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Suncoast Society
It’ll Be Fun
Run a BDSM club, they said. It’ll be fun, they said.
The group of friends and volunteers who keep Venture’s doors open know it’s not all fun and games when it comes to operating a BDSM club.
Because life always has an annoying way of getting in the way of their “fun.”
Whether or not they can maintain their sanity and keep having fun remains to be seen.
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Author’s Note
 
This is book 92 in the Suncoast Society series. You do not have to read all the books before this one to understand the plot or characters—most of the books in the series are standalone.
The phrase in question is actually one that we say on a regular basis at the Tampa Bay Phoenix Club—Run a BDSM club, they said. It’ll be fun, they said.
Hey, someone has to take out the garbage and wipe down the tables and make sure the power bill gets paid and do the shopping for soda and wash the throws and towels and…
And…
And…
A club doesn’t run itself, and that’s not something you always see in books. It takes a dedicated team of volunteers to keep things going, because contrary to most fiction, BDSM clubs aren’t exactly money-making ventures. You’re lucky if they break even every month, and they’re more a labor of love and a service to the community than they are a way to get rich.
(Yes, I do this in real life. No, I don’t own it, I’m one of the core volunteers.)
All of the characters in this book appear in and are featured in previous books in the Suncoast Society series.
While most of the books in the Suncoast Society series are standalone works which may be read independently of each other, the recommended reading order to avoid spoilers and to not miss any backstory can be found on the Suncoast Society series page, along with character information and other trivia, on my website at:
 
http://www.suncoastsociety.com
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Chapter One
 
Leah stared at Loren. “Okay, Lor, what is your problem?” Their friend had spent the last several minutes of their first November Saturday morning girls’ breakfast uncomfortably shifting and squirming in her seat in their corner booth. “Or do we want to know?”
“I want to know,” Eliza said.
Abbey snorted. “I want to know, too.”
“Me, too,” Cali echoed. “Switches rule.”
Abbey fist-bumped with her.
“Hey, I’m not a switch and I want to know,” June said.
“So do I,” Shayla added. “But I’m just nosy.” She grinned. “Besides, misery loves company, and Sir made me wear a butt plug today. At least he allowed me panties.”
“We didn’t need to know either of those facts,” Abbey joked.
“Oh, puhleese,” June said. “How many of us have never worn a butt plug to one of our breakfasts?”
Eliza raised her hand with a snarky smirk thrown in.
“You don’t count,” June said. “You’re a damn Domme.”
Cali eased her hand up. “Switches rule,” she said again, grinning. “Although I have made the boys wear them to munches before.”
Loren wore a dark glare that probably could have Force-choked a whole platoon of stormtroopers without even giving them asphyxiation orgasms first. “Him,” she muttered as she reached for her coffee cup and took a sip. “That’s my problem.”
“Now what’d Ross do?” Eliza asked.
Loren grabbed her phone from her purse and practically slammed it onto the table. “He has a new toy,” she grumbled, swiping open an app.
They all leaned in. “What is it?” Cali asked.
“Fucker found a fucking Bluetooth fucking vibrating fucking butt plug you can control remotely. Guess what he’s doing right now?”
Abbey grinned. “Ooh, that is fucking evil. Gilo has one of those, but I’m not allowed to use it on him at work.”
“Your fucking SAM is the one who told him about it!” Loren griped.
“Um, you’re welcome?” Abbey’s grin widened.
“Oooh.” Eliza spun the phone around to look at the app. “I want one of those for the barbarian.” She took her phone out and snapped a pic of the app.
“Can’t you muzzle Gilo or something?” Loren asked Abbey. “Totally not fair him giving the rest of our guys ideas. He’s fucking dangerous. You fucking switches are just…evil.”
“Hey,” Leah told her, “you know how to say red. You’re the only person I know who has markers and Christmas trees as hard limits. I know you can damn well set limits with him. So don’t pull that pity shit here, honey. You won’t find any sympathetic ears. We’ve alllll been there. Either safeword, or knuckle under.”
“Yeah, but if I safeword for something like this, then he makes that pitiful pouty face, and you know I can’t say no to the fucking sadist when he does that. He plays dirty.”
“Then knuckle under,” Cali said. She took a sip of her coffee. “I don’t know what you want us to tell you.”
Marcia hustled into the restaurant, glanced around, spotted them, and joined them. “Sorry about that. Got caught in traffic.” She pulled up short when she saw Loren’s expression. “Geez, honey, what crawled up your ass and died?”
Loren glared while the rest of the women burst out laughing and Cali did a coffee spit-take across the table.
 
* * * *
 
Once they cleaned up Cali’s coffee mess and filled Marcia in on what had, indeed, crawled up Loren’s ass but hadn’t yet had the decency to die so she could at least forget it was there in the first place, Marcia called their informal meeting to order.
“Work meeting, so club’s paying for breakfast.” She opened her tablet and swiped to her notes. “Derrick wants to put down those carpet tile thingies on the new side. We can get a fantastic deal on a remainder batch that’s all close in color, but not exact. So we can mix them around in a random pattern.”
Cali wrinkled her nose. “Isn’t that a bio-hazard?”
“No worse than what’s up Loren’s ass right now,” Eliza snarked with a grin, earning herself a bird from same said friend.
Well experienced with her friends’ attitude, Marcia ignored the aside. “No edge play or medical or wax or fire play in the new side. Including cupping.”
“Talk about a pouty face,” Cali said. “That’ll make Nate go full-on boo-boo lip. He loves fire cupping over there because it’s usually not so crowded.”
“Hmm. That’s true.” Nate was a regular who also taught classes and held demos for the club, free of charge. He was a licensed doctor of Chinese medicine, and therapeutically used acupuncture and fire cupping as part of his regular practice, plus he gave demos on electricity play.
Abbey seemed to consider it. “Can’t we keep a section over in that far corner by the bathrooms free of tiles? I mean, we wouldn’t carpet the bathrooms anyway, because, eww, gross. We can block it off or something, then Nate can still do that there. Double benefit, if we ever have a leak, hopefully all the carpet tiles won’t get wet.”
Marcia noted that on her tablet. “Sold. That’s perfect. He’s usually the only one who does that over there, anyway. We’ll need to put together a volunteer crew to lay the carpet.”
That drew snickers from everyone else except Loren, who sat there glaring.
“You said ‘lay’,” Cali joked.
Marcia continued, undeterred and used to their smart-assery. “Derrick wants to get the order put in this weekend so he can go pick it up Monday. Place is up in Jacksonville. Can we beg Sean and Max to go with?”
“Oooh, road trip!” Cali said. “I think we can arrange that. Just let us know when.” She noted it on her phone. “They have vacation time to burn.”
“Excellent.” Marcia made more notes. “Next item of business, classes…”
By the time their food arrived, they’d worked their way through Marcia’s agenda. She tucked her tablet back into her purse. “Run a BDSM club, they said. It’ll be fun, they said.” She waggled a finger at Leah. “This is your Master’s fault, you know,” she gently added.
They all knew she didn’t mean Seth.
Leah sadly smiled. “Yeah, it is.”
A quiet moment settled over them as they all reflected on Kaden’s absence, as they tended to do when he came up like that. “Does Seth have Halloween put away and Christmas up yet?” Marcia asked to ease the tension.
Leah laughed. “He finished putting away Halloween yesterday, and he brought the first load of Christmas over from storage.”
“Wow, a week after Halloween,” Abbey said. “That’s a record for him, isn’t it?”
Leah nodded. “Pretty much, yeah. He gets faster every year.”
Every year, Leah’s first husband and Master, Kaden, used to put up Christmas lights and yard decorations. In the wake of losing him, Seth and Leah still continued the tradition, although Seth had added Halloween to the mix as a way to make that holiday his.
“That was a great Halloween party,” Abbey added. “Oh, and Gilo and I volunteer as tribute for the Valentine’s Day party,” she teased. “We haven’t hosted one in a while. It’s our turn.”
The private Suncoast Society play parties had a very exclusive invite list and were an offshoot of the Suncoast Society munch group. The private parties were where Kaden had originally put the bug in Derrick’s ear about opening a BDSM club in the first place, and then offered his legal help and expertise in setting up the corporation.
Venture, the BDSM club, had opened and allowed them to reduce their liability by not holding the play parties in private homes any longer. Now, the private party invite lists were made up of a close-knit group of friends. They had newcomers, but usually those people were friends of existing members.
Unlike at the club, the private parties were anything-goes, in terms of sex.
“Oh, did you see that fucking one-star Google review for the club this morning?” Cali asked Marcia.
Marcia arched an eyebrow. “You mean the Einstein who bitched that there were a lot of people and play at the club, but no sex, despite the fact that on the front page of our website it says no sex allowed, the rules page says no sex allowed, the info and FAQ pages say no sex allowed, and when we go over the rules, we tell them no sex allowed?”
“Yeah, that fucker.”
Marcia snorted. “I know it was an asshat who came in last night. He called looking for a ‘titty bar’ and we told him to keep looking. Then he shows up anyway. Before I even had him fill out paperwork, I gave him the opening spiel—no sex, no drugs, no alcohol. And he said fine, he understood. Went through it again with him when I gave him the newbie talk. Then he went inside with Axel, and he left within an hour. He told Axel, ‘I didn’t think you guys really meant no sex. I thought you just said that publicly.’” She snorted. “Fricking dumbass.”
“How do you know it’s him?” Abbey asked.
Marcia took a bite of her eggs. “Idiot used his real name on the review. Derrick’s going to leave a response from one of his sock accounts and get snarky.”
“The stupidity of humans never ceases to amaze me,” June said.
Eliza laughed. “Then you obviously never taught public school like I did. I’m sadly shocked when the general population doesn’t default to stupidity.”
 




Chapter Two
 
Marcia watched as, about ten minutes into eating, Loren grabbed her phone and angrily jabbed her finger at the screen before putting it to her ear. “Red, asshole,” she said. “Turn it off, now, or I’m taking it out and flushing it down the goddamned toilet in the bathroom. … Okay, fine. Turn it off, now, Master, or I’m flushing the goddamned thing and adding it to the list with markers and Christmas trees. … Thank you.”
Loren hung up on him and dropped her phone into her purse while everyone else burst out laughing.
“Motherfucker,” she muttered.
Marcia shook her head. “You’re going to pay for that later.”
“Oh, I know I will, but he knows he pushed me too far. Hey, I rarely safeword for shit like this. If he doesn’t want to lose his toys, he needs to respect a few boundaries.” She shifted in her seat. “And I’m gonna kill Gilo next time I see him, Ab.”
Abbey laughed. “I’d offer to put him in SAM mode and let you take a few whacks at him, but he’d enjoy it. It’s a lose-lose for you. And he’d probably give Ross more kinky ideas to use on you as payback.”
“Motherfucker!” Loren griped.
“So, hey, any news on Mal?” Shayla asked.
The table fell silent and everyone looked at Leah.
She shrugged. “Seth hasn’t talked to Kel since right before the Halloween party, sorry.”
Loren sat back. “I guess that puts life into perspective,” she said. “I wish we could do something for them. I feel so fucking…helpless.”
After suffering a miscarriage, Mal had developed a life-threatening eating disorder and lost a dangerous amount of weight. They were still struggling to get it under control, and she was being cared for on an inpatient basis at a special facility up in Tampa that treated food disorders. They made a brief appearance at the Halloween party two weeks ago, and everyone had been shocked by her gaunt appearance. Although, according to Kel, she’d actually gained a little weight from when she’d been at her absolute worst.
“I know,” June said. “Believe me, I know from experience that all we can do is what we’re doing—offering to be there for them. Kel will tell us if there’s anything we can do for them.”
“She was so fucking skinny,” Marcia said. “We’re trying not to bug Kel because I know he feels guilty about not helping out more after they went in with us as partners, but damn.”
“Yeah,” Cali quietly said. “Best not to. We don’t want to lose them altogether. We’re one of the few safe places either of them have.”
“How’s Essie and the baby, anyway?” Abbey asked.
“Doing well,” Cali said. “I think she’s seriously considering drugging the guys and wrapping rubber bands around their testicles to castrate them, to keep her from ever getting pregnant again.”
Eliza started laughing, almost to the point of choking.
“It wasn’t that funny,” Cali said.
She shook her head, still laughing. “No…” She snorted. “I used rubber bands on the barbarian’s balls last night!”
Abbey rolled her eyes. “Didn’t need to know that fact, but thank you for the idea to threaten Gilo with in the future.”
Once they finished breakfast and left to go their separate ways, Marcia got back in her car and headed for the warehouse store to do the shopping for the club. It wasn’t like the supplies just magically appeared there.
People had no clue how much work it was to keep a club like this running. Well, everyone at breakfast knew damn well how much work it took, because they were her friends and part of the core group of volunteers. She and Derrick knew there was no way they could have kept Venture running and thriving for as long as they had without everyone’s help. It really was a group project, a labor of love, and a service to their local kinky comunity. Fortunately, they were going to be able to take tonight off and chill at home, but they still had things to do to help keep Venture running.
It wasn’t all work, though. It was satisfying to have this place for them and their friends, a safe, clean facility that wasn’t risking anyone’s home, or a citation for zoning violations for noise or parking.
Damn you, Kaden. Why’d you have to die on us? It’s not fair you aren’t around to see what we’ve done. You should be a part of this, too.
When she finished that chore she headed for the club and was relieved to find Derrick there and taking measurements on the new side.
“Hey, Mister Master. Want to help a slave out with schlepping groceries?” she called from the door leading from the office.
He smiled and walked over. “I suppose I can help you.” He gave her a kiss and delivered a playful swat to her ass. “How was breakfast?” He followed her outside to Marcia’s car.
“Good. When did you get here?”
“A few minutes ago. I’m just starting measuring.”
“We have a suggestion…” Marcia told him about their idea for leaving the one corner bare of carpet tiles, and he nodded.
“Yeah, I like that plan, too,” Derrick said. “I’ll still order plenty of extras in case we ever need to replace any. We can put down linoleum or something in that corner.”
Once they had the car unloaded, Derrick locked the office door and smiled at her, waggling a finger in her direction. “How about getting appropriately attired?”
She glared at him. “Seriously?”
He arched an eyebrow at her and waited.
They didn’t have any early classes today, and weren’t expecting anyone for at least four hours. Grumbling, she started pulling off her shirt as she walked back into the dungeon to go put the groceries away in the kitchen area. After stripping down to her wedding ring and day collar, she got busy in the kitchen.
“Now that’s what I’m talking about,” he said as he walked over.
“Hey, you want play time, I need to get this shit done first, Mister Master. Go finish your stuff, then we can play.”
One of the benefits about owning a dungeon was that despite the rules prohibiting sex, if they were alone and had the door locked, they could have sex if they wanted to.
Sometimes, if their week at work was crazy, especially during income tax season, since they ran a CPA firm, the only times they got to have sex were at the club during off-hours, when they arrived early to clean or do maintenance.
Or put away groceries.
He delivered a smack to her ass that held more sting than the previous one. “Listen, wench, that’s Mister Master Sir, to you, you mouthy thing.” He grinned.
She rose up onto her toes to kiss him. “Then go fucking finish your shit, Mister Master Poobah Sir.”
“You’re awfully mouthy for a slave. You know that?”
“And you’re awfully mouthy for a guy who wants to get laid in a few minutes.”
He thought about it. “Fair point.” He grinned and brushed another kiss across her lips before turning and heading back to the new side.
It took her about twenty minutes to get the kitchen put into order. Then she needed to clean the bathrooms, which weren’t nasty or anything, they just needed a quick wipe-down. One of their volunteers came in twice a month—and they paid her—to do a thorough cleaning of the bathrooms and floors.
Once she finished with that, she headed over to the new side, where Derrick stood staring up at the two “trapeze bars” they had hanging from the ceiling at the front of the space. They weren’t hard-points for suspension, though.
“Whatcha thinking?” she asked.
“I saw a picture of a girder-like structure at a big rope convention up in Vancouver. I was wondering if we could do something like that here, but suspend it so it wouldn’t take up floor space.”
She realized he was staring up at the steel girders overhead that held up the warehouse space’s roof. “I’m going to go with noooo,” she said.
“Why not?”
She pointed. “For starters, shock load. You’d need heavy-duty clamps to handle the weight of the structure and the weight of the bottoms. That’s too much weight. Let’s just put clamps and chains up. We can tie the chains up when we’re not using them to keep them out of the way.”
Marcia’s step-father was a contractor, and she’d practically grown up helping out with his business, and was damned good when it came to construction and building. She’d actually been the one to plan the office structure and sketch it out.
Derrick scratched at his chin. “Yeah, you’re right.”
She playfully gasped. “Whaaaat? Mister Master Poobah Sir thinks the slave is right? Oh. My. God.”
“Smartass,” he muttered, grabbing her and pulling her in for a kiss while he ground against her. She felt his hard cock pressing against her through his jeans. “Honey, don’t think I don’t know how lucky I am that you’ve put up with me for over twenty years.”
She draped her arms around his neck and wiggled her body against him. “Then how about we break a few club rules? Maybe we can turn ourselves in and get ourselves thrown out of here.”
He snorted. “Cali would hunt us down and drag us back kicking and screaming, and Eliza and Abbey would help her. Not to mention June. And she terrifies me.”
 
* * * *
 
Derrick loved that after twenty-plus years of marriage, he and Marcia could still find playful joy in their dynamic. He refused to take himself too seriously. Sure, he knew there were a few people who didn’t know him and Marcia well and who thought she was a “brat,” but that was the farthest thing from the truth.
Yes, she was his slave, but in the ways he wanted her to be. Outside of that, which, frankly, wasn’t anyone else’s fucking business but theirs, Marcia was her own person, complete with the spark and fire that kept their relationship going.
A damn hard thing to do when they already had one business they ran together and hadn’t divorced over it yet.
Add in a “hobby” business that was every bit as much work, and yeah, they were lucky.
He took her hand and, after snagging a blanket from the rack of them, he led her over to one of the couches earmarked for aftercare.
He put her on her hands and knees on the couch, her head to his left, and slowly stripped his leather belt out of his jeans.
He might have had this exact scenario in mind when he was getting dressed.
Fisting Marcia’s long, brown hair in his left hand, he let the belt trail over her back and ass as he teased her with it, ran his fingers through her pussy and felt how wet she was, slipped one into her cunt and slowly fucked her with it before withdrawing it and patting her on the ass.
“Quick one so we can get to the fun part, huh?”
“Who says this isn’t the fun part, Sir?” she teased.
“My smart girl, you might be right.” He took the first stroke with the belt against her ass, then teased her with his fingers, back and forth, enjoying every moan she gave him in response, pleasure and pain entwined and both that much sweeter for it.
In his jeans, his cock ached the way it always did when they played.
This never got old, either, the fire between them.
When he took too long between strokes, she’d playfully wiggle her ass at him, prompting him to give her an extra-hard smack with the belt.
Finally, when his cock couldn’t take it any longer, he dropped the belt and unfastened his jeans, climbing up behind her so he could fuck her like this. He easily slid home inside her pussy and the deep, needy groan she gave him meant he had to hold still for a moment or risk shooting almost immediately.
Lightly raking his nails down her back gave him a moment to breathe and regroup. “Such a good girl you are for me,” he said. “You take such good care of me, and this place, and I love you so much.”
She tried to rock back against him and get him moving, but he clamped down on her hips and held her in position. “No, you don’t,” he playfully said. “You just wait until I’m ready.”
“Dammit,” she groaned. “You fucking sadist.”
“That’s Mister Master Poobah Fucking Sadist Sir, to you, girl.”
She started laughing—full on snorts that made him smile and gave him extra time to get his willful cock under control.
He pulled out and flipped her over onto her back, her legs over his shoulders. Like this, he could stare down into her sweet brown eyes and watch her come undone for him. He sat up and played with her clit. “Mouthy little thing today,” he said as he played with her, knowing exactly what buttons to push with her, what to do to make her make the noises he loved.
“Mouthy for you.”
“Better only be mouthy for me.”
Marcia looked like she wanted to say more, but then she bit down on her lower lip and tried to arch her back to rock her hips against him.
She was close.
He focused on her, wanting to get her over, loving the way she only let go for him.
That was the true power he held—that he didn’t have to force her to stay with him.
That he was able to keep her happy and willingly with him, wanting to be with him, wanting him and only him.
Who wanted a slave forced to do anything? A sociopath?
No, thank you.
He didn’t want a doormat—he wanted a partner who was strong enough to stand up to him and keep him on his toes.
When she started coming, he felt her pussy squeezing around his cock first before her eyes fell shut and her moans began. He leaned in and kissed her, loving the way she greedily held his head in place and moaned into his mouth while he felt every quiver rolling through her cunt.
He could do that to her.
That was power, too.
Only once he was certain she’d finished did he start moving, fucking her hard and fast and knowing he wouldn’t last long now. She stared up at him with a sweetly hooded gaze as he felt himself tip over the edge and pumped every drop of cum in his balls into her before falling still so he could kiss her again.
Her fingers ruffled through his hair, massaging his scalp, nails gently raking. She nuzzled noses with him. “Management’s gonna throw us out,” she softly teased. “Rule violation.”
He smiled. “Lucky thing I know a guy, huh?”
 




Chapter Three
 
Eliza headed away from the restaurant with a long to-do list on her phone awaiting her attention. Several errands to run that she’d taken off Rusty’s hands. He was spending the morning and part of the afternoon with Ron’s Viking group. The mixed Viking-slash-combat group had merged after a convoluted and failed opportunistic coup on the part of a teenaged demagogue whose ass Eliza thoroughly kicked.
She deserved it.
The girl had mistakenly thought the group, which had been in existence since Rusty and Eliza were literally kids younger than the girl was, should totally change their methods.
Including, unfortunately, neglecting safety issues.
Most of them fought with real weapons, or wasters that could still hurt someone, if not used properly. The girl had wanted to choreograph complex fight scenes from movies and yet failed to grasp that the participants still needed to know the basics of the moves—including safe fighting and how to fall—in case there was an oopsie.
Had Eliza not kicked her ass, it was only a matter of time before the girl got someone seriously injured or killed, a point Eliza thoroughly drove home to her with a little pain of her own.
Fortunately, it looked like the girl was dropping out for good after her ignominious and completely deserved ass-kicking.
Eliza had sat down the girl’s friends—and their parents—for a very stern lecture about why she’d approached the issue the way she had, complete with pictures, some she’d taken herself, of injuries that could result by not knowing the right way to safely fight in the first place.
The few parents who had grumbled about Eliza’s draconian teaching method immediately apologized to her when they realized she was completely right.
Now, the group got together with Ron’s Viking reenactment group for fun, combat, crafts, costuming, and they got to do it all over at Wylie and Everett’s property. They had a couple hundred acres of homestead, and hosted the groups for their activities. It saved the Viking group a drive to the state park they’d been using, it allowed the other group to get valuable training in alternative fighting styles, and it was a fun fitness activity for whole families. The crafters set up picnic tents to do things like chainmaille, leatherwork, costuming, and other crafts. Eliza did have fun with the combat and helping train the newer members, but it was the first Saturday in November in Florida, and still hot as balls.
That meant no way in hell was she getting out there today. Not when they were slated to volunteer at the club tonight. She’d be exhausted if she did that.
The barbarian, however, loved getting hot and sweaty and the crap half beaten out of him as a breathing sparring dummy. He’d had a grind of a work week and the extra masochism always helped him unwind, meaning less work for her.
Plus, since he was now in charge of their combat group, he kind of needed to be there.
Today, she needed to hit the pet store, grocery store, office supply store, craft store, and Target.
The last for first-aid supplies, because their kit was running low, and he’d no doubt have one or two new wounds that would need tending by the time he returned home.
It’d be a little bit of a pain not having her SUV to do it all in, but she’d sent Rusty off today in hers because of all his gear. Not only did he have his usual stuff, but he was now accumulating his own Viking kit, including a shield, sword, helm, and other various accoutrements.
He didn’t do shit half-assed, that was for sure.
With all those errands completed, she returned home, performed the bully-dog dance around their two bulldogs to keep from getting slimed so she could turn off the alarm, and took them out for walkies before she started unloading the car.
She nearly had all the groceries put away when she noticed the dogs both perked up, jumped up, and excitedly bounced their way toward the front door, all schnurfles and snorts, and stood there, waiting for their daddy to arrive.
But…he didn’t.
Her cell rang where she’d left it on the kitchen counter, Rusty’s custom tone.
“What’s up, barbarian?”
He sounded horrible. “I…need help, Ma’am. I’m sorry.”
Heart pounding, she ended the call, dropped her phone to the counter, and ran for the front door. The agony in his voice definitely left her terrified, and she’d already considered about five scenarios from heart attack to stroke before she’d even yanked the front door open.
He still sat in the SUV where he’d parked in her usual spot.
She flew down the front porch steps and, trying not to panic, she jerked the driver’s door open.
“What’s wrong? What happened?” She was already trying to check him out, looking for wounds, and—
“I dropped the cooler on my foot when I was loading it. I think I broke it.” He pointed down to his feet, where, yep, his right shoe was off and the foot was definitely a shade of purple not usually seen in healthy feet.
And it was swelling.
“What the hell, Rus? Why didn’t you call me?”
“Because I didn’t realize how bad it was until I was halfway home. I ended up pulling over, taking off my shoe, and driving with my left foot.”
“Jesus freaking Christ—oh, my god. What the hell is that smell? Is that cow shit? You better not have gotten cow shit in my car!”
“No, it’s goat shit. And no, it’s on my other pants, which are in a grocery bag in the back. I’m stupid, but I’m not dumb, Ma’am.”
Eliza’s heart had finally started returning to a normal rhythm, now that she knew her worst fears weren’t coming true. The look in his green eyes finally reassured her that, no, he wasn’t dying.
He’d just maimed himself.
Again.
His worst maimings usually were self-inflicted.
Unable to help herself, she started laughing, which made him laugh.
“Let me get the goat shit out of my car first before I get you out. I will not be a happy Ma’am driving around with that stink.”
“Yes, Ma’am. Agreed. I’ll wait here.”
She walked around to the back hatch and immediately found the bag containing the offending trousers.
This was why she always ordered him to take spare pants. Usually it was a matter of splitting the crotch or ass in them from fighting. He normally wore bike shorts under them to help keep things contained and prevent chafing, so it wasn’t like the boys were exposed, at least.
With the bag moved to the side garage door so she didn’t have to carry it through the house, she returned to try to help him out.
“How’d you end up in goat shit, anyway?”
“A couple of the little kids had a Frisbee and were tossing it around. I started playing with them, one of them accidentally lobbed it over my head, and I jumped and wasn’t paying attention. Wylie had one of the goats staked out in the yard to graze, and I tripped over its stake and fell, bam, right in a pile of fresh goat poop.”
“Only you, goober. You’re going to have to go to the ER for that foot. Maybe I should just grab my purse and get you into the passenger side.”
He shook his head. “No, Ma’am. Please bring me the crutches from the garage. I want a shower first, then you can take me to the ER.”
She leaned in and kissed him. “Okay, hold on.” She headed inside. He’d twisted ankles and knees enough times over the years Eliza had learned early on to keep a pair of Rusty-sized crutches on hand. She quickly found them, then brought them out to him and helped steady him while he hobbled his way out of the SUV and up the front porch.
Inside, Eliza ran interference for him with the bulldogs and got him down the hall and into their bedroom so she could strip him and sit him on the edge of their bed.
“Can I leave you alone for five minutes while I unload your stuff?”
He nodded. “I won’t move, I promise.”
She kissed the top of his head and headed out to handle that. With the SUV unloaded, and the last of the groceries put away, she started stripping as she returned to their bedroom, where Boo and Chica were sitting and mournfully staring up at their daddy.
“Okay, barbarian. Shower.” He used the crutches and she took them from him once he was in the shower, where she had him lean against the wall while she lathered and rinsed him.
So much for afternoon nookie.
She’d been looking forward to fooling around with Rus before they headed to the club tonight to volunteer.
Which triggered another thought. “Dammit, I need to tell Cali we’re out for tonight.”
“I’ll be okay, Ma’am. I can DM sitting down. It won’t be the first time.”
“Rus, I’m bathing you in the shower because you can barely stand. Your foot looks like a mutant eggplant. You’re not going tonight.”
“I can stay home alone, then, and you can still go. But I really want to go. I was looking forward to it.”
“Let’s see what the doctor says. If you broke it, you’re staying home and staying off it. Period.”
She got them both dried off and handed him his crutches to limp into the bedroom, where she dressed him in a T-shirt and shorts that were loose enough he could pull them off over a cast, if that was what he ended up in.
Twenty minutes later, they were on their way to the closest hospital for X-rays.
Two hours later, not only was his foot extra purple, they had confirmation that he’d broken two bones in it. They stabilized it with an air cast and told him to keep his weight off it, and gave him the name of a doctor to have a look at it on Monday.
And they gave him a shot of pain meds that had him loopy and high as fuck by the time Eliza got him back in the SUV, along with a prescription for five days’ worth of milder painkillers, which they got filled on their way home.
“Uh, you’re not going to the club tonight,” she said.
He grinned. “Aw, come on. Think of how much fun it’d be to beat me now!”
She rolled her eyes. “I’m cancelling.”
“Noooo.” He gave her boo-boo pouty lip. “You can go. I’ll be okay. The babies will babysit me.”
“The babies will need walkies,” she reminded him.
“They’ll come back in for cookies.”
This was true. And they were already short-handed tonight.
“Okay, fine. But I still need to call Cali and tell her you’re out of action for tonight.”
After getting him home and situated on the couch, she called Cali. “You won’t believe this shit,” Eliza said by way of greeting.
“No call that starts with that phrase ever ends well,” Cali snarked. “Especially from you. Hit me.”
Eliza did, and Cali was laughing by the time Eliza finished telling it. “Um, wow. Poor guy. Let me know how goat shit washes out of pants.”
“Oh, man. I still need to do that.”
“We can get by if you want to cancel, too.”
“No, I’ll come in. At least to get the evening started. I can run the office for you and you can DM for Rus. Once it slows down, if you don’t need me, I’ll take off.”
“You sure?”
“Yeah, I’m sure.” She looked at where Rus was already passed out on the couch, naked and softly snoring. “Hopefully he won’t maim himself further while I’m gone.”
“This is Rusty we’re talking about. He seems to have special skills in that department.”
“Tell me about it,” Eliza snarked.
 




Chapter Four
 
Run a BDSM club, they said. It’ll be fun, they said.
Now Cali understood why Marcia had that mantra.
Cali got off the phone and headed out to the garage, where her two goobers were working on making more stock for their online BDSM store, Two Crafty Bastards Toys.
“Hey, we’re down Rusty tonight.” By the time she finished telling them the story they were both laughing their asses off.
Then again, they were pretty good about maiming themselves, too. Just not to the extent Rusty was.
“Goat shit?” Max asked. “That’s a new one, even for him, I think.”
“Yeah,” Sean said. “That’ll probably make it into one of Lynn’s books.”
“You know,” Max said, “there’s an easy solution to this.”
“Wrap Rusty in bubble wrap?” Cali asked.
“Besides that. I’ll walk next door and ask one of the guys to fill in.”
“Oh.” She mentally smacked herself. “Duh. Yeah, that’ll work.” It was nice having Essie and her guys living right next door now instead of a few houses down.
He set aside the paddle he was currently working on and kissed her on his way past her. “I have a good idea every once in a while, babe.”
“Yeah, you do.” He left, and Cali turned to Sean. “How much longer are you two going to work out here?” she asked.
She knew from experience that there was a better chance of having a backyard barbecue on Hoth than getting laid at the end of their evening after working a volunteer shift at the club. They were slated to close tonight, meaning they wouldn’t get home until three or four in the morning. It really was an extra job now, but one none of them minded doing.
“Why?”
She stared at him. “Seriously, Sean?”
He grinned. “I just like hearing you ask for sex, babe. It kind of helps boost a guy’s ego, you know.”
She walked over and cupped her hand over his crotch through his shorts. “I need a really hard fucking from you two. How’s that?”
His smile faded as he bobbed his head back and forth in contemplation. “Lacking a certain subtlety, but I can work with it.” Then his grin returned and grabbed her, pulling her in for a kiss. “But I never was great with subtlety, lucky for you.”
He kissed her again, backing her toward the door heading inside and switching off the lights behind them.
Baxter, their cat, met them in the hallway.
“Maow.”
Sean looked down at him. “Dude, you are soooo not cock-blocking us today, buddy. If I have to go fuck your mom out in the goddamned pool, we are nailing her.”
He looked up at Sean and blinked. “Maow.”
“I think you’ve been challenged,” Cali teased. “And wow, the bloom’s off that rose, huh? ‘Nailing her?’ I don’t even warrant seduction anymore?”
He grabbed her hips and ground against her. “How’s that for seduction, babe? Fucker’s been teasing me all morning, so blame him.”
“Ah. I’m guessing you mean Max, not Baxter?”
“You guess right.”
“Let me bait the four-legged pussy to the far end of the house,” she said, untangling herself from Sean before she ended up bent over the closest piece of furniture. She walked into her office and grabbed the canister of catnip she kept there to distract Baxter when he tried to climb on her desk while she was working.
“Come here, Baxter.” She shook it, getting the cat’s immediate interest. She headed for the other end of the house, where they had a guest suite, and she snagged a couple of his scratching toys from the living room in the process.
In the guest room, she liberally doused his scratchers with the catnip, and left him eagerly rolling around in a blissful daze in the middle of the floor.
She could only imagine what his purring maows meant.
“Preeetty cooollloorrrrrs…”
By the time she joined Sean in the master bedroom, she heard Max return, the front door closing behind him, followed by the sound of the utility room door opening. “Ted’s going to come—”
“Down here,” she called out as she started stripping.
He appeared in the bedroom doorway. “Ahh. I see his cunning plan now.”
“You were saying?” She lobbed her shirt at him, making him laugh.
“Ted’s going to volunteer. So before you’re filled with cock at both ends, baby, maybe call Eliza back and see if she still wants to come.”
“I want to come!” Sean called out from the master bathroom.
“When don’t you?” Cali shot back.
“True story.”
Shirtless, she slithered past Max and his grabby hands and retrieved her phone from the office to call Eliza.
She still planned to come in, at least for a couple of hours, which would put them back to where they started on volunteers—at the bare minimum to run the place, based on how many FetLife RSVPs were listed on the club’s event for that night. Which was never a reliable indicator. They could have three times as many show up, or a fraction of the numbers.
A naked Sean emerged from the bathroom and tackled Cali onto the bed. “You’re wearing too many clothes, babe.”
Max finished stripping. “I want either pool sex, or a shower before sex, because I’ve been sweating.” He reached over and smacked Sean’s ass. “You, too. You’re stinky.”
“So romantic,” Cali teased. She kissed Sean, nipping his lip.
Where it was rubbing against the front of her shorts, his cock grew hard.
Max reached down, fisted Sean’s hair, and pulled him up and off her. “Let her get naked,” Max scolded him. “The sooner you let her get naked, the sooner we can all get laid.”
“I was getting there, don’t rush me, Sir.”
“No, you were about to hump her through her damn shorts.” Max slapped his ass again, hard. “Shower. Now.”
They all headed into the shower to rinse off, and Cali wondered if they’d even make it back to bed from the way her men were playing with her. She had to admit this new world order of Max in charge overall was working well for all three of them. Sure, Sean was her legal husband, but in her heart she was married to both men, and they were married to each other.
I’m a lucky, lucky woman.
Somehow, she made it out of the shower unfucked, just for them to discover Baxter sitting in the middle of their bed, his tail curled around his feet.
“Maow.”
Sean groaned. “Motherfucker. We need a better grade of cat weed. That shit’s weak as fuck.”
“No,” Cali said. “I didn’t want to do this, but I’m breaking out the big guns.” She headed to her office, retrieved the squirt bottle holding a mix of water and white vinegar, and returned with it.
All she had to do was show it to the cat and he winced and took off running.
Max and Sean both stared at the departing feline, then back to her.
“What the hell, babe?” Max asked. “Why haven’t you told us that trick before?”
“Because I hate using it. It’s only a last resort, if he gets too wound up and tries to climb onto my laptop or something.”
Sean’s jaw dropped. “So letting him perforate my balls with his claws is okay, but squirting our darling little fucker with water is not? Can you please explain your logic?”
Max shook his head at Sean. “You want to get laid, or not?”
“I can multitask, thank you very much.”
She squirted Sean dead in the face, rapid-fire, hitting him about four times with the stream.
“What the shit, babe?” He blinked a couple of times before the vinegar really worked its way into his nose and eyes. “Ow, ow OW!” He bolted for the bathroom.
Max looked…smug.
She held it up with a hopeful smile on her face.
He pointed at her. “Red.”
She pouted. “Aw. You’re no fun.”
“Motherfucker!” Sean yelled from the bathroom.
“No, I’m just a forward-thinking kind of guy,” Max said as he held out his hand. “Give it. And go apologize to him.”
Still pouting, she handed it over. From the stern look on his face, she knew if she violated a red and squirted him in the face anyway, she was very likely to get a spanking that wouldn’t be the slightest bit fun.
Besides, they never intentionally violated a red with each other.
Although the time Sean let a fart rip while she was giving him head had led to the nearly perforated balls when she dumped catnip on the two fuckers—Max got doused, too, because he’d laughed—and Baxter leaped onto the bed.
Max took the squirt bottle back to the office for her while she walked into the bathroom. Sean leaned over the sink, washing his face.
She grinned. “Sorry.”
“No, you’re not. You were smiling.”
“Yeah, but do you see now why Baxter hates it and why I hate doing it to him?”
“Yeah. And, oh, fucking red, goddammit.”
“Max already said it.”
He finally shut off the water and dried his face. His eyes looked red and bloodshot.
And his cock was wilted.
He stared at her. “Okay, so I’m going to call a proactive red on any similar things that could be considered chemical weapons—pepper spray, vinegar, bear spray, mace—anything.”
“Bear spray?”
“I’m trying to cover my ass.” He hung the towel up.
Max appeared in the doorway. “You going to live?”
“You were absolutely no help in there, Sir.”
Max grinned. “What the hell was I supposed to do? I didn’t know she was going to squirt you in the face.”
“You could punish the pet and lock her in chastity or something.”
“Except I want to fuck the pet.” Max pulled her into his arms and kissed her. “And it’s not like that’s the worst thing she’s ever done to you before, you have to admit. Not like she took off an eyebrow or something. And the whole—”
“Okay, no playing the ‘almost died’ card again, all right? That was fifty percent you, and you know it.”
She took pity on Sean and turned in Max’s arms to hold hers open to Sean. “I’m sorry, sweetie. Come here, and I’ll make you forget your troubles.”
Sean looked down at his limp cock, grabbed it, and shook it. It flopped around. “You broke my boner, babe. I don’t know what the appropriate punishment is for that.”
“Well, if you’ll let me kiss it and make it better,” she said, “I can probably fix that for you.”
He walked over and let her pull him in for a kiss. “Sir, please punish the pet.”
Max chuckled. “No.”
“Why not?” he whined.
“Because it was funny. And I am a sadist.”
 
* * * *
 
Max was having a seriously hard time not laughing his ass off at Sean. He did look pitiful, but like 99.9% of everything Sean had ever endured while with him and Cali, he’d get over it as soon as she got his cock hard again. Their sweet boy was easy in that respect.
He angled them all toward the bed and put her up on it, Sean at the head of the bed and Cali on her hands and knees between his thighs. Max knelt behind her, between her legs, and swiped his cock up and down her pussy before sinking home.
“Oh, that feels good,” Max gasped. “Take care of our boy, sweetheart. Make it up to him.”
Cali smiled up at Sean before she bent her head to his cock. Sean’s sharp hiss of breath made Max’s cock throb where he was holding still deep inside Cali’s pussy. He needed to just sit there and watch for a moment or he’d be coming in no time.
He reached up and fisted her hair, gathering it away from her face so he could watch unimpeded. “That’s it, baby,” Max said. “Swallow that cock.”
Sean cupped her head with his hands. Even as his crisp blue gaze fixed on Max, it quickly turned dark under heavy lids as he forgot his irritation at her and got into the blow job.
Max tightened his grip on her hair, knowing the moan she released in response would vibrate through Sean’s cock and balls. “You love this, don’t you?” he asked. “Having us at your beck and call. You know you like having us panting after you, don’t you?”
“Mmm-hmm!” she mumbled around Sean’s meat.
“Fuuuuck,” Sean gasped, throwing his head back against the headboard.
“Eyes on me, boy,” Max ordered, loving the way Sean was practically in subspace already.
Yeah, this configuration worked out for the best. Sean got to marry her, and that helped heal parts of his wounded soul that Max had been unable to, no matter how hard he’d tried to over the years, and Max got to own both of them.
Everyone’s a winner.
Max kept his gaze locked with Sean’s as he slowly started fucking Cali. No, she wouldn’t get off like this, but he’d get her off once they finished. He couldn’t punish their pet when she’d amused him so much.
Just like he wouldn’t have punished Sean in a bad way.
“You know,” Max said, “it’s been a long time since we fisted our girl. I think we should take a few hours tomorrow afternoon to tie her up and play with her.”
A long, rolling moan from Cali had Sean obviously gasping and struggling to maintain control. “Don’t you come yet,” Max ordered him. “You wanted to come, so make it last.”
“I don’t know if I have a choice, Sir,” he gritted through his teeth.
Max slapped Cali’s ass, hard, making her yelp and pull off Sean’s cock to turn her head and glare at him. “Uh, motherfucking ow.”
“Oh, please, baby,” he said, taking a hard stroke and derailing her protests. “Don’t try that shit with me. Safeword, or take it. You know the rules. Knuckle under.”
He slapped her other ass cheek, just to make it even. From the way her eyes dropped closed and she tried to grind against him, he knew what it was doing to her.
She loved it when they tag-teamed her.
“Marry two switches, they said,” she muttered. “It’ll be fun, they said.”
Sean grabbed her head and shoved his cock back into her mouth, making her snicker.
“More sucky, less talky,” Sean scolded.
Okay, Max knew they were all back on their regular keel, no hurt feelings between any of them, especially if the two of them were joking around like that.
Sure, they had sweet and seductive and serious times, times of tender loving in their relationship.
This was not one of those times.
A lot of the time, it was a snarky, light-hearted, fun dynamic that all three of them loved.
And then there were the times Max went full-on Dom mode on both of them, taking control and giving them a hard mental and emotional reset in the ways they needed. He got his switchy time, too, but he didn’t need it the way Sean did. For Cali, it was more stress relief, a brief vacation.
Her sweet, hot pussy grabbed at Max’s cock as he slowly long-stroked her and watched her blowing Sean. He knew how that felt, too, and could imagine himself in Sean’s position. He knew how good she was making their boy feel.
Max started fucking her harder, faster, driving her deeper onto Sean’s cock with every thrust.
“Switch,” Sean said, surprising Max when he pulled Cali off his cock.
“What?”
He grabbed Cali’s hair and took control of her from Max, pulling her up to her knees and kissing her. “I want her ass,” he growled, more than a little of Sean’s toppy side coming out. “Payback.” He sucked on her lower lip, his gaze boring into hers. “Fair?”
Max somehow managed not to snicker as she nodded and leaned in to kiss him again.
No, please don’t DP me, mister mean Top dude.
But he opted to keep that thought to himself as he switched places with Sean and lay down on his back so Cali could climb on and lean in to kiss him.
 
* * * *
 
Sean grabbed lube and a condom from the nightstand. No, he wasn’t seriously mad at Cali. It was pretty damn funny, and he would probably laugh about it, too—once the world stopped smelling like white vinegar.
But, yeah, he wouldn’t have the heart to squirt Baxter with that shit unless absolutely forced to, either. That was just plain fucking evil.
He enjoyed her moans as he worked two lubed fingers into her ass. “Yeah, make those noises, babe.”
After wiping his hand on a tissue, he wrapped and lubed and knelt with Max’s legs between his own. “Keep all arms and legs inside the ride while it’s moving,” he joked as he pressed the head of his cock against her rim.
“Fuck,” Max gasped as he felt Sean making progress. “That always feels so fucking good.”
“Yeah, it does,” Sean said.
Cali was reduced to writhing moans, and she likely would grind out at least one orgasm for herself like this. Another reason Sean wanted to switch, because he hated when the two of them came and she didn’t, unless they’d already made her come, or they were deliberately playing with her and it was a scene and they were tag-teaming her.
I’m too much of a softy to be a full-time sadist.
Once his hips were pressed all the way against her ass, he pulled her up off Max and bit her shoulder, which made her whine and moan all the more. As she started rocking her hips and riding their cocks, Max reached up and played with her nipples, teasing and tugging and tweaking them to help get her there faster.
It didn’t take long. Sean felt the telltale sensations start just before she let out a moan that made his own balls ache and throb.
As one, Sean and Max started moving with her, driving her even harder into her release, chasing their own, until they were both there with her and coming.
“Yeah, that’s it,” Sean gasped as he filled the condom with cum and fell still, panting, winded.
Max was just finishing up, the sound of his orgasm also familiar to Sean.
Cali wore a sated smile and tipped her head back to kiss him. “Forgive me?”
“Yeah, you know I do.” He smiled as he wrapped his arms around her and nuzzled noses with her. “And now we need another shower.”
Behind them, the bed dipped. “Maow.”
Sean glanced back. “Goddammit, Baxter. Now is not a good time.”
The cat sat down on the bed and wrapped his tail around his feet before giving Sean a slow blink.
“S’up.”
Sean pointed finger guns at him. “Sssst!”
Baxter jumped down and bolted from the bedroom as Sean started laughing.
“What’d you do?” Max asked.
Sean began untangling himself from Cali. “Probably just got my favorite shoes yakked on at some future time, but I mindfucked our cat.”
“Did he consent?” Max teased.
“No more than he consented to us putting him in a paracord harness and turning him into an internet pussy bondage star, no.”
“Ah. Well, carry on, then.”
“Let’s get moving,” Cali said as she climbed off the bed. “I’m not cooking dinner and I don’t want pizza.” She disappeared into the bathroom.
Sean held out a hand to Max and helped him up, where Max kissed him. “Love you, buddy.”
“Love you, too, you damn sadist.”
 




Chapter Five
 
Abbey arrived home after breakfast with the girls to find Gilo naked and cleaning the pool. George, their pet Russian tortoise, was happily toodling around inside his enclosure, dubbed “Tortoise Town,” which took up a large corner of their lanai.
“Hey.” She leaned in to kiss Gilo. “You’re welcome.”
He grinned. “What’d I do?”
“Loren.”
He cackled. “Ross bought one, huh?”
“Yep. That was downright mean.”
“Aww, I was just trying to help a guy out.” But his evil smile widened.
“I told her if I put you in smart-assed masochist mode, you’d only enjoy any beating she gave you.”
“True story.” His focus returned to the pool brush in his hand, even though his cock was rock hard and she wanted to drop to her knees and lick it. But she didn’t, because he’d told her not to earlier that morning. He wanted to get the pool cleaned, and it was a week overdue. “How long before Eliza orders one for Rusty?” he asked.
“Oh, she snapped a picture of the app.”
“Aren’t you glad I didn’t make you wear yours this morning?”
He arched an eyebrow at her, his playful smirk making her clit throb and stilling the giggle threatening to break free. “Yes, Sir.”
“Why are you still wearing clothes, by the way?”
“Because I just got home.” Last weekend, they’d spent it with Gilo totally in bottom mode.
This weekend, Sir was in the house, and Abbey really wasn’t in the mood to challenge him for Top spot despite starting the morning a little frisky and getting him to make a trade. That was the beauty of this thing they had, that they could be so fluid with each other.
His default, in general, was Abbey as the Top, and they were both happy with that. But sometimes, John Gilomen’s Dominant wanted out and in control.
Even if he was naked and cleaning their pool.
And Abbey was usually happy to let that happen.
Abbey started stripping right there. Their eight-foot privacy fence around the backyard meant no one could see them.
“Better, Sir?” she asked once she was naked.
“Damn right, it is.”
She grabbed her clothes and headed inside. Best thing to ever happen to her was her ex dumping her after she’d hurt her back. A short series of events transpired, concluding with her taking John up on his offer to let her move in with him as a roommate while she got back on her feet following her surgery.
He’d ended up saving her life, because she’d ended up with a post-op infection and had to be rushed back to the hospital. But even before then, she’d felt herself bonding with the guy who, up until that point, most of their friends only knew his SAM side.
And that was a coping mechanism. He was the safety officer for a power company, and that meant stressful situations. That was in addition to a tragic childhood, losing his parents in a murder-suicide when he was only twelve.
Getting the crap beaten out of him was how he coped, sometimes.
Fortunately, during those times, she was happy to oblige him.
She was in the utility room doing laundry when he returned to the house a little while later, walked in without a word, grabbed her by the hair, and kissed her into a squishy puddle.
His greenish hazel gaze narrowed. “Bedroom, girl,” he softly said. “Now.”
His cock was hard and she felt her pussy throb in response. “Yes, Sir!” She hustled to do it, no arguments from her.
Even if she’d wanted to argue with him while he was in this mode, she wouldn’t dare.
Not when she was about to get a delicious fucking from him.
He’d apparently snuck in and prepared while she was doing the laundry. He’d already laid out wrist and ankle cuffs and a cane. She wasn’t a masochist like he was, so he always went easier on her, but enough to let her feel it and make the pleasure that much sweeter.
He followed her into the bedroom and caught her by the hair again, more kissing as he backed her toward the bed and pushed her down on top of it. Then he sat up, straddling her, and fastened the wrist and ankle cuffs onto her and flipped her onto her hands and knees.
“You shouldn’t have put the butt plug in me this morning if you didn’t want to be punished for it, baby,” he growled against her ass before biting her on the right cheek, then the left. “That was teasing the tiger.”
She giggled. “Hey, I turned it down to low.”
He sat up and grabbed the cane. “I warned you what the trade was, baby.”
“But you like butt plugs.”
“Not the point. We negotiated a trade. Time to pay up with that sweet ass.” That was all the warning he gave her before he delivered the ten hard cane strokes against her ass.
Yes, that had been the trade. Because she’d been sitting there laughing at Loren’s plight and knowing that at home John was going through a similar torture.
“Where is your phone, anyway?” he asked.
She was still trying to recover from the stripes of fire now sending her nerves into overdrive, and she pointed at the nightstand on her side of the bed.
He leaned over and retrieved it, swiping into the app. “Ah, there we go. Whew.” He set it down. “Now, then, young lady. Someone’s getting fucked.”
Yeah, that was also part of the deal. When Sir was ready, he was in full control for the rest of the day.
She rolled onto her back and he clipped the restraints they had at the four corners of the bed to her cuffs, holding her spread-eagled on her back.
He knelt between her legs. “Let’s see how someone likes getting edged.”
Oh…shit…
He smiled as he bent his head to her pussy and licked. Unfortunately, the devious sadist knew how to use his mouth to get her to the edge…and keep her right there without letting her get over. After thirty minutes of begging and pleading on her part to be allowed to come, John unhooked her ankles but left her wrist cuffs connected. He shoved her legs up, knees to her chest, and sank his cock home.
“Stuffing me with a vibrating butt plug isn’t so funny when you’re on the receiving end of the edging, is it, baby?”
Before she could stop herself, she grinned. “Still funny.”
His eyebrows shot skyward. “Oh. My. God. You’re SAMing me? Seriously? That’s a very dangerous game, sweetheart. I’m a master of it.”
She stuck her tongue out at him, making him grin.
“Game on, then, sweetheart.” He threw her legs over his shoulders and fucked her, hard, relentlessly, building up and backing off to get himself close to the edge and yet also managing to keep her from getting joy.
Finally, he started grinding on her. “You’re not coming yet, baby. I have plans for you.” He took two more thrusts and she whined as she felt and heard him coming, but she wasn’t anywhere close.
“Noooo!”
He giggled. “That’ll teach you, sweetheart.” He leaned in for a kiss. Then, before she could process it, he’d hooked her ankle cuffs again, leaving her open and vulnerable and with a throbbing clit that hadn’t been able to get relief.
He disappeared into the bathroom first. From the sound of it, he’d removed the plug and washed it. Then he returned and walked over to the closet, got something, and returned to the bed with it held behind his back.
“Since someone’s in a mood for edge play, let’s do it right, why don’t we?”
He turned his back to her when he climbed on the bed so she couldn’t see what he was doing. But then she felt him insert something into her pussy and effortlessly strap it into place so she couldn’t dislodge it.
Then he held up the remote controller and before she could beg for another trade, he flicked it on.
The gentle throbbing wasn’t enough to get her off, but it was enough to drive her mad. “Noooo!”
“Heh.” He leaned in and kissed her. “I think someone needs to marinate for a little while.” He stretched out next to her and picked up the remote to switch on the TV.
When she tried to beg for another trade, he arched an eyebrow at her. “Only trade you get is that damn plug ends up in your ass for a couple of hours, turned up on full. Tease the sadist, she thought. It’ll be fun, she thought.”
She gave him pouty lip, but she shut up.
He arched an eyebrow at her. “I thought so.”
He was even meaner because as she lay there with the vibration pattern changing but never strong enough to get her off, he’d reach over and play with a nipple, or kiss her, or even make her suck his fingers.
Yeah, when matched evenly against his sadist, he usually won. Being a masochist for as long as he had, he knew exactly what buttons to push in her to get her to the needy and aching edge and hold her there as long as he wanted.
 
* * * *
 
Gilo was having a hard time not breaking down and letting her come.
But it was the principle of the matter now. Sure, he preferred her being on Top, but when she deliberately baited his sadist out to play, she was going to get him in ways she didn’t expect.
Part of him was hoping that translated into new tactics for her to use on him at some future time. It frequently did, meaning no topping from the bottom for him to get her to do stuff to him.
Easy-peasy.
After about an hour of that, Gilo finally had enough. Plus, his cock was hard again and ready for round two, and he’d be able to last longer this time.
He relieved her of the vibrator, unhooked her ankles, and retook his previous position as he slid his cock inside her pussy. Now he was able to watch the need building in her sweet green eyes as he smiled down at her. With every thrust he took she tried to rock with him, grind against him, despite the position he had her in. Finally, he reached between her legs, found her swollen clit, and pinched it.
Mean, sure, but yes, it did the trick and even as she yelped she was also moaning, her cunt clenching around his cock and milking his own climax from him as he started fucking her again. Before long, he’d added the second load of cum to her pussy and fell still. Once he caught his breath he reached up and finally unclipped her wrists.
He kissed her. “Better?”
She draped her arms around him. “Why do you not remind me how mean you can be before you let me get in trouble with you?” She smiled.
He grinned. “Because you’ve got your own SAM streak in you, baby. Yours just comes out in different ways than mine does.” He nuzzled noses with her. “And because it’s so much fun watching the helpless look in your eyes when you realize you’re not going to best me when I’m in that mode.”
“Love you, Sir.”
One more kiss, then he reached down to unhook her ankles. “Love you, too, sweetheart.”
 




Chapter Six
 
Loren wasn’t sure going home was going to be…fun. Of course she wasn’t “afraid” of Ross. If there was anyone in this world she trusted beyond reason and question, it was Ross.
He’d killed for her.
But Ross was a sadist, and when she married him she knew and accepted that about him.
Sometimes, however…
She sighed. There would be sadistic pouting, and playful seducing, and probably more than a little tease and denial. He would apologize for being a big, bad dick, even as he nibbled on her ear or the side of her neck. She’d forgive him—of course—because he really hadn’t done anything wrong.
And yes, she could’ve safeworded for it and didn’t. Because she was a masochist and liked going where he led her.
Usually.
Sometimes, however, he’d push her to the bad point of aggravation and she’d have to reel him in.
Then they’d end up doing it all over again, because this was what they’d done for over twenty-five years.
It was kind of their thing.
She also loved the hell out of the damned sadist. He was the love of her life, and the aggravations were just part of who he was.
He kept her on her toes, and kept her feeling loved and safe. She also felt like she was the center of his universe. The aggravations also let her know she was on his mind, front and center.
Aggravated and safe weren’t mutually exclusive. He also never harmed her, which was a key point. He knew where the line was there and stayed far away from it.
Another reason why she’d followed him for all these years.
Fortunately, she didn’t have to go to the store today. If she had, she would’ve safeworded for the butt plug.
When she arrived home, she hurried inside, hoping to make it to the bathroom before the sadist intercepted her. Then she could claim the call of nature and remove the damned butt plug.
Except said sadist was sitting in the living room and reading something on his tablet.
Damn.
“Ah, there you are, sweetheart.”
“Hello, Master.”
“You don’t mean ‘asshole’?” But he smiled, so no, he wasn’t upset.
If anything, he sometimes seemed to get off on aggravating the crap out of—
Ohhh.
Duh.
It was something she knew, but she tended to forget. Anything she reacted mildly to rarely got repeated.
She kicked off her sandals, set her purse on the couch, and pulled off her sundress, and the panties she’d been allowed to wear today.
“I was trying to eat, Master.”
“I take it that’s not a winner, then?”
“Maybe if we were in a scene or something. Or if I was home and you weren’t. I could deal with it in the privacy of home. But you kept changing the pattern around and I couldn’t get used to it.”
A slow grin emerged on his handsome face. “So it was working?”
“Yes, it was working. May I please go take it out now?”
“What will you trade me for it, baby?”
So this was the bargaining part of the negotiation.
Not unexpected.
In fact, usually, he made her work harder for it than this, so he obviously realized she wasn’t in a mood for it.
She straddled his lap and kissed him. “Since you already got the hole loosened up, you might as well fuck me there.”
“Mmm.” He had gorgeous brown eyes that always sucked her in, no matter what he wanted to do to her.
Well, no matter what he wanted to do at least once. Because she usually gave him one try to make her despise something.
Oh, he was going to say yes to the trade, she could tell that already from the way his left eye was squinting a little more than his right. That was a tell he’d developed over the years, when he was trying not to smile too much in a way that would let her know he’d already decided, because he was trying to drag out the tension for her.
She leaned in, brushing her nipples along the front of his shirt and sending a frisson of need through her. “Master,” she breathily whispered. “Please fuck my ass.”
At least the damn butt plug would be out if he did.
“Hmm.”
She sighed. “And please give me five strokes with the cane for the asshole remark?”
“There you go.” He kissed her. “Go take it out, clean up, and bring me the cane, baby. Meet me in the bedroom.”
“Yes, Master.” She hustled, in case he decided to add a few more strokes. Because that would suck.
Five strokes, and not serious punishment strokes? Because the non-punishment strokes were always lighter than the punishment strokes.
No problem, because she’d be begging for the fucking by the time he finished with her.
She always did.
 
* * * *
 
Ross struggled not to burst out laughing as Loren hurried down the hall to their bedroom. From the look of aggravation on her face when she’d walked through the door, he knew damn well she’d planned to zip right back to their bathroom and take the plug out.
Why does she put up with me?
Still, he smiled. Because now he had a new toy with which to aggravate her. Or, with which to threaten to aggravate her.
And yes, he knew damn well how to ride that extremely fine line between aggravating her, and pissing her off and needing to issue an genuine apology to her.
Honestly? He was shocked she’d lasted as long as she had this morning. He’d fully expected to receive a text or call from her safewording before she even reached the restaurant.
Guess her stamina’s a lot better than I thought it was.
Either that, or she was used to him.
He finally let a soft giggle burp free. He’d hung up from their earlier phone call absolutely howling with laughter. It’d taken every last ounce of self-control he’d possessed not to start laughing during their call.
Man, was she aggravated at me.
He knew she wasn’t seriously upset, because she would have either shut off her phone’s Bluetooth, or taken the thing out and turned it off, or both, and then informed him later. There were safety valves in their relationship.
That she chose to call him meant he’d only driven her to the aggravation plateau, not over the cliff into “that’s a red from now on.”
Once he knew he could follow her without laughing, he set his tablet aside, rose from the couch, and followed her to their bedroom. There, he stripped, grabbed a few items he’d need, and sat on the end of their bed to await her. He’d been looking forward to this all morning.
When she emerged from the bathroom, he was ready. She walked over to their closet, where Ross kept a couple of canes, selected one, and brought it back to him, kneeling in front of him and holding it up to him with both hands. “I’m ready, Master.”
So was he, his cock already thick and hard and definitely looking forward to fulfilling this tradeoff with her.
“Such a good girl.” He took the cane from her and crooked a finger at her to rise. She knew as well as he did that this wasn’t real “punishment.” They had a very strict ritual for punishment, and he hated doling it out. Usually when he did, it was because she wanted it for an infraction real or perceived she felt she needed it for.
This was “funishment” and play.
Her hazel eyes met his as she stood and leaned over the end of the bed, where she wiggled her ass at him with a playful smirk.
He finally laughed. “You can be a brat, you know that?”
“So says the man who made me add ‘markers’ and ‘Christmas trees’ to my hard-limits play list.”
“Fair enough.” He kissed her, taking his time and savoring this.
How close he came to never having her in his life, how horribly things could’ve gone all those years ago, to take her or him, to separate them.
Ross stepped behind her and stroked her back, leaned in to kiss his way down her spine and making her shiver in good ways as he did. This was always perfection between them. Making love always held a little bit of spice, because it worked better for both of them that way. Neither of them would be happy with vanilla, and they both knew it.
Whether it was rope, or impact play, or something else along the kinky spectrum to add a pinch of pain and a pound of pleasure to their sex, that’s what worked for them.
“Did you lube that sweet little hole for me, baby?” he asked. “‘Or do I need to do that after I give you your strokes?”
“You’re primed and ready to go, Master.”
He grinned. “You know me so well, girl.”
“I’d better.” She cast a sexy smile at him over her shoulder. “I wouldn’t be a very damn good slave if I didn’t.”
A shadow washed through his soul and he leaned in to kiss her, a hand fisting her reddish blonde hair. “You’re a perfect slave,” he said, his voice suddenly thick with emotion.
She scowled and drew back to look at him. “Red. What’s wrong?”
He blinked, needing a moment to process she’d just safeworded on him. And, for a moment, he couldn’t answer her, because he was still trying to sort it out in his head.
“I don’t know,” he finally said. “I guess I’m still processing the trip to Georgia a while back. Seeing Rom and Colton at the club last weekend made me think of it again. I really wanted to punch his parents that day. How could they discard two sons?”
Loren turned and sat on the end of the bed, her expression gentling. “I spent a few minutes talking to them. Rommy said Clay’s doing well in school and doing a lot better now. They’re just waiting for the adoption paperwork to go through.”
Ross had a…contentious relationship with his own father, but had reconciled with him somewhat before the man’s death. And contentious for far different reasons than Colton and his little brother, Clay, with their parents.
Still, knowing what a gentle sweetheart Colton was—having been at their wedding because they were friends and because Loren officiated it for them—and then seeing how heartbroken Colton’s little brother Clay had been at first when he’d arrived, it was still a gut-punch in some ways.
“Clay was thirteen fucking years old,” Ross said, “and they lied to him his whole life and told him Colton was dead. They had no right to do that.”
Loren arched an eyebrow at him. “Would you like for us to drive back to Georgia tomorrow and ask them yourself, Master?”
He snorted. “No. Because the adoption paperwork isn’t finalized yet. Maybe once it is.”
“The scary thing is, I know you’re not kidding.”
“No, I’m not kidding. Those fucks should be in jail for throwing Clay out. That’s child endangerment. He could’ve been hurt or killed hitchhiking all the way here from fucking Georgia.”
He sat next to her and ran a hand through his hair. “This is why I didn’t go into family law. The shitty things people can do to each other.”
“And the money’s better in IP law.”
“Well, yeah, duh. But Ed’s a better man than I am. I don’t understand people using kids as pawns like that.”
She cupped his cheek with her hand and kissed him. “I’m okay, Ross,” she said. “I’m at peace with this. Hey, we get to be the cool adopted aunt and uncle to how many kids?” She smiled. “Then we can sugar them up and turn them loose on their parents.”
He finally smiled, but then it faded again. “I’m sorry I couldn’t give you that one thing, sweetheart.”
“I know. But I am happy with you.” She poked him in the stomach. “Even when you’re an asshole, Master.” Her playful smirk was an attempt to lighten the mood and pull him back from the dark cloud he’d never evicted from his soul no matter how hard and often he’d tried.
Then she stood, turned, and bent over again, wiggling her ass at him. “May I please have my five strokes, Master? Because you kind of have me all horny and wanting my fucking now because I’m staring at that damn Hitachi.”
“That was my point, sweetheart.” He stood and stepped into position. “Ten it is.”
“Wait, it was five.”
He grinned. “That’s before you called me an asshole again.”
“Goddammit,” she muttered. “Tease the sadist, they said. It’ll be fun, they said.”
“Yes, it is fun,” he said. “For me. I’ll even be nice and won’t make you count.”
“Thank you, Master.”
“An extra five for the snark, then?” he asked.
She laughed. “Sure, why not?”
He quickly delivered fifteen strokes that were barely enough to sting, except for the last two, which made her yelp and were meant to remind her that fun and funishment weren’t always fluffy-bunny.
Then he immediately wrapped his cock in a condom and slid home inside her ass, making both of them moan.
He reached for the Hitachi vibrator and pressed it between her legs. “Enjoy, love.” He switched it on and her back rounded immediately as she moaned her way through the first orgasm. Her ass fisted and massaged his cock through every wave of pleasure rolling through her.
With the sound of her moans sweetly ringing in his ears, he felt no need to rush. He occasionally took a few strokes, which only made her moan louder. When she finally raised a hand and started waving it, indicating she was close to calling a yellow, he really started fucking her, driving his cock deep inside her and pulling one more orgasm from her before he finally shut off the vibrator.
She limply sprawled against the bed. “I think I need a shower and a nap now.”
He leaned over her, his hands braced on either side of her on the bed. “Then let’s take care of both of those, baby.” He kissed her. “Love you.”
She smiled. “Love you, too, Master asshole.”
Ross laughed.
 




Chapter Seven
 
Leah headed home after their breakfast, her mind swirling with thoughts and memories. At least the mention of Kaden didn’t drive her heart into her feet and threaten to send her to dark places like it had in those early days.
Now, she could talk about him with others and smile and not have to fake her way through it. Sure, sometimes she needed to ask Seth for a little help dealing with it when they were alone again, but today, no.
Yesterday, she’d sat with him on the front porch, her arm around his shoulders as he broke down crying after he’d loaded the last storage tub. Only now, over the last few months, was he more comfortable letting go with her like this, no longer afraid to show weakness in front of her.
He had a lot of built-up grief of his own he’d kept tightly in check on her behalf early on.
It was her turn to comfort him, her Sir.
Kaden’s best friend.
As she’d told friends before, she was lucky, because she still had Seth, and she’d deeply loved him for years, and he was her husband and Master.
But Seth would likely never have another friend like Kaden, a man he’d known since they were literal babies.
The winter holidays were hard enough already to contend with. Seth would faithfully put up Kaden’s display, adding things to it but always using his last plan as the starting point. It was Seth’s way of coping.
Then there was the matter of they, and friends of theirs, had some experiences that led them to wonder if maybe Kaden wasn’t as “gone” as they’d thought.
That perhaps his spirit was literally still with them. Things they’d seen, heard.
Considering their friends had been afraid to tell them, at first, out of fear of upsetting them, it led Leah to believe they truly thought they’d had supernatural experiences.
Whether or not Kaden’s ghost really was in residence in their home, Leah hoped he knew how much they loved and missed him, and that maybe he could send Seth some energy from beyond to help him through these rough times.
I miss you, Master. I always will.
But she’d finally hit a point in her recovery where she knew she wouldn’t kill herself now. She had Seth to live for, if nothing and no one else. He was her connection to Kaden, could tell her stories about when they were kids. When they read through Kaden’s old journals, Seth could add to the stories things Kaden no longer could.
And sometimes, late at night, when Seth was sound asleep, she’d slip out of bed, walk out to the living room, and kneel in front of Kaden’s urn and silently talk to him.
 
* * * *
 
The garage door stood open and the Ridgeline was backed up to it when she pulled into the driveway. And the garage was rapidly filling with Christmas stuff. Because the truck was empty and Seth wasn’t around, she assumed he’d just finished unloading that load and was inside.
“I’m home,” she called out when she walked in. Just inside the front door, she stripped and put on her formal collar.
“Back here,” she faintly heard him, tracking it to their master bathroom. Clothes in hand, she walked in there and stopped outside the door, but she didn’t peek her head inside, no idiot.
“How many more loads, Sir?” she asked.
He laughed. “You mean besides this one?” She heard a fart, followed by a courtesy flush.
“Fool me once, Sir.” But she smiled. He sounded like he was in a better headspace today. “Yes, besides that one.”
“At least five more,” he said. “Not sure if I’m going to get more today or not. Still trying to decide. Did you want to go to the club tonight?”
She thought about it. They weren’t on the schedule for tonight, and they were teaching a whip class next Saturday. “Not unless you want to.”
“Then I’ll probably go get another couple of loads. Want to come with?”
She stuck a foot into the doorway. “I’ll have to put on clothes.”
He snickered. “Good plan. Ooh, you might want to vacate the premises for a few minutes.”
She reached around the doorjamb, into the bathroom, and felt around for the fan switch and flipped it on.
“Thank you, sweetheart.”
“You’re welcome, Sir. I’ll get dressed.” She put her clothes in the hamper and went to get a T-shirt and old jeans from her dresser. The slacks and blouse she’d worn earlier wouldn’t have been good for moving stuff from storage. Then she donned comfy sneakers and made them both travel tumblers of ice water to take with them, and packed a small cooler with chilled bottles of water.
Let’s put up Christmas lights, Kaden said. It’ll be fun, he said.
She turned and looked at the large picture hanging on the living room wall, a picture of the three of them, taken during a trip to Disney’s Animal Kingdom.
Kaden, I love you, but did you have to get so crazy and then make him go so crazy over putting up lights?
Not that she resented it. It was Seth’s healing path, and she knew it.
Feeling guilty, she walked over to the picture, kissed her finger, and touched it to Kaden’s lips. “Love you, Master,” she whispered.
Seth emerged from the bathroom a few minutes later in a cloud of air freshener spray. “Sorry about that.” He leaned in for a kiss.
“I’m a fast-learning pet,” she teased. “I’m ready to go whenever you are.”
He glanced at her clothes. “You look like you’re in work mode.”
“I am.” She’d even leave her leather collar on, as long as they weren’t going into any stores. “I’ll help you get everything moved today. Then we can start the testing.”
He pulled her in for a long, sweet kiss. “How are you feeling today?”
That was Seth code for, “Do you need me to take care of you?”
She offered him a smile that wasn’t forced in the slightest. “I’m good, Sir. I promise.”
They closed the garage door and locked the house. Then, while they drove over to the storage unit, despite knowing what it might mean for her own future, she told the story of Loren and the butt plug, leaving Seth roaring with laughter by the time they pulled into the storage facility.
“That rat bastard,” he said. “Ross and Gilo never told me about that butt plug.” He waggled his eyebrows at her.
“Would you like me to inquire about it, Sir?”
“Uh, duh.” He grinned.
She rolled her eyes but made a note on her phone. A Bluetooth butt plug wouldn’t be the worst thing she’d ever endured.
Anything below the worst thing—losing Kaden—was easily endurable.
Even a Bluetooth butt plug.
 
* * * *
 
By six o’clock they’d made their final run and had emptied the truck. It took them seven trips to empty the Christmas stuff from the storage unit, and the garage and now the living room were full of storage tubs and other accoutrements. They’d had to rearrange the garage a couple of times to make room for everything.
“You’d think I’d remember this every year,” Seth said. “Seems like every year I forget how much shit we’ve got and I create more work for myself.”
Yes, he did, and no, she didn’t remind him. It was busy work and a way to help him burn through some energy in a healthy way.
“Showers and dinner, Sir?”
He nodded and hit the button to close the garage door. “Yeah, I’m too worn out to start testing things tonight.”
Thank god, she thought, although she didn’t say that.
They stepped into the shower together and she was glad when he pulled her close and kissed her. The kind of kiss that told her he was doing okay and not just putting on a brave face for her.
She draped her arms around his neck and wiggled her body against him. “How tired are you, Sir?”
He smiled down at her. “Is that a hint, baby?”
She grinned. “Maaaaybe.”
His hands had settled on her ass. He lifted his right hand and brought it down, hard, on her left ass cheek, making her suck in a sharp breath as the sweet pain swelled and swirled within her and started spiraling straight to her clit.
“Maybe?” he asked, smirking. He smacked her right ass cheek, and now she knew if he reached between her legs, he’d find her pussy wet and ready for his cock.
She wiggled against him, happy to feel his cock had hardened. “Definitely, Sir.”
“Yeah, that’s what I thought.” His lips closed over hers, sweetly slanting and his tongue immediately demanding entrance, which she happily granted.
They’d never had trouble in this department once he’d gotten over his initial reluctance to take them up on their offer to join them.
Even before he’d joined them, she knew she and Seth would be good together like this. He had such a sweet and loving nature, it made her regret even more their timing had always been off and they hadn’t managed to make him part of their life in this way far sooner than they had.
Seth dipped his legs and easily slid his cock home inside her pussy, making both of them moan. She raked her fingers through his wet hair, pressing the length of her body against him. No, what they had wasn’t always whips and ropes and pain. Most of what they had now was this—just them, just love, just sweet, sexy times they shared with pure abandon because they knew how short life could be.
Too damn short to waste a minute of it, because it could slip through your fingers far before you were ready to lose it.
 
* * * *
 
Seth lost himself in Leah’s sweet kiss. There was a subtle magic there, the way everything else dissolved when she was in his arms, leaving his focus solely on her and her love.
Wound, meet bandage.
No matter what, no matter how his heart bled or he’d let too many dark thoughts and sad memories into his soul, she was the salve that eased his ache and reminded him of everything blessed and pure he had to live for.
What he had with her, even without the kinky stuff factored in, was a thousand times better than anything he’d had with his three ex-wives combined.
The slick, wet heat of her pussy cradled his cock as he slowly fucked her. He didn’t want to rush this, wanted to savor her, wanted to take his time and let the world take a number until he was ready to be part of it again. This year was setting up to be easier than last year, which was something he rationally knew would happen. He could breathe, he could grieve, but he could also smile and laugh now, something he had a difficulty with before when thinking about Kaden and the past and the future without him.
He could let go and let it pass through him and process it now instead of damming it up and not letting his agony out except in carefully controlled trickles.
And he no longer worried about losing Leah to her own darkness if he showed any weakness in his grief. She was stronger than him now in some ways, and only an idiot wouldn’t admit that.
As he made love to her, he let go of everything that wasn’t her and his love for her and the pleasure they gave each other. One of these days, he was going to install a larger damn water heater, so they could spend hours in the shower making love. Although they did have a hot tub, but sometimes shower sex was better. A baptism, a font to wash away the tears and wash in the love and healing.
She continuously healed him, those gorgeous green eyes of hers staring up at him as he slowly thrust. No rush tonight, nowhere to be, no hurry.
Sometimes he could get her over like this, and sometimes he needed to give her an assist.
Time didn’t matter, though. He changed angles a little and felt her gasp and shiver and knew he’d found the sweet spot. Over and over he thrust like that, loving her needy little noises and the single-minded focus she had on him and their love.
Nothing in her mind right now but this and them.
When her climax hit he felt it build before it swelled and burst, her pussy grabbing and squeezing his cock as she let out a cry he knew at a cellular level. He squeezed her ass cheeks and held on as he picked up the pace. He wouldn’t finish with her, but that was okay, because he didn’t have to.
Fingernails dug into the back of his neck as she held on, shivering in his arms while the last echoes of her orgasm pinged through her body and spurred him on. He thrust hard and deep, his balls slapping against her thighs as he fucked her, until he, too, hit the edge and tipped.
“Yeah!” he gasped as his balls emptied, his cum flowing into her, marking her, branding her his.
Only his now, even though both their hearts were always one foot in the grave with Kaden.
When he finished he leaned against the wall and held her cradled in his arms. “That was so good, baby,” he whispered, nuzzling the top of her head.
Her long brown hair lay plastered to her skull as a smile played across her lips. “It’s always good with you.”
He smiled and kissed her. “I think dinner and TV cuddles tonight.”
Her smile warmed his heart and shone light into the darkest corners. “You read my mind, Sir.”
 




Chapter Eight
 
Shayla quietly let herself into the house when she returned home, unsure if Tony was awake or not. He’d gotten called into work late last night for an emergency in the data center and hadn’t yet been home when she’d left for breakfast. But his SUV was now parked in the driveway.
As quietly as she could, she stripped in the entry and put on her cuffs and collar. There was a whole list of housework she’d wanted to get done today, but none of it could happen until he was awake. She didn’t want to disturb his sleep.
That was the blessing and the curse of his job. He was paid damn good, but it sometimes meant sucky hours.
At least he didn’t have to go out to Colorado.
He’d had to spend a couple of months out there earlier in the year, including missing their wedding anniversary.
Although, to be fair, he’d tried to make their wedding anniversary by flying home that weekend as a surprise, and she’d borked the plan by flying out to Colorado as a surprise—
Which turned out to be more of a surprise than either of them had planned for it to be.
As quietly as she could, she walked down to their bedroom, where the door stood open. Tony lay in bed, on his side and facing away from the door, with their two cats curled up on the end of the bed.
Aww.
She hurried back down the hall to get her phone so she could snap a picture of them together. She loved candid little moments like this.
Except she forgot her phone wasn’t in silent mode, and she mentally swore when it made the photo-shutter noise when she snapped the picture.
He sighed. “I’m not asleep yet, pet. You don’t have to sneak around.”
“Sorry, Sir.”
“No apologies needed. Go take the plug out and come join me.” She set her phone to silent, hit the bathroom real fast, and joined him in bed minutes later.
He rolled over to face her and spoon his body against hers. “It’s all right, pet. I only got home a few minutes before you did.”
“Then why didn’t you say anything?”
“I was going to, but the sneaking was adorable. I thought about getting up and sneaking out to scare you.”
She tipped her head back and caught the smile in his green eyes. “Saaaadist.”
“Duuuuuh.” He kissed her and closed his eyes. “Want to snuggle with me?”
“I was going to do housework today.”
“Leave it. We’re going to the club tonight to play. I’ll help you do it later when I’m awake, or help you finish it tomorrow.”
“Well, when you put it like that, Sir, who am I to refuse an order from my Master?”
He chuckled. “Such a smart pet you are.”
“How bad was it?” she asked.
He sighed. “Run a data center, they said. It’ll pay well, they said. I’m starting to wonder if I shouldn’t maybe think about looking around or talking to a headhunter.”
“Really?”
“I don’t know. I’m tired and frustrated. They’ve been treating me a lot better since Colorado, though. I think they realize how fucked they would’ve been had I quit on them and just walked off.”
They snuggled and Shayla closed her eyes, hoping to doze off.
But twenty minutes later, she was still wide awake and could tell he was, too. Not just from how restless he was, but from how his cock was stiff and rubbing against the seam of her ass.
“Would you like me to suck your cock to help you get to sleep, Master?” she only half-joked.
“Hmm. That would be helpful, pet. What about you?”
“I can wait until later.”
He rolled onto his back and she sat up, pulled down the covers, and bent her head to his cock.
“Mmmm. That’s it, baby. Just like that.” His hands settled on the back of her head, gently fisting her hair, and she knew she could quickly get him over like this. It wasn’t a chore for her, either. She loved doing this to him, loved everything about it. From the way he tasted, to the sexy moans he made.
Taking her time, she explored every inch of his cock with her mouth and lips, tracing the veins with her tongue and teasing the slit. She flicked the underside of the head, light suction that made him slowly thrust his hips and urge her back down onto him, deeper, insistent and growing needier by the minute.
This was what really turned her crank about it, that this man who was usually the epitome of control would normally only abandon that strict control for and with her.
That he was able to trust her the way she trusted him.
How could she be his slave and “put up with” the sadistic side of him? Because she loved it, and him. She needed his sadist every bit as much as he needed to be free to let him loose.
There was nothing better than knowing her man was as deep into her as she was with him. That there was no one in his heart but her.
That she could trust him.
Hell, she couldn’t have trusted her ex away from home for so damn long. With Tony, there wasn’t an ounce of doubt about where he was or what he was doing, because she knew.
Whatever he said he was doing, and wherever he said he was doing it, that’s exactly what and where he was.
Salty pre-cum rolled over her tongue and told her he was close, sooo close. When she felt his cock grow even harder against her tongue, heat rolling into it, she went deep and cupped his balls in her hand, and he was there.
He let out a long, deep groan as his cum burst into her mouth and down her throat, his fingers clamping down on her scalp for a moment as she swallowed and swallowed, until he relaxed under her and his fingers stroked her hair. Then he flinched and patted her head.
“Too much, pet. That’s good.”
She gently released him from her mouth and crawled up his body to kiss him. “Better, Master?”
He wore a sleepy, sated smile. “Much better, pet. Love you.”
“Love you, too, Sir.”
He sighed, and while weary, he also sounded happy. “Snuggle with me until I go to sleep, please.”
She did, and this time he was asleep in just a couple of minutes.
Waiting until she was certain he wouldn’t wake up, she eased out of bed and scooped the cats off the bed, carrying them out with her and closing the door.
They both stared up at her, maowing in protest as they followed her to the kitchen. There, she got them treaties, which mollified them, for the moment.
“Brats,” she whispered. “Don’t wake up Daddy.” She turned the TV on in the living room, keeping the volume down, and curled up there with her phone to check e-mail and relax.
Guess I won’t be doing chores this morning.
Then again, that wasn’t exactly a bad problem to have, she supposed.
 




Chapter Nine
 
Eliza was actually the first one to the club ninety minutes before they were slated to open. It would give her time to make sure everything was ready. Before she left the house she woke Rusty for long enough to get some food in him, helped him to the bathroom, and then back to the couch again, where he promptly fell asleep to Doctor Who playing on the TV. She walked the dogs one more time, which would hopefully hold them until her return.
Hell, with a full tummy, an empty bladder, and the effects of painkillers, Rusty might very well sleep until she returned.
She was counting the cash drawer in the office when she heard a key in the lock and looked up to see Marcia and Derrick walk through the door. “Why are you guys here?”
“June and Scrye are out tonight. Their daughters were in a car accident up in Tampa.”
“Oh, my god! Are they okay?”
“Yeah,” Derrick said. “Minor injuries, but they both got taken to the hospital to get checked out. Probably will have whiplash. Stupid kid not paying attention and texting slammed into them from behind. The girls’ car was shoved forward into the car in front of them. Totaled it. They’re taking June’s car up there to them, because they need two cars.”
The door opened again, Cali, Max, and Sean walking in with takeout containers in hand. “Hey, why are you guys here?” Cali asked.
Derrick repeated the story.
“Oh, damn,” Max said. “I’m glad they’re going to be okay.”
“Yeah,” Marcia said. “Could’ve been a lot worse.”
“We’ve got Ted coming in,” Max said. “But I can call them and see if we can get Josh or Mark, too.”
“No, we’ll be okay for tonight,” Marcia said. “Run a BDSM club, they said—”
“It’ll be fun, they said,” everyone else responded before they all burst into laughter.
 
* * * *
 
Tony and Shayla showed up a little later, at the same time Ted arrived. With Loren and Ross to round out the night’s volunteer roster, Eliza knew they’d be okay. This group was made up of some of the people Eliza thought of as the “A-Team” of volunteers, old-timers from the Suncoast Society who knew their kink, were incredibly safety conscious, and who didn’t take shit off people. These weren’t the only ones filed in that mental category in Eliza’s brain, but she knew they could handle the evening.
Which turned out to be surprisingly busy. Coming into the holiday season, they usually slowed down a little, but that night they had an unusually high number of attendees, with a lot of first-time newbies who had apparently found their club through a Facebook posting by someone else.
Meaning they were busy having people fill out forms and then giving them the newbie talk.
By eleven, however, the influx had slowed, and from that point on people would start trickling out.
Cali shooed Eliza out the door. “Go take care of your barbarian, and tell him we hope he feels better soon.”
“I’m sure he will. It was just another stupid accident in a long line of stupid accidents he’s had over the years. Such is the bane of the barbarian.”
Eliza headed home and, sure enough, found Rusty snoring on the couch, pretty much exactly where she’d left him. He didn’t even wake up as she did the bully-dog dance to keep from getting slimed to get the alarm switched off when she walked in.
In fact, he didn’t wake up until after she’d already walked the dogs and changed into a long T-shirt and nothing else and headed out to the living room to wake him to move to bed.
“Huh?” He squinted at her. “When’d you change clothes? Aren’t you going to the club?”
She held up his cell phone and showed him the time.
His eyes widened. “Oh, shit. Damn. What the hell did they shoot me up with?”
“Something really good, apparently.” She helped him sit up and steadied him as he got to his feet so he could hobble down to the bedroom.
After a trip to the bathroom, he stretched out in bed on his back. “Well, this sucks.”
“Yeah, you’ll be out of combat for a while. You’ll have to supervise from a camp chair.”
He pointed at his cock which was, surprisingly, semi-stiff. “I meant I’d had hopes of some fun tonight, Ma’am.”
“Aw. Sorry, buddy.”
He made fish lips at her. “I can still take care of you.”
“Uh, one ER trip in a day is enough, thank you.”
“No.” He shifted his hips. “You can ride me.” He waggled his eyebrows at her and then licked his lips.
“You sure?”
“Oooh, baby, am I.”
She stripped off her T-shirt and straddled his head. He grabbed her ass and pulled her down where he wanted her, and when his lips touched her clit her eyes dropped closed.
“Yeah, that’s it.”
No, she didn’t feel the slightest bit guilty. Sometimes, what her sweet barbarian needed was this kind of domination, not the hard-ass Domme to beat his ass.
He already had the pain.
Now, he needed the pleasure.
She braced one hand on the headboard and with the other reached down to stroke his hair. “That’s it, baby,” she softly said. “You always take care of me so good.”
His talented tongue swirled around her clit, knowing exactly where and how to flick and stroke, just how much to suck, every perfect motion.
This was them at their best.
Over thirty years married had taught them both little shortcuts about each other’s bodies. She knew exactly how to get him over fast if she needed to, or how to drag it out and leave him panting and begging for as long as she wanted to keep him hovering on that edge.
Likewise, Rusty had that same power with her.
She loved it, and him.
She rode his face, knowing he needed this time as much as she was enjoying it. He wasn’t truly happy unless he was serving her, the knight and his Lady, a dynamic that fulfilled him and made him happy.
The way they’d been ever since they were kids and first met and she learned his dark secrets that fueled the way he was.
When she felt her climb start, he knew it, too, because his hands grabbed her and held on, keeping her in place and preventing her from wiggling free.
Her eager barbarian loved having her come all over him like this, and he wasn’t satisfied until he’d drawn every last ounce of pleasure out of her.
 
* * * *
 
The pain in Rusty’s foot faded to nothing with his focus on eating out Eliza. He could—and had, in the past—do this for hours. As long as she’d tolerate him doing it. Once she started coming, he focused on her clit, on keeping her climax going as long as possible, listening to her moans to guess where she was. Sometimes she’d let him keep going until she couldn’t handle the intensity any longer, and sometimes she was done after only a little bit.
Tonight she let him keep her going, easing up and then pulling her cunt tight against his mouth again, over and over, until the fingers in his hair turned into patting the top of his head to get him to let go of her, and he did.
She slumped onto the bed, resting her head against his chest as she caught her breath.
“Better, baby?” he asked.
She laughed and finally sat up to look at him. “You’re the one with the gimpy foot, and you’re asking me if I’m better?”
He shrugged. “You put up with a lot with me. I know that.”
She rolled her eyes but straddled him, his cock effortlessly gliding along her pussy where she was wet from her juices and his mouth. “And what do you want now, hmm?”
He felt the subspace hit him. “Anything Ma’am wants to give me,” he softly said, shivering under her touch.
She teased him, rising up with just the head of his cock pressing against the entrance to her pussy. “Is this what the barbarian wants?”
“Yes, Ma’am. Please?”
“Hmm. You were a good boy for me just now.”
His hands settled on her thighs. “Please, Ma’am?”
She dropped onto him, making him groan as he struggled to hold back and not shoot too soon. He wanted to savor this for a few minutes, at least.
She slowly rode him, hips rolling in a sexy grind he knew in his dreams and felt like he’d never not known. “You want it?” she asked.
He nodded. “Yes, please, Ma’am.”
Like this she knew him, too, but tonight she took pity on him and didn’t make him beg too much. She rode him, building him up and finally letting him tip over, staying with him until she knew he’d finished and he pulled her in for a long, sweet kiss.
“Thank you, Ma’am,” he whispered, sleep already tugging at him again despite his long nap.
She snuggled next to him. “You’re very welcome, barbarian. Let’s try to make it through the rest of this weekend with no more ER trips.”
“Amen to that, Ma’am.”
 




Chapter Ten
 
June fought the irritating mix of relief, fear, and frustration rolling through her as she sat in the ER cube with Maren and waited for discharge papers.
Relief? Thank goodness Maren and Sonya weren’t seriously injured. There would likely be chiropractic sessions in their future, and she was seriously considering paying Nate to come up one evening to work on both of them at their apartment to help with the pain they would no doubt have.
Fear, that her babies could have died, both of them, at the same time, without a chance to tell them one more time that she loved them.
An old, ancient fear she’d never be able to rid herself of, because of the way she’d lost July. It was a fear that nearly crippled her when it came to her loved ones.
And frustration that her daughters were once again living on their own and still managing to cock-block her and Mark. Not just cock-block, but rope-block. They didn’t have to teach or present at the club tonight, they were supposed to volunteer, but he’d planned to do a suspension scene with her later in the evening, before closing time, when they’d be the least busy.
So much for that plan. Scrye the rigger would have to stay in his box tonight while Mark the husband and dad took care of business up here.
She’d reeeeeally wanted a scene to help clear her mind. Hell, she’d needed it.
Now, she needed one more than ever.
Mark was sitting with Sonya in her cube right next door. No doubt by the time they finally returned home, it’d be after midnight, and the last thing he’d be in the mood for would be play or sex.
“I’m sorry, Mom,” Maren said for about the umpteenth time that evening.
June stood and walked over to her. “Honey, you didn’t do anything wrong. Please stop apologizing.” She smoothed her daughter’s hair away from her neck. Both girls would be wearing cervical collars for a few days, at least. “Dad and I are just relieved you’re both okay. Stop apologizing.”
And they’d be driving back up here several times over the next few days. Or, June would, while Mark had to work. Because June knew damn well the girls would barely be able to walk tomorrow, much less drive themselves anywhere. If their apartment was bigger, June would pack a bag and stay with them.
I guess I get a new car out of the deal.
That was a bonus. Not that this was how she’d wanted to get one.
Have kids, they said. It’ll be fun, they said.
No, that wasn’t fair, either. She loved her daughters, would kill—literally—for them if need be.
Would die to protect them.
Still, it’d be nice if she could finally reach a point she didn’t have to panic over them.
Or, maybe she’d never reach that point.
A nurse returned to the cube. “Mrs. Jarette? We have your daughters’ discharge papers. I’ve already given Sonya hers.”
“Thank goodness.”
June paid attention while the nurse went over the paperwork with her. She’d definitely be up here again on Monday, to take the girls to a doctor. The little asshole who’d run into them was also here in the hospital, but Mark the Master had stepped in and not only made sure June wasn’t carrying before they left the house, he’d ordered her not to figure out where the kid was so she could give him a piece of her mind.
The seventeen-year-old was apparently lucky he hadn’t been killed, because of course he hadn’t been wearing his seatbelt, either. He’d received serious injuries, including head and facial lacerations where he’d hit the windshield, but somehow hadn’t flown all the way through it.
His parents had insurance on the practically new Mustang he’d been driving, though, so another of Mark’s calls tomorrow would be to Ed, since they were friends, to ask him about starting the lawsuit immediately.
Hopefully the girls wouldn’t have serious lasting injuries from the accident. June knew from her years coaching and participating in gymnastics that injuries which looked superficial at the start could have long-lasting consequences.
They helped the girls load into June’s car for the drive back to their apartment while Mark drove his truck and took their prescriptions to a drugstore to get them filled, and to get them some groceries. Because that’s where the girls had been heading—grocery shopping.
At least their apartment was clean. She’d taught them well in that respect. Perfect? No, but their apartment didn’t need to be. They didn’t have the time she did to devote to housekeeping. They were both in school. That it was as clean and tidy as it was honestly surprised June.
“At least we got this place clean this morning,” Sonya griped as they walked in. “If I’d known this was going to happen, we would’ve done more.”
“Yeah,” Maren agreed. She slowly sank to the couch with a pained grunt. “This freaking suuuucks.”
“Hey, you guys are alive,” June said. “We’ll sue that little asshole and his parents for as much as we can, Maren can have my car, so you two aren’t out transportation, and whatever we get from the lawsuit that isn’t paid out in doctor bills, we can use that to upgrade Sonya’s car, or put it into a savings account for both of you for a rainy-day fund.”
The girls looked at each other. “Savings account,” they both said at the same time, then laughed, which made June laugh—finally.
Her smart girls. Their father had instilled financial skills in them at an early age. One of the benefits of being the daughters of a CPA.
June went through the kitchen, checked the fridge, emptied the clean dishes from their dishwasher and loaded what was in the sink in there, and then cleaned their bathroom for them by the time Mark had made it there and started bringing in groceries. She walked outside to help him.
“So much for ropey fun,” she whispered to him.
He nuzzled the back of her neck. “Maybe we can still have a little fun when we get home tonight. Daddy will try to save his sweet little slut some energy.”
She shivered in good ways despite the heat and looked up into his green eyes to see him smiling down at her. “Thank you, Daddy,” she whispered back.
He kissed her, this one full of heat and desire, and had the girls seen it they would have been making the obnoxious gagging and ew noises they always did. “Hey, Daddy’s little slut needs to earn her brand new car, you know.”
June felt her clit throb in her jeans and bit down on her lower lip to hold back her throaty moan. She wanted to climb him and hump him right there in the apartment complex’s parking lot. “Yes, Daddy,” she said, earning herself a smile from her big bear of a man.
“And when we go car shopping,” he said, keeping his voice low, “I’m going with you, because I want to make sure it’s comfortable enough for me to fuck you in.”
Okay, now she was squirming and fighting the urge not to rub her thighs together. “Thank you, Daddy.”
He dropped her a wink and headed for the apartment, his hands full of grocery bags.
Oh, focus! They were supposed to be unloading groceries. She could tell he’d bought way more than had been on their list, but that was Mark. He was a great dad, and always had been. He was the disciplinarian in their house, but their daughters also knew he’d fight to the death to defend them and take care of them. If this had been their fault, sure, he would have gone shopping, but he wouldn’t have spoiled them rotten by getting them the two packages of Oreos she spotted in one bag, an item that hadn’t even been on their list but that he knew from being a good dad was their favorite.
She grabbed another load and followed him inside.
When she opened the door, she heard him fussing at them to not get up and let him and June put everything away.
“Listen to your father, both of you,” she playfully scolded. “We don’t get to spoil you very often, so let us.”
“Yes, ma’am,” they both said.
June caught the way Mark had to turn his back to them because he was trying not to laugh at that.
No, they didn’t mean it that way—they’d raised their Southern daughters with manners. But it was still funny.
It was close to eight p.m. by the time June and Mark got out of there that night and were headed home to Sarasota in his truck. They’d have to do the paperwork transfer on the car next week, but for now it was still registered and insured to them, meaning it was drivable.
Mark rested his right hand on her thigh while he drove. “So what kind of car are you thinking about?”
Oh, right, that delicious image was still bubbling in her mind, his earlier promise. “An SUV, probably. I think I’m over cars now, Daddy.” She rested her hand on his and curled her fingers around it.
“No arguments from me, baby.”
When they returned home, they headed straight for their bedroom to take a shower. With that finished, she could tell Scrye was back in the house, Mark the dad tucked safely away, for now.
He sat on the bed. When he pointed at the floor, she slid to her knees. “Say it.”
She smiled. “I belong to Sir, mind, body, heart, soul, cunt, and ass. I serve Sir at His wishes, at His whim, whenever and wherever He demands. Everything I have and am belongs to Sir, to give to Him when He demands.”
“Such a good girl for Daddy.” He crooked a finger at her and she climbed into his lap, straddling him, loving that his cock was hard for her. Her big bear of a man, a broad and brawny six-four to her five-two gymnast frame.
She draped her arms around his neck. “Can we please do rope tonight, Daddy?”
He smiled. “Oh we are soooo doing rope tonight, baby.” He kissed her, his neatly trimmed beard and mustache soft against her cheeks. “Daddy’s going to tie you up into a pretzel and fuck you until you beg to come.”
June rose a little to wiggle her pussy against his cock. “Can I start the begging now?”
He laughed. “Someone’s a horny little slut for Daddy tonight.”
“Yes, Sir, I am.”
He smacked her ass. “Then get up so I can get my rope bags.”
She climbed off him and he went and dug the bag out of the spare bedroom that was now their playroom, complete with their own pole for her pole-dancing.
That she could explain away, because she now taught classes in it at the yoga and gymnastics studio she helped her older sister May run.
Everyone knew it, too.
What wouldn’t be as explainable would be the folding spanking bench that was in there, and the bag of implements, like paddles, riding crops, and floggers.
They’d gone to extreme lengths while the girls were growing up to never expose them to their kinky pursuits. Their daughters knew they had a dynamic where Mark was in charge, and June was happiest with it that way, but they’d also taught their daughters that it didn’t mean they had to have that kind of dynamic, or that their dynamic was the only way to have a relationship or marriage.
Of course, now that Fifty Shades was a phenomenon, the girls had probably figured out a few things on their own about their parents’ relationship.
But if they had, they hadn’t mentioned it to June.
Thankfully.
While she’d always been honest and open with her daughters, and while she’d touched on kink as a valid choice, and that there was nothing wrong with it, she’d deliberately left out the part that she enjoyed it when Mark tied her up and spanked her. If they ever outright asked her about it, she wouldn’t lie.
She was just hoping that particular question never came up with either daughter.
Mark returned with the rope bag. Within twenty minutes, he had her trussed in a tie that left her thighs spread wide and her unable to squirm free. Around her chest, her breasts were pushed out and he leaned in, sucking first one nipple, then the other.
“That’s what I’m talking about,” he said with an evil smile.
She loved this about him, this side of him. She totally trusted him, knew how safety conscious he was, so she had little to worry about except lying there and enjoying—or enduring, or enjoying and enduring—whatever he was about to dish out.
He settled between her thighs. “First, I want to make sure someone gets her fair share of joy tonight.”
She moaned as she felt his beard and mustache between her thighs, and the way his warm, sweet tongue swept up her pussy, circled her clit, and traveled down again to dip inside her cunt and taste her. Over and over, back and forth, easily making her come once, twice—and then she lost count as each wave sort of started rolling together into one big ball of pleasure.
He reached up and pinched her nipples as he did, adding spice to the sweet ecstasy turning her into a compliant lump of need and nerve endings.
He never had trouble making her come. Ever.
Finally, when he was satisfied he’d made her come enough, he sat up and notched the head of his cock against her pussy, where he easily slid home. No trouble whatsoever, because she knew if it hadn’t been for the towel he’d put under her before they started, they’d be changing the sheets from the wet spot on the bed.
Not a bad problem to have, either.
He slowly fucked her, taking his time and staring down at her with those green eyes that had seen the best and worst in her and still loved her all these years later.
He’d held her, helped her, hid her crimes, and never once betrayed her.
Ever.
All the years he’d kept her secrets and she’d never known it.
This man was the love of her life, the only man she’d ever loved, the only man she’d ever been with—that perfect kind of storybook love, if you left out the revenge murder, illegal disposal of a body, and obstruction of a police investigation.
He’d assisted her revenge without her even realizing it, to make things right in July’s murder, and she knew he’d go to his grave holding her secrets.
He leaned in and nuzzled her nose before starting to pound her, driving his cock hard and deep inside her pussy and making her moan and shiver as tiny echoes of her earlier orgasms washed through her again.
This was perfection.
She’d never wanted or needed anything or anyone other than him.
Her Master, her Daddy, her Sir.
Her higher power.
He threw his head back as he came. “Fuck yeah, baby!” As he caught his breath she saw the past, the boy he was that first night they made love and he helped her heal her heart before he even knew it was shattered.
He’d always be, in her mind, that boy who’d driven her to the gymnastics competition and tried to get her to do her routines and not July’s. The boy who’d picked her up when she’d hurt herself, who quietly ordered her to let go to him and trust him.
The boy who’d let her try one more time, to finish the bar routine so she could say good-bye to July in the only way she knew how.
The boy who’d already, without her knowing it, saved her life and her future and made sure no one ever knew what she’d done.
He leaned in to nuzzle his face against hers. “Love you, baby.”
“Love you, too, Sir.”
He smiled. “Still putting up with me after all these years, hmm?”
She grinned. “Love a sadist, they said. It’ll be fun, they said.”
He laughed. “Has it been worth it?”
“Absolutely.”
He untied her and they collapsed. As she drifted to sleep in his arms, she knew absolutely, it’d all been worth it.
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