“Mom and Dad would want me to move on and enjoy the life they gifted me. What do you think, Jacob?” 


“I’d be proud to share a name with you two beautiful ladies. I love both of you.” 



Chapter Sixty-One

Talk Of The Town

◆◆◆

Jacob’s Point Of View. 


“I’ve been over the wedding day security arrangements, Jacob. The outdoor location where you and Kate will exchange vows is simple enough since we control the trail in and out.” 


“That’s great, Claude. I want security to be unobtrusive.” 


“Kate won’t know that we’re around.” 


“Then you don’t know Kate, but I appreciate the effort you’ve gone to.” 


I laughed, toasted Claude’s optimism with a large, brilliant white porcelain bowl of coffee, then sipped, enjoying the caffeine exchange that invigorated my exhausted body. Kate and I ran through the woods, where she gave me the maintenance spanking I needed over her knee with a stiff birch. 


I recalled our making love in the shower, vigorously pounding my beloved until my semen was decanted deep inside her. 


“Jacob?” 


“Jacob” 


“Sorry, Claude, I was somewhere else.” 


“I was just saying that the local press will stay away but asked if they could have photographs of the happy couple and a ten-minute phone call with Kate and you.” 


“No problem. Isabelle is handling all of that.” 


“I like her and Karl, by the way.” 


“She’s astute, and they make a nice couple.” 


Claude and I sat at Lizzie’s Bar alone, piecing together security plans for our wedding day. The choice of our surname had been Kate’s decision for reasons Claude couldn’t understand. Once I told him so he could pass it on to others, I knew he was bursting to discuss the reason why but was too polite to ask. 


“Is there something you’d like to discuss, Claude?” 


“Yes, but it’s not my business to ask, brother.” 


“Is it about us becoming Mrs. and Mr. Kate and Jacob Granger-Singleton?” 


“Yes.” 


“Do you feel it’s important, Claude?” 


“Yes, of course, and I’m not criticizing. I’m just curious.” 


“Kate chose our surname because she wants to combine our life stories. I would have gone along with becoming Mr Jacob Granger quite happily.” 


“Why, though, Jacob? This is what I don’t understand.” 


“The Granger name has equity in America, and that’s not just about money or Kate’s business portfolio. We have the foundation and other charitable work Kate wants us to do. Our kids need that identity, and the businesses will benefit from continuity. The Granger name is an advantage, but Kate wanted to have mine there too.” 


“Is that all it is?” 


“When Kate makes decisions like this, it reaffirms why I love her so much, buddy.” 


“It’s not the traditional way.” 


“We’re making our own traditions, together… all the way.” 


“So you would have taken your wife’s surname entirely?” 


“Yes, but she chose not to.” 


“You seem happy, Jacob. I shouldn’t probe.” 


“I enjoy submitting to Kate. That’s the most simple way to explain my happiness. If my fiancee is happy, she makes me happier. It’s a circle of positive love.” 


“She doesn’t appear to be controlling.” 


“Kate isn’t in the slightest bit manipulative. We have fun with our relationship, but it’s far from coercive or controlling. She’s not built that way.” 


“But she is the dominant one between you?” 


“Yes, I’ll always defer to Kate, but if that’s all you see going on between us, I’d say you are missing the key point.” 


“Tell me what that is, Jacob, please.” 


“We play to our strengths, combining them. Kate makes our life decisions, but she never does that without consulting me. I don’t ask to be involved, she does it on her terms. The main thing is, we’re happy, but it’s obvious you aren’t.” 


He rocked back on the kitchen stool, looking deeply upset. I’d never seen Claude so troubled. When the French Special Forces man knocked back a double espresso without it touching the sides, I knew something was awry. 


“Am I so obvious in my unhappiness, Jacob?” 


“Only to me. Well, actually… probably to Kate as well, she doesn’t miss much.” 


“What gives me away?” 


“You seem negative lately.” 


“It’s all about Hannah and me, my friend.” 


“Is the relationship not going well?” 


“It is going very well, but I want more. I don’t want this old lifestyle to return. Working for Jess was great fun, but I have developed deep feelings for Hannah, and I like my job here.” 


“I enjoy having you as a friend, too, Claude. Aside from the great work you do, it’s good to have someone with the same background in soldiering to talk to.” 


“Kate has helped you so much with your troubles, Jacob. It is clear to me what an advantage being in love with a great woman can be.” 


“Most of all, she taught me that having PTSD is not a weakness, and neither is seeking help and sharing the load. Have you talked to Hannah about why you’re unhappy?” 


“She is burdened with a new job and ongoing divorce. I don’t want to make her life any more challenging, especially for such a trivial matter as my feelings.” 


He clammed up when Kate closed our bedroom door, heading over, smiling at both of us. She kissed Claude on the cheek, then me on the lips, pausing delectably so I felt her warm breath until I squirmed with delight, and she giggled. 


Kate took a Cappuccino offered by Lizzie, who seemed to arrive when needed, departing silently afterward. I liked her company because she always had an anecdote to share but was never one to offer strong opinions. 


My fiancee eyed Claude as though plotting her next move into check-mate for an opponent unaware of their coming downfall. She looked divine, with perfectly styled hair and the gorgeous complexion of a woman in love, bearing my child. 


“Are you still brooding around about Hannah, Claude?” 


“How did you know, Kate?” 


My fiancee eyed him gleefully, enjoying Claude’s surprise. Kate could be provocative but only out of kindness unless she were crossed, and she was lightly teasing our friend, likely with good reason. 


“I suppose you’ve been discussing your gloomy disposition with Jacob? Looking for a bit of guy-to-guy consolation, right?” 


“Yes. We men are different.” 


“It’s what makes you such a wonderful indulgence, Claude.” 


“I’m sorry if it detracts from this important week.” 


“Family and friends are always more important than a day.” 


“Even your wedding day, Kate?” 


“Even that, Claude. Why haven’t you told Hannah about your feelings?” 


“How do you know I didn’t?” 


“It’s a classic guy mistake to assume we girls see the world the same way you do. Our ability to read body language evolved out of necessity to protect ourselves and the kids when our menfolk were out hunting.” 


“Are you saying you can see through me?” 


“It’s not hard to be honest. You French guys especially wear your hearts on your sleeves. I think even Jacob probably can see you’re bottling something up. Hannah certainly knows you are.” 


“Did she tell you anything?” 


“That’s not Hannah’s way. I can see she is preoccupied whenever you are nearby. She’s worried about you.” 


“Yes, I guess I am a bit obvious.”  


“Do you love her, Claude?” 


“Yes, very much. I didn’t realize how quickly my feelings would grow after arriving at Granger Hall.” 


“Have you told her that?” 


“No.” 


“Another classic guy error. Being emotionally unavailable and bottling it up.” 


“I don’t think I’m doing that.” 


“Assuming you already told Jacob how you feel about Hannah, that makes two of us who know, and you still haven’t said a word to her.” 


“Yeah, you’re right. I’m a coward, Kate.” 


“I doubt anyone in their right mind would call you that. You are as brave a knight as any I’ve met, but you are wrong not to share how you feel with Hannah if you want the best for both of you.” 


“I will do it. Thank you, Kate.” 


“No problem. Jacob and I must leave now to drop Alicia at school, and no doubt you’ll want to follow at a distance that convinces you I don’t realize you are there.” 


“I’m sorry about that, too.” 


“I wouldn’t have it any other way, Claude. Knowing you are nearby makes me feel safer. What daughter of ours would be better protected than having you two around.” 


“I love Alicia. She’s such a kind and intelligent child.” 


I turned towards a noise across the room as Alicia swung her oversized rucksack onto her back, grinning at us before marching over like a tiny mountaineer, wrapped up warm. She dropped the bag, jumped into my arms, then Kate’s, and finally Claude’s. 


“I’m looking forward to school today.” 


“Said no child ever, sweetheart.” 


“I am Jacob. I’ll get to see my friends.” 


“Why haven’t you brought them here?” 


“Some don’t have cars, others parents say they don’t know if they would get through security.” 


“Claude can arrange security clearance, and I can collect anyone you’d like. We can go together.” 


 “Are you sure, Jacob? I didn’t want to pester anyone.” 


I felt slightly disappointed that Alicia felt so happy about something so simple. Kate saw what I did and got in first. 


“Alicia, honey. This is your home, and we are your family. If you want something, you must ask, please. We’ll do all we can for you.” 


“I know Kate. It just takes a little getting used to.” 


“I’ll follow you and Jacob to collect your friends this weekend if you want to invite them to the wedding.” 


“I would like that. Everyone in town wants to come. They are all talking about the wedding and both of you.” 


Kate looked as surprised as I was. We hadn’t been at A Walk In The Clouds for long, didn’t know many people, and maintained a low profile to avoid being in anyone’s face. 


“Promise Jacob and me you’ll ask for anything you want next time. We aren’t mind readers, baby girl.” 


Kate deliberately stared at Claude, who grinned, then nodded an apology like the kid caught with their hand in a sweet jar. He shifted his weight, slipped off the kitchen stool, and left us to prepare his truck for the trip to our daughter’s school. He’d follow at a discrete distance, ever vigilant, especially now, after the revelation of Alicia’s Uncle Craig and his connection to an underworld I didn’t want my family involved with. 


Outside school, dropping Alicia off amid a furor of parents kissing their children and school busses decanting an army of gossiping pre-teenagers was a pleasant departure from my planned day. Kate enjoyed it as well, both of us bathing in the wholesome feeling of being a family and part of a community. 


“We should do this more often than once a week, Jacob.” 


“She enjoys taking the school bus as well, sweetheart. Alicia enjoys socializing.” 


“I know, but I love her so much. I want us to be close always.” 


“We should plan some activities with Alicia, maybe with her friends as well.” 


“What like?” 


“We have an entire forest to camp in. I could easily set up a few tents, light a fire, toast marshmallows, and sing songs.” 


“Can you sing outside the shower, Jacob?” 


“Maybe not.” 


“Can you handle a campsite full of girls?” 


“I’ll have them learning forest tracking signs in no time.” 


“Enjoy that for another three years, Jacob; then it all changes.” 


“The small lodge that Alicia hid in would be a nice place to spend a night. We might cycle together, canoe in the river half an hour away, but we’ll leave climbing till after our baby is born.” 


We watched our intrepid mountaineer march up the concrete steps leading to the school. At the top, Alicia turned, beamed, and waved from the front door, and my heart soared. Kate turned to mush, almost tearful, and I felt the same way, showing it a little less. 


When she disappeared, we glanced at one another, hugged, and laughed. 


“Can we go for coffee together, please Kate?” 


“Yes, of course. Let’s head back to Lizzie’s right away.” 


“I mean for us to go somewhere else?” 


“Where do you have in mind?” 


“The coffee shop right here in town.” 


“Lead on Jacob.” 


I grinned at my beloved, linked my arm with hers, and set off into town, a short walk to the main high street. A sumptuous coffee flavor of local repute awaited us, served by a man who eternally pretended to be grumpy. His shop front was all well-fitted wooden framed large windows painted pastel mint green, curtained at the sides and above by fine lace. 


Inside, old square four-seater farmhouse tables were arranged perfectly in OCD-induced rows and columns, each covered with smart, freshly laundered white linen and wooden salt and pepper grinders. A menu poked up at ninety degrees, announcing the food and beverages I’d heard a great deal about. 


A surly-looking man with a boss eye stared at us unpleasantly, leaning heavily on his counter. 


“Are you Joe?” 


“Are you Jacob?” 


“Yes.” 


“Then I am Joe. Welcome, Jacob.” 


“They say you do great coffee.” 


“I just brew it. Liza Bourne roasts the beans and won’t tell anyone from where they come or how she does it. It’s the same grinds you have at Lizzie’s Bar, only I have a few more varieties than she can keep fresh.” 


“What do you recommend?” 


“Strong or a Medium roast for you. A light roast for the lady expecting a baby. That way, she can have a large cup.” 


I laughed, but Kate spluttered and was shocked. It wasn’t often I saw my fiancee lost for words, so I savored the moment, unwilling to admit how entertaining it was. 


“You know that I’m pregnant, Joe?” 


“Everyone in town knows you are pregnant, Kate. A new baby around here is a big deal. Our town population rises, as does my future customer base, and we have another son or daughter belonging to all of us.” 


“We’re not locals, though.” 


“Do you and Jacob live around here?” 


“Yes, you know we do.” 


“So you are locals then?” 


“How do you even know about us?” 


“You are Alicia’s new parents, saved the orphanage, and you get married this coming Saturday.” 


“Yes. I guess the smoke signals hereabouts work then.” 


“It’s just a shame you didn’t invite the town to your wedding. I hear it’s happening at Chester’s Pass.” 


“Yes, but we didn’t invite people because we don’t know anyone. What do you mean Chester’s Pass?” 


“Lovely man, sponsored local writers. They named that spot after him because he built the benches up there. You should know this now that you’re a local, Kate.” 


“Clearly, my education is lacking, something I shall remedy with your help, Joe. Any advice?” 


“I heard you’re a smart lady, but surely you can tell it’s impossible to know anyone if you don’t meet them.” 


“And you think our wedding is a good place to meet people?” 


“Not if you don’t invite them.” 


They eyeballed one another in good spirits. Old Joe had a twinkle in his eye, more so when what I assumed must be his wife walked up behind him, encircled her arm around his waist, and leaned on the counter, shooting us a welcoming look. 


“Never mind my Joe. He’s just being surly.” 


“I’m curmudgeonly, Eve.” 


“It amounts to the same thing. I prefer cantankerous.” 


“No, we’ve discussed this long enough. Curmudgeonly befits my age and is a badge of character. Surly is just an angry, unfriendly goat. Cantankerous makes me argumentative.” 


“Let’s go with irascible then, Joe. That makes you old and difficult.” 


“Be quiet now, please, Eve, I think we’re about to be invited to a wedding.” 


They both eyeballed me, then Kate, expecting a positive outcome. My fiancee tossed her head backward, laughing heartily, glancing at me with an expression of undying love. 


“Oh, Jacob. You found this house and made me the happiest woman in the world in so many ways. Do we have room at the Inn for an unspecified number of guests on Saturday?” 


“Always, sweetheart. We can erect marquees at the house for everyone to join us after the wedding.” 


“Will they all fit into Chester’s Pass as well?” 


“Some might have to climb a few feet up a tree to watch, but yes, that’s no problem either. Claude will have puppies about all of this, but it’s manageable.” 


Kate leveled her gaze at the playful old man who loved to mislead people about a curmudgeonly nature that he had not an ounce of. 


“My fiancee says it can be done, Joe. Would you be the man to let others know they are welcome to join us?” 


“Am I a free town crier now?” 


“I don’t know… are you?” 


“For the lady and gentleman who saved our orphanage, yes, Eve and I definitely are.” 


“My mother saved the orphanage. Henry, the Child Protection Services Officer and Town Hall, also pitched in.” 


“But it was your family, Kate and Jacob.” 


“Thank you, Joe.” 


“Coffee’s are on the house. Now… are you certain everyone can come before I start passing out the word?” 


“If my fiancee says it can be done, trust me, Joe, it will be done.” 



Chapter Sixty-Two

The Greatest Day

◆◆◆

Kate’s Point Of View 


I lay diagonally on the bed, leaning my weight on both elbows while staring into Jacob’s relaxed, sleeping face. I smiled, stifling an excited giggle with a cupped hand, thanking my good fortune for the Universe choosing me to be his wife. He was a prize worthy of any woman, and I appreciated being her. 


When I leaned forward and whispered, his nose twitched from the warmth of my breath. 


“I’m thrilled, Jacob… that we get married today.” 


“And I want you to know how deeply I love you.” 


I kissed his forehead with the lightest tissue paper touch. 


“Forever, Jacob… you and me.” 


He stirred slowly, wrinkling a nose, stretching his head back before his eyes flickered, trying to open like a newborn kitten, almost awake. His skin felt soft when I stroked Jacob’s cheeks, and he looked relaxed. 


“Hmmm. Please go on, Kate. I love it.” 


“You heard me?” 


“Of course. I always hear you.” 


“That you do, honey. It’s time for you to leave, though, sweetheart.” 


“You need our room?” 


“Alicia and I need the room, to be precise.” 


“I can’t wait to see you both dressed.” 


“Soon, darling. I’ll be Mrs Granger Singleton in a few hours.” 


“Thank you, Kate.” 


“What for sweetheart?” 


“For everything. I can’t imagine a day of my life without you being in it.” 


I planted soft kisses on his cheeks and forehead, finally enjoying Jacob’s warm, yielding lips brushing against mine like two fine silks passing in the night. A quivering sensation in his fingertips when I entwined mine with his, confirmed I wasn’t the only one in a heightened state. 


Jacob was excited, with enormously dilated pupils and a loving expression writ large on his face, radiating confidence to me. 


“Everything is ready for you, Kate.” 


“You’ve worked hard, I know that darling, and I appreciate it. All four of us are together this day in a fresh start that will last forever.” 


He slipped out of bed from under the duvet, pulling on shorts and a t-shirt before waving cutely and closing our bedroom door. Jacob would visit Alicia, tell her I was getting ready, then join his father and Best Man, Claude, while his sister would join my mother and Claire, preparing to be my bridesmaids. 


Ten minutes later, a polite knock on my bedroom door announced the arrival of my maid of honor. She grinned, ran over to me, and we hugged. 


“Hello, Alicia.” 


“I’m so excited.” 


“Me too.” 


“Am I old enough to be your maid of honor, Kate?” 


“Will you help me dress?” 


“Of course.” 


“Stay with me all day and make sure I remember to eat?” 


“Yes, and I’ll make sure you are always where you are meant to be, on time, looking pretty for Jacob.” 


“Then you are old enough to be my maid of honor.” 


I showered while Alicia prepared our dresses, shoes, and accessories, laying out or hanging everything neatly. Jacob bought me a rich Jasmine and Damask soap with a new natural sponge. 


I shaved both legs twice, wanting to be alabaster smooth for my husband when I bedded him. I soaped my skin luxuriously, enjoying a rich lather before thoroughly rinsing under a steamy monsoon. 


An angelic face appeared out of the steam, handing me a sublimely soft, plum-colored bath sheet crafted from plush cotton with rounded edges and finished with gold piping. I wrapped myself, pausing to grin at my able assistant. 


“Hello, my dear.” 


“Your hairdresser has arrived, Kate.” 


“Bring her into our bedroom in ten minutes, sweetheart.” 


Jacob had enjoyed three sets of my wedding lingerie a little too much, so I bought a set he knew nothing about. I slipped on my Foxie full brief and bra set from Agent Provocateur. It was a tale of contrasts: delicately pretty leavers lace overlaid with angular PVC detailing. My fiancee deserved to enjoy removing the deliciously kinky and elegantly luxe set with suggestive straps and see-through tulle that spoke to my adventurous side. 


Alicia gawped at my semi-naked body, then handed me a bathrobe to cover myself while having my hair dried and styled. She was attentive, supportive, and all I could hope for a daughter to be. 


My wedding dress was an elegant column gown made of stretch silk satin with a sheer draped high neck and a corset framed by mini-tailored silk cap sleeves with 3D silver lace appliqués applied in beautiful lines. 


https://www.galialahav.com/bridal/couture/make-a-scene/miranda 


The gown split up one leg to my waist with a trailing puddle of satin on the floor that I or Alicia could easily handle. She dressed excitedly, smoothing the satin fabric that was precisely a color match for mine. 


I was pleased when examining our result in the mirror, admiring Aicia’s natural beauty, hair styled like mine, and a light white satin knee-length gown that billowed out from her waist. 


“We’re ready, daughter.” 


“I’m nervous, Kate.” 


“Me too. I have no idea what Jacob planned.” 


Mom, my sister Claire, and Jacob’s sister Carrie waited outside my bedroom door, grinning. They looked beautiful, each with their hair put up while mine and Alicia’s tumbled in cascading curls down our backs. I’d chosen a light baby blue color for their dresses, and we all wore matching Christian Louboutin white heels with red soles, my gift to them. 


“These shoes are from the Kate collection.” 


“Yes, Mom. I was surprised myself.” 


“Thank god… for a moment, I thought you’d commissioned them.” 


“Jesus, Mom, what do you take me for? Have you all brought sneakers for the walk-in?” 


“Yes, but what’s that all about, Kate?” 


“No idea, Carrie. He’s your brother, and he was adamant we all wear a pair and carry our heels.” 


My bridesmaid group nodded, smiled, and we exchanged kisses and pleasantries. Claire and I had never been close, but the arrival of Alicia was changing that slowly, with my sister often seeking my adopted daughter’s company, particularly at the stables. 


Outside the house, two pristine black Cadillac Escalades waited, preparing to take us to Chester’s Point. I was surprised to meet nobody along the route, guessing few from the town had accepted the offer to join in our special day. 


When the SUV halted half a mile shy of Chester’s Point, four mid-teenage boys opened our doors, holding out their hands to help my bridal party descend onto the dry, grassy floor. 


They dressed in tuxedos and had scattered rose petals at our feet. Their turnout was excellent, each wearing shoes so highly polished I saw my reflection. 


“Are you handsome young men here to escort me?” 


“Yes, Miss. Granger. Jacob asked we stay with you and help.” 


I handed my bouquet to Alicia and my shoes to one of the handsome boys, then lifted my dress train and wrapped it loosely around my legs, closing the split from my heels to my waist. Soon, the boys were fully loaded with heels, bags, and colorful floral posies, grinning excitedly, raising the buzz around my ever-growing wedding party. 


“Lead on, please.” 


As we advanced with the boys in front, they beckoned to the trees, and I wondered why. Soon, grinning faces emerged as I walked past them, and well-wishers joined my party. 


“Hi, Kate.” 


“Good luck, Kate. 


“You look beautiful, Kate.” 


They piled out of the woods by the dozen; then more came until hundreds, possibly more than a thousand local well-wishers, filed in behind me, following the bride, chattering excitedly, joyfully even, lifting my soul. 


I glanced backward and saw a sea of smiling, positive expressions following. Tears of joy filled my eyes, and I realized Jacob had been busy rallying the town, organizing and making for a very original bridal journey. My Mom sidled up beside me, linking her arm through mine. 


“Your fiancee did well. This feels incredible.” 


“Jacob always surprises in the most extraordinary ways, Mom. He’s a gift from heaven to me.” 


“As you are to him, sweetheart.” 


“I feel like a whole town is helping give me to him.” 


“I imagine that’s what he wanted.” 


As we closed in on Chester’s Point, I saw that the large clearing had been thoroughly cleaned. Jacob had every shrub and tree pruned and the grass mowed until it was the most beautiful wedding venue I could imagine. 


Snow-capped peaks in the distance provided a backstop to the valley below that was carpeted in a blue/green pine forest. I saw white satin bows tied along a corridor that led to where a man stood alone on the edge of a cliff, bathed in sunlight. 


“Jacob is a beautiful man, Mom.” 


“Especially in a tuxedo.” 


I paused at the forest edge, one hundred meters from my beloved, scanning the empty clearing. Our guests stood to my left and right, standing twenty meters deep in the forest for as far as I could see along it in either direction. A horde of well-wishers stood behind me, but nobody moved into the clear space in front. 


One young boy turned to me, smiling angelically. 


“Jacob respectfully requests that you and Alicia meet him alone, please.” 


“Of course.” 


My heart thumped like a thoroughbred horse crossing the Derby finishing line. I saw stars for a moment, felt dizzy, then gathered myself, smiling at the man in the distance who waved as though welcoming me home after weeks apart. 


A small hand slipped into mine, squeezing tightly. 


“Let’s go, Kate.” 


“Jacob looks so beautiful.” 


“Can we go and see him, please?” 


“Yes, of course, Alicia. We must.” 


I was in a romantic dream, stepping out into the light, holding my dress while Alicia carried my floral bouquet and a pair of shoes, still holding my hand. Nobody followed, and somehow, more than a thousand people kept silent. 


A light, cooling breeze swept across me, gently wafting my hair, cooling my nerves as I stepped inexorably toward my husband-to-be. 


“Do I look okay, Alicia?” 


“Like an angel.” 


I moved slowly, enjoying the tension and immense glowing love emblazoned on Jacob’s face. He was an adorable puppy, and I wanted to remember that look he gave me for the rest of my life. 


I sensed a woman moving erratically nearby and glanced, seeing her skipping, sometimes jumping around, taking photographs. Alicia and I reached a highly polished wooden platform with two steps and paused. 


My sneakers were discarded, and I stepped into heels, taking my bouquet in both hands. I gazed at my beloved Jacob, who waved at me, then our daughter, seeming for all the world like the boy who only had eyes for his girl despite the crowd barely holding themselves back. 


When I reached him, Jacob took my hand, kissed its back, then kissed Alicia on the cheek. She withdrew discretely, giving Jacob and me absolute privacy, obviously choreographed. 


I gasped when my husband-to-be kneeled before me, taking one hand and staring up adoringly. 


“What are you doing, Jacob?” 


“It’s a small and essential addition to our vows.” 


“Are our vows a problem?” 


“Only you wanted me to remove the ‘obey’ part.” 


“I don’t want people to talk about you, darling. Our privacy is essential.” 


“I don’t care about what people think, Kate. I only want to say these words to reveal the truth in my heart.” 


“Go ahead, my darling.” 


Jacob looked adorable, and I could refuse him nothing. Whatever he had to say would only be composed to make me happy.   


“How lucky am I to call you my wife after this day, Kate? Through good times and bad, I will love you forever.” 


“Oh, Jacob, I love you too.” 


“Today, as it has been since we met, I promise to obey your every wish.” 


“Your loyalty has never been in question, sweet Jacob, and it shall be returned to you with all the love I can muster, forever.” 


I hadn’t wanted to ridicule my husband with vows requiring his obedience to me. It wasn’t necessary because we fit seamlessly together. No labels were needed, just an infinite measure of love and happiness. 


He stood up, stared lovingly into my eyes, and held both my hands in his. 


“Shall we summon the crowd?” 


“How will you do that?” 


“Raise your right hand and let the games begin.” 


I never averted my eyes from Jacob’s when raising an arm high, but when rapturous applause and loud chattering began, we both looked to the forest tree line and saw my bridal party step forward in perfect line abreast formation. When they reached the wooden stage, a priest stood before Jacob and me while thousands of people poured out of the forest, joining our big day. 


“The whole town came, after all, Jacob.” 


“Of course they did, Kate. Who doesn’t like a wedding, and who could refuse Joe?” 


“They look so happy for us.” 


I saw the children from Alicia’s school, my family and friends, joined by people I’d worked with years ago and the town locals. I waved at Henry, his son Greg, Isabelle, and Tiffany, who formed a group, casually hanging out near a tree, waving enthusiastically, holding phones aloft to record our big day. 


People waved and smiled, stopping short of the stage, except for my wedding party and the gorgeous Frenchman who joined my Jacob. 


Our priest called the service to order, and somewhere, a piano accompanied a singer leading the massive all-town and family choir in my favorite hymn, Abide With Me. When the hymn ended, a stunning silence fell across our clearing. 


“Dearly beloved, we are gathered today in the sight of god to bear witness to the marriage of this woman and man in holy matrimony.” 


I couldn’t stop grinning at Jacob, holding his fingers in mine, rubbing my thumb on the back of his hand. The priest’s words had a deep meaning, but I could only feel constant joy while glancing at the man who chose me to spend the rest of his life with. 


“What therefore God hath joined together, let no person put asunder.” 


When Jacob kissed me, raucous cheering rose on pillows of rapturous applause as our wedding crowd erupted. He held me gently, with a palm pressed into the small of my back while the other held my free hand. My arm wrapped around his neck, and I pulled my husband closer. 


“Kiss me, husband.” 


“Always your wish is my command, dearest wife.”  


His lips trembled, conveying the love of a great man who would forever dedicate himself as my life partner. At that moment, I had no doubts my marriage would prevail because we were perfectly suited. 


“I’ll love you forever, Jacob.” 


I heard the piano introducing a song by Ed Sheeran. My head snapped toward Jacob. 


“They’re playing perfect, Jacob.” 


“That they are darling, Kate.” 


Violins joined in, and I scanned the crowd, picking out four musicians playing. Suddenly, a flute joined in, then three oboes, a saxophone, and more musicians appeared, pockmarked through the crowd. 


“Oh wow, Jacob. A flashmob for our wedding?” 


“Kate’s flashmob.” 


My wedding party formed a large circle around us, and Jacob stepped closer. 


“Will you dance with me, Mrs. Granger Singleton?” 


“Forever, Mr. Granger Singleton.” 


He swept me off my feet, and we spun, two lovers as one, circling inside my guard on the dance floor for the rest of our lives. The crowd went wild, screaming, whistling, and shouting love and best wishes. 


“You must have practiced in secret for weeks.” 


“This is just the start of our party, Kate.” 



Chapter Sixty-Three

A Knight To Remember

◆◆◆

Jacob’s Point Of View 


My impromptu flashmob continued for a few songs while our wedding party went wild. I couldn’t believe the scene of utter revelry or the beauty of our landscape. Kate seemed swept away by the whole event, clinging to me like I was a precious new possession, precisely what I wanted to be. 


After a final dance, our musicians took a bow while we and everyone else applauded them. I turned to Kate; she beamed ecstatically, stooping down to kiss and hug Alicia. 


At that moment, I looked at our adopted daughter and said a small prayer. 


Please, god, let me be the one to walk her down the aisle.   


When Kate stood up, I saw a happy wife and daughter who held both our hands. 


“We are wife and husband at last, Kate.” 


“Husband and wife, Jacob. Your loyalty is unimpeachable. It matters not which way around we are announced.” 


I had another surprise for Kate, so we lingered at Chester’s Point while our guests filtered back down the trail to reconvene at A Walk In The Clouds. The bridal party stepped away from our wooden floor stage to give us a moment. 


When Kate saw a helicopter sweep into the far side of the clearing, I pointed at it so everyone knew to board. 


“Are we joining them, Jacob? I desperately want to dance with you.” 


“Not yet, sweetheart. The pilot will come back for us when we need him.” 


“What have you in mind then, darling?” 


She looked gleefully curious but patient while my plan played out. Alicia entered the aircraft holding Catherine’s hand, and I enjoyed a private moment with my wife.  


Once the noise of powerful rotor blades slashing the air passed, I gathered Kate in my arms, enjoying the essence of my wife. She smelled divine and looked incredible, if only somewhat surprised that we were utterly alone. 


“Are you okay, Jacob?” 


“I wanted a moment for us.” 


“Just you and me?” 


“Yes, Kate.” 


“During sunset?” 


“Yes. Is that okay?” 


“Just so long as you know how much I want to bed you right now, darling. You are a romantic man, and I love that.” 


When Kate smiled, my world lit up, and confidence filled me. She had a natural magnetism that constantly pulled me closer. As we stood amid the glory of nature with a blazing sun bowing out at the end of a long, tiring day, I stared into her eyes and gave Kate the gift box I’d hidden for weeks. 


“Oh, my Jacob. It’s a beautiful locket.” 


“It’s an antique Victorian-style family locket. You can fit up to five photographs inside.” 


“I love it.” 


“I have the provenance of this jewelry piece that’s more than two hundred years old. Every owner, who they loved, and the photographs encapsulated inside the locket are all in a presentation pack in our bedroom.” 


“That’s incredible, Jacob. Who is inside there now?” 


“Why don’t you take a look, darling?” 


Kate slid an intricate gold fastener aside, opening her gift wide. She gasped, and I saw a tear in the corner of her eye. 


“Alicia, you and me. I love it and love you, Jacob.” 


She handed me the jewelry, turning so I could help drape it around her neck and fasten it. Kate rubbed the gold heart, grinning like a girl wearing her favorite necklace, constantly checking it was firmly attached, then opening it to admire the tiny images of our fledgling family. 


“Did you have these photographs resized for the locket?” 


“Yes. That’s why they look so clear.” 


“It’s fantastic, Jacob. Even when you are smaller than my thumb, you are still such a beautiful man. 


“I’ll call the helicopter to collect us.” 


“Not so fast, sweetheart. I also have a gift. Sadly, I couldn’t bring the box.” 


Kate carried a tiny silk bag that Alicia had handed her before leaving for the helicopter. She removed the most exquisite watch from it with a blue and gold face and blue leather straps. 


“It’s a map of the world on the face, Kate.” 


“The watch is from a maker called Jacob & Co, which I felt was very appropriate.” 


“I love it, Kate.” 


She helped fasten the watch to my wrist, smiling constantly, touching her locket occasionally. 


“It has a dual time zone if we are ever parted through necessity. I chose it because the model name is perfect for you, Jacob.” 


“What is it called?” 


“The World Is Yours.” 


“Wow, Kate. I’m speechless.” 


‘Me too, darling husband.” 


I signaled the pilot to return using a pre-agreed emoji message, then lifted Kate into my arms. He’d hovered the aircraft far above us and spiraled down quickly on receiving my message. 


When I stood before my wife, holding her around the waist, we were beautifully framed against the sunset. I knew our photographer was somewhere nearby when I kissed Kate as the helicopter did an impressive flypast. 


When we landed at A Walk In The Clouds, some stragglers were finishing on the trail. Claude met us at our landing site with Kate’s bridal party. I lifted Alicia, who clamped herself onto my side with arms wrapped around my neck, and walked with my family and friends into the marquee for an evening of dancing and fun. 


Kate chose our song, and when the DJ called us to the floor, I reaffirmed my love, seeing her’s writ large on a gorgeous expression. We swayed at first, gripped each other tightly, then circled and moved around the dance floor at a breakneck pace as though it were the most natural place for us to be. 


As we danced, Kate leaned in and whispered. 


“A Thousand Years is our song forever, Jacob.” 


“When I have loved you for ten thousand years, Kate, I will love you for ten thousand more.” 


We had practiced our dance routine relentlessly, and I was thrilled to see wowed faces crammed into our central marquee, transfixed on us as we swept around the dance floor, two lovers united as one. 


“Why are people cheering outside the tent, Jacob?” 


“I erected outdoor concert screens so everyone could enjoy our moment.” 


“You thought of everything.” 


“I thought about you, Kate. Everything is easy in my life when I picture you.” 


When the music changed, I lifted Alicia, and we three danced together, gradually joined by family, then friends and strangers yet to become new friends. 


“This day is the happiest of my life, Kate.” 


“Mine too sweetheart. You’ve done such an incredible job. I feel so happy. It could be no better than this.” 


We circulated through reveling crowds for hours, meeting our well-wishers, shaking their hands, and dancing with others who asked. I was struck by the kindness of people who barely knew us. Cards, gifts, letters, and flowers were handed to Kate, then passed to me, and finally handed off to Alicia, Hannah, and Claude, who were as busy as Himalayan porters running back and forth to a gift table bowing in the center. 


Kate did all that wearing high heels and a long dress, insisting she didn’t want to change into something more comfortable. She looked weary, so I held her and Alicia’s hand.  


“Is it time for us to make a getaway, darling? It’s been a long day, Kate.” 


“Yes, please.” 


I lifted Kate from the middle of our dance floor to raucous cheers and applause. She smiled at me, wrapped her arms around my neck, and we kissed. 


“Are you taking me to bed to demand husband rights, Jacob?“ 


“It’s not like that, darling.” 


“I’m teasing. I know you perfectly well. You’re worried about me.” 


“Yes, and about Alicia, too.” 


“She’s tired. We should go. This has been the best day of my life, dearest Jacob.” 


Alicia carved an escape vector from our front door to her bedroom while I carried my wife to our bed. I slipped Kate’s heels off in our room, wincing when she cried out painfully. Her dress was a simple zip down at the back, but I stared at the lingerie set my wife tantalized me with as she swayed and spun before me. 


“I don’t want to take it off.” 


“Do you want me, Jacob?” 


“Always, sweetheart.” 


“Will you make love to Mrs Granger Singleton?” 


“With pleasure.” 


Making love to Kate was majestic. We belonged to one another entirely at that moment. As we frolicked naked, writhing and rolling on the bed, our strength gathered like a raging storm building out at sea. 


When I lay on top of Kate, I saw the goddess, dominant, loving woman who was all mine in my arms, enjoying the moment when she wrapped her legs around my waist, spurring me to action while gazing deep into my eyes, smiling. 


When my cock slid inside her pussy, Kate arched her back, frowned in ecstasy, and sighed before purring like the cat that got the cream.     


“I love you, Kate.” 


“I am a fortunate woman for that, Jacob. Now be a good boy and fill me with your warm seed before we sleep.” 
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