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Excitable Boy
After work kept Tony away from home and away from his wife and slave, Shayla, for a hellish couple of months, he’s finally seeing light at the end of the tunnel that might not be an oncoming train. He can’t wait to get home to Shayla and for the two of them to take a long-overdue vacation.
Shayla’s missed Tony like crazy, but it is his job, and he’s paid well. All right, so bad luck seems to be hitting them at every turn lately—or, more specifically, seems to be hitting her. It won’t matter once he’s home. The problem is, the closer they are to being reunited, the more Fate seems determined to keep them apart. And the hits just keep coming.
Tony simply wants to get out of town for a couple of weeks. But it’s leaving both of them wondering if they’re even going to survive their vacation, because that’s starting to look pretty…iffy.
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Chapter One
 
Goddammit.
Shayla Daniels already wasn’t having a good Monday, and she hadn’t even crawled out of bed yet. Upon rolling over and glancing at the clock on her nightstand, she realized she’d once again forgotten to set her alarm and was now running ten minutes behind schedule.
I will be so glad when Tony’s home for good.
Her husband, Tony, was currently stuck working in Denver, where he was supervising the build-out of a data center for his employer, Asher Insurance.
At least she didn’t have to kill herself to get to work on time this morning. She had to cover a county meeting which started at ten, and she would be going straight there instead of to the office first.
Still, she’d planned on getting up at her normal time so she could catch up on e-mail.
When she sat up and put her feet on the floor, she immediately realized the second way in which this particular Monday suuuucked.
She felt the cold, gummy squish of cat yak under her foot.
Goddammit.
At least they had tile.
She hopped on one foot into the bathroom to clean her foot off before returning with paper towel and cleaner to wipe up the yak.
Only then could she use the bathroom, text Tony good morning, and get her coffee started.
Their two cats, Bagel and Cream, sat awaiting her in the kitchen. “Thanks, you two. Just what Mommy wants to wake up to.”
Bagel maowed at her while Cream rubbed against her legs.
“Love you, too. Jerks.” That she’d slept through one of them hacking up a present for her right next to the bed spoke to how exhausted she was.
She started the coffee and then handed them their morning treats. After thinking about it, she made a quick swing through the rest of the house, the parts that they had access to while she was asleep, and checked to see if there was any more yak.
None found, fortunately.
Her entire weekday routine normally revolved around Tony—and that was the way she preferred it. Part of what she’d agreed to by marrying him and asking him to make her his slave.
That was what she’d wanted. And without him home, it was messing with her morning routine, not to mention their love life, and their social life, and—
Sigh.
They’d had one play night six weeks ago, the weekend he’d come home to attend his ex-wife’s funeral after she killed herself, but that whole weekend had been nothing but one gigantic clusterfuck, for them and for their friends.
Now that Shayla was up and moving, and technically running a little late, she opted to leave earlier than she’d originally planned and stop to treat herself to a fancy coffee before she reached the county administration building, where the meeting would be held. Hell, she could check her e-mail in a coffeeshop just as good as she could there at home, right?
Right.
Besides, being home alone was starting to emotionally drain her. She knew Tony would be home within the next couple of weeks, but…
Sigh.
She didn’t want to tell him how she was feeling, because it would only make him feel bad when it wasn’t like he was doing this on purpose. He had enough to deal with in Denver to get out of there and back home to her. And it wasn’t like there was anything he could do to help her feel better.
She missed him. She knew he wasn’t doing much better than she was, either.
On the heels of that arrived the familiar backwash that she felt ashamed for mentally whining about their temporary separation when military families sometimes didn’t see their loved ones for a year or more, if they were lucky.
She headed to a coffeeshop in downtown Sarasota just a few blocks from the county administration building, where she’d be covering a meeting of an environmental commission that was studying the red tide problem.
She worked for Sunshine Attitudes magazine as a senior reporter and writer. Her current main project was a long-term series of in-depth investigative articles about environmental issues in Florida. Covering meetings like today’s was an integral part of her research. Especially talking to the meeting’s participants after the fact to clarify points covered during the meeting. It meant a lot of dull, boring reading and listening to even drier testimony and lectures and turning it into plain English that was both informative and engaging for the public.
But officials all over the state, at local and state levels, had been praising her work thus far, and she took great pride in it.
Fortunately, a car was pulling out of a space in the coffeeshop’s parking lot just as she pulled into it, so she didn’t have to wait for a spot or park on a side street. She grabbed her laptop case and purse and headed for the front door.
Tony still hadn’t called her yet, so she wondered if he’d managed to sleep a little late this morning. He’d been having trouble trying to adjust to Colorado time, even a couple of months into this, and frequently woke up early.
Their wedding anniversary three weeks ago had been…
Well, a fiasco of her own making. Thinking she was going to surprise him, she bought a plane ticket and flew out to Denver.
Just to learn upon arrival that he’d surprised her by flying home to Florida for the weekend.
Surprise.
So they’d spent that Saturday night at two different steakhouses in the same chain, but halfway across the country from each other, eating dinner with their laptops in front of them and using Skype to chat.
A creative solution, although not exactly how she’d hoped to spend their anniversary.
Now, she’d been tasked by him with shopping around for a new car. Specifically, an SUV. He wanted her to have something picked out by the time he returned to Florida, one at least as large as his, if not larger.
Which she was subtly rebelling against. Her little Civic was the first car she’d bought for herself, it was paid for, and it still ran great.
Tony wanted her in an SUV and had ordered her to start looking for a new vehicle. He wanted to take a couple of weeks off once he’d finished the data center setup, go on vacation with her, and wanted it to be a road trip in their new SUV.
Which was another project on her plate—deciding where to go on vacation.
Tony didn’t care, even though she wanted to leave the final decision to him.
Shayla held the door open for an elderly couple toddling their way outside, smiling at them and nodding at their thank yous before she ducked inside.
Caffeeeeeine…
Yay, there wasn’t a very long line this morning, the worst of the early morning rush crowd having already departed. She glanced at her phone as she stood in line and tried not to think about maybe texting Tony again. If he hadn’t texted her back yet, he wasn’t awake.
Shayla was about to step up to the counter to order a latte and a scone when she heard a loud crash that made her and everyone else in the store jump.
Turning, she spotted a car, a large, older Lincoln Town Car, that had been parked directly in front of the coffeeshop, which had backed out straight across the aisle…
“Ohhhh, no!”
Into the back of her little Civic.
She hustled outside to find the elderly couple she’d passed going inside were the occupants of the Town Car, both of them looking dazed, and the wife grousing at the husband, who’d been driving.
The first thing Shayla did was reach in through the open driver’s window, shift the car into park, and shut it off. “Are you okay?”
The airbags had gone off. And as others poured out of the coffeeshop, some of them on the phone to 911, the woman smacked her husband on the shoulder. “I told you you should’ve let me drive, Harold!”
That set off a very lively exchange between the elderly couple, sniping back and forth at each other in a way that meant neither could be seriously injured if they were that…animated.
Shayla turned to survey her car, which had been a little four-door coupe and now looked like an accordion. The much larger Town Car had shoved her Civic forward into a light pole with a heavy concrete base, also caving in the front end of her car.
Also, the trunk had been relocated to the back seat.
Shit.
She started snapping pictures, since it was obvious others had fire rescue coming for the couple in the car.
Guess I really do have to shop for a car now.
 
* * * *
 
Tony Daniels’ Monday morning wasn’t going well and he hadn’t even dragged himself out of bed yet. He slept poorly after tweaking his back and left shoulder late yesterday during the install. This morning he could barely move.
But if he and Mike, one of his guys from the Sarasota data center who he’d brought out a few weeks ago to help him, could bust ass over the next couple of days, they could possibly be done by Friday.
Jeez, I just want to fucking go home.
He missed his bed, he missed his house—he missed Shayla most of all. It’d been six weeks since he’d last seen her, and that had been a hellish weekend neither of them had really been able to fully enjoy.
Although he’d been home three weeks ago for their anniversary…while Shayla had flown out here to Denver to surprise him.
He’d been surprised, all right.
I am not a young dog anymore. I’m getting too old for this shit.
Once upon a time, several months of back-breaking work like this would have left him tired but satisfied from a job well-done.
Now, he was about two sentences from telling his employer they could shove this data center up their shitters, sideways, without lube.
The only satisfaction he had was the VP who’d red-lined his extra help for this job in the first place, and diverted the money to a lobbying group, was now himself out of a job.
And Darren, his own boss, was bending over backward to make sure Tony and Mike had whatever they needed to finish the install and troubleshooting.
Yesterday, they’d finished reconnecting the last of the colocation servers they’d moved over to the new data center. Today would begin their final troubleshooting and, hopefully, being able to sign off on it. Four of the new crew hired to work here were already down in Sarasota and being trained on their systems there. They’d be flown back to Colorado tomorrow to work with Tony and Mike on these systems, and Mike would fly out several times over the next few weeks to help make sure everything was running smoothly.
Tony, however, needed to be home.
Desperately.
He winced as he stretched his hand over to the nightstand to retrieve his personal cell phone. He’d heard Shayla’s text come in a while ago and just hadn’t been able to move then.
Not that he was much better off right now.
He tapped out a reply.
 
Good morning, pet. Love you.
 
His phone rang seconds later, which was unusual. He thought she had a meeting to cover this morning.
“Good morning, pet.”
“Um, hey, so, listen, Sir. Please don’t freak out. I’m okay, but—”
“Pet, no conversation that starts like that is going to comfort me. Are you safe and uninjured, and what happened?”
He wasn’t sure whether or not to groan or feel relieved by the time she got the story out. “Well, I guess you’re definitely going car shopping now,” he said when she finished telling him the story. “Like it or not.”
“Yes, Sir.”
“I’m glad no one’s hurt.”
She sighed. “Just my poor little car,” she muttered.
“Sweetheart, I know how much that car meant to you, and I’m sorry. This is for the best. Make sure to clear everything out of your car, including the glove box. Take an Uber home or something and get mine. Drive mine, start making up your mind about what you want, and once I’m home we’ll go shopping and buy you something. And make sure you call Ed today and give him a heads-up. I want him to handle the insurance claim. I’m sure they’ll try to low-ball us on the payout.”
She grumbled again. He couldn’t blame her. “Yes, Sir,” she finally said.
“Good girl. Love you.”
“Love you, too, Sir.”
At least that was one lecture off his plate. He knew she didn’t want to shop for a new car, and now she had no choice. At least he didn’t have to play the bad guy and sternly order her to do it, because he knew she’d been putting it off.
He groaned as he forced himself to sit up on the edge of the bed, feeling every ache and pain in his body.
I’m really getting too old for this shit.
As he dragged himself into a reasonably vertical position, he snagged his work phone off the nightstand to take both phones into the bathroom with him. He had work to focus on today if he wanted to get home to Shayla sooner. At least no one was hurt, insurance would total out the Civic, and he wouldn’t have to engage mean-Dom mode on Shayla to pick out a new car.
The Universe works in funny ways.
 




Chapter Two
 
Fortunately, Shayla didn’t have to call an Uber. When she checked in with the office to see if someone could go cover the meeting for her until she could get there, one of her coworkers volunteered to do it. Also, another coworker, her friend, Suzanne, offered to come pick Shayla up and run her home. Which, considering their office was only five minutes away, would likely be a lot faster—and cheaper—than an Uber.
Shayla was able to get a garbage bag from the coffeeshop and used it to pack what little she had in her car. The responding deputy took down all her information for the accident report and gave her a case number for her insurance claim, which she’d already started via her phone app. As she removed the Civic’s key from her keyring to hand to the wrecker driver, she fought the urge to burst into tears.
This really was good-bye, because, yeah, the insurance company would likely total it out.
The wrecker driver even removed the license plate from the back for her, which only cemented Shayla’s maudlin mood as she tucked it into the garbage bag with everything else from inside the car.
As Suzanne drove her home, Shayla fought the urge to grumble. “I did not need this today. Thanks, again, for the ride.”
“No worries. Did you call Tony already?”
“Yeah. I think he’s not-so-secretly happy about it. He’s been bugging me to go car shopping for an SUV. In his words, one at least as big as his. He’s always disliked my Civic. Said it’s too small.”
Suzanne snorted. “That sounds like your hubby. He is protective.”
“I don’t know why I’ve been fighting him on this. I mean, I know he’s right. We can afford it. I just didn’t want to spend the money when mine was perfectly fine.”
“Because that car was a symbol of your freedom. Of reaching adulthood. Hell, of survival. Especially after everything you endured with your ex. Doesn’t take a headshrinker to figure that out.”
“True. I didn’t think about it like that.”
“I mean, you strike me as a very rational person,” Suzanne said. “But it’s not just about being smart with your money. The first car purchase is always a big deal emotionally. I know it was for me.”
When Shayla reached home, she had to retrieve her keys for Tony’s SUV from the bedroom before she could head to work.
Again.
As she adjusted the seat and mirrors and steering wheel, she realized she hadn’t driven the SUV in a couple of weeks, at least. He’d asked her to drive it, but her car was usually closest to the front door, and she was used to driving hers, plus it didn’t feel right driving it when he wasn’t home.
It reminded her too much of how long it’d been since she’d seen him. She hadn’t driven it in over three weeks.
In fact, it’d been a lot longer than that since she’d driven it, at least before the last time Tony had been home. The last person to drive it had been Tony, while he was home a few weeks ago.
She sucked in a ragged breath and struggled against the sudden onslaught of tears threatening to spill.
Damn, I miss him so much.
Except she didn’t have time to sit there right now and throw herself a pity party.
Now she was running nearly an hour behind. Although by the time she was almost to the county admin center, she had to admit she did enjoy driving Tony’s SUV. The CRV was a mid-sized vehicle, not a huge, honking penis replacement. Just large enough they could put the back seat down and tote a spanking bench to a private Suncoast Society party.
Why’ve I been fighting him on this?
It was nice not to feel like she might get run over by drivers not paying attention. She could see better, too, sitting up higher.
Okay, maybe he’s got a valid point.
She reached the county admin building and found a parking spot before hurrying inside. When she quietly slid into the seat next to Michael, her coworker, he handed her a sheet of notes on lined yellow paper and leaned in close so he could whisper to her.
“Next time I volunteer to cover one of these for you, do me a favor and kill me first, huh?” But he smiled.
She winced. “Sorry. I know it’s boring.” She was one of the few people in her office who genuinely enjoyed these things.
“Well, at least it’s being televised. They said the video will be up about an hour after the meeting ends, so you can watch what you missed in case my notes aren’t any good. Hopefully I didn’t miss anything important.”
Relief filled her. Sometimes it was hit-or-miss with the county’s IT department on how long it took meetings that appeared on their county local access channel to be archived and viewable online after the fact.
“Thanks!”
As he packed his stuff, she pulled out her laptop and settled in to take notes. It amazed her that she really had learned a lot covering all these meetings. Dry organizational and scientific language she wouldn’t have understood a year ago now made sense to her.
By the time the meeting ended a little after one p.m., her stomach was growling and she felt like she needed a caffeine IV. She grabbed herself a sandwich from a shop around the corner from her building and carried it upstairs to the offices of Sunshine Attitude Magazine.
As she headed to her desk, her boss intercepted her and followed. “Heard you had an exciting morning.”
Bill Melling was a nice guy, and the publisher and EIC of the magazine, as well as helped keep the company’s other divisions going.
“Yeah, that’s one word for it,” she groused. She dumped her stuff on her desk.
“How do you feel about doing a series of articles about senior drivers?”
She turned. “Seriously?”
“Seriously. Stats, family impact of losing a license, all of that.”
“We haven’t done that one yet?”
“Nope.” He handed her a piece of paper that he’d been carrying. “I already looked up the driver. He’s eighty-six, and this is his fourth ticket in two years.” He smiled. “Enjoy.” He returned to his own office.
Well, shit.
She stared at the paper, which listed the case numbers and dates of the incidents. The first thing she’d do would be to forward this information to Ed Payne, their attorney and a friend in common from the Suncoast Society.
But, yeah, come to think of it, it would be a good substantive series of articles.
Already, her mind was working on it, how she could break the series into segments, people she could talk to. She’d already shiny squirreled into making a project list when she realized she needed to get the info Bill had given her to Ed.
With her phone, she used her scanner app to save the info into a .pdf, added another scan of the accident report and case number, and a screenshot of her insurance card, and queued an e-mail to Ed.
 
Per our call I’m about to make to you.
Shayla
 
She sent the e-mail, then looked up Ed’s number in her contacts.
Ed was laughing as he answered. “I already had a chat with your owner this morning,” he playfully teased. She assumed from that comment it meant he was alone, or at least in private.
“Tony called you?” she asked.
“Yep. Said you’d be calling me.”
“I just sent you an e-mail with more information.” She told him the summation, and humor disappeared from his tone, the serious lawyer back in the house.
“Okay, I’ll get on that today. Sounds like we have grounds for a lawsuit.”
Guilt flashed through her. “I’m not sure I want to sue them. I just want to go after their insurance.”
“Shay, the man’s dangerous. He needs to lose his license. If he’d put it into drive instead of reverse and done that, he could’ve plowed into the building and killed or injured you or any number of people.”
She shuddered. “Then let’s look at that as our goal,” she said. “Him losing his license. We want a fair payout, and we want him to voluntarily surrender his license. I don’t want to soak them for this. It wasn’t like I was hurt, and it was an older car. I just don’t want him or anyone else to get hurt.”
He sighed. “That’s…fair and reasonable, I suppose.”
“Why do you sound disappointed?”
“Because I could probably get you a lot of money.”
“I don’t want a lot of money, Ed. I just want what’s fair, and for him to stop driving. Make their kids teach them about Uber and Lyft, if they don’t want to chauffeur them around.”
“Fair point. I’ll get started on this for you.”
“Thanks.” She ended the call and sat back in her chair as she stared at her rapidly growing list.
Insurance costs.
There had to be a way to find out how many accidents and auto insurance claims were due to elderly drivers.
Although she had a feeling that, considering the snowbird-heavy population of the Sarasota area, this series of articles might be even more of a lightning rod than the series she wrote on BDSM that led her to meeting Tony in the first place.
 
* * * *
 
“Is she okay?” Mike asked Tony over breakfast downstairs in their hotel. Tony had just related the story to Mike.
“Yeah. She’s lucky.”
“Bet you’re looking forward to that road trip you’ll take with your new car,” Mike teased.
“I’m looking forward to getting home, period.”
Mike’s smile faded. “How’s your back and shoulder?”
“I’ll live.” Tony stretched, wincing. “I just won’t enjoy it very much.”
“I’m willing to bust some ass to get us home by the weekend,” Mike said. “I’m missing my own bed. Don’t expect to see us at a munch or the club for a few weeks.”
Tony took a sip of coffee. “I’d say the same, except I have a lot of irritation to burn off, and the last time Shayla and I were at Venture, it was more than a little bit of a clusterfuck. I need a do-over.”
Which was an understatement. It was the weekend of his ex-wife’s funeral, and he had to throw out a new member who violated their rules and got mouthy with him and another volunteer…
Said new member who apparently had been drinking in secret, and then walked out into traffic and got herself killed just outside the club.
He didn’t learn that part until later. But it triggered an accident that knocked out the club’s power, and interrupted his play with Shayla.
“I heard about that,” Mike said. “Glad we weren’t there that night.”
The nice thing about having Mike there in Colorado with him was that, for starters, Mike had no interest in edibles—unlike the previous guy, who Tony had to fire, which put him even farther behind on their timeline.
The second nice thing was that Mike was a friend in common and a member of the Suncoast Society.
That meant at least Tony had a true friend to talk to while stuck out there. One he didn’t need to censor himself with when talking to Shayla on the phone, or watch what he said around him. One he could share inside jokes with and relax while they worked.
They finished breakfast and headed for the data center. Tony hoped the worst of the physical part of this install was behind them. In theory, it was.
But he’d learned to never take anything for granted. The more excited he felt about the prospect of actually being on track to get the hell out of there, the more he reined himself in.
Don’t want to freaking jinx us.
As the day progressed they methodically worked through all the servers with the diagnostics software, in preparation for the new crew arriving tomorrow.
So far, so good.
By nine o’clock that night, they’d gone through all the servers and were breathing a sigh of relief. The next part would begin in the morning, when the new crew arrived to get started. As they stood in the entrance to the server room, Tony held up his hand to Mike for a high-five.
“Home stretch,” Mike said.
“God, I hope so,” Tony said. “I miss Florida.”
“I haven’t even been here a fraction as long as you have, and I miss Florida. I can only imagine how excited you’ll be to get home.”
“You have nooo idea,” Tony told him.
 




Chapter Three
 
By Tuesday afternoon, Shayla had to admit she enjoyed driving Tony’s SUV. She stopped at two car dealerships on her way home, Ford and Honda, just to look around.
Which reminded her the other reason she hated shopping for cars—the salesmen.
Wednesday she looked at Toyotas and Nissans. By Thursday, she knew one thing for certain—Car shopping sucks balls.
She hadn’t bugged Tony about whether or not he was returning on Friday, but she suspected he wouldn’t be or he would’ve told her already. She was perusing local car listings on her laptop when he called her Thursday evening.
“Hello, Sir.”
“Hello, pet.” She hated how exhausted he sounded. “Well, do you want the good news, or the bad news?”
Her heart sank. “Bad news, Sir.”
“I won’t be home tomorrow night.”
She’d already suspected that, but it didn’t make it any easier to swallow. “And the good news?”
“I’ll be home Saturday morning.” She heard the smile in his voice and realized the sadist had played her again.
The squeal escaped, making him laugh. “Saturday? For good?”
“For good, pet. I’ll send you the flight info tomorrow. Have you decided on a new car yet?”
“Yes, Sir.”
“What?”
“A good, gently used Honda CRV, blue. One owner.”
He hesitated. “Another CRV? The same color blue as mine, or a different blue?”
“Um, not exactly.”
“Peeeet?”
She finally admitted it. “Can I just have the CRV and we buy you a new car? Pleeeease, Sir?”
 
* * * *
 
Eyes closed, Tony pinched the bridge of his nose and fought the urge to groan. Mike was driving them back to the hotel and Tony had used the time to call her. “You don’t want a new car?”
“I like your car, Sir. It’s yours.”
He blew out an aggravated breath. “You’ve made up your mind already, haven’t you?”
“Yes, Sir.”
He opened his eyes. He was soooo sick of Denver he could scream. “All right, pet. When you pick us up from the airport on Saturday, make sure you bring the license plate and registration from the Civic with you, the checkbook, and make sure we have the most recent insurance card.”
“Sir?”
“We’re buying a damn car. We’ll get a Honda Pilot. I like those, and a friend of mine works at the dealership in Sarasota.”
“Yes, Sir. Sorry, Sir.”
He swallowed back his irritation. “It’s all right, pet. I love you.”
“Love you, too. Did you say ‘pick us up’?”
“Yeah. We’re taking Mike home first. I’ll send my friend a text and make sure he’ll be there Saturday and set up an appointment with him. I’m done screwing around, and we have to have two vehicles.”
“Yes, Sir.”
After chatting for a few more minutes, Tony ended the call while Mike chuckled.
“She claimed your car, huh?” Mike asked.
“Yeah. I should’ve seen that one coming.”
“Well, you never told her she couldn’t have your car, did you?”
“I told her to go shopping for a new car and pick something out.”
“Technically, she adhered to the letter of your orders then, dude.”
Tony snorted. “Damn sneaky slaves. I should order her to wear a butt-plug to pick us up.”
Mike burst out laughing. “Uh, TMI, buddy.”
“Sorry.”
But the more he thought about it, the more that’s exactly what he’d do.
He opened up the last text thread and sent her a text on his personal cell.
 
One more thing, pet. When you pick us up Saturday, there’d better be a butt-plug in that gorgeous ass of yours.
 
When his phone vibrated with an incoming phone call a moment later, he was a little worried when he saw it was Ross. “Hey, man. What’s up?”
Ross was laughing so hard he could barely talk. “Dude, I love you, but not like that. I’m not your pet, what’s this about picking you up Saturday, and I’m not wearing a butt-plug for you. And thank you for calling my ass gorgeous.”
“Wha—oh, shit!”
Ross laughed even harder, and Tony heard Loren laughing in the background.
The last text Tony had sent had been to Ross in response to a question from him about the next party.
“Man, I’m really sorry,” Tony said.
“No,” Ross said, still snorting, “it’s all right. I just thought you might want to know you didn’t text the right person with that. As Seth used to say, I love you, but I ain’t doin’ ya.”
Tony caught Mike’s confused glance and was happy at least this misstep on his part would provide their friends with a lot of laughs as the story made its way through their Suncoast Society munch group’s ranks.
“Yeah, no,” Tony said. “Not doin’ you, either, Ross. Sorry, again.”
“No worries. You change your residence to Colorado yet or…”
They pulled into the hotel parking lot a few minutes later as Tony finished his call with Ross.
Mike put the car into park. “Okay, dude, I have to hear this. What happened?”
Mike roared with laughter after Tony let him read the text he’d accidentally sent Ross.
Then Tony copied it and this time made sure it was Shayla’s text that he actually replied to.
Send.
He was unlocking his room door a few minutes later when his phone vibrated with a reply.
From Shayla, fortunately.
 
Yes, Sir. :)
 
He sighed.
 
Good girl.
 
Send.
Again, verifying it was her he was sending it to, now that he was thoroughly paranoid.
He stood in the shower for several minutes, with the water as hot as he could stand it. He needed a shave but didn’t have the energy to do it. It could wait.
He was in bed when he remembered he wanted to text his friend at the dealership, but it was now after midnight Florida time, so he set himself a reminder to do it in the morning.
And would make sure he sent it to the right damn person.
 
* * * *
 
Friday night, Tony had their flight confirmation and had packed everything and had his bags staged and waiting by his room door, with the exception of his clothes and what he’d need for his morning shower…
And he had ten different playfully snarky text messages from some of their closest friends, teasing him about butt-plugs.
Everyone’s a smart-ass
He smiled. Damn, he’d missed them all. He was looking forward not just to getting home to Shayla, but to resuming their normal routine and spending time at the club. He wanted to get back into teaching whip classes, wanted to DM.
Wanted to redden Shayla’s ass.
He wanted to curl up around his wife and hold her and wake up in the middle of the night able to fuck her if he wanted to.
Saturday morning blow jobs.
Sunday morning blow jobs.
Mmmm, blow jobs.
They’d had a few phone and video chat sex sessions during his time in the wilderness, so to speak, and had been able to make love while he was home seven weeks ago, but this was just fucking bullshit.
Never again.
Next time they wanted him to go out of town, they could pay to fly him home every fucking weekend, screw their goddamned project schedule.
We’re going home…
The next morning, he awoke bright and early, excited like a kid at Christmas, and about to send his friend a text message about meeting him at the dealership when he saw he had an alert from the airline.
 
Your flight has been delayed an hour due to a mechanical issue…
 
“Motherfucker!” he screamed, fighting the urge to fling his phone at the wall.
He texted Shayla the update, grabbed a quick shower, finished packing, and knocked on Mike’s door across the hall.
Mike was all smiles until he saw Tony’s face. “What’s wrong? If you tell me the data center has a problem and we can’t go home, I fucking quit, man.”
Tony showed him the alert.
Mike groaned. “Motherfucker!”
“Yeah, that’s what I said. Let’s grab breakfast, then we can check out.”
They headed downstairs, ate, grabbed their luggage, loaded it into the rental car, and Tony checked out while Mike waited in the car.
At the airport, they waited in line to check in, a line that was longer than Tony knew it might normally be. That was probably due to their flight being delayed, if the dark muttered grumblings he overheard from fellow passengers were any indication. By the time they reached the desk and the clerk started checking them in, he knew from her tight smile that there was a problem.
“What?” he asked.
“Well, your flight is delayed—”
“I know.”
“Would you like to fly stand-by tomorrow instead and earn—”
“No,” Tony and Mike said together. “Not to be rude,” Tony continued, “but I haven’t seen my wife in nearly two fricking months, he hasn’t seen his in nearly a month, and we want to go home. We’re not flying stand-by. We’re not taking an alternate flight. We want seats on that flight, direct to Tampa, do not pass go, do not route us through Atlanta or any other fricking hub.”
She nodded, her fingers flying over the keyboard. “I can’t seat you together—”
“We don’t care,” they said in unison.
She nodded again, then her computer finally started spitting out boarding passes and luggage tags.
It was with no small measure of relief that they were standing in a TSA checkpoint line ten minutes later.
“Man,” Mike said. “I was about to start crying if she was going to tell us we weren’t flying.”
“You aren’t the only one,” Tony muttered.
He was starting to get a little antsy about how long it was taking to get through the checkpoint when they finally made it forty minutes before their flight was scheduled to start boarding. They checked in at the gate just to make sure, then sat down to await the call to board.
Mike held a fist out to him, and Tony bumped with him. “Home free,” Mike said.
“Dude! Are you crazy? You did not just fucking say that! Do you want to jinx—”
“Attention all passengers and employees,” the PA system announced. “Due to a security breech, all passengers must exit the terminal immediately and be rescreened by TSA agents—”
“Motherfucker!” the men said.
Mike and Tony stood, Tony glaring at his friend even though he knew it wasn’t Mike’s fault.
“Sorry,” Mike said.
“Come on,” Tony griped as they and everyone else began trudging toward the exit.
 




Chapter Four
 
Once Tony and Mike were standing in a security checkpoint line even longer than the previous one, Tony texted his friend that his flight was once again delayed and could they meet him tomorrow?
Then he made the call he dreaded.
Shayla sounded bright when she answered the phone. “Are you about to board, Sir?”
“Not exactly, pet. Scratch the order I gave you about the butt-plug.”
“Why?”
She sounded near tears when he finished the update, and he couldn’t blame her, because he was close to crying himself. “The bad news is, all flights are on hold, for now. The good news is we probably won’t miss our flight because all flights are on hold, for now.”
“Did you break a mirror or something?” she asked. “Walk under a ladder? Piss off an old hag?”
Tony sighed. “No, but Mike jinxed us.” Tony glared at him.
“Sorry,” Mike said.
Tony got off the phone with her and settled in to slowly shuffle their way through the checkpoint. It was over an hour later before they finally made it back to the boarding gate, where there was hardly anyone yet.
They checked in—again—with the gate agent.
“Please tell me we haven’t missed our flight?” Tony asked.
She looked grim. “No, because it’s still sitting on the tarmac. We’re waiting on a new flight crew to become available. The crew slated to work this flight are all out with food poisoning. They ate at the same buffet last night. It’s going to be at least two to three hours.”
Mike held up his hands. “Can’t blame this one on me, Tony. I didn’t say a word.”
Motherfucker.
 
* * * *
 
Shayla stared at Tony’s text message and burst into tears.
Motherfucker.
Couldn’t they catch a goddamned break?
So much for car shopping today.
At this rate, she’d be lucky if they got home before dark.
It would be funny under nearly any other circumstances, a comedy of errors.
It became exponentially less funny with every passing hour, however, and especially considering how long they’d been separated to start with.
Mike’s wife Jenny called her. “You know, I can go get Mike,” she offered. “So you two can be alone. You’ve got to be climbing the walls.”
“No,” Shayla said. “It’s okay. I don’t mind picking Mike up, too.” She sighed. “I appreciate it, and obviously I’m not going to tell you that you can’t go get your husband from the airport if you want to, but you drove Tony to the airport. I don’t mind bringing Mike home.”
“You sure?”
“Yeah.” Shayla flopped over on the couch, where she’d been sitting and working when she’d received the news of their latest disappointment. “They’ll get home eventually.”
“At this rate it wouldn’t shock me if they rented a car and started driving,” Jenny said.
“God, I hope not. That’d be like two freaking days.”
After she ended the call with Jenny a few minutes later, Shayla focused on her article again. She was working on part one of her series on elderly drivers. She’d already outlined the series and got it on the project budgets for several future issues. Ed had told her yesterday that the elderly driver who’d demolished her poor Civic had already voluntarily surrendered his license, thanks to intervention from the couple’s children.
So that was one concern off her plate.
She hadn’t decided where to go on vacation though, another task Tony had issued to her. She wasn’t sure if she wanted to head up US1 to Maine, a trip she’d never taken before, or drive out to New Orleans and Texas—again, another trip she’d never made—or several other options she’d already considered.
It wasn’t like she was in a vacation-planning mood right now, either.
It was nearly four hours later when Tony finally texted her.
 
Boarding now. Fingers crossed. Saw our luggage being loaded, so at least that’s not a problem.
 
She breathed a sigh of relief.
 
Safe flight. Love you, Sir.
 
He replied a moment later.
 
Love you, too, pet. See you soon. I hope. ;)
 
She smiled and pulled up her flight tracking app. Sure enough, when she looked up their flight number, its flight status was listed as boarding.
Please, please, please.
But she made no move to get ready to leave. Besides the fact that the plane hadn’t even left the ground yet, and it was a four-hour flight, she felt justifiably paranoid she might somehow jinx an already jinxtacular morning. It’d only take her around ninety minutes to drive to Tampa.
She’d already hit the grocery store last night on her way home, stocking up on Tony’s favorites so she wouldn’t have to go to the store all weekend. There was a Suncoast Society munch tomorrow night she’d hoped they could make, but now?
Not so much.
Not unless Tony brought it up first. He knew when the munches were. Hell, sometimes they were the hosts.
I’ll never gripe about doing that again.
It’d been months since they’d been able to do that, or even volunteer at the club the way they liked to do.
None of that would she ever take for granted.
Ever.
She watched the flight app, her stomach growing tighter and tighter by the minute. She even suppressed the happy cheer she wanted to scream when she saw the flight status change from boarding to taxiing.
From that moment, she sat there refreshing the display for the next fifteen minutes, until its status finally switched to en route, and she could access the flight map that reported its location and altitude.
“Fuck yeah!” she screamed, startling their two cats. “Sorry, babies.”
She stood and did a celebration dance in the living room, not even caring how she looked, naked, cuffed, and collared, and dancing around with her boobs flapping in the breeze.
“Daddy’s coming home, babies!” she happily said as the cats balefully glared at her from the safety of their large cat tree in the corner of the room, where they’d retreated when she’d spooked them.
Now the question was what to wear? Tony hadn’t given her any specific instructions regarding that. Since he’d rescinded the butt-plug requirement, she knew she could add a few more clothing options to her list.
She hurried into their bedroom and started rooting through her closet. She wouldn’t get too wild, because after all, Tampa International wasn’t exactly the best place to get their freak on.
And Mike might be a coworker who’d seen her butt-ass naked at a play party or at Venture, but in this context she preferred to be…clothed.
After sorting through several possibilities, she finally settled on a cute sundress she hadn’t worn in a while. One that was just long enough she could wear it without panties, and the sandals she usually wore with it would be perfect for a drive to Tampa.
She knocked a few more chores on her to-do list that she’d planned on taking care of tomorrow, like dusting and wiping out the fridge, things that didn’t take long and that she could’ve put off even longer, if necessary.
It took every ounce of self-control she had not to refresh the flight app every thirty seconds, but when it hit the T-minus two-hour mark until arrival, she got dressed and grabbed her purse to head up to Tampa. The weather was sunny, so no storms to delay her on her drive.
She set the alarm, locked the house…
And pulled up short, jaw dropped as she stared at the SUV.
The front driver’s tire was flat.
Shayla burst into tears.
 
* * * *
 
“Motherfucking goddamned motherfucker asshole shithead!” Shayla screamed as she swore at the lug wrench. She’d called AAA, but they wouldn’t be able to get someone there any sooner than an hour.
So she’d changed into shorts, sneakers, and a T-shirt to change the goddamned thing herself. If she got it done before the mechanic arrived she could cancel the call.
Except one of the lug nuts was stuck, and even the trick of standing on the lug wrench wasn’t budging the goddamned thing. She was no stranger to changing her own tires, although she hadn’t had to do that since she’d been with Tony.
She couldn’t jack the SUV up until after she got all the lug nuts broken free, either.
She kicked the tire, wincing as pain flared up her foot.
Great. Let’s break a goddamned toe while I’m at it.
She was still at it nearly forty-five minutes later when the tow truck arrived and the mechanic took over.
After giving him all due credit for not laughing at her story, she ran inside to grab the world’s fastest shower and change into jeans and a T-shirt. By the time she made it back outside, the mechanic was just finishing the job. It was about ninety minutes to the airport if traffic wasn’t bad, plus it would take fifteen to twenty minutes for the men to deplane, and they’d have another fifteen to twenty minutes to wait for their bags.
Doable.
She might not be there in the main terminal when they landed, which would be disappointing as fuck, but she could make up time and pick them up at curbside in arrivals.
“Ma’am, by the way, be careful driving on that donut,” the man said after loading the flat tire in the back of the SUV for her.
“Why?”
“Well, it’s smaller than a regular tire.” He pointed at the CRV, where she realized he’d put the spare on the back and put the back tire on the front. “I swapped them out since you said you have to dive up to Tampa, because you wouldn’t want the donut on the front tire for the Interstate. But you need to be careful driving, keep your speed down. You’ll want to get that fixed as soon as possible.”
Her heart sank. “Thanks.”
She shot a quick text to Tony, knowing he’d get it when they arrived, because he’d turn his phone on as soon as they landed, before they even reached the gate. After sending Jenny an update text, too, Shayla pulled out of the driveway and headed for I-75.
“Here we go,” she said as she impatiently waited for the last light she’d have to sit through before getting on I-75 to turn green. Once she merged into traffic and increased her speed, she realized exactly what the mechanic meant. She’d driven cars on donuts before, but the SUV was a different beast. At sixty, she felt an odd shimmy in the back end that she knew wasn’t normal. At sixty-five, she realized she wasn’t going to be able to push it any faster than that without freaking herself out. Making it up to seventy, the speed limit, wasn’t going to happen.
“Motherfucker,” she said.
But she was en route, at least. Better late than never.
Her excitement built with every mile north she drove, until she reached the exit in Bradenton to take I-275 to the Skyway Bridge. As she took the exit, she smiled and cranked up the radio.
Home free!
As she closed in on the southern tollbooth, she changed lanes to take the left automatic SunPass lane. They both had transponders for their cars, although hers was now sitting on their dining room table after she’d removed it from her Civic. It meant not having to go through one of the manned toll lanes and wait for the cars in front of her.
But she found herself slowing even sooner than normal, a heavy amount of traffic she wasn’t expecting clogging all the lanes, red taillights everywhere. Instead of breezing through the SunPass lane, she crept through at a literal snail’s pace, barely making progress, her fear increasing until she finally risked pulling up the Waze app on her phone. Southbound traffic was streaming by them, but a sick feeling filled her as she saw dozens of red dots all over the map between the southern rest stop and the main span of the bridge.
A massive accident.
Bridge closed.
When she finally made it through the tollbooth, she saw FHP officers walking from car to car, and she rolled her window down.
“Bridge is closed, ma’am. At least two to three hours. You can merge to the right and take the southern rest stop exit and detour back to I-75.”
“Thank you.”
She managed to wait until she got her window rolled up and the officer walked away to burst into tears.
 




Chapter Five
 
Because some people had cancelled their flight and made other arrangements, Tony and Mike were able to change seating assignments to sit next to each other.
They also upgraded to first class on Asher Insurance’s dime.
Because, fuck yeah, that’s why.
That meant relaxing, chatting, and both of them ordering drinks for the flight home. Tony hated flying anyway, but it was a necessary evil.
“I can’t wait to get home,” Mike said. “Why’d I let you talk me into going back out there to supervise them?”
“Because you love me?” Tony joked.
“I guess.” Mike snickered and dropped his voice. “I’m not wearing a butt-plug for you, though. Even if you tell me my ass is gorgeous.”
Tony chuckled and they gently “clinked” their plastic cups together. Tony wasn’t worried about driving when he got home, because Shayla would be doing that.
So he allowed himself three cranberry juice and vodkas, while Mike had wine.
Day-drinking, FTW.
Excitement filled Tony and inflated his cock more than a little as he thought about what he wanted to do to Shayla when they got home. Blowjob first, because fuck yeah, that’s why.
He smiled to himself and sipped his drink. He kind of hoped Jenny was going to come get Mike. That meant he could nail Shayla in the parking garage before they even left the airport.
Or maybe have her pull off at one of the Skyway rest areas and get a blowjob from her there.
Tony somehow suppressed his evil giggle.
I am an excitable boy today.
Fuck, he was a horny man now that he was so close to home he could practically feel Shayla’s sweet mouth around his cock.
Maybe this even worked out better. Sure, going out tomorrow to buy a car would be a pain in the ass, but this way they could get home sooner so he could bend his wife over and spank her, fuck her, spank her some more…
He sighed. And then collapse in bed, naked, and zonk out.
Work knew not to call or text him before Monday morning unless something was literally on fire, or the whole system went down and they’d tried everything possible to get it up and running first.
That disturbing him before then for anything less than those criteria would not result in a pleasant experience for the disturber.
I really need a new job.
Then again, he had seniority, a decent 401k plan, good health insurance, and trying to find another job that not only paid as well as he was currently making and had all those benefits—in the Sarasota-Bradenton area—would likely be nearly impossible. He was well-compensated for his work, that wasn’t in dispute.
To be fair, it normally wasn’t this shitty, either.
Even his own boss admitted Tony had gone above and beyond, and the VPs and higher in the corporate food-chain were impressed by his performance now that they knew everything he’d had to overcome to get the project finished.
Darren had also told Tony that, in addition to Tony’s upcoming vacation, he would work with him on coming in late and leaving early for a while, if he wanted, to make up for all the extra and basically unpaid hours he’d put in while in Denver.
Tony would be at work on Monday, work through the week, and then take two weeks off the following week. It’d been tempting to start his vacation immediately, except he had some loose ends to tie up first in the wake of his absence, and he wanted to be available in case Denver had any issues.
With the way his luck had been running, he’d head out on vacation just to spend most of it on the phone in conference bridges while trying to remotely diagnose system problems.
No, thank you.
They were on final approach to Tampa and Tony was still happily buzzed from the three drinks. Plus now his stomach was growling, since they hadn’t eaten lunch before the flight. His foot started tapping as his impatience and excitement grew. He could imagine the smile on Shayla’s face when they emerged from the monorail chute into the main terminal.
How he was going to grab her and lay the biggest kiss on her he ever had. Fuck whoever was watching.
He hoped she was wearing a cute little sundress so he could grab her ass while he kissed her.
He closed his eyes and smiled.
Next to him, on the aisle, Mike had stowed his Kindle in his carryon tucked under the seat in front of him. “I don’t know about you,” Mike said, “but I’m stampeding as soon as that fucking door’s open.”
Tony held a fist out to bump with him.
They landed on-time—relatively speaking—and as they started taxiing to the gate, both Tony and Mike unbuckled their seat belts and grabbed their carryons from under the seats. They both had bags in the overhead bins, but they were seated toward the rear of first-class, so they were close to the exit.
Tactical advantage, yo.
Tony didn’t even bother switching his phones on. Why bother? He’d have a flurry of e-mails he didn’t need to pay attention to yet on his work phone, and he knew he’d have a text from Shayla telling him she was waiting for him in the terminal.
He noticed Mike didn’t bother turning his phone on, either.
As soon as the plane bumped to a stop, they stood, and Mike grabbed their bags from the bin. They pushed into the aisle and waited for the door to be opened, and were the fifth and sixth people off the plane.
Both of them practically ran down the jetway to the terminal, and they dodged around people as they followed signs to the exit to get to the monorail for the ride to the main terminal.
As they waited for the next monorail to arrive, Mike wore as wide a grin as Tony did. “When we get there,” Mike said, “how about I head straight on to baggage claim and stake us out a spot while you and Shayla say hello?”
Tony laughed. “Dude, you are the best friend ever.”
Mike shrugged. “Just thinking practically. I doubt Jenny drove up when Shayla said she was bringing us home. Maybe I should check my phone though.”
Mike waited until after they’d stepped onto the monorail to pull his personal phone out of his pocket and switch it on.
Tony left his in his pockets. He didn’t give a shit about work, and all he wanted to do was see his wife.
The monorail ride felt like it lasted forever, even though it was less than a minute. Both of them were ready when it stopped and the doors began sliding open, the men practically pushing through them and heading for the exit.
Tony was already looking for Shayla and raced ahead of Mike, who was looking at his phone.
Excitement quickly started fading, however, when he didn’t immediately spot Shayla.
“Where is she?” he said, looking around, sure he was just missing her. Maybe she’d gone to the bathroom. Maybe she—
“Tony, turn on your phone.”
He didn’t like the tone of Mike’s voice. Not like it was horrible, just resigned.
Tony turned. “What?”
“Phone.” He gestured with his. “Jenny said Shayla might be running late. Flat tire.”
Groaning, Tony pulled his phone out. “Motherfucker,” he muttered, impatiently waiting for it to turn on. Meanwhile, they stepped out of the way as, all around them, people were reuniting with their loved ones.
He didn’t have a text from her.
He had two.
“Shit.” He scrolled to the first one that had arrived after he’d turned off his phone.
 
I’m sorry, Sir, I might be a few minutes late. When I went to leave had a flat tire. Couldn’t change it myself, had to wait for AAA. Love you!
 
And another.
 
Skyway closed. Accident. ETA unknown. ;(
 
Tony sighed and showed Mike.
“Motherfucker,” he said.
“Yeah. Let’s head to baggage claim.” While on the escalator heading downstairs, Tony called Shayla.
She answered, sounding like she was near tears. “Welcome home, Sir.”
He took a deep breath and made sure to gentle his voice. “How you doing, pet? Where are you?”
She sniffled. “I’m stuck on I-4 between the State Fairgrounds and Ybor City. I turned around and headed up I-75, but now there’s an accident at the interchange by downtown, and traffic’s backed up. According to Waze, traffic between here and the airport is at a standstill. It’s estimating it’ll take me over an hour to get there from here.”
Tony silently groaned. “Can you get off the Interstate and come a back way?”
“I don’t know where to go! I don’t know Tampa!”
She was definitely crying now.
“Shh, pet, it’s okay, sweetheart.” He followed Mike, who he assumed had read the signs about which baggage belt they were supposed to go to.
“I’m sorry, Sir.”
“Honey, this isn’t your fault.”
“I know, but I wanted to be there to meet your plane, and the donut sucks, and I thought I could take I-4, and…” She devolved into tears.
He took another deep breath. “Pet, I need you to calm down, sweetheart. I don’t want you getting in an accident. Hang up, take the next exit, pull over at the first gas station, or a shopping center parking lot, or somewhere safe, and then call me back. Okay? Right now. That’s an order.”
“Yes, Sir.”
“Love you.”
“Love you, Sir.” She ended the call.
Mike was watching him. “Do I even want to know?” he drawled.
Tony started telling him. Despite trying to keep a straight face, when Mike started laughing, Tony did, too, until the two of them were nearly howling as they stood there waiting for the luggage belt to start up.
“Jesusfuck,” Mike said. “Maybe I should just take an Uber home and expense it back to Asher. I think you’re the one that’s jinxed, not me.”
Tony nodded, still laughing. “God, I’m a horrible husband. Don’t you dare tell her I laughed. She’s really upset.”
Mike grinned. “Between that and the butt-plug story, you’re going to be infamous.”
An older woman standing close by shot them a disgusted look.
Both men burst out laughing again.
 
* * * *
 
Shayla exited I-4 and found a McDonald’s to pull into. After shifting into park, she took a deep breath and called Tony back.
“You safe, pet?”
“Yes, Sir. I’m at a McDonald’s.”
“Okay. Put the phone in speaker mode and then use Waze to find another route to the airport.”
“Yes, Sir.” She did, feeling overwhelmed when she saw the map of the area.
She’d forgotten how relatively small Sarasota was in relation to the Tampa Bay area.
“Find an alternate route, honey. Take your time. Find 60. It might be called Adamo Drive where you are. That goes all the way over to Westshore, I remember that much.”
She found it and pulled it up as a route. “It looks pretty clear.”
“Okay, baby. Take that route. We’ll get our bags and go back upstairs to a restaurant to grab a snack and wait. When you get here, pull into the cellphone lot and call me, and we’ll head down to arrivals and you can pick us up there instead of having to park.”
“Yes, Sir.”
“Love you, pet. You’re doing fine, baby. It’s okay.”
It took her almost forty-five minutes, but she finally found her way to the airport and the cellphone lot. “I’m here, Sir.”
“Good job, sweetheart. I think I’m actually sober now, so I can drive us home.”
“Wait, what?”
“Mike and I drank on the plane.”
Shit. “No, I’ll drive, Sir.”
They agreed where to meet and she gave them a five-minute head-start by taking a moment to run into the bathroom there in the parking lot.
Then she followed the signs and slowly picked her way through airport construction to make it to the arrivals side, where she spotted the two men standing with their luggage.
She nearly sobbed in relief. She pulled up, threw it into park, hit the lock switch to open the passenger door and back hatch, and jumped out to go hug Tony, slamming the door behind her.
“Love you, sweetheart.”
“Love you, too.”
“Hey, Shayla,” Mike said.
“Hi.” She didn’t want to be rude an ignore him, but…yeah.
She closed her eyes, aware Mike was heading to the SUV to load his luggage.
“Um, Tony? What’s the trick to opening this thing,” he called out.
“Just open it. Pet, honey, we need to get moving before we get in trouble.”
She kissed him once more and stepped out of his way, circling around the back of the SUV to get the hatch, where Mike still hadn’t figured out how to open it.
She tried it. “I know I hit the switch. Let me go unlock it.”
Tony dragged his suitcases around to the back hatch while she returned to the driver’s door and tugged on the handle…
Fear settled inside her as she walked back to the rear hatch. “Um, Sir?”
“Pet, unlock the car. We can talk inside.”
She swallowed hard. “Do you have your keys with you?”
“My house keys. Why?”
She couldn’t help it. She burst into tears right there.
“Pet, what’s wrong?”
When the airport police officer walked up to find out what was going on, she didn’t blame him for bursting into laughter at her plaintive wails while Tony explained she’d accidentally locked her keys in the vehicle.
The running vehicle.
Which was now blocking traffic.
At one of the busiest airports in America.
 




Chapter Six
 
Tony gave thanks that the TIA police were apparently used to drivers accidentally locking their keys in their vehicles in the pick-up and drop-off areas. It only took them five minutes for an officer to appear with a slim-jim to open the door for them.
Shayla was too distraught to drive, and while Tony felt okay to drive, he wasn’t sure he should yet. So he got them out to the cell phone parking lot, parked, and sent Shayla into the restroom to wash her face and blow her nose.
She no sooner walked into the bathroom, and Tony had moved from the driver’s seat to the passenger seat, than the two men burst out laughing again.
“I’m sorry,” Mike said from the backseat, “but the look on her face when she realized she’d locked the keys inside it…” He howled. “You can’t seriously expect me not to tell this story to our friends.”
Tony hoped he could stop laughing before she emerged from the bathroom. “I’m beginning to think maybe we shouldn’t go anywhere on vacation. Two weeks safely locked in our bedroom and ordering groceries from Amazon sounds like a damned good idea.”
“You guys are freaking cursed,” he said. “The anniversary, her car, and now all of this?” He grinned. “Dude, you do not get to accuse me of jinxing us.”
Tony sighed. “Yeah, you’re right. Shh, here she comes.”
Bless her heart, she was so upset, and he didn’t blame her.
Now that he was home, he could see how hysterical this was. He suspected she would, too, with a little time and perspective.
And after a few orgasms.
Okay, maybe after a lot of orgasms.
She slid behind the wheel and adjusted the seat and mirrors and steering wheel.
“Are you all right, sweetheart?” he asked, struggling to keep a straight face.
She nodded, and the sorrow in her eyes helped him rein in his amusement and not start grinning. “I’m sorry for the clusterfuck, Sir.”
He reached over and squeezed her hand. “Honey, the tire wasn’t your fault, and the traffic wasn’t your fault.”
“Locking your keys inside was your fault, though,” Mike teased.
Goddammit. Tony couldn’t help laughing again, even though Shayla started crying.
He leaned in and held her. “Sweetheart, I’m sorry, but this is funny.”
“I know!” she wailed, making Tony and Mike laugh that much harder.
It took him a few minutes to get her calmed down again, and he was able to give her a proper hello kiss. “Are you going to be okay to drive?”
She nodded, wiping her tears away. “Yes, Sir,” she muttered, sniffling. “This isn’t how I pictured today going.”
“Well, me, neither,” he said, “but we’re together, we’re going to get Mike home, and then we’ll go home and snuggle.”
Her breath hitched. “I hope whoever has our voodoo dolls is having fun, because this fucking sucks.”
“Deep breaths, pet.” He kissed her once more, then settled back in his seat and buckled his seat belt. “Check your traffic on Waze, and then let’s head home.”
She did, found the southbound Skyway was open and fine, and off they went.
They delivered Mike without incident and made the short trip from there to home in less than twenty minutes. It was nearly dark by the time Shayla pulled into their driveway and parked where she usually parked, and then shut the engine off.
They both breathed a sigh of relief.
And then Tony laughed.
Shayla giggled, which quickly grew into howling laughter of her own as they laughed together to the point of tears.
“Keys out, sweetheart. I’ll take the car keys. You get your house keys out.”
She did, smiling.
“Good girl,” he said. “You unlock the house, I’ll get my luggage.”
 
* * * *
 
If I didn’t have bad luck…
Shayla got the house unlocked and disarmed the alarm without incident, injury, or a cat escaping.
Once Tony dragged all his luggage inside and had locked the front door behind them, he leaned against it. “Greeting, pet.”
Shayla immediately sank to her knees and knelt, touching her head first to the top of his left sneaker, his right, then the back of his left hand, his right, finishing by nuzzling her face against the front of his jeans.
Where she now felt the hard outline of his cock pressing against the zipper.
“Good girl.” He pulled his shirttail free and started unbuttoning his shirt. “Normally I’d tackle you into bed, but I want a shower first, and some food, and I’m not entirely sure I might not fall asleep on you.”
She swallowed back her disappointment. “That’s all right, Sir.”
“No, it’s not, but you’re a very good girl to say that.” His tired smile tore at her heart. He looked even more exhausted than he had when she last saw him the weekend of his ex-wife’s funeral.
He held out his hands, wiggling his fingers at her for her to take them. He helped her to her feet and led her to their bedroom.
There, they helped each other undress and after they stepped into the shower, he drew her into his arms as they stood under the water and he kissed her.
She stood there, her head resting against his shoulder, eyes closed as she turned everything over to Him.
“You’ve been such a good girl for me while I’ve been gone,” he softly said. “I’m so proud of you.”
With his arms around her, securely cradling her against him, she took a deep breath and let it out. “Thank you, Sir. I missed you so much.”
He nuzzled the top of her head. “I missed you, too, baby. Tomorrow morning, after we finally get moving, I’ll take you out to breakfast, we’ll get the tire fixed, and then we’ll go buy a new car. How’s that sound?”
She nodded. “Yes, Sir.”
“What’s wrong?”
“I’d hoped to spend all day in bed tomorrow.”
“I know. Me, too. I’d hoped to maybe go to the munch, but between everyone telling me they aren’t going to wear a butt-plug for me, either, thanking for telling them they have a gorgeous ass, and my streak of bad luck, I’m thinking I don’t want to push that luck any farther than necessary. Especially once Mike tells everyone about our return trip home and you locking your keys in the car.”
She snorted. “I can’t believe you texted that to Ross of all people.”
He sighed. “Yeah, I know. That fucking sadist will never let me forget it.” He tipped her head back so he could slant his lips over hers.
Everything fell away except for him and his kiss, the warmth of his body pressing along the length of hers…
His hard cock rubbing against her.
She slid to her knees, smiling up at him as she swallowed his cock to the root.
“Damn, baby!” he gasped, cradling her head in his hands as she went down on him. She loved sucking his cock, and it didn’t matter if he was too tired to reciprocate—he was home.
They were finally together again.
She took her time, tracing around the head with her tongue and playing with the slit, which rewarded her with salty pre-cum. Cupping his balls in one hand, she encircled the base of his cock with the other and slowly stroked him as she played with him. He slowly rocked his hips in time with her, gradually increasing the pressure on her head, urging her deeper, faster, building up a load for her.
She’d gladly spend hours on her knees for him doing this, because she loved him, loved turning herself over to him.
Loved everything about what they had together.
“That’s it, baby,” he encouraged. “Make me come.”
Bobbing her head, she sucked and licked his cock, his erection growing harder and hotter against her tongue, slick, velvety iron as more pre-cum rolled down her tongue.
He took over, fingers digging into her scalp as he started fucking her mouth, making her happily moan as his cock slid deep into her throat with every stroke.
He was back, and safe, and she had him all to herself for a little while. She let the day’s aggravations fade out of her mind and her focus sharpen, narrow until he completely filled it, the steam swirling around them as his scent filled her lungs and his cock filled her mouth.
“Get ready, baby,” he hoarsely said before his balls tightened in her palm and ropes of hot, tangy cum exploded across her tongue and into her mouth. She eagerly swallowed, licked, sucked, getting every drop of cum from his balls and gentling her motions when she knew he’d finished, until falling still with his softening cock pressed against her tongue.
Shayla closed her eyes, her forehead pressed against his abs as he stroked her hair.
“Such a good girl,” he whispered. “God, I fucking missed you.”
He pulled her to her feet and held her again for a few minutes without talking. She’d almost wondered if he’d fallen asleep on his feet when he finally spoke.
“Call in pizza,” he mumbled. “Delivery. Fuck leaving the house.”
She smiled. “Yes, Sir. That sounds damn good to me.”
She finished her shower first and climbed out to do it, Tony joining her, naked, in the living room a moment later, her cuffs and collar in his hand and a tired smile on his face.
“I’ll grab shorts for when the pizza arrives. You can stay wrapped up on the couch in a blanket.” He buckled them onto her. “Let me know when it’s close.” He headed through the kitchen and to the playroom, making Shayla smile.
Maybe I’ll get lucky after all.
He hadn’t returned yet by the time she received the order confirmation. “Thirty minutes, Sir,” she called out.
“Excellent,” he called back. “Do we have any beer or cider?”
“Yes, Sir. Cider.”
“I’ll take one to start. Set it on the coffee table for me, please. One for you, too, if you want. I’ll be right there.”
She retrieved the bottles from the fridge, opened them, and set his on a coaster while she curled up on the couch.
He returned a moment later with a blindfold, ball gag, and several implements in hand.
And their Hitachi.
He set up everything and picked up his bottle, took a long swig from it, and then belched before setting it back down. “Be right back.” This time, he headed for their bedroom, both cats trailing in his wake and maowing loudly in protest that they hadn’t been sufficiently spoiled yet.
He returned wearing shorts. In his hands he carried a towel, condom, lube, glove…
And a butt-plug.
He set them all on the coffee table. “I’m not the one who will be wearing it,” he said, waggling his eyebrows at her and making her giggle. “And you do have a gorgeous ass, baby.”
“Yes, Sir,” she said. “Thank you, Sir.”
He sat down on the couch and patted his lap. “Come on.”
She eagerly climbed over him, and he wasted no time. He pulled on the glove, lubed a finger, and started working it into her ass and making her moan. She’d never thought she’d love anal this much before, but as with everything else they’d done, Tony had rewired her brain to love it.
Didn’t hurt that he made it feel so good, either.
“That’s my good girl, I know, it’s been a while. Sir’s poor girl’s been so neglected.” Pleasure rolled through her even as she breathed through the slightly pinchy burn of him stretching her ass.
He quickly worked her up to three fingers and then seated the butt plug in place, her body eagerly sucking it in once he slid the widest part through her rim. He stripped off the glove inside out and dropped it onto the floor, grabbed the Hitachi, and pressed it between her legs.
“First one’s a freebie, baby. Go.” He switched the vibrator on and pinned her by the back of the neck with his left hand.
She came unglued, the orgasm hitting her almost immediately. It always made her horny when he did this, and he damn well knew it. Her pussy clenched with every wave of pleasure rolling through her, and she wished he was filling her with his fingers, or his cock, or even another toy while she was coming.
Once he knew she’d finished coming, he switched off the vibrator, handed her the towel to sit on, and helped her stand up. “Get comfy,” he said. “I’ll be right back.”
He grabbed the glove and carried it into the guest bathroom to dispose of and wash his hands while she curled up on the couch, already more than a little subspacey again.
She pulled the fleece throw they kept on the couch around her and was about to say something to him when the doorbell rang.
“Ah, perfect timing,” Tony called out. He reappeared and answered the door, signed the check, and turned, the pizza boxes in his hand. “Two, pet?”
She nodded. “Leftovers.”
“That’s my smarty pet. Thinking, thinking, always thinking. Stay there.” He detoured through the kitchen for paper plates and paper towels and then carried it all out to the coffee table.
Once they both ate their fill, Tony kissed her. “Stay. I got this.”
“I’m supposed to take care of you.”
He grinned. “Well, you already took care of me once, and you might be lucky enough to get a second time out of me. But you let me do this for you right now.”
Following orders, she stayed there and watched TV while he put the leftovers away. When he returned he stripped off his shorts, sat down, and patted his lap again. “Phase two,” he said. “Ready?”
She nodded, climbing into position. “Ready, Sir.”
First he fastened the ball gag and blindfold around her head. He started her off with a bare-handed spanking that left her mind soaring in subspace and her stuffed ass tingling with sweet heat. He took great pains to make sure he played with the butt plug, chuckling over her needy moans she made in reply.
“That’s right, baby. I’m back, and this ass belongs to me.” He reached between her legs to slide two fingers into her slick cunt. “And this pussy belongs to me, too.” He slowly finger-fucked her, obviously enjoying her predicament, because he built her up just to stop and not let her over.
His fingers withdrew from her pussy and he teased her clit for a moment. “Poor, poor needy pet,” he softly said. “Sir’s going to spend a lot of time making all this up to you, I promise.”
Just as she thought he might be about to get her over again, his fingers disappeared, replaced by hard slaps to her ass cheeks that short-circuited her mind and had her squirming and desperate for more.
He repeated this several times, finally taking pity on her. “Does my pet want to come?”
“Yes, Sir!”
“If I let you come now, I’m still going to spank you some more. You understand that, right?”
“I hope tho, Thir!” she mumbled around the gag.
He chuckled. “Good thing I know what you meant.” His fingers circled her clit, teasing, finally working her up to the edge. “Get it if you can, baby.”
Her body unhinged for him. As the climax washed through her, he slid his fingers into her cunt and finger-fucked her again, hard, fast, driving her over the edge once more and leaving her breathless and trembling when his hand finally stilled.
“Excellent,” he said. “Round two. Or is this three?” He laughed. “Guess it doesn’t matter.” She felt him pick up an implement. “Let’s do this, baby.”
She didn’t care what implements he used on her next, only that as every impact made contact with her flesh, whether a paddle or strap or riding crop, she knew that tomorrow morning she’d be able to look at herself in the mirror and smile over the fresh marks covering her flesh.
His ownership of her in shades of black and blue and purple.
The only thing he stopped for was to use the Hitachi on her, making her lose track of how many times she came between him using implements on her.
Finally, he eased out from under her. “On your back, pet.” She complied, and he shoved her legs up and back to plunge his cock deep inside her pussy. Combined with the butt-plug stuffed in her ass, and her already sensitive, swollen, throbbing clit, she immediately felt another small orgasm flitter through her scrambled nervous system.
“Did my pet just come again?” He sounded amused.
She nodded, unable to do much other than moan around her ball gag.
He paused, removed the blindfold, but left the ball gag in place. He smiled down at her with his handsome green eyes, a dark and playful gaze she’d missed so goddamned much.
“One well-cummed and stuffed pet, coming up,” he teased, smiling. He hadn’t shaved in several days, scruffy stubble shadowing his cheeks in addition to his mustache and goatee, his hair disheveled—he was overdue a haircut, too.
He pinned her hands over her head as he fucked her, every stroke deep and hard and driving her over the edge one last time. Her body clamped down on the toy in her ass and his cock and she moaned around the ball gag.
“That’s it, pet. Such a good….girl…for…me.” He finished buried deep inside her, panting, leaning in to trace her lips with his tongue where they were parted by the ball gag. “So helpless, and sweet,” he whispered, smiling down at her. “My very good girl. Was that a good start?”
She nodded, not even bothering to slurp back drool because she knew it made him hot anyway. “Yeth, Thir,” she mumbled around the gag.
He giggled and sat up so he could unbuckle it. “I cannot believe you locked your keys in the car at the airport.”
She laughed. “Did I earn extra punishment for that?”
He helped her sit up and nuzzled noses with her. “No, if I was going to punish you for anything, it would’ve been for flying out to Denver without telling me, but I can’t even punish you for that. Not in good conscience.”
She draped her arms around him. “Happy belated anniversary, Sir.”
He kissed her. “Happy belated anniversary, pet.”
They cleaned up, he let her remove the butt plug, and they headed to bed, the cats insisting on sleeping on the end of the bed.
As she snuggled in his arms with him spooned around her back, she sighed, contented. “Love you, Sir.”
“Love you, too, pet,” he mumbled, sounding like he was already half asleep.
She decided to join him.




Chapter Seven
 
“Oh, motherfucker,” Tony grumbled the next morning as they stared at the CRV.
The donut was flat.
Shayla snickered, feeling sorry for her husband but also damned glad he was home and now in charge so he could deal with it. “Well, how do you want to handle this, Sir.”
He sighed. “I promised you breakfast this morning.” He pulled out his cellphone and scrolled through his contacts. “I know I’m going to regret this.” He punched the button and she watched as he waited for the call to connect.
It sounded like a man, and whoever it was had a smart-assed greeting for him.
“Ha, ha, ha,” Tony said. “Like I’d want to put a butt-plug in your ass, dude. Listen, I need help…”
Whoever it was, Tony had to pause for a moment for them to stop laughing after relaying the short version of the tale to them.
“Ross, if I wanted my balls busted, I’d call Tilly or Abbey.”
Ah, question answered.
“No is fine,” Tony said, “but come on, please, I have a ton of stuff to do today, and I owe Shayla breakfast—thank you. I appreciate it, and yes, I owe you.” Tony ended the call.
“Well?”
He smiled. “They’re going to bring us Loren’s car to use this morning. We’ll go have breakfast, get the regular tire fixed or buy a new one, go buy a car, drop her car off, and then I’ll come home and change the tire.”
“That sounds like a busy morning.”
He pulled her into his arms. “Since I have a pet to fuck and spank again somewhere in there, it is.” He kissed her, then lightly swatted her on the ass. “Run inside, please, and get me a pair of work gloves from the garage. They’re on their way. They’ll be here in about ten minutes.”
“Yes, Sir.”
Twenty minutes later, they were on their way, in Loren’s car, Tony driving and the echoes of their friends’ laughter still ringing in their ears.
“I bet Lynn uses this in a book somewhere,” Shayla said.
“Gee, pet, ya think?” But he grinned and reached for her hand, squeezing it and holding on. “I swear we’ll laugh about this someday.”
“But today is not that day,” she joked.
“No, I’m pretty sure I’m already laughing about this.” At the next light he brought her hand to his lips and kissed it, smiling at her. “Did I tell you today how much I love you?”
Sweet pleasure rolled through her. He’d shaved this morning and looked less exhausted than he had last night. “I love you, too, Sir.”
 
* * * *
 
“Well? What do you think, pet?” Tony asked Shayla after they’d both test-driven it.
The Honda Pilot, in Obsidian Blue, was a different shade of blue than his CRV, and was less than a year old, with only ten thousand miles on it. But it came with a like-new warranty and with a deep discount.
“It’s pretty. But you’ll normally be driving it, Sir.”
He sighed. “Why won’t you let me buy you a new car?”
“Technically they’re both our cars,” she said. “We’re buying us a new car.” She hooked an arm through his and looked up at him with those sweet hazel eyes of hers. “I like driving your car, Sir.”
“Let’s do this,” he said to his friend. Tony draped his arm around Shayla for the walk inside to the office to start the paperwork.
Two hours later, they were done, and the dealership had handled the registration transfer for them so they could use the tag from Shayla’s car.
Tony also got full insurance on it, including the extra gap-coverage, just in case. They had great credit, so it was worth the few extra bucks a month for peace of mind.
Considering their shitty-assed luck lately, it was more than worth the expense.
Before they left the dealership, Tony moved the new tire out of Loren’s trunk and into the back of the Pilot. They still needed to drop off Loren’s car, go home, Tony had to change the tire on the CRV, and then take that out to get the donut fixed.
By the time all was said and done, it was nearly six o’clock when they returned home, plus Tony had gone ahead and ordered a new wheel for the CRV while they were at the dealership, and had ordered a tire for it while getting the donut fixed, so they’d have a full-sized spare for it in addition to the donut.
If Shayla was going to be driving it, he wanted her to be safe. They could stash the donut in the garage.
Once they were locked inside the house, they stripped and he buckled her collar and cuffs on her so she could heat them up leftover pizza. He sprawled on the couch and channel-surfed while waiting for dinner.
Home.
It felt weird not stressing over work, for a change. He’d finally turned on his work phone that morning and put it on its charger, but there was nothing for him to worry about right now. He’d be unburying himself from e-mails for most of next week, but he didn’t fucking care.
He wanted Shay to have his undivided attention tonight.
She brought their pizza over to the coffee table, and it felt better than fantastic to have her pressed against his side.
He leaned in and nibbled the side of her neck, leaving a little smear of sauce behind that he licked up. “Missed you so much, pet.”
She blushed as she smiled at him. “Missed you, too, Sir.” She tipped her head onto his shoulder. “I’m so glad you’re home. This was a good day.”
“Sure I can’t talk you into taking the Pilot to work?”
She sighed. “I know I’m weird, but I like your car.”
“The Pilot’s fully insured, pet.” He grinned at her dark scowl.
“Not funny, Sir,” she grumbled, but in that way that let him know she wasn’t really aggravated with him.
“So. Where are we going on vacation?”
Another grumble from her. “I haven’t decided yet, Sir. Shit went sideways on me last week.”
“Yeah, it sort of did, didn’t it? Would you like me to decide for us?”
“Do we even need a decision?” she asked. “Can’t we just…drive? I mean look what happened to our best-laid plans?”
He thought about it. “You do have a point. You wouldn’t mind just taking off?”
“No, I wouldn’t mind. I’m actually scared to plan. I’m going to assume it’ll get fucked before we even hit the state line.”
The more he thought about it… “You know, I really do like that idea,” he finally said. “Let’s just pack a suitcase and go.”
“I have only one request,” she said.
“And that is?” He took a sip of his hard cider.
“We don’t go anyfuckingwhere near goddamned Denver!”
He started laughing and choked on his hard cider, blowing half of it out his nose and making his eyes water at the pain.
Shayla almost managed not to laugh.
Almost.
He’d give her full credit for that.
But as she put down her plate and dove for the roll of paper towels she’d brought out for them…yeah. She was laughing.
And so was he, between blinking back tears from the hard-cider hosing his nose had just endured from the inside out and choking on the cider that had managed to get down his throat.
“Just swallow, Sir,” she teased, her eyes sparkling, and that made him laugh even harder.
He had to stagger into the hall bathroom to rinse his nose out and wash his face, and she followed, smiling at him in the bathroom mirror.
“That is worth whatever spanking you want to give me, Sir,” she said, her smile widening.
He finally managed to quit choking and coughing—and got his nose to stop stinging from the cider—and dried his face off with a towel. He turned and pulled her into his arms, holding her. “Fuck, I missed you, baby,” he said. “I was so goddamned lonely.”
She tightly held on to him. “Missed you, too.”
They stood there for another moment before he turned her around and delivered a stinging swat to her ass. “Let’s finish eating and head to bed and see what kind of maiming we can inflict on each other before we fall asleep.”
She giggled. “Yes, Sir.”
 
* * * *
 
Yep, totes worth it. Shayla couldn’t wait for the next time she got together with Loren, Leah, Abbey, Cali, and the others to tell them this whole story. Loren only got part of it, and knew about the anniversary debacle. But they hadn’t taken the time to tell Ross and Loren the entire story earlier.
After they finished dinner, they headed to the bedroom. They both had work tomorrow, so it wasn’t like they could stay up late tonight.
Shay was more than happy for Tony to playfully shove her back onto the bed and crawl between her thighs to go down on her.
Tonight he took his time, slowly building her up with long, languid strokes of his tongue along her clit, lazily circling the bud, teasing it, before another slow swipe of his tongue.
He knew every inch of her pussy, had it memorized, had enjoyed every second, apparently, of that education because he took her pleasure very seriously.
Shayla felt sorry for the subs who hooked up with wannabe so-called “dominants” who didn’t give a shit about their sub’s pleasure or needs. Those were just selfish assholes.
There was nothing but love and passion in her husband’s eyes as his green gaze pierced through her when he stared up her body. He liked it when she watched him, liked her seeing how much he enjoyed this, just like he loved to watch her going down on him.
They’d had a connection from the very beginning, deeper than anything she’d ever felt before, strong and unwavering.
Some people were just meant to be together, and Shayla believed to the very depths of her being that they belonged together.
She reached down and played with his hair as he ate her out. She loved the feel of his mustache and goatee, softly scratchy against her inner thighs.
He slipped two fingers into her cunt, which was now slick with her juices. He reached up with his other hand and pinched her nipples, back and forth, rolling and tugging them in his fingers and driving her closer to the edge. Finally, he turned his fingers inside her pussy, hooking them up and finding her G-spot, gently pressing on it.
She exploded, went from not-quite there to over the edge in less than a second. Her toes curled as he kept her coming, sucked on her clit, watched her with a triumph in his gaze that only made her come harder.
Her Master.
He owned her, and she’d never been happier in her life than after they finally got their act together and admitted their feelings for each other.
When she finally finished coming, he sat up, notched the head of his cock against the entrance to her cunt, and easily shoved in.
Tony was hard, and she knew it was both from what he was doing to her, how much he loved watching and listening to her come, as well as the friction of his cock rubbing against the sheets under him while he did it to her.
He leaned in close, staring down into her eyes as he fucked her. “One more, baby?”
She held on. “I’m done, Sir.” She pulled him down for a kiss, loved tasting herself on him as he let go and groaned his release into their kiss, filling her top and bottom before falling still. Their kisses gentled, nips and licks and sweet nose nuzzles before he let out a sigh.
“I do not want to go to work tomorrow,” he said.
“Well, cheer up, Sir. There’s one good thing.”
“What’s that, pet?”
She smiled. “You have a snazzy new ride to do it in.”
He chuckled. “Yes, pet, I do have a snazzy new ride.”
 




Chapter Eight
 
Tuesday morning when Tony arrived at work, he found something on his desk—a cobalt blue glass disk approximately three inches across, hanging from a blue cord. In the center of the blue disk was a white circle, with a light blue one inside that, and a dark blue dot within that at the very center.
He recognized it from seeing them all over in Tarpon Springs and elsewhere, and knew immediately where it’d come from.
He walked out of his office and into the bullpen where the monitor stations were, holding it up as he approached Mike, where he sat at his desk. “Do I thank you for the nazar?” he asked, the evil eye ward hanging from his finger.
Mike grinned and sat back. “Hey, can’t hurt, can it? Maybe you should hang it in your new car.”
Loren had wasted no time telling Jenny the latest bad-luck story, and Mike had giggled at the retelling yesterday when he’d asked Tony for the deets.
Tony sighed and rolled his eyes. “Thanks. I think.” He carried it back into his office and hung it from a push pin on his bulletin board.
He wasn’t superstitious. At all.
But it definitely felt like his mojo was out of whack, and had been especially ever since learning about his ex-wife’s suicide while he was in Denver.
One good thing?
Their crew in Denver was settling into their new jobs. That data center was only being used as a backup, not their primary one right now, until they had run it a few weeks and had a solid burn-in time to reassure Tony it was ready for full production loads.
Besides, the call center portion of the Denver facility wasn’t finished yet.
Darren stopped in his doorway. “So, hey, how are you?”
Tony sat back in his chair, now feeling wary from Darren’s weaselly tone. “I’m not giving up my vacation.”
“No, no no no,” Darren quickly said, stepping inside and closing the door behind him. “I need to talk to you for a minute.”
Tony glared at him.
Darren actually swallowed hard. “I need you to go with me to a VP meeting.”
“Why?”
“Because they want to hear from you what happened out in Denver.”
“Why do you look like you think I’m going to choke you for this?”
“Because it’s going to probably take a couple of hours.”
Tony internally grumbled. “That doesn’t sound bad. I mean, it’s going to put me behind—”
“It starts at seven tonight, because two of the VPs are flying in from being out of town.”
Aaaannnnd there it is.
Tony glared at him. “I have to stay here until at least nine tonight after all the shi-stuff I went through?”
“I know. Sorry. I’m really sorry, Tony.”
“You’re fricking buying me dinner. I want takeout from Outback. Steak, rare, all the fixings. Bleu cheese dressing on my salad.” He sat forward and shook his mouse to wake up his computer.
“Oh, sure.” He laughed. “I mean, hey, least I can do.”
“You do realize they’re going to get a piece of my mind tonight, right? Had that idiot not red-lined my budget—without telling me at the time—we would’ve had the resources and manpower to have that data center fully online and staffed over two months ago.”
“I know, I know. It’s not your fault, no one’s blaming you—”
“That idiot tried to blame me.” Tony didn’t even want to say the guy’s name.
“That’s because he didn’t know you, and he was a freaking idiot. Tony, seriously, you saved our asses. Don’t think I don’t know that. I’ve been making sure everyone knows that.”
He nodded. “Thanks. Let me get back to work.”
“Oh, and there’s one other thing.”
Tony silently grumbled. “What?”
“They want us to cut two people from your team.”
Tony blinked and turned to him. “Say again?”
“I mean, don’t you have two part-timers or something?”
“We are understaffed, Darren. You know that. We have listings out to hire more people. I need at least three more people to have a complete crew, and that’s running bare minimum to avoid overtime every week! Which I get bitched at if I run, but news flash—no data center, no insurance company, no call center, no online services, no new underwriting or policies, no billing—nothing!”
Darren sighed. “I know. If you talk to them tonight, you can probably explain that a lot better than I can.”
“If they want to cut someone, cut a VP or two. That’ll probably pay for two or three sys admins with enough to spare to hire some Windows people or DB admins, because they’re severely understaffed, too!”
“That’s the other reason I need you there tonight. To tell them all that. Please?”
Tony closed his eyes and imagined Darren on his knees, in a gimp suit, gagged, and getting the crap beat out of him by Tilly.
Wasn’t the first time he’d had that fantasy to prevent him from committing career suicide, either.
He finally opened his eyes and sent another death-glare to Darren. “You need me to be the bad guy, is what you’re saying?”
Darren nodded. “They listen to you. Every time you’ve gone up against them, they end up backing you and loving everything you say. I try it, they pretty much ignore me.”
That’s because you’re a weaselly little shitstain.
But he didn’t say that.
“And you always manage to make me look really good,” Darren added. “I admit it—I need you. I’m hosed if I lose you. Please?”
Tony felt his Dom mask slip into place. “Fine. Tell HR to add five extra PTO days onto my account for this year. And that it’s my new minimum per annum PTO scale. Right now.”
“What?”
Tony sat back. “I know they can do it, and I know you’re friends with the head of HR. Tell her it’s to make up for Denver, and because it’s still four months until my annual review when you can give me a raise. When you message me it’s done, then you’ll know for sure I’ll be at that meeting and will make you look good.”
Darren looked like he was going to want to negotiate this, but Tony leveled a cold, steady gaze at him.
Darren folded like wet toilet paper. “Okay, okay. Give me a little bit. I don’t even know if she’s in today.”
Tony glanced at their internal messaging system. “Show’s she’s online right now. You’re on the clock. Go.”
Darren headed out.
Tony shook his head and pulled out his personal phone to text Shay and update her.
She wouldn’t be happy, but at least it wasn’t as big of a clusterfuck as it could be.
But not that he’d say anything here at work…it did give him an idea.
If he could make his boss look good, a man who Tony damn well knew was making at least twenty grand more than Tony was…
Why the hell shouldn’t I be making that money?
Normally, he wasn’t the kind of guy who engaged in bullshit workplace politics. He did his job, put in honest effort, and went home.
Darren, however, had been a pain in his ass for years now.
And he’d never see it coming, because he would never expect Tony to throw him under the bus.
Tony knew he’d have to do some planning during his vacation. It wouldn’t do to start putting a plan into action and then leave for two weeks and give Darren time to stab him in the back.
Better to wait and seem like all was well.
And then strike.
 
* * * *
 
Wednesday night, Shayla stopped by Publix on her way home and picked up sushi, since she’d be eating alone.
Again.
Come on, vacation.
Tony’s boss had asked him to attend another late meeting today after last night’s apparently went well. Tony wasn’t telling her everything yet, she suspected, but that wasn’t unusual when it came to work.
He kept his frustrations to himself.
When he was ready to talk it out, he would. It never bled into their relationship, so she had no reason to badger him about it.
At least she’d come up with a few ideas about their vacation. They’d head up into the Panhandle first, stop where they felt like it, and work their way to New Orleans. Then they’d head north, to St. Louis, and make a big loop, through the Great Smokey Mountains, and eventually home again. No firm agenda. And that was flexible, too. They’d take back roads, stop at small towns, explore.
She couldn’t wait.
She’d already told Cali that she could put her and Tony back on the volunteer calendar once they’d returned from their trip, which had made their friend happy. Mal and Kel were still MIA for now, which worried all of them, but it couldn’t be helped. Mal’s health needed to take priority to the club.
They could handle things.
I’m glad Tony had a vasectomy before I ever met him.
Maybe it made her selfish, but when she thought about having a child, and how much more difficult Tony’s absence would have made her life, and how it’d be hard to do everything else they did if they had children, Shayla realized she didn’t have any urge to be a mom.
Or to risk going through the utter heartache Kel and Mal had endured.
Life works in funny ways. It took care of her before she’d ever met Tony, as if it was aligning events in her life to put them in each other’s paths. Her ex running up thousands of dollars in porn bills in her name had made her call off their wedding and triggered her move to Florida in the first place.
Even in the best of times with her ex, she’d never been as happy as she was with Tony, minor blips like the “Denver period” aside, as she was thinking about it.
When he finally returned home a little before eleven, he pulled her into his arms for a long, strong hug.
“Are you okay, Sir?” she asked.
“Yeah,” he said. “Tired. Did you eat?”
“Yes, Sir.” She made him look her in the eyes. “Can you talk about it?”
He sighed. “I don’t have anything firm in mind yet…” His tone darkened. “I think I’m going to rat-fuck my boss and get him fired and take his job.”
She wasn’t sure she’d heard him right, at first. Then she was waiting for a smile or a laugh to indicate he was kidding.
There wasn’t one.
“Darren?”
He nodded. “Don’t say anything to anyone. We have too much cross-pollination now between kinky and vanilla lives with our friends.” He sighed. “But when you see something on my mind, for right now, that’s what it is.”
“Do we need to postpone our vacation?”
He snorted. “No. Like hell. We’re still leaving on Saturday.”
But later, as she lay there in bed with him and thought about how he’d said it, the revelation about work…she shivered.
That had been all Dom-tone, the darkness of the sadist at his “worst.”
Or best, maybe, depending on what she was in a mood for.
I think life’s about to get interesting for a while.
 




Chapter Nine
 
A little after seven on Saturday morning, Shayla made one final pass through the house while Tony loaded the Pilot. One large suitcase, one small one, two carryon-sized bags for their laptops, chargers, and other personal belongings, and a small cooler that right now held ice, bottled water, and a few cheese sticks for snacks.
And she had her purse.
They weren’t taking a toybag, either, because they didn’t know exactly what kind of places they’d be staying in, if they’d even have privacy to play or not. Just a couple of implements, and the Hitachi, tucked in the larger suitcase.
“We ready, pet?” he asked when he returned to the house.
“Yes, Sir.” She hugged the cats one more time. Their neighbor, who was also kinky and wouldn’t be fazed by their playroom, would be housesitting for them and taking care of the kitties. “We’ll see you guys in a couple of weeks.”
She hated leaving them for such an extended period, but this was the first long vacation they’d had together since they’d been married, and she was looking soooo forward to it.
After getting their travel mugs of coffee she’d prepared for them, they locked the house, set the alarm, and climbed into the Pilot with Tony driving now.
“Why are we leaving so early, Sir?”
He smiled. “I want to be north of Tampa before it gets too late. I know it’s a Saturday, but one less aggravation.”
She settled into her seat as he hooked up his phone to the radio. “I do have to admit, I like having your CRV’s radio,” she admitted.
He smiled. “I think you mean your CRV’s radio, don’t you, pet?”
“Well, I still think of it as yours. Even if it’s ours.”
He arched an eyebrow at her. “Is this like the thing where you sometimes steal my shirts and wear them?”
She smiled. “Maaaaybe.” Sometimes, when he came home from work, she’d snarf his button-up after he took it off. She’d put it on, loving how it smelled like him.
“Silly pet,” he said. But the love in his tone made her want to squirm in her seat.
They wouldn’t wear themselves out driving. No marathons. They’d stop as they wanted to, take their time, and have fun.
Then they could have a leisurely dinner, retire to their room for the night, and fuck each other’s brains out.
When they got north of Tampa, Tony turned off I-75 to gas up and then headed west to pick up the Suncoast Parkway toll road. They’d put her old SunPass in the Pilot, and as they cruised north on the toll road there was hardly any traffic to impede their progress.
“This is pretty,” she said.
He wore sunglasses now. “Yes, I’ve always liked driving through this part of the state.”
She hadn’t really explored any of this area of her adopted home state. She drove down from Ohio when she moved to Florida, but she’d taken I-75 and only stopped for gas and food, not sightseeing.
She grabbed her laptop bag and pulled a notebook and pen out.
“You are not working, are you, pet?” But from his light tone and the smile curling his lips, she could tell he was teasing.
“I just had an article idea. I mean, I know we get lots of snowbirds, and there’s already a ton of info out there about day trips, but maybe a series of stuff geared for people who have moved permanently to the state. The local tourist kind of thing. What you’ll want to see, the off-the-path stuff if you’re now a local, not the tourist-trap stuff. Like, if someone lives in Sarasota, they’d want to eat at Sigalo’s at least once, or go to a lecture at the Selby Library. The stuff that’s kind of invisible unless you’re a local who uses it all the time and knows it’s there.”
He nodded. “That’s not a bad idea. I mean, I see lots of one-tank trips kinds of articles and books, but that sounds neat.”
She quickly noted her idea so she wouldn’t forget it. When she looked up, they’d reached the end of the parkway and were heading toward US 19.
They stopped for lunch in Crystal River, and he drove her around for a few minutes so she could see the town.
“Man, it’s really grown up since the last time I was here,” he said.
“Is this where the manatees are?”
“One of the places you can see them. I’ve never done that. I think it’s not the right time of year, anyway. Usually that’s in winter, when the water gets cold.”
They took their time heading north while Shayla looked up hotels and other places on her phone. They hit I-10 not long before dark, and found a hotel not far west of Tallahassee to stay in.
 
* * * *
 
The next morning, they slept late, made love, and had a long, hot shower and breakfast before getting on the road again. Tony was beginning to really relax and enjoy the trip, certain he’d put his spate of bad luck behind him for good.
They were coming up on Pensacola when Shayla noticed they had a problem.
“Uh-oh,” he heard her say.
“What?” he asked.
“There’s an accident this side of Mobile. The bridge is closed.”
He smiled. “Then I guess we’ll head north.”
She blinked. “Oh.” A laugh escaped her. “Yeah, I guess it doesn’t matter.”
He reached over and took her hand. “Nope.”
But when they stopped for gas and lunch just south of Evergreen, Alabama, before getting on I-65 to go north, another problem cropped up.
Tony tried to swipe his bank card to get gas and the pump wouldn’t take it.
He opened the driver’s door. “Pet, give me your bank card.” They’d set up an account specifically for this use, one they could transfer money into as they needed it and not worry about risking their main account with credit card skimmers, or risking their credit cards, either.
She handed it over…
It wouldn’t swipe either.
That’s when both their phones, sitting in the console, started going off with text alert notifications.
Tony finally put gas on one of their credit cards that he preferred not to use for stuff like this, and they pulled into a parking spot so he could call their bank’s customer service line and get their cards reactivated.
That took the better part of forty-five minutes.
Despite the fact that he had personally gone into their account and activated the travel notice feature to prevent exactly this scenario from happening.
Maybe I thought I was out of the woods too soon. Maybe I should have hung that damn charm in this car.
They got that straightened out, had lunch, and finally got back on the road. But instead of taking the interstate, he changed his mind and they meandered their way up toward Montgomery. He asked Shayla if she wanted to drive, but she was happy to be his passenger.
Which was fine. He didn’t mind doing the driving.
But he’d hoped to get her to fall in love with the Pilot so he could get his CRV back. He loved the Pilot, but he wanted her to drive it every day. It was bigger than his CRV.
Sure, he could order her to drive it, but he wanted her to want to drive it.
Besides, he’d feel like a shithead if he did that after she’d said why she loved driving the CRV so much.
Because it was his.
The things we do for our pets.
They were trying to decide where to stop for the night when Tony realized the steering wheel was feeling…funny. Like the front end had a weird vibration in it, rapidly getting worse.
“What’s wrong?” she asked.
“I think we’ve got a flat.”
She snickered. “Whoops. Hey, I’m glad I wasn’t driving.”
He pulled over, but this stretch of two-lane road had the bare minimum of shoulder, with deep ditches on either side. Despite the posted speed limit being only fifty, he realized that was being treated more as a suggestion than a rule.
Hell, he’d been doing sixty without realizing it.
He put it into park and found the hazard flashers button. “Stay in the car,” he cautioned her. Then he had to wait until the road was clear to get out and look at the tire.
Sure enough, it was flat.
Dammit.
Twenty minutes later, after overcoming a very crappy cell signal and Shayla figured out exactly where they were with her phone while Tony was on the phone with AAA, they were told it’d be at least three hours before they could get their tire changed.
He hung up fuming. “Fuck it. I’m going to change it. It’ll be dark in an hour.” He pulled the vehicle up a little, sliding the SUV over to the right on the narrow shoulder as far as he dared without it sitting at too much of an incline. It gave him scant room to change the thing, but fuck it.
“Tony,” Shay said, her voice sounding nervous, “are you sure this is a good idea?”
“I’m sure it’s a terrible idea, but we’re not spending the whole night out here waiting for a wrecker when I can change it in a few minutes.”
She got out and helped him unload the back hatch and set their luggage safely out of the way so he could get the spare and jack out. Then, working in bursts as Shayla warned him about oncoming traffic, he got the lug nuts loosened and the SUV jacked up.
Once he removed the flat tire, he rolled it to the back hatch and was going to grab the spare when he spotted two cars racing along, side-by-side, and not slowing down.
As they approached, it was obvious the one on their side of the road wasn’t fully in control. Their tire caught the edge of the pavement, pulling them off the road and right toward them.
“Shit!”
Tony grabbed Shayla and dove for the ditch with her, meaning they didn’t see—but they heard—the sickening sound of a collision.
They were too busy landing in the six inches of muddy water.
And not being dead.
Tony’s pulse pounded, and he was afraid to move at first, afraid to get off her, wanting to shield her body with his. “Are you okay, pet?”
She nodded. “Are you?”
“Yeah.” They finally sat up and took inventory, realizing they were both unharmed other than now being covered with stinking ditch water and mud.
Shaken, they climbed up the embankment to find one of the cars upside down in the ditch on the other side of the road, and one spun out and facing the wrong way, but its front passenger side was smashed.
The impact had knocked the Pilot off the jack, which wasn’t the biggest problem.
The front driver’s quarter was smashed.
At least traffic was stopping in both directions, and people stopped to check on them, as well as pull the little teenaged assholes out of the other cars.
Uninjured, of course.
Enraged, Tony started toward them but Shayla grabbed his arm and hung off it, literally digging her heels in to try to hold him back.
“Sir, no, please?”
“They could’ve killed you!”
She tugged on him. “You, too!”
He looked back, meeting her gaze, realizing nothing good would be served by him killing the two little assholes.
Especially when he had witnesses.
He turned, pulling her into his arms and holding her.
Two hours later, they’d changed clothes and cleaned up as best they could. They’d retrieved all their belongings from the Pilot and sadly watched as it was driven off on the back of a flatbed wrecker.
A deputy drove them and their luggage to a hotel in the closest town. Fortunately, they had a room available, and Tony had Shayla go ahead while he and the deputy brought all their luggage up.
“It’s not the worst place,” she said when he finally closed and locked the room’s door behind them.
He walked over to the tiled area by the sink and vanity to kick off his gross sneakers and strip. Fortunately, they’d had a plastic grocery bag to stash their muddy, disgusting clothes in. Those Shayla pulled out and rinsed off in the shower to keep them from getting ruined, along with their shoes.
Then, as they stood in the shower, Tony pinned Shayla to the wall and fucked her, desperate to reassure himself she was okay.
It’d been a close call.
His lips closed over hers as he fucked her hard, her arms tightly wrapped around him, clinging to him and fucking him back just as hard as he was fucking her.
He needed to center himself, assure himself she was really okay.
She was his world, his life. If he’d lost her…
He shut off that line of thought and nipped her lower lip. “Come for me, baby,” he whispered. “Be my good girl.”
He couldn’t fix this shittacular day, but he could take her mind off of it for a few minutes.
God knew he needed to do the same.
He pulled out and dropped to his knees, grabbing her ass to hold her cunt pressed against his mouth as he licked and sucked on her clit. Her fingers dug into his shoulders as she held on tightly while he ate her out.
He needed to hear her come, needed to taste her, needed to reassure himself she was safe, that he hadn’t lost her.
That they were alive and uninjured and had missed a horrific potential.
He made her come over and over again, despite his knees hurting and the aches and pains he was already starting to feel elsewhere in his body from their adventure. He teased her swollen clit and finger fucked her and as every sweet, juicy drop flowed from her pussy over his tongue, he celebrated they were alive, and together.
Only once he knew he’d wrung every last ounce of pleasure from her did he stand and again notch his cock against her pussy, shoving in easily. His mouth closed on hers once more, her arms draping around his neck. She eagerly kissed him back as he fucked her, this time taking his time, grinding into her and slow-stroking her with his cock as the steam flowed around them.
His orgasm finally pulsed through, his balls emptying a load of cum into her as she muffled his cries with her mouth and her fingers tangled in his wet hair.
“We’re okay, Sir,” she whispered. “We’re alive and fine. I love you.”
He closed his eyes as he held her tightly pressed against him, even as his cock grew soft inside her. “I love you, too, pet. Goddammit, I fucking love you so much.” He choked back his tears. “I don’t know what the hell I’d ever do if I lost you.”
She nuzzled her face against him. “That makes two of us, Sir. Let’s hope we never find out.”
When they finally collapsed into bed later, he heard her speak in the dark. “Can we go home, Sir?”
“Yeah,” he hoarsely said. There was a rental car place in town, but it was already closed for the night. They could get one in the morning.
But as he lay there long after she’d fallen asleep, he seriously considered looking into that exorcism.
 




Chapter Ten
 
Tony’s sneakers were still wet the next morning, so he threw them into a plastic bag and wore the flip-flops he’d tucked into the suitcase just in case. They checked out of the hotel and took an Uber to the rental car place.
All they had available for a one-way rental was an older vehicle that had seen better days, a four-door Chevy that looked like it’d been used for a backyard driving range target.
“Hail damage,” the clerk told them. “They want it down in Florida to send to an auction there. We can give you ten dollars off the regular rate.”
“Does the AC work?” Tony asked.
“I think so.”
“Sold,” Tony wearily said as he slapped his bank card down.
The clerk took it, then looked uncomfortable after swiping it. “Um, I’m sorry, but this card’s been decl—”
“Oh, for fuck’s sake,” Tony muttered even as Shayla started giggling next to him. He dug out his Amex and slapped it down. “There.”
Fuck it, he’d pay it off when they got home, and hopefully this guy wasn’t running a skimmer on his ancient credit card machine.
Home never looked so fucking good as it did when they pulled into their driveway late that afternoon. Tony shut the car off and looked at Shayla and started laughing.
She smiled, then started laughing with him, both of them sitting there and fucking howling.
“I never thought I’d ever have to call red for a vacation, Sir,” she finally gasped as they started getting themselves under control. “That was too much excitement.”
“Yeah, I’m an excitable boy, but I like my excitement a little less exciting. We still have twelve days to ourselves. What would you like to do?”
“You mean besides shopping for a new car?”
He sighed. “Yeah, that.” Because they’d still have to do that. They were back to square one on that front.
“I say we open a GrubHub account and not leave the dang house,” she suggested.
“That, my dear pet, is a fantastic fucking idea. Go unlock the house, please. I’ll start unloading our things.”
“Yes, Sir.”
He slipped his flip-flops on, then popped the trunk latch before he climbed out. He walked around to the rear of the car and opened the trunk.
When will this fucking curse go away?
He grabbed the large suitcase handle and hauled it out, but halfway the handle broke, and before he could grab it with his other hand, it came down hard on the top of his left foot, wheel-first, making him howl with pain.
“Goddammit! Motherfucker!”
Shayla turned. “What happened?”
He hopped on one foot, finally leaning against the side of the CRV and rubbing his foot as she hurried over. “Get the house unlocked, please,” he said, trying to flex his wounded foot.
“What’d you do?”
He pointed at the suitcase. “The handle broke and the wheel landed right on top of my foot.”
She winced. “Let me help you inside, Sir. You might have broken it.”
It was already swelling. “Goddammit.” He tried to put weight on it, wincing and realizing that, no, he really couldn’t.
“Okay, Sir,” Shay said, her voice growing firm. “Let me help you, get some ice on it, and get it elevated. I will unload the car. Come on.” She got his arm around her and although he hated leaning on her, he managed to hobble inside to the couch, where he lay down and she grabbed throw pillows to elevate his foot.
She leveled a finger at him. “Stay.”
“I’m not wearing a butt-plug for you, pet. Not even if you tell me my ass is gorgeous.”
She burst out laughing and leaned in for a kiss. “Please stay, Sir.”
“Thank you, baby.” He flopped back and didn’t even bother to look for the TV remote.
He heard Shayla rummaging through the freezer, and she returned a moment later with a makeshift icepack, ice in a zipper-top bag and wrapped with a dish towel. He winced when she put it on there, but he didn’t resist. It was throbbing like a motherfucker now.
I guess I shouldn’t make fun of Rusty and all his self-inflicted accidents.
Shayla put the TV remote in his hand. “Here, Sir. Try not to stab yourself in the eye with it or something.” She snickered.
“If I could chase you, I’d spank you.”
She kissed him. “Yes, I’m sure you would, Sir.”
“Are you humoring me, pet? I feel like you’re humoring me.”
“I would never humor you, Sir.” She grinned, blowing him a kiss before she turned and headed outside.
He felt guilty she was having to unload the car, but now he’d added an ER trip to their “fun.”
Can’t I catch a goddamned break?
Once she had the car unloaded, she went into the office and returned with a rolling chair. “Okay, Sir. In that.”
He sat up. “Oh. That’s not a bad idea.”
“I have a few good ones, you know.”
She helped him out to the CRV and into the passenger side. An hour later, his foot was turning pretty shades of purple, but X-rays showed he hadn’t broken anything. They gave him crutches and a soft brace to keep it immobile and told him it would probably feel a lot better in a day or two.
He hobbled inside the house without assistance and managed not to impale himself on anything in the process.
Instead of stopping at the couch, he headed all the way to their bedroom and collapsed onto their bed.
Shayla followed, carrying her collar, cuffs, and wearing a playful smile. “Want to put these on me, or should I get a crash helmet first?”
He held his hand out for them. “You’re wearing too many clothes, pet. Go bring me a paddle.”
She giggled and kissed him, quickly stripping before heading out. When she returned, she carried three different paddles, from mild to holy fuck.
He selected the middle one. “Bend over.” He patted the side of the bed next to him. “Right here.”
Smiling, she did, wiggling her ass at him.
He gave her ten hard swats he knew would leave her wet and horny. “There. Now let’s get your collar and cuffs on.”
Once that was handled, he stripped his shirt and shorts off and stretched out in bed, pointing to his cock. “Get that hard, and you can ride it. Oh, better get the Hitachi, too, because I’m in a moooood.”
She giggled. “Yes, Sir.” She headed out to the living room to retrieve it from the suitcase.
Maybe I need an exorcism or something. Maybe someone cursed me.
All he knew was he’d had more than enough excitement to last him a while. All he wanted to do was spank and fuck his slave and live his life.
Is that too much to ask?
 
* * * *
 
Shayla hurried to find the vibrator in their luggage.
Poor Tony.
What doesn’t kill us makes us stronger.
Right?
She snorted. Well, it could always be worse.
She thought about Leah and Seth, and her mind sobered.
Always. It could always be worse. But they’d been damned lucky.
She found the vibrator and hurried to the bedroom, where he was slowly stroking his cock. At least that was working.
Like it always did, the spanking had left her wet—yay, operant conditioning—and she straddled him, slowly impaling her pussy on his cock before presenting the vibrator to him.
“Your weapon, Sir.” She laughed.
He gave her the Dom scowl. “That was said like a girl who doesn’t want to come for a couple of weeks while Sir has fun fucking whatever hole he wants.”
A little boo-boo pouty lip went a long way, but she knew he wasn’t serious. “Sorry, Sir.” She leaned in and kissed him.
“That’s better.” He motioned with his fingers. “Well, start moving, baby.”
She smiled as she slowly rode him. “Like this, Sir?”
“Sure. That works.” He pressed the vibrator to her clit and turned it on.
Her eyes dropped closed as her climb immediately started. She knew what he wanted tonight, to feel her coming around his cock before he finally let loose and got his.
The simple pleasures.
Especially after what a shit-show this attempt at a vacation had turned out to be.
He reached up with his free hand and played with her nipples. “Don’t hold back, baby. Get it before I get tired of holding this vibrator.”
She cracked an eye open to see him smiling at her. “Yes, Sir.”
His fingers pinched and tugged her nipple. Combined with the nicely stinging glow she felt in her ass, it didn’t take long for him to get her to the top and drop-kick her over the edge.
“That’s it, baby,” he said, the fake gruffness gone from his voice now. “You’re so beautiful, sweetheart.”
She threw her head back and rode him harder, faster, the orgasm sweeping her away and driving every other thought from her mind except for him.
The perfect man for her.
“There you go,” he said. “Just like that.”
He finally pulled the vibrator away and switched it off. Then he grabbed her hips and thrust his hips up, deeply fucking her, fingers digging in when his climax hit and he filled her pussy with his cum.
Breathing deeply, she snuggled onto his chest as he wrapped his arms around her and held her. “Better, baby?” he said, kissing the top of her head.
“Better, Sir.” She closed her eyes. “Perfect.”
After a few minutes to recover, she climbed out of bed, cleaned up, and made him another ice pack for his foot.
With it propped up on pillows, she tucked herself against his side to watch TV. “Let me know when you want dinner, Sir.”
“Not right now.” He kissed the top of her head again, his breath warm against her scalp as he lingered. “Do you know how much I love you, baby?”
She nuzzled him. “Love you, too.”
“I mean it. I—”
“Shh.” She lifted her head and kissed him. “Don’t worry about the dark stuff. We both avoid a lot of ‘what-ifs’ on a daily basis without even knowing it. We’re both safe, and other than you nearly breaking your foot, and needing a new suitcase—and new car—and life goes on.”
He stared into her eyes for a long moment. “I never want to leave anything unsaid with you, baby. I want you to always know I love you.”
She held up her left hand. “This ring tells me you love me. My day collar tells me you love me. Even if I didn’t have those, I know you love me, Tony.”
He sighed, silent for a moment as he seemed to study her face. “Okay, baby. Give me a kiss.”
She smiled and leaned in again, lingering as she kissed him, tracing his lips with her tongue, savoring the brush of his goatee against her chin. “My sexy Sir.”
He snorted. “I don’t feel very sexy right now.”
“I think my dream vacation would be me taking care of you while I’m naked and collared and being your perfect little slave girl.”
“You are my perfect little slave girl, baby.”
She nuzzled noses with him. “Guess it’s a good thing our crazy matches and my brain was so easy to rewire, huh?”
He finally grinned. “Lucky for me.” He tucked her hair behind her ear. “Maybe I used up all my good luck marrying you and it’s finally catching up with me.”
“Then I guess we’ll just have to make more good luck together. We’ll have the rest of our lives together to do it, Sir.”
His finger caught the D-ring on the front of her collar. Lightly tugging, he held her in place to kiss her once more, this time in control of it. When he finally released her, he smiled again. “Do we even have any food in the house?”
“I can rustle something up, or I can call in Chinese, or a pizza.”
“Pizza, please,” he said. “I’m hungry.”
“I’ll go do it.” As she carefully climbed out of bed and headed to the living room to open her laptop and place the order, she realized she wasn’t even disappointed they weren’t “going” anywhere.
As long as she was with Tony, that’s the only place she wanted to be. The where didn’t matter.
Not a damn bit.
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