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See You Sometime

Divorced from her Master husband of fifteen years, Skye moves back to Sarasota to live with her parents and rebuild her life. New job, new kinky friends, and she reconnects with her D&D buddies from high school. Including her old boyfriend, Axel.

Axel’s been divorced for a couple of years and realizes he’s pretty much given up on dating. He also knows most of his D&D friends are kinky, and they assume he’s a straight-laced guy. When Skye returns to his life, he doesn’t dare hope there might be a possibility they can make things work now that they’re all grown up. Or can they?

Sometimes, the second chance is the sweetest…and the one best able to destroy you. Axel soon realizes if he can’t figure out how to give Skye what she needs, there are plenty of guys who will. But if he has to say good-bye to her a second time, he’s not sure his heart will recover.
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Chapter One

 

You gotta be shittin’ me.

Skye Bauer stared at the cloud of steam rolling out from under the open hood of the overheating engine of the rental box truck.

Said rental box truck which currently held all her worldly possessions.

She stared up at the blue Atlanta-ish sky and screamed as southbound traffic merrily whisked by her on I-75, the wind from their passing whipping stray strands of her long, curly red hair that had escaped her ponytail holder.

She screamed.

And screamed.

And…

Screamed.

This was the latest in a string of mishaps to plague her as she made her permanent break from one Kelly—short for Kellog—Carling of Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania.

Here she thought she was finally—finally!—home free, next stop Sarasota, and…

Bam.

She screamed again, walked around to the passenger side, and kicked the damn front tire with her right foot.

Which made her scream again, this time in pain, as she caught her outer ankle on the edge of the fender, whacking it good.

“Son of a bitch!”

Barksley, her fuzzy little mop of a dog, watched her from inside the cab, his feet up on the door, nose pressed against the window and his tongue hanging out as he panted in excitement.

Mom looks like she’s having fun!

She limped around in a circle for a minute before carefully making her way to the driver’s side and getting in. With her luck, she’d get plowed into by a damn semi at this rate. At least this section of the interstate south of Atlanta had a wide shoulder. She’d pulled the truck over all the way onto the grass past the concrete. If worse came to worst, she could unload her car, which was on a hauler behind the truck and also full of stuff, and drive it.

After calling the 800 number on the rental agreement and reporting her problem, she flipped on the emergency flashers, rolled down the windows, wrapped Barksley’s leash around her hand so he didn’t try something stupid like jumping out, and shoved her seat as far back as it would go to wait for a tow.

Her first divorce attorney had died—only three days after Skye had filed for divorce.

He’d been highly recommended and reasonably priced.

He’d also had a part-time secretary who did little more than take phone messages for him.

And he hadn’t had a business partner in his practice.

Meaning she’d had one hell of a time getting her paperwork from the guy’s family so she could get another attorney to take over without losing all the money she’d already paid.

It was bad enough they wouldn’t give her at least a partial refund minus the filing fees.

Then the first process server, who’d already been hired and paid by the old attorney, got carjacked before he could serve her ex.

The day of the first hearing before the judge, it was postponed due to the courthouse being closed down from a water main break.

The postponed hearing was postponed again because of an escaped prisoner from one of the criminal courtrooms putting everything on lockdown, no one in or out, including her, her attorney, and Kelly—short for Kellog—and his attorney, who were caught outside the cordon area.

Natch.

The divorce had finally—finally!—gone through, and then she’d lost her job a week later as a medical biller for a doctor’s office because the good doc got popped in a child sex sting operation.

I can really pick ’em.

So when her mom had said, “Come home to Sarasota,” Skye quit trying to find reasons to stay in Pennsylvania and be “independent.”

Fuck that shit, sideways, with a rusty spork.

She wanted her mom and dad, and was beyond giving any fucks who knew it.

Having hit the big four-oh a few weeks back, and spending it alone and getting her dog’s fur all snotty from crying, wasn’t merely rock-bottom.

It was a screaming beacon from the Universe that she never should have fallen for Kelly—short for Kellog—Carling, drop-dead Dom or not.

Damn sure never should have married him.

Double damn sure never should have stayed with him for fifteen years, especially after realizing what a superlative douchey damn Dom he was, cheating sleazeball extraordinaire.

Thank god I didn’t have kids with him.

 

* * * *

 

It took the wrecker an hour to get there, and when it did, it was too small to hook up to the truck.

Of course.

So she had to wait while he called in a bigger wrecker to get the truck. Luckily, he unloaded her car for her, because he’d haul the hauler while the bigger wrecker got the truck. The company had already moved another truck, slightly bigger than this one, to the facility they were towing her to so she could…

Fuck.

Me.

Unload and reload the truck.

She’d paid the college guys renting the townhouse next door to help her move. She’d boxed everything up, neatly labeled, and tagged the furniture going, which was most of it. It was one of the few things the prenup had stipulated she could have free choice of in the divorce, and by-fucking-god she’d opted to take as much of it as she could cram into a goddamned moving truck, because Cheaterhead Cheapskate Carling damn sure would have a heart attack when he looked at price tags while trying to replace it.

It’d been one of the few things he’d given her free rein on during their marriage, and he hadn’t cared how much it cost. It made him look good and reflected well upon him, which was all that mattered.

And two hours later, as she sat on the warm parking lot concrete and stared at the two trucks she’d have to unload and load, and cried into Barksley’s fur again, her dad tried to calm her down on the other end of the phone from Sarasota.

“Honey, is there anyone there who can help you?”

“Just the wrecker guys, but I’m down to less than a thousand in my account, and I still need gas money to get this thing to Florida, and—”

“Offer to buy them pizza and beer or dinner or something. Sweetheart, this will be okay.”

At least she had a job waiting for her in Sarasota, even if she would be moving in with her ’rents until she could get back on her feet.

They unhooked her moving truck from the wrecker and backed the replacement up to it, only a couple of feet between them.

The first wrecker guy who’d responded walked over once she’d ended her conversation with her dad and she sat there, still sniffling.

“Ma’am, are you okay?”

She started to nod, but it turned into a shake of her head, then more snot-sobbing tears that probably had the poor guy afraid for her.

Or maybe for himself.

She started bawling, babbling about Kelly—short for Kellog—and her battlefield of a divorce, and how her life was shit…

Then he knelt in front of her and smiled. “Honey, it’s okay. I have a daughter about your age. What are you, twenty-nine? Thirty? It gets easier. We’ll help you move your stuff over. You don’t have to pay us.”

She stared at him in shock and then started crying again, overwhelmed by his generosity.

And blown away that he thought she was only thirty.

 

* * * *

 

While they did that, she walked across the road and bought the men a couple of pizzas and several two-liters of soda from the pizza and sub place. Fortunately, no one in the restaurant yelled at her for Barksley clutched in her arms.

Must have been the umpteenth teary retelling of her life’s disaster plot to the poor girl who took her order that did it.

Anyways, it got her super-fast service and out the door in probably record time.

Two hours later, Skye sat behind the wheel of the replacement truck, her Lexus once again secured to the car hauler, and drove toward I-75. Her plan had been to get to Sarasota by dark, get her bed out and set up, collapse, and unload into her parents’ garage and a rented storage unit the next morning with her father’s help.

The bed would have to stay in the truck tonight. Even if it meant she slept on the floor.

At least they’d given her an extra day’s free rental on the truck for her trouble.

It was after dark when she crossed the Florida-Georgia line and pulled off into the welcome center rest area. She walked Barksley and bought herself a dinner of stale vending machine chips and a lukewarm Mountain Dew.

Dinner of champions.

Then she called her parents to update them on her progress.

“So you’re probably less than five hours away now, honey,” her dad said. “That’s good. And the traffic will be easier to navigate this late.”

“I guess.”

“Take a deep breath. You’ve got this.”

“I don’t feel like I got it. I think those poor tow truck guys probably thought I’d lost my mind.”

“Well, considering what you’ve been through, most people already would have. How’s our granddog?”

She reached over and petted the mop. “Ready to meet a groomer who will shave him so he doesn’t sweat his non-existent balls off this summer.”

Barksley weighed around fifteen pounds, and she suspected about five of that was fur.

“Your mother already lined one up.”

“Will they take IOUs in payment?”

“We can spring for the first one or two visits. It’s where we take Dildo.”

“Dad! Please tell me you did not name your new dog that?”

“It’s the cat. Dilbert, Dildo, close enough.”

“No it’s not!” her mother yelled in the background.

Skye finally laughed.

“Ha,” he said, sounding more than a tad triumphant. “Made you laugh.”

“Yes, you did. You always do.”

“Kind of my job. Get back on the road. Drive safely, kiddo. Love you.”

“Love you, too, Dad. Hug Mom for me.”

“Oh, I’m going to do way more than that to her before you get here.”

“Dad!”

“Well? It’s my last chance to run around the house naked until—”

“Bye, Dad!”

He was laughing as she ended the call.

Then again, so was she. Wasn’t the first time he’d teased her like that.

Maybe that’s why I have a soft spot for sadists.

 

* * * *

 

It was nearly one in the morning when she finally pulled up in front of her parents’ house on their quiet rural road in eastern Sarasota County. She wasn’t surprised to see lights on inside, or the front lights on, but she was surprised when the front door opened and her parents walked out to meet her.

It took every ounce of self-control she had not to run into their arms like she was five.

And considering she hadn’t murdered Kelly—short for Kellog—Carling in his goddamned sleep before she kicked his ass out, she had a lot of fucking self-control.

Not enough to keep her from pitching a damn screaming tantrum on the side of I-75, but enough.

Her father reached for the keys. “I’ll back it in for you.”

“Thank you, Daddy.”

He grinned and looked at his wife. “Ooh, did you hear that? I got a Daddy out of her.”

Her mom smirked. “Still not calling you that, Howard.” She reached for Barksley. “Give me my grandbaby. Come here to Grandma.”

She handed the wagging mop over. “You need help, Mom.”

“Only grandchild I’m getting. Throw me a bone.”

Her father turned. “I already threw you—”

“Howard!”

Skye turned to where her incorrigible father wore a playful grin. “Just sayin’.”

Moon Bauer rolled her eyes as she slowly shook her head. “I promise I’ll tell him to tone it down. He’s like a big damn kid now that he’s retired.”

“How’s that working, anyway?”

“Well, as you can see, he’s still alive.” She threw him a glare. “Barely.”

Twenty minutes later, Skye was stretched out on their couch, Barksley busy getting to know her parents’ dog and their less-than-happy-to-have-an-extra-dog-in-the-house long-haired cat. They’d already emptied their guest room of furniture, having anticipated her moving her bed in there tonight when she arrived.

That meant a night on the couch.

She didn’t care. She was home.

Well, sort of. She hadn’t been back to Sarasota in over ten years, and she’d never visited them here in this house, which they’d bought eight years earlier. They always came up to visit her for holidays, because her father had traveled a lot to the Northeast for work and her mom had usually accompanied him on visits to see her, and they’d been well off enough to afford to do it.

She…hadn’t.

Even while married to someone from the Carling Automotive empire family who usually came up with every excuse in the book why he couldn’t give her money to go visit her family even while keeping himself in good suits and cars.

But early on, it hadn’t seemed…inequitable. He’d paid for more, wooed her.

She’d been young and stupid and dazzled and not really thinking clearly when she’d signed the prenup that didn’t entitle her to any alimony when they divorced, no matter how long they’d been together.

She’d stupidly thought if that ever happened that he’d do the right thing.

He…hadn’t.

I guess I’m lucky he didn’t give me an STI.

Just a raging case of the shit out of lucks.

At least she started her new job on Tuesday. A friend of her mom’s, in the same book club, had hooked her up with it. Doing billing for a doctor’s office. Nothing exciting, but at least a paying job and benefits.

And in Florida. Twenty minutes from her parents’ house.

She’d interviewed over the phone, and, fortunately, it was in a field that while it in no way related to her English degree, it was a medical billing job, for which she had several years of working experience.

She didn’t even have to buy work clothes because she already had scrubs, and they didn’t wear a required pattern or type.

One lucky break, at least.

I’m going to focus on work, find a reliable kinkster to beat my ass without wanting to do more than that to or with me, and rebuild my life.

Maybe then she could put the ghosts of Kelly—short for Kellog—Carling’s damaging words and actions out of her head for good. 


Chapter Two

 

“So what do the women look like?” Rusty asked.

Eliza lightly backhanded his shoulder from where she sat next to him. “Does it matter?” She tipped her head toward Darryl’s son, Kyle, who was nearly fifteen and sitting on the other side of the table.

Rusty blundered on, clueless as always. “Of course it matters. If there’s five chicks skinny-dipping in the pond, I want to know what they look like.” He arched his eyebrows in expectation as he smiled at Axel.

Axel damn well knew what Rusty was doing. Axel was no frigging prude, and he knew darn well some of their friends sitting around this table right now were either kinky or definitely non-vanilla. But Rusty frequently had fun teasing him, because they all assumed Axel was the straight-laced guy in the group.

Why did I even go there?

These were five inconsequential NPCs, for chrissake, not even real NPCs he’d made up in advance and planned for the actual campaign. But when Rusty had led the merry gang of murderhobos currently masquerading as their first-level D&D characters the wrong direction at the crossroads and away from the town where they were supposed to be going, where Axel had, oh, actually planned for them to go and had spent all of last week setting them up to go, Axel had said the first thing that came to mind when they’d decided to explore the surrounding countryside.

Behind his DM screen, Axel quickly jotted notes in pencil in his spiral notebook as he talked. “Roll a spot.”

Everyone at the table did, calling out numbers. He rolled against them, not glancing at the die yet as he quickly pulled five non-existent NPCs out of his brain.

Then he glanced at the D20 and hoped he hadn’t groaned out loud.

“Show of hands, everyone above a thirteen?”

Everyone except Mike raised their hands. “I didn’t see shit,” Mike said. “Rolled a one.” Even with a ranking in spot, a natural one was an automatic fumble.

“You think you need new shoes,” Axel told Mike. “Those are looking pretty worn out. Maybe you can buy a new pair in the next town. Everyone else sees what looks to be three humans, possibly an elf, and a humanoid woman with golden-hued skin and dark eyes.”

Rusty perked right up. “I break cover and walk down to them, calling out a greeting in Common.”

Of course he does.

Just to keep it above-board, Axel rolled his D20 five times, one for each NPC. “The three humans scream and swim deeper to get away from you. The elf disappears below the surface and you can’t see where she goes. The golden-skinned one just stares at you.”

“Ohhh, this isn’t good,” Darryl said. “Come back to the road.”

“Yeah,” Grant said. “Get out of there.”

Susie snorted as she leaned in toward Eliza. One hand stroked her swelling baby bump. “This’ll be fun.”

She and Eliza fist-bumped.

“Dude,” Milo said. “Get out of there.”

John and Kyle both shook their heads. “Can I duck?” Kyle asked.

“You’re still behind the stone wall, right?” Axel asked.

“Yeah.”

Axel rolled a D20, even while digging out four extra D6 from his zipper case on the table. “She doesn’t see you, only Rusty. In fact, she points at Rusty.”

Rusty grinned. “I start talking to her. ‘Hey, we’re new around here and—’”

“You see her mouth move and then you get hit by three bolts of Scorching Ray for…” He rolled the set of D6 once…twice…three times. He winced. “Oooh… You take forty-two points of fire damage.”

“Oooh,” everyone else around the table said.

“Three bolts of Scorching Ray means she’s at least eleventh level, probably a sorcerer or wizard,” Kyle said where he’d quickly looked up the spell in the Player’s Handbook. They played an older version, 3.5, and everyone had their own books.

“I turn around and haul ass toward the town,” Mike said. “Full withdrawal. I don’t even wait. I damn sure don’t look back, and I don’t stop at the crossroads we just came from. Dead run toward town, fast as my freaking druidic dwarven legs will carry me.”

“Me, too,” everyone else said.

“You’re not even going to try to heal me, you rat bastards?” Rusty asked.

“Dude, you are a first-level rogue,” Mike said. “You had eleven hit points. That means you’re at negative thirty-one. You’re dead, and we don’t have nearly enough gold to resurrect your stupid ass. We don’t even have enough healing potions or spells between everyone in the party to restore that many hit points. Roll up a new character.”

Eliza cackled as Rusty reached for a folder tucked into the bookshelf behind him, which contained blank character sheets. “Two sessions into a new campaign. Not even a full two sessions, because we’re only ten minutes into the night. I think that’s the fastest you’ve ever gotten yourself killed off, my stubborn barbarian.”

Axel jotted a short note onto a piece of paper, folded it, and had it passed around to Rusty.

“Nastygram for Mongo,” Mike teased when he handed it to him.

Rusty sneered. “Very funny.” He read it.

Your long-lost identical twin can show up in the town in a little while, minus your masterwork crossbow and shield. Swap out for plain ones, and kick back the difference into your GP.

Axel watched Rusty bob his head side to side for a moment before finally nodding and refolding the note. “Okay, fine. Thank you.”

“Change his name, too,” Axel told him.

Truth be told, this would be less work for him. He’d already inputted everyone’s base stats into a table he had printed out for quick reference for combat. It’d be a pain in the ass to have to change the whole thing right now just because Rusty was an idiot.

And he wouldn’t have to wait a whole week for Rusty to try to decide what else to be, as well as roll up skills and pick a matching figurine for the character.

“Dude,” Eliza said. “Axel’s letting you respawn? You’d better bring him beer next week.”

“Forget beer,” Susie said. “You’d better bring him sushi.”

“I can be bribed with brownies,” Axel said, smiling. “Okay, so you’re all rapidly heading toward town…”

 

* * * *

 

At ten o’clock, Axel’s phone started wheezing the sound of the TARDIS taking off.

“That’s it, folks. Perfect timing. We’ll pick up there next week.” Right now, the games were on Tuesday nights because that worked best for everyone’s schedules. Sometimes they had to change the day, usually to accommodate Darryl or Kyle.

He made a note in his spiral notebook where they’d left off and started packing his things. Because he was still working on the campaign at home to stay far enough ahead of them, he was taking his stuff home every week. Now that they permanently played here, at Grant, Darryl, and Susie’s house, everyone usually left their game gear behind each week rather than hauling it around. It was a really nice set-up, because they had a dedicated game room with a large table and could leave the combat mat and figurines in place.

Even better, once Susie had her baby in a few months, they wouldn’t have to drop out of gaming, because the game was held there.

After bidding everyone good night, he headed for his car, his stomach growling in protest for the delay. He’d been running late tonight and went to gaming straight from work, meaning he hadn’t had time to grab dinner.

Dammit, now I want sushi.

But he knew Publix would be closed, and he didn’t feel like going out of his way and hunting around Sarasota for a sushi place that might be open. Instead, he stopped by a Subway on the way home and grabbed a turkey sub.

He hauled his laptop bag and the messenger bag holding his D&D stuff inside and dumped it all on the couch. Then he turned on the TV before continuing to the kitchen. There, he poured himself a glass of iced tea and ate his sandwich while standing at the sink.

As he did, he looked around his house.

Empty house.

Empty-feeling.

Maybe I need to get another dog.

When Baker died two years ago, he hadn’t had the heart to get another dog. And then…

His heart had felt like it’d shriveled up and died.

He had friends, yes. Tonight was proof of that. And people from work he sometimes had dinner with.

He worked, had D&D, and came home, mostly.

When was the last time he’d dated?

That would be a little over two years ago, not long before Baker died.

Then again, after the way his ex-wife had taken a cheese grater to his heart and then poured rubbing alcohol over the remains, was it any wonder he didn’t have the energy to even try to date?

Maybe I’m depressed.

He’d considered talking to a doctor about it, but he wasn’t sure if it was something clinical, or more him being lazy and no longer willing to keep putting himself out there to try.

Maybe that’s why I need to talk to a doctor, duh.

When he finished he cleaned up after himself and stood there for a moment trying to decide what to do. If he tried to go to bed this early, he’d only lie there and stare at the ceiling.

If he got involved in doing some project, he’d likely be up late to complete it.

He didn’t even feel like looking up some porn and masturbating.

Hell, how long’s it been since I masturbated?

He realized he couldn’t even remember.

Months, easily. At least.

Shit.

He took a deep breath. Okay, I definitely need to talk to my doctor.

 

* * * *

 

Axel remembered he had laundry to do. That provided him a brief respite instead of going to bed.

If someone had told him a few years ago this was where he’d be right now, he would have laughed in their face.

His wife? She loved him. She was the best thing in his life.

He had a great job, and a decent home he wasn’t in danger of losing. His car was paid off and ran well.

He was lucky.

Blessed, some might say.

Happy.

When he tried to look back to visualize his descent from where he’d been to where he now found himself, he could clearly see the slow, gradual decline. Even his waist was trying to increase a little, gravity inexorably tugging at him in that way also, not just metaphorically and emotionally.

Last he’d heard, Linda had married the guy she’d been cheating on him with, and they were expecting a baby.

It was midnight before he conceded the day over, knowing he rapidly approached that zone of “up too late” versus “lying in bed and hating himself.”

He’d still lie there hating himself, even if it wasn’t necessarily all his blame to bear.

Still, he was the only one there to blame, at this point.

Alone. 


Chapter Three

 

Wednesday morning, Skye tried not to make much noise as she got ready for work. She’d discovered yesterday morning that, since her father’s retirement, her parents had gone from asscrack-of-dawn risers to sleeping late.

She envied them.

Maybe that’ll be me, one day.

As she drove to day two of her new job, she thought about her life and how she’d arrived here.

This had not been her plan when she’d attended college. She’d wanted a degree in English, then be a teacher while she tried her hand at writing.

Then he happened.

She’d been in the process of getting her teacher’s certification when he’d walked into her life, spun it upside down and inside out, and she’d lost sight not only of her life plan, but of her.

If he hadn’t cheated on her, lied to her, they would have had a perfect life.

Well, sort of.

She would have remained his devoted slave.

Even despite him being a cheapskate.

Even despite his asshole family, who’d pretty much hated her on sight and gave plentiful and thinly disguised, less-than-veiled insults about her English degree.

They were less than impressed he hadn’t married a business major, or at least an accountant, someone they could press into use in one of the dealerships.

She’d always felt inadequate at family gatherings. Like they believed Kelly had dressed up a mongrel stray and that at any moment she was liable to take a shit in the middle of the dinner table or otherwise embarrass him.

Had not escaped her notice there were plenty of times she hadn’t been invited to functions where other spouses had been included. Someone usually made sure to tell her that after the fact.

Kelly—short for Kellog—had always attended.

Even that was stupid.

Especially stupid.

If he hated being called Kelly so fucking much, why the hell hadn’t he just gone by Kellog in the first fucking place?

Fuck. He really had been a creep.

Except she’d been a year into exploring BDSM and knew she was a masochist. He’d been a very handsome, charming sadist three years older than her and going to grad school in Tampa. He’d effortlessly plugged into every mental socket she’d had, and six months in, she found herself collared to him.

A year later they were married, and she found herself moving to Pennsylvania to spend her life with him.

Everything went reasonably well for the first five years. As they delved more deeply into BDSM and settled into newlywed nesting in their new townhouse, she’d happily overlooked his shortcomings.

The next five years had seen a slow decline in the quality and quantity of their time spent together. He stayed late at work, frequently went in on weekends.

The five years after that, she hadn’t realized he’d been cheating on her until midway through year three. It’d taken her a couple of months of self-deprogramming to figure out what to do about it.

Another couple of months following that to put together a plan of action and practically memorize forward and back the document she’d stupidly signed without thoroughly reading before she’d married him so many years ago.

Might as well have been a slave contract instead of a prenup.

But there were loopholes.

He’d cheated, and he’d grown complacent. She spent six months compiling evidence she could use against him, one of the few stipulations in the prenup in her favor, even though it had been a bilateral one.

Because of how long they’d been married, there were certain…rewards that kicked in.

She kicked him out, and he had to pay the expenses for the townhouse—mortgage, insurance, taxes, utilities—everything, as long as she was living there. She would have up to three months after the divorce was final to vacate, then it would revert to his sole ownership, and she’d used every fucking second of that time.

Had come in handy when she’d lost her job.

Kelly also had to pay for her medical insurance for two years, unless she obtained better on her own.

And the car.

She smiled.

She’d received her choice of a brand new car, a four-door, fully loaded Lexus sedan, paid in full, including comp and collision insurance for two years.

Didn’t cost his family beans, she knew, because they could write it off, but it was the principle of the matter.

It was hers.

And it meant one less expense for her for now.

If she’d hung in there another two years before kicking him out and filing, she could have kept the townhouse, or had an equivalent home, size wise, purchased for her in Florida as a condition of the prenup.

She was forty.

She wasn’t giving the sonofabitch any more time from her life.

Period.

When she reached work, she parked behind the building in the reserved lot where all of the employees parked and headed inside. She made a little less working here than she had in Pennsylvania, except Florida didn’t have a state income tax, so it evened out.

And it was cheaper to live down here.

No more nasty winters to miserably weather.

It would take her a few months to save up for a place of her own, but at least she’d be able to afford one. Meanwhile, she’d enjoy being able to freely spend time with her parents, time she hadn’t had in years.

On her lunch break she took her sandwich outside and sat in the shade to scroll through Facebook on her phone. On Monday, she’d gone to the cell phone store after dropping off the rental truck so she could get a local number.

Her father had surprised her by buying her a brand new phone in the process, a belated birthday present despite the fact that they’d sent her an Amazon gift card and had taken her out to dinner during a visit in Pennsylvania a week before her birthday.

She logged into the Facebook app, updated her personal information there to reflect her divorce, changed back to her maiden name, marked her return to Sarasota, added her new phone number to her account, and adjusted her privacy settings to make sure she hadn’t overlooked anything. Since the divorce started, she had spent very little time on the site, not wanting to stir the pot or accidentally post something Kelly could have used against her in the divorce to try to strong-arm her into capitulating and giving up some of the terms in the prenup.

She’d already deleted all pictures of him from her profile, as well as unfriended and blocked him there.

She started at the top of her friends list and started deleting anyone who was related to Kelly, had been a friend of Kelly’s before she met him, or who were mutual friends with them.

There were maybe ten people in Pennsylvania she wanted to remain friends with, and all of them were former coworkers.

Once that had been accomplished, she posted a status update, set to friends-only.

FRREEEEEEDOOOOOM! Sarasota, I am back in you for good after way too damn long!

She almost immediately received a like from Rusty McElroy, an old friend of hers from her high school days. He’d been a couple of years older than her, but they’d played D&D together. Rusty’s younger brother had been a grade behind her, along with a couple of other friends she was Facebook friends with now.

Her next stop? FetLife. Once she’d known she was going to divorce Cheater McCheaporeenie, she’d deleted her account there. If he’d saved her profile URL, even if she changed her username he could still track her.

Plus all of her friends had been from up there. Not like she wanted to stay in touch with any of them, because they’d mostly been Kelly’s friends. She didn’t want to risk Kelly finding out about her new profile name.

Honey, I’m hoooome.

She created a new ID and started looking up local events. There’d be a Suncoast Society munch that Sunday evening, so she marked herself as going.

Making new friends, especially kinky ones, would go a long way to her regaining her emotional footing. To feeling like she was really back in control of her life.

She also joined their discussion group, and the one for Venture, the BDSM club in the area. She was really looking forward to getting there, getting active in the lifestyle again.

Dating.

She’d closed herself off from the kinky population back up in Pennsylvania once she’d discovered his cheating because she didn’t know who was trustworthy and who wasn’t. In her heart, she’d started planning her return move to Florida even then, having no desire to stay in Pennsylvania long-term.

It wasn’t her, it was the place. And Kelly. And bad memories.

And shitty winters.

I never should have left Florida.

Hindsight was twenty-twenty, though. Single female submissives rarely had trouble finding play partners. But she wouldn’t play with random people simply to get her maso fix. If she got involved with the munch group and started spending time at the club, she would quickly meet plenty of people who’d be able to help steer her to trustworthy Doms.

And she’d play at the club, not in private.

Since she had a couple of vibrators and knew how to use them, she would take orgasm play off the table. That alone would help weed out some predators, knowing they couldn’t get her alone for sexytime.

Only then would she think about maybe trying to date. Once she had her own place and didn’t have to worry about her parents being goofballs and embarrassing the crap out of her in front of a date.

Because she knew her dad would.

Saaaaadist.

When she returned home, she checked and found several Facebook alerts. More likes on her status update, including from some other old friends she hadn’t physically laid eyes on in years. It made her think about other people she hadn’t seen since then but who she was Facebook friends with, like Axel Lewis, who’d also been a dear friend in high school and part of their D&D group.

Scratch that, he’d been more than a friend. They’d actually dated for a few months, but she’d broken up with him before they’d done anything remotely close to reaching second base. They’d been young and kids and like most other kids at that time of life, it didn’t last.

At least they’d stayed friends. She knew he’d gotten married at one point, but didn’t know if he had any kids or not. He wasn’t very active on Facebook with posting statuses about himself. The last one was over six months earlier, and was a funny meme he’d shared about engineers changing a light bulb.

She didn’t even know where he lived, because he didn’t have that listed on his profile. He could be anywhere in the country.

Her dad walked into the living room, where she sat on the couch with Barksley on her lap as she scrolled through her Facebook feed.

“Freeeedooooom!” he yelled at the top of his lungs, scaring the crap out of her and making Barksley bark.

Then he giggled and walked into the kitchen.

As her pulse tried to slow, she called after him. “If you’re trying to scare me to death, be advised I have no life insurance policy right now.”

“Howard!” her mother yelled from the back of the house. “I’m going to spank you!”

“Promise?” he yelled back. “You keep saying you will and you never do.”

“Aaaand I’m out.” Skye rose and headed for her bedroom with Barksley on her heels. Maybe there was a chance her kinky nature was inherited.

She did not want to find out.

Nope. 


Chapter Four

 

Friday night, Skye had plans to eat out with her parents and friends of theirs. “Jenny’s been eager to meet you,” her mom said.

“I’m looking forward to it.” She was, really. When her mom had mentioned during one of her book club meetings that Skye was moving back down and looking for a job, Jenny had asked what Skye did for a living. It just happened Jenny had recently retired from a doctor’s office as their office manager, and they were now looking for a new billing clerk to take the place of the clerk who’d been promoted to office manager.

It’d been perfect.

So far, the job was working out great. After learning their system, it wasn’t much different than what she’d been doing for the past several years. Her coworkers were wonderful, and there were four doctors in the practice, which had recently joined up with a larger chain. Hopefully, if one of the doctors ever got popped for something, the whole practice wouldn’t close.

She hated to think like that, but having been burned once, it didn’t take Skye much to think ahead.

Jenny and her husband, Mike, were very friendly, nice people, and looked like they were only a couple of years older than her. But it didn’t take Skye more than a few minutes to feel ragingly envious of Jenny.

If they weren’t in some sort of D/s dynamic, they were sure doing a great job emulating one. Mike ordered for her—drinks and food—and Skye didn’t miss how when their food arrived Jenny waited for a subtle nod from Mike before she started eating.

And the stainless steel ankle bracelet she’d spotted the woman wearing when they arrived, complete with a tag, sure looked like a day collar if she’d ever seen one.

Except she knew she couldn’t say anything. For starters, she could be completely wrong.

Secondly, she didn’t want to out them if they were kinky.

Maybe their paths would cross eventually, if they were kinky. Meanwhile, Skye wouldn’t rock that boat.

Her parents knew she was kinky but only because she’d had that discussion with them back in college when she’d discovered BDSM. She didn’t want them seeing bruises on her and thinking that maybe she was being abused.

Turned out her parents were very open-minded. Other than a caution to be careful and use common sense, and an admonishment that she could always talk to them about anything, they hadn’t said much else to her about it.

That admonishment had been why Skye found herself tearfully confessing to her mother over the phone when she’d first thought Tightwad Adulterously was running around behind her back.

There’d been no “see we told you so’s” from them, either, even though Kelly had never endeared himself to them. All they’d done was give her tips on how to catch the fucking bastard and get the proof she’d need to trigger the clauses in the prenup and soak him for as much as possible.

On their way home, Skye stared out the window. So much had changed since she’d left Sarasota. She wished she’d been there to witness it first-hand throughout the years instead of moving.

“Did you like them, honey?” her mom asked, pulling her from her thoughts.

“Oh, yeah. They were very nice. Thanks for buying me dinner. I appreciate it.”

“Maybe they can introduce you around to some of their friends,” her mom said. “I know they’ve got this group of people they go out to dinner with a lot. Maybe they could help you meet someone.”

Skye was glad her mom couldn’t see her smile. “That’d be nice.” It’d be even nicer if they did turn out to be kinky and Skye found a way to talk about that and get hooked into a circle of friends she could relax around.

But that was wishful thinking.

“If you’d like to come to book club with me, we’d be glad to have you. Just be warned we sometimes read pretty racy stuff.”

Skye smiled again. “How racy?”

“Oh, one of the women in the group, Shayla? She researched and wrote a series on BDSM for the magazine she works for. She points us to realistic books in that genre.”

Skye nearly choked, but managed to catch herself in time. “Oh. That’s…interesting. I might take you up on that.”

And maybe find herself another easy entry into the local lifestyle scene.

On the ride home, she sent Mike and Jenny Facebook friend requests before going on FetLife to look at the RSVP list for the munch. A lot of the people seemed to have multiple friends in common. She wasn’t interested in friending anyone on there yet, until she met them in real life.

She’d already deleted ten friend requests from random dudes scattered all over the country, and blocked one douchebag from Naples who’d sent her a private message wanting her to bow before him and be his slave.

His profile picture was a dick, which she’d thought ironic, since he fucking acted like one.

After deleting the message without responding, she’d blocked him. That wasn’t unexpected, though. Wasn’t her first rodeo. She knew that would happen when she set up her new profile and she didn’t take it personally.

It was also why she didn’t friend people she hadn’t met in person.

 

* * * *

 

When her parents asked her where she was going late Sunday, Skye didn’t lie to them. “There’s a munch I’m attending. The Suncoast Society. I need to get back out there and start meeting people.”

“Kinky stuff?” her dad asked.

“Well, kinky people. The dinner’s at a restaurant.”

He looked at her mom. “Moon, why don’t you take me to events like that?”

She didn’t look up from her Kindle. “Because, Howard, you’d need a leash and a shock collar to behave, and I think they frown on that kind of stuff at those kinds of public events.”

“Argh!” Skye headed for the front door. “That’s TMI, guys!”

Her dad’s amused cackle followed her out the door.

She arrived twenty minutes early. The steakhouse had a private meeting room in the back. The hostess pointed the way, and Skye took a deep breath before heading in that direction. When she opened the door, there were already four people standing at the far end of the room. Their backs were mostly turned toward her, so she didn’t see their faces until one woman turned.

Jenny looked a little shocked to recognize her. “Skye!”

Well, glad to see my kinky radar is still in good working order.

She walked over and exchanged hugs with Jenny and Mike, and they introduced her to Loren and Ross, who were acting as hosts for the event.

“My parents know I’m here, before you ask. They know I’m kinky. And I had a strong suspicion Friday night you guys were, too.”

Mike scowled. “How?”

Skye told him, leaving Jenny smiling. “Well, your mom’s probably guessed we’re kinky. One of our other book club members is, too, and she’s who introduced us to the Suncoast Society. She’s really in the lifestyle and we read some BDSM books and she helped separate myth from truth.”

“Ah. My mom mentioned her the other night. Yeah, I end the discussions with my parents at that line. I don’t want to know the details of their love life.”

“We have a son in college. Totally understand your feelings there. We don’t want to know about his love life, either.”

They picked a table and more people started arriving.

Skye was talking to Mike and Jenny when out of the corner of her eye she saw a couple walk in. The man was really tall, which is what caught her attention. And then she looked harder.

Her eyes widened. “Rusty and Eliza!”

She didn’t realize she’d said that aloud until Mike chuckled. “Full intersection of vanilla and kinky lives—achieved.”

The couple walked over, at first focused on Mike and Jenny and apparently not recognizing Skye, who sat on Jenny’s far side.

“Still can’t believe you rat bastards didn’t try to heal me,” Rusty said as Mike stood to hug him and Eliza.

“Forty-two hit points of Scorching Ray damage, dude.” But both men were smiling.

“You’re still playing D&D?” Skye asked.

Mike and Rusty both looked at her, and now Rusty’s eyebrows shot up in recognition. “Holy crap! Skye Bauer?”

She smiled, nodding as Eliza now recognized her, too, and dove in for the hug first.

“Oh, my god!” Eliza squealed. “It’s been, what, twenty years?”

“At least.”

Eliza moved aside so Rusty could lean in and hug her. “I saw your Facebook status the other day and meant to send you a private message, but got totally sidetracked. It’s great to see you.” He stepped back. “One of us,” he droned. “One of us.” Then his smile returned.

“Well,” Mike said to Skye, “at least he’s not your boss.” He pointed at where a man and woman had just walked in.

She pointed at Jenny. “No, just my mom’s book club friend and who got me my job.”

“Ooh, ouch.”

The couple walked over to say hi. “Shayla here is the other one in the book club with us,” Jenny told her.

The man, her husband Tony, arched an eyebrow. “Do we have another vanilla life crossover?”

“Yeah,” Jenny said, quickly explaining Skye’s connection.

Rusty chimed in. “We knew Skye back when we were in high school. Hey, we could totally work you into our current campaign, if you wanted to play. We’re playing 3.5.”

Eliza cleared her throat. “While I’m sure it’ll be fine, barbarian, shouldn’t you clear that with Grant and Darryl first? It is their house.”

“Oh. Yeah.” He looked around. “They’re not here yet. Please remind me to ask them.”

Skye’s eyes widened. “As in Grant and Darryl who used to play D&D with us?” This was getting better and better.

“And Susie,” Rusty added.

“What?”

“One of us,” Mike chanted. “One of us.”

“They’re a poly triad,” Eliza said.

Grant, Darryl, and Susie had been a year behind her in high school. “I’m friends with them on Facebook, but I haven’t seen them in decades.”

They’d reconnected via a Facebook group for alumni. Skye hadn’t been able to go to her twentieth reunion, thanks to Cheapo McCheatingstein not wanting to pay for it, but in her class there would have been few people she would have really been interested in seeing again, anyway.

Maybe Axel.

No, definitely Axel.

And that was about it.

Eliza sat on Skye’s far side, Rusty next to her. “You know,” Skye said, “no offense, Rusty, but I never pictured you as a Dom.”

Eliza snorted. “Then you’re still on track.”

Rusty rolled his eyes, “Gee, thanks, Ma’am.”

Without even looking back at him, Eliza’s hand shot up, grabbed his earlobe, and pulled in him close. “What was that, barbarian?”

He swallowed. “Sorry, Ma’am.”

Skye nodded. “Now I see what you mean.” And it totally made sense.

Skye was going to ask about Axel when Darryl, Grant, and Susie walked in.

Susie was either pregnant, or Skye was going to stay away from a very obvious potential topic of conversation.

Eliza leaned in. “Yes, she’s pregnant with their baby.”

Whew. Another round of reunions took place, the triad settling at their table and filling it up.

“Hey, can we work Skye into our game?” Rusty asked Grant, who turned out to be in charge of their triad.

“Absolutely.”

“I don’t have any books or dice or anything.”

“That’s okay,” Darryl said. “We’ve got you covered.”

She was once again going to ask about Axel when the dinner was called to order. Ross introduced himself and Loren and gave a brief talk about the munch, the local lifestyle scene and events, and Venture, the BDSM club in the area. Before they started the introductions, he called for announcements.

On the far side of the room, a woman’s hand shot up.

“Cali?”

She stood. “Many of you know we’ve been helping out at the club. We’re always looking for more volunteers. One of the perks is you get free entry to the regular club play sessions in exchange for working. So anyone who wants to get added, let me know. We’re holding a volunteer meeting tomorrow night at eight to go over stuff.”

Skye held up her hand, as did three other people.

Cali was closest to Skye, and as the introductions kicked off, going table by table, Cali swooped in with a smile and her phone in hand to take down Skye’s information.

“We vouch for her,” Eliza said. “We’ve known her for twenty-plus years, although we didn’t realize she was kinky.”

“Since I know her parents, and helped her get her job, I’ll vouch for her, too,” Jenny said.

Darryl raised his hand. “Add the three of us to the vouching list.”

Cali grinned. “You realize I’m going to chain you to the front desk and not let you leave, right?”

Skye laughed. “But what if I like that?”

“Oooh, you are sooo going to fit right in. Tomorrow night, eight, at Venture. You know the address?”

“I’ll get it off the website.”

Cali texted her. “That’s my cell. If you have any questions or concerns, let me know. And let me know what your FetLife name is and I’ll friend you there.”

“Thanks.”

As Cali moved on to her next victim, everyone else at the table whipped out their cell phones. “What’s your cell number, honey,” Eliza asked.

She gave it out, her phone silently buzzing with a flurry of new messages from everyone texting her their numbers.

“Tuesday at seven,” Grant said. “I texted you our address. Feel free to bring a snack or something if you want.”

“Or sushi to bribe the DM,” Darryl joked.

“It won’t be a problem?” she asked.

“Nah. We’re always sliding strays in, even for a game or two. My son, Kyle, sometimes he has a friend over. Working you in as a full-time PC won’t be a problem.”

Before Skye could ask more about the game and other players, it was their table’s turn to give their introductions.

It was only on her way home later that she realized she’d forgotten to ask about Axel.

Crap.

Oh, well. Maybe she should send him a message on Facebook to see how he was doing. She’d love to see him sometime, if he was local.

Or…

Maybe it wasn’t a good idea to go down that “what might have been” road. Leave it relegated to the closet from the past. Besides, if he was married, his wife might not like the idea of a recently divorced high-school girlfriend popping up out of nowhere, innocent or not. If their positions were reversed, Skye would definitely assume fuckery was afoot.

Especially since she’d been on the receiving end of Dingus Dumbassery using the “just an old friend from high school” excuse on her for one of his cheats.

Between renewing her old friendships, getting involved with D&D again, and now a secured volunteer position at the club, her social life was hopefully going to explode in good ways.

She needed to focus on her future, and she damn well knew it. 


Chapter Five

 

Monday morning, Axel arrived at work to find their office’s server system had died over the weekend, and no one had discovered it until their office manager had arrived ten minutes ahead of Axel and couldn’t boot her computer.

They were all on workstations slaved to the server.

And it contained all their current projects.

Including the one he was in the process of finishing that morning so he could get the drafts printed ahead of the scheduled client meeting tomorrow morning.

Shit.

He was an engineer, not an IT guy. You wanted load bearing capability calculated? The mass or volume of an object? Needed to work on a bridge’s structure or a building’s ability to flex in high winds?

He was totally your guy.

Your computer stopped working?

If turning it off and on again didn’t help, he was stuck.

He did actually try turning it off and back on, since their IT guy was still on his way in, but that, unfortunately, didn’t help the problem.

Since he couldn’t do any work until that was fixed, he trudged out to his car, grabbed his bag of D&D stuff, and carried it inside. Right now, he was approximately three sessions ahead of the party in terms of planning, but he hadn’t yet drawn detailed terrain maps, just some rough sketches. He had the blank grid paper with him.

So he spread out over the drafting table in his office and got to work with that. As he did, he thumbed through Facebook on his phone. Rusty, Eliza, Darryl, Grant, and Susie had suddenly been posting a lot of comments on things Skye Bauer posted…

Wait, what?

He thumbed back, spotting it immediately. She’d changed her name. She had been married with a different last name.

He scrolled through her timeline and found a post from last Wednesday, where it looked like she was living in Sarasota again.

He checked out her profile pic, a selfie that was tagged as having been taken at sunset over on Venice Beach on Saturday evening.

Her long, curly red hair blew loose around her face. He couldn’t see her eyes because of her sunglasses, but her smile still touched something deep inside him the way it had back in high school.

She was still pretty. Instead of her looks fading, she’d matured, turned into a natural beauty who fortunately seemed not to have turned to Botox or lip injections.

They’d had good times. Innocent times compared to some kids, when he looked back in retrospect.

They’d been sooo freaking young back then.

About the age our kids maybe would have been if we’d stayed together and got married.

He hadn’t held the breakup against her, either. He’d quickly moved on to someone else, and they had enough friends in common it was easier to stay friends than trying to split up the group. Especially since they gamed together.

Then college hit and, for a while, everyone sort of scattered, most of the group coming back as they entered the real world and became “adults.”

Last he’d heard, she’d gotten married and moved to Pennsylvania after college. The pictures he’d seen her post from time to time looked like she was happy, had a handsome guy.

Meanwhile, he’d met Linda and married her…

Back to square one.

He’d learned over the years that “what might have been” lines of thinking only led to heartache and wasted energy.

Better to focus on the here and now.

Except he didn’t miss that Skye no longer had any pictures of her husband on her profile.

At all.

I’d love to see her sometime.

Perhaps that stove was best left untouched, though.

He’d ask Rusty and the gang about her on Tuesday. Maybe he could subtly work in a comment or two.

Very subtly. Rolling a natural twenty for gather information kind of subtle. Otherwise, Rusty, Grant, and the others would be playfully busting his balls about it, and he didn’t need that kind of embarrassment in his life.

He’d already had enough of that with Linda and the divorce.

At one point, he actually visited Skye’s profile again and his thumb hovered over the button to send her a message. Just one line.

Would love to see you sometime.

Yet…he chickened out. If she was involved with someone, that’d sting like fuck, and he was no masochist. A sadist, maybe, considering how he enjoyed torturing his friends during D&D, but definitely not a masochist.

The server was finally brought back online that afternoon, but that meant he’d be working until late in the night to finish the project and print the plans. He ran out at six to grab a sub for dinner. By the time he finally returned home a little after midnight, he was mentally wrung out and felt exhausted, drained.

But the plans were printed and sitting on the drafting table in his office, ready to go.

Tomorrow night, at least, he could unwind, relax during gaming. His weekly escape valve, even if Rusty did sometimes have a sadistic knack for jamming a spork in Axel’s chill.

 

* * * *

 

Tuesday, Axel left work realizing his plan to go home to eat before heading to Grant and Darryl’s wouldn’t work.

He had meant to go grocery shopping Monday after work, but hadn’t made it.

Shit.

Okay, Subway, it is.

Also meant he wouldn’t be able to change into shorts and a T-shirt, but this kind of development was why he carried his D&D stuff with him. He knew eating fast food wasn’t good for him, that too much take-out would catch up with his waistline if he wasn’t careful. Still, he was starting to wonder if there was even a point to worrying about his weight. He was six seven and blessed with a rather slender frame, so genetics worked on his side in that respect, but he was starting to edge up a little on the bathroom scale.

Salad.

He swung through a Publix instead and grabbed one of their pre-made salads and a small fresh fruit bowl for dinner. He would end up arriving at Grant and Darryl’s somewhat early, but he knew they’d be home and not mind if he did.

The D&D gang didn’t have to knock on Tuesday nights. They left the door unlocked and told everyone to come on in. Still, when he opened the front door, he called out.

“It’s me.”

“Hey, me,” Susie called from the kitchen. “We’re in here.”

He dropped his stuff by the hallway and took his food back toward the kitchen. It looked like they’d just sat down to eat.

Axel held up his bags. “Mind if I join you?”

“Sure.” Darryl got him a glass of iced tea. “Running late from work, huh?”

“No, yesterday at work was a clusterf—eh, a mess.” At the last second, he’d remembered Kyle sitting there. Yes, the kid was old enough to hear swearing, and sometimes the occasional F-bomb dropped during one of their games. Still, Axel tried to keep his own mouth PG-13 around the kid.

He explained the server issues. “But at least I got the maps finished. So, yay that.”

“Hope you don’t mind we potentially picked up a new permanent party member Sunday night,” Grant said.

“Who?”

He grinned. “It’s a surprise.”

“Huh?”

“You’ll see.”

“Okay, whatever. I’ve got a couple of NPCs they can choose from, if they want. Or we’re still early enough in this campaign we can help them roll up a new character and work them in.”

“So what’d you do this weekend?” Darryl asked.

Axel shrugged. “Cleaned the house. Washed my car. Yard work.” He circled a finger in the air. “You know me, I’m a regular party animal.”

 

* * * *

 

Skye nervously stopped by a Publix on her way to Grant and Darryl’s. She wanted to make a good impression on anyone else there tonight.

She picked up two different kinds of cookies to share, as well as a six-pack of Angry Orchard for herself. She’d maybe drink two of the hard ciders there, then could bring the rest home, where she’d have to engage in a Thunderdome death match against her dad to keep him from drinking them. They were his favorite, and her mom wouldn’t buy them for him.

Well, Skye could pretend she hadn’t bought them to share with him.

That would mean her mom wouldn’t get mad at her for leaving them around.

Not that her dad was a lush or anything, but her mom had been harping at him about his blood pressure and had made him cut down to one glass of wine on Saturday nights.

Tonight, Skye was looking forward to relaxing with her old friends and making new ones. In some ways, it was still hard for her to get a mental grip on the dynamic Grant’s triad now had. In retrospect, she could totally see it. The three had been really close in high school, and yeah, Grant was a Dom, even back then. And she’d known poly people up in Pennsylvania, too, so it wasn’t like she was shocked or anything. Just…it was unexpected, to her, with those particular three people.

Darryl being homoflexible hadn’t pinged her radar. Or Grant being bi.

Good for them for finding each other.

And with Darryl’s son living with them, and a baby on the way, they’d found their happiness.

Wistful thoughts tenaciously attempted to sneak into her brain.

Don’t go there.

She would find her Sir Right somewhere. All she had to do was stick to her plan. She was scheduled to work Friday and Saturday nights at the club with Cali, and they’d even invited her to a private party they were hosting at their house the Saturday after that.

See? Back in town a week and my weekend social calendar is already filling up.

It would only be a matter of time before she saw results.

No way would she settle for less than she deserved this time around. Red flags would not go ignored or unchallenged.

Skye Bauer 2.0 was in the house, and she knew she could rebuild her life.

Everyone had been very friendly last night during the volunteer meeting. Apparently, Marcia and Derrick’s partners in the club had suffered a serious vanilla-life bump in the road, and people were rallying around them to pitch in and help out so they could focus on what they needed to and not stress out about the club.

She was also surprised to learn that Cali, Max, and Sean were the owners and proprietors of Two Crafty Bastards Toys. They made good stuff. Kelly had several pieces he’d ordered from them in his implement bag.

None of which had made the move with Skye. She hadn’t wanted any of his BDSM gear. In fact, the cuffs and collar she now had, she’d bought herself a few years ago, because she’d wanted a specific set and he wouldn’t buy them for her because of the price. He’d told her if she wanted them to buy them herself. He didn’t care what she wore.

So she’d bought them for herself, with her own money.

Just more proof he hadn’t been right for her.

At the time, it had stung when he’d said it so casually. In reflection, it was yet another symptom of the larger problem—that Kelly was an asshole and had been cheating on her already.

She also had her own ball gag and blindfold, because she’d never wanted to share those with anyone, no matter who they were.

That was like the kinky equivalent of sharing a toothbrush or something.

Blech.

She easily found the address and pulled into the driveway, seeing several cars already parked there. Hopefully she wasn’t holding up their start time.

When she walked up to the front door, she didn’t even have a chance to ring the bell before Rusty opened it.

“Hey, you made it!” He leaned in for a hug and whispered, “Remember, not everyone here is in the lifestyle. Just those of us who were there Sunday. It was a dinner with friends in common.”

“Gotcha.”

Eliza poked her head out from a hallway and swooped in for a hug, then Darryl, Grant, and Susie appeared from somewhere to welcome her. Darryl’s teenaged son, Kyle, looked so much like him it was breathtaking.

Behind Skye, the front door opened, and she turned. “Milo? Are you kidding me? Wow!” They hugged.

“Holy crap, Skye. I haven’t seen you since, what, graduation?”

“Thereabouts. Oh, my god. This is great!”

“So you’re the new player, huh?”

“Yeah, looks like it. I’m pretty rusty though.”

Rusty cleared his throat and Eliza playfully swatted his shoulder.

Skye held up the Publix bags. “I brought cookies for everyone, and hard cider for me. I earned that.” She grinned. “I can now legally drink, unlike the last time I played D&D with y’all.”

“Come on,” Susie said. “I’ll show you around.”

The house was beautiful, had a pool and everything. In the kitchen, Susie handed her a church key from where it hung on a hook on the side of the fridge so Skye could open one of the bottles of Angry Orchard.

“I’m still trying to believe I’m actually back here in Sarasota. It’s like everything’s falling together in a good way for a change.” Skye took a long pull from her bottle.

“Yeah?”

“Yeah. I mean, look at…” She glanced around and dropped her voice. “Look at Sunday night. It’s like the Universe is trying to tell me yeah, I’m finally on the right track with my life.”

“Better late than never.” Susie stroked her baby bulge. “We’re proof of that. That second chances can be around any corner.”

“I guess we take a couple of months off after you…” Skye pointed at Susie’s belly.

“Oh, no. As long as it’s not the day of or something.” She grinned. “Darryl and Grant can play my character for me if I need to take a night off, but having the game here, that’s a bonus.”

 

* * * *

 

Axel had stepped into the bathroom at the far end of the hall just before he heard the muffled sounds of Rusty and Eliza welcoming someone at the other end of the house.

Good, we can get started soon.

As he sat there and skimmed through e-mails on his phone, over the noise of the bathroom’s exhaust fan he could barely hear the muffled sound of Susie talking and showing someone around the house, giving them a tour. Then it sounded like most of the gang congregated in the spare bedroom that had been converted into a full-time game room.

If Grant and company didn’t mind an extra person, neither would he. It was their house, and they had the room at the table. He always kept his campaigns flexible in that way.

He finished, washed his hands, and opened the door just to literally run into a red-haired woman over a foot shorter than him who’d been heading for the bathroom herself, apparently.

He blinked. “Skye?”

Her eyes widened. “Holy crap, Axel?”

He finally found his voice. “Hey!” He leaned in for a hug, glad for the industrial-strength fart fan in the bathroom.

Otherwise, that would have definitely been embarrassing.

She didn’t seem inclined to let him go. “It’s so good to see you. They didn’t tell me you were part of the group.”

“I’m the DM.”

He wasn’t inclined to let go of her, either. Her hair smelled great, something floral, and she was still slim and trim.

Finally, he realized Rusty, Grant, Mike, and Eliza were spying on them with grins on their faces from the game room doorway.

“We’ll be there in a minute,” Axel called to them.

Rusty threw him a wink before following the others into the room.

Axel finally let go of her. “How’d you…I mean…how? Welcome. How?”

She smiled, sparing him. “I ran into all of them Sunday night at dinner with friends. Mike’s wife is a friend of Mom’s and got me my job down here.”

“Oh. Oh! That’s…that’s cool.” He felt like the world’s biggest idiot, like he’d forgotten how to talk. “That’s great. Glad you’re here. Are you going to be a permanent player?”

“I’d like to be, if that’s okay?”

“Um, sure. Yeah. I mean, yeah, of course it’s okay. Absolutely. Yeah.” He felt his face heat. Suddenly, he was once again a tongue-tied junior trying to figure out how to ask the pretty girl if she’d like to go see a movie with him that weekend. “Yeah. That’s great.”

“I’ve missed you,” she softly said, giving him one last, quick hug and ducking around him, into the bathroom, leaving him standing there looking at the closed door and trying to process that comment.

Me?

He finally shook himself out of it and returned to the game room. They’d already set her up in the seat to his right.

He just hadn’t known it was to be her seat.

“You guys are dicks,” Axel hissed at Rusty.

His face fell. “What? We all thought you’d be happy to see her.”

“I am! I mean…” He took a deep breath. “A little warning so I wasn’t standing there babbling like a fricking idiot would have been nice.”

“You’re single,” Eliza said. “She’s single. Maybe you two should go see a movie or something this weekend.”

Now his face felt inflamed, scorching hot, too close to his own thoughts only seconds earlier. “Why would she want to go out with me?”

Darryl poked his left shoulder. “Maybe because we are living proof there are second chances in life, dude.” 


Chapter Six

 

Skye thought she might be close to hyperventilating. She splashed some water on her face before she even made it over to the toilet.

She’d made a total ass out of herself right there, staring up at Axel and spitting out the conversational equivalent of baby-talk noises at him. Looked like he’d gained a couple of inches from when he was in high school, when he’d towered over her already.

Holy crap, it was as though she thought about him, and suddenly he was back in her life.

He’s probably married, dumbass.

Which would be just her luck, since he looked even more handsome now than he had when they were kids.

Not that she was complaining, but she was going to kill Rusty and them for not warning her that Axel was not only part of their group, but the DM.

And even worse, now she was going to have to—

Oh, crap!

She knew a set-up when she saw one. Eliza had deliberately seated her next to Axel. Well, to the DM.

Who she now knew was Axel.

Maybe that means he’s single?

Great, after three hours of her babbling like an idiot, he was going to hate her guts.

Wonderful.

She pulled herself together, washed her hands, and took a deep breath before opening the door and heading back to the game room.

Not the kind of dungeoneering I’ve been doing lately.

But that was something she couldn’t talk about. Not with Axel. Not without outing a majority of the group to Axel. Based on what Rusty said, Axel was a ’nilla.

Which…really was a shame.

Because she knew she couldn’t be happy in that kind of relationship. She needed more.

Wait, what? I don’t even know if he’s single or would be freaking interested in me!

Aaaannnd there was that.

She had to walk around Axel to get to her seat next to him. When she looked at him, his sweet blue eyes, it was like a psychic punch in the feels.

Maybe it was her, but he seemed at a loss for words, too. “Um, have you played 3.5?” he asked.

“No. Whatever we were playing in high school.”

“Oooh, AD&D, baby,” Rusty teased from her other side.

Axel dipped into a messenger bag next to him and pulled out a small compartmented plastic storage box. “Here, you can use a set of my dice.” He plucked out a set of translucent dark purple ones with white numbers on them, a full set of seven polyhedral dice.

“Thanks.”

“And do you have a preference what you play?”

“Not really.”

“How about barbarian? Non-spellcaster. Less to keep track of.”

“Sure.”

He handed her a character sheet that vaguely resembled what she remembered using, but had more stats on it. It had also been computer-generated.

Somehow, that didn’t surprise her. Axel had always been practically OCD when he was doing a stint in the DM chair.

They got her caught up to what had happened thus far, and it turned out Axel worked her character into the party at the same inn where Rusty’s respawned and renamed character rejoined the merry band of murderhobos.

Although, technically, since they hadn’t murdered anyone yet, they were still just hobos of the nonmurdery kind.

Based on the back-and-forth teasing, she suspected the murders would soon commence.

Her nerves ratcheted tighter as they played. She desperately didn’t want to make an idiot out of herself in front of Axel, and he was being extremely patient as he and Rusty helped her out. Combat had changed somewhat. She knew there was no way she’d remember everything tonight and made a mental note to herself to jump on Amazon and order a set of rule books so she could get up to speed on the basics.

Despite her nerves, she was having a blast and enjoyed catching up with everyone. In some ways, she could see the gulf that had separated her from all of them.

In other ways, it felt like they hadn’t spent a day apart.

The other interesting thing she noticed was how Axel’s smile still managed to set butterflies loose in her stomach.

 

* * * *

 

At least Rusty wasn’t busting Axel’s freaking balls so hard tonight and was sticking with the program. Skye seemed to be enjoying herself.

Yeah, okay, so he stacked a couple of rolls behind his screen in her favor.

So sue me.

That’s what DM screens were for. He really wanted her to enjoy her first night back.

Because I want her to keep coming back.

Shit.

So she was divorced from a stupid cheating asshole—Axel’s good luck.

Maybe.

If he could find the balls to ask her out. Just dinner. Friends.

No pressure.

Hell, if there was pressure, at this rate he thought he might choke on his own damn tongue.

When his phone belched out the wheezing TARDIS chime at ten o’clock to signal the end of their night, Axel wished time hadn’t passed so quickly. As everyone packed up and headed out, Axel took his time and noticed Skye wasn’t in a hurry to leave, either.

“Oh, here’s your dice.” She handed them back.

“Thanks.”

“I’ll pick up a couple of sets.”

“No worries. You, you know, you can use mine. I have plenty.”

She stared up at him with those fern green eyes he’d been madly in love with for a brief time when they were kids. “Thanks.”

They spoke at the same time. “So, listen—”

They laughed. “You first.”

More laughter, and Axel realized they were alone in the room now. He could hear the others talking in the hall, making their way toward the entry.

Axel got it out. “Go ahead.”

She sucked on her lower lip. He wanted to help her, but managed not to lean in. “Would you like to go out and have dinner or something sometime?” she asked.

“Friday?”

“I can’t Friday or Saturday. I have…a prior commitment.”

His heart tightened. “Ah.” That would be his dumb luck, if he missed a connection with her by days.

“How about Thursday? Or Sunday?” she suggested.

He didn’t want to wait until Sunday. “Thursday would be great.”

She offered him a bright smile he suspected might be his undoing. Unlocking her phone, she handed it to him. “We’d have had a lot more interesting times if we’d had cell phones when we were kids.”

He remembered nights talking on the phone to her, the cordless handset from the living room carried to his room for privacy. “Yeah.” He entered his number, as well as his address and e-mail, and returned it to her. “We would have.”

She texted him. “There’s mine.”

They stared at each other for a long moment.

“I missed you, too,” he quietly said. Then Darryl returned to the room to help tidy up and anything Axel might have said next locked in his throat.

They walked out together. Her Lexus was a lot nicer than his Toyota.

“Nice car.”

“Yeah, one of the few perks of my prenup.” She opened the back driver’s door and set her stuff on the floor. “Sonofabitch had to give me a brand new car. His stupid family runs a string of dealerships up there, so it’s not like it was a hardship or something.”

“Ah.”

“Trust me, I could not have afforded this if I’d had to pay for it.” She patted the roof. “But it’s mine, free and clear. Hopefully I won’t have any repair expenses for a while. Consider it a war trophy.” He hated how her expression turned somber. “Felt like that sometimes. A war.”

Before he could respond, she hugged him hard. He couldn’t hug her back as well as he wished he could, because of the messenger and laptop bags slung over his shoulders. He didn’t want them to swing around and whack her in the side.

“I guess I’m parking a couple of people in. I’d better get going. Text me what time and where on Thursday. I’m usually home from work by five thirty.”

“Okay.” He stepped back as she got in. He had been parked in by her, but he hadn’t thought to stop and dump his stuff in the car first because he’d been too willing to have even a few extra seconds of time with her.

You’re an idiot. What’s she going to want with you after all these years?

Still, it was impossible to reel his mind back in after it’d already taken off down that path.

 

* * * *

 

Skye drove home in a daze. Tonight had been great. Fantastic.

It was the first time in a long damn time she hadn’t felt lonely. Living in the same house with her parents, or being at work, wasn’t the same as having a tight cadre of trusted friends.

Which was what had been missing from her life for too damn long.

Her life felt like night and day, from before Sunday until now. She’d have D&D, her friends, volunteering at the club—she’d made a rapid transition from isolation to whatever the hell the opposite of that was.

Most of her friends outside of work in Pennsylvania had been Kelly’s. Any time she tried to have friends of her own, somehow, Kelly always managed to get in the way. Vanilla or kinky, it didn’t matter. As her husband and Master, even though he hadn’t outright said, “You can’t be friends with ____,” that’s what it had amounted to. She could see it all when she looked back.

He’d come up with reasons they weren’t people he wanted to spend time with. Or imply they were “beneath” her to spend time with them because of his family.

Or that she was a horrible judge of people.

Well, on that last point he’d been correct, except the “people” she’d been a horrible judge of was Kelly.

Kelly only tolerated her parents because they came up to visit her and, duh, they were her parents. He must have known that was a line he shouldn’t cross or it would have triggered her leaving a lot sooner.

She’d been able to rationalize pretty much everything else within the context of their marriage and BDSM dynamic. Especially early on.

Even the damaging—and untrue—things he’d told her about herself over the years, all couched as “helpful” criticism to try to get her to be a “better slave.”

With all of that added to the mix, it hadn’t felt like it was worth the effort to get him to change his mind about people, sometimes.

Most of the time.

Sure, the woman who had recently celebrated four decades of converting oxygen to carbon dioxide on the third rock from the sun could see all the red flags and warning signs now.

Some people—many people—might be turned off from the lifestyle after going through something like she’d been through.

Except it wasn’t a problem with the lifestyle. It’d been a problem with Kelly.

She’d grown, matured.

Smartened up a hell of a lot.

Just like she wouldn’t settle for less than what she wanted and needed in a BDSM relationship, she wouldn’t put a vanilla person through trying to become kinky just to make her happy.

That would be criminally unfair to him.

She sighed, knowing that meant she and Axel would only be friends.

She also hated how sad that thought made her. 


Chapter Seven

 

Axel lay in bed for a few minutes after his alarm went off Wednesday morning and studied the ceiling. Last night, after he’d returned home, he saw where Eliza had taken pictures of them at gaming like she frequently did and posted them on Facebook.

Tagged everyone.

She’d managed to perfectly snap one of the two of them looking at each other, him smiling and Skye laughing at something he’d just said.

It was like the only picture taken of him in the past five years where he was really smiling.

He’d spent a good twenty minutes or so staring at the picture.

Then he’d downloaded it to his phone and saved it in Favorites.

How sad am I?

It would be too easy to close his eyes and see that as a reality for them long-term, instead of an oasis consisting of a few hours once a week.

This is crazy.

If he couldn’t get this mood out of his head, he was liable to scare the crap out of Skye on Thursday night at dinner. She’d think he was some stalkery, crazy asshole.

Which led him to contemplate where to eat. He wanted to take her out. He was an adult with a credit card and driver’s license now. He didn’t need his parents to drive them to a movie or something and give him an advance on his allowance so he could pay for her evening.

He finally peeled himself out of bed, got the coffeepot started, and headed for the shower.

Still, Skye lingered on his mind like a clinging mist. The harder he tried to shift his focus, the more there she was.

Darryl’s words had pierced through his brain. Darryl was right—their triad was proof of second chances.

And he and Skye were both single.

But was it really worth torpedoing the game group or scaring her off if he dated her and it didn’t work out?

Could his heart take that kind of rejection again?

If he shattered his group of friends, it would gut him. His mom lived in Texas with her second husband. His father had died five years earlier. He didn’t have any brothers or sisters.

D&D was it.

We can go out as friends, can’t we?

There was no law against that. If he kept his feet firmly planted in reality, everything would be fine.

Right?

Right.

Yeah, and even he didn’t believe that.

Still, as he drove to work, he kept his eyes open for ideas where to take her and wondered if she liked sushi.

Okay, maybe not sushi. That could be hit and miss. Italian. Sigalo’s was good, and reasonable. Plus they had a diverse menu that she should be able to find something on there she’d like.

With that settled, once he got to work, even before he turned on his computer, he texted her.

 

How about Italian? Sigalo’s is good.

 

* * * *

 

Skye nearly choked on the swallow of coffee she’d been in the process of downing when she read his text. Cali had told her that a group of them usually met at Sigalo’s every Saturday night.

A kinky group of them.

She laughed, wondering if this was yet another sign, or merely coincidental.

 

Sure. That sounds great.

 

Pick you up?

 

She considered that and decided why the hell not? Wasn’t like she was a kid.

What were her parents going to do, ground her for dating a boy?

 

Yes, but please don’t hold my parents against me. Dad’s reverting back to a 15 YO boy now that he’s retired.

 

He responded a few minutes later.

 

:) 7 okay?

 

She took a deep breath.

 

Perfect.

 

With that she had to get back to work and set her cell phone aside. It’d be too damn easy to sit there texting with him all day, and she could not afford to lose this job.

At lunch, she finally sated her urge to text him again.

 

I had a lot of fun last night.

 

She wasn’t expecting it when her phone went off with a text alert before she could even set it down.

 

Me too. I hope you keep gaming with us.

 

Was he just being nice? Or was there more to it?

Or was she driving herself crazy and twisting innocent comments completely out of context?

 

I’d like that.

 

* * * *

 

Axel stared at his phone. He struggled not to work himself into a panic attack. He didn’t want to come on too strong if she was simply being nice, friendly.

He also didn’t want to come off sounding too nonchalant if she meant more by what she said.

Why is it that I’m forty-one fucking years old and still feel like a goddamned teenager in the bad ways?

Hopefully he didn’t lose his sanity.

They texted off and on the rest of Wednesday, and when Thursday came, Axel actually left work early so he could stop and get his car washed and vacuumed and have time to go home and take a shower before their date.

Then came the struggle to find something to wear. A business suit would be too…weird. Shorts and a T-shirt were right out. Jeans and a button-up shirt, then, maybe. Right?

With his stomach wound into a huge knot, he headed over to Skye’s place and arrived five minutes early.

He barely remembered her parents, thought he’d met them at least once but wasn’t sure. The man who answered the door had Skye’s red hair and green eyes and fair complexion and wore a dark and angry look that nearly turned Axel around and sent him running for his car.

“Um, hi, Mr. Bauer. Axel Lewis. I don’t know if, uh, you remember—”

“Moon! Get my gun, there’s a boy here for our daugh—”

“Howard, I will kill you myself if you screw this up for her!” an older woman yelled at him. “Getcher ass back in this house right now.”

The man grinned. “Hey, son.” He invited him in, shaking hands. “Come on in. Skye’s getting ready. Which means I probably have a two-minute head start before she comes out and kills me for that.”

Now he remembered her dad having a good sense of humor. “I’ll tie her up for you.”

“Ooh, good. She’ll like that. You’re into that, too?” He led the way into the living room, which was a good thing because Axel was still trying to figure out if the man was kidding or not and trying to process how to answer that question.

Or what, exactly, he was asking Axel was into.

Mrs. Bauer sat on the sofa with two dogs and a very angry looking long-haired cat. “Hello, Axel. Long time, no see.” She smiled, holding out a hand to shake with him.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“I think you’re old enough to call us Moon and Howard,” she kindly said, although she shot Howard a glare. “I’m going to lock you out of the bedroom tonight, mister. You can take your chances with Skye killing you in your sleep for that stunt.”

He grinned as he waved her comment away. “Naw, he didn’t run. That’s a good sign, right?”

Moon shook her head and offered Axel another smile. “Apologies for my husband. I wish I could blame it on dementia…but that’s just him.”

Axel heard a bedroom door fly open somewhere down a hallway. “Mom? Was that the doorbell?”

“Yes, and yes, I already threatened your father. Don’t worry, Axel’s not a runner.”

A growl echoed down the hallway, making both dogs cringe against Moon.

“Would you like a drink or something, dear?” Moon asked.

“Or a tranquilizer?” Howard snarked.

“I’ll take a spare Xanax, if you have one.”

Howard started laughing. “This one’s funny, Skye,” he called out. “Why did you break up with him?”

Another horrified shriek echoed down the hall.

 

* * * *

 

Skye had nearly emptied her closet and dresser all over her bed while trying to decide what to wear. Now she was frantically pulling on clothes and trying to find two damn matching shoes to get the hell out there.

I.

Will.

Fucking.

Kill.

Him.

Her father sometimes didn’t know when to stop with the jokes. Not that he was ever mean-spirited, because he wasn’t. But she didn’t want anything messing up this date with Axel, even if they weren’t officially calling it a date.

She was.

And that told her a lot.

Maybe he’s secretly kinky and Rusty and the others don’t know about it.

Or even open-minded. She could work with that, too.

But tonight was absolutely not the night to get too far into that. Maybe a little. She wanted to spend the night alone with him, reconnecting, relaxing, and trying to get rid of the terrifying jitters coursing through her system right now.

She yanked her bedroom door open so hard it bounced off a stray shoe that had landed behind it and it smacked her in the head on the rebound.

“Ow! Sonofabitch!”

Her father appeared at the end of the hallway. “Honey? Are you okay?”

“Yeah, just a minute.” Shit! She didn’t think it’d caught her hard enough to give her a black eye, but wouldn’t that just be a hoot and a half?

Can’t I catch one fucking break? Just one!

She remembered to grab her purse and cell phone and headed down the hall, praying she didn’t trip and break her neck or something horrifically mortifying like that.

Axel looked casually nommy, jeans and loafers and a button-up shirt. “Hey,” she said. “Sorry to keep you waiting.”

“Are you all right?”

“Yeah, just an attack door trying to kill me. Ready?” She blew a stray strand of hair out of her face that had landed in front of her eyes.

Good luck trying to do anything with her hair. Up…or down. Or pigtails. That was about it. Curly wasn’t conducive to much else. So tonight it was down and loose.

“Have fun,” her dad called out, maybe sensing he’d already pushed her to her limit tonight.

“Sorry about the inquisition,” she muttered as they headed to Axel’s car. “Noooobody expects it.”

He laughed. “It’s fine. Your dad’s a hoot.”

“That’s one word for it.”

He held the passenger door open for her. “He’s funny. He said he might have a two-minute head start on you to get away, and I offered to tie you up. He said you might like that.”

She wasn’t sure if her face had turned red or white, but whatever color it had turned, it was apparently drastic enough that even in the twilight Axel spotted it.

“Skye? Are you all right?”

She closed her eyes.

I.

Will.

Fucking.

Kill.

Him.

“Yeah,” she finally managed. “I’m good.” She forced a smile. “We’re going to have an interesting chat tonight.”

This is why I can’t have nice things.

“Um, okay.” He closed the door and rounded the car to get behind the wheel. “By interesting, you mean…good, I hope?”

“I hope so, too.”

She opted to back up and not assume her father had said more than what he might have actually said. “So what did my dad say? Exactly.”

“Well, pretty much what I said, except he asked if I was into that, too. I wasn’t sure what he meant by that, though.”

Of course it couldn’t have been that easy.

Her head drooped and she decided to hit this head-on rather than deflecting it and later look like she was trying to hide something.

“Um… Okay. So, here’s the thing. I’m…kinky. I’m into BDSM. Not the Fifty Shades version, either. In real life.”

“Oh. Like Rusty and Grant and them.”

Her mouth snapped shut with an audible click. “Say whut?”

“Oops, sorry. Um, please forget I said that.”

“Wait, Rusty said you didn’t know.”

“What? Of course I know. I’ve known the guy since high school. They don’t talk about it in front of Kyle, obviously. And I think Milo and John are pretty vanilla. But yeah, I know all about that. Did you know there’s a club here in town?”

“Uh…yeah.” She laughed. “I’m one of their newest volunteers as of Monday night.”

He snapped his fingers. “Oookay, so that dinner where you ran into them Sunday was one of those brunches.”

“Munches, yeah.”

He chuckled. “I didn’t want to ask, because I didn’t want to find out I was suddenly being ostracized from the group or something.”

“No. No! No, nothing like that. It was their Suncoast Society munch.”

“That makes sense.”

Maybe all was not lost.

“Are you…” She left the question hanging open-ended in the air.

“I’m open-minded. I’m not against that, but I don’t want my ass smacked, sorry.”

Skye tentatively breathed a sigh of relief. “No, I prefer to be the smackee, not the smacker.”

Well, I’m here, might as well dive on into the deep, cold end of it.

“How do you feel about that?” she asked.

He shrugged. “You’re an adult. As long as you’re not being abused, it’s not my business.”

She swallowed hard. Maybe his interest in her was only as a friend after all.

 

* * * *

 

Axel was still trying to process everything. At least now he didn’t feel bad anymore over being excluded from the Sunday dinner.

“They assume I’m straight when I’m not.”

“You’re gay?”

Shit. That wasn’t the impression he wanted her to have of him, either. Not when he hoped to maybe keep the door open for more.

“No, I didn’t mean straight-straight. I meant straight-laced, sorry. They think I’m a monk or something.” He thought about it. “Then again, I haven’t dated anyone in over two years. I guess I am sort of a monk by default.”

She reached over and patted his thigh. “Sorry.”

“It is what it is. Just no interest in looking, especially after Baker died.”

“Baker?”

“My dog. He was my buddy. He was fifteen. Named him after Tom Baker.”

She smiled. “Your favorite Doctor.”

“Yeah.” He had to regroup for a second. He couldn’t believe she still remembered that. “Between the emotional beating I took with the divorce, and then that, I just…gave up looking and focused on work and that was pretty much it.”

She seemed to need a moment, so he didn’t try to fill the space with nervous chatter.

“Can I ask you something and get an honest answer, no matter what?” she finally asked.

“Sure.”

“Would you be interested in trying to date me?”

“Yeah. But I don’t know anything about…that stuff. I mean, I’m willing to experiment and be open-minded. But…I have a rule.”

“Okay?”

“No cheating, no sleeping with other people.”

“Ditto.” More comfortable quiet before she spoke again. “If you couldn’t play with me, would you be okay with me playing with other people if it’s non-sexual play?”

“I don’t know. You’d have to explain to me what that means.”

“I’m a really heavy masochist. I like heavy impact play. It’s very common for people who aren’t sadists to let their partner play with a sadist, within whatever rules they set up. That way, the partner who isn’t a sadist doesn’t feel obligated to try to do something they don’t want to do, and the masochist gets what they need. I mean, it’s more complicated than that, but that’s the simplistic version.”

She waited for him to answer, and he needed a few minutes. “Wow, this first date has really gotten deep fast,” he tried to joke. He laid his hand over hers on his thigh.

“I know,” she said. “Sorry. I didn’t mean to go there tonight. Thanks, Dad.”

“I take it they know about this?”

“Yeah. I told them in college. I didn’t want them calling the cops on anyone I was dating.”

“That means your ex…”

“Yeah. He was my Master. ’Til I caught the rat bastard cheating on me.”

Axel didn’t want to get his heart broken. But he also didn’t want to toss this chance away without fully exploring it first.

At the next red light, he looked over at her. “Let’s talk about it over dinner. I don’t think it’s right for me to tell you that you can’t do something when we’re going to our first dinner. I mean, I prefer you don’t sleep with anyone, but…” He shrugged. “I mean, okay.”

“How about this—for now, unless or until we decide we’re not going to date, we don’t have sex or sexy play with anyone but each other?”

“I haven’t even had sexy play with myself in forever.” His face reddened as he realized he’d said that out loud.

She giggled. “Maybe we can talk more about me taking care of that for you, then.” 


Chapter Eight

 

Skye wasn’t sure if this was the best or most disastrous date she’d ever had in her life.

It kept bouncing back and forth between the two extremes, and they’d only reached the goddamned restaurant.

Before they headed inside, they sat in his running car in the parking lot and talked.

She didn’t want to try to hammer out this negotiation, since they were basically negotiating, with a family of kids seated at the table next to them and overhearing everything.

“Did you want to come to the club this weekend? I’ll be volunteering, but you can hang out and see what happens.”

“Not this weekend. Not that I don’t want to, but I’d rather go on a weekend that you won’t be working.” He offered her a smile. “Wouldn’t want you to get in trouble on your first weekend there.”

“There’s going to be a private party at Cali’s house the next weekend. She said I could bring someone. She knows Rusty and Grant and Mike and all of them, so I know they’d vouch for you.”

“Sure.” He winced. “No, wait, I won’t be here. I have a conference up in Jacksonville. I’m going to be up there all weekend, from Thursday night until Sunday late. It’s a work thing.”

“Oh.”

He patted her hand. “Hey, don’t feel bad. I’m sure there will be other opportunities. And we can still see each other.”

“Cali said there would be a couple of guys at the private party who are service Tops. That means they’ll play with other people. Would you be okay with me doing that?”

“Sure. As long as it’s what you said it is and not sex.” He squeezed her hand. “I know Rusty and Eliza are happy. They’ve been together over twenty years. And I know Grant, Darryl, and Susie are happy. So are Mike and Jenny.” He shrugged. “I’m not going to be a douche and ask them to spy on you or anything, but I’m hoping I’m not wrong that since you were a victim of cheating you won’t be a cheater.”

He couldn’t have said a more perfect answer if he’d tried. “Thank you for trusting me.”

He stared down at their hands. “Fair warning, I don’t trust easily. So please don’t give me a reason not to trust you. Once it’s gone, it’s gone. I won’t give second chances this time.”

“And that goes both ways.”

His gaze rose to meet hers. “Yeah. Absolutely.”

 

* * * *

 

Part of him wanted to say no, please don’t play with anyone.

And he knew that’d be the douchey answer, and one issued out of fear, not facts. Until he knew more, or until they actually had a “relationship,” he wasn’t going to ask more of her than he already had. Especially when in a few weeks they might decide they were better off as friends.

At least he had a ready-made group of experts he knew he could trust and approach to talk to about all of this.

If he could find the nerve to ask them.

They headed inside for dinner and fortunately they were seated at a table off in a corner that allowed them a little privacy.

Once their drink orders were placed, and Axel knew what he wanted to order, he closed his menu and stared at her. He couldn’t believe she was sitting in front of him.

How funny life’s twists and turns proved to be.

She smiled. “What?”

“Thanks for having dinner with me tonight.”

“Thanks for not turning around and running from my dad.”

He shrugged. “I lost my dad a few years back, so it’s fine. It’d take more than that to scare me away.”

“I’m sorry. How’s your mom?”

“Remarried. She lives in Texas.” He lightly drummed his fingers on the table, nervous, trying to find the strength to say it. “If this isn’t working for you, please do me a favor and tell me sooner rather than later. Don’t think you have to spare my feelings. I can take it.”

She reached over and laid her hand over his, stilling it. “Ditto. I want honesty and trustworthiness. I’m allergic to cheating—I break out in divorce attorneys.”

He laughed. “Ditto.”

They had a great dinner. Ironically, as he talked to her more, about a variety of subjects that included BDSM, he felt more sure of his choice to take a chance and to let Skye be Skye.

If they were going to possibly build something between them, it had to start on a foundation of trust. If she proved him wrong, then live and learn.

But he wanted to trust.

Despite what Linda had done to him, he didn’t want to project his fears and hurts on someone else. There was a lot of shit that maybe he needed to work through still about his divorce, but Skye didn’t deserve to carry any of that baggage for him.

Just like he hoped he wouldn’t have to carry any of her emotional baggage for her.

If she wanted to hide stuff from him, she easily could have not gone down that path with him, kept it a secret for now.

But she’d opted to take the hard road, not the easy one.

She’d already trusted him not to reject her when she revealed that part of herself.

That was huge.

He wouldn’t throw his hands in the air and give up before something got started between them over a subject he didn’t even know much about.

When he drove her home, he felt good about his decision to take things slow and not arbitrarily slam rules onto the table.

Walking her to her door, he was reluctant to let her go. As they’d found a comfortable rhythm, the conversation had easily flowed between them. For the first time in years, he had felt…light.

It reminded him of years ago.

Another reason he was willing to take this slow. He didn’t want to rush into something simply because of a teenager’s feelings still residing in a man’s body.

Whatever happened between them had to be built on who they were now.

Maybe it was time he shook his life up a little. He knew there was a chance he might like it.

All he could do was try.

When he gave her a long, strong hug at the front door, he didn’t want to let go. She felt right in his arms. “Thank you for tonight.”

“Hey, thank you. This was great, I had a wonderful time. And thank you for dinner.” She stared up into his eyes. “So what’s our next step?”

“Feel like going out to dinner on Sunday? My treat.”

Her smile lit the darkest bowels of his dormant heart. “I’d love that. Thank you.”

 

* * * *

 

Thursday night’s date had gone better than Skye thought it might. She wondered if Axel was now doing lots of research on BDSM. She’d volunteered her FetLife name to him if he wanted to join the site, but she’d also warned him that a lot of what he’d see on the site was more porn than reality.

They’d texted off and on all day Friday, and before she left the house to head to the club, she texted him she was going. He responded a moment later.

 

Would you mind texting me when you get home tonight?

 

She pondered his text for a moment before replying.

 

I don’t mind, but why, out of curiosity?

 

Because I’ll probably be up, and I won’t worry you had car trouble or something that late at night.

 

Nothing he’d done so far felt controlling, and he hadn’t freaked out about her playing with someone at Cali’s party. I want a Dom. Maybe he can be that.

She replied. 

 

Sure, I’ll text you. And after I get home Saturday. But it’ll probably be 3-ish or so.

 

He replied with a smiley face. Another text quickly followed.

 

I’m not trying to be controlling. I don’t expect you to always text me where you are. But that’s the middle of the night. Sorry. Does this even make sense or do you hate me now?

 

She’d nearly started crying. Dammit, his soul had been as badly scorched as hers had been.

Her fingers trembled as she responded, knowing maybe this was the wrong thing to say, but wanting it out there now.

 

I don’t mind. I like little rituals, Sir.

 

She waited, hoping he grokked how big that was for her.

He texted back.

 

I don’t want to screw this up.

 

Thank god she hadn’t worn makeup.

 

You’re doing great, seriously.

 

I’m open to suggestions.

 

She really had to get moving, but this was more important.

 

Would you mind if I texted you good morning every morning, Sir?

 

He must have been waiting for her response.

 

I’d love that.

 

Her soul cried out to cancel going to the club so she could drive over to Axel’s and talk with him.

Except she knew that was exactly why she couldn’t. This had to be built slowly, and she couldn’t risk dropping into some sort of subfrenzy all because she felt lonely and unfulfilled.

If this was to work, she had to take her time.

 

Thank you, Sir. I have to get moving to the club.

 

Drive safe, sweetie. :)

 

Skye headed to Venture, her mind rolling and replaying that series of texts. This felt…right. She could teach him the Dom stuff, or find other Doms and Tops to teach him.

It was the control, the Dominant personality that had to be his and come from him. She couldn’t push him.

Except…he seemed to be naturally slipping into that.

She hoped.

Cali had assured Skye that volunteers were fine wearing jeans and comfortable shoes. Especially since they frequently did everything from manning the front desk, to taking out the garbage, to mopping the floors, to scrubbing the bathrooms.

Bet the romance books don’t talk about that stuff.

She’d opted for jeans, Hello Kitty sneakers, and a T-shirt from a fetish convention she’d attended eight years ago. It was black, mostly, so she figured it’d fit right in.

Cali was unlocking the office door when Skye pulled into the parking lot and parked next to her. By the time Skye reached the office door, Cali was already inside and turning on the lights.

“Hey,” Skye called out as she stuck her head through the door leading to the dungeon. It was dark. Damned dark. “What do you want me to do?”

“I’m going to have you shadow me in the office tonight,” she called over her shoulder from where she was using the flashlight on her phone to see. “Hang on.”

She reached the breaker panel and lights flooded to life, as did the air-conditioning. “That’s better. Sean and Max aren’t far behind me. They distracted each other and I didn’t want anyone hanging around outside waiting on us because those two couldn’t keep it in their pants.”

“They sound like a handful.”

“They are.” She smiled. “But I love them.”

Back in the office, Cali showed her the opening checklist in a procedures manual and walked her through where everything was. Definitely was far easier than what she did at work, although at work she didn’t have to handle cash very often.

“I didn’t want to say this in front of the others on Monday,” Cali said, “and I’d prefer you keep it to yourself, but you’re the only volunteer out of this new batch I want working the front desk right now.”

This couldn’t be good. “Why’s that?”

“When I found out what you do for a living. You’re used to keeping confidentiality with patient records. I don’t have to train it into you.”

Relief filled Skye that she hadn’t just jumped into some massive internal volunteer personality battle or something. “Ah. Yeah.”

“You wouldn’t believe what people don’t stop to think about sometimes. As a volunteer, you cannot say, ‘Oh, yeah, when so-and-so was here last week.’ Or if someone calls here during the night looking for a particular member, you can’t say oh, sure, they’re here. Uh, no. Anything like that. We can’t do it. People not used to that accidentally let information out without realizing what they’re doing.”

“I can see where that would be a problem.”

“Big problem. Fortunately with no ramifications yet, but Marcia, June, and I talked and yeah, we’re going to really start hammering on that with the office volunteers.”

The procedure manual was simple and easy to follow, and set up in such a way that a person would have to be really dumb not to be able to follow it. Less than ten minutes later, they had the office set up and ready to go.

Two more new volunteers arrived while they were doing that. With the office squared away, Cali took Skye and the other newbies into the dungeon and showed them around, how to set up the kitchen area, where the supplies were kept to make sure the bathrooms were clean and well-stocked.

It was run like an efficient business, Skye was happy to see. She’d played in clubs and in private “clubs” and in homes, and she’d seen everything from this level all the way down to places she wouldn’t go barefoot in, much less want to use the play equipment. Here, the floors were clean, the equipment both safe and sanitary, and Cali had already told her they both had a business license as well as liability insurance. They weren’t flying by the seat of their pants—they were totally legit.

I think I’m home.

And that was a great feeling.

 

* * * *

 

Tony and Shayla showed up while they were going through the opening checklist for the dungeon.

“So she hooked you in, huh?” Tony grinned. “You realize once you have one of these name badges, you sort of aren’t allowed to bail.” He flapped his own name badge. “We hunt you down and drag you back if you try to leave. Trust me, we know effective restraints.”

She liked the guy. “Yeah, that’s okay. It’ll be nice feeling like I belong for a change.”

“Tell me more about your play experience…”

Five minutes later, Tony was playfully arguing with Cali that he was going to steal Skye for the DM staff, and Cali was threatening to sic June on him.

She hadn’t met June yet, but apparently her reputation preceded her, because Tony held up his hands in defeat. “Okay, all right. But I call dibs if you have enough office staff. Someone who’s an experienced player and has some medical knowledge? That’s the gold standard, thank you very much.”

“Damn Doms,” Cali groused. “Don’t go sniping my pet her first night here.”

Skye laughed. “Pet?”

“Eh, metaphorically speaking. Not kinkily speaking.”

Sean and Max, Cali’s other halves, arrived a few minutes later. Tonight was predicted to be a less busy night than the average Saturday, especially with the focus mostly on rope. A short rope 101 was being held by Ross and Loren, who’d been at the munch Sunday night.

As people filtered in, Cali patiently walked Skye through the procedures to check someone in and run their payment option through a tablet with a Square reader on it. It wasn’t difficult, just repetitive.

“Tomorrow night will be easy,” Cali said. “Marcia and Derick are taking the weekend off. They really need it. This is the slow weekend, apparently.”

“Cool.”

By the time she left the club at the end of the night, Skye had almost forgotten about her promise to text Axel when she got home.

As soon as she parked in her parents’ driveway, she texted him.

 

Just got home safely.

 

He replied as she was unlocking the front door.

 

Thank you. :)

 

She didn’t get the bad kind of controlling vibe from him. This definitely felt more like genuine concern.

 

Good night, Sir.

 

She’d closed and locked the door behind her when he replied.

 

Good night, sweetie.

 

She smiled even after climbing into bed ten minutes later, Barksley curling up with her.

 

* * * *

 

Skye texted Axel when she woke up the next morning after ten. It was nearly an hour later before he responded.

 

Sorry. Was mowing. :)

 

She spent the morning helping out around the house, tackling a few chores she could see needed doing. She wasn’t interested in mooching off her parents, and since they’d refused to let her pay for staying there, this was the only option she had. Even chipping in for groceries was refused, because after leaving five twenties on the kitchen counter, she’d gone to bed that night to find five twenties stashed under her pillow.

She’d tried again the next morning, and they reappeared that night in her underwear drawer.

On her third and final attempt, they’d reappeared in the medicine cabinet in her bathroom.

Skye could take a hint. Her parents hadn’t said anything, but she knew damn well they wouldn’t take her money.

The least she could do was take care of chores.

Before she headed to the club that night, Skye texted Axel one last time.

 

Going to the club, Sir. I’ll text you when I get home.

 

:) I like the Sir thing, sweetie. Have fun.

 

Me, too. And thanks.

 

Baby steps. It was about baby steps. Some guys who were vanilla, once the stigma of “abuse” was deprogrammed from them and they took to heart the fact that it wasn’t abuse if it was consensual, really could step into a Dominant role. She’d seen Axel DM. He was not a submissive man, even if he was a very laid-back kind of guy.

Even better, she preferred subtle to hard-core leather dude. It was sexier, to her.

She barely had time to think about that, though. Before it was time to open the club, they had a line stacked up outside.

“Holy cow,” Cali said as she went to let people in. “This is nuts.”

Apparently, she wasn’t kidding. Skye and Cali frantically processed people and called Max into the office to handle newbie talks for all the new members they were taking in.

Then, a large man with a very tiny woman even shorter than Skye walked in.

“Hey!” Cali rounded the counter to hug them. “You here for fun tonight, she asks hopefully with an ulterior motive?”

The guy smiled. “Tilly told us you were looking to pad the volunteer roster.”

“Yeeesss!” Cali walked behind the counter and found their name badge lanyards, where they hung on a hook with the others. “Here you go. Scrye and June. Oh, and this is Skye. She’s a new volunteer. I’m starting her out here because until you showed up, I was the only other person I had here tonight who could run the computer and front desk. And I already have twenty people inside and we haven’t even been open fifteen minutes yet. Plus, Max is giving a newbie orientation to five of them in there, meaning Sean’s by himself on the floor.”

In fact, the outer office door opened, and four more people walked in.

Scrye and June put their badges on and June signed them in on the clipboard. “Daddy, if you promise not to lift anything and to sit down while you DM, I’ll stay out here and help Cali at the counter.”

He kissed her. “Good girl.”

As he headed inside, Cali called out, “Thanks, Scrye! I love you!”

He stuck his head back inside. “Love you, too—”

“Still not doin’ you,” June finished for him with a grin.

“That cracks me up every time,” Cali said.

Skye’s eyes widened. “Wait…Scrye and Little July? From the books?”

June smiled. “Guilty. That would be us.”

“Holy…I mean, wow. I love your books.”

But that was all the talking they got to do on that topic for…a while. It turned out a monthly play party south of them had been canceled, so a lot of those people were coming up to Venture tonight to check it out as an alternative.

Once they’d got the door locked at the end of the night and all the patrons left, Cali shook her head. “Sorry about that, Skye. Didn’t mean to toss you into a battle on your first Saturday. I thought tonight would be easy.”

“That’s okay. Glad I could help.”

It was fun getting to see the other side of the curtain and helping keep things running smoothly. There were no paid employees at the club. Everything made was put back into operating expenses, improvements, and repairs. They paid some of the presenters, although local ones like Scrye, Ross, and Tony usually refused to take any money. And since all the volunteers were also active in the lifestyle, they had a vested interest in making sure people had a good time and that the place was kept open and in great shape.

Skye had parked in her usual spot at home and was on her way to the front door when she remembered her promise.

 

Home safe, Sir. Crazy busy night. Heading to sleep.

 

She’d made it into her bedroom when he replied.

 

I’ll pick you up tonight at 6. Sleep tight, sweetheart.

 

Skye couldn’t help it, it felt right with him. Maybe she was setting herself up for heartache with a guy she didn’t know for sure could really be a Dominant and not just throw words around, but she didn’t care.

 

Thank you, Sir. See you then.

 

She wouldn’t even start slashy speak with him. Calling him Sir this soon was probably pushing it, but…

Fuck it. It felt right.

And that’s what she chose to focus on. 


Chapter Nine

 

Skye desperately tried to shake off her nerves the next Saturday night as she drove to the address Cali e-mailed her for the party. There would be several Doms there tonight, according to Cali, who she and her guys would personally vouch for, who might be interested in playing with her.

What if none of them want to play with me?

She tried not to think like that, but it was difficult not to think like that. She needed a good, hard, no-strings-attached, no-worries-of-sexual-assault beating.

Was that too much to ask?

Forget a fucking machine. If someone invents a machine that can spank my ass for me, I’d buy that.

She also couldn’t squelch the wistful feeling that she was here alone and not with Axel. The more time she spent with him, the stronger the pull in her heart. They’d actually talked on the phone earlier that afternoon during a break in his meetings, and he’d once again assured her he really was fine with her going and playing, if she chose to.

Whatever this was, it was, for her, dangerously slipping toward more than just friends.

It simultaneously scared and thrilled her.

The way he smiled when he saw her, easy and sweet and taking a few years off the lines at the outer edges of his eyes. Like maybe he hadn’t been smiling a whole lot before they reconnected.

They’d gone out to dinner last Sunday night, then they saw each other at gaming on Tuesday. On Wednesday, her mom insisted he come over for dinner and she cooked up a storm.

Her father even behaved himself, which Skye knew meant they were pulling for them. Especially after her father felt horrible for accidentally outing her. He hadn’t realized Axel didn’t know about her kinky side.

She texted Axel every morning, and now they also texted good night, too.

He had been researching, because he asked solid questions and had visited the websites she’d recommended.

He’d joined FetLife and friended her, although they hadn’t created a “relationship” between them yet. He’d also friended Rusty and the others on there.

It was ten minutes after the party’s listed arrival time. There were a few cars already parked along the cul-de-sac, and she remembered to follow the listed instructions from the party invite about where and how to park.

That’d suck if my first protocol violation was failing to park properly.

She shouldered her backpack and grabbed the wrapped pan holding the lasagna she’d made before she took a deep breath and headed up the walk.

Why does this shit always feel like the first day of tenth grade when I’m goddamned forty?

This would be easier if Axel was here.

Then again, maybe it wouldn’t. Since he hadn’t yet seen a real-life scene, it might freak him out. Definitely the first play party she brought him to she wouldn’t be playing that night, because she’d want to be able to narrate everything for him, talk to him about what he was seeing, and calm him down if there was a freak-out.

And tonight, after the stress of the divorce and move and everything else, she desperately needed a beating. A hard beating.

A brutal, borderline violent beating. It’d been going on the better part of two years since she’d played, and it’d become an almost painful physical craving to get one now that she was active in the lifestyle again. Seeing people playing at the club last weekend had felt like a gut-punch, because she couldn’t be one of them.

Forcing a smile, she rang the bell and tried not to hold her breath before the door opened and Cali’s smiling face beamed at her from the other side.

“Hey, welcome!” Cali gave her a one-armed hug, because under her other arm she held a black and white tuxedo cat. “This is Baxter, the bondage pussy star of our website. He’s about to get locked up for the night.” Cali closed the door once Skye stepped inside.

Skye reached out and scratched him under the chin. “Aw. That’s too bad. I love animals.”

“Well, so does pretty much everyone else who’s going to be here tonight. One night we literally had about twenty people gathered around a Sybian, watching him stalk it. Not exactly the kind of pussy play that thing usually sees.”

She snorted. “No!”

“Yeah. I wish I was making that up. It actually made it into one of Lynn’s books. Oh, Sean, can you show her where to put her dish and stuff?”

He turned from where he’d been talking to someone. “Sure. Come on.”

“Thanks.”

The fact that Cali hadn’t offered up either of her two men to top Skye, while offering herself up as a potential Top if Skye didn’t find one, didn’t escape Skye’s notice. She wasn’t about to press and ask Cali about it, either. Skye got it. In some dynamics, it was safest not to cross that line.

Although Skye wouldn’t mind having Cali top her if it got to that point, she’d prefer it be a guy she knew was totally into doing it. Not because she wanted to have some deeper bond with him, but because she didn’t want to have to worry about if whoever was topping her was enjoying themselves.

And she personally wasn’t into girls as anything but friends. She’d had women top her before, years ago, and it just…wasn’t the same, for her. Nothing against them.

Sean showed her where to drop her bag, too, and where the cups and markers were for drinks.

When Cali returned from her errand, she offered Skye a smile. “One pussy securely locked up.”

“Won’t be the only one tonight,” a man snarked from where he sat perched on the arm of the couch.

“True. Gilo, Abbey, this is Skye. She’s not new to the lifestyle, but a recent returnee to Sarasota and new to the scene here. She’s one of our newest suckers—I mean volunteers at the club. Gilo and Abbey are regulars, so you’ll probably see them a lot, here and there.”

Gilo held the end of a leash attached to Abbey’s collar. He stuck out his other hand to shake. “Nice to meet you. Welcome to the family, as it were.”

“Thanks. Nice to meet you, too.” Abbey didn’t extend a hand, so Skye didn’t, either, but she did tip her head to the woman and got one in return.

“I’m going to introduce her to Landry and Cris,” Cali said. “She’s looking for a service Top to play with tonight.”

Gilo winced. “I’m sorry.”

Skye perked up, concerned. “Why?”

Gilo snorted. “Say good-bye to your ass. I wouldn’t even scene with him, and I’m a damned SAM who’s scened with Tilly in the past.”

“Gilo and Abbey are both switches,” Cali explained before Skye could even process his comment.

“Ah.” The picture slipped into place for her. He was just joking around. “I’m a really heavy masochist looking for a good, hard, strings-free beating that I’ll feel for days. I haven’t scened in over a year and I really need it.”

He shrugged. “Oh. Well, in that case, enjoy. He’ll be the perfect sadist for the job.” Smiling, he held up his red plastic cup in toast.

She held up her cup. “Thanks. I think.”

Cali started leading her toward sliders that appeared to open onto a pool deck with a screened lanai. “Walt and Holly will be here tonight, too. Sometimes he’ll play with people. And maybe Keith, if they come. Scrye, Ross, Leah, and Kel will suspend other people. They’re rope riggers, but they don’t do impact play with anyone but their own partners.”

She stopped and turned. “Landry and Cris, their wife, Tilly, she’s out of town again right now with work, but sometimes she tops others, too. They have full communication. She actually spent a couple of years as a pro-Domme before she met Landry.”

“Wow. That’s interesting.” Now Gilo’s comment about her had better context.

“Yeah, she said it wasn’t as much fun of a gig as people think it is. They’re actually good friends with one of her former clients they still play with. In fact, he’s supposed to be here tonight, too.”

They crossed the lanai and walked around the pool, to where two men Skye didn’t recognize stood talking to Tony and Shayla. Skye hugged both of them in greeting.

“Hey, Lan, Cris, this is Skye,” Cali said. “She’s the one I talked to you about.”

The older man, Landry, was a little shorter than Cris by a couple of inches, dark hair peppered with grey at the temples, and green eyes possessing the good kind of calculating look about him. Cris appeared slightly younger, brown hair brushing his shoulders and brown eyes that appraised her. While they both wore jeans and button-up shirts, Cris was barefoot and wore a leather collar around his neck. They had money, that much she could tell, from their expensive, designer shirts and jeans, and the perfect haircut on Landry, but they looked like the kind of men who wore it in a subdued kind of way.

“How do you do?” He held out a hand. “Landry LaCroux. Pleasure to meet you.”

She thought she caught the hint of an accent but wasn’t sure. “Skye Bauer. Nice to meet you, too.” She shook with him, and that’s when she got a good look at his watch, which he wore on his right wrist. “Holy crap, is that a Blancpain?”

She realized she was still holding his hand and finally remembered to let go.

Even more embarrassing, she realized she’d spoken the question out loud.

Damn, can’t take me anywhere.

Landry glanced at the timepiece, one eyebrow sliding up in a most Domly way if she ever saw it. “Yes, but I am particularly curious as to how you know that. Most people never notice, and by most I mean pretty much everyone except jewelry store clerks. Even then, it is hit and miss, as they say.”

She swallowed. Obviously, this guy didn’t just have money, he had Money. At least he didn’t sound snooty and judgmental about it, more like he was genuinely curious.

“I have one. I mean, a ladies’ one. It was a wedding gift from my father-in-law. Ex.” He’d given all the daughters- and sons-in-law one when they married Carling siblings.

And she’d worn it precisely eight times, all at Carling family events. Once she discovered how much the stupid thing was worth, she’d nearly had a panic attack. She wasn’t even sure her parents’ first home when they’d gotten married nearly fifty years ago had been worth as much. It was definitely worth more than any car they’d ever owned. Only Kelly ordering her to wear it to an event, in the context of being her Master, had gotten the dang thing on her wrist and out of the townhouse.

Currently, it sat in her new safety deposit box, where she’d dumped it that first Monday morning after she arrived in Sarasota, along with a couple of other pieces of jewelry. Kelly’s father had been a huge believer in dressing the part, so her Old Navy and Target fashion sense had probably gone a long way to fostering their disdain of her.

She’d held on to it just in case, because if she ever hit true financial rock bottom, she knew she could sell the stupid thing. Even a fraction of what it was worth would help, but she didn’t want to make that decision lightly or in haste.

And she also knew her watch, brand new, wasn’t worth a quarter of what Landry’s watch was worth.

She might have hated Kelly, but she didn’t hate the few fringe benefits she did get to enjoy. And the prenup specifically said any jewelry or gifts she was given during the marriage, she was free to keep.

She’d sold her wedding and engagement rings to pay for attorney number two.

Landry and Cris exchanged a glance.

“Cris Guerrero.” He extended his hand and they shook.

“Nice to meet you. Thanks for agreeing to talk with me.”

“Our pleasure, my dear,” Landry said. But the way he said it sounded sexy, not condescending.

Must be the accent.

“Just to be clear,” Cali said, “I personally vouch for both of them. I’ve known them for several years. Landry is a sadist, though, and can play heavy, but as a service Top he never violates a safeword. If y’all decide not to play, let me know, and I can see who else I can scare up for you.”

“Thanks, Cali. I appreciate it.”

Cali headed off to greet other guests.

“We’ll let you get to your negotiations,” Tony said with a smile. “Have fun.”

“Hopefully,” Landry said before returning his attention to Skye. “Well, I had a brief and interesting chat with Cali earlier. Perhaps you’d like to elucidate?”

“Ex-husband-slash-Master was a cheating asshole. Divorced and moved back to Florida. Just looking for a good, hard beating tonight. No orgasm play. No hand between my legs, but I’ll play naked and you can torture my breasts with hands or implements, or between my legs with implements. But no groping. Heavy impact is desired, restraints are fine. I have my own cuffs, collar, ball gag, and blindfold.”

“You’re single?”

“Um, it’s…complicated. Kind of. We’re sort of dating. We used to know each other when we were in high school. He’s not really vanilla, but he’s not kinky. He’s in the learning stages. We’re literally less than two weeks into whatever this is going to end up being. He has no problem with me playing, as long as it’s not sexual. He was going to come with me tonight but he had to be out of town at a seminar for work.”

“I think we just saved about ten minutes of negotiations,” Cris joked.

“Yes,” Landry drawled, “but let’s go talk anyway, shall we?”

They headed inside, Skye following the men to a far corner of the dining room area where people hadn’t yet filtered into. Landry tipped his head at Cris, who pulled out a chair for her, holding it while she sat.

She didn’t miss that while Landry sat, Cris stood behind him, to his right.

A wistful pang of envy curled through her.

He’s a good slave.

“Now then, my dear, let’s back up. What is your experience in the lifestyle?”

“I’ve been kinky pretty much my entire adult life, and I’m forty. Discovered kink was a ‘thing’ in college, and messed around for a while. Mostly up in Tampa. Then I met my ex, thought he was the Dom of my dreams, and…”

She shrugged. “Fifteen years later, I’m single again, back in Florida, and while I definitely want to play, I am in no hurry to find a ‘partner’ because Axel and I are still trying to figure out if there’s something more than just friends between us. I can take care of my own orgasms, thank you very much. I promise no boiled-bunny stalkage from me. I can give you the names of some people from Pennsylvania who’ve played with me or seen me play, although I’ll warn you now that I prefer you not reveal my current location or FetLife name, because I don’t want my ex snooping on me. My ex and I didn’t attend events together in the last year we were together.”

“Why’s that?” Landry asked.

“Because he was too busy screwing around on me and telling people he didn’t have a wife. If he’d shown up with me, I found out later, it would have blown his whole ‘I’m single’ story out of the water.”

“Ah. Yes, I suppose that would prove rather problematic.”

“Yeah. I always wondered why he was okay with me playing with others. I mean, I didn’t have a problem with him topping others. And he claimed he wanted to be ‘fair’ to me since he worked a lot, frequently on the weekends. I didn’t have a problem going to events, because I knew who I could trust to play with and who I couldn’t.”

She sighed. “I just never processed that he was actually cheating on me until I had to use his laptop one day and he’d left himself logged into FetLife and I saw messages from other women who were definitely not ‘just play partners.’ I think he was hoping I’d cheat on him with someone so he could kick me out without penalties from our pre-nup, but I caught him in the act. I do have my latest test results with me, though, if you’d like to see them. No STIs, no hep, no HIV. Got them last week.”

Working for a doctor did have its privileges.

Having a cheating ex also made for an easy excuse to ask for them.

“Well, we are also neg, although I don’t have results with us. Since there won’t be intimate contact, however, I don’t suppose that will be an issue, unless you’d rather wait until you can see those?”

“I’d rather not wait. If Cali trusts you, that’s enough for me. If we were sleeping together, yeah, that’d be different.”

“Sorry, but my dance card is already full when it comes to intimacy.” He smiled. “Second important point, would you mind if Cris also helps?”

“That’s fine.”

“Red, yellow, green?”

“Yep. And, fair warning, I’m a bit of a drooler. Hope you understand gag speak.”

He smiled. “I am quite fluent. Restraints?”

“Feel free to tie me down with rope, or use clips on my cuffs.”

“Very good. Do you tend to go deep into subspace?”

“I’ve never become nonresponsive, although sometimes I lose track of time when it’s really, really good.”

“I should hope so.” He smiled, making her laugh.

“If you ask me for a color, I can tell you. I’m not afraid to yellow or red. But if I red, it doesn’t mean I want to stop the scene, unless I specifically say that. It means whatever you’re doing at that moment, stop doing that particular thing and check in with me.”

“Understood. We will be playing with a friend of ours tonight, he will be here shortly. He had to stop by home and take care of something, so we rode separately. Perhaps it’d be best you watch us play with him, then you can decide if you still want to play with us. Of course, we will obviously negotiate separate limits from what Bob uses. And, fair warning, we do orgasm play with Bob. Keeping that in mind, I would prefer not touching you between the legs at all, and I’ll avoid touching your breasts with my hands tonight to avoid…complications. Perhaps we can renegotiate that in the future.”

She shrugged. “That’s fair.”

“Anything else you can think of?”

“Please don’t mark me below the knees, below the elbows, or above my neck. I prefer no deliberate skin breakage, but I know sometimes shit happens and blood welts pop up. Floggers, paddles, crops, cane, straps—I’m good with all that.”

“Edge play?”

“Such as?”

“Violet wand, knife play?”

“I like both, but knife play for sensation only. Not wet play. I loooove knife play. It’s one of my favorite things.”

“Excellent.” He looked up at Cris. “Go bring the other bag in, please.”

“Yes, Master.” He headed off to get it.

Landry smiled. “Bob isn’t a fan of the violet wand. And while I am a sadist, I am not an asshole. Usually. Although Tilly has on occasion called me one, and I’m sure Cris would agree.” He smiled.

She shrugged. “Everyone has different limits.”

“Yes, quite.” He sat back, crossing his left ankle over his right knee, his head cocked to the side as he studied her. “You…intrigue me.”

“How so?”

“You obviously know your limits and you’re not looking for more than just play.”

“Yeah, if you knew the bad luck I had trying to get divorced, you’d understand why.”

“Ah. That brings me to aftercare.”

She shrugged. “While I’d like it, it’s not mandatory.”

He had a thought. “Bob is single.”

“I’m not interested in dating anyone else, sorry. I’m not poly.”

And especially not a subby guy. Nothing against them, but she wanted someone who would take charge. She’d dated a subby guy once, before she met Kelly, and every time they went out it was a good twenty minutes of back-and-forth, “What do you want for dinner? I don’t care, what do you want for dinner?”

If they’d gone any farther and gotten married, they probably would have starved to death in a week.

“I meant to help out,” Landry clarified.

“I thought you said you were topping him?”

“We are, but he’s a rather genial fellow. Perhaps when you meet him, he might be willing to do aftercare for you. Actually, could I ask a favor?”

“Maybe.”

He smiled. “Usually, when Tilly is home, she helps us top him and does his aftercare. Just sitting with him for a while as he comes down, that’s all. A comforting presence. If you two hit it off, perhaps you can do that for him, as well? Gilo has apparently already dropped Abbey into bottomspace tonight, so I can’t ask her, and Cali’s busy as a host.”

She thought about it. “He’s not, like, going to latch on to me and want to date or something, or think we’re besties all of a sudden, will he?”

“Doubtful. He’s very…conservative. In terms of relationships, not political leanings. He’s been burned badly in the past.”

“I’ll talk to him and then we can go from there.”

“Excellent. Ah, here he is now.”

She turned and saw Cris following a fairly hunky looking guy through the front door.

Helloooooo, Bob. 


Chapter Ten

 

Bob was a friendly guy with gorgeous blue eyes a different shade than Axel’s but still not as handsome as his—

Wait. What? Why did I think that?

When Bob had first entered the house, he’d put his stuff down, kicked off his shoes, and found Landry. There, he’d knelt in front of the sadist, offering up a leather collar for Landry to buckle around his neck.

Landry did, then leaned in and whispered something to him before playfully ruffling his hair like she might to Barksley.

A beloved pet.

She halfway expected if Landry threw a ball for Bob and ordered him to fetch, he likely would do it on his hands and knees and come back with the ball in his mouth.

Wow.

Bob performed a low, formal bow, all the way to the floor, hands in front of him, before rising and walking off.

A sudden craving she knew she’d need to unpack later once she was in private exploded in her stomach.

Everything right about the lifestyle that she’d missed like hell once she’d discovered Kelly’s infidelity.

She’d hated taking her collar off, even knowing the scum-sucking bastard had stuck his dick in other women.

It’d added an extra level of pain to the process.

An extra level of betrayal.

She’d promised to serve him, and he’d promised to take care of her. She’d faithfully kept her end of the bargain but he hadn’t.

Bastard.

She hadn’t had anyone to serve since kicking Kelly out, and even before then, since she’d been pulling away once she realized he was cheating. She missed it.

Desperately.

She missed having a Sir of her own to take care of.

To take care of her.

To shut down her brain for blessed moments of time.

While she hoped Axel could be that Sir, she realized now, with the beautifully brutal reality laid out before her, that they were going to have to dive into that pool sooner rather than later.

Before she fell utterly in love with the guy, and him with her, and both their hearts got broken because he couldn’t give her what she needed.

 

* * * *

 

After Bob returned a few minutes later, Landry got down to business and quickly outlined to him what they’d already discussed.

“Your thoughts, boy?” Landry asked.

Bob looked at her and nodded. “I’m comfortable with that, Sir, if Skye is.”

The more she observed Bob, the more she realized that, while handsome, she never would be romantically attracted to him. It was painfully obvious to her that he was definitely a slave at heart and only wanted to serve. Maybe in his normal life he was a kick-ass Alpha, but she’d seen flaming train wrecks when submissive women paired up with submissive men and tried to force the men to man up.

It never worked for anyone, and only hurt more feelings.

But friends? That she could definitely do. And she’d done aftercare for friends before, so it wasn’t like it was a totally foreign concept to her. But they’d all been women.

The men staked out a bench in a corner of the living room and set up. Bob stripped and knelt on the floor in his bow pose, waiting. At some point he’d added leather wrist and ankle cuffs to his ensemble.

He did have a nice ass.

Skye sat on the floor, off to the side and out of the way, back leaning against the wall.

Cali stopped by and knelt to whisper to her. “Get ready for a ride. Bob’s not a heavy maso, but his kink is taking it to make the sadist happy. Fucking hot as hell, too. But I’ve also seen Landry play on the light end of the scale.”

“Thanks.”

The men helped Bob to his feet, blindfolded him and buckled a rubber bit gag in his mouth, then bound him to the bench with ropes.

There was no warm-up. Landry started heavy and it went downhill from there for Bob. Cris knelt at the man’s head, one hand fisted in his hair, the other cupped around the back of his neck and holding the collar as Cris whispered in his ear.

From Skye’s angle, she could see despite the way Bob’s fists clenched and his toes curled from the force of some of Landry’s impacts, his cock was hard and dripping pre-cum, which fell on the towel the men had positioned on the floor under that end of the bench before starting.

Occasionally, Cris would say something to Landry that Skye didn’t understand. Then Landry would pause, run his hands up and down Bob’s back and ass, his arms, and lean in to talk to him. It finally hit Skye that Cris and Landry were speaking to each other in another language, maybe French. Bob apparently didn’t understand it, because Landry and Cris spoke to him in English, what little she could hear.

Watching Landry play was horrifically beautiful. Brutal, skillful, sadistic, and finely attuned to Bob’s body language. Whether using a cane, a paddle, or his bare hands, Landry was the gold-standard Dom, in Skye’s book. They could have filmed the scene to use as an instructional video.

She couldn’t wait to be the one on the bench.

Then Landry reached under Bob with one hand, speaking to Cris in French and Cris whispering to Bob. As Landry stroked Bob’s cock, he laid cane strokes across his ass. After the tenth one, Landry barked a command and Bob’s entire body tensed, a low, long moan escaping him as he came in Landry’s fist.

Holy…fuck! That is haaawt.

The scene lasted only thirty minutes, but it’d been hard, brutal, and deep. When Landry released Bob’s cock, Cris stroked Bob’s hair for a moment.

“Good boy,” she distinctly heard.

Her heart—and other places—painfully clenched.

How long since she’d heard words similar to those directed at her?

Too damn long.

She blinked back a prickle of tears.

They got Bob cleaned up and draped in a fleece blanket. Cris helped him up off the bench and over to Skye’s side, Bob still wearing the blindfold and gag. Instinctively, she opened her arms and gathered him close, letting him lay his head in her lap, facing her, his back to the room. He shivered, but didn’t make any noise or speak.

Cris smiled down at them. “I’ll get you a bottle of water for him. Thank you for this.”

“What about…” She pointed at her eyes and mouth.

“When he starts moving around, you’ll be able to tell he’s coming up. Then it’s okay to take them off as he’s ready to and get him to drink something.”

She gave him a thumbs-up and settled in, one hand resting on Bob’s shoulder, the other in his hair.

Envy twisted through her, even though she knew it was silly to feel like that. No telling how long the three had been playing together. They were obviously good friends, to have that kind of intimate play between them.

Cris brought two bottles of water, one for her and one for him. Cris wiped down the bench and moved their equipment out of the way so he could clean all of the implements they’d used on Bob. Meanwhile, another couple started using the bench.

Once Cris finished with that, Landry led him out onto the lanai and off to the side. She could see through the sliders that Landry pointed at the concrete lanai deck.

Cris dropped to his knees, and Landry whipped out his cock and started face-fucking Cris.

Hard, brutally.

Skye hoped she didn’t whimper out loud, but the mental image of Axel doing that to her nearly made her cream herself.

I guess I’ll be rubbing one out when I get home.

Landry finished, stroking Cris’ hair for a moment before tucking himself back in and letting Cris up. Then he pulled the man in for a long, tender kiss, giving him a smile and ruffling his hair before they headed back toward the house.

Fuck.

Me.

Okay, yeah, she and Axel were going to have to address the BDSM stuff sooner rather than later. Denying she had these needs wouldn’t be fair to either of them. She’d resent Axel for not being able to meet them, and he’d resent her for pushing him into a role he wasn’t comfortable with.

Best to figure it out now, and save their friendship, rather than trying to force it and blowing it all up.

After about twenty minutes, Bob took a deep breath and let it out, then nuzzled the hand she had resting on his head.

“Ready to sit up?”

He nodded.

She helped ease him up and took his gag off first so she could let him get a sip of water. Then she unbuckled the blindfold, and he blinked a couple of times, a bashful smile curving his lips.

“Thank you,” he softly said.

He was cute…in a puppy kind of way. “You’re very welcome. Glad I could help.”

He was able to take over the bottle of water and took several more deep swallows. “Wow. He went extra hard on me tonight.”

“Why?”

He smiled. “Tilly had to leave unexpectedly. Work. He’d planned to scene with her tonight, and she was going to be my Top, so he took his frustration out on me.” He twisted his head and she heard the soft crack of joints popping. “Lucky me.” Another smile.

Then his focus returned to her. “Are you still comfortable with me doing your aftercare?”

“Sure.”

“I guess I should ask if you’re still comfortable scening with Landry.”

“Honestly? Other than the handjob, yeah, I was envious of you.”

He looked genuinely curious. “Really? Most people cringe when they watch him go full bore on me or Cris.”

“I couldn’t take that kind of beating every time, but yeah, I would love to wake up tomorrow feeling like I’m pretty sure you’re going to.”

Bob kept his throw wrapped around him while he grabbed his clothes and headed off to a bathroom. Skye got up and stretched. The couple on the bench looked like they were winding down. Landry and Cris had left their bags on the wall near the bench, ready to move into position when they were going to play again.

In the dining room on another bench, a man was doing a pummeling scene on an unrestrained woman. She wore a bandana as a blindfold, another tied around her mouth as a gag, but she sat up on the bench, free to move around as he punched, slapped, and beat her.

Cali had been standing nearby, talking to another woman, and walked over to join Skye.

“That’s Walt. He’s another of the Tops I was talking about. That’s Tory. She’s a really heavy masochist.” She pointed to the woman she’d just been talking to. “That’s Holly, Walt’s slave and fiancée. She has fibromyalgia, and she can’t take a whomping. Tory’s just a friend.”

Walt had a different style than Landry, but equally stunning. Perfect control, hesitating as he watched the effect of every impact, rubbing some hits in, varying the strength of every strike.

“He uses implements, too, but Tory didn’t think she’d make it tonight, so he didn’t bring his bag. Her family thing got canceled at the last-minute and she called and asked if she could come anyway, and we said sure. Came straight here. Walt and Holly were almost here and she told him not to worry about implements. We offered to loan him some, but he said no, he’d just use his hands. I had the bandanas.”

“That’s cool.”

“Yeah. It’s fun to watch them play at the club. He’s got a killer custom playlist we put on when he starts a scene.”

Okay, so Walt was definitely someone she’d enjoy playing with, she could tell just from this little bit.

Cris walked in, caught her eye, and crooked a finger at her before disappearing.

“I’m being summoned,” Skye said

“Have fun.”

“I’m sure I will.”

The bench had been cleared, the couple now cuddled on one of the couches in the living room.

Skye grabbed her backpack and carried it over to where the three men were gathered.

Landry’s eyebrow arched. “Still wish to play?”

“Can’t scare me that easy.”

His serious facade slipped as he laughed. “My, we are the brave girl, aren’t we?”

“That’s me.”

“Did you still wish to play with the violet wand?”

“Sadist’s choice. Other than the handjob, I’m good with everything you did. I would like to request a warm-up, though. It’s been a while for me.”

“Excellent. And aftercare?”

“Bob and I are good.”

“Go ahead and use the bathroom, if you need to, and meet us back here.”

“Thanks.” Eager, nerves humming with excitement, she headed down the hall.

This was really happening.

She tried not to think about Axel, wishing it was him she was about to play with.

Wondering what he was doing.

Hoping he wasn’t worried about her. 


Chapter Eleven

 

Thinking ahead, she’d packed a couple of beach towels and a small fleece throw of her own. In the bathroom, she went ahead and stripped, donned her collar and cuffs, got her blindfold and gag out, and wrapped the throw around her. After stashing her clothes in the backpack, she used the bathroom, washed her hands, and headed back to rejoin the men.

She passed Cali on her way out. “Want me to stand by and watch, too?” Cali asked.

“You said you trust them, right?”

“Yeah, I just didn’t know if it’d make you feel better or not.”

“I appreciate it, but there are enough people here that if I feel I need to scream for help, I’m sure someone will step in.”

“Damn straight we will. Have fun.”

“Let’s hope so.”

Skye kept the throw pulled around her. She wasn’t bashful after all her time in the scene, but she wasn’t a nudist or exhibitionist, either. She handed Cris one of the beach towels to spread out on the bench and left the other one on her backpack, with the throw. He also took her blindfold and ball gag from her.

Then she turned to face Landry. “Whenever you’re ready, chief.”

He looked amused. “My, we truly are the brave one.”

She hoped she’d be the reason Cris got a second face-fucking that night. “Can’t all be green.”

He chuckled and pointed at the bench. “Whenever you’re ready, my dear.”

She climbed on, quickly settling into position. As he had with Bob, Cris knelt at her head while Landry used snap clips to attach her cuffs to the frame.

“No rope?” she asked.

“Bob likes a lot of bondage,” Cris said. “We opted for safety over security. If you need to stop, we can get you loose faster.”

“Surprisingly, that makes me feel better, not worse.”

“Oh, she’s a talker, Master,” he joked.

“We shall take care of that soon enough.”

Cris got the blindfold and ball gag on her. She had him keep the ball gag loose enough she could spit it out if she needed to, just in case they couldn’t understand her.

Darkness descended, and Cris firmly held her ponytail. “If you need to safeword at any time,” he softly said, “don’t hesitate.”

“Harder,” she mumbled.

“Huh?”

She pushed the gag out past her teeth. “My hair. Harder. You barely got me.”

He laughed and increased his grip, his other hand cupping the back of her neck. Her head now rested on his shoulder. “Better?”

“Yep.” She sucked the gag back in and prepared.

Landry’s hands settled on her shoulders. He waited for a moment, then slowly stroked down either side of her spine, up again, around her shoulders—

Ah. Mapping the territory.

He hadn’t done that with Bob, but since they played regularly, he likely hadn’t needed to. But Landry was looking for bones, muscles, seeing where it’d be safe to hit and with what.

Another check in the safety category for the mental tally she was keeping about him as a Top.

His hands never came close to straying into inappropriate territory. He traced her ribs around to her sides, but never tried to cop a feel.

The warm-up started in earnest with knuckles dug into the fleshy part of her ass and outer thighs, not very hard, more annoying than anything, but she understood this, too, was to gauge her reaction. She took a deep breath and relaxed as the first trickles of endorphins started to work their way into her system.

It only took him a couple of minutes to step it up, until he was spanking and punching and slapping her body and she gritted her teeth around her ball gag and enjoyed every freaking second of it.

From there he transitioned to implements, again starting light with each one to gauge her reaction.

When she heard the tell-tale crackle of a violet wand, she grinned around the ball gag.

This whole time, Cris said very little, other than to ask her for a color when Landry would say something to him in French. She jerked and twisted against the bite of the violet wand, which he also used inside her thighs but still not approaching the DMZ between her legs.

As she lay there panting during a brief break, Landry himself leaned in and spoke in her other ear. “Was that a good enough warm-up for you, my dear?”

“Huh?”

His throaty chuckle reached her. “Time to step up my game, I suspect.”

Oh…fuck.

She had to yellow a couple of times, and red after the fourth strike from one particular implement, but Landry took her right up to the edge of too much and kept her there. She dove into subspace—finally—and happily surfed the hellish waves of pain Landry inflicted on her body.

Time melted and swirled until he reached the end.

“Four with this one,” Cris said, “and you’re done.”

She nodded and curled her fingers around the edge of the bench.

She didn’t know what the hell Landry hit her with, but it kicked like a goddamned mule and hurt twice as bad. She rose up against the restraints, as far as they’d allow, howling but determined to see it through. Cris moved with her, talking her through it, and said those two magic words.

“Such a good girl.”

Her howls turned to whimpers as she dropped back down and the next strike hit her squarely in the seam between where her ass met her upper thighs. Some sort of cane, but like no fucking cane she’d ever felt before. More howls, but she pressed her forehead against Cris’ shoulder and breathed through it. Just two more.

The fucking sadist laid it against her flesh, waiting. When it lifted, she braced herself for impact, flinching as he did little more than tap it against her.

“Motherfucker,” she muttered, laughing—

Then howling as the last blow nailed her in the same damn spot as number two, even harder.

Landry’s hands caressed her back. “Very good. Excellent. All done.”

She didn’t realize she was crying until she felt Cris dab at her nose and face with a towel. Sobbing.

Snot-sobbing.

They draped her fleece throw around her and she felt them unclip her cuffs from the bench. Two sets of hands gently helped her up and then down again and she recognized Bob’s scent from earlier.

She lay exactly as he had, on her side, back to the room, head in his lap. He held her just as she’d held him as she cried through it. Usually, she wasn’t much of a crier, but damn it felt good.

“Oh, you’ll want this. She was right. She is a drooler.” Cris sounded amused.

Bob snorted, but didn’t reply. She felt him tuck a towel under her head, between his jeans and her face.

She didn’t know how long she lay there, but as the world slowly swirled back in again and her haze finally eased, she became more aware of voices, the party, the sounds of other people talking.

The unmistakable hum of a vibrator laid over the moan of a woman’s orgasms.

Skye took a deep breath and started taking inventory.

One really fucking sore ass? Check.

Sore everything, actually. Landry had gotten her upper arms and thighs, too.

She spit out the ball gag.

“Ready to sit up?” Bob asked.

“Yeah.”

He helped her, and she felt a water bottle touch her lips. She drank greedily from it, the cold water further helping bodyslam subspace and send it packing. She took the bottle from him and he unbuckled her blindfold.

Bob smiled at her. “Welcome back.”

“Thanks.” She drank another mouthful.

“You have my full respect.”

“Why?”

He grinned. “Damn, even I was cringing watching that.”

“Told you I was a heavy maso.”

“Yeah, but a lot of people say that, they mean compared to the average vanilla person. You meant compared to other masochists.”

“Yeah.”

Landry and Cris stepped in close, Landry’s green gaze intent on her. “Better?”

“Fuckin’ A, it is. Thank you. I needed that.”

“Before you leave, please make sure Cris has your cell number. I want to be able to check on you tomorrow.”

“Aw, thanks.”

“I’m not sure who enjoyed our scene more, you or myself.”

She grinned. “Did you take Cris out to the lanai after we finished?”

Landry’s laugh was infectious. “Not yet. I didn’t want to do that until after. He’ll be getting round two at home, when I scene with him there. I wish him coherent enough to drive us home later.”

“Oh, what the fuck was that thing you ended with?”

He pulled a white, hexagonal cane from a tube. It had what looked like a golf club handle grip on it. “You mean this little gem?”

She took it and examined. “Holy fuck, that thing’s mean. What is it?”

“Delrin hex rod. A friend used to make them. Wicked little beast.”

“Yeah, it is.”

“Should I eliminate it from my inventory with you?”

She grinned. “I didn’t say that.” She returned it. “Fucker’s mean, but I liked it. Got my attention.”

“I noticed.”

Skye cleaned herself up, got dressed, and spent time getting to know people she hadn’t met yet, as well as talking with Cali. And she made sure she exchanged numbers with Cris.

Before the three men left for the evening, Landry pulled her to the side. “If you ever wish to scene again, I’d be happy to do so.”

“Do you teach?”

“I’m sorry?”

“If the guy I’m sort of kind of dating wants to learn more, would you be willing to work with him?”

“Absolutely. All three of us, meaning Tilly. She enjoys mentoring newbies. And there’s Bob. He might be submissive, but he’s very knowledgeable.”

“He’s more than just submissive. That man’s a slave.”

One eyebrow slowly arched. “Very perceptive, dear. Most never pick up that subtlety.”

“I’m not most people.”

“I am beginning to truly understand that.” He studied her for a moment, his smile fading. “When our Tilly is back in town, if you find things do not work out with your gentleman friend, I would be willing to discuss becoming regular play partners in a more formal way instead of a la carte, as it were.”

“Like Bob?”

“Not quite. I meant non-sexually. Until you do find a Dominant of your own.”

She considered it. “I’d be willing to talk about that.”

“Excellent. Cris shall text you tomorrow, probably around noonish. Or is that too early?”

“That’s fine. I’ll be moving around by then. Thanks.”

“Have a good evening, my dear. Please drive safely.”

“I will.”

Cali drifted back to her as Skye watched the men grab their stuff and go.

Rather, Bob and Cris grabbed their stuff and followed Landry out.

“Remind me to tell you that story sometime. Not tonight, but sometime.”

“What story?”

“Tilly and Cris, Cris and Landry, Tilly and Bob, and Landry, Tilly, and Cris. Plus Bob.”

“That sounds…dramatic.”

“You have nooo idea. But don’t worry, everything’s copacetic and non-dramatic now.”

 

* * * *

 

Skye didn’t stay much longer herself. She wanted to go home and…

Well, wear out the batteries in a vibrator.

She texted Axel when she returned home a little after midnight.

 

Safe and sound at home, Sir.

 

He responded a couple of minutes later, as she was getting ready to grab a quick shower.

 

That’s earlier than I thought.

 

Got my ass beat, talked to people, and came home. :)

 

Did you have fun?

 

Ooooh yeah. Going to be black and blue tomorrow. I will sleep sooo good tonight.

 

Another pause, so long she almost put the phone down to go take her shower.

 

I guess you’re going to have to show me how to do that so I can help out.

 

Her heart pounded, racing.

 

Really?

 

Are there training wheels or something for whips and paddles? :)

 

Now she really wanted to cry again, but good tears.

 

We’ll go slow. I promise.

 

Yeah, since I haven’t had sex in over two years, slow is good.

 

How about we spend next weekend together. Not kinky, just…us?

 

Another pause, but she’d sat on the edge of her bed, hopeful.

 

How about I pick you up Friday night, we go to dinner, and then go back to my place? I like your dad but I’ll be nervous enough. I don’t need him knocking on your door and asking how we’re doing.

 

That sounds like a damn good plan, Sir.

 

I have one on occasion. :) I’ll let you get to sleep. Good night, sweetie.

 

She smiled.

 

Good night, Sir.

 

Now she could get her shower.

Then she could wear out a vibrator.

 

* * * *

 

Axel lay back in his hotel bed and knew he wouldn’t be able to peel the smile off his face. Earlier that week, he’d talked to Eliza on the phone, asking for her confidence and confessing everything that was going on.

And his fear.

She had done a lot to reassure him that not only were his feelings normal, but that he’d done the right thing to let Skye play this weekend. That if things were ever to hit the next level between them, trust had to flow both ways. Since he didn’t even know if he’d ever be able to be the sadist that Skye seemed to need, he was smart to let someone else do that for now.

Not to mention he was better off getting used to it now.

And that they were right to try to figure out the BDSM stuff sooner rather than later. That trying to force it would nuke them.

He could have been talking to Skye, the words they said were so similar, and he said just that.

Eliza had laughed. “Dude, this isn’t rocket science. It really isn’t. But when ‘domly Doms’ try to assert their egos, that’s usually what fucks things up. Be real, be honest, and be yourself. And remember that most people who first get into the lifestyle usually feel some level of pants-shitting fear, especially coming into it later in life like you are. She’s got two decades of this, buddy. So do most of us you know. You don’t have to know everything at once, and I’m pretty sure Skye won’t expect you to, based on what you’ve said.”

“I don’t want to screw this up with her.”

“Then don’t. It’s as simple as that. Be honest, above all else. Talk. The talking will feel weird and awkward and uncomfortable sometimes, but do it. It gets easier the more you do it, I promise.”


Chapter Twelve

 

That week was sort of like a good kind of slow-motion torture. They saw each other Tuesday night at gaming, and Axel frequently sent sly smiles her way throughout the game, dampening her panties.

She was hoping to steal more than a quick peck from him, but Kyle had a friend over, and with two teen boys in the house, Skye didn’t want to do anything untoward around them.

Skye and Axel texted all week, but a project at work had him working late, so they didn’t get to go out together before Friday. It was that, or him risking having to work over the weekend to meet his project deadline.

She’d suffer through the waiting.

By the time he picked her up at home on Friday, she was nearly crawling out of her skin with anticipation. They had a great dinner, and she finally got him to let her pay for one for a change.

Even better, they’d established more ground rules for them, whatever this was, and agreed they wanted to see what would happen next.

They also agreed that if, at the end of the weekend, one or both of them didn’t really feel it, they’d back off and settle for being just good friends without it nuking their relationship totally.

Considering everything Skye had done in her adult life, she thought it was absofuckinglutely ridiculous that she felt as nervous as she did when they left the restaurant Friday night and drove back to Axel’s house.

I’ve known this guy for over twenty years. He’s not a serial killer.

Then again, it wasn’t like they’d been close during all those years apart. Being Facebook “friends” wasn’t like being friends in real life, either. She didn’t even know his favorite kind of music, or if he was some total whack-job who hated sushi or something.

No, scratch that, he did like sushi, she knew that much.

An entire lifetime had passed for both of them from the time they’d last “known” each other until they’d reconnected.

But it felt easy and right to rest her hand on his thigh as he drove, and even better when he covered her hand with his.

In a way she knew things hadn’t felt when they were kids.

That was about the only thing helping her not fall face-first into a full-blown freakout. Everything felt easy between them now. Conversations big or small, playing D&D, or talking about news.

They’d both voted on the same sides of political insanity over the years.

He liked dogs and cats. Barksley already loved the hell out of him, and he always took the time to pet the dogs—and her parents’ cat, when Dilbert would let him.

No desperate need to fill silences when one settled between them. Even those felt…easy.

Simple.

Fun.

After being so damn careful, after what she went through with her ex, she was ready to get a little crazy. They’d both paid their dues. They’d both been shafted after making what they’d thought was a sound decision about their heart.

Now, they’d recovered and were moving on toward whatever the next stage would bring them.

Wasn’t it their time, finally, after all these years?

 

* * * *

 

Axel hoped he didn’t start hyperventilating and have to pull the car over.

That would be embarrassing.

Sure, they’d been kids in high school. They’d never fooled around together back then. He now knew a hell of a lot more than he did at that age—and felt a lot more neurotic about a goodly chunk of it—and yet in some ways he felt even more stupid.

He could never remember feeling “young.” Ironically, he thought maybe he understood even less now than he did back then in direct proportion to how much he knew.

He’d certainly been scorched in the intervening years. Some people were tempered by that process. Strengthened.

Hardened.

Not him. It’d turned him nervous and cautious.

Fragile and brittle.

Why take a risk you could reasonably assume you’d get smacked hard by life for taking?

Linda had more than taught him that lesson. He’d married for what he’d thought was love and what’d it get him in return?

A banker’s box full of trust issues and attorney fees.

Single, employed, reasonably secure.

Why take a risk again?

But this was Skye, someone who even though she’d dropped from the front of his mind years ago always lingered in the peripheries, ever-present in his memories or when talking about the past and gaming, or comic books, or anything they’d all done together as friends. He couldn’t think about Rusty or Darryl or Grant or Milo or any of his friends he’d known back then without the others automatically popping into his memories and waving, too.

It wasn’t just her.

But she had been the glue back then. For him, at least.

And all the BDSM stuff. Before Skye, he didn’t know much about that—him occasionally cruising hentai sites aside.

Not really.

How was he supposed to compete with that?

That wasn’t the kind of guy he was, either.

If he changed the kind of coffee he drank in the morning, that was radical, in his neatly ordered world.

Yet the touch of Skye’s hand on his thigh, the warmth through his jeans, and his mind stilled and let him think about what might have been.

What maybe could be.

God help him, he wanted it.

Badly.

Wanted her.

But why would she want me?

It hadn’t helped that at one point Tuesday night at D&D, when he was in the kitchen getting a drink of water, Eliza had walked in and draped an arm around his shoulders.

“You okay?” she whispered.

He nodded.

“How are you doing?”

“We talked on the phone Monday night. She told me about the scene. Sounded…brutal. But she seemed happy with what happened.”

“Did she mention who she played with?”

“Guy named Landry.”

Eliza’s eyes widened. “Holy fuck,” she muttered.

“What?”

“Nothing.” But she said it way too fast.

“Eliza, what?”

“He’s…” She blew out a breath and glanced around to make sure they were alone. “Good news, bad news. He’s an honorable guy, a good guy, and doesn’t grope. If she played with Landry, I can almost guarantee you with my life he didn’t do anything inappropriate with her.”

“Is that the good or the bad news?”

“The good.”

“What’s the bad?”

“He makes me look like a wuss as a Top. On a scale of one to Jeffrey Dahmer in terms of sadists, he’s not Dexter, but he’s right up there just under sociopaths. If she can play to his level and want to go back for more? You are going to want to come to peace with other people topping her, at least for now, for the sake of your own sanity.”

Then she’d left the kitchen, leaving him with his thoughts pinballing inside his skull.

 

* * * *

 

Skye hadn’t wanted to get into a “discussion” with her parents, so she told her them not to expect her home that night, but not that she’d be gone all weekend. That she’d text them late Saturday morning with an ETA if she didn’t come home by midnight.

Thankfully, her mom kept her dad’s playful teasing reined in.

If all went well tonight, she’d tell them in text tomorrow not to expect her home until Sunday night.

When they reached Axel’s place, she’d swear he fumbled his keys a little while trying to get the door unlocked.

He went first to turn on lights and she stopped in the foyer to look around while awaiting his return.

Holy cow…he is a way better housekeeper than I am.

Once she got her own place, she’d definitely have to step up her game.

Of course that’d be a lot easier to do now without picking up after El Cheatohead.

She could have a perfectly clean room, follow Kelly into it one minute later, and find it looking like a hurricane passed through while she’d blinked.

He had a gift for wrecking rooms and hearts.

A multi-talented kind of guy.

Focus. You’re not with him anymore. Axel should have all your attention tonight.

She walked over to the couch inside the living room and set her backpack down on it. She’d taken a “just in case” approach and had brought everything from a travel toothbrush to lube to condoms to spare panties, in addition to a change of clothes.

No commando walk of shame for her, no siree. If she was going to go home sans the panties she’d had on her ass when she left, it was only because she had donned a fresh pair.

Although she hoped she wouldn’t be going home until sometime Sunday.

And she doubly hoped clothes would mostly be unnecessary until then.

About the only thing she didn’t have was something to calm her damn nerves.

He put his keys and wallet and the loose change from his pocket on the end of the kitchen counter before he seemed to remember there was a bigger purpose here and returned to the living room.

“Did you want something to drink or anything?”

She offered him a nervous smile. “No, thank you.”

He stared at the back of the couch, running his left hand along it. With his right he reached up and scratched the back of his head, combing his fingers through his unruly short blond hair. A nervous habit she remembered from when they were young. He kept his hair shorter now than he had when he was a kid, and she got it. The slightest bit of length and it looked like a curly mop on him.

Back then, she’d thought it was adorable.

That he was adorable.

He still was.

“I’m nervous,” he quietly said.

“Why?”

He didn’t meet her gaze. “Seriously?”

She laid her hand over his left, stilling it on the back of the couch, and that drew his gaze.

“Seriously,” she whispered.

“Because…” He sighed. “I told you, been a long time for me. And I’m sure I’m not going to be able to live up to what you are used—”

Her other hand shot out, cupped the back of his neck, and pulled him down to her for a kiss.

Time for us both to stop talking before we talk ourselves out of this idea.

At first, he pulled away just a little, for a second. Then he responded, kissing back. She curled her hand around his on the couch and drew his arm around her waist, pressing her body against his and closing her eyes to await him taking over.

She hoped he’d take over.

If not, maybe they would need additional talking.

He turned, leaning against the back of the couch. As he did, that pulled her against his body and she ground herself against him.

Finally, she felt signs of life responding to her, a slowly expanding bulge in the front of his jeans that gave her hope all was not lost and maybe, just maybe she wasn’t a damn troll.

Even if they stood there and did this for a while, she didn’t care. Human contact, real human contact, and she didn’t have to double-guess every damn thing he told her about where he’d be or who he was with.

No excuses to parse and investigate and drive herself crazy about.

No gas-lighting.

In other words, the exact opposite of what she was used to.

As nature took over, she realized something.

He’s a damn good kisser.

Honestly? She couldn’t remember what kissing him was like in high school, because they hadn’t even done a lot of that. Definitely hadn’t gotten to the heavy petting stage before she’d squirreled and broke up with him.

I’m.

A.

Fucking.

Idiot.

Then again, maybe he hadn’t been a good kisser back then. She hadn’t exactly been a sex kitten herself. She’d kept her virginity until her first semester of college.

He finally lifted his lips from hers, his blue eyes staring down at her. “Was that…okay?”

It struck her that while she’d taken the infidelity and built herself a suit of masterwork armor to carry around and still get through life, he had built himself a remote, secluded fortress and walled himself inside it.

She smiled, even though she wanted to cry for him. “That was great. Let’s do it again.” Rising up on her toes, she draped her arms around his neck and slanted her lips over his.

This time, his hands came to rest on her ass, slipping into the back pockets of her jeans and she felt a surge of victory roll through her when she felt him hold on, actively rocking his body against hers a little.

Having over a foot on her in height made it a little interesting. He’d been taller than her back then, but only by a few inches.

Maybe I can shake things up a little.

She broke their kiss, giving him what she hoped came off as a sexy smile as she sank to her knees, working on his belt as she did.

 

* * * *

 

Axel’s eyes widened as his brain finally stopped freewheeling and he realized what she was about to do. Part of him thought he should stop her…

Except he couldn’t think why.

Shit, he couldn’t think at all.

If it wasn’t an automatic function happening in his body, he wasn’t sure he had any control over it right then.

Her sweet green gaze never left his as her hands unfastened his belt and started working on his fly. His fingers curled around the top of the sofa, holding on tightly, afraid if he let go that his knees might unhinge and send him crashing to the floor.

He wasn’t sure, but suspected that wouldn’t come off as very “domly.”

Warm breath he felt through the fabric of his briefs as she nuzzled the outline of his cock. Teeth lightly grazing, up and down, making him throb and twitch. At this point he wasn’t sure how long he could last.

Reaching up, she hooked her fingers in the waistband and eased his briefs down enough his cock sprang free. He tried to swallow back the needy moan that clawed its way loose from his throat when her lips touched the head. When her fingers wrapped around his shaft and slowly slid his foreskin back, he wasn’t altogether sure he might not lose his mind.

Her tongue flicked out, the tip sliding along the slit, a smile curving her gorgeous lips the whole time.

Her gaze focused on his.

With her free hand, she reached up and grabbed one of his. She practically had to wrestle it off the couch, but he finally understood what she wanted and placed it on the back of her head. After slightly adjusting his position leaning against the back of the couch, he placed the other on her head, too.

“Mm hmm.” Her tongue flicked out again, a scorching slow circle around the head of his cock, tracing the ridge, then back to the slit for another exploration. Again, and again, and he struggled not to grab her head and fuck her face, it felt so good.

When she wrapped her lips around the head and slowly sucked his shaft into her mouth, he had to bite down on his lower lip to hold back. He wasn’t sure what the protocol was supposed to be here, if he needed to warn her or let her stop to jack him or what. Linda had never been a swallower, and she’d trained him well to pull out first and finish himself with his hand.

 

* * * *

 

Why won’t he fuck my face?

Okay, we can work on that.

She’d hoped that by putting his hands on her head like that he’d realize what she wanted and instinctively go for it.

So she did the work for him, holding on to the backs of his thighs as she bobbed her head up and down on his shaft. This was a calculated risk and she knew that. Some guys their age were only good for one a night.

She was hoping if she got him off now that it might relax him, and they could go to his bedroom and play and he could get her off and maybe regain some interest in the process to build up to a second round.

If not, hey, no big deal, consider it an icebreaker. They could spend the night cuddling and talking.

Even that would be welcomed.

His entire body trembled, practically vibrating under her as she tried to draw it out of him. Almost like he was holding back, fighting it.

She pulled off to where her lips still touched the head of his cock. “I want it,” she whispered. “Give it to me, Sir. Let me have it.” Followed by going deep again, swallowing.

She reached up to his hands, laced fingers with him, and squeezed, pressing, trying to show him.

I gotta teach him, that’s all. Some guys don’t know it’s okay to take what’s being freely offered.

Picking up the pace, she deep-throated him, not quite face-fucking herself onto his cock, but pretty damn close. When she swallowed hard, closing her lips around the root so she’d have good suction, that’s what finally shoved him over the edge.

A happy moan escaped her as she felt his fingers close on her scalp and she tasted more than pre-cum, jets of hot, salty cum filling her mouth.

Her eyes fell closed, her heart happy that she could do this for him, subspace beckoning her.

Yeesss.

As he softened in her mouth, she melted against his legs, not releasing his hands, gently stroking his cock with her tongue and hoping to quickly work him up a second time so they could have even more fun. She wanted to teach him everything, show him how good this could be.

And this time, she wouldn’t be an idiot and break up with him. 


Chapter Thirteen

 

Axel…wasn’t exactly sure what had just happened.

Oh, sure, biologically he knew he’d climaxed.

Best goddamned orgasm he could remember having in…ever.

Still she knelt there, staring up at him, smiling around his cock.

Why isn’t she letting me go?

Why’s she holding my hands on her head?

Now that he could actually think, he understood she wasn’t simply waiting. It was like she was coaxing his cock, trying to get his interest up a second time.

God help him, it’d been fucking years since he’d had more than one orgasm in a week, much less in a day, and he already felt an unfamiliar and extraordinarily hawt sensation in his cock.

Like he was trying to stiffen again.

“W-what about you?”

She didn’t stop smiling, didn’t release his cock, only arched one eyebrow in a playful “what about me” kind of way.

When he tried to move his hands, she laced her fingers through his, keeping them in place on her head. He couldn’t really move, pinned there leaning against the sofa with his confused cock in her mouth.

Except his cock wasn’t confused about not wanting to move, even if it was trying to decide what the hell had just happened and what was still going on.

Or may be about to happen.

Again.

Her mouth caressed him, sweet and hot and achingly tender. Lingering.

Like she was in no hurry to move.

Holy shit, she swallowed!

He didn’t know why that fact had taken so long to sink home.

Maybe because my brain is currently scrambled?

Yeah, it was, for sure.

Her eyes…still focused on him. He couldn’t look away, afraid if he did she’d disappear and this would turn out to be some weird adult wet dream transported from his high school years to a middle-age crisis.

He could have stood there all night staring down at her in shock and awe—literally—when she tenderly placed a kiss on the head of his cock and released him from her mouth as she sat back on her heels. She moved her hands, holding his, toward him and he realized she wanted him to help her up, so he did.

She immediately wrapped her arms around his neck again. “Don’t ever hesitate to take what I give you when I offer it, Sir,” she softly said, rising up on her toes to kiss him again.

It felt right sliding his hands down her ass, into the back pockets of her jeans. Hell, he could do this all night with her but suspected he should be a gentleman and at least offer to attempt to try to…

Balls.

Now he desperately didn’t want to disappoint her. Especially when she backed away from him a little, but pulling him with her, her hands around his neck gently tugging. He finally realized what she wanted and when she saw him move, she released him. He took her hand before she grabbed her backpack from the couch and let him lead her down the hall to the master bedroom. He didn’t even bother trying to tuck himself in or anything.

He didn’t want to jinx this.

In his bedroom, she dropped the backpack onto the bed and turned to face him, both hands curling around his again. She squeezed. “I want you to relax, Sir. This is our night. All night. No interruptions. Nowhere to be tomorrow.” She smiled. “No parents to bust in on us and—”

In her purse, her phone rang, a custom ringtone.

Ozzy Osbourne’s “Crazy Train.”

She rolled her eyes. “Oh, you have got to be shitting me!” She dug her phone out and answered it. “What, Dad?”

 

* * * *

 

“Just wanted to check in. Everything going okay? Or do you need an easy out?”

She knew it was very likely Axel could hear her dad’s end of the conversation, too, since the room was quiet.

“Um, kinda busy, right now. Can this wait until tomorrow? I mean, if this is not an emergency, seriously, can this please wait until tomorrow?”

“You’re not still at dinner?”

“No. We are not still at dinner.”

He was quiet for a moment. “Oh. Ohhh. Sorry, kiddo.” He ended the call to the sound of him chuckling.

She couldn’t help it. She started laughing as she set the phone to silent and dropped it back in her purse. “Let’s try that again.”

She turned to him, happy to see a little smile on his face now. She caught his hands once more and backed over to the bed, leading him, sitting and spreading her legs to pull him in close between them.

Which put her face at the perfect height to lean in and kiss his cock again. She wrapped her arms around him, happy when he slid his down her back from her shoulders, gently raking his nails up and down.

Yes.

Her clit throbbed in response.

She got it, his experiences were dramatically different than hers and he felt nervous.

Hooking her fingers through his belt loops on either side, she leaned back, pulling him with her, until his arms were braced on the bed and he was on top of her.

Kissable.

That’s exactly what she did, squirming her way back from the edge of the mattress a little so he’d climb up onto the bed with her.

Now nature seemed to take over. He nuzzled her jaw, down to her ear and back to her chin, along her throat to the hollow at the base. Slowly, exploring, and definitely with an air of caution that when she thought about what she knew about him, she suspected was due in no small part to his ex-wife.

Plunging one hand into his short hair, she nudged him a little lower, to the neck of her blouse, where the top fastened button was screaming to be freed from its bondage.

It took him a minute to get the gist, but when he did, she hooked a foot around the back of his leg and ground her hips against him.

He took his time, kissing every bit of flesh appearing as her shirt parted until all the buttons were undone and she sat up and shrugged it off. Then she grabbed his hands, put them on her breasts over her bra, and squeezed, hard, as she stared into his eyes.

He was a smart man, fortunately. No need to break out the sock puppets. She kissed the side of his neck as he reached behind her and fumbled only for a moment with the clasp on her bra and helped her out of it. That out of the way, she grabbed his hands again and cupped her breasts with them, this time positioned so his fingers could grab and pinch and play with her nipples.

This isn’t topping from the bottom, it’s teaching.

That’s what she told herself, anyway.

First, she pulled him in for another kiss. He seemed to briefly forget he was holding her breasts as she lost herself tasting and teasing him with her tongue.

“Please, Sir,” she mumbled against his mouth. “I want you.”

That was apparently the magic phrase she’d needed. It was like autopilot finally kicked in and took over and he pressed her back against the mattress, now in control of the kiss and definitely no longer tentative in that respect.

A happy sigh escaped her.

He hadn’t removed any of his clothes yet, other than his cock was still hanging out—yay!—but he worked on hers. She kicked off her sandals and arched up so he could tug her jeans down her hips and off.

His lips traced patterns across her belly, working lower, encouraged by her nudging him with her hand in his hair. Her panties soon joined her jeans.

Naked in front of him, the feel of his denim against her thighs drove her own need higher. Her clit throbbed. She knew if he slid a finger or two inside her he’d find her drenched.

He went for another kiss. This time, she hooked her legs around his hips and held him there as she rocked against him. His cock was starting to show definite signs of renewed interest.

“I know we talked test results,” she said. “I’m good not using condoms, but I brought some in case you wanted them or we do anal. I’m on the pill.”

He seemed to need a moment to process that. “What?”

She cradled his cheeks with her palms. Maybe she did need to take charge at least a little, for now. “Condoms, yes or no, Sir?”

She wasn’t sure he might not be close to passing out. “Your choice.”

She grabbed her bag and lobbed it onto the floor. “Fair warning, I usually don’t come only from fucking. That’s not on you, that’s me. So alternate methods would be greatly appreciated before you roll over for the night.”

He sat up and for a moment she thought maybe he was going to start stripping. Instead, he lowered his face to her pussy and ran his tongue up her clit.

She sucked in a sharp breath. “Oh, fuck yeah!”

 

* * * *

 

What happened to her hair down there?

The stupid thought hit him before he’d had a moment to process and realize he was an idiot.

Oh, duh. She shaves…

Holy fuck, she shaves her pussy!

He honestly thought that only happened in porn movies.

At least it meant he could easily find his target.

He’d take all the extra help he could get.

From the noises she started making when he tentatively licked her pussy, it would seem she approved, so he kept doing it.

Her hands settled on his head and he was preparing to sit up if she pushed him off, away, but she surprised him.

She grabbed him and ground against him, another moan rolling from her that finished hardening his confused cock.

Oh, damn!

He grabbed her thighs and held on, licking, sucking, enjoying her sweet taste and loving the fact that she was apparently really into what they’d done so far, based on how wet she was.

Wait, she’s wet from blowing me?

He filed that in the process later category and didn’t let it distract him from her.

He enjoyed the noises she made, loved knowing that she was obviously into this and he had managed to do something right. They started building, louder, stronger, her grip tightening on his head until a long, loud moan rolled from her and her back arched.

Fuuuuck!

Linda had never made noises like that.

Hell, Linda had barely made any noises.

Skye went limp, breathing heavily. Her grip relaxed and he stopped licking but stayed there as she stroked his hair.

Finally, he dared to look up at her.

She wore a happy, sated smile.

Then she crooked her finger at him.

He crawled up her body. After pulling him in for a long, sweet kiss, she reached for his shirt buttons. “You have on too many clothes, Sir.”

He sat up and yanked the shirt off over his head and somehow managed to get the rest of his clothes off without falling out of the damn bed. Then they changed position, lying the right way in bed instead of across it, and she rolled on top of him.

His cock wasn’t as hard as it’d been earlier, but it was pretty damn close. Bracing her hands on either side of him, she rolled her hips against him, sliding his cock back and forth between her legs, her juices making him slippery.

He reached up to cup her breasts, her smile twisting his heart around her. “That’s it, Sir. They’re yours. Have fun.”

Rubbing the pad of his thumbs over her tightly peaked nipples earned him soft moans in reply. He lifted his head and sucked her right nipple into his mouth, flicking it with his tongue. She gasped, then rose up, coming down with his cock impaled in her pussy.

“Oh, fuck!” he gasped against her flesh.

She settled her hips against his with his cock buried all the way inside her pussy and placed one hand over the one he had on her breast, the other cupping the back of his head.

“You don’t have to be gentle with me, Sir. I like it rough.”

He nipped her nipple, earning a happy squeal in reply. “Yes!”

He dug fingers into her breast, squeezing it as he sucked hard on the other one, making her gasp and moan. He alternated back and forth as she slowly rode him, until he felt his cock throbbing, wanting relief, and knew if he didn’t take over that she was going to keep torturing him like this.

He flipped them over, her legs wrapping around him like they were made to be there. She held on to him, staring into his eyes, a gorgeous smile on her face.

“That’s it, Sir. Take what’s yours.”

Slanting his lips over hers in a crushing kiss, he fucked her, hard and fast and furiously—harder than he’d ever fucked anyone in his life, almost shocked into stopping when another loud moan vibrated through his lips from her and her pussy started squeezing his cock inside her.

He had just about a split-second to realize she’d come again when his own orgasm exploded and he ground into her until he was spent, filling her with his cum.

Panting, he broke their kiss and touched his forehead to hers. “Wow.”

“Uh huh!” She didn’t let go of him and he couldn’t bring himself to make her move.

“Was that…at the end…did you—”

“Uh huh!” She kissed him again, slowly, her tongue tracing the seam of his lips, enticing him, wanting to play. “Damn, Sir,” she whispered. “You fucked another one out of me.”

He couldn’t pull his gaze from hers. “I love you,” he whispered. “I want to do this with you. I want to try. I want to make it work. Might take me a while.”

She cupped his face in her palms. “I love you, too, Sir. Just…keep an open mind and talk to me. I swear it’ll get easier once you get through the shock of it all.”

He nodded, turning his face to kiss her palm. “I don’t want to lose you again.”

“You won’t lose me, Sir.”

Finally, he rolled to his side to snuggle with her in his arms. It felt so good, so right. After a few minutes, she nuzzled her nose against his. “I need to use the bathroom.”

“Oh, right there.” He pointed to the door to the master bath.

She kissed him. “Be right back.”

He watched her climb out of bed. As he got a good look at her backside, he spotted the fading bruises still flowering her curves, blue and purple and green and brown, and he clapped a hand over his mouth to hold back the exclamation.

Damn!

Fucking hell!

That had been six days ago, and she was still marked?

How the hell am I supposed to do this? 


Chapter Fourteen

 

Saturday morning, in the shower, she noticed how he kept staring at her ass and she explained the marks. Some of them were still clearly visible, a cane, a particular paddle, a riding crop.

Then she’d pressed her body against his, placed his hands on her ass, her hands covering his, and made him squeeze.

God help him, it made him hard again and he’d ended up taking her right there in the shower.

Another first for him—non-solo shower sex.

They ended up spending the weekend together, making love and making up for lost time. By the time he needed to take her home late Sunday, he was desperately torn between fear he couldn’t fulfill her needs and a panic-inducing craving to do everything in his power to fulfill her needs.

For once in his life, he knew he’d need to man up and fight for what he wanted.

He wanted her.

Over the next week they did a lot of talking.

A lot.

A whoooole lot.

They spent Tuesday night together, her parking at his house and riding to gaming together and home again, her leaving for work from his house.

He wanted this to work, so damn much, but every time he thought about those bruises, something in his stomach tightly knotted in a bad way.

He didn’t honestly know if he could be the one to do that to her.

She was scheduled to work at the club Friday and Saturday, which gave him some time to digest. He could have gone to the club, but…he didn’t want to go just yet.

He still needed time.

A plan was hatched for the next weekend, with help from Landry, Tilly, Eliza, Cali, and others. Axel and Skye would go to the club, where Walt would scene with Skye. Tilly, Landry’s wife and a Dominant, would be there to support Axel and explain things. Skye and Axel would meet everyone for dinner at Sigalo’s first, so Skye could introduce him around before they went to Venture.

Skye had assured him that if he couldn’t watch, he was absolutely free to step away, but she begged him to not interrupt the scene. Landry and Cris couldn’t be there tonight. Cris was out in LA on a business trip, and Landry was home with their daughter. Skye had already vetted Walt with friends, and had seen him play with someone else at the private party she’d attended, as well as at the club.

Skye had talked to Tilly on the phone several times over the past two weeks to get advice, and she’d offered to go and help talk Axel through the scene. After he’d had lunch with Tilly the previous week, talked to her for an hour, he’d agreed to that plan because she seemed to be a pretty down-to-earth person with a lot of excellent knowledge.

It didn’t hurt that Eliza and Rusty and everyone else vouched for Tilly and encouraged him to talk to her, to trust her, to listen to her.

Unlike Eliza, he didn’t know Tilly as well, and it didn’t feel as…embarrassing to him to have these discussions with her.

Axel’s fear ratcheted to anxiety-laden heights as it drew close to time to leave for dinner and the club. Skye had assured him that everyone at dinner would be friendly and welcoming, but he prayed Rusty, Eliza, and the others weren’t there tonight. He’d asked them not to be.

Not yet.

This was definitely a situation where having familiar faces around would not lessen his anxiety.

Far easier to fade into the background and watch, observe what was going on without being drawn into discussions with others.

Or hear their comments about what was going on.

Once he grew more accustomed to this, sure, absolutely.

They respected his wishes.

Walt and his fiancée would meet them at the club later, but they were at a family dinner and couldn’t join them at the restaurant. Walt had also talked to Axel on the phone, just to confirm he was okay with them playing, and talking to Axel about the kind of play he’d be doing with Skye.

It sure seemed like everything was above-board.

Now if he could just settle his nerves, that’d be great.

At Sigalo’s, the parking lot was already filling for the Saturday night dinner crowd. He held Skye’s hand as they walked across the asphalt. It’d rained hard a little while ago, a typical afternoon shower that had left everything warm and muggy and with the sensation of breathing through a wet cloth. Their steps made squishy, crunching noises over the loose pieces of gravel that had washed into the lot from the unpaved median strips.

A brand new dark grey Mercedes Roadster turned in just as they’d reached the front entrance, and the horn beeped. It pulled up next to them, the passenger window rolling down. Inside, Tilly smiled at them, a man sitting behind the wheel.

“We’ll go park and be right there.”

Axel raised a hand in greeting as they pulled away, the window already sliding up again.

“I thought Landry couldn’t come with her tonight,” he said. “Or was that Cris?”

“That’s Bob,” Skye said.

“Bob?”

“Landry and Cris scened with him at the party. He’s the one I did aftercare with.”

“Oh.”

Shit.

Bob wasn’t bad-looking.

Sure made him feel a little less-than in comparison.

He watched as Bob rounded the car and opened the door for Tilly, helping her out. Unlike the sedate jeans, Crocs, and Deadpool T-shirt Tilly had worn for their lunch together, tonight Tilly wore bootcut jeans with red wedges that added at least four inches to her height, but the heels did nothing to decrease the dominance or intimidation factor of her purposeful strides. She wore an oversized black button-up shirt open over a red tank top. He suspected from the way the overshirt fit her, even with the sleeves rolled up, that it likely belonged to one of her men. Her dark auburn hair hung long, loose, midway down her back, and she didn’t seem to be wearing any jewelry other than her wedding rings and a small fluorite pendant on a gold chain.

Bob fell in step to her right, staying one stride behind her.

Tilly smiled when she reached them, reaching in to hug Axel, hesitating and motioning toward Skye with her right hand, but staring at him with an eyebrow arched.

Waiting.

He didn’t understand. Skye appeared to be staring at him, too.

“What?”

Tilly’s kind smile belied the eye-roll. “May I?” In the light from the front entrance, he realized she was barely wearing any makeup.

“May you what?”

She scowled and lowered her voice. “Dude, are you that dense or just fucking with me? Because if you’re trying to take a Dom ’tude with me and get me to call you anything but Axel, we’re gonna—”

“Sir,” Skye softly said, a hint of desperation to her tone, “Tilly is a Dominant tonight. She’s coming here to teach you. She’s asking for your permission to hug me as a Dominant. You’ve never given me permission to hug her.”

Now he was really confused. “But you hug other people, like Eliza and Grant, and they’re Dom—”

Tilly hooked Axel’s arm with her hand, lightning-fast, and scooted him a few feet away from the door where a family with two young children were about to emerge from the restaurant’s entryway. Even as she did, with her other hand she held out a palm to Skye and Bob, the meaning clear.

Stay.

Tilly kept her voice low and even, but serious in tone.

“Axel, here’s the 411—Skye is yours. Submissive, slave, pet, bottom, property—whatever the fuck you want to call her. You define the rules. If you want to assign blanket permissions that it’s okay for her to hug me regardless of the situation, that’s fine. In this lifestyle, in a kinky context, no person who’s really involved in it for any length of time will ever assume they have permission to talk to, much less hug her or even shake her damn hand, if she doesn’t initiate it. Even in a vanilla circumstance, if they know you’re kinky. If you want to give her a rule that she’s free to initiate contact or talk with people of her choosing without your prior permission, that’s your prerogative.

“Skye comes to you, despite what a cheating bastard her ex was, as a well-trained slave. A damn good one, from what I’ve seen and heard myself and from Lan, Cris, Bob, and Cali. She’s defaulting to what is giving her comfort with you, and she is trying to show you what she needs and wants from you.

“You wanted to learn about the lifestyle? Well, you don’t need any kind of instruction manual, because you already have the best damn one. There is a damn good teacher, right there on your arm. Listen to her and follow her lead until you’re the one doing the leading. You can tell she wants you to give her permission, because she didn’t initiate the contact with me when she could have.”

Tilly released his arm and they returned to Skye’s side. Tilly glanced around before smiling. “Do-over.” She straightened. “Hey.” She leaned in and hugged Axel, then stood back and motioned with her right hand toward Skye.

He nodded.

Tilly and Skye hugged. When he spotted Tilly’s lips moving, he realized she was whispering something to Skye, but he supposed if either of them wanted to tell him, they would.

During this whole time, Bob quietly stood watching, hands clasped in front of him, waiting. He gave Axel a smile and head nod, but didn’t speak or offer to shake with him.

When they parted, Tilly shot Axel another smile. “Oh, and this is Bob. He’s in formal protocol tonight, don’t take it personally. Now let’s go inside and join the others.”

 

* * * *

 

Skye had never felt this nervous before, not counting her first night with Axel. This was definitely number two on the list.

She struggled against frustration and tried to keep it firmly in her mind that a guy who’d been involved in the lifestyle for over twenty years as a Dominant was definitely not on the same engagement level as a very nervous, practically vanilla guy who’d barely had more than missionary for a decade with his first wife.

This would take time and infinite patience on her part. She absolutely did not want to top from the bottom. She hated that. Likewise, she didn’t want Axel thinking that was how things were supposed to go between them, not knowing where the education ended and his place to pick up the slack began.

Tilly led the way to the corner, where Ross, Loren, Cali, Max, and Sean were already seated.

“Hey, guys!” Tilly went through a round of what looked like extremely emotional hugs with them, like she hadn’t seen them in months.

Then again, with her work and travel schedule, maybe she hadn’t.

As the others turned toward Axel and Skye to greet them, Skye looked up at him, waiting.

He finally looked her way, before the others reached them, and nodded.

Relief flowed through her, so thick and palpable, she damn near started crying.

He was learning.

Whether or not he’d remember the lessons and keep building on them remained to be seen.

Bob hung back, hands clasped, giving smiles and head nods, but not speaking or shaking hands or hugging anyone.

After the greeting, she waited for Axel to give some indication of where he wanted them to sit. It was actually Tilly who decided that for them, picking the end of the tables, on Loren’s left. Tilly sat next to Loren, putting Axel at the end of the table, and Skye on his left and facing Tilly, with Bob sitting to her left.

Axel did hold her chair for Skye.

While Skye would have preferred to be seated on Axel’s right, she took the win and didn’t say anything about that.

The next hurdle would be ordering. Unless he specifically told her to order for herself—not her preference—she wasn’t sure how to proceed.

Tilly for the save. Before the waitress could reach them to take their drink order, Tilly leaned in and whispered something in Axel’s ear. Skye watched him process it for a second, his expression going blank before changing back. He leaned over toward Skye.

“What do you want to drink, sweetie?”

More relief flowed. “Water and sweet iced tea, please, Sir,” she quietly said.

He nodded, and when the waitress reached them, Axel responded. “I’ll have Coke or Pepsi, whichever, and she’ll have sweet tea and a glass of water.”

“Lemon?”

“Yes,” Axel said without looking toward Skye.

A small thrill shivered through her. From across the table, Tilly’s gaze met hers.

After Tilly ordered for herself and Bob, she winked at Skye.

Skye winked back.

I can do this. He can do this.

 

* * * *

 

Axel struggled to pay attention to Tilly and Skye. To listen for the obvious instruction from the first, and to watch for cues from the second.

When their salads arrived, Skye sat there quietly, her hands in her lap, waiting.

This time he didn’t need to ask Tilly.

He looked to Skye and nodded.

The brilliant, beaming smile on her face hardened his cock and made him rethink the talk he’d been considering having with her that night once they got back to his place.

He’d started planning how to tell her that she didn’t have to ask for permission to eat, or let him order for her. That he didn’t want to be that controlling. That he didn’t need that kind of power or control over her.

But…her smile. The beaming, easy way her laughter flowed from her as they listened to Tilly regale them with stories from work.

He wanted to make her keep smiling like that.

Wanted to be the reason she smiled like that.

If all it took was something as simple as giving her some structure like that when they were together, predictable, easy-to-remember structure…was there really anything wrong with doing that?

He couldn’t roll a set of dice and come up with an easy-to-decipher chart.

This was real life—their life.

She was giving him a chance to have her.

He finally grew used to Bob’s silent presence on Skye’s far side, and when Axel wasn’t paying attention to Skye, he realized Bob basically took the same cues from Tilly about when to eat. He didn’t ignore people, but everyone seemed to take it as a matter of fact that all they’d get out of Bob was smiles and head nods.

It almost shocked him at one point when Bob spoke.

“Ma’am?”

Tilly tipped her chin as she stared across the table at him. “Yes, boy?”

He tipped his head to the side, toward where Axel knew the restrooms were.

She nodded.

He stood, then rounded the table to stand beside her for a moment, head bowed.

“Good boy,” she softly said.

He turned and, sure enough, headed to the bathrooms.

Tilly waited until he was away from the table to speak in a voice low enough only Axel could hear. “He needed some slave time tonight. I haven’t been around much lately to play with him, so Landry gave him permission to come with me tonight.”

“What’s Landry up to tonight?”

She smiled. “I have a feeling he’ll have received a makeover from KC. She’s going through a nail polish phase.”

“Huh?”

“Our daughter. Last night, I got off a conference call and found she had sat Daddy and Uncle Bob down at the kitchen table and painted their fingers and toes in about ten different colors. Landry might be a sadist, but KC is definitely Daddy’s little princess, and she’s got him wrapped around her tiny fingers.”

Bob hadn’t been wearing polish, he’d swear to it.

Tilly seemed to read Axel’s thoughts. “Oh, we stopped at a drugstore on the way over and I bought cotton balls and nail polish remover. I’m a sadist, but…yeah. Even I have my limits.”


Chapter Fifteen

 

Once dinner ended, they emerged from the restaurant, Bob again following Tilly a step behind and to her right.

“See you over there,” Tilly said.

Axel held up a hand for a parting wave and walked Skye to his car. He opened the passenger door for her and noted Bob doing the same for Tilly.

When he slid behind the wheel, he couldn’t hold back the question. “Why do you want me to get the car door for you?”

Skye looked at him. “You don’t have to, Sir. I’m sorry. That’s how I was trained.” She snorted. “One of the few damn nice things the jerk used to do. His parents practically beat that kind of stuff into their sons. If you don’t want to, you don’t have to.”

“Oh. I just wondered, because Bob holds Tilly’s door for her.”

“That’s not a Dominant or submissive thing. I’m okay if you don’t want to do that.”

“No, I do. I was just…confused.”

She smiled. “If I nudge you into doing things that you don’t want to do, you have every right to safeword, seriously. Just say red and we’ll talk. I kind of…default to things.”

“If he was an asshole, why do you still want to do them?”

It took her a moment to answer. “Because in the beginning, it was great. He did a lot of stuff I saw other Doms and Masters do with their subs. It was a comfort. As much as I hated him for cheating on me and lying to me, I think I hated him most of all for breaking my trust to the point that I uncollared myself. I don’t have the words to express to you how shattering that is to a slave. I love the structure and the protocols. It’s a comfort to me, because I trust you.”

He reached in, cupping her cheek. “Can you be patient with me?”

Her bright smile lifted his spirits. “Of course I can, Sir.”

“Don’t I have to do something to earn that title?”

“You already have.”

That didn’t make sense. “What’d I do?”

She leaned in, feathering her lips over his. “You gave me a second chance after I was an idiot so many years ago.”

 

* * * *

 

Walt seemed as pleasant a guy in person as he was on the phone. He wanted to go over some things with Axel before scening with Skye. Holly, his fiancée, talked to them for a moment before retreating to watch from one of the couches along the wall. With her pain issues, it made it difficult for her to stand for a long time.

Bob and Tilly also watched as Walt hung his implements on a stand so Axel could see them, touch them. There was a leather strap, doubled over and attached to a handle, but when he smacked it against his own arm, he realized it was louder than it was painful.

The floggers made him nervous, though.

Walt picked them up and handed them to him. “These floggers are more for sensation. It’s a thuddy sensation. Would you like to feel?”

He glanced at Skye, who was smiling.

Tilly snorted. “Dude, try them. Trust me, you’ll be glad you did.”

Axel shucked his shirt and turned. He flinched when Walt brushed one up his back. Then Walt started to swing it harder, harder still, adding the second one in.

“This is pretty hard,” Walt said.

“That doesn’t hurt. It feels kind of good.”

“Exactly. Other kinds of floggers can hurt, but the average flogger made like these doesn’t.” He stopped. “Unless you hit a guy in the balls, or someone’s eye, or snag a piercing.”

Tilly snorted again. “True story. They look a lot worse than they are. Never forget that, at any time, Skye can always say red and everything stops. If it’s happening, it’s because she’s letting it happen and wants it to happen.”

Axel put his shirt back on, relieved and thankful he’d done that. “Okay.”

 

* * * *

 

Skye kept a close eye on Axel as Walt talked with him. She was worried he might freak out, but Tilly had made a good point to her that Axel had to learn this sometime if they were going to succeed long-term as a couple. Walt preferred using one of the trapeze bar setups at one end of the room that she now knew was called the new side.

Finally, once Axel seemed satisfied, and Walt was ready, he turned to Skye. “Ready?”

She smiled, nervous, anxious, and eager. “Ready.”

“Go ahead and use the bathroom. Put your collar on. I have suspension cuffs. I’m not going to use a spreader bar, so you don’t need ankle cuffs unless you want them.”

She used the bathroom, then returned to where they were congregated and started stripping. She tucked her clothes into her backpack, trying not to absorb how shocked Axel looked that she was stripping right there in front of everyone.

Then again, there were plenty of other naked people already there and playing, so she didn’t really stand out.

She handed Axel her backpack and then rose up on her toes for a kiss. “Thank you for this, Sir.”

He nodded, but it looked like he was speechless now.

He held her bag for her, including the fleece throw she’d dug out of it that she’d need for aftercare. Tilly whispered something to Bob, who nodded and left the room.

Now naked and with only her leather collar on, she handed Walt her ball gag and blindfold. He hung them on the implement stand and buckled the suspension cuffs onto her, checking the fit before hooking them to the bar.

She sensed movement and noticed Bob had returned.

The song currently playing faded out, in the middle of it, and “Voodoo” by Godsmack started playing.

Walt smiled. “I guess Tilly had Bob ask them to start my playlist.”

Skye smiled back. “Oh, lucky me.” She’d looked at his playlist the last time she’d volunteered at the club.

She was in for a wild ride.

She hoped.

One eyebrow slid up. “Yep, definitely lucky you.” He buckled the blindfold onto her. “If you safeword and I don’t seem to stop, lift one leg and hold it off the ground, okay?”

She nodded.

He buckled the ball gag loosely enough she could still spit it out. With her world now focused on Walt and the music and what was happening to her, she felt subspace already teasing, taunting.

She hoped Tilly could handle Axel and talk him through it.

She didn’t want to think about the alternative.

 

* * * *

 

Tilly moved them back, out of Walt’s space.

“Remember,” Tilly said, “if you ever get hit on a backswing, it’s probably your fault for walking into the Top’s space.”

Axel nodded, his eyes focused on Skye. She was already swaying in time to the music, tapping the toes of her right foot in time to the beat. This wasn’t his kind of music, but he could understand why Walt would want to play to it. Percussive beats, throbbing bass, it was made for this.

Walt removed his shirt and hung it off the end of the implement stand. Then he circled Skye, eyeing her not unlike Axel imagined a lion would eye a wounded antelope as it tried to decide how to launch its final attack.

He stepped behind her and ran his fingers up and down her spine, along her shoulders.

“Looking for her bones,” Tilly said. “So he knows where he can and can’t hit.”

Axel nodded but didn’t trust his voice.

That only took a moment before Walt started using his hands on Skye, first slapping and hitting with the heel and side of his hands, up and down her back, followed by smacks on her ass, fists to her thighs.

Axel swallowed hard, feeling the cold knife settling in the base of his stomach. Skye moved with the impacts, still bobbing her head in time with the music.

When he glanced at Tilly, she was watching him, not what was going on. “What?”

“That’s just the warm-up,” she said. “Are you okay?”

“I’m…fine.”

Every impact sent shock waves through his own body, fighting the urge to jump in and stop the scene, but both Tilly and, more importantly, Skye, had told him not to.

The only one who got safeword privileges in their scene was Skye.

Over the next fifteen minutes, Walt attacked and beat and paddled and whipped and did a lot of things to her.

She didn’t safeword.

And it would only get worse.

Finally, when Walt switched to using a rattan cane, the first stroke set her on her toes but after she was flat-footed he hit her again. That’s when Axel felt the surge. He dropped her backpack and the blanket, turned, and bolted for the office, barely making it out into the parking lot where he leaned against an oak tree and started puking in the grass.

Tears fell, and he rested his head against the rough bark and cried, knowing he was fucked.

Knowing he’d have to let her go.

No way in hell could he do this for, to, or with her.

He couldn’t.

Fuck.

He didn’t know how long he stood there when he heard someone approach. Something cold touched the back of his hand, and there stood Tilly, holding two bottles of water.

“Thanks,” he hoarsely said. He spit again, then rinsed his mouth out before taking a long swallow.

She wasn’t smiling.

In fact…the look on her face kinda scared him.

She leaned against the tree, avoiding his puke puddle, and stared at him for a long moment. When she finally spoke, her voice sounded low, deadly, full of venom.

“Either let her go, now, before she falls harder for you than she already has, or sac the fuck up. She wants to be yours. Hell, she’s already yours. Do you not understand what a big fucking deal that is? All you have to do is let her be yours. Stop holding on to fear. You won’t break her unless you lead her on and drop her because you’re too chickenshit to see what’s right in front of you.

“Listen to your heart instead of your guilt. You have to let the fear of her walking out of your life have the upper hand over the fear of what you think is ‘right’ or ‘wrong’ about what you’re doing to her. When you do that, you’ll finally start learning how to keep her happy, and you’ll be happy in the process.”

“I can’t do that to her.”

“Fuck, dude, there are plenty of guys who will. Either let her find one, or be prepared to give her standing permission to play with others. Hell, Landry had a blast topping her. There aren’t many bottoms who can play with him full-bore, let me tell you what. Damn sure not me. She can get her fix, you get a happy girl, my fucking sadist of a hubby gets a new victim to maul, everyone’s a winner.”

“Isn’t that unfair to her?”

“How? Unless you’re so selfish you can’t make an allowance for her to play with someone else. In that case, I default back to let her go.”

“But I love her,” he hoarsely whispered.

Tilly tipped her head as she stared at him. “I don’t usually make this offer to people, but if your only concern is you can’t do impact play with her, then fine. Landry, Cris, and I will be happy to take care of that, long-term. She can come over to our house for training and play like Bob does, except without sexy aspects. That shit can happen away from your sensitive special snowflake eyes, and you can still have your girl. I trust my husbands, and I trust Bob. Who, by the fucking way, is inside giving aftercare to your goddamned girl because you’re out here throwing a puking pity party for yourself instead of responsibly adulting.”

She stormed off after shoving the other bottle of water at him.

Fuck.

She was right, and he knew it. Because Tilly’s opinion wasn’t the outlier. Eliza and others had told him the same thing. Skye had never lied or hid who she was or what she needed when it came to BDSM.

And for some stupid reason, she wanted him, too.

This wasn’t like she’d concealed this part of herself and then suddenly sprung it on him out of nowhere.

After finishing the first bottle of water, he followed Tilly back inside. 


Chapter Sixteen

 

Skye had known—and agreed—that the contingency plan, just in case, was that Bob would step in for her aftercare if something happened and Axel couldn’t.

She wasn’t even thinking about that when Walt built to a big finish with a heavy cane before unclipping her hands from the bar.

All she’d thought about was how good it’d felt, how it took her out of her head.

How she wasn’t beating herself up for overlooking what’d probably been even more years of infidelity on Kelly’s part before she actually suspected him and caught him. About how he’d likely been trying to set her up so he could claim to have caught her cheating to help him out with the pre-nup.

About how stupid she’d been for a long time.

And how it’d left her longing and needing something that might possibly destroy the first really good relationship she had a chance to have as an adult.

Someone draped the fleece throw around her, but when they started leading her to one of the couches, she knew it wasn’t Axel. He wasn’t tall enough, and he didn’t smell like Axel.

Bob.

Struggling not to think about what this meant, or letting it crash her, she focused on the music, on the pain, on anything except what her brain was trying to do.

Why isn’t Axel doing this?

She sensed someone approaching, from the way sound changed around them, and then felt their ball of heat as they leaned in to speak to Bob.

Tilly.

Skye couldn’t hear what she said, but he softly replied, “Yes, Ma’am.”

Finally, her pulse wouldn’t slow, her stomach progressively tightened, and she tried to sit up.

Hands stabilized her, steadying her as she reached for the ball gag and blindfold.

Yep, Bob.

She glanced around. “Where is he?”

He started to shake his head, then shrugged. “I’m sorry, ma’am, I don’t know. Tilly followed him outside, then she just came back in.”

She wasn’t stupid. Even though he’d called her ma’am, she knew it was lower-case, not the way he said it to Tilly.

He offered her a bottle of water and she took it, drinking. “Ma’am said to tell you if he doesn’t come back that we’ll get you home.”

She struggled against the tears wanting to fall. “Thanks.”

Skye sat facing Bob and the wall for another couple of minutes, not quite ready to face reality. Then Bob softly spoke and tipped his head toward the doorway. “Skye.”

Axel stood there, looking like shit warmed over. Tilly was talking to Walt, who’d cleaned his implements and was sitting on another couch with Holly.

Walt got up and walked over. “You all right?”

“Yeah. Thank you. That was fun.”

He glanced over his shoulder at Axel, then back to her. “Do you need a ride home?”

She snorted, and even Bob smiled. “No, thank you. It’s covered. But, seriously, thank you for playing with me. That was awesome.”

“My pleasure. Anytime. I had fun.”

Skye scooped up her backpack and headed for the bathroom on that side. She needed a moment to…collect herself.

She could understand not watching the scene, but couldn’t he at least come back in to do her aftercare? He’d said he would.

After cleaning up and pulling on clothes, she was washing her face when the door opened.

Tilly appeared in the mirror, standing behind her. “What do you want to know?”

She took a deep breath. “Tell me.”

“He bolted about fifteen minutes in and ran outside where he puked his guts up.”

Shit.

“He’s been standing out there the whole time. Sorry, but I kinda meddled.”

“Meddled?”

“Yeah.” She leaned against the wall. “I walked out there and chewed him a new one, including making him an offer.”

Skye turned, grabbing paper towels to dry her face. “What kind of offer?”

“You can train with Bob under Landry. Indefinitely. The goal, of course, is to try to slowly bring Axel up to speed and find a level that is mutually beneficial to you both, if possible, but I didn’t get into that with Axel outside. I already called Landry and he’s on board. We can do it here or at the house. House would be easier because of schedules. That way, you can do this, and Axel doesn’t have to.”

“Did Axel agree to that?”

“I don’t know. I told him to pull his shit together and to nut the fuck up, then I came inside. That’s still to-be-determined. Fair warning, Axel probably thinks I’m a complete bitch now. Which I’m totally good with, but I do not suffer wishy-washy lightly. Especially when it’s for no damn good reason, and people can get badly hurt by it.”

“It’s not fair of me to want this when he doesn’t, is it?”

“You didn’t lie to him about who you are. You were honest. It’s up to him to decide what he can and can’t do. I will tell you that if you’re thinking about staying with him and not playing, you’ll be miserable. I’ve seen that happen. Maybe for a year or two things are fine, but eventually, resentment creeps in. That’s soon followed by hatred, and before long, another relationship bites the dust. I can’t tell you what to do, but I can tell you what I’ve seen go wrong more times than not.”

Skye collected her things and followed Tilly out of the bathroom.

 

* * * *

 

Axel prayed Skye didn’t hate him. As she walked up to him, followed by Tilly, who was followed by silent Bob, he struggled to think of something to say.

“I’m ready to go,” she softly said.

He nodded, digging his keys out. He knew he should probably go say good-bye to Walt, at least, but right now he felt like an asshole and wanted to get out of there.

He turned and led Skye out to his car, but she stood at the passenger door, hand on the handle, waiting for him to hit the key fob.

So he did, heading for the driver’s side.

The chilly silence that descended over their ride home threatened to rip his heart out.

“Are you okay?” she finally asked.

He didn’t miss that she didn’t call him Sir.

He…was shocked to realize he missed it.

“No,” he said.

“Do you not want me to play with any—”

“I don’t know what the fuck I want!” he screamed, shocking not just her, but himself.

Except…

Now that the dam had burst, he couldn’t hold it back any longer.

“I want to do the right goddamned thing here, I really do. But I fucking love you, and I’m ready to spend the rest of my life with you except I don’t see where I fit into that. I cannot do that for you. I can’t. I’m sorry, but it’s not in me to hurt you like that, even if you want it. I went outside and puked my guts up, okay?

“And I gotta tell you Skye, no offense, but after what Linda put me through, I really don’t want to get married again. Period. Might live with someone, eventually, but I’m still feeling like I don’t even have my emotional shit together and that was a few years ago.”

“Might live with someone?”

A cold chill settled over him as he realized what he’d said. “I…I didn’t mean it like that.”

Fuck.

He didn’t even know where the fuck that had come from.

He didn’t think this could get any worse.

He was wrong.

Hell, at this rate I might as well rent myself a backhoe and dig my own grave.

She didn’t speak again until they pulled up outside his house. “Do you want me to go home?” she quietly asked, pain tingeing her tone.

“No, baby, I don’t. I want to…” He sighed. “I want to not be an asshole. I want to be the guy you need me to be.”

“Tilly told me about her offer.”

He nodded. “Yeah.”

She stared straight ahead. “Could you do that?”

“Yeah. I guess I’d have to. I mean, I want to be able to do at least some of this for you, but I’m…”

He laid his head on the steering wheel. “I don’t want to lose you, Skye. I love you. But I’m not going to force you to be with me. If you need this and want it, and there’s no sex and stuff with Landry, yeah. I’ll deal with it.”

She caressed his cheek. “I…I can not do it.”

He shook his head. “No. I know this makes you happy and makes you feel good. I…maybe in time I can do more once I’m used to it. I’m willing to try. I’m sorry I freaked out.”

Her hand didn’t leave, continued caressing his face. “Please look at me, Sir.”

His heart throbbed, Axel nearly sobbing to hear her say that to him. He lifted his head to stare at her.

“I want to make this work but I don’t want to hurt you.”

He covered her hand with his. “I don’t want to hurt you, either.”

They headed inside and in the living room, he pulled her into his arms and held her, kissing her. “I want to do whatever we need to do to make this work. I want to fight for this. If it means letting Landry play with you, okay.”

They ended up in bed, and when she landed on top of him, riding his cock, he grabbed her ass and squeezed.

The long, loud moan she let out in reply conflicted with his brain. His heart knew this was “right,” but convincing that thinking portion that was also good at figuring out complex physics calculations…mmm, not so much.

As she rode him, he reached between her legs and played with her clit and she exploded around him, her pussy squeezing his cock. When he thought she was finished he rolled them over and started fucking her, hard, trying to hold back to see if he could get another one out of her like this. She’d told him she couldn’t believe he could make her come like that, and to her, it was one more sign they should be together.

He’d take it.

He’d take her, however he had to take her.

Capturing her mouth with his, he kissed her, long-stroking her and trying to hit the sweet spot with each thrust.

“If I do this,” he said, “if we do this, it means you get your ass beat and come home and get fucked right after.”

“Yes, Sir!”

He wanted to hold back, wait for her to catch up. “I own this sweet ass, don’t you forget it. I get to decide what Landry can and can’t do to you.”

Her body rocked in time with his. “Yes, Sir!”

“My time comes first. If we have plans, you don’t cancel them to go over there. You consult with me on the schedule.”

“Yes, Sir!”

He nibbled down the side of her neck, getting more moans from her. He knew she liked being bitten, but he’d always hesitated biting too hard. “Who do you belong to?”

He felt her orgasm start. “You, Sir!”

He fucked her harder, faster, now wanting to catch up with her. “Whose ass is this?”

“Your ass, Sir!”

“Who’s my good girl?”

Her nails raked down his back. “I’m your good girl, Sir!”

His orgasm hit, hard and painfully pleasurable, before he finally fell still inside her, trying to catch his breath and wondering if he’d just slipped into insanity.

She grabbed him and kissed him, hard. “I love you so fucking much.”

That answered his question. “I love you, too, baby.” 


Chapter Seventeen

 

The new world order was…weird.

After a long in-person lunch with Landry, and even more phone calls, Axel had agreed that Skye could work with Landry, Cris, and Tilly.

And even Bob.

They would handle the physical, non-sexual play. Nothing they did would interfere or supersede what he had with Skye. She was still his girl, his submissive, and wouldn’t even call Landry Sir.

That was by Landry’s decree.

Meanwhile, the triad worked with Axel, answering questions, helping him create rituals, rules, and protocols for Skye that worked for him, and…

They settled into a routine where he would get a girlfriend wound up and eager to fuck his brains out after being beaten black and blue by Landry.

He loved her. He couldn’t let her go and ever forgive himself for not trying.

And she loved him.

Landry had warned Axel at the start that it couldn’t be a permanent arrangement. That the ultimate goal would be working toward Axel learning to be comfortable with physical play and eventually developing his own style that might not be as sadistic as Landry’s, but would work for both Skye and Axel.

And Landry could, on occasion, play with her if she needed something more.

Landry wanted Axel to be able to stay and watch the play and participate. That the more he did that, the easier it’d get, until it seemed like second nature.

When the first attempted goal date was set for six weeks after his freak out at Venture, Axel prayed he could do it.

And Skye had told him she’d drive herself, just in case.

Now, the night was here.

Axel felt guilty that his freak-out had caused Skye to ask to go to Cris and Landry’s tonight in separate vehicles.

Rightfully so. He got it.

He’d damaged her trust in him, at least in some small part, and that killed him inside.

Tilly’s words out in the parking lot of Venture four weeks earlier echoed in his brain, ringing, recriminating.

The hard edge, borderline venom, despite her low voice.

Axel slowed and made the turn into the driveway, pulling up to the gate. He rolled the window down and punched in the four-digit code, holding his breath until a long beep sounded and the gate rolled open.

Hands shaking, he drove forward, giving serious consideration to turning around and leaving. Doing what Tilly suggested and letting her go. There could be somebody better than him for Skye just around the corner.

Then they could still be friends. She hopefully wouldn’t hate him.

Wasn’t like he wasn’t used to being alone.

Another car sat parked out in front of the house, but he didn’t recognize it, at first. It wasn’t Skye’s. An older Mercedes, maybe ten years old, but it looked showroom-new.

Was she even here yet?

He glanced at the time and saw it was 6:58. He knew she was a stickler for punctuality. He’d said seven, so she’d likely be early, not late.

No message from her indicating she was running behind.

All he could do was force himself out of his car and trudge across the grass, across their concrete driveway, and up to the front door.

Bob was already opening it before Axel stepped onto the front stoop. Dressed in jeans, a button-up shirt opened to the second collar with the sleeves rolled up his arms, he was barefoot.

He also wore an ornate leather collar buckled around his neck.

Ah, that explained the car. He knew from what Skye had told him that Bob was actually wealthy, but chose to live conservatively within his means.

But…where was Skye?

“Hi,” Axel managed when he reached the door.

Bob stepped to the side and, without speaking, motioned for him to enter.

“Is Skye here?” Axel asked as Bob shut the door behind him

Bob walked around him, tipped his head in what Axel suspected was an affirmative, and then bowed slightly, indicating for Axel to follow him.

Why won’t he talk to me? Did I piss the guy off?

Or maybe this was Bob’s way of telling Axel he didn’t approve of the freak-out Axel’d had at Venture.

He led Axel through the foyer and down the hallway to their home office, stopping in the open doorway, hands together, head bowed, and cleared his throat.

Landry had been sitting at one of three desks in there, his back to the doorway. He was on a cell phone and talking to someone. Upon the noise, he swiveled his chair and nodded, waving Axel in.

After Axel stepped inside, Bob gave a low bow from the waist and silently closed the door behind him as he withdrew.

Ooookaaaay.

“Look, I told you that is not an acceptable timeframe,” Landry barked at whoever he was talking to. “I do not care if you have to authorize overtime for every engineer we have on the payroll, and a few we do not, to get that co-lo back on line by tomorrow night. You do it. If you make me fly Cristo out there again to handle this, you will find yourself refreshing your resume and shopping it around the West Coast to find someone who will settle for merely adequate performance. Do I make myself perfectly clear? … Excellent. That is the answer I wished to hear.”

He thumbed the end button and dropped the cell phone onto the desk. “Sorry about that. Emergency developed late this morning that we’re dealing with.”

“Um, if we need to cancel—”

“Nonsense.” He pointed at a nearby chair. “Please, sit. We need to talk before anything else happens.”

He sat, his heart squeezing. “Is Skye here yet?”

“Yes, she’s been here for a couple of hours. Why?”

He blinked. “Hours?”

“I had Bob pick her up and bring her here so we could prepare.”

Bob…

The guy who looked like a romance novelist’s wet dream, with gorgeous blue eyes that made his own look like dirty dishwater by comparison, probably with rock-hard abs that would make even his own straight self look twice—who had answered their front door—that Bob?

Great.

“Is he mad at me?”

Landry frowned. “Who?”

“Bob. He answered the door. He didn’t talk to me.”

Landry’s brows lifted. “Ah, that’s because he’s not allowed to. I told him he cannot.”

Humiliation flashed through him. “What? Why?”

“He’s in training, that’s why, and this is part of it. Formal protocols. Doesn’t concern you, no offense.”

More processing needed. “Um…” He really had no idea what to say.

Landry leaned back in the office chair, his right leg crossed over his left knee. He wore jeans and a short-sleeved button-up shirt, but he was also barefoot. “Since I can see the questions on your face, I suppose I could choose to elucidate, but only if you promise not to discuss it outside of this room without my express permission first.”

“Um…okay?”

“Is that a yes, or are you confused as to my terms?”

“Yes. I promise.”

“Bob is formally in training, collared to my household as a leather family member. Tilly asked me to collar him to us as a house. After some careful consideration, I agreed. He has a slave’s heart and soul and absolutely bloody horrible luck with relationships with dominant women who aren’t bloodsucking bitches.

“He’s our friend first, and what we can give him, he cannot easily find by right swiping on a dating app. I have been working with him, as well as Skye. He comes to us to get his needs fulfilled that a girlfriend cannot, and he is free to date as he pleases, so long as it does not interfere with our agreement. It is a win-win, as they say. He currently spends every weekend living with us, in training and acting as our manservant, as well as spending several evenings a week here, as long as it doesn’t conflict with work.”

Axel wasn’t sure how he felt about that, not that it was any of his business, he supposed. “Skye never mentioned any of that to me.”

“That is because she was sworn to secrecy. It is no one’s business outside of this leather family. Since she and Bob have no sexual contact, and nothing I have them do together violates anything in your protocols, and you gave me permission to work with her, it was outside the boundaries of our agreement and therefore not germane to our discussions before now.”

Do together?

Those two words churned and tightened his gut. He felt weak as he asked it. “What, exactly, do you have them do together?”

“For starters, he provides her aftercare in Tilly’s absence. Skye is not attracted to him romantically, and he doesn’t participate in my scenes with her other than as an observer or fetching me anything I cannot reach without leaving her side. I felt it was a better alternative than myself or Cris doing it, or having to coordinate schedules with Cali when Tilly isn’t home. Far less chance of any messy, accidental attraction on anyone’s part. Obviously, in the case of myself or Cris, it’d be one-sided, because we are committed to each other and Tilly.

“Unfortunately, not everyone is so readily able to separate what happens within a scene, or a more overarching BDSM dynamic, from romance and love. Which is why we are always very careful with whom we scene. Since Skye and Bob are both in training under me, they have a more sibling kind of bond. Friendship.”

Landry smiled and it reminded Axel of a predator. “Fellow slaves.” His smile faded. “I felt it also wise…just in case.”

“Just in case?”

“In case you cannot, as my sweetly vicious firebrand phrases it, pry your head out of your fucking ass and step up to own Skye the way she truly deserves.”

His body felt numb. “You just said she’s not attracted to him.”

“She’s not. Not like that. And while he is quite dominant in his career, outside of work, he wishes nothing more than to be a cherished slave. But if things go off the rails between you and Skye, it’d be cruel of me to shun her and leave her emotionally twisting in the wind. Bob can be a friend and comforter to her without being sexual with her. He is no stranger to having what seems like perfection cruelly wrenched from under him just when it feels within reach. Not once, but multiple times.”

His expression turned…regretful? “Unfortunately, I unintentionally created one such void in his life. I, therefore, feel responsible for helping him out, as it were. He’s a good man, an honorable man I’m proud to call a friend and adopted family, even outside of what it is that we do. Rest assured, if I felt he would come between what you and Skye have, or if I could not trust him, he would not be here in the first place, much less be wearing my collar.”

“Okay. So…he’s not mad at me?”

Landry smiled and laced his fingers behind his head. “Oh, he’s quite upset with you. I never thought he’d ever want to hit someone more than he wanted to go after my Cristo upon their very first meeting, but there you have it. Believe you me that says a lot.”

His smile faded. “Another reason he’s under orders not to speak tonight. He’s only allowed to speak to Skye, or obviously if there’s some sort of emergency. But unless I or Cris ask him to directly answer a question that cannot be answered with a simple gesture, he’s not allowed to speak unless I give him leave to do so. Especially to you.”

“Why?”

Landry’s eyebrow arched skyward. “Did you not just hear what I said? He’s angry at you.”

“For freaking out?”

“Yes, for freaking out. The interesting dynamic there is that not only does his anger stem from you upsetting Skye with your behavior, you did something much, much worse, in his mind.”

He swallowed. “What did I do?”

“You pissed off Tilly. He is every bit as devoted to her as his Mistress as Skye is to you as her potential Master. He’s very protective. Since Skye is under the protection of this house, by extension, your actions impact him.”

“Tilly’s not going to be here tonight?” He was almost glad she wasn’t, even though he felt more comfortable talking to her than Landry about all of this.

This was obviously the chink in the sadist’s armor. His expression grew wistful. “No, she and our daughter flew out of Orlando this morning for London with Lucas, to deal with a production problem at the studio. I expect she’ll likely be gone a couple of weeks, at least. I asked her to take KC with her this trip. Bob drove them over there early this morning in our minivan, and then picked up Skye on his way back, at my instruction.”

Landry’s gaze lengthened, focusing on a distant point that was nowhere near being located in that office with Axel. “I don’t know if you’re familiar with how we adopted our daughter. Unfortunately, with Tilly’s duties at the production company, her work frequently takes her on location where it’s neither safe nor desirable to take a young child. She’ll be in the UK for this trip. It won’t be long before KC is old enough to attend pre-school and I want Tilly to have as much time with her as possible. Cris and I shall fly over the Monday after next for a stay with them. I was hoping to go next weekend, but I suspect I’ll still be dealing with the fallout from this disaster.”

“Disaster? You mean me and Skye?”

Now Landry laughed, his hands slapping his knees. “How adorably egotistical, self-absorbed, and short-sighted of you, but no. I was referring to work. That co-lo being off-line will potentially cost my company over a million dollars a day.”

Axel’s face heated. “Oh,” he quietly said.

Of course this was far bigger than him.

He had never felt more out of his league than he did at that moment. Not just with BDSM stuff, but with life in general. Tilly worked for a movie production company, for chrissake. Landry and Cris ran a successful IT company. They were fucking loaded.

Why would Skye ever be happy with someone like him?

Landry tipped his head to the side, studying Axel’s face. “Skye loves you, you bloody idiot. She spent fifteen years with a man who treated her like garbage, and yet she still wants to submit to you. Wants to be owned by you. Tilly mentioned us possibly collaring Skye ourselves, if necessary, to protect her. So I suggest if you wish to be a part of Skye’s life that you step up before Tilly sets the Frightful Five on Skye to find her someone who will appreciate her gifts.”

“That’s spooky.”

Landry shrugged. “It’s a Dom thing.” He smiled. “Learn to pay attention to your girl’s body cues, and it’ll feel like mental telepathy to you after a while. It’s not difficult. Let her be who she is utterly perfect to be.”

“Isn’t the Master supposed to be in charge?”

Landry leaned forward, his elbows resting on his knees. “The Master absolutely is in charge. That doesn’t equate to simply barking orders. What I learned the hard way is that while the Master is in charge, that doesn’t mean running roughshod over the property. It means giving the property what they need, when they need it, and how they need it.

“My Cristo, for example. When I discovered Tilly, Cristo’s secret life outside of me while we were apart, one he did not disclose to me upon his return, he spent a considerable amount of time being treated by me in a manner which some would find distasteful at best, abusive at worst. Yes, in part, I needed it for myself because I also felt guilty both that I’d pulled him from a woman he’d so obviously loved, as well as I pulled a Master from the side of a very vulnerable slave who might possibly have lost her life by me doing so.

“But I knew my Cristo. I knew he hated himself for what he’d done. He told me he hated himself. He was raised in a strict Catholic family and while he’s not practicing, I never could train unnecessary guilt out of him. He felt a need to atone for what he felt amounted to years of happiness on his part while Tilly suffered, alone. I punished him not just because he violated my rules by not being completely honest, but because I knew if I did not give him that…context, as it were, the chance to have it beaten out of his flesh, he would never forgive himself.

“And he was given the offer to leave. I did not force him to stay. He was not helpless or forcibly kept beholden to me. He’d walked away from me before. He walked away from his life with Tilly. He was no stranger to starting over. But he felt guilty. He wasn’t just a slave who’d failed his Master—he was also a Master who’d failed his slave.

“Despite all of this, our Tilly did eventually forgive him. Once she did that, instead of him vapor-locking with guilt for earning her forgiveness rather quickly, he was able to release that, set it aside having paid his penance, and move along with our lives together. It also gave my Tilly a chance to see an extreme end of the scale of me and my ethos, and helped her rediscover her compassion and love for Cris.”

Landry examined his fingernails for a long moment and Axel wasn’t stupid enough to interrupt him, sensing the man had far more to say.

“It also has allowed them to find a level of healing together which satisfies me and my…future plans,” he quietly said. “I know that, one day hopefully in the distant future, when nature catches up to me and I unwillingly am parted from their sides, they will be able to lean on each other and survive.”

“With Bob’s help?”

Axel knew he was an asshole for saying it, but there it was.

Landry surprised him by smiling. “Bob, and other friends. Ross and Loren, Abbey and Gilo, and Lucas, Leigh, and Nick, and others we’re close to.” He tapped his temple. “I have finally reached that point in my life where I’m wise enough to plan for the future.”

The smile faded. “I’ve survived two bouts of cancer after a car wreck that rightfully should have ended my life. Luck will eventually run out. Life is one-hundred-percent fatal for one-hundred-percent of the population. The only question is when and how.

“This is one very roundabout way of answering your question. Isn’t a Master ‘in charge’? Absolutely, he is. Or, he should be. A true Master is also wise enough to know when things are beyond his control, and to prepare as best possible. Life is beyond my control.” He pointed at Axel. “Skye is not beyond your control. You have a choice to make—”

“If my fear of losing her is greater than my fear of hurting her.”

“Exactly.” He seemed to be waiting for Axel to continue.

“I get it,” he finally said. “My brain gets it. I get that she wants it and it’s not abuse. But it doesn’t stop my body from wanting to throw up when I think about putting a bruise on her, even if she wants it. Tilly told me that people who are determined to make it work usually quickly grow out of it, and I know she’s smart, but…” He struggled for words. “I wish it’d fucking kick in any time now.”

“My Redbird is quite the wise woman. Which is why I’m proud and humbled to be her husband, but even more proud and humbled that she chooses to submit to me. Willingly. Well, mostly.”

The smile returned. “Sometimes I aggravate her and it’s more a case of me taming her than it is her submitting to me. Not that I mind. That’s part of her charm and her strength. And it’s also why it damn well takes two or three of us to handle her, at times.”

“She scares me, honestly.”

Landry grinned. “Try being married to her or sharing a bed with her. And there are times she makes me look like a cuddly kitten in comparison.”


Chapter Eighteen

 

Skye knelt where she’d been told to on the yoga mat on the pool house floor. Heels neatly tucked under her butt, hands resting palms up on the tops of her thighs, shoulders back.

Naked.

Collared and cuffed.

Feeling no fear or anxiety over being naked in front of the clothed men, no worries about them or their motives. She had trust in them.

Completely.

Cris, dressed similarly to Bob in jeans, a button-up shirt, and barefoot, sat in a chair off to the side, thumbing through his phone and going through e-mail. He wore his leather formal collar. Bob stood at ease, hands clasped behind him, five feet in front of her and facing her, able to see her every movement and facial expression in case she needed anything.

On the coffee table sat a top-of-the-line baby monitor, turned on and receiving.

The base unit sat on Landry’s desk in the office, where it was currently broadcasting his end of the call to his California office to handle some sort of crisis out there.

Bob had left the room when the gate buzzer had sounded on the pool house’s intercom, presumably to let Axel in, even though she had not heard the doorbell ring before Bob returned and retook his position a few minutes later. She knew they’d set the baby monitor in the office because the house intercom system was two-way, and they wouldn’t be able to talk or make any noises in the pool room if the connection to the office was open.

After Skye had arrived a couple of hours ago, picked up by Bob, Landry had dropped her hard and fast into subspace. In the foyer, Landry had been waiting for her. She’d been ordered to strip right there, and he’d cuffed and collared her—which they provided tonight, not her old ones—and he’d grabbed her by the hair, put her on the floor in a formal bow, and spent the better part of twenty minutes talking to her, telling her what a good girl she was…

Bam. Subspace.

Under threat of death she couldn’t convey what else he’d said to her during that time, except that between the grip on her hair and his low, steady voice in her ear, she’d done a quick, head-first swan dive off that fucking cliff.

Freely.

Voluntarily.

From that point on, she’d been made to do poses, Landry’s particular choice of them that he used as part of his household, changing every ten minutes or so. Cris was in charge of that. Every second or third pose change, he would lean in, tightly fist her hair in his hand, and talk to her the way Landry had. He might not have been able to drop her as hard or deep into subspace as Landry initially did, but once she was already there, Cris could damn sure keep her there. There had been a break about an hour ago for dinner, where she’d been made to sit on the floor next to Bob’s chair while he hand-fed her and gave her sips of water from a glass while the three men had a pleasant dinner chat that she’d mostly ignored.

More blissful subspace, able to keep her brain shut down and focusing only on what she was told to focus on.

After dinner, they’d moved to the pool house, except for Landry.

The closer they grew to the time of them actually scening, the more her pulse raced. She longed to feel his cane across her ass, the sting of the paddle and the sharp crack echoing through the room as it made contact, nails raked down her back, fists pummeling tight muscles.

She wanted to feel a singletail striping her back, the heavy thud of a flogger pounding into her.

The tip of a knife tracing across her flesh.

She wanted to be one large, lumpy mass of bruises tomorrow morning.

She did not, however, want to contemplate that tonight was make-or-break.

If Axel could not deal with this—and her—she might have to force herself to say good-bye to him. Some people could make this a side journey in their lives, an occasional mini vacay from normalcy.

She needed this. Not even the impact play, although that was nice.

She needed the control.

She needed her thinking brain periodically shut down by a trusted someone strong and sure enough to master that mental switch in her brain and who was confident enough in themselves to know when to step in and forcibly activate it for her.

Landry, Cris, and Bob could not be those men.

It also wasn’t fair of her to demand Axel be someone he wasn’t or couldn’t be, no matter how much she loved him.

Tilly had called her last night and talked to her briefly. She’d put forward the offer and promise that, if things didn’t work out between her and Axel, they would absolutely collar her to them, non-sexually, until Skye could find someone they’d sign off on. As long as she didn’t mind it not being a romantic situation between them.

A safety net, and she damn well knew it. They wanted her to make relationship decisions not out of desperation to hold on to a tiny part of something not right for her. They wanted her to know she had options.

Except…she loved Axel, and even with that safety net in place to cushion her fall, she wasn’t sure she could make herself walk away from him now.

When Landry and Axel started talking, she tried to remain perfectly still and not move, to keep her mind where it had been ordered to be, on the poses.

One thing that became crystal clear to her was Axel, for some reason, didn’t feel like he measured up.

Desperately, she searched through their time together to see if there was something she’d done to make him feel that way, or things she could have done better to build his self-esteem. Had she failed him?

“…In case you cannot, as my sweetly vicious firebrand phrases it, pry your head out of your fucking ass and step up to own Skye the way she truly deserves.”

Her face flamed as Landry’s words echoed through the room.

Axel sounded…nearly despondent, if she had to label it. She choked back tears as she listened.

“Two,” Cris said without looking up from his phone.

She smoothly bowed, deeply, back rounded, forehead touching the mat, arms stretched out in front of her, thumbs touching. She felt vaguely uncomfortable that they’d talked about Bob, knowing Bob would hear every word.

That discomfort grew as Landry started talking about Cris.

Cris set his phone down and stood, walking over to her, standing directly in front of her, her fingers almost touching his toes. He squatted in front of her and reached out, gently fisting her ponytail.

“Every word he speaks is the truth,” he softly said. “Don’t feel uncomfortable on my account. He’s not saying anything we haven’t already discussed privately multiple times.”

“Skye is not beyond your control,” Landry said. “You have a choice to make—”

“If my fear of losing her is greater than my fear of hurting her.”

Cris released her hair. “Three.”

Skye didn’t have time to process Axel’s comment. She rose to her knees, sitting up, hands laced behind her head, shoulders back and breasts out. They didn’t make her spread her legs wide the way Bob had to when he was put through poses, just wide enough she could maintain her balance. Landry had told her he didn’t want her to be sexually conditioned to their play.

The pose did put her eye-to-eye with Cris’ brown gaze. “At some point tonight, hopefully, Landry will swap himself or me for Axel. If this goes according to plan. Landry’s smart, but no guarantees Axel won’t get squirrelly again. If you feel sexual contact, it’s Axel, not us. Understand?”

She nodded. She also wasn’t allowed to call either of them Sir or Master, again because Landry didn’t want to condition her to them. She could only call Tilly Ma’am, not Mistress, for the same reason. She was allowed to nod or shake her head, or to say their name in lieu of a title.

On the baby monitor, Landry said Cris’ name, followed by a phrase in something she suspected was French, before the connection went dead and they heard nothing but static.

Bob walked over and turned off the unit.

 

* * * *

 

Landry turned from where he’d just switched off a baby monitor Axel had not noticed sitting on his desk before that moment.

Horrified, Axel scrolled through his memory of what they’d discussed, praying nothing he’d said would totally nuke his relationship with Skye.

“Do not worry,” Landry said. “I wanted her to hear your fears, so she understands better your end.” He studied Axel for a moment. “There will be a point tonight where I turn her completely over to you, and Cris and I back away. Bob will remain in the room the entire time, until aftercare ends, in case you must leave. I don’t wish her to be alone. Either myself or Cris will stay in the room until the scene has reached a natural conclusion and aftercare has started. I think part of the problem is you are too focused on the impact play instead of looking at what she enjoys and seeing how you can make it your own.”

He had a hard time swallowing, his throat felt so dry. “How?” he croaked.

Landry smiled. “Sex. Pure and simple. Conditioning is not a one-way street. I scene with Skye, or for example with Bob, and either Cris or Tilly then get the fucking of their life as soon as I can arrange it, or a nice hard face fucking, at the very least. When I scene with Tilly or Cris, at least here or at a private party, sex is an integral part of what we do. Even just ‘vanilla’ sex for us is still kinky because I am a sexual sadist and there is always some element of control or pain involved, for me.

“At the club, I can engage in more intimate contact with Tilly and Cris, and do orgasm play on them even if I have to wait until we get home for my own release. Sex is absolutely mixed in. Skye told me she enjoys biting. Well, that’s something I did not even ask you about because it falls within a decidedly grey area for us. We do feral play with Bob, but we also engage in orgasm play with him. We do not have that kind of dynamic with Skye, nor do I feel we should, under these circumstances.

“Yes, she’s a masochist, and a damned admirable one if she can play with me and ask for more, to be honest. But what she needs isn’t just the play. It’s the control. I play harder with her because I cannot give her a sexual aspect to the play, or more than the most basic of control. You can play more to your comfort zone, but you must pick up the slack in other areas, such as control and sex.”

“I…I don’t know if I can…do that in front of people.”

“We’re not people, we’re us. I’m not asking you to parade in the nude down Jacaranda Boulevard. If you’re doing it ‘right,’ you’ll forget that the two or three of us are even in the room with you. Your focus will become her. That is as it should be. Tonight, I want you to watch but truly see, listen but truly hear, and when prompted, I want you to do. You’re a smart man, and this is not nearly as complicated as you’re trying to make it. It’s far less complicated than that game you two play with Rusty and the others. It’s instinctive.”

“What if I freak out again?”

“If you feel you’re going to be sick, please leave the pool house and wait in the house for one of us to come get you. If you can watch but can’t participate, quietly sit off to the side until we finish and give you the cue to come in and cuddle with her for aftercare. Perhaps Skye should have started with you doing her aftercare from the very beginning and worked your way back from there, but that’s in the past. She is an experienced bottom who needs a firm hand. Once we’re in the room with her, I do not want you to speak until aftercare begins, unless I signal otherwise. Do you need to use the restroom, or a drink of water or anything?”

Axel shook his head.

Landry stood. “Come. Let’s take care of your girl.”

 

* * * *

 

Skye was allowed to use the bathroom and get a drink of water before Bob and Cris blindfolded her, swapped the wrist cuffs out for suspension cuffs, and buckled her ball gag into place.

Then the men held her hands as she knelt again on the yoga mat, which had been repositioned next to the St. Andrew’s cross. They had set out the implements earlier in the day, because they were neatly lined up and waiting when they brought her out there.

She sensed Cris squat on her right side, confirmed when his hand gripped her ponytail.

This time, tightly.

He yanked her head back and whispered near her ear. “Your Sir is coming to play with you, girl. Are you ready for him?”

She nodded as much as she could.

“Maybe someone’s going to get their ass fucked tonight.”

She whimpered, hopeful. It’d been a long time since that had happened, and never with Axel.

“Are you going to be a good girl and make your Sir proud tonight?”

She nodded, hoping she wasn’t crying by the time they got her up on the cross. Poor Axel had sounded wigged out enough.

Cris scratched the top of her head and released her ponytail. She sensed him stand just before the pool house door opened and what sounded like two people walked in.

Behind the leather blindfold, her world was reduced to sounds and scents, the brush of air against her flesh and the feel of a cloud of warmth from a body if they stood close enough.

She only heard one pair of shoes enter the pool house, which likely meant Axel. She tracked his progress across the tile floor to the kitchen area, a silent discussion of some sort going on near where she’d seen the iPod and Bluetooth speaker set up on the counter.

After a moment, the soft sound of shoes coming off, followed by the opening bars of Hozier’s “Take Me to Church” filling the small room.

Pulse racing, she tried to breathe and focus on the here and now and not get her hopes up or try to place unrealistic expectations on Axel.

And she prayed. 


Chapter Nineteen

 

Axel froze in the doorway when he saw Skye kneeling there.

Desperately fighting against the urge to “rescue” her, he finally walked in and silently closed the door behind him.

Landry touched a finger to his lips and motioned Axel over to the kitchenette area. There, they had an iPod and a Bluetooth speaker. Axel started to thumb through it when a stupid thought hit him.

Duh.

He pulled his phone from his back pocket, set it to Do Not Disturb, and thumbed his music icon. He guessed how long this might take and quickly dropped three of his favorite albums into a new playlist, then connected the phone to the speaker.

Before he could hit play, Landry tapped his shoulder and pointed down, at Axel’s shoes. Then he leaned in to whisper in Axel’s ear. “We are barefoot. Take them off so she’s guessing.”

He quickly removed his sneakers and socks and took a deep breath before he hit play.

As Landry recognized the music, he turned, smiled, and gave Axel a thumbs-up. So did Cris.

Bob simply watched, looking like he was trying not to glare at him.

Landry waved Axel over to stand by the cross, then pointed at Cris and Bob to get Skye standing. They brought her up a few feet from the cross and stopped her before Landry.

Landry reached out, grabbed Axel’s arm, and hauled him over so Axel was standing directly in front of her, inches away.

Landry smiled and spoke close to her ear, loud enough for Axel to hear. Already, Skye was starting to slowly sway in time to the music.

His music.

“Girl, are you prepared to be used hard tonight by your Sir? He’s here, so you may address him. I speak for him right now, answer me as if answering him directly.”

“Yes, Sir,” she mumbled around the ball gag.

“Color.”

“Green, Sir.”

“Are you going to make your Sir proud tonight and show him what a good and well-trained girl you are for him?”

“Yes, Sir.”

Landry tapped Axel’s shoulder, held up his right hand palm-up, and wiggled his first and second fingers.

He didn’t get it until Landry pointed down between her legs.

Oh. Oh!

To the man’s credit, Landry didn’t roll his eyes.

Bob did.

Cris and Bob both wore amused smirks where they stood on either side of her, holding her arms to keep her steady.

Axel felt her breath against his skin, he stood so close. He reached between her legs and was shocked when he felt how wet she was. She flinched, but then let out a soft moan and arched her back, hips thrusting toward him.

“That’s right,” Landry said. “You want to be a good girl for your Sir and show him what you can do for him, don’t you?”

This time when she answered, it was more moan than speech around the gag. “Yes, Sir.”

Landry tapped Axel’s left hand and pointed at her right nipple.

He took the hint and started playing with it, then the left, back and forth as he slowly slid his fingers in and out of her pussy.

“Yes, good girls get rewards.” Landry tapped Axel’s shoulder and indicated for him to stop. “Later.”

She whined, but finally answered. “Yes, Sir.”

Axel’s cock wasn’t sure what it was supposed to be doing right now, but it was reasonably sure it wanted to be free of his jeans and buried inside her.

 

* * * *

 

Skye knew it was Axel in front of her, even before he started playing with her clit and nipples. From the way sounds bounced off the men, she could tell he was taller than Cris or Bob, plus process of elimination. She smelled his fabric softener and deodorant, and his warm, natural scent.

Him.

Her Sir.

If he’d just take what she wanted to give him.

She was moved to the cross, her hands clipped to the uprights and her ankles clipped in place, too. She felt a towel had been tucked into the V, both to pad it as well as for her to rub her nose against when or if she started crying and snotting. Someone stood immediately to her left, inches away, and turning her face told her it was Axel after taking a couple of quick sniffs.

She sensed Landry stood directly behind her, confirmed when he spoke into her right ear. “Ready, girl?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Good, because this is really going to hurt tonight. A lot.”

Shit.

She clenched her fists and sucked in a deep breath, her teeth clamped down on the ball gag. Her warm-up tonight was bare-handed slaps and punches, depending on the location, that quickly grew stronger in intensity until he was smacking both ass cheeks with both hands and turning her butt into a nice, hot stingy mass.

She jumped when Axel’s hand reappeared between her legs, lightly teasing her clit. She whined, loudly, wanting more.

“Behave, girl,” Landry said. “Good girls beg their Sirs for what they want.”

“I want to come, Sir,” she mumbled around the gag. “Please.”

“We just started and you already want to come? My goodness, you’ll have to earn it, won’t you?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Tell me, are you prepared for your Sir to fuck that pretty ass of yours tonight with his marks all striped across it?”

 

* * * *

 

Axel froze, not quite sure he’d heard Landry right. He started shaking his head, but Landry stared him in the eyes, narrowed his gaze, and kept right on talking.

“Yes, Sir!”

Axel froze, staring at Skye’s face, her lips wrapped around the ball gag, her nostrils flaring.

“Tell Sir what you want to happen to your ass tonight.”

She slurped a little around her gag before she spoke. “I want Sir to spank and cane my ass, and then fuck it nice and hard while he uses a vibrator on me to make me come, please, Sir. Sir hasn’t fucked my ass yet, and I want him to. He owns my ass and I want him to claim it.”

Axel’s eyes widened. He’d honestly thought she’d been kidding when she’d talked about that before.

Landry’s eyebrow arched, amusement painted across his expression. “Then you need to make sure you’re a good girl for your Sir and perhaps he’ll check that off your wish list for you tonight.”

“Yes, Sir! Please!”

Axel’s cock had decided it definitely wanted in on the action and he had to reach down and adjust himself.

Landry picked up a pair of floggers and started working up and down her back and ass with them. These didn’t bother Axel, now that he knew what they felt like. After a few minutes of that, Landry paused.

“Color, girl.”

“Green, Sir.” Her voice definitely held a fuzzy, soft tone.

“Good girl.” He picked up a strap and again, Axel knew this one was more bark than bite, loud because of the way it was doubled over into the handle, but soft, supple leather that barely stung, even with a hard stroke.

Landry switched from that to a lightweight acrylic paddle. This got a little whining out of her, and as he rubbed the spot where he’d just delivered one particularly hard stroke, he leaned in.

“Color, girl.”

“Green, Sir.”

Landry stepped to the right, grabbed Axel, and pulled him to stand behind her.

When he wasn’t sure what Landry wanted him to do, Landry stepped behind him, planted a hand between his shoulders, and shoved, hard.

Axel was pressed against her back and she immediately started grinding her ass against his jeans.

Ooooh, yeah. His cock was fully on board with the plan now.

Axel reached around her and started playing with her clit again. Meanwhile, Landry swapped out implements and just as Skye was really starting to get into what he was doing to her, Landry made a slicing motion across his throat.

Axel had a hard time stepping to the side, because he’d been grinding back.

Landry immediately started going after her with a riding crop, leaving welts up and down her ass and thighs, and her moans turned into squeals of pain.

His stomach rolled, but he forced himself to stay there. He even reached under her and played with her left nipple, the closest one.

Landry gave him a thumbs-up and increased the strength and speed of his impacts, stopping suddenly, leaving her gasping and panting.

He rubbed the hits in while indicating for Axel to change position so he could play with her other nipple. That got her moaning again.

Landry turned to once again swap implements. When he faced Axel, Axel blanched.

He held a whip.

“Color, girl!” Landry barked.

“Green, Sir!”

Landry made a hand motion Axel didn’t understand. Cris stepped in and showed Axel how to step inside the cross’ framework, then gestured for him to finger her pussy.

Landry took a couple of easy test throws just to gauge his distance, not making contact with her. “You’ll take these if you want your ass fucked, girl. Ready?”

“Ready, Sir.” She shifted position, dropping her head and sticking her ass out.

Landry didn’t crack the whip, but it was almost worse. She went from moaning to squealing with pain, back to moaning with each strike.

Cris stepped into Axel’s field of vision and with both hands mimed finger-fucking her.

So that’s what he started doing.

 

* * * *

 

There was something incredibly hot about this scene in a way she couldn’t begin to understand or even define. She’d had countless “hot” scenes before.

This was…different.

Everything Axel did to her felt amplified in good ways by the pain Landry dished out. Landry was definitely going after her harder than usual, which was damned hard to start with.

She’d already suspected the whip was next from the way Axel climbed in front of her and started finger-fucking her. Confirmed when she felt the wind from the test strokes and the tell-tale zhhwhhip sound of a whip skillfully being thrown but not cracked.

Then Axel buried two fingers deep in her cunt and she tensed without meaning to, knowing what was coming.

The first strike burned like fire across her left shoulder blade. She gasped, struggling to process the mix of sensations and not tense up so much to reduce the pain. The second landed across her right shoulder. He started a crisscross pattern up and down her back and ass. Maybe a couple of blood welts in the batch, but despite the way they stung she didn’t think he’d broken the skin.

“Color, girl.”

“Green, Sir.” She was actively humping Axel’s hand now that the whipping had stopped.

His fingers disappeared from her pussy and reappeared at her nipples, both of them at the same time.

The strike took her breath away, the impact burning a long stripe over a foot long down the outside of her right thigh, from just below her hip, a narrow, stingy paddle.

Fuck!

She howled in pain, devolving to a moan as the pleasure in her nipples struggled for dominant sensation as the pain faded.

A matching stroke on her left thigh, and more howls from her.

He swapped out for another paddle, this one wider and heavier. A scarier sound, but not nearly as stingy as the previous one because the impact was spread out over a wider area.

She stuck her ass out a little to give him a better target.

“Good girl.” Smack!

At least she knew Axel hadn’t bailed yet, and that gave her hope. 


Chapter Twenty

 

Axel didn’t understand why Cris and Bob had donned nitrile gloves. Landry delivered steady, carefully timed strokes with the paddle, increasing in force with each one. Then Cris passed Axel a battery-operated Hitachi with a condom wrapped around the round head.

Ahh.

Landry caught Axel’s attention and indicated for him to flip the switch and press it to her clit.

“Do not come, girl!” Landry barked as he went after her with the paddle again.

Axel had never heard that combination of sounds emerge from someone before. She tried to rock her clit against the vibrator, but he was careful not to press it too firmly. With every impact she moaned and it deepened into a needy groan as she rubbed against the vibrator.

After a couple of minutes of that, Landry indicated for Axel to stop, even though she hadn’t come. He switched it off and Cris took it from him, standing there holding it.

Apparently, it would be needed again.

She whined in disappointment, her head drooping, panting, her skin covered in a fine sheen.

Landry stepped behind her. He checked her hands before grabbing her by the hair and roughly yanking her head back.

“Color, girl!”

“Green, Sir,” she moaned.

“Are you horny?”

“Yes, Sir. Please let me come!”

“Will you do anything your Sir asks of you to earn that orgasm?”

“Yes, Sir!”

“You going to stick this pretty ass out there for him to fuck and take full ownership of?”

“Yes, Sir!”

Landry’s gaze locked with Axel’s, and he pointed to Bob.

Bob passed another vibrator to Axel, an insertable one which was also covered with a condom.

Axel figured out where the switch was before he slid it deep inside her.

Now she bucked, trying to fuck herself against it.

Landry had changed to a rattan cane. He delivered a hard slice across her ass that made her scream with pain and twisted Axel’s gut in a painful way. “Sir didn’t tell you to start fucking that toy, did he?”

She froze. “No, Sir,” she tearfully said.

“How many for disobeying?”

She sniffled. “Five, Sir.”

“Count.”

She counted off five hard cane strokes, then Landry nodded to Axel to switch the vibrator on.

He did, feeling a little sick to his stomach now—

Until the deep, rolling moan flowed out of her and she desperately tried to hump against his hand holding the vibrator.

Landry switched out canes again, this time one of the skinny, black carbon fibre ones. He fisted her hair and pulled her head back. “You still weren’t given permission to do that. I will count down, and if you can come before I finish, you will get to come. If you cannot, you will get strokes before we try again. Fifteen.”

She frantically started humping herself onto the toy, and Axel even helped her out by fucking her with it.

“Fourteen.”

Desperation tinged her whines, punctuated by a scream when Landry delivered another stroke.

Landry smiled. “I did not say I wouldn’t also give you strokes while you try to come. Thirteen.”

“Fuck!” she screamed around the gag, then moaned and tried humping Axel’s hand again.

When Landry got to one, she still hadn’t come. Landry motioned for Axel to shut the vibrator off, remove it from her, and hand it back to Bob.

Landry grabbed her hair again. “Aww, poor girl. You’ve never been tormented quite like this by your Sir, have you?”

Tears rolled down her cheeks from under the blindfold. “No, Sir.”

“Are you frustrated?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Do you want more?”

She nodded. “Yes, please, Sir.”

“Color.”

“Green, Sir.”

At some point, Axel wasn’t sure when, his cock had rejoined the party and was uncomfortably aching in his pants.

Landry was an expert at switching implements without Axel even seeing him do it. “Strokes before you get to try again. You have to earn pleasure.”

More screams as she tried to shift her ass away from the cane, a different, thicker rattan one. Landry met his gaze and tipped his head, indicating for Axel to move from out of there.

This time, Landry didn’t have to shove him into position. When Landry stepped back, Axel stepped up and wrapped his arms around her, amazed as she eagerly humped her abused ass against him.

“Please, fuck my ass, Sir! Please let me come!”

He was also surprised how well he was understanding gag speak now.

Landry stood close, right there, and raised his eyebrows.

An obvious invitation to say something.

Axel leaned in. “Sir will fuck his good girl’s ass when we finish, if you behave.”

Another long, needy moan rolled from her. “Yes, Sir! I’ll be your good girl!”

Landry motioned him out of the way. This time it was a leather dragontail he held. Similar in some ways to a whip, but not. Landry snapped it against her back and shoulders, making her shift and dance and scream.

Another pause for Axel to step into position. “Who’s my good girl?” he asked when Landry prompted him to speak.

“Me, Sir.”

“Color?”

“Green, Sir.”

Except Axel nearly lost it when he released her and spotted what Landry had in his hand this time.

A knife.

Landry stepped in behind her, but not like Axel had. Several inches separated their bodies all the way to the floor. He fisted her hair and wrenched her head back.

“Hold very, very still, girl. This is an extremely sharp knife.” He laid the flat of the blade against her cheek. “I do not wish to cut you but your Sir needs to see how much you enjoy knife play.”

He caressed her throat and cheeks with the flat of the blade, around to the nape of her neck. He tipped her head forward, still holding her hair, and then with the tip traced intricate patterns along her back. Pink lines followed every inch of the knife’s journey, but he didn’t draw blood.

Landry met Axel’s gaze and tipped his head for Axel to step around to Landry’s other side, his right.

After Landry reached her ass with the knife, he placed it in Axel’s hand, gently shook his arm in an obvious warning to keep it slack, and then wrapped his fingers around Axel’s hand and used him. Axel struggled to keep his muscles loose, not wanting to fight Landry for fear of the knife snapping back and hurting her.

His initial fear turned to curiosity as he really started understanding what Landry was doing to her with it. Landry’s grip incrementally eased until, eventually, he released Axel’s hand and nodded, still holding her hair but with Axel now in complete control of the blade.

He slowly drew intricate Celtic knots across her back, a heart on her right hip

His name on her left.

Time flowed and passed and as she moaned and her breathing grew heavier, he could tell how much she loved it.

Surprisingly, he was finding, so did he.

Landry released her hair and signaled for Axel to stop and hand over the knife. Then he pointed to Cris, who passed Axel the Hitachi.

More confident now, Axel stepped up to her left side, pressed it against her clit, and flicked it on.

Landry shoved a paddle into Axel’s right hand and pointed at her ass.

Swallowing hard, he took a tentative swat.

“Fifteen,” Landry said, scowling and obviously not impressed with that.

Axel tried again, harder.

“Fourteen.”

She hadn’t quite hit that mix of deep and high moans and squeals that she had with Landry manning the implements, so Axel added more force, which got him closer.

When Landry reached nine, she screamed around the ball gag. Axel almost stopped, caught off-guard and shocked until Landry stepped in.

“Come hard, girl. You got what you wanted, now you keep coming until your Sir says you can stop.” He motioned for Axel to continue paddling her.

He did, not realizing how hard he was hitting her until Landry and Cris both gave him smiles and thumbs-ups.

He handed the paddle off to Landry and pointed to a smaller, metal one.

Landry passed it to him and he laid it against her red ass. Another moan escaped her as the cool metal touched her flesh. “Yes, I bet that feels good, doesn’t it?”

He didn’t realize he hadn’t waited for Landry’s cue to say something. But when she moaned, “Yes, Sir!” Landry and Cris silently high-fived on the other side of her.

He took a test stroke with it, gauging its feel, before taking another. “Keep coming. You wanted it, so you need to pay for it.”

That earned him a celebratory fist pump from Cris and a smiling nod from Landry.

Her head lolled again, her hips flexing and grinding against his hand. Another couple of strokes with that, and he looked over, scanning the implements. He gave Landry the metal paddle and pointed at the blue silicon cooking mixing spatula.

Landry shrugged, but handed it to him.

Still keeping the vibrator pressed against her clit, Axel started spanking up and down the insides of her thighs, his cock twitching with interest as she began making the same squeals for him that she had for Landry.

As his confidence grew, Axel suddenly realized Hozier had been replaced by Jason Mraz.

Holy shit!

That meant they’d been there over an hour already, because this was the second album on his playlist.

Landry motioned for him to pull the vibrator away.

“Color, girl.”

She gasped for breath. “Green, Sir.”

Cris handed Axel a nitrile glove and had him pull it on his right hand. Then the tube of lube.

Landry stepped behind her and grabbed her hair with his left hand. “Time to pay the interest for those orgasms. Tenderizing this ass before your Sir fucks it. You can take it, but you won’t disappoint him if you can’t.”

She screamed into the gag as he smacked her up and down the backs of her thighs with the delrin hex rod cane. She’d have marks tomorrow from that, for sure. Landry stepped out of the way after giving her ten hard ones, and Alex moved in to slide a lubed finger up her ass.

She stuck it out, making it easier on him.

Ohmigod!

He went slow, one and then two fingers, her rocking back against him the entire time.

“Please, Sir!” she begged. “I need you!”

Those three words echoed through him and made his cock throb.

“Give me a minute, girl. I don’t want to hurt you.” He got a third one into her and was easily finger-fucking her for a moment when he realized he wasn’t sure what to do next.

Cris held out a small garbage can for him to strip the glove off and toss it. Then he held out a condom pouch.

Axel fumbled and finally got his jeans open and rolled the condom on, squirting a generous dollop onto it and slicking it down.

Cris also held a towel for him to wipe his hand on.

When Axel stepped between her legs again, she stuck her ass out. He nudged in, finding her puckered rim, and slowly pressed for entrance. Even restrained, she tried to rock against him.

He held her hips still to see what he was doing, a little at a time until his hips were pressed against her hot ass.

Bob handed him the insertable vibrator.

He reached around her and slid it in, turning it on.

He felt her explode around his cock.

“That’s it. That’s my good girl.”

 

* * * *

 

Skye thought the world had ended. She’d never felt an orgasm that powerful before, and she’d had some pretty damn powerful ones in her time. The feeling of the toy sliding into her pussy with Axel’s cock already filling her ass was beyond heavenly.

Then he’d turned the vibrator on.

She thought she was hearing colors and seeing music, it felt so damn good.

Then he called her his good girl and she would have let him do anything he wanted to her just to hear him talk to her like that again.

To keep talking to her like that.

It sounded like he believed it, finally.

She didn’t know who had been doing what toward the end in terms of implements, but she hoped a lot of it was Axel. She knew the delrin hex rod was Landry, because that was a wicked motherfucker that was more advanced than Axel was ready for, she was sure.

But a lot of it…it could have been Axel.

Right now, she was busy trying to keep the orgasm rolling through her.

So.

Fucking.

Good.

Axel leaned in. “Do you like that?”

“Yes, Sir!”

 

* * * *

 

Bob leaned into Axel’s line of vision and mimed biting, then pointed to the juncture of her left shoulder and neck.

He bit.

She screamed in pleasure, and her ass contracted around his cock again as she came even harder.

Now Axel needed to come. He pulled the vibrator from her and handed it to Bob without even turning it off and started fucking her, hard and fast, wanting to come now.

He reached under her and cupped her breasts, pinching her nipples and getting another squeal and moan from her before he took one final thrust and filled the condom.

Both of them panting, he fell still behind her, kissing a trail up her spine. “That’s my good girl,” he said. “That’s my very, very good girl.”

He didn’t want to let her go, wanted to stay right there, his body pressed against hers. “I love you.”

“I love you, too, Sir.”

It would have felt even better if I’d been naked.

Hmmm.

Maybe next time.

He pulled out and stepped into the bathroom to quickly clean up before returning to her. Bob helped him get her unclipped from the cross and swaddled in a fleece throw. Then Axel led her over to the bed where he stretched out with her cradled in his arms. She curled around him, nuzzling her head against his chest, still gagged and blindfolded.

That’s when he realized Landry and Cris were gone. Bob peeled off his gloves, washed his hands, and retreated to the far side of the pool house after turning off the overhead lights so only a lamp in the corner provided light.

Axel left the blindfold on, but unbuckled the ball gag and waited until she carefully spit it out to lay it on the far side of the bed.

A shiver rippled through her. Tightening his embrace, he nuzzled her hair. “I’ve got you, baby. My good girl.”

For the first time, he got it. How right it felt calling her that.

Her right arm was draped around him, but he felt her tentatively start to explore, down his abs, to his waist. Tracing the shape of his belt around to his fly.

Curious, he let her keep going, the fleece throw falling away from her movements.

As she realized he wasn’t stopping her, she got his belt open, then his fly, and eased herself down his body.

Eyes on her, he carefully rolled onto his back. She threw a leg over his and straddled them as she leaned in and took his cock into her mouth.

Fuck!

Yeah, he was getting hard again already. When she realized it, she doubled her effort, eagerly bobbing her head up and down on his cock.

Hmm.

Once she had him hard, he reached down, grabbed her by the hips, and moved her up so he could thrust up into her pussy.

They both moaned.

Hooking an arm around her, he pulled her down for a kiss. “Ride me, baby. If you can get me off a second time, I’ll let you come.” He let her sit up and watched, fascinated.

She never tried to take the blindfold off. Her nipples stood out, hard peaks, and he couldn’t resist reaching up to tweak them. That got a flinch immediately followed by a sexy smile.

He didn’t know if he could get off a second time, but she was determined to try. It was fun teasing her clit, her nipples, reaching up to have her suck his fingers as she rode him.

Finally, he felt himself draw close. He grabbed her hips and rolled them over, him on top so he could really fuck her hard. He pinned her wrists over her head and leaned in close.

“Who’s my good girl?”

“I’m your good girl, Sir!”

“Who’s fucking you right now?”

“My Sir is fucking me.”

“Who owns you?”

“You own me, Sir.”

That finished him. He took a last, hard, deep thrust and felt his balls filling her. She still rocked a little under him, squirming, trying to rub her clit against him.

He sat up and didn’t withdraw. He started playing with her clit, and even soft he loved the feel of her pussy squeezing him as she came almost immediately.

 

* * * *

 

“Good girl,” he softly said as the echoes of her orgasm washed through her.

Finally, he reached down and unfastened the blindfold. She blinked a couple of times, staring up at him in the dim light.

He smiled down at her. “Better?”

Skye reached up and pulled him down on top of her for a kiss, her legs hooking around his hips and holding on tight. She never wanted to let him go.

Never wanted this night to end.

His arms framed her as he stared down into her eyes. “Can I drive you home, baby?”

She shook her head. “No, Sir.” She only let him hang for a moment when he struggled to hide his hurt look. “Your house, Sir.”

He smiled, leaning in for another kiss. “Maybe I should spank you for that.”

She grinned. “You sure you want to reinforce that behavior?”

“Hmm. That’s true.”

Once they were up and getting dressed, Bob flipped on the overhead lights and started silently cleaning the implements. As they were getting ready to leave, Axel walked over to him.

“Thank you for everything tonight. I appreciate it.”

She knew Bob couldn’t speak to him, but instead of just acknowledging him, he tipped his head before giving Axel a low bow from the waist, holding it before rising again.

All was forgiven.

She’d explain that gesture to Axel later, if he didn’t pick up on it.

She gave Bob a long, strong hug. “Thank you for everything. And thank you for picking me up today.”

“It was my pleasure, but Sir’s the one to thank for that. His orders and his car.”

She laughed, spotting the twinkle in Bob’s eye. In some ways, she envied him. He was fine with his arrangement with the triad. It fulfilled what was missing most in his life, even if it didn’t include romance.

Skye needed the romance factor.

Axel unhooked his phone from the speaker and stopped the music. When they emerged from the pool house, they immediately spotted Landry and Cris in the shadows on the lanai, close to the house. Landry was stretched out in a chair, one foot propped on a hassock and one hand buried in Cris’ hair.

Cris knelt in front of him on the pool deck, hands clasped behind him, and most likely worshipping Landry’s cock.

No stranger to Landry doing things like this when it was just her and Bob around, she laced fingers with Axel and led him around the pool to talk to them.

Landry smiled up at them. “Ah, a successful evening, I take it?”

She bowed her head to him. “Thank you, Landry.”

“You’re quite welcome, girl, but I think it’s safe to say we can dispense with formalities between us now and transition back to friends, can we not?”

She stared up at Axel, his blue eyes, and squeezed his hand. “I think so.”

Axel turned, fisting her hair with his free hand, tipping her head back and staring down into her eyes. “You think so?”

“Yes, Sir! I-I mean, yes, Axel! I m-mean—”

Axel’s wide grin before he leaned in and kissed her into silence sent her spinning back down into subspace.

Landry’s warm chuckle settled around them. “And the world finally rights itself. What a beautiful sight.”

After Axel released her hair, Landry held his hand out to shake with Axel.

The entire time, Cris didn’t stop what he was doing, which was definitely worshipping the Dom’s cock.

She was honestly surprised that Axel shook with him, considering how she knew he had to be at least a little unnerved by what was going on right there.

When she reached out to shake Landry’s hand, he kissed the back of it instead of shaking. “If you are ever in need of advice, or a friendly ear, do not hesitate to call or stop in. Or if you wish to make use of our equipment. If we’re not home, we can arrange for Bob to meet you here and let you in and supervise.”

“Thanks,” Axel said. “And thank you for helping us.”

“Anytime. I’m glad we could contribute to your happy ending. Say good-bye, Cris.”

He reached up with one hand and waved, making Landry laugh and ruffle his hair. “My good boy. I’m looking forward to taking out a little tension on him once you’ve departed. Take care, and in all seriousness, our home is open to you. I’d rather you come here to play as you learn so you don’t have an unfortunate incident and it sets back your progress. I’ll even allow Bob to speak to you so he can offer coaching tips, as it were.”

“I’m not stubborn enough to turn down that offer,” Axel said as he draped an arm around her shoulders. “I’m not afraid anymore, but I’m not stupid enough to blunder along without a mentor.”

“Good man.”

Bob had emerged from the pool house while they were talking. By the time Skye and Axel made it to the front door, he stood waiting to let them out.

In the car on the way to Axel’s, she kept her hand on his thigh and he rested his hand on hers. She wondered if he’d want to talk, and he didn’t waste time.

“I can tell you now the whip is going to be something I can’t do. Not now. Maybe at some point in the future.”

“That’s fine, Sir.”

His thumb stroked hers. “If you could pick only one thing from all of what we did tonight—beside the orgasms—for me to do on our own, what would it be?”

“From what we did tonight, Sir?”

“Yeah.”

“Honestly?”

“Of course.”

She suspected this would get pushback, but he wanted honesty. “The knife play, Sir. I think it sends me deepest into subspace.”

She watched his face. He slowly nodded his head as a sexy smile curled his lips. “Cool,” he said. 


Chapter Twenty-One

 

Axel and Skye danced on the far side of Cris and Landry’s pool as Hozier’s “Jackie and Wilson” filtered through the house’s sound system. The play party hadn’t started yet, but the men had invited them to arrive several hours early, if they wanted, to use the equipment and implements.

Axel had eagerly taken them up on that generous offer. In the four months since the big breakthrough night, Axel and Skye had played at the triad’s house several times.

Sometimes with only Bob in attendance.

Axel had grown more confident in his skills and had purchased a couple of paddles and canes from Cali, but he still didn’t want to scene at the club yet.

Skye was good with that.

Especially since Axel was becoming an expert in forced orgasm play, and their scenes nearly always ended with his cock buried in one of her holes, with a gag, vibrator, or butt plug in the others.

At home, however, he didn’t hesitate to do bare-handed spankings and knife play with her. He’d bought a Buck knife similar to the one Landry had, and even carried it with him in his pocket.

It proved really distracting to Skye when he’d randomly take it out on D&D nights and not look at her when he laid it on the table where he knew damn well she could see it.

That usually drenched her pussy and nearly always gave her a hard shove toward subspace.

And he’d become quite the sexual sadist in bed, definitely a Dominant who didn’t mind getting what he wanted from her and had become comfortable taking care both of her sexual needs, and her desires to be used by him. When they were alone at his house, it wasn’t unusual for him to bend her over a counter and fuck her while she was cooking dinner for him and then make her wait until bedtime to come.

It melted her every time.

He’d also moved her and Barksley in with him four weeks ago. It hadn’t been a request or an invitation, so much as it was her coming home from work one day to her parents’ house to find a rental truck parked in their driveway, and Axel and her dad loading her stuff.

She pretended she’d forgotten to tell her parents about it. She’d already been moving things into Axel’s a carload or suitcase at a time. She slept there so often it was easier to keep clothes and other things there.

As Axel had smiled his evil smile and kissed her in greeting, he’d leaned in and bit her ear lobe, hard, almost making her come right there.

Biting had become a big part of their sex life, and she loved looking at the marks in the mirror the next morning.

Her Dom was a fast learner, she was happy to see.

“Good girl,” he’d whispered before stepping back, that deliciously evil smile still on his face.

Yeeesss!

And since she had to drive almost past her parents’ house on her way to work, her mom insisted they’d do doggy day care for Barksley for free.

She couldn’t turn that down.

Skye had rituals and protocols, just a couple and very simple, but Axel was building this for them from the ground up, and she understood that. Methodical, careful.

And very, very calculating.

Also hotter than fuck.

Maybe it was still their new relationship energy, but when she walked through his door every night, even before he moved her in with him, her pussy was usually soaked well before she stripped just inside the door.

She wasn’t allowed clothes without asking first.

Just thinking about the low, quiet tone of his voice as he’d stated that rule made her shiver in good ways and sink toward subspace.

And he always kept her slightly off-center in good ways. Like the thing with moving her in. Usually nothing that big, but just when she’d start to think maybe he wasn’t paying attention, he’d do something subtle that never failed to drop her into subspace. Like grabbing her hair in the kitchen at Grant’s one night during a break in the game, and grazing his teeth along her throat as he walked through the kitchen, only to walk out again and leave her swaying on her feet and ready to beg to service him to earn an orgasm.

He wasn’t Landry, with lots of formal rules and protocols.

He didn’t have to be.

He was Axel, and he was quickly settling into his role and having fun tinkering with her brain to see what would mutually work in their dynamic. Sometimes he tried stuff that didn’t work. He didn’t hesitate to discard it and try something else.

Last Saturday, he’d collared her at the club, giving her an ankle bracelet to wear very similar to the one Mike had given Jenny.

She wore it right now.

Tonight, Skye also sported a very sore ass under her sundress. Remnants of subspace from their earlier scene still swirled through her brain. Axel hadn’t let her come yet and he had not, either. Beneath her bare feet, the concrete pool deck radiated some of the afternoon’s warmth even though the sun had set.

A perfect night.

In that light, Axel’s blue eyes appeared dark like midnight, as deep as the Milky Way and every bit as entrancing to her. Reflected light rippled off their bodies from the pool, their own personal dance club before the rest of the guests arrived for the play party.

He held her hand in his right, his left resting in the small of her back. That one he now slid down to her ass, no panties to interfere in his quest. He squeezed, fingers digging in hard through the fabric until she pressed her body against his and let out a soft, needy moan. She felt his cock, hard, pressing through his jeans.

That would be hers later, if she was his good girl.

She would have been riding him like a pony by now, if he’d let her.

It didn’t matter to her if he wanted to play with her in front of a room full of people, or alone.

He wanted to play with her.

The breakthrough and aftermath were a messy perfection she never wanted to end.

She was his, and he was hers.

She was a good girl—his good girl. He’d learned how to give her what she needed in the ways that he wanted, and it was fine, sweet, a little twisted, and very very hot.

Kelly, who?

The outer edges of his eyes narrowed slightly, amusement there. “What’s wrong, baby?” He delivered a hard, stinging swat to her ass and she nearly came.

“Nothing, Sir. Nothing’s wrong.” She rubbed against him but he shifted his hips slightly, denying her ability to tease him further, much less to get traction for herself.

“Are you suuure?”

“Everything’s perfect, Sir.”

Now the smile followed, the left corner of his mouth quirking slightly.

They heard the sliders open and when they looked, they spotted Bob emerging onto the lanai. He raised his hand in greeting but didn’t call out. He walked over to the pool house and entered, probably checking supplies for Landry and Cris ahead of the party.

When she looked up, she realized Axel had watched him. Then his gaze swiveled back down to her.

“Yeeesss?” The same drawl he gave someone in a game when he knew they were about to do something critically stupid but he was going to let them touch that damn stove with both hands just because it would amuse him.

Who said he wasn’t a sadist?

“Thank you,” she said, all serious now. “Really.”

His expression softened, sweetened. “I love you. I’m still not…comfortable with some things. But the more I watch, the more I learn. You’ll have to be satisfied doing this at my speed.”

“I am.”

He nodded, quiet for a moment. “I might have…bought something.”

She arched an eyebrow in curiosity, but didn’t reply.

“From Everett.”

She didn’t dare hope, but now both eyebrows had arched.

“Eliza showed me one she’d bought from him that he made, so I…ordered one, too. He’s bringing it tonight.”

A soft gasp escaped her, her stomach fluttering even as her clit throbbed anew.

“Care to guess?”

Pleasebeknifepleasebeknifepleasebeknife… “Does Sir want me to guess?”

The smile returned. “I wouldn’t have said anything if I didn’t.”

She had to lick her lips. Around them, the opening bars of Hozier’s “Cherry Wine” started. “A knife?”

It was her favorite thing, knife play.

Well, after orgasms.

And after snuggling with him.

Even though he hadn’t brought up the subject of marriage, and she knew his opinion on it from the night he’d freaked out, she was okay with that.

They were together.

He wanted to be with her.

The hand on her ass dipped, catching the hem of her sundress and lifting it as his nails raked up, hard, through the fresh welts and bruises branding her flesh as his. A hiss of pleasure escaped her and she felt the insides of her thighs grow slick.

“Maaaybe.” The smile widened. He surprised her when he lifted her sundress all the way up, off and over her head, then reached out and discarded it on a nearby lounger. Both hands cupped her ass, nails digging in while she undulated against his denim-clad thigh.

Now she knew she wasn’t getting off any time soon. He would wait and dangle knife play over her head, a literal Sword of Damocles. If she got off now, no knife play.

If she let him tease and torment her until then, he would do that to her.

Now she understood why he hadn’t made her come when he’d paddled and caned her on the bench in the living room.

Bob emerged from the pool house, his arms full with a heavy-looking plastic tote, and headed back into the house.

Axel’s gaze had flicked his way before returning to her.

“How badly do you want it, baby?” he softly asked.

“Badly, Sir.”

He released her ass and pointed at the pool deck. “Show me.”

At first, she wasn’t sure she’d heard him correctly, but there was no mistaking what he wanted.

Practically delirious with need and definitely sinking deep into subspace again, she dropped to her knees right there and unfastened his belt, his jeans, worked the zipper down.

Sought her target.

She swallowed his cock until her face was pressed against his jeans. Her hands slipped behind his thighs, holding on. She softly moaned when he buried his hands in her hair and actually fucked her face. Not a blow job, but a good, hard, deep face-fucking.

One long, continuous happy moan floated from her as she didn’t even try to keep up with him. Eagerly sucking and licking, she closed her eyes and thought maybe she’d died and gone to heaven. He was hard, too, like he always got just before he climaxed, meaning he’d been even hornier than she’d gauged earlier.

Way hornier.

“Take it, girl,” he whispered. A soft, happy squeal escaped her when his fingers dug into her scalp and he buried his cock deep down her throat. She swallowed, the salty-sweet taste of him filling her senses. His body tensed, Axel breathing heavy before he finally eased his grip and started stroking her hair.

His cock softened in her mouth but didn’t get completely soft. A fact she noted as she gently started sucking on him again. If she had even a snowball’s chance at getting a second one out of him, she’d eagerly take it.

“Good girl.” He let her do it for another minute before tapping her on the head. “Enough.”

Reluctantly, she released his cock from her mouth after one last, lingering kiss on the tip. Then she carefully tucked him back into his briefs and refastened his jeans and belt, kneeling, waiting.

 

* * * *

 

Axel hadn’t been sure he’d be able to go through with that, but with them virtually alone, he knew he had to try. It was on her list, for him to use her where and how he wanted, even at a party. He had the at-home using down pat, but now he needed to build his confidence away from home.

Baby steps.

Shallow end of the pool.

Although looking back, it seemed like, somehow, he’d ended up way past the shallows and was now staring at deep open water ahead of him.

When she tipped her head up and back, he spotted how glazed her green eyes looked. Fully back down into subspace.

Happy.

He helped her up, pulling her body against his and leaning in for a kiss. “Thank you, baby.”

Kill or die for that smile? Sure. Absolutely.

Without hesitation or second thought.

“Thank you, Sir.”

He reached behind him and laid his hands over hers, sliding them down his ass until they were tucked into his back pockets.

Then he leaned forward and engulfed her in his arms again, waiting.

Didn’t take her long.

A soft gasp as her right fingers found and explored it, then her hand emerged holding it.

“If you think you can live with me, and be patient with me, then I’d like to make it official and not just with a collar.” He took it from her and slipped it onto her left ring finger. “Maybe we can do things right this time around, now that we’re older and wiser.”

“Yes!”

“Will I be enough for you like this? If I can’t push myself any farther?”

Now she was crying, but she nodded, eagerly. “Yes, Sir. More than enough.”

“Okay.” He leaned in for a long, sweet kiss, her arms draping around his neck, practically hanging from him now.

“What changed your mind?” she softly asked when he lifted his mouth from hers.

He had to think about it. It wasn’t any one thing. “Watching. Actually seeing. Listening. Tilly told me that when my fear of losing you grew stronger than my fear of what I was doing to you, then I’d really start making progress.” He shrugged. “She was right. I am more scared of you walking out of my life again than I am of walking forward with you through this.”

In the dim light, her curly red hair fell around her shoulders, messy, gorgeous.

His.

Only his.

“I know there are other guys out there who can give you this, who are better at it than me, but you want me. I don’t know why. I can keep trying to hold on to some arbitrary moral high ground that doesn’t really exist, or I can start living and leave the past behind me. If you’re my future, I think it’s worth trying.”

 

* * * *

 

Everett and Wylie arrived shortly after, so Skye didn’t have to wait long for relief. After cleaning the blade with alcohol, Axel led her back out to the far side of the lanai and to one of the loungers. Stripping her again, he had her lie facedown on it with her legs spread wide and knelt next to it. He’d tested the knife already, the point and edge, on his own inner arm after cleaning it, to see how it felt.

“Do not move, baby,” he whispered.

“Yes, Sir.”

She closed her eyes as she felt the tip of the knife touch her flesh at the base of her neck and slowly move south. Not hard enough to even leave a mark yet, but as he gained confidence with the weight and feel of it, and made his way down to her already tender ass, he increased the pressure until she felt that awesome scratch that bordered on pain. She’d look like a cat had gone after her tomorrow, but he likely wouldn’t draw more than the faintest traces of blood.

Up and down and around, the backs of her upper arms and her upper thighs. After a few minutes, he slid two fingers from his other hand between her legs, into her pussy, and slowly finger-fucked her, even as he kept drawing patterns in her flesh with the knife’s tip.

“Don’t come.”

She whined but gritted her teeth and held back despite him playing with her clit between deep thrusts. After what felt like forever, his fingers and the knife disappeared.

“Turn over. Legs spread.”

She did, now able to stare up at him, his eyes on what he was doing, intensity on his face.

The hand returned between her legs, and now it was two fingers inside her pussy and his thumb slowly rubbing her clit as he drew increasingly tight spirals around her breasts.

Then his gaze focused on her eyes.

“Come.”

She didn’t realize she’d been that close, but he was sneaky. He hooked his fingers inside her, hitting her spot perfectly as his thumb sped up.

She was there.

Her gaze didn’t leave him as she fisted the lounger cushion and struggled to hold still while her orgasm surged hard through her.

The point of the blade pressed into the tip of her right nipple, and he kept her coming, knowing he had her now and enjoying whatever desperation must be painted across her face.

The knife drifted across the valley between her breasts, up to her left nipple, and still his thumb worked her clit, his fingers fucked her—a third being slid into her wet and ready cunt—and showing no signs of stopping.

Then he pulled the knife away and leaned in for a hard, deep kiss.

That’s when the fun really started as he slammed his hand against her pussy, hard and fast, getting one last orgasm out of her that arched her back and pulled a scream of pleasure out of her that his mouth muffled.

The hand withdrew, only to appear at her lips.

She was ready, opening wide and sucking his fingers, wishing they were his cock. When he stood, she realized he’d set the knife down and already opened his jeans. He climbed on top of her, fucking her hard and fast, another kiss to hold her cries between them as she wrapped her arms and legs around him and held on tight.

There was something damned sexy about being naked and vulnerable and getting fucked by a fully dressed man, the texture of the fabric rubbing against her skin as he used her.

This time, he was the one who moaned when he finished, just as she gave up one last orgasm to him. He lay there, his forehead resting against hers, noses touching.

“So…we have to do that on a regular basis,” he said.

She giggled. “Yes, Sir.”

“I think I could get used to this.”

“Me, too, Sir.”

He closed his eyes as he nuzzled his nose against hers. “Am I doing this right?”

She let out a happy sigh. “You’re doing it perfectly.”

 

 

THE END

 

HTTP://WWW.TYMBERDALTON.COM


￼[image: siren.png]

 

 

 

Siren Publishing, Inc.

www.SirenPublishing.com

OEBPS/Images/siren.png





OEBPS/Images/td-seeyou-ss.jpg
Tymber Dalton





