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Chapter One
Grace Hendrick blushed furiously when the doorbell snapped her out of an all-too-familiar daydream at ten to noon. 

“Oh, for God’s sake,” she muttered, setting aside her faithful old laptop.  It wasn’t like whoever was at the door had caught her masturbating.  So she was slightly worked up over her fantasy--few would suspect a woman her age even had such fantasies, much less did something about them.

Taking off her reading glasses, she stood up and stretched, wincing at the ache between her shoulder blades.  If she didn’t get back into an aquaerobics class soon, she was going to petrify like so much aging wood.  And if she didn’t finish grading those essays, she was going to be out of a job.  Then she wouldn’t be able to afford an aquaerobics class.

Stepping into her slippers, she tightened the belt of her robe as she headed for the front door, pausing only to straighten the doily on the entry table as she went by.  Who in the world would be out in a snowstorm?

Opening the door just a bit, she peeked out through the crack.  The young lady who stood on the porch was certainly dressed for the weather--only her pink-tipped nose, rosy cheeks, and pretty blue eyes showed between her sparkly purple cap and scarf.  “Yes, may I help you?”

“Happy Valentine’s Day, Grace,” she said, holding up a pink-frosted cupcake with a candle on top.  “I have a birthday present for you.”  

Grace’s eyes widened; although the wind was gusting and snow fell hard enough to obscure the house across the street, the candle’s flame never flickered.  Just as she opened her mouth to marvel, it occurred to her that it must be one of those trick candles that had to be put out in water.

“I’m sorry,” she said, opening the door wider.  “Do I know you?”

The young lady laughed.  “No, I’m just getting acquainted.”

“Oh, I heard a young couple had bought the Murray place,” Grace said, stepping back and pulling the door wide.  “Won’t you come in for a while?”

“Thank you, but I can’t stay.” She held out the cupcake.  “Would you mind trying a bite before I go?  It’s a new recipe and I’d really like to know what you think.”

Grace smiled as she took it.  “It’s so sweet of you to come around in weather like this.”  In fact, it was almost unbelievable that any of the neighbors had known or cared enough to tell the newcomer today was her birthday.

“Don’t forget to make a wish before you blow out the candle.”

Grace laughed.  “My dear, I’m sixty, not six.”

The girl’s eyes widened.  “Oh, but you have to!”

She looked so worried that Grace was immediately contrite.  “Well, of course, that’s fine,” she said quickly.  “What did you say your name was?”

“I didn’t, but it’s Marina.”

“How lovely.”

The girl was still looking at her expectantly, so Grace put her mind to the task at hand.  It wasn’t too hard to come up with a wish--she’d been living one in her mind when the doorbell rang.  Closing her eyes, she drew a deep breath.  I wish I could have one more night with Jared.  Then she opened them again, puckered up, and blew on the flame.  Much to her surprise, it went right out.

Marina clapped her mittened hands enthusiastically.  “Oh, goody!  You’ll get your wish!”

“From your lips,” Grace said, working to keep the dryness out of her tone.

“Now tell me, how does it taste?”

By this time, snow was beginning to accumulate on the rug, but Grace obliged the girl, peeling back the festive Valentine paper and taking a bite of the white cake.  “Mmmm, coconut.  My favorite,” she said, licking a bit of frosting off her upper lip.  “It’s wonderful, thank you.”

“My pleasure.”  Tugging off a sparkly mitten, Marina reached into her coat pocket and pulled out a small white card.  “Sorry to rush off, but I’m late for another engagement.  Enjoy your birthday, Grace!”  She trotted off down the sidewalk and disappeared into the snow just a few yards from the house.

Tucking the card into her robe pocket with a bemused smile, Grace bumped the door closed with her hip while she peeled the cupcake.  After she’d polished it off and disposed of the paper and candle, she went in search of her glasses.  Finding them right where she’d left them, she sank back into her well-worn chaise and pulled out the card.  On one side, her name was written in bold, uniform calligraphy.  On the other was a short poem.
You made your wish, and so polite!

Now I will grant you one more night...
Grace blinked.  One more night...  How could the girl possibly have known that she’d wished for a night?

For just a moment, hope fluttered in her breast, but common sense asserted itself immediately.  What did she think, that Marina might be some sort of fairy godmother?  If anything, she would have to be her fairy goddaughter.  And since when is your name Cinderella?  

“More like Seniorella,” she muttered under her breath.  Grace almost laughed out loud at the visual.  Well, she’d lost nothing by making the wish and she wasn’t going to complain--after all, it was the only birthday cake she’d had in years and pretty damn good, to boot.  The card might be a bit out there, but beggars couldn’t be choosers.

Speaking of cards, why hadn’t she grabbed the mail while she was up?  

Even knowing there was probably nothing but bills and sales circulars, she scurried back to the door and stepped out onto the porch.  When she reached into the mailbox, she thought at first that it was empty.  But then her fingers found a postcard.
Yes, Seniorella, you guessed it right--

Now love them ‘til the stroke of midnight.

Her knee-jerk English professor response was, Another trite little rhyme.  Then her eyes widened.  Seniorella?  She whipped her head from left to right but the girl was nowhere to be seen.  Shaking like a leaf, she turned to step back into the house and slipped on the frosty concrete.  The last thing she saw was the card flying out of her hand.
Chapter Two
“Jesus, Grace, are you okay? Talk to me, honey, please!”

The first thing she saw when she opened her eyes was the battered silver pickup with McLain Homes emblazoned on the driver’s door.  Then she looked up.  Jared McLain gazed down at her, his dark blonde hair falling over his forehead, his rough-hewn face creased with concern, and her heart squeezed painfully before starting to race.

Jared--the love of her life and the irresistibly dominant man she’d run away from.  The dominant man who’d been dead for almost thirty years.

“Jared?”  Tears filled her eyes and joy exploded in her chest, bubbling outward until she couldn’t draw a breath.  If this was a dream, she never wanted to wake up.  She reached up and ran trembling fingers over his mouth, biting her lip as he kissed the tips.  “You’re really here?”

“Of course I’m really here!”  He shifted her on his lap until she was sitting up.  Then he scowled at her.  “And I really would have helped you carry in the groceries, if you’d called me.”

All she could do was stare at his beloved face.  She was with Jared!

He waved a hand in front of her.  “Earth to Grace--are you sure you’re okay?  You didn’t answer me the first time.”

She threw her arms around his neck, knocking him backward onto the ice-slicked sidewalk.  “Oh my God, I’ve missed you so much!”  Her tears ran freely as she dropped urgent kisses down his stubbly cheek.  Tucking her face into the collar of his flannel shirt, she sucked in the scent of warm, musky morning man and just about had an orgasm.

Jared’s laughter set off more sparks in her tummy.  Squeezing her against his chest, he rumbled, “You just left an hour ago.”

Grace raised her head and looked into his achingly familiar blue eyes.  “It was the longest hour of my life,” she choked.  Her face crumpled before she dropped her forehead onto his collarbone and began to sob.

“Hey, hey,” he crooned, stroking her hair as his grip on her tightened.  “What’s going on, sweetheart?  You’re not supposed to cry on your birthday.”

She gasped and pushed up, blinking down at him again.  “It’s still my birthday?”

“All day.”  He wiped under her eye with a tender thumb.

Grace looked at her hands, which rested on shoulders broad and hard from years of construction work.  Her age spots and bulging veins were gone, and presumably so were her wrinkles and gray hair.  “I’m thirty today.”

Her heart thumped when he gave her a sexy grin.  “Boy, are you ever.  You just about wore this old man out this morning.”  Then he sobered, searching her eyes.  “You wanna tell me what this is all about?”

She glanced at her watch.  Twelve-oh-five.  Love them ‘til the stroke of midnight.  She had less then twelve hours.

“Is Alec still--” Alive, too probably wasn’t the thing to say.  “Still coming over?” she amended quickly, wiping her eyes as she scrambled to her feet with amazing ease.  “Don’t wait until tonight--call and tell him to come over right now.”  
Halfway to standing, Jared zeroed in on her face, a puzzled frown pulling down his brow.  “How did you...”  Straightening, he brushed the powdery snow from his jeans.  Her mouth went dry at the pronounced bulge in his jeans.  “There’s no way he told you.”

“No.”

“Then...”  He looked as if he might demand more answers, but then his expression hardened into one that stole her breath and sent her stomach plummeting.  His stare penetrated to her bones. “You know what we’ll want from you, Princess Grace.”

“Yes, sir,” she whispered, suddenly shaking all over.

“Well, it’s your birthday, but I’m not going to look a gift horse in the mouth.”  He leaned over and snagged one of the grocery sacks without taking his eyes off her.  “Go upstairs and get into the shower while I pick this stuff up.  I’ll be there in a few minutes.”

“Yes, sir.”  His gaze burned into her back as she slipped and slithered her way down the slick walk.  She hobbled at first, concerned about falling and breaking a hip, but gained confidence when she realized how strong and sure her legs felt, and how quickly she reacted when her feet hit a particularly hazardous patch.  Suddenly the old saying You don’t know what you’ve got ‘til it’s gone held vast new meaning. 

“Oh my God, youth is so wasted on the young,” she muttered.  At the last section of pavement below the front steps, a memory tickled.  Spreading her arms, she shoved off with her toe and glided over the slab on one foot.  When her slim black boot hit the riser, she bounded up the steps, taking them two at a time, and landed on the porch with a breathless laugh.  Her knees had cartilage again!  They didn’t hurt at all!

“I saw that.”  The amused reproof in Jared’s voice made her cast a flirtatious smile over her shoulder before she slipped through the front door.

When she unbuttoned her coat and hung it on one of the pegs in the entry hall, the feeling of coming home nearly overwhelmed her.  Her boots landed in the pile of dirty work boots and worn sneakers and she trailed her hand along the smooth knotty pine paneling as she walked into the living room.  It all looked exactly as she’d last seen it, cluttered and comfortable and altogether masculine.

Pain tightened her throat.  Would Jared and Alec still be alive if she hadn’t reacted so childishly that night, if she’d stayed and talked through her fears instead of taking off in a panic?

Turning, Grace gave herself a mental shake.  This wasn’t the time for futile regrets.  She’d been granted a magical gift, a second chance to experience the kind of passion most women only dreamed of, and she wasn’t going to waste it lamenting things she couldn’t change.  Taking a deep breath, she gripped the banister and started up the stairs.
Chapter Three
She’d already washed her hair and shaved her legs and underarms when she heard the door open.  Tensing with excitement, she expected him to step into the shower with her, but he dawdled over ripping into some sort of packaging and running water in the sink, humming under his breath the whole time.  Then his voice came to her through the curtain.  “Princess, bend over until the spray is hitting your low back and brace your hands against the wall beneath the showerhead.”

Confused and a bit anxious, she followed his instructions, waiting breathlessly for his next move.  She didn’t have to wait long.  The brass rings supporting the shower curtain clinked over the rod as he pushed it forward and stepped in behind her.  She wanted to look at him, but didn’t dare when they were in Master/Princess mode.

A thump on the porcelain sounded before the curtain closed once more, and then Jared’s callused hands slid over her hips.  His thick, hard cock pressed against her ass when he leaned over her back.  “Have you had an enema before?”

She gulped.  “No, sir.”  

Somehow that wasn’t quite how she’d envisioned spending any part of her very limited time with him, but she didn’t protest when he stepped back and spread her buttocks with his fingers.

“I didn’t require this when I fucked you here before,” he murmured as he slowly filled her with warm liquid.  “But since we’re having company this time, I thought we should do a little spring cleaning.  How does that feel, Princess?”

“I’m not really in chatty mood right now, sir,” she told him through clenched teeth, provoking a chuckle.

“You’re already due a punishment.  Don’t make me add to it.”  When he finally pulled the nozzle out, he patted her on the rump.  “Hold it for five minutes.  If you let it go early, we’ll have to start again.”

Waiting was pure torture, especially when he leaned into her again and started running his hands over her belly and breasts, down between her legs...

She hissed at him when he brushed her clit.  “No fair!”

“Did I give you permission to address me?”

“I was talking to myself, sir, not addressing you.”

“Somebody’s developed a very smart mouth in the space of one morning.”

Grace would have laughed then if the pressure building behind her back door hadn’t gotten so heavy already.  God, if only he knew.  Having lived sixty years, thirty of them steeped with bitter regret at things she’d left unsaid and undone, at the trust he’d earned but she’d failed to give, she was too desperate for him to hold anything back now.  For better or worse, Jared was getting all there was to have of Grace Hendrick.  She belonged to him, body and soul, for the next eleven-plus hours.

He punished her impertinence with an extra minute and she barely made it onto the toilet before losing control.  Apparently oblivious to her mortification, he watched with glittering eyes until she was through and then tugged her back into the shower for a thorough and sensuous washing.  She wasn’t the least bit surprised when he leaned out of the tub and returned with a can of shaving cream and a wicked-looking straight-edge razor.

An hour later, she knelt in Jared’s bedroom, naked like she hadn’t been since grade school.  Her ass in the air, her hands behind her back, and her forehead on the floor, Grace wallowed in red-hot need.  Thirty years ago, she would have balked at Jared’s ministrations in the bathroom.  Now the intimacy, while embarrassing, thrilled her to the bone.  She was laid bare to him, flaws and all, and she was accepted.  Wanted.  Cosseted and coveted.
Had anything ever aroused her more?

“I’m really surprised you’re taking all this so matter-of-factly.”  She heard one of his knees crack as he crouched beside her on the carpet and ran a hand down her back and over her ass.  A thousand words crowded behind her lips, but she remained silent.  “You’ve always been the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen, Grace, but now...”  His sigh filled the air.  “Sit up, sweetheart.  Might as well get the rest of this out of the way before Alec gets here.”

The blood rushing out of her head made her sway for a second and he grasped her upper arm to steady her.  “You okay?”

At her nod, he nodded pensively, too.  He’d dressed in the black slacks and white dress shirt she remembered from that long-ago night, and even wore socks and shoes.  And here she’d thought she couldn’t possibly feel any more naked...

He took her hand in his before asking, “How did you find out about Alec and me?”

It was tempting to just lay it all out for him, but Jared was a die-hard pragmatist.  If she told him about the magical cupcake, he’d probably think she’d cracked her skull in the fall and rush her to the emergency room, so instead she gave him a loving smile.  “Sometimes a woman just...knows.”

“Not every woman would be so accepting of a lover who’d experimented with another man.”

She cocked her head and watched him chew the inside of his lower lip.  He was nervous.  Why hadn’t she seen it before?  Jared McLain was actually afraid she was going to reject him.  Which she had, the first time.  Oh, she hadn’t intended the rejection to be permanent.  She’d just needed some time to think, to finally come to terms with it all--his brief affair with Alec Ruston, the idea of taking two extremely dominant lovers at once, and her own submissive nature.

Squelching a whimper of regret, she asked wryly, “Will it make you feel better if I experiment with another woman?”

Though he looked taken aback, the twitch in his pants told her such a scenario might make him feel very good indeed.  Too bad--she wasn’t going to be touching anyone but him tonight.  Except maybe Alec.

“I’m having a hard time getting a handle on your mood,” he said, a smile tugging at the corners of his mouth.  “If I didn’t know better, I’d say you’d been dipping into the cooking sherry.”

“You don’t have any cooking sherry.”  Ignoring his unspoken question, she asked, “So I gather you both decided sex was better with a woman between you?”

“Not just any woman,” he said pointedly, leaning his forehead against hers.  “We’ve been waiting for you.”

Grace tilted her face until they were eye to eye and nose to nose, then she touched her lips briefly to his.  “Not nearly as long as I’ve waited for you.”

When the doorbell rang, neither of them moved, and it would have been fine with her if they stayed locked together this way forever.  She’d never been so totally absorbed in him.  It was like they were melting into one being.

“Does this mean that you’re ready to be collared permanently?”

Why had she ever hesitated?  “Yes, sir.  Please.”

Jared groaned and took her mouth hungrily, seeking her tongue with his and twining them together with exquisite care.  All too soon, he pulled away.

“I love you, Grace,” he whispered.  “Marry me.”  Leaning back, he reached into his pocket and pulled out a black velvet box.

Oh God, he had a ring in his pocket that night!  The joy and pain colliding in her heart were so intense that she couldn’t catch a breath.  Realizing the full extent of what she’d thrown away had doubled her agony, but she toughed it out, determined not to waste a second of their time together.  

Squeezing out a raspy, “Yes,” she closed her eyes and nodded until the urge to howl had subsided.  She’d shed too many tears already.

He was slipping the stunning emerald solitaire onto her finger when Alec said from the doorway, “Looks like congratulations are in order.”

Too overwhelmed by emotion to be concerned about her nudity, Grace wiped at her damp eyes and glanced at him, then stood up.  “Almost,” she said.  The collar that Jared loved to see her wearing was in his underwear drawer, and she pulled it out with a reverence she’d never felt before.  This slender piece of studded leather symbolized what they were to each other every bit as much as the ring did, and she’d wear it with pride for as long as she could.

Jared took it from her and stood behind her, watching her face in the mirror with unadulterated possessiveness while he fastened it around her neck.  “There’s no going back now.”

No going back.  His hands closed on her shoulders as the words echoed in her ears.  Oh, how she wished it were true!  Nothing would make her happier.

Nodding, she gave him a tremulous smile.  “No going back,” she agreed.
Chapter Four
“I’m definitely feeling like a fifth wheel,” Alec said.  “Why don’t we try this another day?”

Grace looked over her shoulder at Jared and, seeing the question arching his brow, turned to Alec.  “No, it has to be today,” she said firmly.  “Today would be...perfect.”

He met her gaze for a moment and then his eyes slid all the way down her body to her toes before returning to her bare mons.  “Pretty pussy, Princess.  I’ve waited a long time to see it.”

Heat boiled up her neck into her cheeks and she looked at the floor in front of her, suddenly breathless.  He’d never called her Princess before.

“Alec just admired your pussy, Princess.  What do you say to him?”

Grace swallowed, her heartbeat ragged.  “Thank you...sir?”

“The pleasure’s all mine,” Alec said in a silky tone.

“And mine.”  Jared’s fingers slid under her chin and he pulled her face up for a brief kiss before grinning at Alec.  “That’s quite a sack you’ve got there, Santa.  Did you bring something fun for us to play with?”

“You know it.”  Alec walked to the bed and set the silky black bag on the mattress.  He was the one who’d gotten Jared interested in sexual domination, and Jared had always spoken of the “dungeon” in Alec’s apartment and his vast collection of toys with awe.  “You in the mood for rope?”

“Definitely.”  Jared pointed to the center of the floor.  “Kneel with your back to the bed, Princess, and tell Alec your safe word.”

“Prince,” she replied as she knelt easily and spread her knees, placing her hands in the small of her back.  Instead of bowing her head, she looked him in the eye.  “But I won’t be needing it, sir.”

For a second, he frowned at her.  “What’s gotten into you, Grace?  A week ago you were skittish as hell at the thought of needing a safe word.”

“A week ago, you were skittish as hell when I kissed your cheek, too,” Alec added, sounding very much like the criminal attorney he was.  “Now you act like my seeing you naked is the most natural thing in the world.  You almost seem like a different woman.”

Thirty years of hell on earth will do that to a girl.  “I guess I’ve just...matured a little in my thinking.”  She looked back and forth between them.  It was hard to believe that tomorrow they’d both be dead and she’d be alone.  Again.  “Life is short,” she said unsteadily.  “I don’t want to miss a thing.”

Alec’s brows rose.  “You know something I don’t?”

Grace hesitated.  It was probably pointless to try and change the past, but she didn’t see where she had much to lose by trying.

“Don’t go to the game tomorrow,” she finally said.

“Grace!”  Jared frowned at her.  “That was supposed to be a surprise, too!”

She shook her head.  “I don’t care.  Just...don’t go to the game.  Please.”

“You don’t want to go?” he asked.

“Me?”  Grace was stunned.  “You mean I’m supposed to go with you?”

“Of course you are!  Who did you think?”

“I thought...Alec...”

“We’re all going together, as a surprise.”  He narrowed his gaze at her.  “But apparently you’re not an easy woman to surprise.”

Her mind worked to wrap itself around the truth:  Even if she hadn’t run away, Jared and Alec would still be dead--and she would have died in the car wreck with them.

“Stay home,” she said urgently.  “No matter what happens tomorrow, don’t go to the game.  Please.  If you love me, Jared, please don’t go.”

Silence reigned as they stared at each other for a long moment.

“We’ll see,” he said at last, crossing his arms over his chest.  “But first, I think you’re overdue for some punishment, Princess.  Eyes on the floor.”

As he waited for her to comply, Grace took a deep, cleansing breath and felt the weight of the world flow out of her. That was probably all he was going to say about the matter, but she knew Jared would yield to her wishes.  Master or not, he always did when something was really important to her.  

Why hadn’t she realized it thirty years ago?  Why hadn’t she seen that there was nothing demeaning in offering her submission to this beautiful man, that it wasn’t a sign of any deficiency in her mental makeup?  On the contrary, she felt immensely powerful as she lowered her eyes to the floor.  Jared had always claimed that his domination was nothing without her submission, and it broke her heart that she hadn’t understood before it was too late.

There was some rustling and murmuring behind her, and then Jared said, “No blindfold this time.  I want her to see everything.”

Thank God!  It hadn’t occurred to her that they might blindfold her--that would really have put a kink in her plans to memorize every expression on their handsome faces, every line on their hard, muscular bodies.  Hard...muscular...bodies...

Her mouth began to water.  Sex.  She was going to have sex, lots of sweaty, kinky sex with two of the hottest men on the planet.  It had been Alec’s stunning good looks as much as his legendary Dom status that had unnerved her all those years ago, and admitting to herself that she found him terribly sexy had felt disloyal, if not downright slutty.  Part of her had even wondered if Jared was testing her fidelity by tempting her with another man.

Grace knew better now, and frankly, she’d gone so long without sex that she probably wouldn’t bat a lash if he called the Celtics’ starting lineup through the door.  Whatever he wanted, just as long as she got what she needed--and she always got what she needed when Jared was in charge.

Chills rose on her arms and her nipples tightened as someone’s fingers riffled through the long hair hanging between her shoulder blades.  Alec.  The scent of his aftershave, light and citrusy, made her stomach drop, and her eyelids slid shut as arousal seared her.  Already the feeling of helplessness was drugging her more effectively than any pill.

“On your back, Princess, palms on the floor.”  Hard hands grasped her shoulders and upper arms, lowering her to the carpet.  When she opened her eyes, Alec knelt beside her.  He lost no time pulling her knee up and winding a soft white cotton rope deftly around her right thigh, then around her calf, pulling them against each other.  He wound the rope around her folded leg several times and knotted it.  Then he wrapped another short rope around her wrist and tied it to the leg binding before moving to the other side. 

While he worked, Jared stared down at her.  Though his expression was impassive, blue heat blazed from his eyes.  Grace could imagine how she looked with her dark brown hair fanned out around her head and his collar stark against her white neck. If Alec’s binding hadn’t already made slick moisture seep out of her, that visual surely would have.  After living with a body twice this age, her own firm, sexy, thirty-year-old body was a huge turn-on in itself.  

She looked down at her breasts.  They stood round and plump on her ribs, her nipples drawn up into tight pink points, and the sight made her pussy clench with need.

Apparently satisfied that she was properly restrained, Alec pushed her knees apart until the backs of her hands touched the floor.  Oh, the limberness of youth!  “Don’t move.”

Jared stepped between her legs and examined her wide-open pussy.  “You’re dripping, Princess Grace.”  He crouched and ran a finger through her wet folds, carefully avoiding her clit.  Then he smeared the moisture he’d collected onto her shaved labia.  “And you smell delicious.”  He lowered his head and sucked the outer lips into his mouth, one after the other, and Grace groaned.  It felt good, but it wasn’t enough.  Not nearly enough.

When he sat back, she whimpered.  Then Alec knelt beside her and dropped a handful of stuff on the floor out of her line of sight.  Jared picked something up.  “Ah, here we go, Princess.  This ought to make your day.”

She jumped when something cool touched her anus.  “Push out, babe.  You know the drill.”  Grace barely had time to draw a breath before he  pressed a slick finger into  her bottom, spreading the lube around.  Then he withdrew and returned with something she recognized.  It was a butt plug that got thicker and harder to take the further he pushed it.  “Bear down, Grace.”

“I’m trying, sir!”

“My cock’s bigger than this plug.”

“I know, sir!”

“Take a few deep breaths,” he ordered.  “Just one more ring and it’s in.”

She obeyed immediately and was relieved to feel the last ring pop into place.  It burned, but she knew from experience it wasn’t going to kill her.  Far from it, in fact.

He picked up something else and told Alec, “Why don’t you take care of those?”

Alec grinned.  “Thought you’d never ask.”

“Be careful--she’s never had them clamped.”

Grace’s eyes widened and her heart rate doubled.  Damn right, she’d never had them clamped.  From what she’d read, it hurt like hell.  She bit her lip to keep from whining, Do we have to?
“Don’t worry, Princess,” Alec said as he leaned over her left breast.  “I’ll make it hurt good.”  

His tongue swiped over her nipple and she whined anyway.  Her breath was coming fast and hard, arousal and fear warring for prominence.  He licked her curiously, tracing the tip of his tongue around her areola, and the cooling moisture made the nipple draw up even tighter.

“Pretty,” he breathed.  Then his mouth closed over her and he began a strong suckling that pulled her back up off the floor.  He worked the sensitive flesh against his upper teeth with his tongue, abrading it, arousing her to the point of madness.

When he pulled away, she closed her eyes and held her breath, waiting for the pain to strike.  She didn’t wait long.  Biting pressure grabbed her and she gasped.  Her eyes flew open.  She’d only  seen nipple clamps on the internet and wasn’t quite sure what to expect.  This one looked deceptively harmless, sort of like little tweezers with rubber tips, but the pain almost took her breath away and she sucked in deep gusts of air until it settled into something manageable.

“Very good, Princess,” Alec murmured before lowering his head to her other breast.  At the same time, Jared went to work between her legs.  It took about three seconds of his tongue circling her clit for Grace to reach the flashpoint, and she groaned loudly when he stopped.

“You’ve got a hair-trigger cunt today, Princess,” he chuckled.  “Would you like to come?”

“Yes, sir, please!”  But she knew what his answer would be.

“It wouldn’t be punishment if I let you come whenever you wanted, would it?”

“No, sir--oh!”  Alec’s fierce drawing on her other breast just about did it, but he, too, stopped just short of the mark.  “No!” she cried when he pulled away.  He stung her with the other clamp and this time she screamed, thrusting her hips up as far as her bound legs would allow.  Sweat broke out on her upper lip and between her breasts at the urgency pounding through her.  “Please, sir, I need to come so bad!”

“Better leave off the clit clamp or she’s gone,” Alec advised.

“Definitely.”  Jared slid something into her then, probably a dildo, though it wasn’t very large.  She jumped when it began to vibrate lightly.  “Where’s the belt?”

Alec reached up and snagged a set of leather straps off the bed, and together, they threaded one around her waist, then looped another one between her legs and fastened them in front of her.  Jared moved to her right side and they hauled her upright, making her kneel again while they tightened the vertical belt until it was snug against her crotch.

“Now that’s pretty,” Alec said as they gazed down at her.  “All that’s missing is a gag.”

“No, I want to hear her.”  Jared pulled her chin up.  “Are you ready for Act Two, Princess Grace?”

She swallowed hard before answering. “Yes, sir.”
Chapter Five
The two men exchanged looks before beginning an unhurried striptease that made her heart pound.  When their clothes were scattered on the floor, Alec immediately slid a hand behind Jared’s neck and pulled him into a deep kiss.  Grace watched the muscles working in their jaws and throats, and whimpered, jealous as all hell.  Not of Jared, but that they were both getting some while she was dying on the floor.  Me, me!  I want some! 

They were beautiful together.  Jared’s dark blond locks were slightly shaggy and tended to curl, while Alec’s rich brown hair was straight and conservatively cut.  Jared had faintly golden skin that tanned to a deep brown in the summer, while Alec was pale and burned easily.  Despite their differences, they were cut from the same sturdy cloth, tall and muscular with wide shoulders and tapering waists that led to...  Holy shit!  Jared was big and thick, but Alec was...Jesus, she hadn’t realized they got that long.  She didn’t think there was any way she could take him.

Yeah, right, her horny body said.  She could and she would, and if it killed her, then she’d die one mighty happy old lady.

Grace stifled another whimper when Jared’s long, hard fingers slid down and cupped Alec’s balls, provoking a harsh groan from the other man.  She wanted those fingers between her legs, but at the same time, she was absolutely fascinated.  Before Jared had confessed their brief experimentation all those years ago, she would never have imagined that these two supremely male specimens could be attracted to each other.  Now it made a lot of sense.  They’d grown up together, played sports together, seen each other through the deaths of parents--why wouldn’t they care about each other and want to express it in a physical way?

Jared broke the kiss.  “Do you like watching us kiss?” he asked, watching her as his fingers squeezed Alec’s balls.

“Yes, sir.”

Alec slid a hand around Jared’s cock and worked it slowly up and down the shaft, curling over the head and drawing the moisture gathering there downward with every stroke. Unable to move her eyes from the spectacle, Grace licked her lips.  The fullness in her ass and the small vibration in her pussy were starting to drive her crazy, and her nipples had gone just about numb, yet still throbbed in the grip of the clamps.  She needed relief.  Soon.

“Please, sir,” she whispered.

“Man, she looks downright deprived,” Alec said, breaking away to kneel beside her.  God, he smelled good, all lemony and musky.  “Have you lost your touch in the sack?”

“Excuse me, but I fucked her brainless this morning.”  Jared stepped up in front of her, and Grace leaned forward and opened her mouth over his cock, sucking him deep.  Oh God, he tasted so good!  She sucked harder, swirling her tongue around the fat head while his fingers speared into her hair and held her fast.  “I don’t think you had permission to do that, Princess, but I’ll...mmmm, I’ll let it slide just this once.  Open wider.”

She did as he asked and he pushed deeper, tunneling into the back of her throat until she gagged.  He pulled back a bit and waited until she adjusted, then pushed back in.  Remembering to breathe this time, she took all of him, ‘til his balls met her chin.  She looked up and met eyes that had darkened to navy.  He ordered, “Now suck,” and everything in her clenched with need.

“Impressive,” Alec murmured when she complied.

“You’ll get your turn.”  Jared hummed with satisfaction while she drew on his rigid flesh, stroking her hair, her cheeks, her jaw.  Grace was so lost in the joy of pleasing him, she had no idea if it was minutes or hours later when he pulled away.  “Okay, that’s enough.”

He dropped to the carpet behind her and unfastened the belts, tossing them out of the way.  “Easy now, Princess.  The plug’s coming out.”  She braced herself for that first ring and then sighed with relief when he was done.  Yes!  Now she was going to get some.

She was confused when they turned her and laid her on her back again, but then Alec knelt over her head and Jared spread her legs.  “He’s clean, Princess.  I saw the report myself.  Are you going to suck him down?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Good girl.”

Alec wasted no time leaning over her and bracing his hands on either side of her waist.  “Tip your head back.”  Swallowing nervously at the incredible length of him, she opened her mouth and he thrust in at once, brushing her nose with his sac and giving her a tantalizing close-up of his firm ass.  He tasted different from Jared, his flavor musky and muted, and Grace swallowed him down greedily, amazing even herself.  “Oh, yeah, that’s good, Princess.”

Then Jared’s fingers slid into her ass and she bucked, whining at the fire whipping through her.  “Steady there, Grace.  Suck him like you mean it.”

“Oh, she’s doing fine,” Alec groaned.  “More than fine.”  He withdrew and thrust in again, not going quite as deep as before, giving her tongue room to swirl and flutter on him.  “I’m not going to last long.”

“Neither is she.”  Jared removed his fingers as Alec, panting now, set up a shallow, steady rhythm in her mouth.  “I’ve never fucked her mouth from that angle.”

“You’re missing out.  Jesus, she’s good.”

Jared’s hands pushed her legs up and back and then Grace felt the head of his cock blaze into her ass.  She shrieked at the heat tearing over her, yanking hard against the ropes restraining her hands.  The little vibrator was still whirring away in her pussy and her nipples throbbed dully and she was close, oh, so close...

“You don’t come until I say so.”

No!

“Think about me, Princess,” Alec grunted, driving into her mouth with more force, going deeper and faster with every thrust.  “Think about my cock, Jesus, it’s so hard, so hot--so hard, fuck, I’m gonna blow come all the way down to your tailbone.  Fuck her, Jared, before I lose it!”

He was in the back of her throat, going so deep it almost scared her, and yet every desperate, jerky stroke made her feel more powerful.  He was losing control, and she was the one he was giving it to.  

Then Jared rammed all the way home, utterly stripping away that illusion of power.  He set up his own driving rhythm and Grace was utterly helpless, bound with rope, gagged with cock, and taking it up the ass, burning for a release she couldn’t have without permission.  The sounds of slapping flesh and heavy groans echoed in her ears, and it was awful and awesome, and oh God, she was going to lose her mind.

Alec jerked and his thighs trembled. “Shit, I’m coming!  Suck hard, Grace!”

She obeyed without thought, swallowing instinctively as he spurted stream after stream of come into her throat.  He withdrew and came down on his hip beside her head, then reached out, removing both of the clamps in quick succession.

Grace screamed as lightning struck her breasts, arching upward in an agony of need.

“You are so incredibly beautiful, Princess,” Jared ground out as he hammered against her.

Alec sent his hand skimming down her belly and over her slick mons.  When his fingers settled on either side of her clit she stiffened, the tension in her belly wound so tight, she knew something had to give somewhere.

“Oh God, please!”

Jared let go of her legs and arched over her, driving her harder.  “Wait,” he said hoarsely.

“Please!” she screamed, tears running into her ears as the coil in her belly tightened even further.  Alec’s fingers pinched tighter on her clit and tingles of pleasure raised gooseflesh over her entire body.  So close...

He slammed against her and shouted, “Go, Grace--come now!”

The coil whipped free, blasting her inside out as shockwaves of sensation ripped her breath from her throat.  She was blind and deaf to everything but love.
Chapter Six
By the time she woke, night had fallen and she nearly cried when she spied the clock on the dresser.  Six-forty!  She’d wasted hours of her time with Jared, hours that she’d never get back.

He jerked upright when she shouted his name.  “What?  What?”  Turning on the bedside lamp, he blinked at her.  “Jesus, Grace, that’s the second time today you’ve scared the shit out of me.  Quit it.”

She launched herself at him again and just about strangled him, whispering, “I love you, I love you, I love you,” into his ear while tears seeped from beneath her closed lids.

“I love you, too, baby,” he’d told her, rubbing her back with gentle hands.  “Please tell me what’s wrong.”

Refusing to let go, she choked out, “I just didn’t mean to waste so much of my birthday sleeping.”

“Hey, you needed it.”  He drew her arms down and smiled at her.  “Besides, the night is young.”

“What night?  I’m sprouting morning wood over here,” Alec chimed in from behind her.

Grace’s stomach rumbled and both men burst out laughing.  

She took the first turn in the shower--so nice to have skin that could withstand two showers in one day!--and then got to work on veggie omelets and toast.

“So...”  Jared bit the end off a celery stick and chewed thoughtfully, leaning back against the kitchen cabinet while he watched her cook.  His unbuttoned jeans hung low on his hips, and the line of dusky hair trailing into them made it difficult to concentrate on the task at hand.

“A needle pulling thread,” she quipped, flipping off the burner and sliding the last omelet onto a plate.  “Let’s eat.”

Alec walked in, wearing nothing but a few stray water droplets.  “Looks like I timed that just right.”

Grace looked him up and down, unable to suppress a shiver of arousal.  Even flaccid, his penis was exceptional.  “Aren’t you a tad underdressed?”

“I can’t believe I’m the only one here who likes to eat naked,” he countered, grabbing her by the hem of Jared’s shirt and dragging it upward.  

She slapped at his hands and jumped away, wagging a finger at him.  “I need something to eat and I can’t think with your...equipment on display.

“And there are a couple of things I want to discuss before we all get naked again,” Jared agreed.

Alec grinned and walked around to the other side of the island to sit down.  “That better?”

Grace grinned back.  “Yes...and no.”

“Sit.  Eat.”  Jared pointed to her seat.

“Yes, sir,” she said meekly.  Alec may have hidden his assets, but Jared’s were still trying to peek out, and the coolness of the vinyl barstool against her heated flesh made her gasp.

“Sore?”

She couldn’t meet Jared’s eyes.  “Uh, yeah, a little.”  If he couldn’t figure it out from her nipples poking against the shirt, she wasn’t going to tell him.  He slid onto the seat beside her without another word and started to eat.

For a few minutes, the scraping of forks against plates was the only sound in the room, and the silence gave Grace another chance to kick herself for sleeping so long.  Now she only had four and a half hours left.

She ate faster.

“So Grace, are you going to tell us how you found out about all these surprises?”  Jared asked.

The fork stopped halfway to her mouth and she stared at him out of the corner of her eye.  “Fairy godmother,” she finally said before taking a bite.

He wiped his mouth with a paper napkin and turned to face her fully.  “Let me rephrase that.  How did you find out about your surprises, Princess?”

Grace froze, the omelet half-chewed in her mouth, and glanced at Alec.  A smug grin spread over his face as he dropped the last of his toast and swiped his napkin over his fingers.  Adrenaline surged through her, making her heart race and her breathing erratic.

Swallowing the bite with some effort, she told Jared, “Before we go any further, there’s something I’d really, really like to know.”

“I’d really, really like to know how you found out about your surprises,” he reproved.

She looked at him with her heart in her eyes.  “Please, Jared.”

He frowned as he brushed her hair behind her ear.  “Sweetheart, what in the hell is wrong?”  Grace shook her head mutely and he sighed.  “Okay, what is it you want to know?”

Taking a deep breath, she asked, “What did--I mean what do you see happening, as far as...” She gestured at Alec. “You know, him?  Us?”

“What would you like to see happen?”

Happily ever after, but that’s not on the menu.  “I want to hear what your plan is.  You obviously have one.”

His eyes narrowed.  “Not a plan, exactly.  Maybe a...wish.”

“Then what would you wish for?”

“All right then, I wish that you’d marry me and live happily ever after with me, and that you’d be willing to let Alec move in with us and play with us until some other woman gets her claws into him permanently.”

“I don’t see that happening, myself,” Alec rumbled from across the table.

“And what about you two?  Do you want to...”  She bit her lip.

“If you’re asking if we want to fuck each other, the answer is definitely no.”  Jared eyed Alec with a rueful grin.  “Can you guess why?”

Grace looked back and forth between them and felt a laugh bubbling up.  “Too many Doms, not enough subs?”

“Basically,” he agreed.  “We both liked dishing it out, but neither of us liked taking it.”

“Wimps,” she giggled.  Giggled.  Sixty years old and she was giggling!  Oh, how she wished she had it all to do over again.  She’d kiss the English department goodbye and spend the rest of her life writing steamy romance, when she wasn’t busy researching her two gorgeous subjects.

“Now there’s a challenge if I ever heard one,” Alec declared.  “Be careful, Grace--I’m bringing a big collection of floggers with me.”

She sobered immediately.  “Uh...”

“Love me, love my dungeon, Princess” he grinned.

“Question answered to your satisfaction, Grace?”

She smiled at Jared with all the love in her heart.  “Absolutely.”

He leaned over and kissed her lips.  “Then I think it’s about time you met Alec’s slapper.  You’ve been a very naughty girl.”
Chapter Seven
She was getting frantic.  They’d drawn out her torture for hours, using all kinds of equipment she’d only dreamed of.  After decking her out in a ball gag and leather cuffs, they’d separated her feet with a small spreader bar, clipped her wrist-to-ankle, and posed her on the floor with her ass in the air, taking turns with the slapper until fire blazed in both cheeks and down both thighs.  

Then as if that hadn’t been enough to make her whimper for release, they ran a fluffy white feather over the super-sensitized skin, intensifying her desire until it dripped onto the carpet between her knees.  Every now and then one of them would push a finger or two into one orifice or the other, making her push back in a desperate plea for mercy.  And that was just the beginning of their sensuous cruelty.

Now she writhed on the bed as much as her firmly bound wrists and ankles would let her, still wearing the ball gag and drooling from both corners of her mouth.  They’d brought back the dreaded clamps, only this time they’d attached one to her clit, too.  Once she’d settled down and they were sure she wasn’t going to come, they’d inserted an extremely large dildo into her pussy, working it in slowly until it felt like it touched the back of her throat.  Before tightening the strap that held it in place, Jared had turned it on and she’d nearly jumped out of her skin.  Good, good, good, it was so good!

Her head was propped up just far enough to see Jared and Alec lounging naked in occasional chairs by the bed, stroking matching hard-ons while they watched her dance in her restraints.  Bastards!  She could see the clock from here, too.  It was eleven-thirty already, and if they made her wait much longer, she’d go back to sixty turned inside out with no one to help relieve her agony.

She raised her head off the pillow and screamed, “Take off the fucking gag!”  

That’s not what came out, but unbelievably, Jared stood and walked over to the bed.  Sitting beside her, he loosened the gag, saying, “You rang, Princess?”

She stretched her jaw this way and that before saying, “We have to finish before midnight.  Sir,” she added quickly.

“Who says?”

“Jared, promise you’ll let me come before midnight or I’ll say the safe word.”

His eyes widened.  “Can’t get much clearer than that.”  He nodded then.  “I promise, Princess, we’ll all come before midnight.”

She just about cried with relief as the two of them made short work of releasing her from the cuffs and divesting her of the instruments of torture.  The clamps coming off wasn’t so much a relief as a match to dry tinder, and Grace was shuddering with need by the time Jared lay back and drew her up to straddle his hips.

“Sweet little wet pussy,” he groaned as she sank onto him.  As she stared down at his precious face, pained with pleasure in the yellowish lamp light, time seemed to stand still.  Her arousal faded to so much background noise while she stroked the pads of her fingers over his forehead and down his brows before tracing his long straight nose and square chin.  She saved his mouth for last, memorizing every crease and curve.

“You ready for this?” he asked softly, his eyes searching her face just as thoroughly as her fingers had done his.

“Like never before,” she whispered.

Jared’s eyes focused past her head and desire roared back with a vengeance as a hot hand between her shoulder blades pushed her down onto his chest.  He pressed her cheek against his collarbone, stroking her hair while Alec stroked first two, and then three lubed fingers into her bottom.  She swallowed hard at the pressure, but didn’t make a sound.

Alec’s warm, sticky palms wrapped her hips as he held her open with his thumbs.  “Let me in, Princess.”

A thin cry escaped her when the head of his cock pierced her.  He didn’t pause, but pushed in, slow and steady.  Grace started to struggle at the overwhelming pressure, whimpering with unreasonable fear, but Jared held her fast, murmuring his love and admiration in her ear until Alec was hilted in her ass.

Calmer, but so tightly packed she no longer felt very horny, she stared at the digital clock.  Eleven forty-two.  They were all so still that she wondered for a moment if time really had stopped.  Then the reading changed to eleven forty-three.  

What were they waiting for?

“Grace, are you okay?”

Gingerly, she propped her elbows on Jared’s chest and looked at him.  “I’m fine.”

He smiled then.  “Good girl.  Alec...”

Alec’s hands tightened on her hips and he withdrew slowly.  The lightning returned and Grace groaned long and hard at the dark pleasure rocking her.  “That’s it, baby,” he breathed.

He moved in deep, even strokes that drove her up inch by unbearable inch, and when Jared cupped one breast and reared up to capture her punished nipple in his mouth, she started to shake with the fury of it.  Then Alec started to push her hips forward as he shoved in harder, making Jared’s cock slide out at the same time, and she knew that was what she wanted.  “Yes!  Yes, both of you fuck me!  Now!”

A deep whine echoed in Jared’s throat and then his hands were locked beneath her buttocks and he was shoving hard in counterpoint to Alec.  As their fierce, arching rhythm overtook her body, he let her nipple go with a hard scrape of his teeth and she screamed with need.

Eleven forty-seven...

Jared and Alec controlled her totally, possessing her, consuming her.  Grace’s stark keening rose over their low grunts and the wet slapping cadence of intercourse, and she tucked away a sound bite for those long winter nights when she had nothing but her laptop to heat her thighs.

“Okay, Princess,” Jared gasped.  “Whenever you’re ready...you can come.”

Everything in her contracted at once and she slammed her mouth onto his, desperately committing his flavor and the velvet texture of his tongue and the rippled evenness of his teeth to her memory.  For once, she wasn’t ready to come.  She needed just one more minute, one more hour, one more day...one more lifetime.

But she couldn’t hold back her orgasm any more than she could hold back time.  It exploded through her with a force that nearly blew the top off her head, ricocheting through her muscles and nerves until she screamed for it to stop.  She knew when Jared and Alec came, jerking against her and shouting out loud, and their pleasure was sweeter than she could ever have imagined.

Alec’s sweaty forehead dropped onto her back and his gusty breaths on her spine gave her a chill.  Grace’s neck shook with the effort of raising her head, but she looked down into Jared’s slitted blue eyes and swallowed.  Her voice wobbled when she said, “I love you, Jared Michael McLain,” but she didn’t let the tears fall.  “This has been the best day of my life.”

“That sounds like goodbye, Princess, but you can’t go anywhere without my permission.”

Her soft laugh shook their sweat-slicked bellies, and lower, she slid even closer to him in the extravagant fluids still seeping from both of them.  “We’ll see,” she sighed against his lips.

Eleven fifty-eight.  As if sensing her imminent departure, Alec stayed put, running his hands up and down her sides while she kissed Jared goodbye.  She lay boneless between them, soaking up the rough silk of their skin, the heat of their cocks, still nestled inside her, the musk of their come scenting the air.  She breathed them in through her pores and her nose and her lips and her tongue, forgetting anything else even existed.

Except air.  It finally dawned on her that she wasn’t getting any and she broke away, drawing a deep breath.  She froze when she saw the clock.

Twelve-oh-two.  
“Oh my God!”  Her heart raced as she struggled to get out from between them, and Alec gave a disgruntled mumble as he rolled off to the side.

“Sweetheart, what is it?”

“I’m still here!”

Jared gave her a doubtful look.  “Uh...yeah.  Where did you expect to be?”

“Jared, I’m still here,” she said in a rush, pushing up off his chest and scrambling to kneel beside him.  “It’s twelve-oh-two and I’m still here!”

“Actually, it’s eleven fifty-two,” he grinned.  “You know I keep my clocks ten minutes fast.”

All the blood left her head in a rush.  “You...oh God, I’d forgotten,” she said faintly.  “I’m sorry.”

“Hey, what--”

Sick with misery, Grace jerked away from his grasping hand and toppled backward off the mattress.  The last thing she saw was Jared lunging for her.
Chapter Eight
Grace groaned, blinking against the harsh, fluorescent glare.  Holy hell, she had the headache to end all headaches.

“Welcome back, Grace.”

Once she could focus, she realized there was a nurse swabbing her face with something cool and damp.

“Where am I?”

“In the hospital, of course,” the nurse replied.  “That was quite a spill you took.  You have a concussion.  You’ve been unconscious for over twenty-four hours.” 

Concussion.  Of course--it was hazy, but she remembered slipping on the front steps.  In that storm, it was a miracle someone had found her before she froze to death.  Of all the stupid--

Grace sighed, closing her eyes as depression settled over her like the lead apron at the dentist’s office.  There was no use crying over spilt milk.  Or rather, spilt brains.  Concussion certainly explained the foggy feeling in her head.  But oh, the dreams she’d had!  She almost wished she could go back into a coma or whatever it was.

“You gave everyone quite a scare, you know.”

Opening her eyes again with some reluctance, she gave the pretty blonde nurse a closer look.  Despite the seriousness of her tone, there was a mischievous twinkle in her eye and she looked like she had a huge secret and was going to pop if she couldn’t tell someone.

Marina, her name tag said.  Why did the name ring a bell?

“Do I know you?”

“Anything’s possible.”  The nurse looked even more amused as she swiped the cloth down Grace’s neck and then turned to toss it in the trash sack that hung from the rolling tray.  Her scrubs were cute--deep purple, with little stars and fairies and wands swirled all over them.

She pulled a small card from her pocket and laid it on the tray before turning back.  Her smile took on a tender cast and Grace was startled when she laid a palm against the side of her face.  “Take care of yourself, Grace.”

Before she could get a word out, the girl was out the door, leaving the curtain fluttering in her wake.  Well, that was a fine how-do-you-do.  What if she’d wanted a drink or something?

Speaking of which, that big insulated mug of ice water on the try looked darn good.  The inside of her mouth felt like someone had gone in and laid wall-to-wall shag carpet while she was unconscious.  Hopefully the hospital had a toothbrush for her.

When she leaned over to reach for the water, her eyes fell on the card.  Seniorella was written on it in bold, heavy calligraphy.  “Oh my God,” she whispered.  “Marina!” The nurse, with her secretive smile and fairy scrubs, was...

Grace’s fingers trembled as she laid them on the card and slid it off the edge of the tray.  She closed her eyes for an instant and swallowed hard before reading it.
You thought my little rhymes were trite,

But I didn’t have much time to write.

You owe your man a great big kiss--

Now he knows how to make a wish!

Grace blinked and read the card again.  And then her gaze suddenly focused on her hand and the card fluttered away as she really began to tremble.  Her hand...it looked...

“Grace Elizabeth Hendrick, don’t you ever do that to me again.”

Her mouth fell open when Jared marched through the door, with Alec close on his heels.  He shoved his soft drink onto the tray and leaned over to gather her into his arms.  “Jesus, sweetheart,” he choked against her ear. “You took ten years off my life.  So much blood...”

All she could do was cling to his neck and whisper his name over and over.  Could he be real?  Was she truly still here?  

He pulled back and looked down at her.  His blue eyes were bloodshot and rimmed with red, his face pale, his chin heavily stubbled, but he was the most heavenly sight she’d ever seen.  

“What happened?” she asked, cupping his jaw and then running her fingers up into his tangled hair.

“You fell off the bed and knocked yourself out on the nightstand,” Alec snorted, taking her other hand and kissing her knuckles.  “Next time you don’t want us to go to a game, young lady, just send a telegram or something, okay?  We’re getting too old for this all-night vigil crap.”

“I’ll second that,” Jared intoned wryly.

Next time.  The words gave her a chill.  It finally sank in that she might be getting a second chance, and her mind raced with possibilities.

“I’m resigning from the English department,” she said suddenly.  “I want to stay home and write erotic romance.  Kinky romance,” she added, pressing a quick, heated kiss to Jared’s lips.

He grinned as he brushed a stray hair from her brow.  “As much as I like the idea of you being home whenever we want you, Grace, you should probably wait a while just to make sure that’s not just your concussion talking.”

“It’s not, but I was going to finish the semester first anyway.”  Frowning, she reached up to scratch at the stubble over Jared’s mouth.  There was something pink on his skin.  It looked like...  

Now he knows how to make a wish.  Surely he hadn’t...  

She cocked her head and stared at him.  Had her hard-headed pragmatist gone and done something whimsical?  “Jared, have you been eating coconut cupcakes?”

Color surged into his cheeks as his eyes narrowed on her.  “You’re starting to creep me out, Grace.  As a matter of fact, there was one on the kitchen counter when I ran in to call 911.  The card said to make a Valentine’s wish and take a bite before the clock struck midnight.  Since midnight was barely a minute away, I just...did it.”

“Oh, Jared...” Her eyes widened and she shooed him off the mattress, looking for the card Marina had left.  But it was nowhere to be seen.  She even peeked under the bed.  “Do you have the card with you?” she asked.

“No.  When I hung up the phone, I couldn’t find it.”

Her heart in her throat, Grace asked, “And what did you wish for, Jared?”

“That you would never leave me.”  He kissed her hard and then pulled back to look at her.  “Am I going to get my wish?”

She smiled as a tear slipped down her cheek.  “I think you already did.”
The End
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