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 Prologue



Unlike the rest of the doors in the house, the one off the kitchen beneath the stairs was old. Ornate. Dark, heavy oak and a big, brass knob like something out of Alice in Wonderland. I tried to open it and turned back to Damien.



“It’s locked.”



“So it is,” he said. He had a way of looking at me. A subtle change in his eyes and an upward twitch to the left side of his mouth like he was almost succeeding in hiding a smile. Like he knew something I didn’t.



“So what’s in there?”



“I don’t think I should tell you.”



When he gave me that look, I could rarely contain my own nervous smile. I’d blush and fidget, trying to ignore the insistent clench or the dampness that formed in my panties.



“You’re the one who offered a tour,” I said with a hint of annoyance.



He responded with the barest shrug, leaning against the wall and clearly relishing the way I followed his every lead.



Back in the living room, my boyfriend Seth and a few others broke into laughter. When we’d left to embark on this tour, they’d been embroiled in a drunken discussion over the finer points of Transformers mythology, of all things, and probably would be until I said I was ready to leave. This gave me plenty of time to get reacquainted with Mr. Might-Have-Been.



Damien had been back in town for almost a month, but it had taken a little while to get his living arrangements taken care of, and tonight was the first time that he and I had been in the same room for...God, had it really been a whole year?



I’d been a bundle of nervous, conflicted energy since Seth had told me that Damien was moving back to town. He, of course, was thrilled to have his best friend back, though I doubted he was as thrilled as I was.



Not that I could say anything about it.



“Come on,” I said, batting eyelashes. “You can show me. I won’t tell a soul.”



“Hmmm,” he muttered. The twitch had developed into a full-blown smile. “If you promise not to tell.”



I stepped close enough to smell the whiskey on his breath—another ghost from my past. And just like Damien, it was one that I’d thought was safely tucked away. My upcoming second sobriety anniversary suddenly felt endangered, as did another implicit promise I’d made.



I knew that I should step back. Join my boyfriend in the safety of the living room. Nod along as they talked about Optimus Prime or whatever. Instead, I said, “Don’t worry. Whatever you show me down there will be our little secret.”



The eyebrow he raised suggested that he liked that idea, and the first gentle, excited pulsing throbs between my legs agreed. Every movement he made--pulling his keys out of his pocket, slipping one slowly inside the keyhole, turning the knob--took on a sexual connotation, and I found myself hanging on every bit of it.



Not that anything was going to happen, of course. I was with Seth now, and we were happy. Whatever chance that Damien had had with me had left town when he did, and that wasn’t about to change. This was just some harmless flirting. Besides, it wasn’t like he had a full-fledged BDSM dungeon in his basement or anything.



The door swung open, and Damien took a step to the side, raising an arm for me to proceed. “Ladies first.”



I glanced back towards the living room and Seth. If he had looked over at me at that moment, things might have turned out differently. If he’d just noticed me, given me that soft, loving smile, the one that greeted me each morning as we lay in bed, I could have turned away from the basement door. Maybe for good.



But he didn’t. And I didn’t. And then I was across the threshold and descending. Going down.



I saw the bed before reaching the bottom of the stairs. Made out of steel and painted black, it had a cage built into its underside and metal bars where traditional bedposts would be extending almost to the ceiling.



For a brief moment, I thought that it was strange to have a bedroom down here behind that heavy, locked door, but of course, this bed wasn’t exactly intended for sleeping, except maybe as the blissed, exhausted aftermath of its true purpose.



As I stepped down and onto the smooth concrete, I could see engraved slashes on one of the bars.



Notches on the bedpost
 . A shiver ran through me, and I froze. An urge to run made war with more pressing desires.



The light, swimming sense of unreality that had been building all night--creeping into my mind from the moment that Damien had greeted us on the porch and I’d felt the icy burn of his gaze sweep over me--was now overwhelming, and I didn’t realize I’d been holding my breath until he was behind me.



Damien hadn’t expected me to stop, I guess, because he walked right into me. I felt what must have been his cock pressing into my ass, which did nothing to quell the throbbing of my pussy.



I turned around and immediately started backing up in slow motion. He hadn’t moved again, but it felt like he had. Like I had no choice but to back away from him, or he’d be pressing himself against my chest. My stomach. My desperate cunt.



After a few steps, he followed. Slowly, his eyes never leaving mine, holding me in their focused and sure promise of what was to come. I kept going until the backs of my knees hit the edge of that cold, hard bed frame with its roughly etched conquests, and I fell back.



He didn’t stop moving until he was on top of me.



 



---



 



Damien was one dangerous motherfucker.



We used to work together, in a way. I think of myself as a writer first and foremost, but to pay the bills, I do the sort of clerical, data-entering temp work reserved for struggling artists, those without any permanent career prospects, and the truly desperate. I happen to be all three. So as much as I’d like to blame fate for bringing me into Damien’s orbit at the law firm where he was a junior partner, it’s really the fault of Suzie, the case manager at DataTemps. I’m convinced that woman always had it in for me.



I’d only been on the job for a few days before getting warned about Damien’s proclivities by some mutual friends and colleagues who’d been on the receiving end. Though, I suppose “warned” isn’t the right word. The breathless, whispered hints were closer to “rave reviews” than anything, and the way these women would snap to attention, their eyes lovingly following Damien when he’d saunter into the room, did nothing to deter me from wanting to see what all the fuss was about.



Despite him having a new girl on his arm every other weekend, Damien was the perfect gentleman in public. Quiet, reserved, and polite, you’d never guess what he liked to do with his conquests behind closed doors.



What he called them.



What he made them do.



What they begged him to do
 to
 them.



Or so I’d heard.



Those were simpler times. I’d only been with a handful of guys, and they were of the decidedly vanilla variety when the door was closed and the lights were off. Some of the things that my co-workers claimed to have done with Damien seemed so extreme as to be complete fantasy.



Yet every day when he walked into the office, my world slowed and all but stopped. Any feigned motions of work were forgotten as I desperately wished for him to look over at me, to give me that slight, knowing grin. To come over and take my hand and lead me off to do the sorts of things that had turned the others into such adoring supplicants. To make me one more notch on his bedpost.



Would it have changed things had I known back then that those notches were literal?



I doubt it.



In a way, I was already his. Had been from the moment we met. Everything else was just motion toward the inevitable.



 



---



 



We dated for one beautiful, wonderful week. It began with him asking me to have coffee with him and ended with a hollow ache that I can only hope he felt as strongly as I did. I didn’t get to see those notches during our brief courtship, much less become one.



Not that I didn’t try. I
 tried
 to fuck him after that first coffee, but he wouldn’t hear of it. Said he wanted to get to know me better first. After the wild legends around the office, I’d half thought that we wouldn’t even make it out of the cafe before he had his way with me, perhaps even consummating our blossoming relationship right there. Hesitance was
 not
 what I’d been expecting.



He hinted at his preferences in the bedroom, and I tried to assure him they weren’t an issue without coming across as desperately thirsty as I felt. We hadn’t known each other very long at that point, so I wanted to maintain some minimal shred of respectability, but the truth was that he could have taken advantage of me in any way he wanted, as often as he wanted.



By the end of the week, I was so revved up from the sheer animal draw I felt for him and the aching, maddening way he kept me at arms-length that I was a writhing mess, changing my soaked panties a few times a day.



Then his dad got sick. His mom asked him for help, and he left his life, his job, and his silly, over-eager (sort of) girlfriend behind. Left them all to care for family.



I shouldn’t have hated him for doing it, but I kind of did. I still don’t feel great about that.



 



---



 



Two days after Damien left, I fucked his best friend, Seth. I didn’t feel great about that either. But Seth was there--awful as that may sound--and he was kind and attentive and oh so willing to help with the gnawing emptiness that Damien had left me with. Our first date began and ended in his apartment. It probably should have been a one-night stand; I certainly had no expectations or desire for anything more.



But it grew. Blossomed. I woke up the next morning, and Seth smiled at me, half of his face obscured by pillows, his hair mussed from sleep and what had come before, and before I knew it, we were a couple.



Time passed, and much of it was good. Very,
 very
 good. Seth didn’t seem to share his friend’s wilder sexual predilections and didn’t have a trail of breathless, adoring women in his wake, but he wasn’t the plain vanilla that I’d known either. With him, I’ve been able to experience some of the things I’d been looking for with Damien at the hands of a gentle and caring man who I know cares deeply for me.



So yeah, it’s been good. It’s been enough.



Almost enough to make me forget about Damien entirely.



Almost.



But then he came back.



 



---



 



I was drunk on him.



It wasn’t the alcohol on his breath, although I could taste the whiskey as he shoved his tongue into my mouth there on his basement bondage bed. He had a large and firm hand up my shirt, mauling one tit as the cock I’d felt earlier against my ass made its presence known through the fabric of two pairs of pants.



I’d almost forgotten about Seth, upstairs somewhere. My partner. Damien’s friend. The sweetest guy I’d ever known, who’d made me feel like I was the only girl in the world at times. The guy who’d never soaked my panties like Tall-Dark-and-Dominant here.



I thought of Seth, though, when Damien unzipped my jeans. I thought of Seth, who played around at being  the Dom I’d wanted but never in a year made me feel as submissive as Damien did with his eyes within moments, as Damien’s hand slipped under the top of my panties. I thought of Seth as Damien’s fingers worked slowly through my pubic hair, inches away from their warm, wet destination.



I thought of Seth as Damien said, “I’m going to fuck the shit out of you, you pathetic little whore.”



A trembling, terribly desperate exhalation escaped me, the sound coming out almost as a sob. A sound of relief. A sound of a woman who’d been holding her breath in the sharp anticipation of this very moment until the want filled her lungs with an ache that time had normalized until it became part of her, and she’d very nearly forgotten it.



I breathed it into his mouth as his body pressed against mine.



His fingertips danced ever closer, and I knew that when he finally touched me, when I finally felt him slip between my wet, aching lips, that I’d simply explode. All that pent-up energy would be released, and the force of it would tear us apart.



Oh, and he was close. So close.



His lips moved to my neck, to the sensitive hollow beneath my ear.



“
 Please…
 ” I said. “
 Oh, please…”



Almost there, almost…



And then, I heard Seth’s voice.



“Rebecca?”



Seth. From the bottom of the basement steps. Here in the room with us. Down here inside of a dream that wasn’t his.



“
 Rebecca.
 ” Not “Becca,” like he usually said. He said my full name, which only people who don’t know me ever use.



Damien pulled his hand away from me, and I cried out. I couldn’t help it. Looking up and seeing Seth’s eyes, at the blossoming hurt and realization there, I clutched at Damien’s arm. It was all I could do not to beg him to keep going. I couldn’t be denied again. I didn’t care if Seth saw me like this. A part of me maybe even
 liked
 the idea.



He should see. He should know.



Damien composed himself and got up from the bed, slipping from my grasp and leaving me there on the cool satin sheets. I assume he apologized to Seth as he left the basement, but I didn’t see. I was too busy looking up at the ceiling and sobbing. I know Seth thought I was crying because I’d been caught, because I’d hurt him, but that was only part of it.



I’d forgotten the ache, that’s all. And now it was back.



 









 Chapter One



In the dream, Damien is nowhere to be found.



In the dream, he might never have existed at all.



In the dream, as in life, I walked toward Seth, and his eyes were filled with love for me. He held a leather collar in his right hand. A shining silver ring on the front yearned for the leash hanging from a nail on our bedroom wall.



We didn’t have many witnesses, just a few friends who knew what that collar meant to the two of us. There was no officiant. We didn’t need one for me to give myself to my partner in a way far more meaningful than a mundane wedding ceremony.



Standing before the man I loved, the man who was almost everything I’d ever wanted, I lifted my head to the ceiling so my neck was exposed to him. He wrapped his free hand around it, running his thumb gently up and down my throat.



“When I look at you, I want to be able to say, ‘She’s mine,’” he said. “And I want you to look at me and say, ‘I’m his.’ In all the ways that can be true.”



My heart was pounding. I felt out of breath. But I managed, “I want that too.”



“More than anything, I want the power this collar represents,” he said, his words sending shockwaves of pleasure throughout my body. “But it’s a power you must give to me. Freely.”



In the dream, I didn’t hesitate. In the dream, as I said, Damien wasn’t there, haunting my mind, that smirking shadow that nothing could dispel. I didn’t feel his eyes on me the entire time I pledged my submission to my partner. I wasn’t wet because I’d seen that twitch of his lips as I walked toward Seth, ready to give myself to him.



In the dream, I knelt just a bit faster than in reality. Knelt and let him fasten that pretty black collar around my neck.



In the dream and reality, I was his.



 



---



 



After that night in Damien’s basement, things changed between Seth and me, and not in the way one might think. He told me that he hadn’t understood exactly what I wanted in the bedroom until that night. Sure, we’d played around with the whole Dominant/submissive thing, but I hadn’t told him how much I craved it. Needed it. Thought about it all the fucking time.



So he changed. We changed. We didn’t go deeper into the lifestyle lightly, but we did it quickly. We read books, joined online BDSM communities, and did our research.



I was relieved to finally discover I wasn’t the only strong, capable woman who needs to feel in control in most aspects of their life but who wants to relinquish said control in the bedroom. And Seth, who as a retail store manager is technically “in charge” at his work, but in reality is hindered by a metric ton of corporate bullshit to the point he often feels a lack of control in his day-to-day life, took to being a Dominant.



And he didn’t let what happened --almost happened --between Damien and I destroy his friendship. In fact, Damien provided just as much encouragement and insight into the BDSM lifestyle for Seth as anyone or anything else.



Within three months of that awful and almost wonderful night, I was kneeling in front of Seth while he fastened a symbol of ownership around my neck. He made me the happiest woman in the world.



And now he wanted to do it all over again.



 



---



 



“Strip,” Seth said before the door had closed behind us, “like the needy slut you are.”



His tone left no room for discussion, not that I was in the mood for talking anyway.



He’d spent the whole day pampering me. Taking me shopping for new clothes, including some lingerie that would leave very little to the imagination. Treating me to dinner at a Cuban place he knew I’d love. Teasing me about my anniversary surprise the entire time, his hand working its way up my thigh as he drove us home, fingers slipping under my skirt and inside of my panties.



He had a way of making his voice sound deeper than usual when we were playing, and he was using that exceptional talent now. It made him sound like he had as much confidence as Damien had when he called me a pathetic little whore, confidence which came effortlessly to Damien but which Seth really had to work at.



It was almost as effective in drenching my panties and actually more touching since I knew the effort it took for him to do it.



And when he spoke to me like that, I would do anything for him.



He produced my collar from his jacket pocket, and I felt an electric thrill at the idea that he’d had it with him the whole day. My mind raced with the possibility that he could have--at any point--pulled it out and placed it on me. If he had slipped it around my throat as he’d stood behind me to pull out my chair at the restaurant like the perfect gentleman he was, would I have let him? We didn’t normally do anything in public, but it
 was
 a special day...



My panties were barely around my ankles before he had the collar around my neck. Before I knew it, he’d attached the leash to it, shoved me to the floor, and started pulling me to the bedroom.



With a yank that was rougher than it had to be, he signaled for me to climb up onto the bed. He detached the leash and made quick work of tying me to the bedposts with nylon straps, calling me names the whole time.



Filthy. Disgusting. Pointless. Whore.



He slipped a blindfold over my eyes and stepped away, admiring his handiwork and giving me a few moments to lie there in anticipation.



I must have been a sight. Spread open for him, helpless and blind. Pathetic and needy, my pussy a sopping wet mess from his verbal brutality.



I strained to hear something, anything, that might tell me where he would start his assault on his powerless victim. But he was quiet, so quiet, for what seemed like several minutes.



And then I heard the buzzing.



I’d recognize the sound anywhere: my most powerful vibrator, a vulgar wand of unbearable pleasure that I couldn’t stand to use very often because it was just too intense.



My heart pounded. I was utterly at his mercy, and he knew it. Given the mood he seemed to be in and the significance of this day, I might be in for treatment the likes of which I’d never seen from him.



Treatment I might have gotten from Damien.



Damien.



No, I didn’t want to think about him. Not today. Today was about Seth and me and not the dark specter of lost possibility. I tried to push the thought away, but I could see him there, in the dark under the blindfold, in the dark of my mind, and he had that look on his face. That slight, lilted smile. The one that always drove me crazy. The one that made it perfectly clear that he wasn’t going anywhere, and we both knew it.



The buzzing sound drew closer, and I made myself imagine Seth holding the wand. Tried to focus on it.



He crawled into bed next to me, and with my eyes covered, it could have been anyone.



Seth. Damien. What did it matter here in the dark?



He laid the wand on my stomach. The vibrating end rested in my pubic hair, sending little waves of electricity toward my aching cunt. He held it in place as I felt his hot breath in my ear.



“Happy anniversary,” he whispered, and it was Seth’s voice.



Seth.



“Happy anniversary,” I repeated, barely getting the words out. No doubt he thought the tremor in my voice was entirely due to the buzzing implement so perilously close to my clit.



“I hope you’ve enjoyed the day so far, babygirl.”



“I have, Daddy.”



“It’s going to get better,” he said.



“I know, Daddy,” I whined, trying to scoot up in the bed to get the business end of the wand where I wanted it, knowing that if I could just get there, it’d quickly wipe any thought or conflict from my mind.



Seth pushed down hard on the wand, holding me in place. Past the point of simple discomfort and into something approaching pain. It did nothing to stop my straining reach, my hope that the straps would give just enough that I could get what I needed.



Damien probably would have laughed at my desperation.



“I don’t think you do, babygirl,” Seth said. “I want you to tell me what you want more than anything.”



“I want you, Daddy,” I said, and it felt like I was trying to convince myself as much as him, so I added, “I want
 that
 .”



I’m sure I didn’t have to explain what
 that
 was. My twitching midsection communicated that fact clearly enough.



“But you have me all the time,” he said, his tone mocking me. “And you have
 that
 all the time, too.”



“I know, Daddy,” I said. “But I still want it. And you.”



It was all true; God was it ever.



It just wasn’t
 all
 that I wanted…



He held me, the straps and the pressure on my belly, easily keeping me in place.



“What else do you want, though?” he said, and I could hear a trace of a smile in his voice as he let the wand creep an inch closer to its destination. Despite everything else, a chill prickled my skin at the question. It was like he’d somehow read my thoughts. He continued, adding, “Gun to your head, what’s the truest answer to that question?”



What was he playing at? There was no way he could mean…



The wand moved a few inches higher, away from where I needed it.



“Please…” I whined. “Oh, please, please…”



No way to move. No escape or reprieve. No way to see his face. Only the buzzing and the dark and the image of Damien in my head, watching and smiling and saying,
 why don’t you just tell him? He already knows, and so do you. Be a good girl and just say it.



“You’re not coming until I hear the truth from your lips,” Seth said. “If you could have anything in all the world, what would it be?”



“Please, Daddy,” I said, pulling uselessly at the restraints binding my wrists. “I want you to make me come. That’s all I want.”



“I don’t believe you, babygirl,” he said, pulling the wand even further away. “Good girls don’t lie to their Daddies.”



See? He gets it. Go on and tell your Daddy who you want.



All at once, I felt on the brink of tears. This was so unlike the Seth I knew. He’d played around before at being cruel for my benefit, but this was taking things a bit too far. We both knew the answer I would give if this went on, but I couldn’t believe it was something he’d want to hear.



And what if I was wrong? What if he meant something else entirely, and my admission would finally break apart the bonds between us? Bonds that had always been lined with dark, delicate fissures--fault lines that had first been tested that night in the basement on Damien’s bed? What if I was on the verge of ruining everything?



Say it,
 Damien said in my head.



“Say it,” Seth said on the bed beside me.



But saying it would make it real. It would let the specter out of the past and back into our lives. Horribly, irrevocably free. Regardless of cost. Regardless of feelings. Regardless of love.



“Last chance,” Seth said, lowering the wand and pushing it down to barely touch my pubic bone. I could feel the vibrations shaking my clit, and the promise of release rushed at me in a wave.



I was going to come any second unless he pulled it away again. I couldn’t let that happen, but I also couldn’t stop it, so I said the thing he was apparently so desperate to hear. The thing I’d been so desperate to say. The name that had always waited so patiently upon my lips, not just since that night, but from the first moment that I’d seen him.



“
 Damien
 ,” I whispered. “I want Damien.”



A moment of silence, and then I felt Seth’s breath on my ear.



“That’s my good girl.”



The buzzing stopped. The wand pulled away into the dark. The wave that had seemed so inevitable suddenly halted, leaving only the wild, chaotic gallop of my heart. Thumping in my chest, my temples, the aching throb of my clit.



“Well,” Seth said, easing the blindfold up and gently kissing my wet, feverish forehead. “We’d better get you dressed."



 









 Chapter Two



I wore my collar on the drive over to Damien’s. It was the first time I’d left the house with it on. It was dark by that point, so I don’t think anyone saw it as I walked to the curb and got into the passenger seat of our car. Still, wearing it outside, where it might raise questions and would undoubtedly raise eyebrows, only added to the nervous tension coiled inside of me. The mix of anxiety and excitement. Fear and desire.



We didn’t talk much along the way. Seth seemed to be in a good mood, apparently undeterred by the supposed love of his life all but begging to fuck his best friend only a few minutes ago. I tried to keep up, smiling along, but time and distance from our bed had cooled the fire in me, and by the time we got off the highway and into Damien’s neighborhood, I was fighting the urge to tell him--beg him--to turn the car around. To take me back home where I could just be his and leave the past where I’d buried it. To turn us away from the thing I still --after all this time --wanted most.



We pulled onto Damien’s street. A narrow lane of houses, mostly dark except for his, all lit up at the end of the cul de sac—a beacon in the night.



“I can’t do this,” I said, my voice cracking. “I don’t want it.”



Seth looked over at me, sighed, and eased the car to a stop, letting it idle perhaps a hundred yards from our destination.



He turned the radio down and stared ahead, drumming his fingers on the wheel.



“You do,” he said at last, still not looking at me. “You know you do. You said so yourself.”



I thought of telling him that I would have said
 anything
 back there in the bedroom, and that my admission under what had basically been an exquisite sexual torture might not exactly stand up in a court of law, but that argument was flimsy at best. It looked good on paper, but we both knew it wasn’t the truth. I might have begged and pleaded and gone along with whatever game he’d wanted to play for the release that wand offered, but it hadn’t planted the desire in the first place.



“It was just a fantasy,” I said, embarrassed that that was the best I could come up with.



Seth laughed, and once again, I thought I heard a hint of cruelty in his tone of derisive amusement. A hint of someone else.



“You’re moments away from being thoroughly serviced by two men you want and who want you. I’m okay with it, you know that. We’ve talked about this.”



I said nothing, my face turned to the window, hoping for the cool of the glass to hide my shame.



Seth sighed. “Alright. If you’re serious about turning down this opportunity, you know what to do.”



My lips moved silently as my safeword formed there. All I had to do was give it a push, give it sound, and Seth would turn the car around, and we’d go back home, and everything would be back to normal.



Except it wouldn’t. It didn’t matter that I’d said Damien’s name under duress. I’d said it. And no matter what came next, that simple word was going to echo between us for a long time. Maybe forever.



“You can’t say it, can you?” Seth asked, and there was a hitch in his voice. A bit of sadness. Like this hadn’t been his idea. Like he hadn’t been the one who’d practically forced me to admit to wanting this.



I was suddenly angry with him. For forcing my hand like this. For giving me this “gift.” For his willingness to let another man have me, even for one night. For the thoughts running through my head and for the wetness between my legs.



I felt cruel. I wanted to
 be
 cruel, the way he was sometimes when we played.



I wanted to turn back to him and say,
 Fuck it. You want to see me fuck Damien so badly, who am I to argue? Just be sure and watch very, very closely, darling. Watch my face as your best friend arches into me, and my legs wrap around his waist. Watch and remember that this was your. Fucking. Idea.



I said none of those things, and after a moment, his hand crept into my lap, fingers twining with mine. I looked back at him, and under the cool, steady blue of eyes, the burgeoning flames began to gutter and die.



“This is crazy,” I said, forcing a dry laugh. “You’re really okay with this? Really?”



He smiled. “I am. I want you to have everything that you need. Everything you want.”



He leaned over, lips gentle against mine. I kissed him back as his hand drifted along my cheek and down my neck to the collar there. The collar that he’d placed upon me and that I’d accepted willingly. The subtle, reassuring pressure.



He rested his forehead against mine.



“Last chance,” I said. “Gun to your head, babe. Truest answer?”



Seth laughed, and that was enough.



He put the car back in drive, and we rolled down the street and into Damien’s driveway.



We got out of the car and walked up to the front door. Seth raised his hand to knock, but I beat him to it.



 



---



 



Damien opened the door and gave me that look. His mouth doing the thing it always did when he saw me, twisting into a wry, knowing grin, which--if we’re being honest--was really to blame for this whole mess. Even now, that look held a power over me, and I could feel the pull as my body responded to his wordless call.



He stepped to the side and made a sweeping motion with his hand, welcoming us in without a word. Seth and I sat on his couch while he sank into a large recliner. Something shiny caught my eye on the table next to him, and I shivered when I realized it was a silver metal collar.



We sat in silence for a few moments. I knew we had to talk about some things first, lay some ground rules, but neither of the guys seemed eager to kick things off. The two most dominant men I’d met in my life, and here they were like a couple of teenagers at prom, sitting on the sidelines and trying to work up the nerve to make things happen. It was almost funny.



Not for the first time this evening, I wondered which of them had really come up with this idea. I assumed Seth, but either way, if they couldn’t manage to talk about it at this point, I had no idea how this crazy scheme had even gotten off the ground in the first place.



“I hope you guys don’t freeze up like this when it really counts,” I said, earning a laugh from Seth. Damien remained silent, staring at me. His demeanor had shifted, and I saw something on his face that I hadn’t expected. Something that looked an awful lot like uncertainty. I didn’t like it.



“So, what happens now?” I asked to have something--anything--besides the awkward silence hanging in the air.



Still nothing. Damien just sat and looked at me, his jaw clenching slightly.



“Okay, look,” I said, “I know you’re all about the whole ‘strong, silent type’ thing, but this isn’t going to happen without some communication.”



“I know,” Damien said, his voice terse and clipped. “I’m just trying to think of how to word things.”



Again, I had to fight back a laugh. “Are you this bashful with all the other--”



“This is different,” he snapped, cutting me off.



I sighed. “Just tell me what you want. You didn’t have any trouble doing that the last time I was in your little
 dungeon
 .”



“I want you,” he said, each word careful and measured. “I want to… be myself with you.”



“Yeah,” I said, annoyance creeping into my voice. “That’s kind of the point here, right?”



“I’m not like him,” Damien said, nodding toward Seth. “Are you sure you want something… a little harder?”



I swallowed hard. “That’s all I’ve ever wanted.”



I almost turned to look at Seth, but I didn’t want to see what that admission had done to him.



“You may not feel entirely safe with me,” he said.



“I will if you adhere to my safeword,” I said. “Which I assume you will.”



He nodded again. “Of course. There’s nothing more important to me than your control of the… situation.”



“And you know what it is?”



Damien nodded. “Seth told me. A humorous choice, but one that would never come up during playtime. So, a perfect word.”



I turned to Seth. Surprisingly, I saw no pain in his eyes. In fact, he was smiling at me. Part of me knew that it must be in there somewhere; that I’d find it if I kept looking, but that wasn’t what I wanted, was it?



“You’ll be there?”



“Of course I will, babygirl,” Seth said.



I turned back to Damien, my heart pounding so hard, I was sure that both men could hear it. I made myself sit a little straighter, taking my hand back from Seth and playfully saying, “Then, please, do your worst.”



I was proud of how well I kept the shakiness out of my voice.



Damien smiled and picked up the metal collar from the table next to him.



“Crawl to me,” he said.



Before I could give myself any chance to think or second guess, I slid off the couch, away from Seth, and got on my hands and knees. The distance between the couch and the chair was small, but it felt like it took forever.



Damien leaned forward, fingering the collar around my neck. Seth’s collar.



“I thought about making you take this off,” he said. “But I was worried about the implications. You see, you’re not mine. You’re his, and you should never forget that.”



“Yes, Sir,” I said.



“Good girl with the ‘Sir,’” he said. “I know you call him
 Daddy,
 but I’ve never liked the term. ‘Sir’ is good.”



“Yes, Sir,” I said again.



He took in a deep breath and smiled. “This is going to be fun.”



He opened up his collar and carefully placed it around my neck, stacking it directly above my collar, the way that an engagement ring might sit beside a wedding band. I shivered again when he snapped it closed, the sound of metal on metal so much colder than the warm creak of leather.



“You’ll only wear this tonight,” he said. “Or on future nights if this happens again. As a symbol that your
 Daddy
 is letting me borrow his
 babygirl
 . Understood?”



I nodded.



He stood up, a bulge in his pants dangerously close to my face. I fought the urge to unzip him right then and there.



He reached down and rubbed the side of my face, rough fingers delicately tracing my cheek. It would be the last completely gentle thing he did to me that evening.



He lifted my chin, so I was looking up at him.



“Let’s go downstairs,” he said.



 









 Chapter Three



I knew Damien’s brand of playful cruelty would be more intense than Seth’s. I’d heard the stories. The breathless, shellshocked legends from friends who’d been lucky enough to become notches on his bed frame. And of course, I’d gotten the slightest taste of it myself the last time I was in his basement, when he called me a pathetic little whore while he had his hand up my shirt. So I thought I had an idea of what I was in for.



I couldn’t have been more wrong.



I went down first, followed closely by Damien and then Seth. When I got to the bottom of the steps, I saw the bed again. I couldn’t be sure, but I thought that there were several more scratches on that metal bar than there’d been on my last visit.



And before the night was done, there’d be one more.



Past the bed, there was something I didn’t remember seeing before. Four small stools stood arranged in the middle of metal pipes bolted to the floor. The pipes had other metal pieces attached, strange contraptions that looked just big enough for someone’s wrists and ankles. At the top of the tallest pipe was a larger piece that I figured my neck would have only marginal trouble fitting into. I’d seen similar setups in BDSM porn but hadn’t had the… pleasure… of experiencing it myself.



Yet.



I continued to the bed.



“So, how are we --” I started to say.



Before I could finish my question, Damien whirled me around and used both hands on my shoulders to shove me to my knees, any hesitance he might have held upstairs was gone now that we were down here in his domain. I was once again face-to-face with his impressive bulge. Seth stood next to him.



“Take them out, now,” Damien said. “His first.”



He didn’t need to explain what “them” referred to.



God, this was really happening. The bare, antiseptic cast of the overhead fluorescents. The coppery hint of metal mingling with the scent of sex. The hard, sure reality of the concrete. And, of course, these two men. The most important two men in my life. Past and present here together.



I undid Seth’s belt buckle, then his button. I unzipped him and tugged his jeans and boxers down his hips, letting them fall. His cock was rock hard. I looked up at him and smiled. He smiled back.



I freed Damien’s cock next, mimicking what I had just done with Seth’s pants and underwear.



I could tell from his bulge and from the memory of it pressing against me on that other night down here that it would be impressive. And it was. Thicker and longer than Seth’s, but not absurdly so, not like the crazy ones you see in porn. But it would be the largest cock I’d ever had inside me. I felt my mouth literally watering at the prospect. I had to struggle to keep my hands from going to it. I was playing Damien’s game now, and there were rules to be followed.
 Take them out
 , he’d said. He hadn’t said
 touch.



“Suck,” Damien said. “Me first, until I tell you to switch.”



I lifted my hand to guide him into my mouth, but he smacked me away.



“No hands,” he said.



I almost whimpered. I wanted that thing in my mouth, yes, and wherever else he wanted to put it, but I also wanted to touch it. To trace a finger along every vein, to enjoy the curve of that bulbous tip. To pull away a strand of the precum already forming there and make a show of licking it off my fingertip.



But fine. If he just wanted my mouth right now, he was going to get my damn mouth.



I bent toward him, tongue extended, and tasted him for the first time. I swirled my tongue around his tip, lapping up the salty treasure there. I wanted to look up to see if he enjoyed it, wanted to see those lips curl up in approval, but before I could, he spoke again.



“Do you not understand English, you worthless bitch?” he asked, the words impacting like the crack of an open palm. “I said
 suck.
 Not lick. Not savor my precum like you’ve never tasted anything before. Suck, Becca. Now.”



Tears prickled the corners of my eyes, and I blinked them back, swallowing down the ache blooming in my chest as the stupid, naive fantasy of impressing him evaporated like the dream it had always been.



I felt an absurd urge to call it off. To leave. I suddenly didn’t want to be there anymore. I couldn’t imagine why I’d ever wanted his cock in my mouth, much less anything else from him.



But this is what you wanted. What you’ve
 always
 wanted.



And that was true as well. My clit was throbbing, pulsing in time with my heart.



I wrapped my lips around the head of that awful, beautiful cock, and I sucked him like he told me to. Slowly at first, pushing myself toward him, my lips feeling the veins my fingers had yearned for as I went as far as I could. He’d been still since shoving me to my knees, making me do the work, but as his tip pressed against my throat, I thought I felt his hips respond, a subtle thrust to try and push his cockhead just a bit farther than I was letting it. I smiled around him as I denied its entry, pulling away, my tongue moving back and forth along the underside of his shaft.



Over and over, we did this dance, me letting him press against my throat but pulling away before he could feel the tightness there. My jaw ached, my tongue was sore, and I could barely breathe. It was the best blow job I’d ever given, I knew that, and I also knew the bastard liked it, despite his constant stream of criticism.



“I’m glad I’m not paying for this,” he said, his voice calm despite several minutes of his cock being enthusiastically serviced. “If you were a whore, I’d demand a refund.”



I groaned, doing my best to swallow back my frustration and the impulse to stop. Instead, I picked up the pace, gripping his shaft even tighter with my lips and actually letting him go into my throat a little. The urge to touch him --his cock, his balls, his anything --was almost too strong to resist, but I knew better. I couldn’t bear him swatting me away again or, worse, more cruel words.



So I gave my hand something else to do. Rubbing myself through my jeans, I fired a starting pistol on a race to the end for Damien and me. I didn’t care who won, but by God, we were both going to cross the finish line before I was done.



“Look at her, Seth,” Damien said. “We didn’t tell her she could, but she can’t help herself. Humping her hand like a bitch in heat. Pathetic.”



Seth’s name sounded obscene coming from Damien’s mouth, somehow worse than the insults themselves. Seth was capable of a certain level of cruelty when we played, but his words carried a certain theatricality, a subtle wink that always provided reassurance that this was just a game, and of course, he didn’t mean the awful things he said for my benefit. Damien’s voice held no such comforts, and when he called me “pathetic,” I believed it.



It was wonderful.



I felt my climax building, and Damien had to be close, too. I did my best to get us both there.



“Stop,” Damien said.



I ignored him. My hand and my mouth kept doing what they were doing.



He ran his right hand through my hair until it was at the back of my head. He gripped my hair and yanked it backward, pulling me almost all the way off of his cock, so rough and violent it hurt.



God, I was
 so
 close...



I didn’t know what he might do to me if he had to tell me to stop again, and this time, my fear of finding that out trumped my desire.



And so I stopped, letting his cock fall out of my mouth. It swayed there, inches away from my face, glistening from my saliva. He still had my hair in his hand.



Damien moved my head toward Seth, whose cock was still erect and waiting for attention. I slid the rest of my body toward him, resettling on the hard, unforgiving concrete.



“His turn,” Damien said. “And don’t stop until he’s done.”



I looked up at Seth, wanting his approval. His eyes were wide, his mouth open. He nodded, giving me permission to pleasure him. His chest was noticeably moving, and he swayed a bit as I took him in my hand. Damien hadn’t said I couldn’t touch Seth and made no effort to stop me as I started gently stroking him.



Seth’s cock, so familiar to me, felt new in my grasp. I found myself as anxious to taste him as I had been his friend only moments earlier. Under Damien’s intense glare, I lifted my Daddy’s shaft and lay the head of it on my tongue.



I didn’t question why Damien wanted me to get Seth off before him, but I was all too eager to comply, and Seth didn’t seem to mind, either. He put both hands through my hair, so much gentler than Damien. Carefully guiding me toward him and then away, so all I had to do was focus on the swirl of my tongue and the pressure of my lips.



“Such a good girl,” Seth whispered, almost inaudible.



“Such a little slut,” Damien corrected him.



I focused on Seth as Damien’s taunts continued.
 Whore. Tramp. Cumslut. Useless.
 On and on he went, and on and on I went, licking and sucking with all the love and care he deserved.



I twisted my head a bit, signaling to Seth I wanted him to let go, and he did. He was close, I knew he was, and I didn’t want him to expend any more effort getting there. I wanted to do it all by myself like his good girl should. I wanted to make love to him with my mouth.



More than anything, I wanted that fucker Damien to feel even the tiniest sting of jealousy.



I massaged Seth’s balls with one hand, and with the other, I stroked him into my mouth. I’d pulled back, so only the head was inside, and I made swirling motions with my tongue along the underside of his tip. Even though I was eager to swallow him, there was no sense of urgency, no rush. I could’ve kept it up all night long.



Of course, I didn’t have to. After only a few moments of this, of tasting the delicious underside of his cockhead, his body tensed. He gasped and erupted into my mouth. I felt Damien’s hand on the back of my head, forcing me to stay close to Seth, to contain every drop of cum that came out of him.



He needn’t have bothered. I had no intention of letting any go to waste.



When he was finished, when I had swallowed every bit of him, Damien released my head. I slowly pulled myself off of Seth’s cock, still holding it in my hand. I looked up at him as I licked every inch of him clean.



He took my face in both hands and, with my tongue still on his cock, said, “Thank you, babygirl.”



I gave the tip of his cock a quick little kiss and replied, “You’re welcome, Daddy.”



“So fucking sweet,” Damien said with an amused, exaggerated disgust. “How long until you’re ready to go again, Seth? You gonna enjoy seeing what I do to your
 babygirl
 as much now that you’re not so horny?”



I blinked. Damien wanted me to get Seth off so he wouldn’t be aroused for a little bit?



“I’ll be fine,” Seth said, looking me in the eye when he said it.



“We’ll see about that,” Damien said.







 Chapter Four



“Take off her clothes,” Damien said.



I fully expected Seth to decline the command. Part of me almost wanted him to. After all,
 his
 submission wasn’t part of the game, so Damien had no right to order him around as he did me. But Seth did as he was told, and I’m only a little ashamed to admit that it turned me on even more.



Seth had me stand up. He pulled my top over my head and threw it on the floor. He knelt and unbuttoned my jeans. He slid them down. I kicked off my shoes and stepped out of my jeans. When he pulled my panties down, he leaned in and took a deep breath, smelling me. My arousal. My soaked cunt.



He stood up, reached behind me, and undid the clasps of my bra. It fell to the floor.



Finally, I stood naked --except for my two collars --in Damien’s basement dungeon.



Damien walked over to the area with the stools and the metal pipes.



“Bring her here,” he said.



A sudden, cold fear shook me when I looked at Damien standing next to those rigid restraints. I’m not sure I would’ve gone to him on my own, but Seth took my hand, and we walked over.



“Help her onto the stools,” Damien said. “Hands on the ones near the chin rest, knees on the others.”



Seth helped hold me steady as I assumed the position. It wasn’t a very stable setup, and I felt like I would fall off the stools at any moment, but once my wrists, ankles, and neck were secured, that would change.



Damien directed Seth to place my ankles into the appropriate restraints, then did the same for my wrists. I was aware that I’d started sweating and could feel my heart racing. I was fine, though, until it came time to tighten the metal around my neck.



I shook my head and started tearing up. I couldn’t do it. It was too restrictive. Seth and I frequently played around with restraints, of course, but only nylon straps that, if I’m honest, I could break free from on my own anytime I felt the need.



There was no getting out of this steel trap. I would be entirely at the mercy of Damien, who I suspected had no such thing.



Both of them sensed my hesitation. Their responses to it couldn’t have been more different.



“What’s wrong?” Damien asked in a mocking sing-song tone. “Can you not handle real bondage? Pretty pathetic, but it’s what I imagined.”



Seth knelt in front of me, close enough to kiss. His hands were on the small metal bars that would lock my head into place, preventing me from so much as turning to see what Damien might be up to.



“Say your word if you need to, babygirl,” Seth said. “No one will think less of you for it.”



I almost laughed. How much time had I spent fantasizing about this very moment? How many countless hours had I given to imagining every last little detail of what this night would be?
 No one will think less of you.
 Well, you’re wrong, babe.
 I’d
 think less of me. Damien would think less of me. And despite your easy smile and pretty words, I think we both know that
 you’d
 think less of me too.



The cold, metal bars were intimidating, but they couldn’t compare to the restraints that really held me.



I’d gotten this far. I wasn’t going to leave it now. Not without...



“I’m okay,” I said, lying through my teeth. “As long as you’re here, Daddy.”



Seth kissed my forehead and closed the clamp around my neck. I still almost told him to take it off, but he said, “I’ll always be here for you,” and I knew it was okay to let what was about to happen happen.



Seth stayed where he was, kneeling in front of me, our foreheads touching at times as Damien began working from behind.



I gasped when his fingers spread my pussy lips and went inside. He was gentle, sliding a single finger in and out of me for a bit.



“So wet already,” Damien said. “You’ve wanted this for a long time, haven’t you?”



I ignored him. He stuck another finger inside.



“Tell him, Becca,” he said. “Tell Seth how badly you want this.”



I wasn’t planning on answering, but I closed my eyes so I couldn’t see Seth’s reaction in case I did. He stuck a third finger in my pussy and another on my asshole.



“If you don’t say it,” Damien said, working the tip of that finger into my ass, “I might assume you don’t want it.”



I swallowed hard. Like there was any danger of him thinking that.



“And if you don’t want it,” he said, suddenly pulling every single one of his fingers away from me, “I might have to stop.”



“Please, don’t stop,” I cried out.



“Open your eyes and tell your
 Daddy
 what you want right now,” Damien said.



I opened them, wondering how he knew they were closed. I looked Seth in the eyes, searching them, and said, “He already knows.”



“Does he, though?” Damien asked, and touched me again. Pressing into my clit and moving it around and around, he continued, “Does he know how often you’ve thought about me all this time? Is it as often as I’ve thought about you?”



It was too much. Between his finger on my clit and those words, I came hard, shuddering as the long-building pressure escaped, gasping expletives into Seth’s face, torn between a desire to downplay the moment and the stronger urge to give myself to it entirely.



“I’m sorry,” I said stupidly, but Seth smiled and kissed me. I hadn’t fully come down, and the press of his lips kept me aloft just a bit longer.



“I don’t recall giving you permission to come,” Damien said. “Do you know what bad girls like you get?”



“I don’t,” I said, although I did.



“Tell her what she’s going to get, Seth,” Damien said.



Seth’s eyes looked beyond me. He raised an eyebrow.



“What is it?” I whispered.



“A flogger,” Seth said.



I barely had time to process the words before the first impact. “Impact” probably isn’t the right word. He didn’t start out beating me with it or anything. It was more just brushing my skin so that it tickled. Between the tingly come-down and this surprisingly gentle touch, I actually laughed.



Damien snorted in amusement. “Let’s see if we can’t do something about that laugh.”



It wasn’t as painful at first as I would’ve imagined, and I actually enjoyed the stinging it brought. But with each lash, it hurt a little more. Over and over again, he hit my ass, alternating between my left cheek and my right. The pain built until finally, I didn’t think I could take anymore.



I didn’t realize that tears had been streaming from my eyes until I saw them fall to stain the concrete below.



It’s too much. You’ve had your taste, but this is too much.



Behind me, another crack of impact. Another bright flash of pain.



Tell him to stop.



I actually started to open my mouth, but Seth leaned in and kissed my face, starting with my forehead and working his way down to my cheeks, whispering to me what a good girl I was. How strong. How beautiful.



I smiled and then gritted my teeth as another blow fell.



Even with Seth’s encouragement, I wasn’t going to be able to take much more. The world had narrowed down to a fine point where the only things that existed were sound and pain. The crack of leather against flesh. The cries that I couldn’t hold in.



It had to stop, I had to stop it, even if it meant…



And then, Damien stopped on his own. I shook against the restraints, laughing and sobbing in relief.



I could hear movement behind me and almost asked Seth again what Damien was doing. Before I could, I felt something at the entrance to my pussy. Something rubbery and stiff and impersonal. Not Damien’s cock, not yet. It seemed that I’d need to endure a bit longer.



The dildo--or whatever it was--slid into me, and I gasped at the sudden fullness. It didn’t feel especially large, no bigger than toys I played with on my own, but I closed my eyes and enjoyed finally having something inside me after so much buildup. Once again, Damien was gentle at first, easing it inside until he was sure I could take it.



And then gentle went right out the window.



He pounded into my cunt with the thing so hard I shook against my restraints. I wasn’t sure how he could manage such force, but only part of me was concerned about that. I was moaning and whimpering as pain mixed with pleasure, rapidly approaching the edge of another orgasm, but just when I got close, he stopped, pulling out of me.



He walked around, and I saw what had just been fucking me: a simple silicone vibrator attached to a short wooden pole. He held it up to my mouth.



“Taste yourself,” he said, pressing it against my lips.



I did.



I took that toy into my mouth and sucked it like it was a cock. I made love to it with my mouth, with my tongue, drool spilling out so forcefully that I could hear it hitting the concrete of the basement floor. I was so focused on it I barely had time to look at either of my guys, but when I did, I was glad to see they were both looking at me with a mix of admiration and desire.



I was putting on a show for them, and I was glad they appreciated it.



Damien pulled it out of my mouth and raised it to his face.



“Probably needs more,” he said. Looking down at me, he added, “Lubricant, I mean.”



He walked behind me again, so I couldn’t see what he was up to. A moment later, I felt his fingers again, this time smearing lube on my asshole. I shot Seth a worried look.



“I probably should’ve asked how you felt about this,” Damien said, pressing the tip of the toy against my anus. “But I guess I’ll find out soon enough, won’t I?”



And he was right.



 









 Chapter Five



By the time he was done with my ass, I was barely able to hold myself up on the stools with my hands and knees. If not for the increasingly painful steel restraints, I would’ve collapsed into a useless heap on the cold, concrete floor.



When it came time for me to be released, both Seth and Damien did it. Seth freed my neck first, and then they each took a side, undoing the metal around my wrists and ankles. They held me as I got down from the stools and tried, unsuccessfully, to stand on my own.



I leaned away from Damien and into Seth.



“Are you okay?” Seth asked.



“Get her to the bed,” Damien said before I could answer.



“Can you walk?” Seth asked, smoothing a clump of sweaty hair away from my face.



I nodded but didn’t let go of him. We went to the bed, together. I was just going to sit on the edge until Damien told me what to do, but as soon as my aching ass touched those soft, cool sheets, I let myself fall back. I was sore, tired, and already felt all used up, but I smiled despite all of that. I was finally where I’d wanted for so long to be. In Damien’s bed. Naked. Waiting.



Damien came over to stand next to Seth. They both looked down at me, Seth’s eyes warm and full of love and Damien’s cold and full of something I’d only before caught glimpses of.



I’d found myself in the best of all possible worlds.



Damien nudged Seth aside and put his hands on my knees. He spread my legs and moved in, his cock only inches away from where we both wanted it to be.



“Hold on,” Seth said, using a hand on Damien’s shoulder to pull his friend away from me.



My heart pounded, both from being briefly denied Damien yet again and from Seth finally exerting such control, here of all places.



Damien stepped aside, more out of simple curiosity than deference, and Seth leaned down into me. I pushed my cunt into his clothed midsection, wrapping my legs around him. I had half a mind to tell him to fuck me before Damien could, but he had another idea.



“I’m going upstairs now,” he said. He kissed me when I tried to protest. “I trust you, and I trust him. But I think this will be better for all involved if I’m not here.”



It took everything in me not to argue with him, but I knew better. Not only because I could tell he’d made up his mind but also because what he said was true.



I didn’t really want him there. I didn’t really want him to see. It was the one part of me I didn’t want him to have. As much as we’d shared, as deeply as we’d loved, this wasn’t his dream, and never had been.



And then he broke my heart.



He unbuckled his collar and slipped it off of me, leaving Damien’s.



“Why?” was all I could manage.



“So you can be his,” he said. “Just for a little bit, though.”



“I want it back,” I said, and if I ever came close to using my word, it was in that moment. I wanted him to put it back on me and forbid me to ever take it off again.



“It’s yours,” he said. “When you come back to me.”



He kissed me again and got off the bed. He walked toward the stairs carrying that pretty black collar, and then he was gone. I shivered when I heard the heavy oak door above us close.



“And now,” Damien said, resuming his position between my legs, “you’re all mine.”



And I was.



For all his prior patience and calm, Damien wasted no time getting himself inside me. One moment, he pressed the head of his cock against my wet, desperate opening, and the next, he buried himself inside me. The thing I’d wanted for so long. Feeling him. Finally knowing.



He pounded into me, practically growling with pleasure and what seemed almost to be anger, like there’d been a beast hiding within him. Like the face that had smirked at me so many times had only ever been a mask he’d finally pulled back.



I want you. I want to be myself with you...



I bounced under him, helpless before his wrath. I was still tired and weak from being used by him in those restraints, but even if I wasn’t, any action on my part would’ve been pointless. Damien had control of the situation and of me.



It was painful. Brutal. Savage. It was everything I’d heard it would be and more.



And I loved it, and when he came inside me, filling me with a prodigious amount of hot, sticky cum, I felt a new ache in my chest because I didn’t want it to be over that quickly.



I needn’t have worried.



Damien had a lot more where that came from.



 









 Epilogue



We didn’t talk during the car ride home. I didn’t know what I was supposed to say, and I’m sure Seth was at a loss, too. I’m not sure there are words that could have properly expressed what I felt, anyway. It wasn’t regret, not precisely. It was in the ballpark, but I wouldn’t have changed it either. The last several hours had been incredible. I was sore, trembling, and oh, so thoroughly used. My ass hurt from the toy, and then because when Damien came inside me for the third time, it was there. I felt like I needed to sleep for a week.



I’d never felt so fulfilled, but I didn’t feel like myself, and I worried I never would again.



I felt changed.



And I worried about Seth, who had sat alone in Damien’s living time for almost two hours, waiting for us to finish. Who’d been so hurt when he saw me on that dungeon bed the first time but so willingly led me back to it tonight. Who should have been enough for me but wasn’t.



I was already wondering if I’d ever see that dungeon again. Those restraints. Those implements of torture. That bed with its freshly carved slash.



More than once, as we headed toward home, toward sleep or a difficult conversation, or who knows what else, my hand crept up, rubbing my neck. I hadn’t seen my collar since Seth had taken it off of me, and Damien had removed his before we emerged from the depths into the light.



Touching the bare skin made me choke up, wanting something --anything --to cover it.



When we got to the house, I went inside first. Seth closed the door behind us. I smiled when I felt his hand on my shoulder, gently turning me toward him.



He put his collar around my neck, and I sighed as I felt the old, familiar pressure of it. The weight. The warm, comforting creak of the leather.



“Mine?” he asked. His voice was soft, quiet.



“Yours,” I replied.



“Let’s go to bed.”



“I need a shower, babe,” I said, smiling weakly. “Trust me.”



“No.” He shook his head, leaving no room for argument. “No time for that.”



I started to undress when we got to the bedroom, but Seth stopped me. He took my clothes off for me, slowly, gently touching and kissing me as he did so. I would have thought I’d had my fill of sex for the evening, but as he gently eased my naked body onto our bed and undressed himself, my body --my need --found new life.



Seth’s need was urgent but measured. Standing between my legs, which dangled to the floor, he moved his rock-hard cock up and down my sore and sensitive slit. He was obviously anxious to be inside me but considerate of my aches and pains. And no amount of pain would’ve caused me to deny him entry. To deny us this connection. This resolution.



It had only been seconds, but it felt like forever. His teasing me with his cock was every bit as torturous as anything Damien had done.



“Fuck me,” I said, demanding it in a voice I rarely used. One that, like Seth’s playtime voice, was not to be denied.



Denying me was the last thing on Seth’s mind. He centered the head of his cock and eased himself inside. As he moved back and forth, he rubbed my clit with his thumb. Within moments I cried out as pleasure overtook me.



One more orgasm--this one much more gently given than the others I’d had this evening, but all the more intense for it.



When I’d come down from my climax, Seth pulled out. He repositioned me so my legs were on the bed, and then he crawled on top of me. I wrapped my legs around his waist as he entered me again, my arms around his neck. I pulled him close, and he fucked me.



No.



Made love to me. Laugh at the cliche all you want, but he didn’t fuck me. He wasn’t my Daddy, and I wasn’t his babygirl. He was no one’s Dominant, and I was no one’s submissive.



We were Seth and Becca.



We were us.



Part of me had wondered how okay Seth really was with what had happened and if he would even want me like he had before. A bigger part of me feared I wouldn’t want him as much either.



He whispered his feelings for me into my ear. They were feelings not filtered through the typical language of the lifestyle that meant so much to us but in the end didn’t define us. It wasn’t news that he loved me or that I loved him, but somehow those ideas had never seemed more real than they did at that moment.



I had no idea if I’d ever visit Damien’s dungeon again, but for the moment at least, it didn’t matter.



I was holding all that mattered, and he was holding me.



 









 Thank you for reading--you’re awesome!



 



We hope you enjoyed this book. If so, we’d greatly appreciate
 a short review on Amazon
 . Reviews are crucial for any author, and even a simple line or two can make a big difference.
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