


Back Cover Copy

When kink and reality collide, compromise and |ove keep everyone satisfied.

LivingaBDSM lifestyle, Polly is devastated when her husband and Dom of ten years dies.
Although she is capable of supporting her daughters and maintaining her home, she aches for the
companionship of a partner and the dominance of a sexual master.

A decade has passed since David lost Polly to his best friend. For ten years she had been the
one who got away and his desire to be with her never faded. With the death of Polly’s husband
bringing them back together, their attraction isinstantly rekindled.

Settling into the role of surrogate father and dominating partner, David knows the family
needs time to heal. But will the questions people ask about their lifestyle and betrayal within their
BDSM group be challenges too great to overcome?



Highlight

“Um.” Polly had forgotten what she was going to ask and it must have shown because David
shook his head.

“On your knees.”

She didn’t bother to nod, only fell to the ground. It had the hard texture of Berber over
cement, easily cleaned because it was often soaked with sweat and fluids before the night was
through. It hurt her knees, but she didn’t care. She had to focus or the night would be much harder
than it needed to be. Focus was what she was working on and the focal point was David when he
moved in front of her.

She'd pondered what it would feel like to be one of the subs who gave their Doms head in
the dungeon while they spoke and did other things. With David’s zipper at eye level, she figured
she was about to find out.

“Keep your mouth busy.”

“Yes, Sir.”
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For my sweet husband who shook his head as | spent hours researching details for David's
Angel. | love you, my honey.
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Chapter 1

“Can’'t | just have afew more minutes, Mommy?’

“No, Faith. Bedtime means bedtime so get your little bottom to your room.”

Polly watched her youngest pout. Five-years-old was so tough, shethought indulgently. Used
to getting her way since Nana and Papa fell for her charms, her baby had become a professional
pouter. Polly appreciated her parents, especially when they’d helped the girls get through their
birthdays while still grieving for their daddy. Now though, since she and the girls were home and
they had to get into their routine it was time to replace excess with moderation.

“But Mommy—"

“No more. Up to bed. Hope is aready waiting for you.”

“Are you coming to tuck usin and say prayers?’ the blond-haired angel asked.

“Have | ever missed anight?’

“ Sometimes when we were with Nana and Papa you forgot,” she said solemnly.

Sometimes, Polly thought guiltily, she’ d accepted the medication the doctor gave her to help
when the pain and grief were more than she could handle. Being drugged unconscious wasn’t her
finest moment as a mother, but Polly knew she’ d needed the time to heal and her babies had been
safe with her parents.

“I know, and I'm sorry, sweetie. Now that we're home it’'ll be me every night. We'll pray,
have our story and tuck in, but first you have to get in bed.”

Polly watched as her daughter finally headed up the stairs. There were sureto be more battles,
with kids her age some days were nothing except drama, but with her eldest she’d had a partner
on the roughest days. Mark might have been her Dom but to their kids he'd been the ultimate
pushover. Yet, he'd had away of being pushed that always made things right in aroundabout way.

She didn’t have his magic touch with them, but she could handle them easily. As she turned
off alamp she caught sight of herself in amirror. She looked tired. Her blond hair was back in a
ponytail again, and without makeup her eyes looked tiny and shadowed under her black-rimmed
glasses. It wasn't anew look. She' d been astay-at-home mom for six years, sheknew tired. Usually
itdidn’t last so long though. One day she’ d haveto put her jeans and blouses back on. But not today.

Tonight she would focus on being a good mom, like she had since the day Hope was
conceived. After the girls were in bed she would concentrate on writing. Once the words were
dried up for the night she'd try to sleep. Exhaustion was what she needed, but she knew in her
soul shewouldn’t rest.

It had been four months since she’ d slept more than an hour at atime. For two months Mark
had been sick and needed her often, and then after he died...sleep just didn’t come.

“Mommy, we're ready!”
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Shesilently thanked God for the interruption. If she’ d kept on the road her mind was leading
her down, she’ d be bawling and that was one of the things she had to ease back on in order to bethe
good mom she needed herself to be. It was okay to be sad. Her children could see her cry, but they
didn’t need it all the time. For all the sorrow, there was still so much love and beauty in her life.

When she stepped into the pink and white bedroom she had to smile because ‘love’ and
‘beauty’ were tucked together in their double bed, arms already around each other with a story
book between them. Her girls. They looked just like her, blond and brown eyed and so fair Mark
bought stock in Coppertone after she’ d gone through five bottles one summer.

Mark was gone. He was dead and she would always miss him, but he’ d left her the very best
gift any woman could ask for. She knew he'd loved her every minute he'd been aive, and he'd
left her the proof in pigtails.

Shelay inthegirls bedlong after storiesand kissesweredone. It washard to walk away even
when they were sound asleep and completely okay. Between needing meds and crying jags she'd
slept every night in Des Moineswith them. The habit was one she wastrying to break, because she
had to stand on her own feet and the girls needed to rely on her, not the other way around.

Eventually she forced herself downstairs, taking the stairs slowly and running her hand
lovingly down the banister she’d sanded herself. They’d bought the house after Faith was
conceived. Before, they’d been in a townhouse. Having a home and yard of their own had been
Mark’s dream, and she’d wanted it too. The fixer-upper took almost al nine months of her
pregnancy to fix but Hope had been a trooper, painting her areas with water and sharing their
bedroom while the plaster was repaired in the room the girls now shared.

Sheloved her home and thanksto Mark’ sforesight, she could have it aslong as she wanted.
He' d had more lifeinsurance than she thought. The second policy was one offered through hisjob.
He' d paid out-of-pocket for it, and the money was enough to pay off their cars and start college
funds for both girls. The other policy covered the house, with enough left to pay the bills for the
next five years.

It made complete sense that he would try to take care of them even after death, especially
because no onein hisfamily wasleft to help. It waswhat he did. There hadn’t been aday in her life
after she met him that she didn’t have complete faith in his abilities. Maybe it was sacrilegious to
put so much on asingle human, but it wastrue. Even when things had been hard, and there had been
many difficult times throughout their ten-year marriage, she' d never doubted that his perseverance
would make things okay. The situation wasn’'t over until it was okay, he would say.

She shored herself up as she sat in front of the computer. Mark hadn’t let her give up on
writing even after she' d gotten ten rejection letters and a recommendation to have at least a PhD
before she tried to submit a non-fiction book again. Her teawas cold, but she sipped it anyway as
she looked through the notes she’ d forgotten after watching her husband’ s last breath.

No more thinking about Mark, she scolded herself. She had a deadline. Her publisher had
extended it indefinitely in light of her personal tragedy, but Polly wanted the book done.
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If she was moving forward, then she wasn’t in jeopardy of falling back into the madness
that consumed her while her father and mother tended the girls. She felt bad she'd let her children
down for a week, disappearing into her own misery. She couldn’t change the way she’ d reacted,
but she would be better now.

After afew hours of losing herself in birds, she poured another cup of hot water and thought
about making cookies. Baking and cleaning and other busy work helped the time pass. Hope' sfirst
day back to school was coming up and bringing a treat might make the transition alittle smoother.

Her cell vibrated and rang. She left her teabag to steep and went to the phone, figuring it
was another call from her mother. They’ d always been close, and she’ d been an anchor the last few
months. She’'d called half a dozen times since they’ d left the day before, but that was okay. Polly
needed the support, and her mother was not only her mom, she was also a preacher’s wife and
licensed family therapist. She understood, gave Polly space and loved her. That’ swhat she needed.

The number on the screen was unfamiliar, but that wasn’t surprising. Since she’ d sent out the
notices about Mark’s death, stating his request for not hosting a funeral, people had been calling
to share their support.

“Hello?’

“Polly?’

“Thisisshe.” The voice was familiar, but she couldn’'t quite placeit.

“It's David.”

“Oh, my goodness.” She sat down because she had to. David wasn't like the other well-
wishers. He was as close to Mark as a brother, and somehow she’ d forgotten about him in the last
few months. “Hi. It's good to hear from you.”

“Yeah, you too. | know you were with your parents, so | didn’'t call. How are the girls?’

“They’re good. Sleeping. Hope goes back to school on Monday, and | got a call from the
school with alate opening, so Faith will start preschool afew daysaweek. They’re sad, but okay,”
she said, falling into the same comfortable pattern she always did with him.

He was her husband’ s best friend even if he never came around. He still called and emailed
regularly, but never made attempts to visit. She understood why. She was the reason. When she'd
chosen Mark, David had backed off completely. It was a good thing because contrary to the rapid
timing, her decision to marry Mark hadn’t been an easy one. Part of her had always held affection
for the other man, even if it was Mark who'd eventually stolen her heart.

“How’s Arizona?’ she asked, wanting to know how he felt about Mark’s death but it was
too soon for that question, especially over the phone.

“I’'m actually in Green Bay.” She nearly dropped the phone when she saw headlights pull
into the driveway. “ That's me. May | come in?’

“Um, of course. I'll unlock the front door. Just a minute.”
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Why was he here? She set aside her phone and looked down at her clothes. It had been nearly
a decade since she' d seen David and things had changed. The last time he’ d seen her she’d been a
size four in awhite wedding dress, manicured and buffed. Children had turned that four to aten,
time had done away with her desire for manicures and grief took away any polish she had |eft.

After the wedding, she’d missed him. For asummer they’ d been best friends. Mark claimed
David liked her too much and that was why he stayed away. He' d never lied to her, so she believed
him. They were both such strong, dominant men that it wouldn’t have been good to be between
them.

She took a deep breath and walked to the door. No matter how much time had passed, and
whatever the challenges that might exist, she still considered David a friend and she needed one.

She flipped the four locks on the door. She’ d had two more put in while she was away. The
Master of the BDSM group she and Mark belonged to was a construction contractor, and he and
his wife had taken care of things while they’ d been away. When she said she wanted to feel safer,
Max added double window locks and put in deadbolts on each door. She undid the last lock and
turned the knob.

“David.”

“Hi, Polly.”

He looked the same. Older for sure, more filled out than he had when he was a young,
twentysomething, but his hair was till blond with a touch of curl. The clean-shaven face she
remembered was dusted with prickly whiskers, he probably hadn’t shaved since early morning.
There were afew deep wrinkles along his eyes and forehead, and the depth of concern in hisblue
eyes was enough to bring back the tears that she’ d been so diligently fighting.

“Hell.”

She heard his curse and was grateful he didn’'t wait for an invitation, just stepped in and
took her in hisarms. She felt no shame in clinging to him. He was big and warm despite the early
October chill, and he was holding her. Over her sobbing he was saying something, but she didn’t
listen. Thevibration of hisvoice helped soothe her, and the heat from his chest on her cheek helped
her center again.

“Oh, rats. I’'m sorry, David. Thisis the first time I’ve seen you in ten years, and | start by
crying al over you.”

“No problem, Polly. I’'m... Damn | had this whole first meeting planned, but | should have
known that no plan would make this easier.” The intimacy of a decade earlier came back as he
gently brushed atear from her cheek. He' d doneit afew times the summer they met. “Mark called
me a few weeks before he died. | should have figured he'd have refused a funeral. If 1I'd been
thinking I’ d have gotten up here right after hisfirst call.”
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“It was better we did it how he wanted.” She relocked the door and led him to the kitchen
where the kettle whistled from its red glowing burner she'd accidentally left on. “My dad picked
us up and drove us to lowa after, we um...after we put Mark to rest. It was good to be with my
parents, especialy for the girls. It’s nice to be home, though. How did you know we were home,
by the way?’

“Your dad and | have stayed in contact over the last few years. He called.”

She poured a second cup of hot water and steeped peppermint sprigs along with the tea
leaves. It was how Mark liked histea. Every time she made some for herself she made him a cup,
whether he’' d asked for it or not. That way she didn’t forget to offer. When she realized what she
was doing, she stopped.

She didn’t know how long she stood there, staring at the cups. Mark’s cup. It was blue. His
favorite color. The same shade as the stones on the collar she no longer wore because he’ d wanted
it cremated with him.

“It'sokay.” David's hand wrapped around hers on the kettle and set it down on a potholder.
He led her to the table and helped her sit when she couldn’t focus enough to control her muscles.
“Polly, look at me.”

“You remind me of him,” she whispered without following his command. “The way you
stand. The way you look at me...it"'sall so much like Mark. Y ou’ ve been here ten minutes, David.
How can this be happening in ten minutes?’

“1 know. Wearealot aike,” he said and paused asif he heard the mistakein hiswords. They
both did and she finally looked at him. “Were. We were alot alike. Ten years and distance didn’t
make a difference. It’s why we were such good friends, and why we couldn’t both be around you.
Confusion and jealousy would have crept in, and neither of us wanted that for you. What caught
you over there, just now?”’

She nodded, his explanation making sense. Many of the Doms in the group she and Mark
kept company with had the same sort of presence, though David was different for aglaring reason.
With him, she had history, one she cherished.

“The mugs. | was thinking that | was making you tealike | did for Mark. It was part of the
rules. We had a cup of peppermint tea together every night. Except when | was pregnant because
then | liked chamomile. I would stop buying peppermint and he would give me these looks, but
he never said a word because it wasn’'t the tea that mattered. The important thing was that | was
thinking of him, you know?’

“He's only been gone since August. That’s two months. You can’t expect not to think of
those things. That’s a good memory.”

“Yeah,” she agreed and sniffed hard at the tears that wanted to fall again. “ So, why are you
here? Likeyou said, it'salittle late for final goodbyes. He' s scattered around Green Bay by now,
fertilizing the fish.”
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“1 am here...” When he paused her curiosity mounted and killed the rest of her tears. “Polly,
I’m here, first and foremost, because | care about you and have always cared about you. | hated
that Mark got you. He poached and | never forgave him, but | wanted you both to be happy.”

“Okay,” she said slowly. “He told me about that. It doesn’t explain why you're here. And
just so you know, I’ ve missed you these past years, David. Y ou were my friend too.”

“I’ve missed you, too. So, you asked, why | am here. There are a couple reasons. First, |
have thisfor you.” He pulled a paper from his jacket pocket and slid an envelope across the table.

“What isit?’

“A letter Mark sent me to give to you. | didn’t read it, because it wasn’t for me. He called
when he knew he was dying and told me if | thought being with you was where | wanted to be,
even ten years after I’d lost you, that | should come.”

“That's, that’ s redlly blunt,” she said, startled away from the letter for a moment.

“You are a smart woman. | haven’t seen you in a decade but | know it. That doesn’t mean
you're immune to bad decision making when your senses are foggy with grief. Mark took care
of alot of things, which he wrote to me about. Without his parents around, there was no one else
he trusted to help you. | can teach you what you need to do with your finances, lawn mowing,
water heater or...”

“Or?’ she asked when he continued to let the sentence die. This discussion was not what
she’ d expected when she opened the door, but she should have known Mark would do something
likethis. Hewasawaysin charge, alwaystaking care of hisend of their agreement even after death.

“Or you and | can talk and come to terms for a contract between us,” he finally said. His
blue eyes were earnest, but she recognized desire and hope even if he was very good at hiding his
emotions. “I won't promise it will be easy to start, but I know what 1I’'m doing in the BDSM and
Dom world. | would take care of you. We could discuss details eventually, when you' re ready.”

“I’m not ready for this. | don’t know how long it’s going to take me to even think about
having another man in my life. It’s not just the Dom part. I’ d need a husband, someone to raise my
kidswith, not just a—a... | don’t know. I’m just not ready.”

“l1 know.” He wrapped his hand around hers across the table. “Which is why | said
‘eventually.” There’'s alot we would have to discuss and alot you would have to learn about me.
So much has changed in ten years but I’'m willing, hell, eager to relearn every damn thing about
you and your family.”

“Y ou would do thisfor Mark?’

“No.” He looked at her, and she felt inner peace for the first time since Mark’s diagnosis.
David's eyes, even more than his expression, showed he had no hesitance in his convictions,
something she desired greatly from her mate. “1 would do this because | want you. I’ve always
wanted you, Polly. Mark was my brother in the ways that mattered, but you are everything I've
ever dreamed of having.”

“1’m not the girl you remember.”
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“You' rethewoman | knew you would be,” he corrected. “ And you won’t put yourself down.
Y ou'’ re abeautiful woman, just like you were abeautiful girl, and nothing would make me happier
than being with you.”

She had to look away from him. She wanted to sit on hislap and have him tell her everything
would be okay. Her desires didn’t run to needing someone to control her life, but she thrived on
structure and loved being loved by a man who proved his worthiness every day.

“I’ll think about it.” She pushed to her feet, unsure of what was next. “Are you staying in
town?’

“1 was going to check into one of the hotels on the main drag down by Shawno,” he answered
and stood.

“That’s silly. You can stay here. | just made up the beds.”

“Thank you. This place is nice. You guys did a great job putting it together,” he said and
followed her out of the room.

“If you'll get your suitcase, I'll get your room ready.”

Five minutes later she had her room prepared for him with fresh towels in the bathroom
and a glass of water beside the bed. It was impossible for her to sleep in her bed alone with her
memories. The futon in the office was small, so it made more sense for David to sleep in the master
bedroom. Master.

Mark had never been one for Master-dave titles, and they’d never had that extreme of a
relationship. He preferred Mister in his title. For eight out of ten years she'd called her husband
Mr. Angelin and had felt alittle thrill every time.

“1’m not taking your bed, sweetheart.”

She looked up from the bedside table where she’ d been about to grab her toiletries. David
had taken off his leather coat and was in a black t-shirt and jeans. He looked strong. The years of
working construction had added layers of sinew and muscle on his arms and chest.

“Sure you are,” she said brightly, placing her ailmond-scented lotion in the crook of her
elbow. “I’'m more comfortable sleeping downstairs or with the girls. Someone should enjoy the
bed. It's nice, and the room has its own bathroom right through there. Take a shower, get some
sleep and you can meet Hope and Faith in the morning.”

She tried to walk past him but he tucked his hand around her arm. She saw the motion and
could have moved away, but chose not to. It had been years but she knew David wouldn’t hurt her.
Mark wouldn’t have sent him to her if he thought his friend would cause her harm.

“Could you stay up here with me? Nothing physical. Just sleep.”

His hand was warm through the thin material of her thermal shirt. It felt amazing to have a
man’ s hands on her. It had been several months since she’ d felt masculine contact. The last month
of her husband’s life had been consumed by too many migraines to enjoy the sexual life they’d
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thrived on. He' d been affectionate, loving just like always, but he’ d required lots of rest. Thetime
he' d been awake she'd pushed for them to do things as a family, needing their daughters to have
their moments more than she needed hers.

“1 would like to,” she whispered. “But not yet. | can’t yet. Forgive me.”

“There' s nothing to forgive.” He pressed a kiss to her hair, not pressuring or invasive, just
another piece of sweet contact. “It’san open invite. Wherever | sleep you' re welcome, whether it’s
here, at a hotel, on the couch or on the floor. Y ou have complete permission to touch me, speak to
me and look at me whenever you need to. I'll et you know if that changes.”

“Thanks.” Her throat was too tight for much more; his words and instructions the balm her
heart needed. “I’ll be in the den.”

“And I'll be here. I'll be here for you, Polly. Always.”



Chapter 2

“Who isit?Isit Daddy?’

“Of courseit’snot Daddy. He's dead, remember?”’

“But there’'saboy in Mommy’ s bed, and that’ s always been Daddy.”

David was surprised the little girls had been able to sneak up on him. He kept his eyes closed
as he listened to their continued whispers. Usually he woke at the slightest sound but little feet
were apparently quiet feet. It was something he’'d have to remember in the future. Not knowing
when the girlswould be up, he' d slept in at-shirt and boxersin case they camein early looking for
their mom. He was grateful he’ d remained mostly dressed when the voices started.

“You look, Hope. You're bigger.”

“We should get Mom.”

“Wow,” he said, opening his eyes in time to see the little girls freeze at the sound of his
voice. “You two are even prettier than your pictures. It hasn’t been that long since your mom sent
them but you’ ve both grown so much.”

“Hey, you sound like Uncle David. But we only talk to him on the phone,” the little one,
Faith, said suspiciously.

“Hmm, maybe the reason | sound like him isbecause | am your Uncle David.” Hedidn't try
to hide hisamusement. The sisters dressed in matching mint green footie pajamas could have been
twins if the ages weren't different, and they looked just like Polly. Nothing at all of their father
showed in either and he was looking hard.

“Why areyou in Mom's bed?’ Faith asked.

“Because this is where she wanted me to sleep. She's downstairs in the office. How about
we let her sleep for awhile longer and make her some breakfast?’

“Daddy only made breakfast on Wednesday,” Hope informed him.

“Sweetie, I'm not your daddy.” Maybe it wasn’t the nicest thing to say but the therapist he'd
spoken with before coming told him to be honest right from the start. “But | love your mom, and |
loved your dad. And | know for afact my pancakes taste better on Saturdays than Wednesdays.”

Faith giggled like he anticipated, but Hope looked skeptical. Maybe there was more of Mark
in her than met the eye. They scooted out to get dressed but promised to stay quiet so their mother
could sleep. With them gone he threw on his clothes. The parenting classes he took were clear that
aclosed door meant very little to a child when they were curious.

If asituation was not suitable for children, it was best to keep it under permanent lock and
key or out of the house completely. He saw the drop lock at the top of the bedroom door but didn’t
think throwing on jeans and a fresh shirt required that level of privacy.
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He paused, the silence of the room disturbing when he expected to hear the girls' voices.
A grin pulled at his lips when he realized the room was soundproof. There was an intercom jack
on the wall and when he flicked the switch, giggles erupted. It didn’t surprise him that Mark had
thought ahead. Family life had to be carefully maintained in a BDSM lifestyle relationship, and
apparently they had it covered.

Hope and Faith waited for him on the staircase landing when he opened the door. They were
dressed alike again in jeans and pink thermal shirts much like Polly had worn the night before.
Each had a fuzzy white vest too, in deference to the Green Bay chill that seeped into the house
despite the central heating.

The smell of baking and sausage greeted them, and hisbrilliant plan for surprising Polly with
breakfast was canceled when he found her in the kitchen. She wore a pink apron over her clothes.
Her hair was damp from a shower, and like the night before she wore no makeup. If she'd dept
much it didn’t show. When the girls ran to her though she smiled happily and pulled them close,
gushing over the dreams they quickly shared and their morning discovery.

“Why’s he here, Mommy?’ Hope asked as she helped set the table with the plates Polly had
on the counter.

“He's here because he loves us,” she answered firmly. David recognized the tone and
apparently thelittle girl did too, because she backed off with the questions and did her work. Polly
might be a submissive in her romantic relationship but in her kitchen with her girls she was their
mother and that was excellent.

He' d seen some subs, male and female, totally lose their sense of self when their Dom died.
Granted, it had been three months since Mark’s passing, but Polly, he could see, maintained a
healthy balance. She was able to function, because even though he was sure she’ d given Mark her
very best, she’d been able to compartmentalize and keep herself and her role as a mother in the
equation. It was such afine line to walk. Her flexibility made him want her al the more.

He watched her move around the kitchen. She was confident, smart and efficient. He'd met
her mother, so he knew she came by it through her upbringing. The pastor and his wife had an
old-school relationship. He couldn’t venture a guess whether they used leather and chains in the
bedroom, but they practiced a very respectful relationship in public. She called him ‘Pastor’. He
called her ‘Mother’. She always brought his coffee and deferred to hisjudgment in social situations.
He held doors open and always helped her out of the car.

Polly’s parents might not understand it all, but they personified what it meant to be in a
relationship based on discipline and respect. It wasn't all sex. A good portion of it was, but it was
the respect and deference that drew him into the BDSM lifestyle. The baser part of him needed to
bein control and needed to provide and care for those who were important enough to bein hislife.
But he needed that to be appreciated and reciprocated. Wasit apersonality flaw? Maybe, but he had
control over himself aswell. He demanded that control and didn’t regret the way he chose to live.

“David?’
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He redlized the girls were staring at him, and Polly was looking at him with a compassion-
filled gaze. He wondered how long he’ d been spaced in his thoughts, but the smell of cinnamon
and sugar distracted any in-depth pondering.

“This smells amazing, and | don’t even know what it is.”

“I1t's Mommy’ s soaked French toast,” Hope answered when her sister nudged her, the little
girl’s cheeks puffed out with food. “None of my friends' moms know how to make it, and Uncle
Max comes over a lot because even Aunt Mary doesn't make it right and she's really good at
cooking.”

“It’ s baked French toast with nuts and raisins,” Polly explained. “The milk sauce is caramel
infused, then there’ s caramel on top.”

“Damn,” he muttered in appreciation.

“Uh-oh.”

“Uh-oh.”

He looked over to find four wide eyes on him and wondered what he' d done. He looked to
Polly whose eyes gleamed wickedly. He hoped whatever he' d done he could repeat very soon.

“What did | do?’

“Swore,” shetold him smartly while Faith ran and presented him with ared piggy bank with
little devil horns glued on its head. “ Pay the good piggy, sir.”

“How much?’ He reached for hiswallet.

“Ten bucks.”

“Seriously?’ He looked to Polly who shrugged.

“They set the price. To be fair, | have to pay a price if | curse too. But | have my own
punishment for it.”

“Don’t worry, Uncle David,” Hope added as he folded a twenty and shoved it in the ditin
the pig’ sback. “ Daddy never got his mouth washed out or atime-out or anything like that. Mommy
gets spanked though.”

He choked on the sip of coffee at the announcement stated so innocently. The little ones
giggled at hisreaction, and Polly rolled her eyes.

“1 burned my hand on the stove and after Mark cleaned it and put cream on it he swatted
me with the spatula,” she explained. “For cussing. My big punishment. The girls thought it was
hilarious.”

“’Cause it was,” Faith said, and they dissolved into giggles.

“Eat, you monkeys. Uncle Max is coming over with Felix in an hour and we still have some
unpacking to do.”

David knew Uncle Max was actually Maksim Dorkov, the head of the local BDSM group.
He didn’'t make partner decisions, but he did help broker agreements and contracts and if someone
went too far, he was the third party that helped remove the injured one from a relationship.
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He and his wife were also Mark and Polly’s best friends. David had checked with the
community online for the reputations of the people Mark had mentioned in his letters over the
years, and Max was beyond reproach. He was an expert caner, wicked with whips and willing to
teach, though hiswillingnessto swap slaves and partners was something David personally avoided.

He wanted to believe he was open to anything and willing to give each their own with sexual
practices, but he was honest with himself. Some things went further than he was comfortable with.
He hoped he and Polly could come to a happy medium that allowed them to grow and press their
boundaries without pressing the moral standards he demanded of himself.

He didn't know what her sex life entailed. Mark had left those details out of their
communication, and it was probably for the best. He wasn't Mark, couldn’t be him, and Polly
wouldn’t be the same with him as she' d been with her spouse of ten years.

“Uncle David, are you going to help Mommy with the dishes?’ Hope asked after breakfast
was through.

“1 sure can,” he said, surprised at the question. “Did your dad help alot?’

“Only at breakfast ' cause Mommy usually has to get us ready for school,” she explained as
Polly put the sticky dishesinto the waiting suds bath. “1 help sometimes too, but I’m not real good
at getting al the bubbles off.”

“1 see. What do you do on the days you don’t have school?’ he asked, gathering the rest
of the dishes.

“We go make our beds and play dolls while Mom does the dishes. Daddy always came and
got us when they were done.”

He could see when the new reality hit Hope. Tears welled in her eyes, and Faith must have
noticed because the smaller girl glued herself to her sister’s side. It was crap that they didn’t have
their father to love them anymore. David knew how much Mark had adored his daughters. On the
girls’ birthdays David had always gotten phone calls from his friend. Those were the days Mark
remembered how blessed he was.

“How about you go up and play?’ Polly asked gently. “Uncle David will come up in afew
minutes and you can show him your dollhouse.”

Hope nodded tightly, and Polly handed her a few tissues. The little girl shoved them in
her pocket before turning away, Faith still tucked to her side. He watched them walk away with
renewed determination to make something work between him and Polly. The thought of anyone
elseintheir life, even if the guy was genuinely great, left abad taste in his mouth.

“1 can do the dishes if you want to go up with them,” he offered, moving beside her at the
double sink.

“Sometimes Hope just needs a minute.” She plunged her hands into the suds and began
scrubbing. “ She’salot like her daddy in emotional things. It takesalot for her to break down and
really need extra love, and | know she's trying to control herself more so I’m trying to give her
the space she needs.”
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“That must be difficult for you.” He picked up the fresh white towel on the counter and
began drying.

“Oh, yeah. Those tears in her eyes break my heart every time | see them, but | know my
daughter. We don’t hide things from each other, and she knows my arms are always open. When
Hope needs me she comes to me, which is plenty often. If it wasn’t | would worry. Having you
here is probably helping and hurting the situation, but she'll be okay. She starts school again on
Monday and is preparing herself for that. And Felix too. She doesn’t cry in front of Felix.”

“Why?’

She laughed. “Wéll, if you haven’t noticed, my eldest has a lot of her father’s dominating
personality. Felix has his mother’ s more submissive, eager to please attitude. He' s softhearted and
very sweet. They have the most interesting relationship. Hopeisthe onewho comforts and protects
while Felix is the one who makes her feel better and stronger. It’ s good that he’s coming over.”

“That isthe craziest thing I’ ve ever heard.”

“1 thought so too, but if you look at children’ sfriendships, it happensall thetime. Most grow
into themselves sooner or later and roles change, so I’m not concerned. It’ s too early for anything
to be set in stone and above al, they are innocent friends who love each other. She needs that now.”

“Is it what you need too?’” he asked, and she looked confused. “I mean, do you need an
innocent friend whose only concern is making you feel better?’

“1 have plenty of those kinds of peopleinmy life. | know eventually | will want more, David.
| know myself enough to make that declaration. | thought about what you said last night. I’'m not
proud of it, but I’'m afraid | could fall into abad relationship because | miss Mark and the lifestyle.
| would hope I’ d be better than that because of the girls, and | know | wouldn’t go into an outright
abusive one because of them, but now that it's been pointed out I'm terrified | would miss the
subtle things.”

“You've got other fail-safes in place. Max wouldn’t steer you into something you couldn’t
handle.”

“1 agree, but there are people in the club who Max thinks are fine that Mark didn’t like.
Boundaries, you know? On my own, | would defer to Max and | think that’swhy Mark called you.
Y ou two used to scene together, didn’t you?”’

“Ah, yeah. We did.”

They’ d spent alot of timein BDSM dungeons in the time between their eighteenth birthdays
and Mark’ swedding. “Mark never went into personal detailsabout your sex life, but we did discuss
thingsin the general sense.”

“Right, so he knows—knew. Dang it.” She had to stop, and he realized that though she tried
to maintai n distance and speak of thingswith aclear head, it wasn’t happening. “He knew me better
than | knew myself sometimes. He knew my hopes and fears and what would drive me away and
what would make me stay. If he sent you, then he thought you could press the boundaries without
breaking me, because David, | won't break. | will gladly beasubmissive, but | refuseto beadave.”
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“That’sfine.”

“It had better be.” Thefirein her eyes confirmed there was a reason she felt that way.

“You also have permission to ask me to leave without repercussion at any time. You can
also ask me back.”

“Those are basic rules,” she pointed out.

“And now you know | follow the basics,” he replied calmly. “Things change when families
get involved with play. | understand that. Some people are able to do the full Master-dave thing.
| don’t expect it and wouldn’t ask. | want you to know when you do have arequest list compiled |
will bewilling to defer to your judgments on your body and your family. Y ou managed thelifestyle
and afamily before, | don’t see any reason why we can’t make it work together.”

* % % %

A hard knock came at the door, and Polly was more grateful than she' d probably been in her
entire life. The situation was becoming more intense than she was ready for, yet it was also what
she wanted. Mark had spoiled her in the love and affection department. Her body craved it now;
her soul ached for the peace and guidance she felt when she had the love and attention of a man
who made her want to be her very best.

She broke eye contact with David and hurried to the door. No matter what was happening,
it was progressing too quickly. She cared about David, trusted him and knew he was coming from
agood place, but she needed time to think. Opening the door, she pasted on a smile.

“Max. Felix.”

“Hello, Aunt Polly. Where' s Hope?’

“She' s upstairs with Faith,” she said. The boy was already running up the stairs.

“Son.” Oneworld from Max had Felix stopping in histracks. Just that quickly Felix launched
into her arms, giving her a huge hug.

“1 missed you,” he said, and she blinked back tears. “I’'m glad you’re feeling better, and if
you need someone to rake the leaves, me and Peter, he’s my cousin, we'll do it for you.”

“That isthe best offer I’ ve ever heard,” she said, hugging him back. “1 missed you too, Felix,
and | know the girlsdid. If it’s okay with your dad, I’ m sure they’d love to play.”

“Isit okay, Daddy?’

“Of course, son. Good job remembering your manners.”

Felix ran up the stairs, and the look on Max’s face held the light annoyance of any parent
who was working on a behavior with their child. Felix’s challenge was remembering to not run
indoors, something he usually did quite well but in his excitement forgot.

“Welcome home.”
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When Max opened hisarms her first instinct was to accept the comfort offered there. Hewas
like an uncle or older brother, and Mark had always respected that relationship. Mary also didn’t
begrudge the mild affection between them as she’ d shared the same with Mark. For some reason
though, Polly looked back to David first. He was watching, and when he gave a small nod she
flung herself into Max’ s waiting arms.

“Thanks for everything,” she said. “I don’t know what we'd have done without you and
Mary.”

“You would have done fine,” he assured her gruffly. He was in his mid-fifties, and though
he' d stopped smoking when Mary was pregnant with Felix, he still had the gruff voice of the long-
term smoker he'd been. “But it’s good that you are home and back to work. Mary asked to come.
She'll be by next week after she’s over her cold.”

“I’ll be happy to see her.”

The Dorkovs had a more intense relationship than she’ d ever had with Mark, partly because
Max was from a different generation of Doms and from Russia. His family had been under an
extremely dominant father. His mother had walked naked in their home every day of his childhood.
He didn’t do that with Mary, as far as Polly knew, but it wasn't unheard of during play sessions.
Mary was amodel slave, one Polly would never be, but out of deference to their young son who'd
come to them later in life, they’ d toned down their lifestyle.

Thelifestyle they chose also meant Max controlled everything hiswife did, and he preferred
to make plans only with arelationship’ s dominant member. It wastedious, but it wastheir life, and
Polly accepted that. Mary and Max hadn’t judged Mark for being a *fluffy’ Dom as some called
their relationship, and they had never judged the other couple for being more extreme.

“Max, thisisDavid Lowe, an old, dear friend of Mark’s.” He' d entered the room and waited
silently at the side while they’ d embraced. His expression was calm and accepting, but she knew
it was better to put some distance between herself and Max.

“It’s nice to meet afriend of Mark’s.” Max’s accent was muted from his thirty yearsin the
States but still lightly colored hisvoice. “I’'m Maksim Dorkov.”

“Pleasure,” David said, shaking his hand formally. “1’ ve heard many good things about you,
Mr. Dorkov.”

“Nice, nice. You're familiar with the community?’ Max asked.

She wished the issue wouldn’t come up so soon, but it seemed impossible to avoid. Once a
person was part of the BDSM following it touched al parts of their life.

“1 am very familiar with the lifestyle, most recently in Arizona. | attended a few of your
workshopsin the early nineties,” he replied, and Polly had to fight herself not to look to David for
permission to get coffee. He turned to her and smiled. “Is there any coffee made?’

Relief surged through her at his question. “Yes, thereis.”

“Mr. Dorkov, would you join us?’

“Yes, thank you.”
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She hurried off to fix the coffee. It was an easy task, one that required little thought, but it
was normal, and her world seemed less and less normal every minute. Two spoons of sugar for
Max, she thought, carefully stirring. And David...she couldn’t remember how he liked his coffee.
Unexpected devastation hit her. She didn’t know how to best take care of him.

That waswhat drew her to thelifestyle. Sheloved to please. Sheloved to nurture, and without
another outlet for it she would probably smother her children or work herself into an early grave.
Mark saw that in her and had hel ped her focus on pleasing him and doing it without going overboard
into the slave route. It allowed her to be herself, remain true to her faith, and enjoy life.

Now she didn’t know how to please David, and she really wanted to. She couldn’t show
preference to Max by knowing his. A part of her knew she was being ridiculous. Two daysin her
life, less than that, wasn’'t enough time for her to learn everything again. It wasn’t even feasible
that she would know the best way to make him happy.

“David?’

Shebit her lip after she called. Now shewasinterrupting for something stupid. Coffee. It was
unimportant, but she was taking him away from his discussion for it. What kind of undisciplined,
crazy woman was he going to think she was? It shouldn’t be so hard to find a new groove and
be patient with herself. The freezing and indecision weren’t parts of her makeup. She could make
decisions and think on her feet. She wasn’t helpless or unorganized. There was no reason she was
suddenly unable to do anything.

“Baby, relax.”

She heard him before she felt him, but when she did come to herself again his body was
pressed against her back. He was taller than her, and when his arms moved around her, drawing
her away from the counter and deeper into his arms, she sighed. Peace was back, the calm that
without Mark had come only after many hours of prayer and reflection surged through her soul. In
regardsto the kids she seemed to stay focused and in charge but in the face of anything relationship-
oriented she was a disaster, a mess David was calmly putting back together.

“1 like my coffee black,” he said, aforearm across her chest and his other hand palming her
hip in avery restrictive pose. “And very hot.”

“S0.” She cleared her throat. “I should put away the milk and sugar and warm this up in
the microwave.”

“That would please me.” The timbre and tone, as well as the words, helped calm her more.

“Okay. | can do that. Thank you.”

“You're doing fine, Polly. | promise things will get easier as we get reacquainted. It’s been
ten years since we' ve spent time together. | don’t expect anything right now. Nothing but achance,
and even that isn’t an expectation so much as a hope.”

“Everything all right in there?’

“He' snosey,” David said. She heard his annoyance and smiled at the normal reaction many
dominant men experienced around Max.
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“He's the dungeon Master and the top guy in northern Wisconsin. He takes the job very
serioudly, especially when new tops come into the equation,” she explained, making no attempt to
move away from his proprietary grasp.

“That's good, | guess,” he admitted reluctantly. “Do you need help getting the coffee
together?’

“No, I’'m all right now.”

“Good.” Helet her go, and she immediately wished him back. Thistime she was ableto bite
back her cry as he left the room.

Coffee, she chided again as she caught herself watching him walk away. He wanted coffee,
and because he had shown at every turn how much he wanted to take care of her and help her, she
wanted him to have it exactly how he wanted it.
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The house wastoo quiet. Polly knew she should be grateful for the alone time whilethe girls
were at school. She and Mark researched and discussed kindergarten options for weeks. While she
wanted a smaller program to ease Hope into her school career, Mark had insisted on the all-day,
every-day option and Hope did very well with the challenge. He' d seen that Hope could handle
it while Polly had been occupied with thoughts of her baby growing too fast. The program was
the best option. If Hope hadn’t thrived Mark would have been willing to drop her down to two
days, but he' d been right.

He never made Polly feel bad for being wrong, just like she didn't remind him of his
shortfalls. It was not a system all Dom-sub couples followed. Some liked humiliation, lots of it,
and both agreed to the practice. She was a positive reinforcement kind of girl. That didn’t mean
she wasn't punished or spanked on occasion, but usually that was more for the enjoyment they
both received from the act.

Their relationship worked because neither she nor Mark pushed for perfection. He wanted
her happy and to be the best she could be. As she sat on the sofa with a book in her hand, she
thought the life situation she'd chosen wasn’'t the most easily explainable thing and was grateful
shedidn’t have to do it often.

The book made her smile sadly because she' d neglected it lately. She was halfway through.
She ran her hand over the smooth paperback cover. It was one Mark had given her. Every month
she had an assignment. She had to make the time to read at least one book for pleasure. When
she didn’t make the time his paddle came out. He' d bought this book while working at the police
station because one of the other detectives recommended it. After finding out it had a bird and
romance theme he'd brought it home for her next assignment.

The following week he'd been put on leave for the migraines. The one after, he'd been
double-checking all their directives and planning for the inevitable.

Tearsfilled her eyes as she realized it had been five whole months since she’ d sat and read.
In Mark terms she would have been in for some major teasing and spankings. Such defiances, the
ones that took away from what he thought she needed, were the most severe. If she forgot histea
or bought the wrong brand of pretzels the consequences were less than if she let her lotion bottle
go empty or put off getting her hair cut because she didn’t feel she had the time.

“Polly.”

How could she forget he was in the house? Because David was quiet as a damn mouse, she
thought. Earlier, before the kids went to school, he’ d been down in Mark’ s office. It was also their
toy room, so she hadn’t been able to face it yet. She looked up at him and wished she hadn’t.
Whatever he had to tell her had put a displeased look on hisface. The instant desire to change his
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mood swept her nearly to the floor on her knees, but she kept control over herself. They weren't
there yet. She didn’t even know if that sort of submission was what pleased him. Some Doms
weren't pleased unless their sub was naked, chained, masked and gagged.

“Yes?” She swallowed the surprising lust and burst of nervesto hold his gaze.

He stiffened like he knew what she was thinking, and as an astute man, he probably did. That
was asign of avery good Dom, one who noticed the tiny, intricate things about his partner. It was
amust in agood relationship. To meet one’ s limitswas one thing, to know when to push them was
something time and observation to detail allowed.

“1 have time now to teach you the budget system Mark used,” he said, holding his place
across the room.

She immediately put down her book with afond smile at the sparrows on the cover. There
was something about old and new and allowing time to move forward. She'd read it somewhere,
but couldn’t put the words together. It seemed true. There was atime to dwell in the past, but there
was more to move forward. With David standing across the room, waiting, she knew the time had
come to take a step, at least asmall one.

“1 know it’s stereotypical,” she said, pushing to her feet. “ And somewhere women'’s libbers
arerolling in their graves, but | am not good with numbers. | can do a basic budget, but | have a
hard time following investments and that sort of thing.”

“No problem,” he assured her, stepping aside at the stairs so she could go down. Shefelt his
hand near her shoulder, ready to catch her if she slipped. It was something afew of the other Doms
did. Their job of keeping their partners safe was their utmost priority in life. Some Doms preferred
to aways lead, but for Mark and apparently David as well, they could catch better if they walked
behind in some situations. “ The program he used is very basic and clear. Most of your investments
are through the bank, so you aren’t looking at variable interest rates. There are afew IRAs set and
several lump savings accounts with good interest.”

“He was always good with money.”

“Hewas.” David sat in front of the computer, a smaller chair pulled up as well. “ Please sit.
From what | see, you were in charge of the household budget.”

“Mark and | discussed what | needed every month to keep things going smoothly. We
reevaluated every six months and adjusted as needed. | sent the household bills out of my budget.
The money there was from his paychecks. Anything | made was put into savings and trips.”

“| see a separate account marked Italy,” he said and brought up a new screen.

Her heart stuttered as she saw the tiny amounts put in every month for the past four years.
Two or three dollars at a time, fifty and a hundred once in a while. The total was just over five
thousand dollars with the goal of seven thousand at the bottom of the sheet.

“Oh, Mark.”

“You didn’'t know?’
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“Faith was born premature. The medical billstook most of the savingswe' d set aside for the
honeymoon we didn’t take. We were both in school and didn’'t have the time so put it off. After
Faith we didn’'t talk about the vacation anymore, because | knew building a nest egg was more
important. I’d actually forgotten about it.”

“Well, he didn’'t and there’ s a note right here,” he said and clicked on it.

She noticed that he pointedly looked away so she could read it. She placed her hand on his
shoulder to show her appreciation and |eaned closer.

She laughed out loud.

“What?’

“For Polly. Woman. Use this money after I’ m gone to get something you want. Don’t put it
into an IRA. Don’'t add it to the girls' college funds. Don’t use it for home equity advancement. |
couldn’t take you to Italy, and | die regretting that we never made the time, but it comforts me to
know you'’ Il get something you want and think of me because of it. If thereisaway, | will spank
the hell out of you from heaven if you don’t comply. Love you. Mr. Angelin.”

Tearswere falling again by the time she finished reading, but she was still able to laugh and
that was the best gift Mark could have given her. After so much pain and anger at the unfairness
of the world, the little message, probably an afterthought, put a lot in perspective. He was gone,
but she was not. He had loved the best he could, and he knew she' d done the same. Not all couples
could say that. The only regret she had about their relationship wasit didn’t last until they were old.

In more than one place now, he'd given her permission, hell encouragement to go on with
her life. That had been his goal in their relationship, to make her the best she could be. The more
important part, though, had been to make sure she was happy. He was still doing it, but she'd been
too stuck in grief to realize to what extent. Her life was always better when she listened to Mark.
Thelittle reminder on the computer, blinking in no-nonsense black with the spanking threat in red,
helped her understand.

“So0?" David asked. “Where does the money go? There is a cash card connected to the
account, or | can have it moved to a higher yield CD if you need more time to think.”

“Well.” She couldn’t stop her smile. “Since it was for Italy, | can’t think of a better use for
it than to go to Macy’s and get the insanely priced shoes and purse I’ ve dreamed of for years.”

“What about the rest?’

She laughed out loud at his innocent question. “Sweetie, I'll be lucky if | don’t have to dip
into my mad money to cover exactly what | want.”

“No way. A purse and shoes can’t cost that much.”

“Of course they can. It's why they’ ve always been dreams. They’re extravagant and much
more than | would ever, ever spend on myself.” She smiled at the red words still on the computer
screen. “Which iswhy Mark added the warning. He meant business when he threatened a spanking
so...I’ll do thisand carry the purse and wear the shoes and I’ll remember.”
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His expression was doubtful, but she didn’t expect him to understand. If she’d said she was
going to spend the money on a motorcycle or new bedroom toys, he might understand, but shoes
and purses were women things for the most part. He finished showing her around the financial
system, and she admitted it wasn’t more difficult to follow than the smaller program she used for
online and paper bill paying.

It was good to know she could do it and even if David hadn’t been there, Mark had carefully
outlined everything for her. She wondered how many other little messages he’ d left. Theletter was
still tucked under her pillow. She wanted to open it, but wasn't ready. If it had been imperative,
it would have said so on the envelope. Because it smply said Polly she knew she could wait, at
least alittle longer.

“That’s everything.”

“Huh, | can do that. Thanks, David. | appreciate you going through everything for me,” she
said as he turned the screen back to its sample budget page. “I’m glad he had all the tax stuff lined
up. | aways hate tax season, all the deductions and nonsense.”

“1’ll take care of that for you.”

“Redly?’

“Well, I'll needto do it too,” he acknowledged. “And I’ll probably need a professional since
| switched states in the same year and sold my house and all that.”

“Have you bought a place here?’ she asked, realizing she didn’t know awhole lot about his
plans other than he wanted a place with her.

“Not yet. | start work the first of November with a cement company doing sales and
management, but since things happened pretty fast, | wasn’t able to line up a house.”

“Good. | mean the job is good,” she assured him. “And the house thing. Y ou should stay
here.”

“For how long?’

She looked around the room instead of answering. The space was Mark’ s playroom. Before
they’ d finished soundproofing their bedroom it was the only place they could get loud. He d loved
to make her scream for all the right reasons. There were cuffs tucked inside the book case, rope
in the drawer, and in the locked compartment were toys he' d used to make her crazy. Depending
how she answered, she would be setting those memories aside to make new ones.

After the past six months of dealing with Mark’s illness and grieving his death, was she
ready for that? With only days between them and a decade separating the time, did she actually
know David enough to build arelationship?

“You don't have to answer that.” He interrupted her thoughts. “I’ve waited ten years for
you. I’'m willing to wait as long as you need to welcome me into your life. If you choose another
Dom, then I’'ll check him out and make sure he' s safe, but I’m not going to make you do anything.
Especialy not today.”

“You would really do that? Interview another Dom for me?’
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“To choose the top she wants to be with is part of the rules and rights of a sub,” he said
through clenched teeth. “1 wouldn’t like it, but | would never deny you that right.”
“For now, David, | would likeyou to stay. If that changes 1’1l let you know, but for now,” she

said, and the pleasure in his eyes assured her she' d given more than what he expected, her favorite
kind of pleasure, “I want you to be here.”
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“Shhh.”

Polly smothered a chuckle at Hope and Faith’ s joint hushing. Movie night. They’d been to
the library and picked out a DVD in addition to the big bag of new chapter books and bedtime
stories. Popcorn was overflowing, juice boxes had been broken out for the occasion and bedtime
was extended an hour in honor of three chipmunks.

They’d put off movie nights because they were aways Mark’s thing, but Polly was taking
them back. The whole family enjoyed the time, and the girls especially were smiling and happy.
David wasbeside her on the couch doing sometexting, but he seemed content with the night’ splans.
Considering his dominant personality, he also managed to be very easygoing. Nothing seemed to
bother him, especially not when it came to the kids. What they needed was important, and he did
what he could to make their lives easier.

Shedidn’t know what she needed. The thought made her pause, because it wasn't right. She
did know what she wanted. She'd always known. God, family, love; those were what she needed
to be happy. Adversity hadn’t taken her faith. Her family was broken but not demolished, and she
was missing the love she knew David could provide.

It was impossible to ook at him and not see the boy he' d been. The boy she’ d adored.

She lost her brother, Scotty, in a car accident the year she met David and Mark. He' d been
two years her junior, and she’ d adored him from the moment he was born. That summer she’ d been
feeling his absence but with her new friends, she’'d let herself get taken away from her sadness.
They’ d played softball together, gone mini-golfing and done the innocent things that made her feel
special. She hadn’t even kissed David that summer.

She hadn’t kissed him ever.

With the previews over, the movie grabbed the kids' attention and David finally set aside
his phone. He stood and headed into the kitchen while she continued to process her new dilemma.

They’d never kissed, yet she was already thinking about forever with him. She'd felt the
same way about Mark before their first kiss, too. Something about him, and that same thing in
David, drew her in. Like amoth to aflame, she couldn’t stop herself from wanting everything they
offered. Back in their first summer, it had simply been David’s attention she’ d desired. Now they
could have more, if she was willing to make the right moves.

David plopped down beside her, rocking the popcorn bowl. He righted it before there was a
mess and offered her some. She shook her head, so he put it on the coffee table. There was a foot
of space between them without the bowl and she hated the distance, yet she was the one who'd
demanded it.
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The music started and the girls began to sway, enthralled by their show, and Polly felt the
same waly as she looked at the side of David' s face. Suddenly the distance was too much, and she
remedied the situation with allittle scoot.

He looked at her, his eyebrow cocked in surprise, but when she cuddled to his side he put
his arm around her shoulders. The age-old action made her smile, and he grinned down at her.

“How was your day?’

David' s question was immediately shushed by Hope and Faith. She nudged them both with
her foot.

“Sorry,” they muttered.

She wouldn't let them be rude, but she understood the sentiment. She didn’t want to talk,
either. David sighed and wiggled farther into the soft sofa. The cushions trapped a person in their
comfort and more than once he'd fallen asleep on it. She loved that he was comfortable in her
home. She nudged his shoulder.

He pulled back some so he could look at her. His waiting expression told her he didn’t
know what to expect and, really, had she given him a reason to expect anything from her besides
friendship?

She pressed her lipsto his mouth, catching his bottom lip between hers as she kissed him. His
surprise didn’t stop him from kissing back, and just as she’ d expected he took over, not deepening
the contact but jumping right in by gently sucking her top lip. The sweet thrill of the first touch
was there and delicious in its own right, but there was something more.

Kissing David felt right.

She sighed and moved closer. He pulled her pajama covered legs over his knees and tugged
her in until she was almost sitting in hislap, though her buitt still remained on the sofa.

His hands dug into her sides, and she realized he wanted a lot more than he was taking.
She gave more, opening her mouth and slipping her tongue along the bottom ridge of his lip.
Her willingness spurred him on, and his tongue thrust deep into her mouth, her acceptance all he
required to delve deeper.

With hisfingers at her waist she used hersin his hair. The kids ever in the back of her mind,
she kept the situation PG-thirteen but she pulled him closer, wanting to feel the edge right before
he consumed her, right before she lost herself in him.

“Oh, gross.”

“BEww.”

She broke the kiss, David’s tongue still out when she pulled back. He was as deep into the
kiss as she, and she was grateful her legs blocked his erection. He was wearing pajama pants, and
it was very impressive to her, but probably confusing to the girls.

“So now you two gottakiss?’ Faith asked, wrinkling her nose. “Mommy only kissed Daddy
before.”
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As affective asabucket of cold water, Faith’ swords sobered Polly and David’ sarousal. She
had only kissed Mark before. Dating hadn’t crossed her mind since his death, so the ramifications
of what the girls would see hadn’t popped up. Until David came into their lives.

Both girls turned back to the TV. The movie played, and the silence between them that had
been so comfortable and hot was now flat and awkward. Hope looked back every few minutes with
accusing, narrow eyes, but didn’t say anything. It was her eldest’s way to let her guestions and
anger ssimmer, and Polly didn’t want to inflame Hope' s uncertainty.

Polly tried to move away, but David had his heavy arm across her feet, like he understood
but didn’t want her to go. Conflicting emotions warred and even though Mark and her daughters
were on her mind, she didn’t want to move either.

David turned his attention to the movie. They both needed to think, at least shedid, so it was
good they couldn’t talk for awhile. His phone vibrated a message halfway through the movie and
hetook it. Hope' s gaze was on him again, thoughtful instead of angry, and Polly was hopeful that
there wouldn’t be a massive tantrum about David’s presence, at least not yet.

Shewished David wouldn’t have taken the call, but he didn’t quite get family timeyet. But it
wasn't like they were playing games or doing a craft. Movie time had more leeway. A few minutes
later her phone beeped.

Sheignored it until he nudged her arm. She looked up, and he gestured with his chin. It was
from him, circumventing the ‘no talking’ rule. Feeling like a naughty teenager, she hopped up and
grabbed her phone and cookies for the kids and David while in the kitchen. With Faith completely
absorbed in the movie, Polly squatted beside Hope.

“Areyou okay?' she whispered.

“1 don’t know why David is here. We don’t need him.”

The lack of “uncle” in the title told Polly that Hope wasn’t sure about the way things were
changing, and Polly couldn’t blame her.

“You're right, we don't need him, but David is here because he loves us, Hope,” she
explained. “And he’ s going to be here at least for awhile.”

“At least?’ her daughter asked suspiciously, keeping her voice very low.

“Yes, at least. He's got a specia place in our family, and we have to be patient with each
other until we figure out where that placeis.”

Hope nodded slowly, but not for a second did Polly think those were the last words on the
situation. If David became more than a houseguest, and every second he was near Polly knew that
was going to be the case, then al their lives were going to change. Polly kissed Hope' s cheek and
was relieved when her daughter smiled alittle and kissed her back.

She retook her spot and was thankful the awkwardness had eased after she’d spoken with
Hope. She threw her feet up on David’s lap and brought up her messages, turning the phone to
silent.

D: everything okay?
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She looked at him and he waited, like waiting for a verbal reply. She wasn't sure how to
answer but went with the closest thing to honest that she had.

P: yeah. Hope and | need to have more talks, but | think she just needs time to get used
to this new situation.

D: and the other?

She thought a moment and remembered the reason the night had snagged earlier.

P: Oh, that. | love kissing you. Our first kiss.

Hisfingersflew over the tiny keypad on his phone, much faster than her clunker phone, but
the look on his face was what caught her attention. He was happy. It sent thrills through her.

D: | almost kissed you ten years ago. | had big plansfor the Ferriswheel. Woulda been epic.

She smothered her laughter to avoid another reprimand.

P: Epic, huh? | think we should limit your TV time, Sr.

He grinned.

D: | do love being called ‘ Sr’. Damn Mark, the butt got you first. | was going to kiss your
pretty brains out that night.

Her smile softened, and she knew what he was doing with that one simple message. He was
letting her keep Mark. He was gone and she couldn’t have him physically, but David wasn’t going
to begrudge her the memories she had and he wanted to share those.

P: He was such a stinker.

He set his phone down and patted his lap and she adjusted to sit there, tucking her head
under his chin. They didn’'t have to talk or even kiss anymore and they didn’'t as the chipmunks
ran amok. It was enough to be together, and that was what Polly missed most. She liked herself,
enjoyed her own company and that of her girls. But that special something that had made her so
happy with Mark shined bright from David, and when he wrapped his arms around her, she knew
she was in agood place.



Chapter 5

It amazed Polly that in a group entirely made of submissives, gathered to discuss their
feelings and adventures, some still felt the need to submit. There were officially no dominant
personalities in her living room, yet Mary and Candice continued to hold themselves in extreme
respect and deference. Polly thought part of it was the competition the two felt, but knew part of
it was their personalities. They were both very submissive people. She wasn't going to put them
down for it, just like they never faulted her for not going further.

The group was a fail-safe for submissivesin the Green Bay area. It was relatively new, but
was starting strong especially after one of their own who had at one time attended BDSM functions
had been abused.

Therewas both afine and bold line between the submissive and the abused. It was sometimes
a state of mind for the participants but Carey had exhibited the behavior of one who was abused,
not thriving under the care and tending of a stronger personality.

It had taken over amonth to get Mark to say something when she’ d first suspected something
was wrong. He was a police detective, but they’ d been new to the local lifestyle group. For al his
experience, Mark had been easing her into it before they had Hope. He hadn’t wanted to push any
boundaries, especially if the dungeon Master hadn’t done anything yet. Polly insisted, had taken
her punishment for her insolence, but in the end Mark said something to Max who in turn said
something to Carey.

She'd been on a plane to Florida the same night and Alexi, her Dom, had been kicked out
of their group. The details were never broadcasted, but after the incident Max encouraged the
submissives to talk with one another, learn from each other and confide if need be.

What had been horrible enough to make the private, extremely open-minded Master so
radical was beyond what Polly could fathom, but Mary, who was also very private, came every
month and shared, which meant it was important to Max.

“Who has the kids tonight, Polly?’ Melody asked. She was a middle-aged woman whose
children were nearly graduated from high school. A weekend sub with ataste for the extreme, she
planned to move full timeinto the lifestyle after her kids were out of the house. Polly didn’t know
how she kept up, but Melody was willingly passed among the three single Domsin the club, Levi,
Eddy, and Ellen.

“David took them to aHalloween party with Felix and Max.” Polly topped off the wine glass
Melody offered.

“David is the new Dom in the house?’ Jeremiah asked, sticking to apple juice because he
was meeting hiswife later. They’ d been together since he was barely legal, and he had alot to say
about the sub and slave life. Polly learned alot from him about stating her rights and maintaining
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her own person while still adoring her Dom. In Jeremiah’ s case he was more of a slave and often
took on that personaduring scene play but as he aged, he was beginning an identity crisisthe others
were trying to help him through.

“He'san old friend,” she explained, topping off her own glass of zinfandel. “ Before he died,
Mark asked him to watch out for me. David wants to be my Dom, | just wasn’t sureif he realized
all that entailed for me.”

There was silence amoment. None of the others had dealt with the death of their tops before.
Some, like Melody were passed often but knew they could choose and go back. Mary and Jeremiah
started their lifestyles with the partners they’ d married and still had them both healthy and strong.
Candice was the newest to the group and didn’'t say much, but hadn’t offered any advice after
Mark’s death either.

“And what do we think of this?’ Candice asked, tilting her head to the side. Somewhere in
her thirties or very well-preserved forties, she wasthe prettiest of the group. When she’ d first come
to Green Bay two years earlier she'd been with Gregory. They’d put on many scenes, Candice
thrived under the eye of others. Gregory moved on a year later, and Darren took his place. With
their fetishes for all things painful and medical, the club was still learning many interesting, and
for Polly, extremely disturbing things.

“We think...” she said, the question one she'd tossed in her mind a thousand times in the
last three weeks. “We think my husband did me a huge favor. The other Doms in the group, no
offense intended for any of them, really, wouldn’t be a good fit.”

“Oh yeah, nonewould work,” Melody agreed instantly. “ The guys called Mark afluffy Dom
because he wasn't as into the pomp as they are and of course he didn’t live by the code of having
the most toys in his bag. They want you—and they definitely do, Polly—because even without
that stuff, you always looked at Mark with the highest admiration. I’m a dlave. | adore each of my
Masters, but with you it was different.”

“Because she loved him first,” Mary said, her Russian accent very soft as she kept her face
pointed to the ground. “ Obsession and obedience are easy for those with our appetites. We equate
love with dominance sometimes and lead happy lives. But some know love first, and it feeds the
soul. For a Dom the desire to protect and guide is that much stronger and more pure. For a sub
it means seeing the pleasure in your top’s face in response to most miniscule thing is what we
yearn for.”

“S0, she won't be the same with anew Dom?” Jeremiah asked.

Polly wondered the same thing.

“Is there love? | s there the same motivation Mark always had? He dominated not to make
himself better, but to make Polly better. He protected her from the need she has to constantly put
othersfirst even at the sake of her health. Would thisfellow follow the same path or does he likethe
pain for the pain? Does he need the dominance to put himself above another?” Mary questioned,
looking down at the floor. “It is something that only time will tell.”
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Polly was allowed areprieve from the intense questions Mary posed when the group’ sfocus
turned to Jeremiah. She was happy to concentrate on his desire for children rather than the men,
past and present, in her life and how love was the factor that made their relationship work. It was
something she knew, had always known, but having it pointed out made the importance of having
her next relationship one of love that much more crucial.

She listened as Jeremiah poured his heart out about possible fertility treatmentsfor hiswife,
who was in the middle of menopause. It was a hard place because he knew she didn’t really want
children and only went along with the procedure for him.

He was having attack after attack of conscience for what he felt was going against his collar
in making his Mistress do something she had little desire for. It went against the grain of any
submissive, no matter how deep they were into the life, to force something on their tops. Yet, he
couldn’t deny himself the chance of being a father.

By the end of the night, Jeremiah switched to wine. His tall, skinny frame absorbed the
alcohol and sent it straight to hisbrain. There would be no play, which meant he would be punished
once he was sober. Polly caled his wife, Linda, after he fell into a lump of tears on the futon,
the other subs looking on with compassion. He was coming to a crossroads. If his Mistress didn’t
embrace parenthood, he would ask to be released from his contract, and in the process break the
only family he had known for a dozen years. None of them envied his place.

Polly opened the door at Linda sknock. Small, but extremely dominant, Lindaexuded power
and some scorn. She immediately looked away from the Domme’s eyes. Next to Max, Lindawas
the most dominant in their circle and Mark had early on given her permission to look away in
Linda s presence, a gift because Polly was uncomfortable around her.

“Whereis he?’ Linda demanded. Menopause was playing hell on everything, including the
timbre of her voice and the look of her skin. Everyone in the group knew she wasn’t happy about
it. The fertility treatments weren’'t helping her temperament either.

“He' sin my office, Mistress,” she said quietly and led her in as the other subs also looked
away, Linda preferring the deference.

With Linda sback to her, Polly was ableto watch how she dealt with Jeremiah who continued
to cry into her pillows. Her hand was gentlein his hair despite her obvious annoyance, and the tone
she used was very soft, too soft for any of them to hear. “Help me get him to the car.”

Mary immediately moved to help. It was another point Mark had sheltered her from, never
giving other Doms permission to give her orders. Linda could have asked and Polly would have
happily helped. Mary, on the other hand, lived by a set of rules that had her hurrying to answer
any demand a Dom made.

“1 should go.” Candice placed a gentle hand on Polly’s shoulder. “Darren is expecting me
tonight. Thank you for your hospitality.”
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“Of course, Candice. The door is aways open,” she said, a familiar motto since the
meetings first started. No matter the day or situation, the submissivehood they shared allowed for
communication and pleas if the need arose.

“And mine, too. Call if you need to talk about this new one. | have contacts around the States
if you know his club name. | wouldn’t mind looking him up for you,” she offered.

Reputations were key in the community, and she had intended to ask Max to look into
David's history. He'd given her his names and previous hangouts but because she was still
considering her options, she hadn’t made the necessary calls.

“Actually, | would appreciate that very much. His name is David Lowe. He has lived the
past six years in Arizona, before that in lowa and New Mexico.”

The secretive smile Candice often wore turned to one of real pleasure. “David? He's your
friend?’

“Yes, did you know him?’

“Yes, and if you are his woman, the one he's always wanted, then you are in a very special
position, Polly. To be loved so intensely by two men in one lifetimeis...well, it's enviable.” She
slipped her coat on and flipped the fur collar to cover her elegant neck. “Don’t worry about David’s
appetites. | would describe him as a gentleman Dom. Much like your Mark in many ways. He is
very experienced though, be prepared to be taught.”

“Taught? What?" she asked, turning on the porch light.

“He specializes in currents and electricity. Max doesn’t understand it well, which is why
we're so limited in our play here. Mr. Lowe doesn’t have such limitations. It should be very, very
fun and should you choose to share...”

“You know | won't, Candice.”

“Then it's my loss,” the other woman said and winked. “From one sub to another, heis a
respectable Dom. My promise on that.”

“Thank you.” So many worriesthat hadn’t fleshed out were put to rest with Candice’ s honest
assessment. “Have a good night.”

“Polly, can you step aside please?’ Mary asked softly. Polly followed Candice out and held
the door while Mary and Linda propped Jeremiah between them.

“Can | help?’ she offered, more for Mary and Jeremiah’s sake than Linda's. The female
Domme rubbed her the wrong way.

“Histoteisin the living room,” Mary replied.

The clock read after ten o’ clock when the house was cleared of the guests. Polly poured
another glass of wine, her third, and set out a bottle of Tylenol to remind herself to take some before
bed to avoid a headache. Hope and Faith both had school in the morning so after she got them to
the bus she would be able to nap which made taking another sip unproblematic.
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Without looking at the calendar, she knew it had been three full months since Mark’ s death.
David had been staying with them, doing the thingsto winterize the house and hel ping with thekids
for nearly a month. His background check, one Mark had sent for before he died, came through,
assuring her he'd never had a state or federal conviction or even an arrest. His college transcripts
also arrived with soaring details about his business management degree. Random letters from
David' s associates offered even more reassurances. Polly couldn’t think of anything else she could
request.

The funny thing was—it wasn’t David doing the pushing. He' d been as surprised as she was
when the letter from former instructors came, praising his quick thinking, practical judgments and
trustworthiness. When the letter of recommendation came from his boss, he'd called and they’d
learned Mark was the one who' d requested that they send the notes after David had been gone a
few months.

All Mark’s hard work was having the intended effect. Because David wasn't pressing, and
shedidn’t have to be constantly worried about him being awolf in sheep’ s clothing, shewas seeing
him for the man he was. A good man who was like the boy she remembered. How could she forget
the summer they’ d met.

“Comeon, little lady.” David pulled a five out of his wallet and handed it to the booth
attendant . “ 1 want to see those dart throwing skills. Snce you're a preacher’s kid and have
probably been to hundreds of church fairs, | expect you to be pretty good at this. Not as good as
me, of course, but respectable.”

“ Are you sure your three balloons will beat me?” She accepted the brightly colored darts.
“1 mean, | am pretty fantastic. You could be eating some of that pride in a minute.”

“ Nothing would make me happier than to see you always win.”

What an odd thing to say, she thought, as she lined up for her shot. With five darts she knew
she would beat him. Out of the corner of her eye she saw him move . The heat that had been
between them since the softball tournament returned , and shivers started through her. Why did
he look at her like that? He looked like he couldn’t look away and wanted to, well, taste her. She
felt likeanice cream cone or something equally delicious and lickable.

She lined up her shot and bit back a curse when the dart landed between two deflated
balloons.

He tsked. “ You have to focus through the distraction, Polly.”

“You're not distracting me,” sheinsisted and threw her next dart, popping the blue balloon
she'd aimed for before. “ The first miss was a fluke.”

He moved closer so more than his gaze touched her. His hand was almost innocent on her
hip. David was always careful, she'd noticed, to keep a respectful distance and if there wasn’t
distance there was still respect. It reminded her of how her father treated her mother. Mark also
had that discipline, but hedidn’t hesitate to touch and get close the way David did. She wondered
what Mark would think about David’ s position when he got back with popcorn.
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She threw her next dart and barely popped the orange balloon she aimed for. The fingers
curled at her hip, the pressure not enough to bruise but definitely enough to hold her attention
withiron claws.

“David...”

“Throw the dart, sweetheart,” he whispered.

She did and nailed the balloon with no problem. She lined up and the pressure increased,
almost to pain but not necessarily painful. When the pressure was released at the same time
as the dart, she knew she would miss, and she did. The instant of distraction taking away her
concentration.

“Why did you do that?” she demanded, accepting her little prize. The booth attendant’s
twisted grin made her feel dirty.

“Just an experiment,” he said warmly , and the thought that he couldn’t stand to see her
win fled at the approval in his eyes. “ You did a good job. How about a ride on the Ferris wheel ?
Maybe we' Il get stuck on top.”

She'd amost gone but Mark had returned and effectively butted David out. In only three
weeks she' d fallen head over heelsfor the man who would be her husband. Very much her father’s
daughter, she'd held out until their wedding night for sex and never regretted it.

Her only regret from the whole summer was the disappointment she' d seen on David' sface
the day of the wedding. He' d served as Mark’ s best man, eaten and left before the dance started.
A part of her had falen in love with him that summer, and she was reminded why every minute
she spent with him now.

He was a sweet man. He was strong and strict but he was good, too. That wasn’t something
all Doms could boast. The need to dominate sometimes carried them too far and they did things
that were dangerous or illegal. When their motivations weren't clear, pride sometimes got in the
way of sense. Having their own way became more important than what was right.

Her phone beeped, announcing atext. Shedidn’t get many of those so knew it was David. He
was atexter, which surprised her. Mark hated anything text or email related, preferring handwritten
notes and verbal messages if they were necessary. There were many similarities in the men, but
enough differences that she knew the distinctions and felt them.

D: Kids sleeping, half-hour from home.

She texted him an okay and tidied up the kitchen. In a half an hour he would be back and
she’d ask him to carry the kids upstairs. He would most likely just do it if she didn’t ask, but she
liked to see how he responded to her requests. Mark had always said her self-sufficiency was one
of the things that made her submissiveness such a gift. She didn’t need him to do things but when
she asked, it made him feel ten feet tall.
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Feeling alittle sappy with the winein her veins she headed to her makeshift bedroom. David
wouldn’'t be back for the full half-hour, always especially careful while driving with the girls. Her
pillow was soaked with tears, and her bed smelled like a man, a pretty one, so she stripped the bed
and bundled the sheets. Tossing the pillow aside revealed the letter she'd still been considering.

Thetiming wasright, and the wine had been well placed for the occasion. She sat and opened
the letter.

PollyAnn,

My wife. My best friend. My piece of perfection. | failed you. | should betherefor
therest of your life. It wasthe promise | made, but | brokeit. I’ll spend the rest of
whatever isnext regretting that. Remind our babies| lovethemevery day. Remind
yourself that even if I’m not there to keep you in line, to stay in the boundaries |
gave. You' re an intelligent, wonderful woman who deservesto beloved. Let what
| gave be enough until you move on.

When | say move on, | mean it. You don’t need to be alone, not for any longer
than you need to grieve. | respect any time constraint you put to the situation, but
one day, move on and love another with the same intensity you loved me. You're
a better woman when you love and are loved.

You told me you dream of David. | hated | wasn’'t able to give you what you
needed in that aspect. It wasn’t in my makeup to share you, and it's not in his
either. Hell, it’s not in yours to love two men at the same time—and no, | will
not be putting money in the swear pig for that—so I’m doing what | can to fulfill
your desires.

If he’ swhat you want, let himbe your man without any worry that I’ d disapprove.
All I’ ve ever wanted was your happiness. Keep an open mind and an open heart
no matter who is next. Trust David if he's not the one, to help you make that
decision.

Intheselast few weeks, I’ vetaken to heart the scriptureyour father alwaysquotes.
| go to afinal rest loving the Jesus that gave me you even if it was for a limited
time. Live a long, happy life, my love, and I'll have your collar ready when you
get here. If | have to share it's something I'll accept, because after that many
years apart, I’ll be happy to have you any way | can get you.

All my love to you and share it with our girls.
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Always yours, Mark.

The sound of David entering the house didn’t prompt her from her place, as she continued
rereading the letter over and over. She’ d never doubted Mark’ slove. When he' d said she would be
his last lover, she'd believed him. When he’ d boastingly said he would be her only, she’'d prayed
that was true too.

Now, hewaswilling to let her go. So she could be happy. And he'd never lied. He meant he
wanted her to live long and happily with whoever she chose with hisblessing. It wasabig blessing.

“Polly, the girlsarein bed. Felix and the party wore them out.”

Shelooked up at the man Mark handpicked for her, the man she’ d nearly picked yearsbefore.
Hedidn't look any worse for wear from spending the evening with little kids. In fact, the chocolate
pudding on his shoulder, probably from Faith, completed everything she looked for in a man.
Thanks to Mark’s note, she wasn’t worried about |ooking anymore.

“Are you okay, sweetheart?’ he asked. “Man, why does it smell like the inside of a Boss
bottle in here?’

“Jeremiah had a meltdown.” The tears still in her throat made her voice sound raw. “Linda
cameto get him and, well, he’ s not going to feel very good once he sobers up.”

“Are you worried about him?’ He sat beside her and nudged the cologne-soaked pillow
further away with hisfoot.

“Not really. Well, yes, but not why you think. He's going through some big changes, and
he and Linda are having problems. | worry how he's going to handle the next few months. His
punishment will be fine. Linda’'s a strict Domme, almost creepy, but she never goes further than
he can take.”

“Then why are you crying?’

“Oh, just drank too much wine,” she said, waving away his concern with the letter.

“And read the |etter?’

“Yep, | did that too. Y ou know, he had avery poetic side.” She laughed. “I’m okay. Thanks
for asking. How was your night?’

“I’ll tell you all about it as soon as we' re out of this boy brothel.” He tugged her to her feet.
“How can you stand it? | swear I’ll smell it for days. Let’s go out to the kitchen.”

“Or up to the bedroom.”

He froze at the proposition. It was one she hadn’t made, so she couldn’t blame him for being
surprised. It was the right suggestion though. She offered her hand, not in an inviting, follow-me
way, but in the please-take-me-with-you sort of way. It was a fine art Mary had taught her, one
that some Doms accepted and others forbade. Mark had never refused her, mostly because she’' d
rarely used it. She didn’t know how David would respond but when he took her hand and tucked
it to his elbow, she had to believe he wasn't too put out.
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“1 don’t like the hand,” he told her, leading her as he turned off the lights on the main floor.
“If you have aneed, | prefer words. | hear inflection better than | read body language. Not in bed
so much, but in the regular conversing I’ ve been told | miss the important things sometimes.”

“Youhaven't sofar.” Shewas careful to keep her tone meek, so hewould know it was praise,
not criticism or putting down a past teacher.

“Good. | feel like | understand you better than anyone I’ ve ever tried to read before, so I'm
glad I'm right. | just need to hedge my bets. | don’t want you to be another lover or sub. | want
you to be forever. That doesn’t mean right now, but I...well, | think I’ [I send Jeremiah flowers for
smelling up your room so much you want to join me.”

She laughed and leaned into his side as they walked up the stairs. The wine made her alittle
tipsy, and his scent was pushing her into giddy. It would better if she slept very soon to avoid
temptation, but when he got her to her room he immediately started undressing her and avoidance
didn’t seem so important anymore.

“Uh-oh, | think it's my job to strip you, Sir.”

“No, it’syour job to please me. Stay still and quiet.”

She was always careful to dress well around the other subs whose Doms mandated it so she
didn’t feel like abum. David was careful with the thin fabrics, like he knew they were expensive,
and carefully laid them across the room’ s rocking chair. Standing only in her white cotton braand
panties, she let him look at her.

They wouldn’'t go any further. She wasn’t worried about that even though the zipper on his
jeans was pressed tight. They wouldn’t have sex because they weren't ready yet, and she couldn’t
picture David indulging her tipsy offers should any trip from her mouth. She still wanted to be
near him, though.

“Will the girls look for you in here tonight?’ His question warred with his command that
she say quiet, so she shook her head in answer.

“Lie on the middle of the bed.”

She had to pee but hesitated and thought about her options. It was better, she decided, to
break the moment than wet the bed.

“1 need the bathroom.”

Hefrowned, like she knew he would, and shefelt theimmediate sadness of |etting him down.
She kept her eyes averted enough to still see his face and when he nodded she quickly walked to
the bathroom. She didn’t dare brush her teeth or any of the other nightly things she usually did,
just peed and washed her hands before hurrying back to the room. He stood in the same place,
unmoved since she left. Hoping they would pick back up where they’d left off, she went back to
her place before him.

“Liein the middle of the bed.”
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She knew that. Humiliation waved over her again as she’ d once again disappointed him. The
comforter was pulled away so she went straight to the bed. She lay on the white top sheet, taking
hisinstructions as literally as possible. She kept her ankles dlightly apart and hands at her side. It
was an inviting pose, one that said she would be led. She didn’t know where he was taking her,
but she was willing.

He stepped around the bed and pulled the sheet. It took only a minute before he had one side
tucked around her, binding her arms to her body and her legs together. He did the same with the
other side, leaving her face uncovered but turning her into a burrito. Could Mark have told him
she loved the restricted pose? She felt calm seep into her, warmth and serenity infused as she had
nothing to do and no demand to do more.

“You asked to come upstairs with me.” David stretched out beside her on the bed, still
dressed, with his back against the headboard. “ This surprised me. It makes me wonder if it’s the
wineloosening you up. It also makes mewonder what theletter said for you to change so suddenly.”

“David—"

“No. I won’'t look agift horsein the mouth, but I’ [l want answersin the morning. Isthisgoing
to be an every-night occurrence? Will you expect sex? We've kept the lifestyle to a minimum,
but it’s time for you to think of what your demands are for our relationship and what exactly you
expect us to be. Dom and Sub? Boyfriend and girlfriend? Husband and wife? | want you to think
of those specifications, and we'll discussit tomorrow.”

“1 aready know—"

“No.”

“But—"

She didn’'t have to wait for his verbal reprimand, because he put his hand over her mouth. It
was gentle, but firm and made his message clear. Aggravation tore through her. She hated when
peopledidn’t at least listen. She licked his hand. Something flashed in his eyes. Shewasn’t sure if
it was anger or lust but she did recognize the disappointment when he reached to his bedside table
and pulled out a ball gag, still in its wrapper.

“You are familiar with these?’ he asked. “Y ou may nod.”

She nodded; thelittle red balls were the only thing that kept her quiet during her punishments
and play at times. She was grateful when Mark allowed them, otherwise her punishments lasted
much longer because she couldn’t stop herself from crying out in sweet agony and pleasure.

He pulled his hand away and immediately slipped the ball between her teeth, forcing her
mouth open and around the ball. She meekly tilted her head forward for himto strap it in place. He
was being merciful, she knew. They may not have a contract yet, but there was an understanding
building. He was giving her an out before she made the situation worse with words that didn’t
need to be said.

“Y ou can breathe?’

She nodded but refused to meet his eyes.
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“Think tonight. We'll talk tomorrow.”

He closed the door and turned off the main light, but left his clothes on. Regjoining her, he
lifted the comforter and placed it over both of them, leaving her wrapped and gagged. He made
no move to cuddle or comfort, but stayed on his side of the bed, leaving plenty of space between
them. She began to fall asleep, snug and safe as she’' d longed for. She felt his hand move through
her hair and despite the gag she fell asleep with asmile on her face.



Chapter 6

Shewasn’'t looking at him. For the past three weeks, he’ d known Polly as an adult. She was
the beautiful woman he wanted more than anything to posses and love. Always warm, willing and
honest, she' d looked at him and smiled every morning, and he was sureif that was all he ever got,
it would be enough. Now, he wondered if he’'d gone too far and if he’' d ever see her smiles again.

The gag came out with no problem and unwinding her from the sheet had taken little time.
He'd rubbed her arms and legs when they’ d been lethargic at first and offered her water against
the dryness the ball caused long-term. There was no sound from the intercom and still in only her
bra and panties she refused to look at him.

“Areyou ready to talk now?’

She didn’t nod or shake her head, just kept staring into the corner like something there was
holding her interest. The main downside of their relationship was time. They hadn’t had enough
for him to understand what her silences meant. Mark never mentioned their sex life or the rules
they lived by, and he appreciated that most of the time.

Hedidn't want Mark coloring their relationship therest of their lives, but he wished for some
kind of insight. If wrapping and gagging put her off so much, he was going to have to revise his
rewards and punishment system. In his mind he’ d prevented a situation, not punished her. It was
akindness most Doms didn’t give.

She finally shook her head.

“Do you need the bathroom?’

She nodded.

“Then useit. Shower and dress comfortably. I'll take care of breakfast so take your time.”

It was another kindness but she still refused to ook at him, walking stiffly to the bathroom
but leaving the door open. It was anew behavior. He rubbed his handsto his face, wondering what
he'd started. They needed a long talk and very quickly before feelings got hurt and things were
pushed too far.

The girlswere putting on their school shoes when Polly came downstairsin pink sweats. She
still didn’t look at him but hel ped them with asmile on her face. He checked the time and saw she' d
taken every moment right up until ten minutes before carpool arrived. It shouldn’t have bothered
him that she adhered to hiswords with exquisite detail, but it did. Something about it wasn't right.

She was glowing and sweet with her daughters, making them laugh as she got them out the
door. She still didn’t acknowledge him as she closed the living room curtains and locked the door.
He watched from the kitchen as she slowly removed her sweatshirt and pants, naked beneath. She
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was beautiful, not the girl he remembered in tank tops and jean shorts but fuller and softer. The
stretch marks on her stomach were testimonials of her pregnancies, but her thighs and hips were
still as strong and supple as ever.

She pulled a blanket from the sofa and stretched her hands high above her head, her breasts
lifting before she knelt on the blanket. Her thighs stayed close together and her posture was nearly
perfect as she arched back to alow her hair to fall against her shoulders. She placed her hands,
palm up, on her thighs. He noticed the paper then, a single sheet propped on apillow at face height.

Meditating. It was something most subs or slaves did very privately, and he felt like he was
invading. He thought back to what he’ d commanded and realized he’ d doneit to himself. He' d said
he wanted her to think. She'd fallen asleep right away so hadn’t done it and was taking the first
opportunity to remedy the situation. Her back stayed straight as she quietly read each lineaoud. He
recognized some of the basic mantra lines from subs past. Mostly slaves used them, but it wasn’t
abad practice for everyone especially in early days of a contracted relationship.

“1 am a beautiful submissive. | have value beyond compare. My will is my husband’s.”

Husband. She stuttered over the word but continued, diligently repeating severa lines but
he heard that one loudest. Maybe she intended for him to hear the mantra. With her history, he had
assumed arel ationship meant marriage, but hearing it from her lips made it that much more serious.

“1 trust my husband with my body and welfare. | trust my husband with the care of my
children. | trust my husband to be guided by fairness.”

They were basic, humbling things he could agree to.

“1 submit control of my life to my husband, because he loves and protects me. | will leave
if he abuses the gift. | will be punished if | abuse his good will.”

He nodded again, appreciating the lyrical tone the mantra held. He wondered if she wrote
it herself.

“1 want to wear hiscollar. | want to be hisbride. | want him to smile because in those things
| am part of him. | am the best part of my husband.”

He smiled again, recognizing Mark in those words. “Better half” hadn’t been his phrase.
Polly had been the best part of everything in hisworld. It humbled David that she would keep that
linefor him. So much about adominant relationship hinged on the affection between sub and Dom.
Some people went into rel ationships for the short-term thrill and moved on in afew months. Others
were so deeply submerged, they lost parts of themselvesto their partners.

He didn’'t know how far they would go. He'd never loved a submissive before. Of course,
he'd cared for everyone in his control. Such intimacy demanded various depths of feelings but
love was new and reserved only for Polly. Could he punish her? He' d shown the night before he
could. Only in her best interest though. He wasn’t a Dom who believed in pain for pain’s sake.
He' d drawn blood and welts plenty of times, but they fit the situation and agreement. If she didn’t
like that part... He' d seen the toy wall, whips and flogs; he didn’t think it was an issue.

“My body is my husband’s, but he’s made allowances for me.”
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He perked up when he heard her begin again. It was the start of negotiations, and because
he was willing to give her anything she wanted, he had to find something to haggle on.

“1 medicate as necessary for the pain our agreed-upon punishments leaves. My breasts are
not means for torture. I am made allowances for waxing to my husband’ s desires. | am allowed to
wear feminine hygiene products when necessary. Blades and needles are not welcome on my skin.
Asphyxiation is not safe for my body. My skin isallergic to latex.”

David grabbed a notebook and wrote everything down, things he would have to remember
because there were some specifics he needed to question. The details were important to avoid
confusion later. He also had two toysto toss if latex bothered her.

“My husband lo—will love me.”

She stumbled hard over that line, and he hoped she understood him enough soon to say it
correctly with confidence.

“He will love me. He will be understanding to change. | will not hide my needs from my
husband. | will meet my husband’ sdesireswith agrateful and happy heart and beg correction when
| fail. Aslong as | meet my husband’ s needs and he sees to mine, marriage is forever.”

Termsand length of the contract from her sidewere presented. He snapped closed hispen and
watched as she remained in her spot. Her posture began to slacken as fatigue set in. She probably
hadn’t taken the pose since Mark’s illness, maybe longer if it hadn’t been part of their routine.
He liked it, personally. Her focus was on the paper in front of her rather than him, but in another
setting she would be looking at him.

Deciding the moment was now, he strode to the living room.

“Those are your terms?’ He sat on the sofa after moving her list. She stared at his chest.

“They are.” Her demure and meek answer pleased him greatly, and he had to remind himsel f
of hisown list before he immediately agreed.

“1 have afew questions and changes.”

Her eyes averted even more as she waited in silence.

“Why are your breasts off-limits?’

“1 want to have more children.”

Her response shocked him. More kids. Not only morekids, but his children. It was athought
he hadn’t dared entertain because he didn’t know if Polly could have more kids. Mark had shared
some of their fertility difficulties. It had taken nearly five yearsfor them to get pregnant with Hope,
then when Faith had followed so quickly they’d thought everything was fine, but it wasn't. After
two miscarriages and three more years of trying, Mark had confessed to needing to go in for tests.
But that had been before the tumor.

“Um...babies.” Her confession still had his mind reeling, but he tried to focus on the task
at hand. “And your breasts affect that how?”’
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“1 nurse my babies until they are on cow’s milk. Usually about a year. Mutilation to the
nipple or fleshy parts of the breast can impede milk production, so it's safer to avoid anything
harsher than light topical whips that don’t affect the fat or muscle around them.”

“1 see. | use light prickly tools for breasts. I'm content with those and electrical toys,” he
relented. He' d read about breast cancer and abnormalities associated with caning and the tying of
breasts. It made sense not to flirt with those problems when other thingswere effective. “1 also like
heat, but will stay short of leaving burns on your breasts or nipples. Or anywhere for that matter.”

“Thank you, Sir.”

“Good girl. | prefer *Sir' when you address mein private. In public and around the children
‘David’ isacceptable. You will answer to pet names we acquire along the way.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“With waxing, do | doit or pay for it?’

The question startled her. She lost focus for amoment, and it made him smile. “Um, forgive
me, Sir. In the past I’ ve used a salon downtown. It is your decision, of course.”

“Of course.”

Her discomfort showed and he pushed it because it was his job now, or would be when she
agreed to his demands. “1 will take over your waxing every three weeks. | like bare armpits, legs,
mound and ass. Other natural hair is acceptable.”

“Yes, Sir. If you let me know what you'll need, 1’1l add it to my shopping list.”

He nodded, pleased with her response. He wanted her to make her demands so he knew what
she was comfortable with, but he also wanted to push her past the limits she put on herself. It was
afine edge in new relationships, but waxing was asmall thing. It wasintimate, slightly painful but
small and a good place to start learning boundaries.

He looked down at his list again. “I don't like blades in the bedroom. I’ ve seen too many
important parts nicked at inopportune moments. | have no medical fetish so no needles or piercing
rods. What do you use for medicating?’

“Tylenal, if needed. | also have lotions to use after being punished.”

“Okay, | can alow Tylenol but nothing stronger. Alcohol and drugs have no place in our
relationship. Last night wasfurther than | should have gone after you drank, but it was preventative,
not punitive. In the future, a single drink for either of us turns sex immediately into vanilla. If
my punishments send you reaching for anything stronger than Tylenol, you will tell me and we'll
reevaluate our methods. | want to correct and pleasure you, not cripple you.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“1 like electricity. | understand Max doesn’t know much about it, so it’s been limited. I'm
not going to give you a heart attack so we'll use it safely and I'll teach you to use it, too. Max
asked me to do a few scenes with it in the next few months to teach others. He offered Mary as
my assistant since you don’t usually do the scenes.”
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David left the statement open. The group’s Master hadn’t known who was behind the
preference for not sharing or offering open voyeur scenes. He knew they attended the munch
meetings every other month with the Dom and sub players, and often went back to Max’s home
for open play, but didn’t participate.

“Fidelity isimportant,” Polly whispered.

“So does that mean you want to do the scenes or would rather | did not?’ he asked after her
quiet, hesitant reply.

“I haven't...”

“Does that mean you won't?” He was pushing her again, but he had to.

She rolled her shoulders and sat up straighter, her beautiful neck elongated to almost
snapping. He' d touched her pride and questioned her desireto please him. It was adangerous button
to press, but he was willing to because there were parts of the relationship they could build to over
time. He felt no desire to rush her into things that could grow if nurtured with time.

“1 would bewilling to participatein ascene with you exclusively and within our boundaries.”

“Good girl. I'll let him know.”

She looked relieved and nervous, a strange combination but he thought she looked excited.

“1 think that’ s enough for now. We'll go over more and redefine things later. We'll put itin
writing and revise your mantra. Updating and changing the contract won’t be a problem. Y ou'll
need to think of new safe words for only us, but there's only one other thing | can think of to ask.”

He let it hang until she finally looked at him. Her brown eyes were bright with happiness,
the best sign he could hope for in their new journey.

“Question, Sir?’

“When's the wedding?’
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Polly never imagined it would take a seven-hour car ride to corner her daughter long enough
to have the conversation her eldest had been avoiding for weeks. Hope wasn't dumb. In fact, her
kindergarten teacher expressed worry over keeping her challenged. It was a predicament Polly
dealt with by supplying her daughter with third grade homework and problems. Martial arts also
helped aong with church school, choir and long walks.

That intelligence sometimes made it difficult to tell Hope things she didn’t want to hear. She
could avoid subjectslike acon artist and the last three weeks had been dodge after dodge when any
talk of David was concerned. Polly knew her daughters liked him. She would go so far as to say
they loved him like an uncle. He was great with them, always an avid listener and block builder,
and Hope preferred him driving her to tae kwon do because he understood the moves and could
help her more than Polly ever could.

That didn’t mean Hope wanted to talk about David’s new place in their lives, which iswhy
they’ d decided to have the talk on the way home from Thanksgiving with her parents. Polly asked
her mom for help. Maureen had never lost a spouse so hadn’t remarried, but she’ d consoled those
who had. It was a hard thing to ask a child to accept a new adult in their lives, but Polly knew
David would be good for al of them. Over steaming green beans and mashing potatoes they’d
talked while David and her dad were out playing with the kids.

“1 don’'t know what to do, Mom. She won’t stop long enough when the topic comes up to
have aconversation, and I’ m not going to just tell her she’ sgoing to have astepfather. That doesn’t
seem right.”

“No, no it doesn’t.” Her mother wiped her hands on her ruffled apron, atreasured gift from
her father, one she got every Christmas. “How does she avoid you?’

“Well, if | try to talk to her in the evenings, she falls asleep. If we're at home she goesto a
different room or totally tunes out. She' s had punishments for being sassy, but they don’t help. All
the time-outs in the world won’t make that kid listen if she doesn’t want to.”

“Okay, so get her on the way home tomorrow,” Maureen suggested. “Obviously she likes
David, and your father doestoo.”

“Hasit been too fast, Mom?’

“Hm, time is one of those very relative things, dear. What is fast for one, is decades to
another. Y ou just need to trust God.”

“That's so easy to say. | try, but how do | know I’m not missing some giant sign?’ It was
a question she struggled with. She knew she missed things, not often, but it wasn’t unheard of for
her to forget to buy milk when it was bolded at the top of her grocery list. How could she be sure
she wasn't missing something right in front of her face?
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“That’s not so hard, luckily. Just cover your questions. Who, what, when, where and why.”

“Aww, Mom that’ s what you teach the catechism kids. I'm amost thirty.”

“And they still apply. Who do you love, Polly?’

“1 love Jesus, my daughters, my parents, my friends.”

“Do you love David? I’'m not asking you if it’stoo soon to love him. I’m asking if you love
him.”

“If not for Mark, I’d have fallen in love with him ten years ago. | met two wonderful men at
once, and now that Mark is gone and David is here... That sounds so terrible.”

“No, it sounds human,” her mother said gently. “Honey, women like us do better with men
weloveinour lives. I'll go so far asto say that every woman does better with lovein her life, just
like men do. | don’t know why it’s so hard for us to admit we need other people. Mark wouldn’t
have done everything he did, if he didn’t want you to move on, darling.”

“1 know, and you’re right. I’'m more worried about what others will say, than if | think it's
right or not. | love him. The second he walked in the door | started loving him again.”

“Good. So what do you want in the relationship?’

“1 want a good marriage. | want a husband who loves me and keeps me protected and safe.
| want aloving father for my kids.”

“Does David fulfill those things?’

“He agreed to all of my demands, and the girls adore him. He took a parenting class, Mom,”
she said, love overflowing.

“He's asmart man, and | know you agreed to his requests. Why would you want to marry
him?’

“Because if | don't I'll be jumping him out of wedlock and having his beautiful babies
anyway.” They laughed together, her mother was a pastor’ s wife but also awoman.

“Wéll, | guess that answers where you want him.”

They laughed again and because Polly knew her mother’ s next question she let her mother
hug her close.

“That leaves when, honey.”

“By Christmas. | want to start the New Y ear with him.”

The conversation with her mother put things in perspective. Mark had been gone four full
months, but she was ready for love and marriage again as long as it was with David. That meant
she had to speak with her daughters and prepare them. Her father knew what they planned and
wished them well and counseled patience, especially with Hope.

Faith would take things more in stride. She was younger and had more of her mother’s
personality than her father’s. She already told David she loved him every day before she went to
school.
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Heading north through the southeastern tip of Minnesota, they were two hoursinto the drive
when Faith fell asleep. The big breakfast and excitement of the days before ensured she would be
out until they stopped for lunch in Minneapolis.

“Hope, | need to talk to you.” Polly turned off the radio and reached back for the book her
daughter was reading. “ And this time you aren’t going to walk away or tune me out.”

“Mom, | don’t want to talk.”

“Hope—"

“1 don’t want to talk to you either, David. You aren’'t my dad.”

Polly knew thejab would come. No matter how good David wasto them, Hopewould always
remember he was not her dad. Polly didn’t want her daughters to forget their father, but wished
for lessdrama. It wouldn’t be easy, her father and mother assured her of that fact. She could wish
though.

“You're not going to speak to him like that ever again.” Polly knew when her daughter
needed the kid gloves and when she needed areminder of her manners. She refused to raise achild
who lashed out in anger ssimply to hurt others. “ Apologize.”

“1’m sorry, David. But you aren’t my dad. Even if you marry my mom you won’t be my dad.
You'll be my uncle. You aren’t even my uncle, ’ cause you aren’'t Dad’ s brother. And if you were
Mom'’s brother you couldn’t marry her because your kids would have webbed feet.”

What was she supposed to say? Polly looked to David helplessly, but his eyes were focused
on the road. If he was stressed by the girl’s words, it didn’t show. His hands were loose on the
steering wheel, and his mouth was relaxed. When he looked briefly to her, he smiled. He wasn't
expecting easy either.

“We are getting married the weekend before Christmas. Y ou have the week off, so Friday
we'll get married, Saturday we'll have a little party, then it’ll just be us for Christmas. Nana and
Papa will come up New Year's Day for gifts and dinner. David will continue to be Uncle David,
if you prefer. | would never ask you to hide your feelings or pretend to be happy when you aren’t,
but | need you to think of Faith before you get too angry. If you need to talk to us, fine, but don’t
be ugly in front of your sister.”

“1 wouldn’t dothat,” Hope muttered and looked out thewindow. “ Can | have my book back?’

“Do you have any questions?’” Polly asked gently.

“No, but I'd like my book, please.”

Polly passed back the little novel and readjusted in her seat. So much change in only afew
months. Was it better to let change hit al at once or to spread it out? She wasn’t sure. She knew
she’d rather deal with a huge lump of adversity between long stretches of peace. She' d had nearly
ten years of peace with Mark. Maybe if they’d dealt with more along the way she wouldn’t be so
challenged now.
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David s hand closed around hers. Polly looked at him, though he concentrated on the road.
He loved her. He was offering her the world because of that love. Adversity was something she
was dealing with, but not alone. She could be alone and had been for months, but life was so much
better with a partner.

They hadn’t made love or done anything sexual, but she was curious to her bones. It would
be good, she had no doubt, but the mystery of him was enough to keep her awake and watching
him during the nights they slept together. Sometimes it was more than he could stand, he told her
and she' d sleep on the futon. He' d offered the bed, but she couldn’t slegp in it alone.

* % % %

David watched as Polly carried Faith to the house. It was late, and they hadn’'t said another
word about the wedding. Hope had watched him suspiciously all day but hadn’'t said anything
inflammatory in front of her little sister. They’ d stopped for meals and ice cream, enjoyed the fall
leaves during the drive, and endured dozens of word games to keep them occupied.

He would be their father. Their own was gone and he was the only man their mother was
going to have. They would make it work.

He thought Hope was sl eeping when he opened the minivan side door.

“You aren't my dad.”

“1 know, baby. I’m going to help take care of your mom and help take care of you and your
sister, but you had adad, aredly great one.”

“If you marry her, then he can’t come home.” Tears welled in her eyes, and the overhead
car light reflected off them as they fell.

“What do you mean, sweetie?’

“He told Uncle Max he' d argue with God when he got to heaven to get back to Mommy. If
you marry her, then he' [l know she doesn’t love him anymore and won’t come home. | want him
back, and he can’t come back if you're here.”

David didn't think his heart could break. He'd had years of hardening and controlling
himself, but tears burned hiseyesat the child’ sadmission. Damn Mark for letting hisbaby overhear
what was probably an innocent conversation. Damn him for dying young and putting his family
in the position to move on without him.

“Honey...”

“1 loveyou, becauseyou’' remy uncle. You' refunand | likeyou around but, but if you stay...”

“You're worried your daddy won’'t come,” he finished and pinched the bridge of his nose
to stop the tears. “Honey, he can’t come home. If anyone could argue with God it would be your
dad, but when someone dies, they don’t come back. They might want to more than anything, but
that’s not how it works.”

“He'saone,” she whimpered.
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“Nope, he' s not. Did you know your dad had a little sister? Alice died when they were kids
after shegot really sick. Hemissed her. And hisparentswerewaiting for himtoo.” David scrambled
to make the story sound right. He' d spent hislife controlling every detail of his existence, yet here
in one of the most important moments he'd ever experienced he felt control slipping through his
fingers. “Hope. Do you redly think your dad is coming back or do you just wish he would come
back?’

It was just a question, words strung together, yet it wasn’t what she wanted to hear. David
expected her to shut down like she usually did when she didn’t want to hear something. It was a
trick Mark used growing up that annoyed the hell out of David. Until hewaswilling to listen, Mark
would not hear. His daughter did the same.

“I miss him. | love him, and he's not coming back to tuck me in. He' s not at tae kwon do
anymore. We don't read.”

“He’ s going to miss alot of the best things,” David agreed. “And he didn’t want to, baby.
He wanted to be with you for al the good things, for your mom and Faith too. He'll watch from
heaven. Y ou believe like your grandpa says, right?’

“It’ skinda hard to believe sometimes,” she said hesitantly.

“Your dad didn’t believe until he met your mom.” The conversation was too advanced for
her, but David felt like she would understand better if he gave her thefacts. “ Then he only believed
some.”

“He always called Mommy an angel,” Hope said.

David smiled. “Yeah, that sounds about right. Your mom is an angel right here on Earth,
sweetie. She made him believe that there was something bigger to this world, even if he didn’t
understand it al. When he got sick, he told me he had no choice but to believe God would watch
out for you girls after he was gone. He told me to come help and to be nice or he’d angel smack
my as—buitt.”

Her tears ebbed as she giggled at his swear. Such a simple thing allowed her to be a child,
and he'd gladly pay her stupid pig when they got in the house.

Polly stood on the stoop, watching. He waved, but stayed near the van, and Polly waited
where she was. His fiancée was a smart woman and a great mother. They would help the kids get
through this.

“So, Daddy called you?’

Pulled away from his thoughts by Hope's tiny voice, he nodded. “I was your dad’s friend
since we were your age. He knew 1’d help. I’ ve loved your mom for years, and | loved you girls
since before you were born.”

“Dad said he loved us before we got here, too.”

“You've got people who love you, sweetie. Even with your dad gone so many people are
here who care. I’m just one more. I’m going to love you and your mom and Faith. I’ ve never had
afamily, but I’'m going to do everything | can to take care of you and make everyone happy and
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safe. Isit going to be the same as your dad? Probably not, but that’s okay. I’m not here to take
his place, and no one is going to forget him. I’m just here to love you until you can be back with
him. Then he'll have to share.”

“Daddy’ s not good at sharing,” she said with alittle sparkle of agrin.

“Neither am |,” he whispered conspiratorially “But we'll learn. Are you ready to go talk to
your mom now? Y ou’ ve been hurting her feelings alot these past few weeks.”

“1 used to get in trouble from Daddy when | did that,” she said hesitantly as she unlocked
her seatbelt.

“l don't like to see your mother hurting either,” he told her. “What was the usual
punishment?’

“1 had to make Mom a card and play Barbies with Faith so Mom could read her book.”

“Sounds fair. How about you do that stuff tomorrow? Tonight though, | think she could
really use ahug. And talk to her about what you heard your dad say.”

“No.” She grabbed his hand. “Don’t tell her | said that, please. | wasn't supposed to hear
Daddy say it, and | get big time-outs for eavesdropping and sneaking.”

“1 don’t keep secrets from your mother, but I'll let you explain. In this case, I’ m pretty sure
the punishment will be waived.”

“Will you tell her that? She doesn’t listen to me.”

“Hope.” He paused a moment to really think of the best response. His class had addressed
playing parents off one another. “Just talk to your mom on this one.”

“Fine.”

David unloaded the van. The three-day trip had necessitated far more luggage than he’ d have
thought, but they’ d used it all. Who the hell would have thought he’ d travel with two kids one day?
His club friends from Arizona would laugh their asses off if they knew their badass Dom Master
had run to Wal-Mart at nine on a Friday night to buy nighttime pull-ups, the ones that look like
underwear, because Polly forgot to pack them for Faith.

Ideally there would be athird car seat before the next Thanksgiving. After seeing Polly asa
mother, he wanted to give her another baby. One of her friendswith atiny baby had come over and
the look he’ d shared with Polly had said loud and clear that she wanted alittle one. So he wanted
one for her. The girls had started in on adoring the baby too and Faith, innocent and younger than
Hopein many ways, had asked for alittle brother. Hope had |ooked at Polly, and David had waited
for abarb or disagreement, but even Hope had |ooked hopeful.

David had held the baby too, and it hadn’'t been so bad. If the little guy had been his own,
David was sure he’' d do well. He was hoping for awedding night pregnancy. He was even cutting
back on coffeeto give hisguysan added boost. At forty, he needed the extrahelp. The books said so.
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Part of hisjob was giving Polly what she wanted and if kidswereit, they had to get cracking
while his equipment worked. He knew she’ d miscarried twice. Those conversationswith Mark had
been major downers, so he wanted to throw his A-game hard and fast to avoid enduring that kind
of pain again. If it happened again...they’ d deal with it, but by taking preventative steps at |east he
felt like he had a little control over a very uncontrollable situation.

“David?’

He closed the garage door, adding two new snow shovels for the girlsto the industrial snow
plow. Pastor Ike said shoveling was good for building relationships. David was reminded of the
reason he’ d chose Arizonawhen he decided to move away from Minneapolis. Green Bay was even
farther north with more cold and snow than his birthplace. It was going to be along winter.

“I’ll be right there, babe.”

Polly waited on the porch as he made hisway back. In yoga pants and an oversize sweatshirt,
she looked more comfortable than she had all weekend with her parents. She'd been pressed
and perfect for them, but allowed her daughters to be comfortable in jeans and shirts. He'd seen
Maureen try to fuss with the girls' clothes but Polly hadn’t listened to her counsel, only making a
fuss when their clothes were uncomfortably soiled. It made sense to him. He wanted Faith to be
able to eat pudding without worrying and Hope to be able to run without thinking of grass stains.

Just like he wanted his wife to be able to stretch and move, something she couldn’t do in
her pressed linen slacks and starched blouses. If he couldn’'t have her naked, he liked her in yoga
pants. They did excellent things for her ass. And if he didn’t love the silhouette of the sweatshirt,
he did like that she often went without a bra or only with an undershirt beneath. The convenience
of it was not lost on him, even if he'd yet to take full advantage of it.

“Hope and Faith are both tucked in,” she told him as he grabbed a piece of trash that had
blown onto the lawn while they were away.

“Good. It was a busy weekend for them. They were great.”

“They arereally good-natured kids and love Nanaand Papa. Y ou and Hope had agood talk.”
She held open the door, offering to take the litter, but he shook his head. She didn’t need to handle
garbage, silly woman.

“We did. She’ sworried about getting punished.”

David looked over his shoulder as Polly followed him to the kitchen. She was tired. It had
been along few days, and he’' d see she got a nap if she needed one after the kids were in school.
She'd gotten in the habit of posing for him for an hour before going on to do her work. He could
forgo the posing if it meant the circles under her eyes were gone.

“Shegot areprievethistime.” Her smile was sad. “| knew something was bothering her. I'm
glad she finally told me. | wish we' d have talked sooner, but | thought she understood Mark’s not
coming home. Faith does. | didn’t even think...”
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“1f she hadn’t heard him say he’' d argue with God shewould’velet it go.” Hetossed the trash
and washed his hands, the kitchen immaculate, something Polly didn’t take pride in, but saw as a
necessary evil. The different edges of his sub were fascinating. She wasn’t completely sub in any
way, and neither was she vanilla or dom. She was wonderful.

“Yes, sacrilegious, bossy thing.” She laughed. “He probably had every intention of doing
it, too.”

“Hell, he probably aready did.”

“But | know he's happy. He wanted to meet Jesus, and he hoped to see Alice and his parents
and our babies.”

Her smile and laughter were gone. Her grief wasn't the tangible thing it once was, but death
and love were hard. David didn’t expect her to be over Mark, even if she was ready to commit
herself to him. He' d been her husband, Dom and father of her children. The bond there was huge.
He couldn’t begrudge her the feelings. He could wish he could take away her pain.

The permissivewordsdied on hislipsas shewrapped her arms around hiswaist from behind.
He finished drying his hands and turned, taking her in hisarms. She didn’t need his permission to
touch, and he was glad she remembered. With this much pain, he needed her to take the comfort
she needed. She wasn't crying, he thought, her breathing steady, but she held him tight.

“Okay?’

“A little okay,” shereplied. “I missMark and | missthe babieswe amost had, but I’ m okay.
| can missthem and still be happy with the wonderful thingsin my life.”

“I'mglad.”

Her honesty always touched part of him. She held very little back, and he wanted more. He
wanted al; it was his nature and it was hersto give.

“You'retired. Go upstairs, I'll be up in aminute.”

She nodded, but held him an extra moment. In the future, the delay would get her spanked.
For today, it would be forgiven because she wasn't his under contract and wasn't his to control.
Once it was signed, they would redefine the rules and she would learn and he would teach. He
wanted her to be her very best. He loved her.

“Sorry,” she muttered and turned away.

“You'll learn.”

She looked over her shoulder, and he saw the little glint of naughtiness in her expression.
Her playfulness made him smile. They were going to have lots of fun.
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Polly pressed her cheek into the floor. It was a new feeling. She wasn't one for the full
submissions, but it had been in David's contract for her to do different poses. With the girls at
school an extra hour for Christmas pageant practice, they had time and she' d used it to stretch out
on her new blanket.

It was part of her wedding package from David. They’d been married three days earlier in
asmall ceremony that made her feel warm just thinking about. Her parents had come, along with
Max and Mary. David met her pastor and they got along well. He'd married them, even though
her dad would’ ve preferred to do it. He'd married her and Mark, and Polly had wanted differences
in her new life.

The fuzzy pink collar around her neck screamed different.

Mark had chosen sapphire dyed leather. He'd preferred her in leather over lace. They did
call it the leather lifestyle for a reason. So David's care package came as a surprise with al its
frills and softness. There was a new blanket, thick and lined with sheerling, alarge pillow for long
kneeling and the collar. All in pink. She loved pink.

Music was playing, ametal band she didn’t recognize, but had heard before at scene parties.
It wasn’t something David ever left out when kids were in charge of the music selection. Just like
their R-rated DV Ds were put on aseparate shelf, they kept their intimate life very segregated from
the kids. No awkward situation or questions needed to happen, not for many years.

She took a deep breath and lifted David's foot. His sock was bright white, and fresh from
the dryer, something she appreciated as she settled it on her neck. He put no pressure down but |eft
it there while she rested into her lavender-scented pillow. It was David time. With afull and busy
household, he didn’t get the full submission so many Doms demanded. She was grateful that he
was willing to be flexible, and with that in mind she tried to focus.

She had to forget the dishesin the sink. She had to stop thinking about the costumes she had
to finish sewing. Her deadline had to go out the window. The laundry buzzer went off, and she
had to not worry about wrinkles.

Just David. For the next hour it had to be his. Her David. Her husband. The one who'd held
her the past three nightsinstead of making love, because she hadn’t signed the contract yet. There
were fourteen pages and a few essay questions, and he hadn’t given it to her until their wedding
night. When she’ d been expecting consummation, she’ d gotten homework.

She was so horny, her clit was in a constant state of near pain. It had been over six months
since her last orgasm. Even though Mark let her out of her contract at death, she'd felt the need to
maintain parts of it. She read every day. She closed no doors when her man was in the room, and
she didn’t touch herself without permission.

51
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She felt David's foot press slightly on her neck and knew she'd stiffened or something to
show she wasn't thinking of him. She refocused. David. Her David. Husband. The man she loved.
The routine of being in love had returned easily. He was the boy she remembered, yet the man
she’d thought he could be in time. She wanted to lick him and feel him inside her. She wanted
to be on her knees in front of him and take him deep into her throat until he was hard and hot,
dripping al of himself in her. Every drop of him was precious, and she’ d suck it eagerly until every
morsel was inside her.

“Baby, tell me what you are thinking.”

“1’m thinking of pleasing you, Sir.”

“You're thinking about doing it, instead of doing it?’ She thought there was humor in his
voice but there was annoyance for sure, and disappointment overwhelmed her.

“I’m sorry, Sir.”

“1 like that you think of pleasing me, but you need to focus,” he admonished gently. “Think
about keeping my foot warm. It’'ll help you maintain a single thought. After, we'll discuss the
contract again.”

She directed her body heat to her neck. She knew it didn’t happen that way, but like he said,
it helped her close out her other thoughts, thinking only of warming and comforting his foot.

When he finally moved aside and pet his hand through her hair, she felt renewed. Her
thoughts and everything were toward him, but in his demands, he gave her an amazing gift. The
calm helped her see things more clearly and helped her be better to the kids, him, and herself. She
never wrote better than in the last few days of posing with him.

Shelooked at the clock and saw she’ d lost an hour inthe quiet. It wasagood hour though, and
she’ d get more done in the time the girls were gone than she' d done before David. He offered her
robe and though the house was afew degrees warmer than she usually kept it, she gladly accepted.
The heat bill was thirty dollars higher than usual. The hours of nakedness made her notch up the
thermostat past what she kept it when they all wore sweatshirts.

David didn’t mind. Following Mark’s example, he'd reviewed finance changes since he’'d
taken over the family. Polly knew the details in case of an emergency and still handled the
household budget, but with more wiggle room than ever before. David simply made more money
than Mark had. She was also making more than ever with her writing, her next book due out in
less than a month. Polly poured herself and David their morning cups of tea and couldn’t keep the
smile off her face.

Her husband sauntered into the kitchen with alook much too serious for the nice morning
she’ d thought they had. She liked when he smiled because his whole face showed it. His eyes had
anice crinkle to them, and they sparkled. It seemed like afeminine quality, but he did sparkle.

He went to the kitchen junk drawer and pulled out the contract she’ d been working on the
last few days. It was much more than she’d formally written with Mark. They’d had a more oral
agreement, probably since they’d had an oral agreement first in their marriage. David had more
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experiencein the Dom and sub world, so the papers he’ d handed her were detailed. There was over
two hundred specific questions, plus the essays. The individual questions weren’t as easy as she’' d
expected in ‘yes and no’ inquiries and the essays were a nightmare. For him though, and for the
next step in their relationship, she was more than happy to do her homework.

“Y ou’ re making good progress,” he said and nodded as he flipped pages. “ Okay, thisisgood.
Y ou should be able to finish today, so we can start things tonight.”

She wanted to ask what he meant about starting tonight but held her tongue. Sometimes
surprises were wonderful things, and other times she had to use her own power of deduction. Polly
hoped it meant they would start the physical side of their relationship. It had been much too long
since she’ d known the touch of aman, and she hurt from the nights spent cuddled with David with
no relief.

“Do you have any questions about the contract? Anything you don’t understand or don’t
agree with?’ he asked, continuing to nod through the questions.

“Why the big contract? | read it al and the last line says we can toss it whenever | choose.
Why go to this trouble?’

He nodded again and set the paper aside. The tea he didn’t care for was doctored heavily
with sugar, but he still winced when he took a drink. He was trying to acquire the taste for green
teafor its medicinal uses, but it wasn't easy going.

“Y ou signed the most important contract of my life three days ago, sweetheart. Y ou married
me and that means we' re bound together in the eyes of God for the rest of our days. That beats the
hell out of any earthly contract | offer. | don’t pretend to know the future so | leave it aone, but |
want you to know I’ m serious. This contract is nice because it clears things up right from the start,
but it’s not the end-all-beat-all of our relationship. | love you, and that comesfirst.”

“l loveyou too, Sir. It's—it’s still alittle hard to believe it happened so fast.”

“I’ve loved you for ten years, Polly. Every woman I’ ve spanked these past years, anyone |
kissed or fucked, had your face. It was wrong, but it’s true. I’ ve wanted you, and when my best
friend called and told me he was dying thefirst thing | thought was* hell, I’ll misshim’. The second
thing that crossed my mind was with him out of the picture | could finally have a chance with you.
Love for you drives me, just like what you feel for me, drives you. It's what makes this work.”

“1"d like to sign the papers, Sir.”

“1"d like you to do that as well.”

She accepted the pen and packet, and with a smile, she signed the bottom of the last two
pages. He pulled off the blank essay parts and tucked the completed sheetsin his pocket. He handed
her the essays and a pen.

“Your homework. I'll take care of lunch before | go to work, but | want the essays done
before tonight. We' ve got plansthat | need to study on first.”
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The toys and books were put away for the night, and the girls were tucked into their beds.
The day had gone well, though she hadn’t gotten nearly enough done on anything requiring deep
thought. Her mind had been too full of David’ s plans and what he was studying in his office. He'd
sequestered that part of the house for himself, though it wasn't necessarily off-limits to anyone.
He had building blocks and Barbies stashed in the corner for the kids, but when he needed quiet,
it was his place for it. Not that there was much quiet in the house with a six and five-year-old.

David disappeared after dinner, letting her handle dishes and baths on her own. She usually
did, but when he helped it was nice, too. She didn’t mind though, not if he was using the time to
plan an incredible night.

Would they start asthey meant to go forth, with whips and toys or would it be amore vanilla,
straightforward first time? Shedidn’t know and honestly didn’t care. Vanillawasabeautiful flavor.
Shedidn’t need the toys and pain to enjoy making love, but she adored them when they were added
to the mix. Her first yearswith Mark had been mostly vanilla, and she'd loved it. Throughout their
marriage, smooth lovemaking had been sprinkled in at |east once aweek when they were too tired
for the rigmarole of |eather, yet too horny and enamored to go without sex.

She hoped David liked sex and lovemaking. The toys and whips were wonderful but she
loved the intimacy of turning to her lover and just being together. Some of the Doms she knew
treated vanilla sex as a punishment. Melody hated when her Doms initiated common bedroom
positions and basic lovemaking. She' d had a husband who didn’t want the lifestyle and thought her
deviant for her desires. When Melody needed punishment it was one of the more effective ones,
she'd confessed during a sub meeting.

“Your bath isready upstairs.”

She looked up from her computer screen. She wasn’t working but she’'d tried. David must
have snuck past her office, because his hair was wet from ashower and he wore only pajama pants.
His upper body was fantastic from years of working construction. His arms were heavy with thick
muscles bulging on his biceps and shoulders. His stomach was well defined, not without some
softness but definitely calendar-worthy. Even wet, the curls remained in his darkened hair and she
wanted to tangle her fingersinit.

Instead, sheimmediately shut down her program, turned off her computer and went upstairs.
David watched her but she stayed demure, not looking straight at him or provoking anything he
didn’t want to give. Yet. A bath sounded wonderful and when she stepped into her bathroom, she
found it even more than she' d thought. Candles were lit around the edges and bubbles filled the
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tub in a decadent show of pampering. She rarely did the full bubble bath for herself, and Mark
hadn’t run her a bath except after she gave birth and had doctor’ s orders to soak, because he never
thought of it and preferred showers.

The comparisons would always be there, she thought as she sunk into the nearly steaming
water, just short of being too hot. She didn’t hold anyone’ s traits against them. She wanted David
to be David, just as she wouldn’t have wanted Mark any other way. If she’d wanted something
different she’ d have gotten it. She couldn’t have Mark, but if she’'d wanted aman exactly like him,
she would have found one. Instead she had David and she was happy.

Was she happy? The lavender-scented washcloth waiting for her was new and indulgent
compared to what she usually bought on sale. The soap was new as well, and she spotted a basket
under the sink. Inside, she could see wrappersfrom the candles and soap, brands from an expensive
department store’s organic line. She should have known David would go al out. She rubbed the
washcloth gently over her arm. Since he’ d gone to so much trouble, she could certainly enjoy his
efforts.

Thewater was cooling when Polly finally emerged, pruney, soft, and smelling like lavender.
Sheféelt like aflower petal and through the open door of the bathroom, she could seetheir bedroom
was illuminated only by candles. She looked at the candle beside the pink thong David had set
out for her. It was a paraffin wax, safe to use for heated massage as well as to light the night. The
man thought of everything.

“Only the g-string for now.”

She left the matching short robe in its place on the counter and tied her damp hair back in a
loose braid out of her face before walking into the bedroom. David had offered to buy a new bed
and she’ d amost agreed, but sheloved her bed. The headboard wastall and elaborately carved with
sguares and geometric shapes. When she and Mark had found a set they could agree on, they’ d | eft
off the footboard in favor of ahuge, heavy trunk she kept extra blanketsin.

The furniture didn’t make the bedroom a welcoming place. What made her want to go to
her room was the man waiting for her. It was always the people, not the things, that moved and
inspired her so changing the furniture made no sense. Polly didn’t see it as her and Mark’s bed.
She saw it as the place she and her husband stayed, and that man was David.

“Hell.”

Sheturned to find him, till in his pajama pants, in her rocking chair. He was so delicious. It
wasthefirst night of their intimate rel ationship, and she made the decision he was the only one she
would think of ever againin thisroom. Mark could have aplacein the other rooms, but not thisone.

“You're more beautiful every time| see you.” The reverence in his tone was a balm to any
insecurity she felt being nearly naked in front of him. She had very little shame of her body left,
but it filled her with pride that he found her beautiful.
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She wanted to be beautiful for him, and the way the candle flames reflected off his eyes
showed exactly what he was thinking. He loved her. She recognized the look, and she tumbled
deeper into love with him. The love she had for him kept growing. There was no turning point, no
big bang, but everything she felt was magnified and increased with every passing moment.

“You are an incredibly handsome man.” She kept her arms at her sides, exposing all she had
except for the area hidden by the scrap of silk. “I love that you are my husband.”

He stood but kept the distance between them as he continued to ook her up and down. She
felt caressed with every pass of his eyes. They were drinking her in, loving her. He'd promised in
their vowsto love her with every piece of himself. The personal vows had been her idea, something
special for the unique relationship they would have. His promise to love her and be her family
forever had been the sweetest, most poignant line of the ceremony.

“What do we do now, Sir?’

“Just David tonight,” he said, pulling back the comforter and quilts on the bed. “ Just you and
me with no games, no domination, or rules. Just us and the next step into our forever.”

“That’s so sweet. You're such aromantic, David. It’s one of my favorite parts of you.” She
smiled when he offered her his hand and tucked her fingersin his pam.

“Only because it’ swhat you like,” hetold her, slowly drawing her near until she felt his heat
radiating toward her. “Your happinessis all | care about. That means I’m going to spoil the hell
out of you, so get used to it.”

“Isit spailing if it’'s expected?’

“Aslong asyou're happy | don’t really care.”

With his warmth surrounding her, she found herself completely agreeing. As long as they
made each other happy, the details didn’t matter. They were right together. She’ d dreamed the past
few months and she felt like each one had the possibility of coming true. Some were raunchy and
naughty but others were just like this, with candles and the sweet smells of love. The bath |eft her
feeling loose and emotional, and David left her feeling in love.

“What’ s that sigh for?’” he asked.

“Because | loveyou. | just...l like the feeling.”

“Good.”

He brushed his lips to hers. A hello, a welcome, and she fell into them without another
thought. She wrapped her arms around his waist, pressing herself to his hard body. Finaly. So
much teasing and desire was peaking into a beautiful moment he’ d made for her. She wanted it to
be as perfect for him as he was making it for her.

“What can | do to please you, David?’

He lifted her into his arms, cradling her to his chest. She wrapped her arms around his
shoulders, held tight and listened as hiswords rumbled from his chest. “We're going to please each
other tonight, just like we are for the rest of our lives. | hope you're ready for this.”

“1’m ready for everything. | want it all with you.”
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He laid her on the bed and climbed in beside her. They lay together, face-to-face on their
sides. Her feet brushed his shins, their height difference was very real, but lying together it no
longer mattered. His hand stayed at her waist, caressing the bare skin in short strokes, and ignited
in alook feelings some men never mastered.

The touch enflamed her and made her shiver at the same time. A delicious combination of
anticipation and excitement burst again as she realized the night was finally theirs.

Polly leaned in first; staring at hislipswas not getting her what she wanted, so she took. She
wasn't afraid to make the first move, not when he' d said the night was just theirs with no games.
David was her husband and she desired him above al else, and the first contact was all she' d hoped
it would be. She wasn't tentative, didn’t hesitate, and his lips opened under hers in invitation for
her to take al she wanted.

Sex wasn't all domination. It was love too, and her love for him made her bold. She nudged
his shoulder and he turned to his back, keeping his hands on her waist as she hiked her leg across
hiswaist. His hair was soft under her fingers, alittle damp yet, but silky and smooth. She moved
his head to the side and deepened her kiss, thrusting her tongue as far as she could, trying to be
inside him the way her body would allow. He was her husband, her man, and he was about to
become her lover.

David s hands moved higher and lower, oneto her breast, oneto her ass. With no hesitation,
but obvious curiosity, he first took her breast in the hollow of his wide palm. He wasn’t hesitant
either and began rolling her pebbled nipple between histhumb and forefinger. There was no room
for painintheir bed tonight so he kept the pressure light, and she moaned her approval in hismouth.
His other hand gripped her hip, holding her in place.

When he moved his hips closer, between her thighs, she sighed. Finally. She wasn’'t going
to rush their night and she didn’t have it in her to be very bossy, but she wanted him between her
thighs, petting and touching her softest place.

“Baby, what’ s wrong?’

Shetried to keep kissing, but hiswords broke through to her lust-filled mind. Wrong? What
could he possibly mean? His hand brushed the lips of her waxed pussy, her vaginaall but cried for
him to play deeper, and her tongue was down his throat. What could be wrong?

“You're dry as dust,” he said, and she felt his finger gently massage her opening, the
immediate contact a shock of pleasure but also adry reminder.

“Lube, we need it.” She reached for her nightstand.

“1’m not making you wet? The kissing and petting isn’t doing it for you?”’

“Areyou kidding? I’ m about to explode.” She squeezed some lube on her hand and rubbed
her too-sensitive lips, her moan matching David's who watched her hand intently. “I just don’t
make my own lubrication easily. It’ s something to do with hormone changes from pregnancies and
breast feeding. My doctor said it’s pretty common.”
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Slick and ready for more, she started to pull her hand away from herself to use on him but
he grabbed her forearm. “No, keep going.”

Feeling incredibly wicked with his eyes hot on her bare mound, she slipped her slick finger
back inside her. It wasn’'t enough but it was a start, and hislook of approval and desire as he moved
his hands to her breasts had a similar effect to alick of her clit. Another finger, she decided and
whimpered as her muscles moved along her fingers, trying to suck them deeper to satisfy. She
began to rock against them, six months without an orgasm making her trigger nearly nonexistent,
especially as David continued to roll her nipples between his fingers, and stare.

“Finish,” he commanded, and though he' d said they weren’t dominating or playing tonight,
she came instantly at his command, conditioned to just that when the situation warranted. She
gasped and rocked harder, her short fingers doing enough for the smallest of orgasms but David
remedied the disappointing size when he tugged her hand away and pushed her down on his cock.

Immediately, small exploded into more. She felt her toes shake and threw her head back,
knowing it was going to be one of those orgasms that she dreamed of having. The kind that made
lights flash and left her shaking for hours.

“Harder,” she cried. Release stayed elusive, the building infuriatingly slow when al she
wanted was to satisfy the crippling hunger that clenched her pussy.

He jerked her to her back, and she cried out in frustration. He lifted her legs immediately
to his shoulders, stretching her hamstrings but wasting no time in plunging deep. She rocked into
him as much as the firm bed and his hard body would allow, and when the new sensation rocked
her, David made no move to stop her screams.

* % % %

“How was that, dear?’

Polly laughed out loud, and David couldn’t stop the smirk that kicked at his lips. Such a
mundane question after such an amazing feat. They were going to screw themselves silly before
Vaentine' sDay. Herequired control in hislife, and he made no apologiesfor it. Giving thereinsto
anyone sexually wasn't something he’ d ever done, but in bed with Polly, sex hadn’t been control.
It had been pleasure.

He was seeing the purity of the Dom-sub relationship between them. Her pleasure was
everything to him, which meant tonight, the night they started their marriage, had to be for her
pleasure. She' d exploded around him three times and every one intensified what he felt, not only
in love for her but sexual ecstasy for himself.

“Well, dear,” she said and giggled, wiping her sweaty brow against his equally sweaty
shoulder. “I’d have to say that was a satisfying way of consummating our marriage, and I'll be
delighted to do it again very soon. Dear.”

He laughed and lay beside her, tugging her naked body into his arms.

“I’m still thinking on what to call you,” he told her, pressing kisses to her hair and willing
his cock to reload quickly.
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“Dad always called my mom ‘Mother,”” she offered.

“Yeah, fucking right, I’'m going to call you what your parents use,” he said and winced at
the thought alone. “ By the way, do your parents know the more intimate side of our relationship?’

She sighed and dug her toesinto his calves, thelittle appendages cold so he tossed a blanket
over them both. “Well, yes, actually.”

“How in God’s name did that come up?’

“A drawer was left unlocked when they were here on a visit a few years ago. Mom went
looking for a pen and ended up finding a bull whip, my collar with Mark’s name engraved on it
and atoy with ‘clit-blaster’ al over it.”

“Oh, hell.”

“Oh, hell isright,” shesaid. “ That was awkward. Mom was sure | was being abused, because
there was awhip and collar. What would any mother think?’

“Yeah, | guess. What did you guys do?’

“Wetalked. | explained to my mother what was happening and even let her see our contract,”
she admitted. “It wasn’t easy. | didn't want to share, but she threatened to call the police. She
understood better after looking everything over, but now they just sort of ignore it. For the most
part.”

“And the other part?’

“Well, sometimes Mom getsit into her head to try to change me. She thinks the relationship
makes me aweak, feeble-minded female.”

“Bullshit.”

“Thank you.” She patted his chest. “I agree, and I’ ve told her | would never do a TPE—"

“You know ‘total power exchanges' 7’

“Of course,” shereplied. “I researched this lifestyle a lot before | agreed, David. | had the
choice, and can stop whenever | want, but | love it. | love knowing I’m the center of your world.
| love the feel of leather against my butt. The feeling | get when | please you is more than | can
describe and for now, it fits everything | want in life.”

“And I’'ll be the first to know whenever that changes right?’ he asked, because he needed
her to know she could change. It wouldn’t be easy for him but if the day came when she no longer
wanted the lifestyle, he would do whatever she needed.

“Yep,” she agreed like she didn’'t see it as the monumental thing he did. And he knew she
didn’t. In her essay she' d described how natural her lifefelt with him and how it had felt with Mark.
She' d seen aspects of dominance in all the relationshipsin her life and had no problem with it.

A loving relationship waswhat she expected, and sheallowed for variations. L ove took many
shapes, and she was happy with the form they embraced.

“1 wouldn’t worry, though. I’m already thinking of waysto sneak whips and leather into the
nursing home with me.”
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He laughed quietly and nuzzled her hair. His wife. She always had the words to please and
ease him, even in the smallest things.

“1 like the idea of us playing our games until we both cock up our toes,” he admitted.

“And, speaking of cocks, | think we need to repeat our wedding night every six months. A
first time that good deserves to be repeated often.”

She giggled as he rolled on top of her again. “If you thought the first time was good, my
dear, the second is going to rock your world.”



Chapter 10

“Break into small groups. Jared take the blue belts and higher. Maggie, take the lower belts,
please.”

The rounds of ‘yes sirs' were nice to hear, and David smiled as he watched Hope hurry
over to her group with an older teenager. She'd just earned her blue belt before Mark died, and
was excelling. She was the youngest of the higher-ranking students, but she’d earned her spot.
With every kick she showed how quick and precise she could be, and David knew how much she
practiced at home between classes. He hadn’t done martial arts in years, but it was coming back
as he helped her most nights and watched from the stands.

They were in a Lutheran church which seemed alittle odd at first but it fit. The basement
was big, empty, and easy to wash up after long, sweaty practices. Plenty of parking was available
and while the practice could turn intense, it was controlled violence surrounded by people who
knew what they were doing and prevented injury while promoting discipline and skills.

The description made him smile. How much different was it from what he did in his life?
Especially in the bedroom. It didn’t show, but he shivered in lust at the thought of getting Polly
back in bed. Making love had been beyond what he pictured, and he was relieved he' d made the
right decision to make love first. They’ d both needed the reassurance before moving on. He'd set
up the dling in his office before leaving for tae kwon do and had every intention of having Polly
in it as soon as the girls were tucked in for the night.

“Hey, you're David, right?’

Helooked over from where Hope was practicing footwork and tried to place the short, stocky
guy beside him. He'd met alot of people between the new job, marriage and moving, but the guy
didn’t look familiar.

“We haven't met,” he said and offered a hand. David shook it. “I saw you came in with
Hope. | know Polly, so since I’ ve been hearing about David from my sub, | thought you might
be him. I'm Levi.”

“David Lowe,” hereplied. “I’m Polly’ s husband.”

“Congrats. She's a great piece of ass. We were all pissed when we found out her husband
handpicked her next Dom. | guessit would be in our nature to do something like that, but | didn’t
expect it from afluff like Mark.”

Not often did David rush to a decision about a person, but he decided he didn’t like Levi
between the time he called Polly a*piece’ and Mark a*fluff’. It wasn't aflattering term in the Dom
world and even if it fit, if aperson was afriend in the lifestyle you didn’t say it.

“She’s my wife,” he said calmly, and Levi lost his smirk.

61
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“Hell, you're like Mark, aren’t you?’ His good-natured groan made David wonder if he'd
overreacted or if Levi didn’t understand. “For a fluff, he sure got pissed if anyone touched her or
looked at her wrong. | was hoping that would ease back some. | love to look and would dearly
love to touch. It’s probably because she hasn't scened. If | could just watch her ass turn red once
| could get her out of my head.”

“We're at achildren’s event.”

David turned back to the class, cutting Levi out. He didn’t talk about his lifestyle with kids
and their parentsaround. It wasn't their businessand if they didn’t talk about their sex lives, neither
did he. It wasn’t polite. Some guys, and women for that matter, told everyone they ever met about
their lifestyle. David figured unless others were curious and respectful and approached the topic,
they probably didn't want to know. At a munch where new people were screened and friends
gathered for a meal before play, he was much more open. Watching his step-daughter do spin
kicks, no.

“Touchy-touchy. Hell, I'm here for the kids too. My nephew is out there right now, even
if he'salittle patsy.”

David had met some immature assholesin his circle, but usually dominant men tended to be
intelligent or assholes. Lucky him, Green Bay had both.

Thankfully, classlet out afew minuteslater and he strode away from the bleachers and from
the offensive man. He' d have to ask Polly about him and give her express permission to run like
hell if Levi was near when he wasn’t. Asshole Doms didn’t always take ‘no’ for an answer, and
David couldn’t be sure until he met the others that someone would watch out for her.

Max might, but his definition and expectations of a sub were much different than David's.
What the dungeon Master allowed and demanded from Mary was much more than he would ever
ask of Pally.

“Uncle David, did you see that? Jared said | did really good with my side kicks. I’m going
to practice so | can do the flying ones next time. Can you do the flying ones?’

“1 haven’'t done them for many years,” he admitted, gathering her equipment.

Beside them, he saw Levi made no move to help his nephew with the huge sack of gear
every student carried. He was one of those, David thought, as he hiked Hope' s bag to his shoulder.
A Dom who was into the lifestyle to be served, instead of the other way around. To an outsider,
yeah, it looked like David was the same way. His wife washed his clothes, stayed within a budget
he set, followed rules he made and lay with her neck beneath his foot. To outside eyes, it looked
guestionable and he knew it.

What those outside eyes didn’'t always see were the doors he held for her. Or the savings
account he’d already set up for her use since he'd noticed she only spent on herself if she found
something on very deep discount. They wouldn’t see his interference as him keeping her from
doing too much, but it was what he did. He knew she’d nearly worked herself into ulcers and
exhaustion after Hope was born and would do it again in an instant if someone didn’t stop her.
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His ways of guidance weren't like everyone else’ s but they worked for him, and they worked for
Polly. Their system of rewards and punishments were agreed on and done out of love. That was
all that mattered.

“David, can we get ice cream?’

“Sure, swestie.”

Levi and his nephew were walking behind them, and he heard the boy ask him the same.

“Why the hell would | buy you ice cream?’

Asshole. David made sure Hope was buckled in and safe before getting into his side. He
checked all of his mirrors and controls before pulling out of his parking spot while Levi turned
burnoutsin his convertible, the little boy in the backseat hugged down against his bag.

“1 bet he's cold.” Hope never seemed to miss athing, and she looked sad about her friend.
The boy was older, and he hoped Levi was taking him home to a nice mother.

“Does hisuncle bring him often?” he asked, pulling out of the parking ot and heading toward
one of Green Bay’s many creameries. He' d googled a list and tried to pick a new one every time
he let Hope think she’d conned him into atreat. The latest one was near Lambough Field.

“His mom works alot, so sometimes his uncle brings him. Ronny doesn't like it. His uncle
teases him all the time and calls him awimp,” she explained. “Ronny’s not awimp really, he just
doesn’t like tae kwon do very much. He plays violin really good and likes that better, but his mom
makes him do tae kwon do and football.”

“It's good to learn new things,” David said carefully, not seeing anything wrong with
exposing kids to lots of things young.

“Yeah, | know, but Ronny just doesn’t likeit much.” Shesighed. “1 don’t liketo seehim sad.”

“That’s nice, sweetie. Just keep being a good friend for him. That’s the best thing you can
do.”

“That’ swhat my other dad said too,” she said, and hewondered if she heard her words. Other
dad. David heard them loud and clear but wasn't going to make a big deal out of a few words.
“He said it makes us better to be good to other people. The more we make people smile, the more
we smile.”

“Exactly. Your dad definitely knew about being a good guy. I'm glad he taught you that
lesson. It's a good one. What kind of ice cream should we get for your mom and Faith this time?
| don’t think the last kind went over well.”

“No one likes rum raisin,” Hope said as she giggled. “What is rum anyway?’

“A grownup drink that tastes great inice cream,” he informed her. “ And you said your mom
and sister liked to try different things, so I’ ve just been going with the specials.”

“Yeah, but if the special isrumraisin, let’snot get it.”

* % % %

“Peppermint, yummy. Look, Mommy, it’s not the runny raisin kind.”
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Polly laughed at her youngest daughter’ s words, as Faith attacked her bright pink ice cream
cone. David brought home two cones and two milkshakes. Hope's mouth was full and Faith was
trying to make up for lost time.

“Norumraisin,” he said, handing her acold Styrofoam cup. He was an easy mark for treats,
but he limited the after-TKD ice cream to every other week, so she didn’t mind the indulgence. “I
wastold it does not count as an ice cream flavor.”

“Honestly, anything not containing chocolate or caramel can’t be counted asice cream,” she
told him, taking a sip of the shake. “Yummy. Thisis good.”

“Peppermint bon bon.” He grinned and after peeking over his shoulder, nudged her farther
into the kitchen. “What about vanilla?’

She smiled back, knowing his game.

“Hmm, | do enjoy vanilla,” she admitted. “Once in awhile it’s the best stuff around. Other
times | love the bells and whistles of rocky road.”

“So you enjoy being rocked?’

“1 do. And sometimes | like tin roof sundae, it’s one of my favorites too.”

“Because?’ Hisgrintold her his thoughts were running with hers.

“’Cause | like to be banged.”

His nostrils flared, like he was breathing in her response, and she smiled. “Nice. Did you
have a good day?’

“1 did, thank you, Sir.”

“Mommy, how come you call David, Sir?” Hope asked, dliding across the kitchen linoleum
in her socks.

“Hm, that’s a good question.” Polly thought for a moment. Hope had never asked why she
called Mark ‘Mr.” but she was older now, it made sense that she would ask. “Because he's my
knight in shining armor, of course.”

“Like Prince Charming?’ Cause you know, he’s abad guy,” Faith reminded her.

“Since when?’ David asked, and she bit back a grin. He had so much to learn.

“Since amovie series came out afew years ago, Sir.” She took another drink of her shake.
“Prince Charming became the bad guy, and the ogre is the good guy.”

“Huh, what will they think of next,” he muttered.

“Oh, Mom can we have a movie night tonight? So David can see?’ Hope pleaded. “He' ll
like it, because the princess does karate. Hiyah.”

“Soon,” Polly promised. “But you have a shower to take, homework to do and bed in an
hour.”

“School. Okay. Maybe this weekend?’

“Soon,” David said before she could okay her daughter’s request and Polly nodded,
wondering what he had planned. “Go hit the showers, lady.”
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“I’ll get your jammies!” Faith shouted, stopping only momentarily to wipe her pink-covered
face on a clean kitchen towel before she went to help her sister.

Polly smiled at her daughters. Not all sisterswere best friends. At play groupsthey’d goneto
in the past, she'd seen even very young sisters and brothers treat each other badly. She refused to
let her girlsbe horribleto each other. They were built-in best friendsin aworld that was often cruel.

“Max called and scheduled a munch for Saturday night. And they’re going to have alittle
reception for us too,” David explained, the suction from his straw against air noisily filling the
kitchen, so she offered her shake. He took a deep sip. “Mmm, my new favorite. Thanks, sweetie.
| was at work, so | didn’t have the calendar.”

“Oh, um.” Shehustled to the big family calendar she used to keep their livesstraight. “ Church
choir Saturday morning for the Lowe-Angelin ladies. Y ou have an appointment with...oh, dear.
David, why are you seeing a doctor?’

“Crap,” he said, looking over her shoulder. “1 forgot about that. It’ sjust for sometest results.
They did a second cholesterol test and...”

His neck turned red, and she wanted to ask what he was holding back but didn’t. It wasn’t
for her to ask if he wasn't willing to tell her outright, but she had a hard time with doctors. She
didn’t want his health to be an issue she didn’t know about. Mark hadn’t liked to talk about himself,
and by the time she' d realized the headaches were migraines and he had them often, it had been
too late to help.

“Is everything all right, Sir?’

He looked sharply at her, and she knew it wasn’t what he expected. He thought she would
be able to do the proper sub thing and not ask, but she couldn’t. If she was going to be punished,
it was worth it because not knowing was worse than any discipline he could give.

“I’'m fine.” He was short, and it scared her.

“Then why are you going to the doctor?’

“Polly,” he said and stopped. He grabbed the card he'd tacked to the board and shoved it
in his pocket. “You need to not worry about this. Go upstairs and finish with the girls, then go
down to the harness.”

“But David—"

“Last warning.”

“What iswrong?’ she snapped. “| lost one husband who didn’t tell me when hewasn’t well.
I’m not going to do it again. | don’t careif | don’t sit for the next week, but thisisimportant.”

He pointed to the stairs. She knew she was being dismissed, but this time she went. David
knew now she was serious, and he would definitely punish her but afterward they would talk and
she’d learn what was happening. It wasn't that she wanted to be defiant, but some things were
important enough and for her David was.
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Hewasstill in the kitchen when she walked through after putting the girlsin bed and making
sure the intercom was working. She passed him without looking and flipped on the sound system
for the basement.

Nervous tension snaked up her spine as she sat on the office chair and waited. He'd
remodel ed the basement, painting and changing things around until it was his own space. Nothing
remained as Mark had it in the room, and that wasfor the best. Pictures of him were till up, family
outingsand formal portraits displayed proudly throughout the rest of the house, but hewasn’t alive.
It was best to leave the dead in pictures and in the small things and let the living do the living.

“Take off your clothes and be ready.”

David s words made her jump and she immediately stripped, placing her clothes over the
chair back. Her collar was in the case she'd grabbed from their bedroom. Once it was on it was
the physical sign of her submission to her husband. It was much like her wedding ring, only
bigger, stronger and sexier. She pulled it out, caressing the leather with her fingertips. The scent of
leather had always been okay for her, but now when she smelled it, her clit began to throb. It was
conditioned from years of pleasure association. She tossed her hair back and did the clasp, keeping
it snug enough not to move around but not tighter than a choker necklace.

In the corner of the room a black ball of fabric hung from the ceiling. She reached up and
tugged it down, unfolding the straps and straightening the harness. It was similar to the one Mark
used on occasion, but she hadn’t spent much time in one. She knew how it worked. She knew how
all toys and equipment worked in theory, just knew everyone had their own preferences. Feeling
naughty and alittle worried, she lay back against the harness and relaxed. She couldn’t know what
was happening next, but she relaxed and thought of her mantra.

She deserved to be punished. She wanted him to correct her so they could learn and move
past it. David was a sweetheart and would tell her his business when he thought it best. It wasn't
her place to push him.

Relaxed and deep in her mantra, she didn’t notice him until he wasright in front of her. He
didn’t look pleased. Infact, helooked terribly disappointed. Her heart hurt. She didn’t want to hurt
him. She only wanted to make him smile.

“I’m sorry, Sir.”

“1’m sorry too, Polly.” He went to the cupboard and undid the lock. Inside was a TV and
movies, innocent enough, but beneath the side covers were dozens of toys hanging neatly in their
places. “Turn over.”

It was awkward in the harness and she wished she’'d gone belly down to start, but she
managed until her top half was supported by the leather and her bottom hung for him.

“Move out of the harness. It’s not set properly for your height.”

Again, disappointment filled her. Nothing was going right. She was supposed to please him
and aready she was messing up. She pushed out of the straps and fell when her foot got stuck. She
cried out in pain as her ankle twisted.
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“Hell. Areyou al right?’

“I"'m fine,” she whimpered as in an instant he was to her, releasing her foot from the straps
and massaging it gently. “I’m sorry, Sir. I'm fine. I’'m ready to please you, Sir.”

He moved her foot back and forth and just as she’ d thought it was alittle sore, but definitely
okay. He smiled at her some, agreeing before he helped her up and to the wall. She didn’t know
what to think until he moved aside the pictures on the wall and found arm and leg straps. They
were black but lined with pink satin. David didn’t give her a chance to turn and face him, only
began locking her arms first above her head and her legs shoulder-width apart.

It was a basically comfortable position, but he turned her face specifically to the wall and
that meant she couldn’t look at him. She hated not looking, but the excitement of not knowing
was huge. She felt her body warming up and clenched herself to keep from beginning to drip too
soon. She couldn’t guarantee her own lubrication since having the girls, but the excitement of the
unknown sometimes sped things faster than she realized.

It had gotten her in trouble before because she just couldn’t tell when she was dripping and
when she was told not to, she wasn’t supposed to. She' d gotten afew extralashingsin the past for
the mistake. She' d also gotten amazing fucks after taking her medicine, so to speak.

“1 understand that you worry. | understand that you will ask questions, but when | say it's
time to let something go, you will listen.”

She felt the first slap of leather against her skin and bit back a wince. It was a gentle start
with the cat of nine tails; the leather strips had knots at the ends but nothing sharp that she could
feel. Yet. Sometimesit took time for the nuances of the toys to come through.

“You will answer ‘yes, Sir.””

“Yes, Sir.”

Another lash across her backside had her breathing out long and deep. It was important
to breath or she’'d get lightheaded and not feel well. Breathing made her feel fine and enjoy the
pleasure in the pain. If shedidn’t, it was just pain.

“Thirty lashes,” he announced, the whip stronger on her butt.

“Yes, Sir.”

“Count.”

She realized the first had been warm-ups as he began. She counted out loud as each smack
became progressively harder. David kept the same infuriatingly slow rhythm, and she had to hold
her hips against the wall to keep from pulling away. It hurt, but the familiar pain sent her deeper
into her pleasure. She felt herself dipping into subspace, where the pain was gone, replaced with
pleasure. Only the rhythmic counting kept her from completely losing herself into the fog of her
mind.

“Twenty-eight, Sir.”

“Louder, Polly.”

“Yes, Sir.”
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He brought the whip down hard on the bottom of her backside, nipping the tops of her thighs.

“Twenty-eight, Sir.”

“Better.”

“Twenty-nine, Sir.”

She winced, the full sensation from the whip on her already warmed bottom more than she
could focus through.

“Thirty, Sir.”

She sagged against her restraints, the satin keeping them from biting her skin. But she
wouldn’'t be able to give herself abreak for too long before her wrists became sore. It was another
difficult choice. To arch away, to arch toward. To beg for more. To beg him to stop. It was
impossible to know which she wanted to do, and David took the decision away when he tapped
both of her ankles to make her stand. She didn’t know what was next, but she pushed to her feet
and braced.

Cool, wet hands touched her bottom, and she leaned toward them. She didn’t look because
she wasn’t supposed to, but she did let her cheek rest against the wall again, wishing the dlight
texture on the wall was smoother. He massaged her deeper than she thought he would and it hurt
some, but the oil was softening and sweetly scented. The soothing waswonderful. Then he smacked
the fleshiest part of her hard.

“Ouch.”

“Tsk. Tsk.” There was playful amusement in histone.

“Thank you, Sir.” She knew the skin-on-skin had made her sex drip. It always did. Nothing
got her as close to orgasm, besides oral sex, like a hard smack to her ass.

“1 have to put pulleys on these,” he said, tugging the straps from her wrists. “You’re too
short to fuck standing like this. | want to take you hard against the wall so you' re unable to move
away, with your beautiful ass bright red from the whip and my hand. On your knees.”

Polly followed his command without hesitation. The serviceable Berber beneath her knees
was nowhere as nice as her blankets, but it suited the room and the punishment. She looked at the
button of his jeans expectantly, but was patient as he undid the clasp.

“Turn.”

She refused to pout, but she wanted her mouth on him. A lot. She loved taking him deep in
her throat. She’d practiced many hours learning to deep throat a man, and David had a cock that
would choke any throat so the time had been well spent. She also needed the love she felt when
she made him feel good.

Theoil he' d used to sooth her butt was moved deeper between her legswithout him checking
her. He could probably see how wet she was, she thought and tried to bite back a whimper when
his fingers plunged deep with little warning. She was already hot and knew what she hoped he
would give. Polly wanted him deep and hard, riding her with his hands tight on her breasts or in
her hair, pulling her to each thrust.
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He smacked the outside of her thigh as he helped her to her hands and knees and moved
between her legs. She shifted her legs apart and welcomed him closer. She wanted him, and she
didn’t have to wait. David dlid deep. Her neck arched back, inviting him to grab wherever he
wanted, and he chose her hair first. She wished it was longer, but there was enough length for him
to sink hisfingersin and hold tight as he pulled her harder against him.

The bite of pain from her scalp was delicious, just like the slaps to her thigh. He was thick
and felt too big, but the dueling sensations made it all pleasure. Was there an explanation for the
science of sensation? Probably. Did she care? Not a bit.

He freed her hair and she whipped it back again, always offering anything he wanted. With
his hands on her hips, he rode her long and loose, hard but with the easy rhythm of marking time
instead of building strength. Hewas either trying to delay hisown orgasm or work her to one before
increasing intensity. Or was he still punishing her and would stop before she reached climax and
make her start again? That one was mean. But she' d take it.

He laid his front against her back, his leg hair rubbed hard against her sore bottom, but she
didn’t mind because his hands wrapped around her breasts. Not too hard, but his fingers dug in
enough to hold tight. His face was pressed close to the side of hers, and he kissed her cheek.

“Kissme.”

She' d never wanted to hear the words more and eagerly turned to him. Kissing meant shewas
forgiven. Mouth-on-mouth privileges were special and intimate and hers once more. His breath
felt hot, like he’ d been sweating as whipped her. It was a delicious idea that made her thrust her
tonguefarther for him. Hewasin charge—definitely in charge—but she could give him everything
he asked for.

David broke the kiss and pushed her head to hang as he straightened and took her torso with
him until she was nearly sitting though facing away. He had her breasts and used them to lift her up
and down like a puppeteer, and she screamed as orgasm hit. He made no moveto stop or reprimand,
so shelet her pleasure flow and flow while he hammered her down on his shaft. Helaunched deeper
and deeper inside until he lodged in and filled her with the hot proof of his completion.

Her immediate thought wasto turn and clean him with her mouth, but he held her still and she
remembered they were working on a baby. That meant he wanted every drop of semen inside her
so she clenched tight, wanting him to stay inside as long as possible. He groaned at the sensation,
and she smiled. She loved when she could affect him and move him to drift a bit in control. She
wanted him to be strong enough to leave go of that discipline occasionally.

“Lie down on your stomach,” David commanded

She stretched out and relaxed against the floor, wishing for softness now that the sex had
passed. Her day had been long and it was after eleven. Her bed was calling. If it wasn't on the
agenda yet, well, she could aways nap in the morning. She felt his hands on her backside again,
this time with a warm cloth. She hadn’t noticed the sink running, but apparently she’'d missed it.
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Mark had installed his own half-bathroom during their last remodel. It came in handy not having
to run upstairs to clean up, but atub would have been nice. Maybe a hot tub or Jacuzzi eventually
would be awelcome addition.

Lotion was poured on her butt, and the scent of lavender filled the room as he rubbed the
cream into the welts. She hated the flaws he was face-to-face with, but couldn’t do anything
reasonable about them. David didn’t mind or he wouldn’t touch her. The cellulite wasn’t so bad,
but she had started wearing swimsuit covers when in public. Not in private though. Public made
her remember the munch coming up. She was going to scene.

She'd seen scenes before and knew the women came in al shapes and sizes and no one
guestioned the preferences or their beauty. It felt nice to have that sort of freedom. She’'d heard
of intellectuals having naked parties where they discussed philosophy and politics without sexual
tension. In away the dungeon meetings were the same. What showed in the nakedness wasn’t so
important. It was how that nakedness was treated and used that mattered.

“My appointment iswith the fertility specialist | saw concerning my sperm count. He wants
to deliver the results of several of my tests in person. | don't know what that means, but | know
they get more money if | go to an appointment than if they call. I’ll let you know what happens.”

“1 would be happy to go with you, Sir.”

“Thank you for the offer, but it’s on Saturday and you have choir practice. I’ll tell you about
itwhen | finish. | won't lie, Polly. What | learn, you'll know. I’ ve never had a bad checkup. Most
likely, they’re going to tell me I’ m shooting blanks.”

“1 doubt it.” She snorted. “I can practically feel your guys swimming for my egg.”

He laughed and lightly patted her butt. She looked over her shoulder, the heavy play over,
and found him inspecting her backside.

“Doesit look okay? It hasn't taken a beating for almost ayear.”

“A year, huh?’ he said, smoothing his hand over it again. The contact made her wince, but
he didn’t stop and she didn’t complain. “That’s a good girl. | have no doubt this was an isolated
incident. Y ou are usually an excellent listener and know when to stop and trust me. We'll work on
it. You'll go up and dressin your softest pajamatop and get some sleep now.”

“Ill clean up, Sir?’ she offered.

“No, to bed. Now.” He slapped her butt, harder than a pat, and she quickly got moving. The
heavy play had ebbed but they lived their lifestyle, not only during sex and that meant it was time
to move her butt to bed before the next whip came out.

* % % %

Polly’s bright red bottom greeted him when he entered the room. It was beautiful and his
hand mark showed brightest. She was awonderful sub, knew how to take her punishment and find
pleasure in it. She made him feel ten feet tall in her ability to please him. It was a sign they were
right for each other.
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Her eyes were closed and her face relaxed, but she also smiled, telling him she’d enjoyed
their time. He was going to buy stock in the lube brand she preferred because he’d never had to
use so much. It was a common thing after having kids he’ d learned from his research. He' d never
been with amom before and since he planned to have insane amounts of sex with Polly, he needed
awell-stocked supply for her comfort.

David shifted his supplies and the el ectric razor buzzed. Polly opened her eyes, and he smiled
when she gave alittle wave with her hand.

“You need to turn al the way on your back so | can do this.”

“Do what?’ she asked sleepily, though she turned without hesitation.

“You said I’'m in charge of waxing. I’m here to do pre-shave tonight, then we'll do waxing
tomorrow night. Spread 'em.”

“Um.” She didn’t hesitate to open her legs, but her relaxed face took on a nervous edge.
“Have you done this before, Sir?’

“Would it matter?’ He' d inspected her thoroughly. There wasn’t much fuzz, but it wastime
to wax before too much came and the simple chore became more painful than necessary.

“Um, no, but | could offer help if you wanted.”

He patted her mound, soft prickles meeting his hand. “I’ ve done this, sweetheart. To myself
and others.”

“You've waxed yourself?’

“Not myself, but | do trim things down there.” He winked and she giggled. He liked humor
and laughter in their bed. It was a welcome guest just like passion, love and pain. “1’m not going
to do much, just trim some of the longer stuff so it waxes better. No getting wet or coming on the
shaver. It gunks up the razors. If you're agood girl for this1’ll take care of you again.”

“Yes, Sir.”

He started at the top, buffing away the stray hairs below her belly button. Her little belly
wasn'’t taut, the skin stretched from babies, but it was healthy. He didn’t mind the differencesin
her and knew if they were lucky she would have more stretch marks by the time they retired. More
babies for the abused tummy.

He kissed the mole on her left hip and kept moving lower, running the shaver in circular
motions over her pelvis bone and finally the top of her mound. She was holding herself very till,
the relaxation from earlier gone. Vibrations did that to awoman, and he knew she loved vibrators
and toys.

She was keeping to his rules though. Nothing was wet when he worked the shaver over her
lips though she did moan.

“Uh-uh,” he said, tapping his fingers hard against the top of her mound. “No coming yet.
Flip so | can do your ass.”
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She flipped and her cheeks were still red. He smacked the left one and grinned when she
moaned again. She wasn’t too close. He would be able to finish the shaving, then take her hard and
long before they slept. It was only midnight.

Some women he’'d groomed were unbelievably hairy. Polly wasn’t so bad. Her body hair
matched her fair hair and complexion. Hetook specia care between her vaginaand anus, removing
every long hair he could find. That area always hurt the most for waxing, and he didn’t want to
leave more than necessary.

Shewas shaking when hefinally turned the shaver off, and he knew if shelubricated naturally
she’d be dripping she was so near to orgasm. He patted her butt again and her thighs fell farther
open. Reaching in her nightstand he pulled out her lube and squeezed adollop right into her waiting
opening. She jerked at the cold and shivered.

He mounted her backside, loving to watch the sinew of her back and neck as he plunged
deep inside her waiting vagina. She grabbed his cock with her inner muscles, tight as a fist from
the kegels she did every day, and she started coming from the first thrust.

He grinned and let himself go, riding hard and fast until she got off again, and he finished
quickly. They had to wake up at a reasonable time in the morning, but he wanted her to be nice
and tired first.

“David?’

He opened his eyes, surprised to hear her talking when he was pretty sure he was done with
most thought and discussion for the night.

“Yes?

“Can | ask you aquestion?’

Her tone was hesitantly curious, and he made himself wake from his doze. Emotions ran
high after punishments, and it was time for him to play the other side of the Dominant’s role. It
wasn't all bossing and ass smacking, it was nurturing the emotional side when necessary as well.

“Of course, baby.”

“Mark chose the lifestyle because of his parents. When his sister died and they fought so
much he wished one of them would take control and make the other one feel better. Y ou’ ve never
told me what made you chose thislife.”

He pulled her closer, tucking her head on his shoulder. The room was warm, but he didn’t
care. They could kick off the blankets, but he wanted her close. The question had been coming
and he didn’t fault her for asking. It was well within her right to know, but he appreciated that
she’d given him time. If he said he didn’t want to discussit, and Lord knew he didn’t, he knew she
wouldn’t push, and that made the sharing easier.

“My parents were a nightmare too,” he admitted. “The Angelins eventually got their shit
together, but mine never did. Their weakness always bothered me. They had no ambition and no
desire to make things better. The only thing they wanted was their next welfare check and case of
beer. They wanted to drag meinto it, too. Family tradition.
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“1 played sportsinstead, got good grades, worked afterschool jobs for my own money. They
didn’t understand. No one in the Lowe family had held a fulltime job or graduated high school in
two generations, but | wasn’'t going to be aloser. They stole from me, put me down, and because
they were my parents they had that right. | moved out when | was seventeen and never looked
back.”

“And because they took away the control, you now feel the need to control everything you

“Something like that. I’ ve actually been to therapists over the years. They agree with you
about that. | think it’s more than overcompensating though. Even when | was little my mom would
get pissed because | wasawayslooking out for thelittle neighborhood kids, giving them my snacks
and toys.”

“You're such agood man.”

“I’m just aman, sweetheart. A big, hairy man. If there is anything good in me, it’s because
| have you. Remember that.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“That’sright, | am the ‘Sir’. Now it’stime to go to sleep.”



Chapter 11

Polly wondered if Hannah would ever babysit for them again. In the car on theway to dinner,
she bit back a laugh remembering the third degree David delivered to the sweet, young woman
who'd babysat the girls for years. He' d thought he' d been subtle and sneaky, but she'd seen right
through him and so did Hannah. Polly had spent hours with Hannah and knew her very well. The
younger woman was home on break from college, and they were lucky to get her. Polly explained
that all to her husband, but he'd still grilled Hannah.

She had taken it with her usual good nature, and Polly would add twenty bucks to their fee
because of it. She would rather have David be overprotective than uninterested in the kids.

They weren’t going to be gone all night, but Hannah would sleep with Hope and Faith. Mark
had always asked her to take care of the children through the night and to keep them in their room
unless there was an emergency. Polly knew Hannah assumed she got tipsy on their nights out.

Hannah always followed directions to the letter and had only called once in four years when
Polly had forgotten to |eave Faith’ sbottlein therefrigerator. She was self-sufficient and had earned
Polly’ strust over and over again.

David would learn. Besidestheir grandparents, Polly didn’t trust anyone el se for overnights,
so having Hannah was freeing. Not having to worry was paramount, because there were other
things to occupy her mind.

Munches were the BDSM community’s way of getting together with each other and new
members. It was a way to enjoy one another as friends, and Polly liked the meetings very much.
They ate good food, laughed, and at the end of the evening, if people were agreeable, some went
back to the Dorkov home. Not everyone went and not everyone was invited, but she and Mark had
gone many times to observe and mingle.

Never to show.

Tonight shewasin jeans and anew sweater. Pink again. David bought her alot of pink. Faith
and Hope loved it and often told her she looked pretty. She felt pretty. She'd always adored the
feminine color. Mark had preferred the actual leather in the lifestyle and she didn’t mind, so she'd
always gone along with his preferences. He hadn’t protested her sweats and yoga pants during the
day, so she hadn’t complained when he dressed her for outings. This time David had set out her
clothes, and the new twists were divine.

Under her clothes she wore silk. David had presented her with her new scene clothes all
made of pink leather. The real treat had been the linings. He' d ordered from a specialty shop that
made washable leather gear and paid extrato have every inch lined with pink silk. He didn't want
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anything rough against her skin unless he was the one directly applying it, he'd told her with a
grin. Thetiny shorts and bustier had |eash loops sewn in different places, the optional hook on her
ass one he promised she would like.

The bustier had white fuzz on the breast cups, and it was unlike what anyone else wore at
the club. No one liked the frills there, preferring chain metal and leather. She was sure to stand
out as the indulged sub, but she didn’t care. Polly was spoiled, but she was definitely David' s sub.
If he gave her the things it meant he wanted to see them on her, to hell with what others thought.
She couldn’t imagine anyone calling David fluffy and she knew he wasn’'t, he just had different
tastes, tastes that pleased her well.

“What does the restaurant serve?’

“Lotsof fish,” sheanswered, turning away from the Green Bay highway she’ d been watching
pass. “Which | always thought was funny.”

“Why’sthat?’

“Well, several of the Doms consider going down on their subs for oral sex to be an insult
or mighty huge reward, yet...”

“They eat fish,” he laughed.

“Mark almost got us kicked out of the club when Levi said something to that effect. Levi
said only two thingstaste like fish and oneis fish.”

“What did Mark say?’

“He told him if he took better care of his sub’s pussy then it wouldn’'t smell or taste like
anything but woman, and nothing tasted better than a willing woman.”

“Nice,” David said with a grin. “I, of course, agree but some guys... | don’t know what’'s
wrong with them. There' s no telling what will turn people’s wheels. | can't believe Mark would
have been booted for something like that.”

“Well, Max aso happens to think oral sex is only for the woman to give and didn't like
anyoneinsinuating they didn’t take good care of their subs. It was all manly and grunty for awhile,
but it passed. Oh, and most of the Doms didn’t like Mark’s no touching rule for me or that he let
me decideif | was going to listen to another Dom while in the dungeon.”

“Well, that’ sjust too damn bad, because those rules stand. | know afew of the guys and they
have no problem telling another sub to hit her knees. | don’t care about their behavior, but we have
afidelity clause that will not be broken.”

She smiled at the conviction in hisvoice. It made her feel safe. They might scene and watch
others, but their bodies were for each other and that was a boundary she wasn’t willing to cross.
They pulled into the golf course parking lot, nothing fancy but it had a private room they reserved.
There was also a bar none of them used during munches but she loved their kiddie cocktails. She
and Jeremiah usually got one if they asked prettily enough.
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David opened her door and tugged her into his arms before closing it behind her. It wastheir
first outing alone as husband and wife. Only two weeks had passed since the wedding, five months
since they’ d been together, but she was learning the timing of things didn’t always matter.

His handswere warm when he slipped them under her coat. They were alwayswarm because
even though he was adjusting from living in Arizona, he was warm-blooded. He reached around
her slacks and tugged on her leash loop. He had a long, black leather leash for the party in his
toy bag, and she couldn’t wait until he hooked her on. Mark preferred to leash her collar, but she
liked the back because it was sneakier. She couldn’t always see how much leash she was on and
that was thrilling.

“Thisis going to be fun.” David kissed her and pulled her hat over her ears as he made the
announcement. “Y our word for leaving is pineapple. If you need usto leave, say it and we'll go,
no questions asked until we're gone.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“They might have some ceremony for your collar. Max offered to host a big event, but |
declined. The wedding mattered more between usthan any BDSM party. After dinner, we' re going
to play. You'll be beautiful, and it will be a great experience for both of us. | want you to watch
tonight and think of our goals for the New Y ear to talk about on the way home.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Damn, | love when you say that. Come on sweetheart, let’s munch.”

* % % %

Jeremiah looked on at the table’ s laughing occupants and felt his growing desolation swell.
Thiswouldn’t be his home for much longer. He couldn’t do what Lindawanted anymore, couldn’t
deny himself the life he needed. She was his everything, the only woman he'd ever loved. She'd
looked at him when he was a skinny nobody and seen the man he would become. She’d made
him the man he was but that man needed more. He wanted children. It was part of who he was.
He didn't care if they adopted, but he did care that she was still against the idea even if she was
trying to conceive.

He sat with the other subs. Melody looked in seventh heaven with her hair teased to extreme,
makeup heavy, and her steel studded collar with Levi’s name embossed on it proudly displayed.
She'd cut Levi’s meat and sat at his feet most of dinner, and he'd given her leave to sit with the
subs for her meal. Linda had dismissed Jeremiah to the subs' area at the same time.

Polly sat the whol e time beside her husband, though still beside the subs. She did his napkin
and poured hiswater and all the other things yet sat beside him at his request. In place of acollar,
she wore a pretty necklace. At times she would play with it, and more than once, David tugged it
aswell. They had a different sort of relationship, one Jeremiah was afraid he would have to settle
for in the future if he had to leave Linda.
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Polly did look happy and from what Linda said, she'd have her first scene in the dungeon
later. It was abig step for her and Jeremiah was proud, but he couldn’t be too happy for hisfriend
when his life was falling apart.

Linda had cried gallons of tears the night before, because the hormone shots |eft her crazy.
Shewasn’t the woman he loved because of the changes the medications were causing. She cried all
the time. She dept and had hot and cold flashes. Discipline was light because she couldn’t focus,
and their relationship was suffering.

When he offered adoption so she could stop the damn meds, she screamed that she was
woman enough to give him children. If she couldn’t, then they wouldn’t have them and he would
accept it. It was the only edict Linda had ever given that he wasn't sure he could embrace.

“Polly.” He whispered the word, not because he didn’t have permission to talk, but because
subs were supposed to be very quiet at the table as not to interrupt the others.

Sheturned to him, her face nearly devoid of makeup in the sameway he wished Lindawould
return to. She'd started adding layers of the stuff as she aged, trying to look younger, though he
thought shewas most beautiful first thing in the morning before the gunk wasin place. Polly smiled
and turned back to David, whispering in hisear amoment before the big blond man nodded slightly.

“Yes, Jeremiah? | only have a moment though, tonight ismy Sir’s.”

“Of course. | just wanted to say congratulations on the marriage. We didn’t make it to the
reception, but I’m happy for you.”

“Thank you.”

She nodded and returned to resting her head on David’ s bicep when he patted it. She wasn't
adave like Jeremiah was but she was a good submissive. Her job was to make her Dom feel good
and make him happy. David looked like a happy Dom. A look across the table at Linda made
Jeremiah’ s heart sink. His Mistress didn’t look pleased. She' d always been more of asmirker with
a sarcastic bent, but now she looked genuinely unhappy and it broke him.

If he gave up the quest for children, she would be content again. She would smile and whip
him and ride him with the toys she loved until he cried out for more. Or if he was redlly lucky,
she’ d whip him into submission until he was too tired and hurt to move. Those were the times he
felt her love.

He couldn’t ignore himself though, not this time. His heart longed for little ones in their
lives. Polly had her girls and made their relationship work. Hell, her relationship with Mark had
gotten better after their youngest was born. Jeremiah could see it, everyone could, and at sub
meetings when he’'d commented on it, Polly had agreed wholeheartedly. It made for adjustments
and compromise, but more love was never bad.

Children offered the purest form of love, much like the Master and slave relationship. He
wouldn't raise his kids like that, of course. He' d be aloving, generous father, just as Linda would
be a wonderful mother. A more disciplined, loving mother he couldn’t imagine. He wanted that
experience with her. If he couldn’t have it, he didn’t know what he would do.
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“1 can't believe you didn’t have a collar ceremony, Polly.”

Melody’s declaration got all the subs' attention. Polly whispered again to David, and he
kissed her before nodding and returning to his conversation. She turned to the sub side and smiled.
“1 didn’t want anything big. The wedding was more than enough pomp and circumstance for me.”

“1 know, but, a collar ceremony, it’s so special,” Melody insisted.

Jeremiah remembered his own. “| was nineteen at mine,” he offered. “It was amazing. My
Mistress gave me my promises and purpose that day.”

“My husband did the same for me in our wedding vows,” Polly said softly, and Jeremiah
knew the wedding really was enough for her. They were Christian, really big into church and all
that, so he figured they’ d been acknowledged by the main Man so they were good.

“I'm having a DJ who's in the lifestyle, so the music won't suck like it normally does,”
Melody continued, and Jeremiah fought himself not to roll his eyes. She was such a glory whore.
If she had a ceremony with Levi, Jeremiah had no doubt the Dom would show his true assholeness
in no time at all. They seemed to get along, but everyone except Melody could see the guy had a
complex. “We'll serve primerib, and | found these little tiny whips for party favors. Oh, and one
of those really awesome cakes from a fancy bakery, but | think we'll have them paint whips and
chainson it instead of flowers and junk.”

“How far away isthis party?’ Polly asked, and Jeremiah bit back a smirk.

“A few years, unfortunately,” Melody replied, her sour expression not one of sorrow as he
remembered feeling when Linda made him wait two years after meeting before presenting him
with his formal collar. He still wore it on occasion, even though after fifteen years it was nearly
worn through at spots. “My youngest graduates in two years, and my ex is worthless, so our son
needs me until then. But after that, it’s mommy’stime. | don’t know why you guys are all lusting
for babies. | mean, Mary, you had atotal power exchange. If I’d known about those before | had
my kids, I’d have had a doctor rip out all that stuff.”

The dave of the dungeon Master was naturally the most submissive of them all. The bitch.
If Candice were in the room Mary would have been bowing and scraping, making them all look
like hell. Since it was just them and they didn’t threaten her place as “super sub,” she sat at the
table with the rest.

“There isnothing like the love of achild,” Mary said softly, her accent exotic and seductive
without trying to be either. “ And a TPE doesn’t negate one' s ability to think and make decisions,
Melody. It does ssimplify life to only one' s Master, but once one stops counting their lifestyle in
months they’ve lived it and simply lives it, they learn about themselves all they’ ve ever needed
to know. Understanding myself made me want my son. Felix taught me | didn’t know love until
he was born.”

Jeremiah was shocked at such candor from the one who was above them al in how below she
was. Mary had been a fountain of insightfulness during the past few months, first at their parties
and now imparting her thoughts on parenthood. It was the way he felt and wanted to feel. He knew
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what love was, but knew to his core that it would be more with afamily between them. Nearly ten
years his senior, Linda would most likely die before him, but part of them and their love would
live on forever in their prodigy.

“Well, you say that now.” Melody snorted. “Just wait until you catch the little bastard in
your bed with his dutty girlfriend.”

Jeremiah thought about it. He didn’t think he would mind. He'd still love his fictitious son
or daughter, no matter what they did. If they got too big for their britches, he had no doubt his
Mistress would be the sort of loving mother to put things back to rights.
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“David.”

“In amoment.”

Polly hated that answer but stayed quiet. They were at Max and Mary’s house and like
always, the thrill of the unknown and the darker side of her nature emerged. She loved the smells
and sounds of the dungeon, asthey called their full basement. It was finished with three bedrooms,
a huge gathering area and two showers. It was perfect for the sort of entertaining the Dorkovs did.

The furniture was leather, and chains and harnesses hung from the ceiling. There was a
courtesy toy wall, cleaners and towels on a nearby table. Refreshments were also offered, pretzels
and clear soda the only thing they would have until the time was over. Most people ate lightly at
the munches, especially subs. She'd only had a grilled cheese sandwich and Sprite, not wanting to
lose the contents if something pushed her too far.

The medical scenes always made her nauseous, but Candice and Darren hadn’t been at the
munch so she hoped they had other plans for the night. She saw she wasn’t so lucky when they
entered. Candice was in complete slave garb, her leash attached to a'’Y chain from her nipples and
clit. Her voluptuous hair was slicked in asleek tail, and she was blindfolded. Darren looked thrilled
with his prize. He always did when he and Candice were in full play mode.

Polly looked toward Mary who'd been posed with Max’s foot on her neck and saw hatred
flash in her eyes. She wished she knew the full story there, but Mary was discreet in all things,
especially her relationship. Candice might tell, but Polly wasn't sureif she wanted to hear only one
side. Impeccably well kept for her years, with her body 1ooking much younger than its age, Mary
was in better shape than Candice and looked fabulous in her scraps of black leather, but comingin
the Y chain was a statement she was glad David hadn’t felt the need to make.

“Y es, baby?’

David' s question made her wince.

“Um.” She'd forgotten what she was going to ask and it must have shown because David
shook his head.

“On your knees.”

She didn’t bother to nod, only fell to the ground. It had the hard texture of Berber over
cement, easily cleaned because it was often soaked with sweat and fluids before the night was
through. It hurt her knees, but she didn’t care. She had to focus or the night would be much harder
than it needed to be. Focus was what she was working on and the focal point was David when he
moved in front of her.
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Mark had found no sexiness in performing. Being watched had made him shrink. David
didn’t find it to be a problem. She’d pondered what it would feel like to be one of the subs who
gave their Doms head in the dungeon while they spoke and did other things. With David’ s zipper
at eyelevel, she figured she was about to find out.

“Keep your mouth busy.”

“Yes, Sir.”

Could she take her husband’ s zipper down and put her mouth on him while others watched?
Since she'd started in the lifestyle, she'd had to ask herself similar questions. Could she bow her
head to her husband? Could she let him kiss her places other than her mouth? Could shereally let
him touch her anywhere he wanted?

She carefully pulled down the zipper on his jeans, owly so the steel teeth wouldn’t catch
on anything. Beneath he wore black boxer briefs, but he was warm and semi-erect in her hand.
Could shedo it?Hishand touched her hair, not gripping or demanding, just touching, and when she
looked up, his expression was tender. He knew she was thinking and because he wasn't pushing
her to her spot, she knew he was willing to give her time to make the decision. She knew her word
if it wastimeto leave, and he would take her home if she used it.

The scent of his soap, warmed by his body heat, met her nose when she leaned in closer and
took him in her mouth. Some watched; other subswere doing similar actsfor their Dom, but David
was the only one in her mind. Her husband, her Dom, her man had asked and she knew he would
keep her safe as she complied.

Polly happily did al the moving, methodically sucking and licking his cock. He was thick
and long, not uncomfortably so, but more than a single mouthful. Deep throat had been a previous
goal, so she was well acquainted with the technique. Drawing David deep in her throat as she
continued to suck tickled the back of her throat and inflamed her body. She loved orally pleasing
her husband. It made her feel strong.

She sucked the tip hard before she released him, and his cocked jerked. It didn’t show in
any other part of his body, but the tiny movement was telling to her. She was affecting him, and
that was what all subs wanted. They wanted to impress and please their Doms, and the heavy vein
running along the bottom of David’s cock pulsed erratically, showing his nearness to completion.
If she kept going and sucked a little harder, she thought, taking him in her mouth once more and
running her tongue along that vein, she would have his essence running down her throat.

Her leash tugged hard and she was pulled away from her prize. Her equilibrium off from
balancing, she fell to her butt. Embarrassment burned her cheeks, but she didn’t look to David or
even attempt to move. Maybe he wanted her to fall. Some Doms liked to see their subs helpless.
Some liked that little bit of violence and really he hadn’t hurt her. She couldn’t make herself think
he would deliberately humiliate her, and she was right when he sguatted beside her and braced
her back.

“Okay?’
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She nodded but didn’t look at him until he took her chin with hisfinger and turned her face
to him.

“Okay?’ he demanded again.

“Yes, Sir. | lost my balance.”

“1 seethat. Your ankle didn’t turn again, did it?” He checked her legs and bare feet, paying
special attention to the ankle she'd caught in the harness earlier in the week.

“No, Sir. I'mfine. | promise, Sir.”

He offered his hand and tugged her to her feet. If she’d been wearing heels she might have
had an issue, but he’'d forbidden her from wearing shoes in the house. That left her with mixed
feelings. She knew what was on the floor and...ick. But in heelsshewas morelikely to hurt herself.
Why weren’t sneakers sexy?

Across the room, the bathroom door opened and Linda and Jeremiah exited. He was in his
full slave mask, even more impressive than Candice, with a penis torture device. It was connected
to abutt plug. Polly had seenitin action. If he began to get an erection the monster plug in hisanus
would be pulled. It wasn’t one meant to cause pleasure, much too large to come out with simple
tugs so it left him in a very uncomfortable spot. His penis was also encased in metal, though his
balls were left hanging loose with weights attached to each.

David gave alow whistle at the sight and if she’ d been in a position to comment, she’ d have
done the same. She'd have to add stretching to their contract of things she'd rather not pursue.
Polly liked her labiaright where they were.

“Wewill not bestretching,” he said quietly in her ear. “Nothing on you needsto be el ongated,
asfar as|’m concerned.”

“Yes, Sir,” she agreed and remembered what she’ d meant to ask. “Sir?’

“Hm?’

“Will you come with me to the bathroom?’

“You have my permission to go by yourself,” he told her. “No oneis allowed to touch, and
they know it.”

“But.” She hesitated a moment when annoyance flashed in his eyes but she had to ask.
“Master Max has an open bathroom policy. Anyone can come watch unless their Dom is present
and asksfor privacy.”

“1 see. What’ s the problem really?’

She hated saying it, hated that he didn’t just believe her and walk her to the bathroom like a
nice boy, but it was part of the learning process. She had to be comfortable telling him things. She
had to be clear and concise and make her feelings known so he could better understand her.
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“Master Eddy, standing by the bathroom,” she said very quietly, and David looked toward
theinnocent-looking older man. Hewore ablack |eather vest and |eather pants but no shirt, showing
off hislittle pot belly. He wasn't very tall and really, he looked like a mechanic and was one. “He
likes to follow female subs into the bathroom and squat right in front of them while they pee. If
they leave enough room he puts his hand in for a shower.”

“No way.”

Shewatched Max nudge Mary, who then crawled to the bathroom. Polly had heard her ask to
use the bathroom an hour earlier, and her Master was finally granting permission. Eddy lit right up
and followed Mary inside, not bothering to shut the door, so everyone could see when he sgquatted
like a catcher.

David turned her from the bathroom and stopped watching himself. Polly didn’t judge. She
really didn’t. If playing with pee was Eddy’s thing, then that was fine for him. It didn’t mean
she wanted to do it though, and she certainly didn’t want him to play with hers. Some things she
couldn’t imagine being a group sport.

“1’ll go with you to the bathroom.”

“Thank you, Sir.”

“Any other crazy fetishesin play here tonight that | should be aware of?” He held her leash
snug so she remained tight to his side, and she was grateful. She had no desire to cuddie up to
anyone else.

“Candice and Darren are into medical fetish. Lindaand Jeremiah look like painisthe flavor
tonight, so he might get pierced. The Dorkovs are swappers, and he might offer to give her to
us. Eddy isinto pee and often volunteers to be the second whip in scenes. Lulu and Lala are also
medicals, and | saw they brought their catheter set.”

He shuddered a little, and she was glad. She didn’'t love the medical fetishes. Some were
interesting, but once needles and knives came out she was ready to run in the opposite direction.
Would shetry it if David wanted her to? She was glad she wouldn’t be put in that position because
of their contract. She hated to say no, but for needles and knives she would bold and italicize it.

With David beside her, the facilities were no longer adanger zone. The bathroom was small
with adrain on the floor and open shower. It wasn’t meant for privacy, and she accepted that. She
could pee with others around, just didn’t want them face-to-face with her business. David stood
in the doorway, effectively discouraging any spectators from getting closer. Mark had closed the
door for her and stood on the outside but she didn’t mind David' s way.

Air freshener was prevalent, the showers and toilets very popular places for those doing last
minute touch-ups. She hadn’'t done any bowel cleansing, wasn't familiar with it because she'd
never done much in the anal department beyond superficial penetration. More exploration was
something David expressed interest in. She would have to talk to the other subs during their next
meeting about preparation.
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She cleaned herself well with the wet wipe and flushed, washing her hands as David |ooked
on. There were peep holes and anyone could be watching from the other rooms, but it didn’t bother
her. It wasn’t her first timein the rooms. Thefirst time had been more difficult, but now it was old
hat and part of the lifestyle she embraced and enjoyed. It was her body. It was David’s body and
in any situation he would keep her safe and protected. That allowed her to let her inhibitions go.

She dried her hands and returned to David who reattached her leash with Max watching in
approval. She liked the other Master most days, shereally did, but she couldn’t understand hisand
Mary’ srelationship. It made her sad that fidelity couldn’t be part of their world, yet shedidn’t push
her values or beliefs on other people, even if watching Eddy with Mary made her alittleill.

“Your station isthefirst bedroom. Y our equipment isinside whenever you are ready,” Max
said.

Polly knew the equipment. The tiny electrodes and violet wand were attached to battery
packs. They'd tried it in small doses and would keep it in very small doses. David knew what
he was doing, so she trusted him. Promoting understanding was his goal, and he’d guided her to
several books and websites about using electricity. He'd even shown her on himself the sort of
intense charge a person could endure and not be damaged.

“We'll go shortly. We'd like to watch a few scenes first, so Polly can warm up. Her first
time, right?’ David said and smiled at her indulgently.

Max laughed robustly. “I remember Mary’s first scene. | had to mask and gag her to stop
the tears. Her asswas red and bloody when we were done, but she' sloved it ever since. Sheis till
game for the electricity if Polly refuses.”

“She won't,” David said, and she wouldn’t. She would scene because she wanted to, not
because he was making her. Exhibition was fine with her aslong asit waswith her Dom. Hewould
maintain their rules. That's what mattered.

“Good, good.” Max clapped his hands. “WEell, there's plenty to see tonight. Darren’s got a
scene started in the back bedroom. The lesbians also have something going on, and in the front
Sam and Becca are starting with some anal.”

“Good placeto start,” David decided and shortened her leash until she was beside him again.
He put her hand in the crook of his elbow and nudged her face down. “ Close them.”

She closed her eyes and let him lead. It was new. David liked the element of surprise and
she enjoyed it. She didn’'t know if they would see Candice, Becca, or the other bedroom when he
allowed her to open her eyes. If he even did. She might only listen and imagine then tell him what
she saw in her mind’s eye. Her satin lined shorts grew warmer.

“Open.”

She did and found they were still in the main room. In front of them hanging across the
back of a sofa was Becca, her ass high in the air. It was a big one, round and a bit dimpled and
bright red even in the dim light. Metal music was playing in the background but not loud enough
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to drown out the cries of pain and pleasure from the surrounding rooms or the conversation from
other Domsin the room. It was party music, only the party games were much more...in depth than
simply pinning the tail on anything.

Polly knew Becca and Sam. She was a nurse. He was a car salesman. They were weekend
warriors, but always attended munches and were lots of fun to be around. When Polly miscarried
she’d ended up in the same hospital where Becca worked and they’d become close. The other
couple had been attending parties for over ayear. They loved to show off, and it was like watching
a progression because they were willing to learn and try new things. The ball in Sam’s hand was
an expression of that.

Thelast time she' d visited the dungeon with Mark, Beccaand Sam had only begun anal play.
They’d started with slim, candy cane style anal toys while Sam delivered some very impressive
oral skills. Becca had hung from the ceiling at the time and over the months they’ d progressed to
bigger toys and more extreme play. Polly had missed alot if they were on the glass ball.

It was bigger than abaseball, but not as big as a softball, and entirely smooth. The dark plug
sticking out of Becca' s cheeks was deceptive in size. One could never tell from the outside what
exactly was on the inside, but Polly couldn’t imagine it being small.

In shiny leather pants and an open white shirt, Sam walked around Becca from where he'd
been talking to her on the other side of the couch. Polly loved how they always seemed so in
tune with each other. Sam asked the questions others in longer relationships assumed, and Polly
respected him even if the guys scoffed a bit because he couldn’t read Becca as well as the more
experienced Doms could even from a distance. He didn’t want to hurt her, and to err on that side
made him a better man as far as Polly was concerned.

David tugged her leash down and she hit her knees again, the angle giving her a better view
of the show. He placed his hand on her head and when he held it tight so she couldn’t look away
her curiosity exploded.

“We' ve been practicing for months now,” Sam announced as he smeared lube all over the
glass ball. It was still clear and oddly beautiful asit glowed in his hand. “For this. Beccais ready
and thanks everyone for their help in getting us to this point.”

Some of the Doms and Masters clapped. No matter the goal, whether small or extreme, there
was prideinthe small accomplishmentsin sexual thingsbecauseto do them took morethan physical
desire. There were emotional and time issues to deal with beyond the physical components. When
agoa was met it was abig deal. David clapped lightly too.

Polly watched in fascination as Sam smacked Becca s ass hard on both cheeks, making her
jerk alittle before he slowly pulled out alarge-gauge butt plug. Polly had seen bigger on the web
and in the catalogues, but the toy was narrowed toward the front and pop-can-size at its widest
part. No small feat.
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Then he showed the globe again. Excitement filled Polly as Sam opened Becca's legs,
exposing her very pink vaginal lips and red-rimmed ass. It was dightly agape but returning to
normal. The human body was amazing. Then Sam put the ball to Becca's pucker.

Polly felt her eyes widen along with Becca' s anus. The clear globe turned red in reflection
of thetissues asit was slowly pushed inside. Becca whimpered but didn’t move as Sam continued
his slow and steady process. Fascinated and incredibly turned on, Polly moaned. David tapped her
head lightly to remind her to be quiet, and she bit her lip asthe ball went completely inside, Becca's
sphincter closing nearly all the way behind it.

Becca did whimper and groan then. Gasps and moans came from the other side of the couch
and she was glad she couldn’t see Becca sface. Therewas afair amount of discomfort in her moan
but there was al so pleasure linked to the intensity of the moment. Polly wanted alot to bein Becca's
position. David had asked her to find agoal and she'd just seeniit.

Logic returned as the ball stayed inside Becca. How did it come out? There was a reason
anal toys had handles and flares; to keep from getting stuck. Becca' s moans got louder, and Sam
smacked the fleshy parts of her thighs hard. Polly watched in fascination as pressure began to press
out Becca s anus and the red ball emerged. It looked like it might get stuck for amoment then like
afinger in the side of a person’s cheek, it made a pop sound and flopped into Sam’ s waiting hand.

David's hand remained on Polly’s head, but she wanted to look up and see his reaction. It
was probably why he didn’t want her to move. He wanted her to decide what she wanted, not do
something merely because he enjoyed it.

Sam thrust his fingers into Becca s pussy, and she jerked back into them. He had three and
four fingersin her, dripping wet with her juicesthat seemed to pour and pour. She climaxed around
them, and Sam was grinning in pleasure as he licked hisfingers. Some of the Doms groaned good-
naturedly but like Mark, Sam was a pussy man who held no qualms about enjoying his woman’'s
flavor.

He lubed the ball again and began the process once more, Becca's hungry ass accepting it
much easier though she still cried out. He fingered her with the ball inside her and she came again,
thrashing wildly against his fingers. The natural and artificial lubes were combining to make her
ass and thighs glow. Sam slapped her again, her cue to expel, and the process continued.

She was forcing it out. Polly was amazed at the work and effort they’d had to do to make
the scene work. It must have taken months and she wanted to try it so badly. Becca started to gasp
and cry out more, and Sam faltered. He smacked her ass again but while the command was there,
nothing happened except Becca crying harder.

“Becca, out.”

“l...can’t.” Her gasp from the other side of the couch was desperate, like she was trying to
stay calm but beginning to panic.

“Yes, you can. Now do it.”
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Polly watched with growing concern as another few minutes passed with no ball. Some of
the Doms offered advice and position changes which they did. After they’d turned and shifted,
Beccawas no longer facing away and Polly could see Becca' s face was pale under the red-cheeked
exertion. When she went back over the couch for leverage, she looked scared and embarrassed.
Polly didn’t blame her. If things didn’t go well she'd have to take some major laxatives to help
expel or go to the emergency room for extraction. Not a fun prospect.

“They’re doing it wrong,” she heard David mutter from above her.

“Sir?’ she asked.

“It's nearly out. If he did the massage it would work.” He looked resigned about the fact.
“Those balls don't stay stuck. It'll come out with laxatives if she doesn’t get it tonight. If we try
that, | know how to work it so it never sticks.”

“Can you help them?’ she asked, Becca' s scream of discomfort and pain breaking her heart.

David looked at her and let her head up so she could see him. His expression was not a happy
one. “You’ re asking me to touch another woman.”

She hadn't realized it would involve more than instruction and hesitated for a moment until
Becca screamed again. It was the pitiful kind that emerged when pain was taking over. The ball
was nearly out, but before it breached it submerged and the play that looked so fun earlier, had
an ugly edge.

“She’'s my friend,” she whispered more to herself than him. “A few years ago she stayed
past her shift at the hospital after | miscarried. She sat with me because Mark was at home with
the girls until my parents got to the house. | don’t want her in pain.”

“I"'m not pleased.” He shoved her head down with more force than usual and it hurt her
feelings, but not physically. She kept her gaze down because whatever he had to do, she didn’t
want to see. If he asked her to do the same one day, help another person sexually because of pain,
shedidn’t know if she could doit. Especially in front of the group, David going to another woman,
even to provide help, could open speculation she didn’t want. She hated the idea of his hands on
another woman, but she couldn’t regret her request. Not for Beccawho’d held her hand al night.

“Polly asked,” she heard David state. “I’m monogamous, but you' re doing this wrong and
your wifewill beonlaxativesfor aweek to passit if you keep thisup. Do you want my help or not?’

David didn’t sound very helpful or welcoming, and Polly sagged lower to the ground. Her
|eash was beside her, no Dom to hold it so she prostrated herself on thefloor in her lowest position.
She' d earned the abandoned state by asking him to touch another woman.

“We' re monogamous too, but | don’t want her hurt. Thisisthe first time this has happened.
Wheat should | do?’

Polly didn’t look up but the room did get more quiet, the heavy bass of the metal music
replacing the moans and advice from the peanut gallery. Becca groaned again, some pleasure but
mostly fatigue and pain and finally the pop came again. It had only taken seconds for David to
make the situation okay. Clapping came and she heard Becca sighing her thanks and Sam as well.
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Still, Polly didn’t move or look up. Shame coursed through her, warring with relief for her
friend. If she wasin pain and Sam could fix it, she hoped Becca would do the same. In fact, she
had no doubt they’ d do the same.

David stood beside her again. She recognized his shoes, but he let her leash lie. Not a good
sign. It was better to be held and led. To be untied was to be alone and unguided in a setting that
required the lead.

She wondered how badly she’d damaged their relationship. In reverse she'd have been
devastated and didn’t know how long it would take to heal. So she stayed down and hoped he
would pick up her leash and forgive her. If that meant they didn’t scene, it was fine. If it meant
he skipped the electric and whipped her in front of everyone, it was acceptable. Whatever it took
for him to forgive her, she would do.

Finally, he leaned down and took the leash. He didn’t tug it or otherwise direct her but he
had it in hand and the relief she felt brought tears to her eyes. She didn’t bother to hide her tears
or her sobs. Her whole body shook with them, and she wasn’t ashamed. She didn’t deserve such
immediate forgiveness, yet he' d given it without question.

“We're going to our room now.”

Hedidn't pull on the leash, so shedidn’t stand. She crawled on her hands and knees, because
she felt like it was the best thing to do. When Polly peeked up she saw Candice watching them
and the speculation in her expression infuriated Polly, but the whole situation was her own fault.
She'd find away to remedy the slight she’ d given David and do something to make sure the other
women knew he was only hers.

David tugged her up when they reached a bed. They were elevated, made for males or tall
females to stand beside and do what they wished. She saw his equipment laid out and took a deep
breath when he physically lifted her to the middle of the mattress and turned her on her back so
she faced him. He leaned down face-to-face and she couldn’t see anything but him.

“I’m gravely disappointed. You' |l be punished here and we'll have avery long talk tonight
about what you are not allowed to share.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“You won't scream or make any noise with the electric or whips. Nothing, or it will be
doubled. Do you understand?’

She nodded and bit her lip.

“1’m pissed, but | would never hurt you. If it'stoo much you'll say your word.”

She nodded again and wished he would kiss her. Before their practices he' d kissed her hard
first as a reminder of the love in the correction and practice. He didn’t this time and it was more
devastating than all the blows in the world. He passed up the blindfold she’ d helped him pack and
moved right to the cuffs. One on each wrist to the bed corners and one to each ankle, spreading
her wide.
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He removed her shorts with the side snaps so she was naked on bottom and | eft the shoulder
straps on her bra but freed her breasts. The room around them was packed, eyes surrounding her.
Shame filled her, though the excitement was too prevalent to deny. The mix of love and hate for
the situation tangled together with her love for her husband and made it okay.

“The currents used here are the only ones you want to use.” David began, systematically
going through the currents and watts and where to buy the proper equipment. He listed the dangers
and looked at afew of the men who sported scars over their heartsin particular. Electrical current
was not for those with circulation or heart issues, he advised. She’ d gone to the doctor for a full
physical before they’d been intimate for that very reason.

First he started on himself like he aways did, carefully testing the current before he put it
on her.

“If you wouldn’t shock your arm with it,” he warned, “don’t put it near your partner’s fun
parts. Same with wax and heat.”

David put the first node on her toe, and she felt alight tingle. It was an amazing feeling she
loved and it was relaxing so far away from any stimulating parts.

“Takethistimeto discuss any questionsyou might have about electrodes,” he said and pulled
out a whip from his black toy bag. It was multi-tailed and leather with small knots at each tiny
end. He reached and unfastened the catch mechanism on the ankle cuffs and physically lifted her
to her stomach. The move crossed her hands and restricted her movement more. Without a word
he began whipping her butt, both cheeks.

Shebit back theinitial cry of distress. It wasn’t bad, just surprising. She couldn’t cry out. He
didn’t demand she count, but she did in her head, losing track at number twenty-three. With every
stroke, her backside heated and pain exploded. There was no doubt she would not feel great in the
morning. She felt herself dlipping into subspace, her happy place where the pain was pleasure and
it was only them. She was the center of his universe, and he was everything to her.

The whip stopped and she eased back on her bottom lip, wishing she had a ball gag. Her
mouth would be sore in the morning. The comfort of her mind was ebbing and her ass burned like
fire, but it was worth it. He would forgive her and they would move on.

“Have to be careful with wetness.” David's voice was practical and unaffected by the
lashings. Shefelt the electrical probe from the violet wand slip between her thighs and the jolt made
her jump but she didn’t speak. It wasn’t painful. It tickled and warmed, but it didn’t hurt. Enough
power would be painful but he was keeping it reasonable. That calmed her. If he’d let himself be
led by emations, he could have bumped the amps but chose not to.

“It’s like avibrator, only from the inside out. The sensations are deceptively building. You
don’t need more amps necessarily. Sometimes all it takes is more time.” She felt the truth in his
words astheintensity grew with each passing minute. Thetoy didn’t move but it felt progressively
deeper inside her, and the pain-pleasure mix came again. It wouldn’'t take much to send her over
the edge, which was why she clenched hard to stop the feelings if she could. No climaxes.
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He smacked his hand across her butt. Immediately, sheflipped to her back, her armsand legs
relaxing from the previous tension. The relaxation was dangerous, though. If she relaxed enough,
she wouldn’t be able to fight the waves that wanted to break in her system. With all the eyes on
her, she didn’t want to embarrass David by not being able to control herself.

“Max tellsmethe group doesn’t usually use electricity, but if any do they’ rerequired to keep
all currents beneath the waist. That’s smart if you have a heart issue. My bottom does not.”

His bottom. Thetitle struck her worse than if he’ d hit her. It was something they called each
other, tops and bottoms, subs and Doms but she' d never been only a bottom or only a sub. She'd
always been awife and partner. Something must have shown in her face because when he looked
up from wrapping a node around her nipple, he paused and gave her breast a tender stroke. She
met his eyes and while he still didn’t look happy, he gave her areassuring smile.

“The nipples are very sensitive. If your partner is worried about cancer and damage, which
you both should be, electricity isasmart thing to try. It stimul ates deeply, and within the safe range
it will not affect the heart. Before you try a voltage on your partner, try it on yourself.”

“1 don’t whip myself on the ass, why would | try that? If it’s safe, it's safe,” one of the men
in the crowd said, to afew snickers.

“And if your bottom accepts, then it’s fine. But this is something you want to check your
contract for. Electric isn’t something most of you will have addressed. Talk about it, learn about it
before you use it. You can cause burns, and for some it is genuinely uncomfortable and offers no
pleasure. Pulses can be very engaging though, right baby?’

“Yes, Sir.” Polly couldn’t stop herself from arching off the bed when he began the pul ses.
They were like fire on her sensitive nipples. The current didn’t burn, but they did move the whole
way through her. Tactile pressure from prickly toys they used sometimes were only skin deep.
Pressure trickled superficially and she felt the sensation move throughout her breasts, sensitizing
and overwhelming them.

She'd come in the past with only breast stimulation and bit her lip because it was about to
happen again. He switched to long bursts of current, and it helped slow her down. Sometimes the
small changes in sensation made her last longer, but this time it made the situation more volatile.
She sgueezed her eyes shut and fought her traitorous body. She couldn’t come yet. Not yet.

“Polly. Now.”

At hiscommand she arched high and screamed, her orgasm matching the bursts he continued
to pour through her. Every time the current began, another orgasm flew through her. They were
infuriatingly small, no vaginal stimulation to give the climaxes depth but with one after another
they were exhausting. Sweat poured from her temples as the minutes continued to pass. David
stood to her left and watched her carefully but made no move to stop.

Around the bed, people moved closer to witness the new action. Fascination filled their faces
but she didn’t care, not when the pulses wouldn’t stop.

“That’s pretty fucking amazing.”
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She cried out again as the next beat lasted longer, David tapping his controller in quick
succession so she too pulsed up and down. Her whole body jerked beyond her control.

“Itis,” David agreed and set aside the controller, the current finally over. “It is aso very
intense and doesn't tire. | could keep her in that thrall for hours. It wouldn’'t be pleasant in the
hours following. Remember, it makes her muscles contract, not just in her breasts, but also in her
back and legs, you saw the arch. It'simpressive, but | don’t do more to my wife than Tylenol and
awarm bath can comfort. Again, check your contracts and talk to your subs.”

“For afucking fluff, he knows some cool tricks.”

Polly heard one of the men mutter the words on his way out, but if David was bothered it
didn’t show as he slowly took the curled wires from around her nipples. The stroke was back, a
gentle comfort to her breast, and he kissed it too. The punishment was over, and shewas so relieved
she began to cry again.

Apologies tumbled from her lips as he began rubbing her body with a soft towel. Max and
Mary’s dungeon towels were more utilitarian, so she knew he'd brought some from home. The
room was dtill full of onlookers, though not as many. She'd often thought the aftercare was as
interesting as the scene itself. It showed the intensity of the experience between the Dom and sub.

A Dom who beat their partner’s ass red and then fucked them until they screamed was
interesting. The one who lay beside his or her partner afterward and then rubbed them down with
lotion was something else.

David finaly freed her hands and legs, leaving her bustier and boy shorts to lie on the bed,
tucking her arms inside a sweatshirt instead. The superficial orgasms continued to rock her body
despite the scene’ s finish, and she couldn’t make herself stop shaking.
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“Easy, baby.”

“I'm sorry, Sir. I'm sorry, David. I'm sorry.”

He continued to dress her as shetried to calm down. Though the current had stopped she was
still deep into her thrall and orgasms. She was inspiring. Polly ran right into the currents with no
problem, no fear and even though she’ d made him do something he didn’t want to do and wouldn’t
again, she'd faced what he'd given her and done him proud. It went a long way in soothing his
nerves and the betrayal he felt. They still had things to discus, and a lot to talk about what she'd
asked of him, but at least now he knew she understood the severity of what she’d asked.

“David. Can she have some water now?’

The man he’'d helped earlier offered a water bottle. His partner, comfortable in surgical
scrubs, stood beside him with towels. David didn’t like that he’d had to touch her. His vows said
he didn’t have to lay a hand on other women ever again. He didn’t want to, but for amoment he’'d
touched her very intimately. He accepted the water and atowel for under Polly’s neck. She wasn’t
responding right yet, still locked in orgasm, but it would fade and exhaustion would set in. He
hoped to be on the road home before that happened.

“Thanksfor earlier.”

“What’s your name?’ David demanded, holding Polly’ s head steady as she sipped and tried
to stop her sobs and shakes.

“Sam Mueller. Thisis my wife, Becca. Thank you. Really. | know it wasn’t what either of
you wanted, Polly and Mark were always very private and monogamous and—"

“We aretoo,” he said harshly. “I didn’t want to be anywhere near your wife.”

“And | don’t want you there,” Sam said. “But thank you for doing it. She would have been
in alot of pain otherwise. | wouldn’'t want Polly to bein pain either.”

“Y ou wouldn’t need to touch her because | know what the hell I'm doing.”

“l— What the fuck? We did it right. We followed the books and did what Master Max
showed us. We didn’t rush, we were well lubed, and she wasn't tired. It should have worked. I'd
never even seen the hand thing you did until you did it.” He was getting angry, but David didn’t
care. The more time David spent in Max’ s dungeon, the more irritated he became.

“The hand thing should have been the first thing you learned. That stroke is basic, and just
because Mighty Max didn’t know it doesn’t mean shit. Do your fucking research next time so you
don’t hurt your wife or anyone else. Polly, stop crying. Now.”

She immediately bit her lip and shoved her face into his side. Damn, he loved her. She was
everything to him and evenif the night hadn’t gone entirely well, some parts had. When she pressed
her ear to his chest, he covered her other with his hand, pulling her as close as they could be.

92
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“You're okay, sweetheart. We'll go home now.”

“I’'m sorry, Sir. Please forgive me.”

“Of course, baby. I’m going to put on your shoes now, then we're going home for a long
bath.”

“The showers are hot,” Becca said softly, drawing Sam away so they had more room. “I’'m
tired, Master.”

“Okay, love,” Sam said, and David grudgingly admitted he liked to hear the endearment. At
least the guy loved hiswife. “ Thanks again. It wasn't the best way to meet, but | hope we can work
things out eventually. Beccawould like your wife to call her when she’'s able.”

David only nodded as he continued to dress Polly. Her legs were wrapped around his waist
and she didn’t want to free him. He carefully pried her away for amoment to get her shoesin place.
Some Doms found the clinging annoying but he knew done right, dominant situations brought out
intense emotions. He wasn’t going to slam her away, not after her first discipline scene in front
of others.

When she was finally dressed, David lifted her in his arms. His toy bag was together and
after disconnecting the batteries and nodes he tossed them in with the whip he’ d used. Her |leather
was also tossed in to be washed later. The disinfectant in the room was a nice touch, but he liked
his own at home since it was easier on the materials. He also wanted her away from the scene so
she could relax and sleep soon.

“Hell of ashow, David. Hell of a show.”

He looked up and found Max at the door, blocking his exit. With Polly and his bag in his
arms he couldn’t exactly push around him and he wanted to. The dungeon Master had laughed
when Becca cried out in pain the last time. David hated guys who laughed in the face of real pain.

“Thanks. I’m going to take her homenow,” he said, adjusting the bag before pressing Polly’ s
face, still covered with fresh tears, to his shoulder.

“1 will trade you any time. Mary is a hell of aslave. | want her trained in the electrodes. |
saw you watching Sam and Becca. | could train yours with the ball for you. | know you guys do
the monogamous nonsense, but think about it.”

Polly shivered in hisarms and made a sound of distress but nothing more. It could have been
from her still coming down, but he thought it was from Max’ s words.

“I’ll think about it. Thanks.”

“All right then,” Max said and stepped aside, the atmosphere even darker and dirtier than
when they’ d entered the bedroom. The sound of leather on flesh rang loudly as several Masters
punished Jeremiah in a corner. Polly had seen enough for one night.

Max walked them to the basement stairs. “We'll see you for the next munch and play. I'll
call you.”
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David nodded and took the stairs without looking back. There was no one he wanted to talk
to, no other scene he wanted to see or be a part of. Max’s house at the top of the stairs was dark,
but they didn’t have to go through much of it to exit the garage door. Other than the cars, the house
looked empty, no lights above ground were on. David wondered if the neighbors knew what they
were doing. The neighborhood was decent, not as nice ashisand Polly’ shome, but still respectable.
Max did well enough for himself and kept a clean house, or demanded one.

“David?’

He swore under his breath at the call. He didn’t recognize the voice and wanted to get Polly
home. He settled her in the car and turned back toward the house. A woman he' d seeninside earlier
hurried toward him. At least she'd put atrench coat on in deference to the neighbors who could
be watching.

“Can | help you?' he asked.

She smiled. “You really don’'t remember me, do you?’

David wasn’t in the mood to play any games, and it must have showed on his face because
she lost her playfulness.

“You don’t. That's okay. I’'m Candice Charmain. | was a sub in the group you and Mark
Angelin were part of when we were all much younger,” she said and held out her hand. “Polly
mentioned your name, and | was glad | could give a good review. | hope not much has changed
in fifteen years.”

“A lot has changed,” he said, shaking her hand, but not remembering her for the life of him.
“But not the important things. Thanks for reassuring her.”

“Yeah, my pleasure. She's a redly nice woman, and tonight was amazing,” Candice
continued. “Really amazing. I’m sure you've had all sorts of swapping offers, and I’'m certain
my Dom, Darren, will try to one day, but I know you won't. I’'m glad you two have the kind of
relationship she had with Mark. | hope you are very happy.”

“Are you happy?’ he asked. The words trickled out of his mouth because though he didn’t
recognize her personaly, he did recognize her sincerity. Polly needed friends in the community,
and it was part of his responsibility not to alienate the ones she already had.

Candice smiled softly, much softer than he’d have thought possible with her face done in
such harsh makeup. “I’m very content here. At least for the time being. Thanks for inquiring.”

“David?’

She smiled again when she heard Polly’s voice. “I'll let you get home, David. Please feel
free to call if you need anything. | know what it’s like to be new in this town, and I’ d be happy
to help in any way | can.”

“Thanks.” David watched Candice walk away.
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Thereweredozens of ‘ Candices' in hispast, women he didn’t remember because they hadn’t
touched him deep enough. They’ d offered fun times, demanded them back and he' d done his part.
He knew he should feel bad for not remembering her, but even in the days before Polly, no woman
had ever held his attention. Polly was hisfirst and only love. He' d loved her even before he knew
her.

He got in his side of the car and pulled away from the curb. Thinking of Candice brought
the night’ s events back into focus. He finally had the woman he loved and would love for the rest
of their lives, and she’ d betrayed their vows and contract with her demands.

“Y ou asked me to touch another woman tonight.”

Polly was belted in with the seat, tilted back for her comfort. He had the heat turned on
high and had thrown his jacket over her when she continued to shake. The drive home was mostly
highway but would take at least twenty minutes. The timing didn’t bother him because he knew it
would take at least that long to talk. It was better to do it away from the house. Nothing in their
discussion could be explained away if Hannah were to overhear.

“The wedding vows work both ways. | don’t ask you to break them, and you don’t ask that
of me. Now, tell mewhy it was so damn important | help her. If aman wasin sexual pain | would
never, ever ask you to assist him. | can’t think of a single reason I’d put you in that place. Why
did you put it to me?’

“Lasttime...”

Her voice was quiet, her throat rough from screaming, so he handed her a bottle of water
from his bag. She took it and drank deeply, coughing twice before settling back against the seat.

“The last time | miscarried we couldn’t find a babysitter. Our church people had no one.
Hannah and her parents were on vacation. Max and Mary were visiting her mother. There was no
one to stay with the girls, so Mark had to stay home while | was at the hospital. Becca worked a
twelve-hour shift in the ER and saw me come in. She stayed with me al night and held my hand
when | had my D and C.”

“D and C?" He wasn't familiar with the term, but the woman’s compassion during a hard
time explained a lot. He was grateful for Becca. Was he thankful enough to ever want to put his
hand on her anus again? No.

“Um, it's a scraping thing. Part of the baby was stuck, so the doctor had to scrape it out.
Mark had to stay home because Hope had a fever and my parents were still two hours away, and |
was getting sick so the doctors wouldn’t put it off. Becca stayed with me.”

“Fuck. Of course she'safucking saint.”

“I"'m sorry, Sir. | hatethat | asked. | don’t want your hands on anyone but me. | knew what |
was asking but | couldn’t... She’ s such asweet woman, and Sam isgreat too. He brought breakfast
and clothes, and they stayed until Mark got there.”
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David carefully thought of his next words. These were important peopleto her and hedidn’t
want to trivialize arelationship that obviously meant alot to her, but he had limits and they were
ones he wasn't going to stretch again. “1’m glad they’re your friends. But they’re on their own if
something like that happens again.”

“l agree. I'm so sorry. | shouldn’t have asked, and it will never happen again,” she swore,
tears clouding her voice again. “I’m sorry.”

“Enough. It's done now and as long as we agree it won’t happen again, I’m content with
your punishment and apology.” He believed her, but it was part of his job to make sure she never
asked him to touch another woman. He was her property, just as she was his. He needed her to
not want other women in their life.

“| aready hate that | asked. | don’'t share you. | love you. Thisiswhy | need someone like
you. You won’'t let me share.”

Shetook the words out of hisbrain. He needed her to seeit was her nature to give everything
she had, which was why he stayed close and corrected when she went too far. Being a servant was
a wonderful thing. Meekness and humility were gifts, but there had to be a line. When a person
couldn’t make that line they either got stepped on beyond belief or found someone to draw it for
them.

“l won'tlet you share,” heagreed. “I’ m glad you understand. Y ou learn quickly. That pleases
me. You'll learn my limits. Tonight just happened to touch several of them at the same time. Eddy
the pee player, Sam the ass charmer, and last but not least, Max the prick. It was like a concert
that went downhill after the first act.”

Polly giggled, and he was glad the seriousness had passed some. He didn’'t want the
punishment to last. For him, once it was done, it was done. If she needed areminder another time
he would change the punishment to fit, but with first offenses it wasn’t worth the effort to hold
anger or disappointment, not in the woman he loved and wanted to do so much for.

“We didn’'t see much, but was there anything you want to try?”’

The giggles stopped, and at the next stoplight he looked over to her because she was still
quiet. He wouldn’t be surprised if nothing lit any fires. The ones who' d done more public play had
been into the medical side for the night other than Sam and Becca' s catastrophe. According to her
essay section of the contract, Polly didn’t like speculums the one time a year she had to endure
them for pap smears, so he didn’t anticipate arequest for that style of play. He had books though.
He' d have her do some studying so he could make some goals.

“I liked the ball.”

The light turned green but with the street deserted he looked to her.

“Pardon me?’

“The ball. | mean other than it getting stuck, it was fascinating and beautiful.”
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His girl, he should have known she would be perfect for him in all ways. He loved ass play
in any form, but the more extreme toys were incredibly erotic. Teaching and training her would
be pleasure in its purest form.

“And obviously you know what you're doing with it if you were able to help Becca. |
wouldn’t want anyone who didn’t know to have that much say over my body.”

“That’s a very good philosophy. You don’t want some guy who doesn’t know the ins and
outs to try this sort of thing. It's great to learn together in some situations, and you learn together
anyway because every body is different, but thiswill be no novice trick. Are you ready for hours
and days, maybe months of hard work? This will invade your everyday life. I’ll order the proper
stretchers for you, and you'll have to practice every night, even alone. 1’1l supervise, of course.”

She snorted, and he figured he might have sounded alittle smug or excited in hiswillingness
to observe. But he loved to watch. A woman with toys pleasuring herself was a marvel ous thing,
and it was part of what he wanted for her. He wanted her to take her pleasurein life.

“1 want you to talk about it at your next sub meeting. Next week, right?’

“Yes. Jeremiah, Mary, Candice and Melody will be over for sure.”

“Invite Beccaif you want.”

“She won’t come. They’ re weekend warriors, not lifestyle. The whole of it makes her very
uncomfortable.”

“Then invite her for coffee sometime so you two can talk about it. | want your eyes wide
open aong with the rest of you. The more comfortable you are with the process, the quicker you'll
relax enough to do it. Thisis going to be fun.”



Chapter 14

“So tell me all about David.”

Polly smiled at Becca. She’d missed having her friend around. When Mark was sick, she'd
cut out any extrapeoplein her lifeto focuson family and didn’t regret it, but had missed her friends.
Not that she and Beccawere terribly close, but the things that brought them together were some of
the most important in Polly’ s life so she was an important friend.

“He' sbeenin Arizonafor the past few years, but before that he was close friendswith Mark.
When he was sick, Mark called and asked him to come help us,” Polly explained.

“And one thing led to another,” Becca inferred, giving a coffee cup salute. “Well, he's
wonderful in my book. Thanks again for having him help. Sam was mortified, but we're always
up for learning new things.”

“Yep, gotta learn,” Polly agreed, though the fact that David had touched another woman
still made her alittle sick. And the look from Candice still had to be addressed woman-to-woman.
Unless some theoretical woman of the future was in a life-or-death situation and David was the
only help available, Polly couldn’t imagine ever asking him to do such athing again.

They caught up on everything, Polly sharing details about their wedding again. Beccatold
her all about their vacation to New Orleans and afew horror stories from the hospital she worked
in. If she had achoice, Polly didn’t think she would ever be admitted into another hospital. Becca's
insider information always left her feeling queasy and hesitant even for the next appointment at
the clinic.

“S0, I'm heading to Milwaukee all by my lonesome next month. My favorite author ishaving
abook signing, and | have my whole collection ready for her autograph.” Beccagrinned. “| thought
you might like to come. | know you like her books and after the signing we could have anight on
the town. We can make it agirls weekend, spaand all that good stuff.”

It sounded amazing, and she immediately started thinking of their schedule in February.
Nothing stood out.

“That would be so much fun. Let me ask David tonight, and I’ let you know.”

“Really? You have to ask, like for permission?’

“You know how the lifestyle works, Becca,” Polly said, confused at the sudden contempt
in her friend’ s voice.

“But | thought Mark was the one who pushed you into the actual everyday stuff,” shereplied.
“l can’'t imagine why you would go into another relationship with that sort of controlling man
again. You're a smart woman, make your own money and raise your kids. How can you tolerate
saying you need permission to do anything?’

98
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Polly tried for patience, but she hadn’t expected to be attacked about her lifestyle by Becca
of al people. It hurt having someone who she’ d thought held mutual respect jump down her throat
and insult her. Strangers had done it when they found out in a roundabout way about the choices
she made, but she thought Becca understood better.

“Okay, maybe that sounded bitchier than | intended,” Becca said before Polly could answer.
“And I’'m sorry, | didn’t mean to sound horrible. It’s just, | really don’t understand, Polly. The
sex and kink part, yes, but living this way with your neck under some man’s foot and under his
whims, it boggles my mind.”

“Thanksfor apologizing.” She took a moment to think of the right words. “ Okay, let me say
this first. David and | are adults. We pay our bills, our children are clean, loved and very well-
adjusted and we are a consenting couple. Thereisonly one being in thisworld | need to justify my
actionsto and that’s God. But | will tell you this, | love my husband. | lovethelifel chooseto live
and even though we keep our life private, it’s not something I’m ashamed of.”

“But, how? Tell me something so | can understand. Anything.”

Polly thought. In David’s questionnaire there had been detailed questions about the reasons
behind her desires. They were deeply personal, and she didn’t think they would help Becca. She
could give ahundred reasons and still Becca and other women would think she was aweak-willed,
oppressed female who needed to find a backbone. It wasn't her job to change the minds of other
women; her job was to live her lifein away that fulfilled her needs.

“Doyou know that feeling when you’ rein leather and your husband looks at you with such...
hard love, | guessyou could call it? Not the hearts-and-flowers kind, but the kind that’ s laced with
possession and fire that makes your whole body tingle,” Polly said and knew Becca understood
from the flash of heat in her eyes. This part Becca would be able to identify with, even if nothing
elseresonated. “ Y ou do. You feel it in the dungeons or when you’ re in bed being naughty and that
gets you hot and makes you feel desirable. | fedl it all the time with David. There are moments of
hearts-and-flowers love, but even those have that edge that makes every emotion feel heightened
and more.”

“Really?’ Becca sounded doubtful.

“You don't have to understand,” Polly said gently. “It’s okay that you don’t. It’s not your
place to approve or condemn the relationship | choose to have. | appreciate that you are my friend
and worry about me, | really do. That sort of caring is awonderful gift, but you said it yourself—
I’m a smart, capable woman who is able to make her own money and decisions. | raise my kids
and live my lifeand | do it while choosing to defer to my husband in almost all things.”

“And since you are al of those things, | should use some common sense and not question
this decision,” Becca finished and smiled. “I’m sorry, Polly.”
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She waved her hand in dismissal. “Don’t worry about it. Curiosity always abounds in this
lifestyle because there are also so many secrets. | don’t mind answering questions, but like | said,
| refuse to justify the way | live to anyone. If the day comes that | need help, I'll get it because |
have great friends like you. Until then, I hope we can still be friends.”

“Of course.” Becca reached across the table. “Of course we can. You'reright, | don’t need
to understand it all to care. Thanks for reminding me.”

“Anytime.”

* % % %

Polly felt like crap. They’d spent New Year's at home so there was no latent hangover
bogging her down. Christmas had even gone better than she’ d expected with Hope and Faith both
having their sad moments, but overall they’d made the holiday afestive, joyous time. David had
been a big help in that and when Polly had sat down and cried with her daughters, he'd seemed
to understand that as well. The girls were sleeping well, her insomnia was gone, David was fine
yet she was dragging butt. She had nothing in the works for writing, just interviews with some
publicity things online since her latest work was with her agent for editing.

Shegingerly sat on the sofa, then turned to liedown. It could be all the assplay lately, but she
didn’t think so. Before going to work, David inserted her next stretcher from the set he' d purchased.
She' d started almost immediately after the munch with tiny dildo plugs and moved up slowly. She
loved the feelings of being anally penetrated and stretched and hadn’'t had any adverse affects.
Everything worked well but she still didn’t get the enema part which she’ d have to do before they
went any further. He offered to help and she'd probably take him up on it, though she wanted to
do it herself, at least to start.

He had full rights to her body, she willingly and gladly gave him al he wanted, but she
honestly didn’t want him to help her clean her bowel. Call her old-fashioned, but there were certain
thingsthat didn’t need to beateam production. But last night at the subs meeting with only Jeremiah
present, she hadn’t made much progress. Jeremiah had tried to talk her through it, even offered
to show her on himself or help, but it seemed too intimate so she’' d accepted his advice and till
didn’t know what she was going to do. It wasn’t rocket science; insert hose into ass, add water and
repeat as necessary, but it intimidated her.

Thedoorbell rang as she started to doze, images of rubber hoses and nozzlesin her mind. She
sat up and winced, the latest stretcher had a little device at the end that wasn’t forgiving when sat
on, yet she continued to forget. She would have to talk to David about finding something different
or only using it at night when she could lie down. Though at night she'd been sleeping before
playtime the last few days.

The bell rang again, practically screaming impatience, and when she checked the window,
Linda Cramer waited. Jeremiah’s wife and Master. Polly could think of no reason for her to be
over and surely Jeremiah would have warned her the previous night when he’ d spent most of the
night talking about the positive pregnancy test Linda had taken.
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“Hello, Linda. Thisisasurprise.”

“Yes, well, Jeremiah saysyou’ re home every morning for work. | hopel’ m not interrupting.”
Linda was a practical woman in some ways, though in dress she was a bit vain and showy. It was
freezing outside, but Linda s breasts were thrust high, cleavage displayed despite the conservative-
looking white dress shirt shewore under atight suit jacket and no winter coat. Petite and pretty, any
additional softness was eradicated by hours at the gym. They would have alot in common, Polly
thought if she were fifteen pounds lighter, fifteen years older and had a position where Armani
and Vera Wang were expected.

“You're not interrupting at all, comeon it.”

She made tea since Lindawas pregnant and though the other woman scowled at the steaming
cup in front of her she didn’t comment or make different demands. Polly didn’t know what to
expect. They hadn’t spent much time together in the past five years. Linda was nowhere near a
fluffy Domme and truly the Master in her relationship. In fact, Jeremiah was probably at home
scrubbing something in his chains. He was a house slave, and Linda kept him naked most of the
time.

“You have a pretty home,” Linda said grudgingly.

Polly knew what her dining room looked like. The craft shelf needed to be tidied, and she
needed to scrub the floor. At least the table was clean with fresh coverings. Faith spilled her milk
the night before so they’d done a complete switch of linens and placemats. It was nothing like
Lindaand Jeremiah’s home. They had very modern furniture and dark and light paint on thewalls.
It was an interesting house, and spotless. Polly’ s home ran to comfortable and basic, and it suited
ahouse filled with kids.

“Thanks.”

“ Jeremiah told me he shared our news last night.”

“He did, congratulations.”

“Yeah, well, | don’t know how smart this whole endeavor is. | don’t think | can live like...”
Lindawaved her hand at the crafts and toysin the corner. “This.”

“Then set aside aroom solely for toys and such, aplayroom. We thought about it but decided
to make the spare room on this floor an office for me instead.”

“But look at you.” It was almost insulting the way Lindasaid it. “Y ou look likeamom. You
like being a mom and wiping noses and cutting crust off toast. | don’'t see myself doing anything
like that.”

“So maybe Jeremiah will do those things.” The reason for Linda's visit was becoming
apparent. It was her first pregnancy, and she was freaking out. Jeremiah hadn’t seen it, only seen
her malcontent. The truth was, Linda was afraid and Jeremiah didn’t recognize it because he'd
probably never seen the emotion in his wife. “Kids are pretty simple, Linda. Love, food, milk,
routine, clothes. The basics make their world a good one.”
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She snorted, and Polly knew the situation went deeper than Linda not wanting children at
her age. The woman had been hurt in the past and like so many things in life, it was affecting
the present. Compassion, where before she’d only felt mild disinterest and alittle fear toward the
woman, surged.

“Did you know if you have to do all the treatments the doctors recommend therapy and
counseling? Mine did before they would consider putting me on the drugs because I’m older. My
therapist assures me I'll be afine mother, but what the hell do they know really? Y eah, there was
always food in our house growing up, there was also alot of liquor. Mom worked, Dad drank and
when they were together, they fought like raging hell. Those two should never have been together,
and they wouldn’t have been if not for me.

“1f you' re going to only do the bare minimum for your kid, flush the damn thing. Sending it
to school isgreat, but giveit adamn bath once in awhile and feed it more than chips. | was fat and
dirty because they didn’t care. But oh oh, when the family got together, how proud my aunts and
uncles were of my stupid parents for having me and getting married and being responsible. Bull-
damn-shit, they were horrible. That’sin me.”

“1’m sure Jeremiah is relieved they didn’t abort you,” Polly said softly. Shewas glad Linda
had been to a therapist because she had some major issues, but ones that could be addressed and
since she was asking for help, it was her placeto try.

“Yeah, in hindsight | agree, but honestly, some people should not have children. Especially
with other equally inept people.”

“1 agree.” She smiled when Lindalooked surprised. “1 do. | despise those mothers who send
their kids to schooal filthy, hungry, and without a decent coat or shoes while they drive a new car
or have fresh highlightsin their hair. | hate the dads who'll cuff their kid on the way out of the car
and drive off without akiss or hug. The saving grace in it all though, isthat no parent is perfect.”

“You look pretty fucking perfect.”

“Looks are deceiving. The sgueaky-clean kid could be the one being molested by their uncle
or perfect daddy.”

Lindanodded, took asip of teaand grimaced. Polly drank hers and grimaced too. She’ d have
to switch flavors. The peppermint wasn't doing it for her anymore.

“Anyway, we aren’'t our parents, Linda. We grow up in their company, we learn from them,
but in the end we have to live with ourselves. There are plenty of parenting classes available, and
you should take one if you haven't been around children before. Newborn humans are the most
terrifying things in the world. They’re fragile and completely dependent, but women have been
having them from the start of the humanity. With our partner’s help, and sometimes alone, we
make it work.”

“Doyou haveclassesyou’ d recommend? There are so many out there,” Lindasaid and pulled
out her Blackberry. “ Jeremiah islooking some up, but I’ d rather have somefrom areliable source.”
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Polly gave the name of her church that ran first aid and parenting classes. She thought the
first aid might be a good way to ease Linda into parenthood by giving her the physical things that
required knowledge. The more abstract things like parenting styles could comein later.

It was impossible to forget the fear that accompanied first pregnancies and the mysteries
of parenthood. She'd had Mark, though, who'd helped raise his sister, and her own experiences
babysitting from the time she was old enough to hold a baby without a pillow. So much had to be
learned in the trenches, but as Linda meticulously put details into her planner, Polly was reminded
that everyone learned differently just asthey loved differently.

“Thank you for the information,” Linda said and began to stand but sat back down very
quickly. Her fake-tanned face paled under her makeup and she began to pant.

“Lightheaded?’

“Thisishell. | don’t know how you’ ve done this twice.”

Polly hurried to the bathroom, grabbed a washcloth and ran it under cold water a moment
before rejoining Linda who’d moved to hanging her head between her knees.

“I’ve done it four times, actually,” she said, sweeping aside Linda’ s long locks and placing
the cool rag over her neck. “Mark and | miscarried afew times after we had our youngest, but the
morning sickness was the same for each. With my first pregnancy | threw up for months on end.
With Faith | just wanted to sleep.”

“Hell, that feels good,” Linda moaned, but kept her head down. “I’m sorry for your loss. |
didn’t realize you' d had troubles.”

“Yes, well, we haven't exactly had much in common until you and Jeremiah began making
your miracle.”

Linda looked up and smiled a little, the color seeping slowly into her cheeks. She was a
pretty woman, and Polly hoped as she felt better she would go back to her other 1ook, less makeup
and more natural. With a newborn, the makeup would be the first thing to go anyway.

Finally, she sat up and they finished their tea in companionable silence. For a dominant
personality, it wasn’t difficult to spend timewith her. Sitting in the chair long-term, however wasn’t
working so well with her toy making its presence known. She shifted some and Linda smiled
knowingly.

“Jeremiah told me you' re working on your ass. Did you figure out the enema yet?’

She was comfortable talking about parenting, but the switch to sex immediately made her
vastly uncomfortable. With other subs it was a safe subject but with a Dom without hers present,
it was atouchy topic.

“1’m monogamous and don’t care for women,” Lindasaid dryly. “Jeremiahisall | want, but
he mentioned your situation and your hesitance to let anyone help. Do you honestly not know what
to do, or are you being squeamish?’
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Humbling herself down, Polly recognized Linda was trying to be companionable, hard for
a Dom because she knew in almost every situation, relationship and professionally, Linda gave
orders. She didn’'t ask and didn’t care about excuses or reasons. It was what Polly needed though,
awoman-to-woman talk with someone who knew.

“1 read the box and the directions David gave me, and I’ m just...stumped. | don’t know how
far to go because | can’t see. | don’t know when I’m supposed to be done. When they say repeat,
how many times? How far am | putting water up there? Will it get stuck and make a mess later?’

Linda laughed and set down her purse and phone. “Y ou have the equipment, | presume?’

“1 do,” she answered hesitantly.

“Do | needto call your husband for permission to help you? It soundslike you need someone
to just do it with you once and you'll get it. | don’t mind helping with this since you helped me
with the other thing.”

“Offering parental reassurances and class location doesn’t seem on par with assisting in
colon cleansing.”

“And which do you think | would rather do in thelong run?’ Lindalaughed. “Come on, this
will only take a minute.”
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How could one toy be so devastating, Polly thought as David rode her backside, hard. He
was magnificent when he was in full Dom mode. He was al that was male and in command. He
could make her hit her knees with asingle look and make her beg for whatever he deemed worthy
to give her.

The greatest part, she was learning, was his willingness to enhance his maleness and not
take it at face value. Mark had been a cock man. When his cock was in play, it was the only tool
in play and it had been everything he promised. Hard, long, encompassing. David was al of that,
then added toys, and the one vibrating in her vagina while he continued to pump in and out of her
lubed ass was brilliant.

“You need to come again, don’t you, baby?’

Shenodded, the gag in her mouth alittle something extra, though they were staying rel atively
vanilla. Learning about the enema with Linda hadn’t been the most glamorous thing she’'d ever
done, but she'd found another powerful tool in her pleasure arsenal. Linda had gotten her started
and left aminute after Polly was full. She’ d understood why about thirty seconds later when she'd
nearly blacked out in orgasm. The aftermath was a nuisance, but the whole situation lost its ick
factor once she knew the pros and consfirsthand. The clear passage made the lube work better and
opened her up for the anal sex she’d cometo crave.

Adding the vibrator pleased them both. He could feel it against the lower ridge of his cock
with every thrust, the thin wall between her vagina and anus barely abarrier in the face of the toy,
and he described the sensations for her as he fucked her hard and deep. She felt both him and the
vibrator and they made listening to him talk, let alone follow his commands, a trying task.

“Come now.”

It was a presumptuous thing to dictate awoman to orgasm, but he knew she' d been holding
back for minutes now and the second he gave her consent, the orgasm poured out of her. The gush
of fluid freed the vibrator and the sudden lack made her sigh in dismay but David made up for it.
He lifted higher on his knees and pressed her down until her chest touched the bed and the change
of angle gave him the deepest possible access. All focus was narrowed on him and the pleasure he
freely gave, and over and over she came and helplessly bit down on her gag.

It was impossible not to feel him jerk into completion, and relief and pleasurefilled her even
more. Therewas awaysthefear of not pleasing her man, but he never let that happen. They pleased
one another and when he eased back and helped her straighten her cramped legs, the tap he gave
to her backside with his hand was like a kiss, filled with affection and love.
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The shower started in the other room but she wasn't moving. It wasn’t happening. She'd
barely been awake enough for sex; there was no way she was moving from a perfectly nice, warm
bed, even for a shower.

“Polly.”

She woke when he shook her shoulder and removed the gag, the water till running in the
bathroom.

“You're aready asleep?’

“Um, yeah,” she answered, eyes aready heavy and eager to sleep again.

“Y ou need to shower first. Come on.”

The prospect of moving made tears gather in her eyes, and she was horrified when they
actually fell as he offered his hand to help her stand.

“Polly?’

“l—um, um.”

“Are you crying, sweetheart?’ He dropped to his knees so they were eye-to-eye, kneading
her belly and back while he checked the sheets, looking for blood or signs of trauma. Why else
would she cry but for injury? Y et, here she was nearly bawling because she wasttired.

]

“Damn it, tell me what’s wrong.” He was no longer asking. She recognized the tone and
knew she was close to being in trouble. She was scaring him which made him more harsh. She
was scaring herself.

“Nothing, I'mjust tired. | haven’t felt well lately. I’'m tired.”

Relief replaced the concern and he rubbed her bare shoulders gently, his work-roughened
hand so gentle that she cried more. She didn’t realize how tight and sore she’ d been, but with him
rubbing them they felt so much better.

“Y ou’re pregnant, aren’t you?’

David s words jerked her out of her shoulder-rub stupor. Pregnant. Could be, she mused to
herself. They certainly had enough physical contact with the only barrier between them alittle [ube.
It wasn't aways anal seX, in fact that had only been the last week or two so there was plenty of
time for David’s army to attack.

“Yep, | think I might be.”

* % % %

Great wracking sobs replaced the gentle tears emerging from Polly’ s body, and David didn’t
know what the hell he was supposed to do. He loved hiswife, she was everything to him, but he'd
never dealt with a pregnant woman intimately. In the Dom club he’d belonged with, one of the
guys had shared his pregnant slave, but he’ d never found that attractive. Polly would be gorgeous
pregnant with hisbaby, but the sudden mood swing didn’t seem right and shewasn’t drawing closer
to him, just sat naked on the bed and sobbed.
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A father. It’ d been his plan from the day they took their vowsto get her pregnant. He wanted
to give her the babies she said she wanted. The doctor said his swimmers had the speed and numbers
of a twenty-year-old so the chances were good if they were compatible. The uncertainty in the
air was an uncomfortable thing. Considering the difficulties Polly and Mark had in the four years
after Faith was born, first with miscarriages then with years of unsuccessfully trying for another
child, her response was reasonable. It had to be hard to get excited when dreams could be dashed
overnight.

That didn’t make her tears easier to watch. She stiffened when he touched her, and he wasn’t
going to cause her more discomfort so he waited. Time he had, the knowledge to comfort Polly
out of her tears, not so much.

“Whew.” She started laughing, and David figured he needed to buy a book very soon. His
calves burned from the squat he continued to hold, but he wasn’t about to move when he didn’t
know if the tears or the laughter would win. “I need to take atest, but | think you'reright, Sir.”

“l hope | am,” he said slowly. She wanted more kids, he knew that but neither of them
expected her to get pregnant right away. If his math wasright, and it was, seven weeks had passed
since her last period. Two weeks before they’d married. The three days they’ d waited after the
wedding to consummate hadn’t affected anything.

“Me too. | love being pregnant. Hell, I’'m scared. But excited. | immediately worry, but |
also picture our baby. | had aflash of what she’ll ook like, then she was gone and...I’ ve had them
disappear before. It made me incredibly sad for aminute. I’m sorry for crying so hard, Sir.”

“1 have afedling it’ll be one of those things | need to get used to,” he said with arelieved
chuckle and instead of offering her a hand up, he lifted her high in his arms. She squealed but
relaxed in his hold. “I’m going to take very good care of you, Mrs. Lowe. I'm proud of you, and
we' |l do our best to keep the little one happy and growing. If something does happen, we' re going
to the doctor before trying again.”

“1 don’t want to borrow trouble,” she protested.

“You want to believe everything will be fine and | want to too. I’m just reminding you, that
shouldthe need arise, I’ mwilling to do anything it takesto make sure your health isnot jeopardized.
Tonight we'll celebrate. Any cravings? Anything special you want, my love?’

“A shower and warm bed,” she requested. “But mostly the bed with my husband wrapped
around me until morning.”

“Good requests,” he said and checked the hot water with hisforearm first before stepping in
the big shower tub, Polly still easily held in his arms. He could carry her forever. If it would keep
her safe and keep their baby in place, he'd do it for the rest of hislife. “ And tonight, because you
have pleased me so well, you'll receive both.”
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Parent-teacher conferences, followed by school night at the local fast-food restaurant, two
Easter costumes to sew before the next day, and she still had to make cookies for the crew of the
Easter play. When David found out about all the things she'd let herself be roped into, he was
going to spank her ass raw.

Thethought made Polly smile as she pulled into the elementary school’ sparking lot. Luckily,
her husband had been named head of a new project at work so he was in the initial meetings with
their client which kept him busy afew nights of the week. He didn’t like it and she didn’t either,
which was probably why she' d taken on more than she usually did. Without him to look after, she
needed something more to do; she'd just done too much.

“Mommy, are you going to tell Mrs. Reardon about the baby?’ Hope asked.

Hope and Faith were in the backseat and dressed in matching jeans and parkas with
coordinating hats and mittens. They liked to dress alike and tell people they were twins. The two-
inch height difference and Hope' s missing front teeth were inconsequential.

“I think she might figureit out.”

Polly’ sjacket didn’t zip any more. Only four months pregnant, but her body was so used to
it, it bubbled right out. The doctor said everything looked fine and most of her nerves had subsided
after she hit eighteen weeks. She' d never lost ababy after sixteen weeks, so shewasfinally getting
excited. David had been ecstatic from the moment she peed on the pregnancy test. He'd run out
the same night they talked about the possibility of pregnancy to buy one, unable to sleep until he
had conclusive results. But they’d only told the girls after the sixteen-week mark and now they
wanted to tell everyone.

“Y ou mean you' re getting chubby because of the baby?’ Hope asked. “Y ou told Faith it was
because you ate too much ice cream. How long have you known you were having a baby brother?’

“A brother, huh?’ she teased, passing over the question. It didn’t matter, but Hope wouldn’t
see it that way, and Polly had no desire to explain. She'd been younger during the first miscarries
so Polly hadn’t gone into it then and hoped she never would have to. “1 guess we'll just have to
wait and see. Maybe we need another girl in the house.”

“Y eah, but David needs another boy,” Faith said. “ Then we' d have everything in our house.
A mommy, sisters, abrother, and a daddy. Wait, we need a dog. Mommy, can we get adog?’

Polly looked quickly to Hopeto seewhat her eldest’ sthoughts on thetitlewere. David didfill
the daddy shoes, but they didn’t call him that. With the new baby, it opened the door for a natural
progression. She didn’t know if Hope was ready for that yet. Hope just smiled though, enamored
with the idea of a new baby in the house. Polly took her mittened hand, the cold ebbing somein
April, but the cold was hanging on late, and smiled at her girls.
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“1’m so not changing poopy diapers, Mommy. David can do that,” Hope told her.

“Yeah,” Polly agreed, holding Faith with her other hand. “1 think that would be a great job
for Daddy too.”

The school was old, but nice because the parents took pride in keeping it in good shape
themselves, so taxes stayed reasonable. The community wasn't exactly growing, so they made do
with what they had. David had already been tapped to help re-roof the gym over the summer.

Hope and Faith played nicely in the pre-school room as Polly chatted with Faith’s teacher.
She and David decided on classes three times a week when the education specialist tested Faith
and found she had some mild dyslexic tendencies. She saw a specialist and was doing better. The
little social butterfly she was, Faith adored school and though Polly hated having her grow too fast,
that was the way of kids, especially the second ones who wanted to be like big sis.

After agreat report they headed to Hope' s class. The kindergarten classroom was nice, fewer
toysthan the preschoolers, but the teacher had worktables set with color sheetsand markers. Faith’s
eyeslit up, markers araretreat for the girl who loved how they looked on her hands. Hope tugged
her sister toward the corner, but Polly stopped them both with a hand to each shoulder.

“Faith, look at me.”

Her eyes were nearly glowing and only made contact briefly before turning back to the
markers, the scented kind Polly could see. “ Sweetie, we have dinner after this. If you writeal over
yourself, wewon't go.”

“But Mommy—"

“1f you don’t think you can help yourself, then you should use the crayons at the other table.
| know you want to go out for dinner, but | won't take you if you' re marked up.”

“1’ll watch her, Mommy,” Hope said practically. “1 want to go out for milkshakes. Shewon’t
put them anywhere but the paper. Right, Faith?’

“Um, maybe we' d better use crayons.” She sighed and followed her sister.

Hope's teacher was an older woman, in her fifties, and Polly liked her well enough.
Homework was always reasonable and when she’d asked about enrichment opportunities, Mrs.
Reardon sent home a packet full of great ideas.

“Hi, Mrs. Reardon.”

“Mrs. Lowe. I’'m glad you could make it,” she said and stood to shake hands before sitting
again. “Should | wait for Mr. Lowe?’

David took carpool once in awhile and had met the teachers. Polly knew he' d been checking
them out but he hadn’t said anything so she assumed they passed whatever standards he’d been
comparing them to.

“No, I’'m afraid he' s working. He'll get the full update tonight from me and Hope after the
school dinner.” Polly pasted on a smile. She wastired and wanted to put her feet up.
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“Of course, that’s tonight, isn’t it? Makes sense though, after a good report lots of parents
like to do something special, and I’m happy to say Hope' sisvery good. Fifteen yearsago I’ d have
told you to send her to second grade next year, but that’s just not the way things work anymore.”

Polly listened for the next ten minutes about the class goals for the remaining months of
kindergarten and what to expect in the next year. Mrs. Reardon already recommended Hope's
placement with one of the enrichment teachers, and Polly agreed when she found it was an actual
classroom that followed very similar curriculum, just faster paced and in depth. Hope was smart,
Polly couldn’t deny it, but she didn’t want her smart little girl to become antisocial either.

With afilefolder full of Hope' s best work and activities for the summer, Polly thought they
were done but Mrs. Reardon hesitated. The teacher looked over her shoulder to the girls, and then
leaned across her desk. Polly couldn’t help but do the same.

“1 would hate to think I’'m overstepping here,” she began and Polly fought back a cringe.
Nothing good ever started with those words. “But | know you and your family have had a very
rough year. The girls are doing so well, both of them from what Faith’s teachers say. Your girls
really know they are loved by you and by your new husband.”

“Oh, thanks. That means alot,” Polly said, recanting her knegjerk horrible feeling.

“Which iswhy I’m bringing this up. Hope is good friends with Felix Dorkov. | understand
that you are friendly with his parents?’

“We are,” she said hesitantly. Max and Mary didn’t guard their lifestyle like they did but
Polly wasn't ashamed of the way they lived. It was a touchy subject but she couldn’t see Mrs.
Reardon asking inappropriate questions.

“Felix... | don’t know if discussing thiswithyouisproper or not, but somethingisn’trightin
their home. He' scomein exhausted the past few weeks. He' sobviously not sleeping well and when
his mother came in for conferences... Mrs. Lowe, I’'m just hoping you can maybe offer support
asafriend. If al I’'m seeing is a rough spot for afamily, | want to give them a chance to work it
out on their own. Felix has been fine in the past, and his other teachers said the same, that he'd
always seemed fine so I’'m puzzled.”

Polly hadn’t been expecting such candor about anything, let alone another family. “Okay, |
haven’'t seen Mary and Felix in afew weeks. I’ve been ill, but I'll make it a priority to see them
thisweek and find out if anything iswrong.”

“1’m not asking for a callback or anything like that,” Mrs. Reardon said. “1 just want to give
them the opportunity to ask for help themselves or fix things before | have to consider taking steps
to intervene.”

“1 see.” Polly stood and gathered her purse and jackets, her mind full with another detail to
compute and worry over. More than anything, she wanted to get in the van and drive to Mary’s
to see if they were al right, but there was a time and place for things. If Mary and Felix did
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need help, having the girls along and going without David wasn’t the best plan. “| appreciate your
thoughtfulness, Mrs. Reardon. Hope has really enjoyed your class, and | wish she could have you
again. She'slearned so much.”

“She's a handful.” Mrs. Reardon laughed. “But | look forward to having Faith in class one
day, perhaps. And maybe more siblings down the road?’

Polly patted her belly, the sibling in question fluttered wildly beneath her belly button. “ That
would be wonderful.”

Four hourslater, Polly was thinking about Mary and Felix as she finished sewing the bottom
hem of Hope's shepherdess costume. Of course they needed shepherds and sheep for the Easter
scene. New costumes had been needed when the ones sent home from church would have taken
more time to fix than starting new.

The girls were both in bed, exhausted from their day off from school, conferences, and a
big night out for cheeseburgers. She wanted to be in bed, too. The clock read seven-thirty, and
she wasn't that pitiful. Y et. She wanted to be up when David got home. His text assured her he'd
be back by eight.

Mary and Max’ s phone had rung to the answering machine and she wasn'’t sure what the next
thing was. With Carey, she’ d fought Mark to get him to say something when she was worried; she
hoped she didn’t have to fight David. Being an experienced Dom, she thought he might have more
familiarity with confronting the narrow but blazing line between abuse and loving correction.

If Mary and Felix were suffering, something had to be done, soon. Polly wouldn’t tolerate
anything less. If they were having arough patch, and every family did, then it was aso their place
asfriendsto help if they could. She hoped David would feel that way.

“Fuck.”

Polly jerked from her project at David's curse as the front door closed harder than usual.
He' d had another hard day, she thought in dismay. He needed to have some time off to relax. Work
was good and necessary, but she wanted him happy. She hurried from her office and saw him
holding his toe. She breathed a sigh of relief. If the curse was about physical pain and not his day,
then she'd only charge him five bucks for the piggy.

“Areyou okay, Sir?’

“ Stubbed my toe the second | took my boot off,” he said sheepishly. He pulled off hiswhite
sock to reveal his toe was bleeding and already turning black. She felt herself pale. “Hell, might
have broken it. Polly?’

Someone was shaking her shoulders and Polly felt the prickling of feeling flow through her
body. She realized she was on the living room floor with David kneeling beside her. “I’m okay.”

“You passed out,” he said grimly and lifted her head to put a pillow beneath it. “That does
not make you okay. Did you eat?’

“Yes.” She sat up slowly, and he pressed her back down. “David, I’m fine. It was probably
just seeing your toe. | get really squeamish when I’'m pregnant.”
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“1 remember the needles,” he said with alittle smile. “I thought it was only needles. | didn’t
expect to see you go down at the sight of alittle blood. | think | should take you to the ER and
have them look you over.”

“1 think you're being overprotective and acting like you’ ve never been around a pregnant
woman,” she informed him and patted his hand. “I love you for it, but, honey, it's part of
pregnancy.”

“The books said it could be a part. Have you passed out before?’

“With Hope, | nearly did afew times. Sir, | promise I’'m fine. I’'m just tired, and your toeis
bleeding all over the floor. Can | help you clean it up?’

“1 honestly don’t think you can, beautiful.”

Hefinally let her up, but Polly didn’t make any sudden moves. She had no aching desire to
pass out again and if she did, she knew they’ d be on their way to the hospital. David felt the need to
take care of her, and after thelong few days, she was content to let him. He tucked her on the couch
and brought her aglass of water and one of her prenatal vitamins. Too much iron was harmful for
the baby, but he brought her one whenever he thought she looked peaked. She' d switched to taking
her vitamins at night in case he decided she needed one so she didn’t double up.

She smiled at him because he looked frazzled and grim, two things that hurt her heart and
she wanted to fix. It wouldn’t be long before their days were full of three little people, and the first
few months with a newborn were always hard. Polly had no doubt about how great he would be
with anew baby, but she didn’t want to stress him before they even reached that point.

“How were conferences?’

“Good. Faith’s extra classes are helping alot, and Mrs. Reardon thinks Hope will take first
grade by storm next year. In the advanced placement class even,” she said, cuddling closer when
he sat above her head until her upper body was propped against him instead of the pillow. “It'sa
good one, so | brought the forms home for you to look at and we can decide on it.”

“Good for her. She’'s so damn smart. | don’'t doubt she'll be the doctor slash pastor slash
architect she says she wants to be. Dinner was good?’

“Y eah, cheeseburgers, fries and milkshakes. | even put extra ketchup on mine.”

He grinned and ran his fingers through her hair. “Y ou do need the extra vegetables.”

“Exactly. | was just finishing the girls' costumes when you came in cussing and bleeding
al over the place.”

“Y ou’ ve been doing too much again,” he said and tsked gently. “That’ swhy you passed out.
I’m going to take a sabbatical from work if you keep it up.”

“And spend the time off punishing me?’ she asked wickedly.

“And spend the time making sure you’ re stretched out just like this.”

That didn’t sound fun and sexy. It sounded, horrible.

“1 think we' re done with the physical discipline for now, Polly.”
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“What?’ She sat up, ignoring the hand he put on her shoulder. “Why? I’m naughty, you
know.”

Hislips kicked up in alittle smile, but she knew he was gearing up to tell her ‘no’ and state
his reasons for it. She didn’t want to hear about his hesitancy or newfound fears. She wanted to
know them so she could help aleviate hisworries, but she didn’t want him to act on them.

“You fainted, sweetheart. We don’t know what your limits are anymore, so | think we should
back off for now. We can run more vanilla with sex and posing so you can concentrate on being
pregnant.”

“1 can focus on both,” she countered. “One doesn’t mean the other can’t happen. | got my
butt spanked all the time when | was pregnant with Faith. It wasfine. Hell, the night before | went
into labor with her | was on my knees.”

“Polly...”

“I’'m not sick, David.” He had to understand and when impatience flashed in his eyes, she
was hopeful he'd listen and get to correcting her very soon. “I’m pregnant. I’m going to pass out
on occasion. Just like I’m going to have horrible gas occasionally. I'll tell you if you push too far
physically. | promise. | won't put our baby or myself in jeopardy, but don’t ask me to give up this
part of us. I'm aready giving up lunch meat and cutting back on caffeine, don’t ask me to give
this up too.”

“1 think you need to listen to me. You know | can satisfy you without the other things. We
can start that and the anal again after the baby is born.”

Polly shot out of his lap, his words unacceptable. He started to say something else but she
held up her hand, something she wouldn’t have done in normal circumstances, but he was talking
crazy.

“1’m going upstairs. I’ m going to put on my collar and take out my plug and when you come
up, you' d better be ready to fuck me like I’'m your woman and not a brood mare. I’'m your wife,
damn it. | expect you to treat me like the woman you love.”

She turned and strode to the stairs, grateful David followed her immediately because the
world spun. He caught her before she actually fell and though his touch was rough to start, like he
didn’t like her walking away as she had, he quickly gentled when she swayed.

“Hell, you’re not going to pass out again, are you?’

“No, | just... Thisdoesn’t mean anything. | know | get dizzy when | stand too fast. | know
| don’t do well in the sling or tied down or against the wall for long periods of time, but the other
stuff isfine.”

“You don't feel like going upstairs and putting your collar on do you?’ he asked and lifted
her into hisarms. Sheturned her faceinto his shoulder and breathed him in. Hewould take a shower
before bed, he always did because he sweat throughout his day, but now he smelled like her David
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under the last traces of his deodorant and aftershave. She liked the post-shower smell too, but the
grogginess that already pulled her down was nothing new and she knew she’' d be sleeping before
he made it to bed.

* % % %

His bride was definitely heavier, David thought as he slowly took the stairs, careful not to
bang her head against the wall or hook her toes on the railing. Softer too. She'd started gaining
weight right from the start despite the nausea and was ahead of the curve, but her doctor wasn’t
concerned.

Dr. Sievers had been through two full pregnancies with her and the start of two others, so he
knew how Polly carried and assured David she would even out in her middle months, then balloon
out in the last month to a reasonable amount of weight and lose most, if not al of it, within six
months. Polly told him the same thing, but sexist asshole that he was, it took hearing it from a
doctor to not worry about her health.

She was in turns fragile and incredibly strong in pregnancy. She was robust, glowing and
breathtaking in the physical aspects. He couldn’t get over how much he wanted her sexually.
Her breasts were bigger and heavier. The folds of her labia were more sensitive and her clit was
engorged from the added blood in her system. He wanted to lie between her legs and eat her all
day between playing with her breasts, but so far, he'd had to make do with sex when she wasn’t
too tired. That’'s where the fragility came in. She was tired, and her emotions were always on a
short string. It was impossible to gauge her moods long-term and more often than not, the only
cure for her off times was sleep.

That meant for a few nights a week he was on his own in the sexual release area because
she was asleep within minutes of the girls. More than once he’ d gone to Hope and Faith’ sroom to
collect Polly from her place beside her daughters to put her in their bed.

Hewasfeeling the need for some marital relations, but she was already nearly sleepingin his
arms. He' d been neglecting his duties. Business wasimportant and with another kid on the way, he
had to think about it, but it wasn’t worth leaving Polly to fend for herself so much. She wouldn’t
be so tired if he was around to carry and feed her. She’ d probably forgotten to take her vitamins,
and he couldn’t remember if he'd ordered her to take a nap or not.

Shameful, he thought, laying her on her side of their bed, toward the middle so he wouldn’t
have to pull her closer to him when he made it beside her. She dept like the dead lately, which
was good the doctor said. If she was able to sleep it was best she do it before the baby kept her
awake with kicking and turning. The heavy sleeping didn’t mean he wanted to go through the night
without her in his arms. She settled in and opened her eyes, her ire and earlier ultimatums athing
of the past.
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He' d whip her backside good when she was up to it; he just had to plan better. Evenings
were obviously not the time to get her thoughts on lovemaking. She was too tired. He could start
his days later and work from home at night, he decided, pulling the blankets over her shoulders.
She didn’'t speak, just lay there looking at him through blinks that lasted longer and longer.

“1I’ll be back in afew minutes. Do you need anything?’ He stroked her hair from her forehead.
She needed ahaircut, and he knew she' d been putting it off since she overshot her Christmas budget
buying him a coat. It was awesome and he loved it as much as he could a piece of clothing, but
she’d put himin front of her own needs and that was unacceptable.

“1 want you to come back to bed soon,” she muttered, nearly asleep. “Wanna have my way
with you.”

“Yeah, | just bet you do.”

Maybe a spa day, he thought as he checked on the girls, both asleep in their beds. They
looked great, clean and happy in their pink pgamas. Missing their conferences hadn’t been the
highlight of hisweek, but they would tell him all about it first thing tomorrow. It was Saturday, and
they had all morning to catch up on the busy week aswell as atae kwon do tournament. He needed
to go to work again after lunch, but he’ d be home by dinner. Then there was a Dom meeting Max
invited him to. He hadn’t planned on attending, and Polly’ s performance earlier made him want to
decline for sure. Life with afamily was complicated, but he wouldn’'t want it any different.
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“Ah hell, that kid can’t kick to save hislife.”

David looked over at Levi. The guy was such an ass, but he was at the tournament watching
his nephew along with Ronny’ s mother. That had to mean something. Faith was playing beside the
bleachers with some of the other smaller siblings, a whole Barbie drama being played out while
the older kids tried their best to earn trophies. David had hoped Levi would understand him better
after their last meeting and munch. He' d thought he’d made it clear not to be an ass around him,
but apparently the impression hadn’t stuck.

“He' slearning,” Ronny’s mother insisted and clapped loudly when he finally scored a point
against the boy he was sparring. “ Good job, honey.”

“Yeah, but look at that chick in the next ring,” Levi said, and David felt aburst of pride for
Hope who was, indeed, kicking ass. “ She's literally alittle pussy, and she—"

“You didn't just say that,” David brokein.

“Levi!” Ronny’s mother gasped. “Sir, I'm very sorry for my brother. Levi, apologize.”

“Why would | do that?’ Levi laughed at her insistence.

“Becausethere saparking lot right out that door, and I’ m about to drag your asstoit,” David
said very quietly but Levi’s eyes widened, the intensity not lost on him.

“Oh, hell | wasjust kidding.” He laughed again, though it was nervous. “ She’s great. | wish
Ronny would fight like her. Jeez, don’t be so touchy.”

“You insulted the man’s little girl,” the sister said and turned to him. “Hi, I'm Darla.
Obviously our mother should have beaten Levi more often. Y ou' re Hope' s step-dad?’

“Yes, David Lowe.” He shook Darla’s offered hand. It was manicured perfectly, just like
the rest of her. Whatever she did for aliving kept her well. She was a striking woman with Levi’s
dark looks.

“WEell, I'm just thrilled Polly found someone so soon,” she said. “Such adoll of a woman.
She and her husband, two peas in apod. But I’ m sure you two are great, t0o.”

“Hell yeah, they are awesome,” Levi said with asmirk David dearly wanted to punch off his
face. “I mean, I’ve seen them at TKD and yeah, they’ re super nice together.”

“Oh, okay.” Darlalooked at her brother like he was a little off, and David wondered if she
knew how off he really was. “ So anyway, Ronny’s birthday party is coming up and he wants to
invite Hope. Would that be okay?’

“1 don’t see why not,” he said.

“Your wifemight.” Levi sneered at thetitle. “ Darlaused to flirt Mark up and Polly got three
kinds of pissed.”
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“That, that,” Darlastuttered and smacked her brother’ sarm. Firelitin Levi’ seyes, and David
began to see what drove Levi into hislifestyle. Obviously the women in Levi’ sfamily were strong
and didn’t take his shit. “ That’ sjust not true. He didn’t wear aring, so yeah | did flirt with him once,
but he set me straight right away. Polly and | never had a problem. | explained what happened,
she wasn't thrilled, | mean she was having health issues and the poor thing looked like hell. But
we' ve been fine ever since.”

“Mark explained it to her, I’'m sure,” Levi said. “Put her in her place.”

“What is with you and women in their place?’ Darla asked, annoyed. “ David, tell this bozo
where women belong.”

“Wherever they want to be,” he replied.

“Exactly,” Darlasaid appreciatively, and David was glad she hadn’t tried flirting with him.
She smacked Levi on the back of the head then and David was surprised to see him take it. “This
knucklehead thinks awoman’s place is on her knees or in the kitchen. Freaking Neanderthal.”

“Did you seethat last kick?’

He hadn’t because of the two morons beside him, but he smiled and lifted Hope in hisarms
when she launched up the bleachers. “ Y ou did great, sweetheart.”

“1 did.” She beamed as she agreed. “| kicked Bernice in the head three times.”

“Attagirl.”

“Good job, Hope.”

He watched as his little girl’ s face instantly froze at the sound of Darla’ s voice. Interesting,
he thought, as more and more of the situation unfolded. Every life was its own little drama, he
discovered and Polly’ s world was no different.

“David is married to my mommy.”

Darla blinked in surprise, and David readied a reprimand if Hope went too far. He didn’t
mind her outspokenness, but knew Polly was a stickler for manners.

“1 heard. How exciting,” Darla said with a bright smile.

“He doesn’'t wear a ring 'cause of work. He doesn’'t want to get zapped if he has to do
electrical work, but he’s married.”

“Hope,” he said softly.

“Sorry,” she mumbled, but gave Darlaalook that made the grown woman flinch back. “I'm
all done here, David.”

* % % %

Polly was on the phone when they got home from the tournament. She had a call with her
agent scheduled which was why she'd left him alone with the girls at the tournament. They ran
right up the stairs with Hope' s three first-place trophies to join the others on her bookshelf.

Polly looked up from her pacing in the kitchen and gave David asmile. He' d have rather she
put the phone down and pay attention to him, but she gave him a cute wave and began talking again.
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“1 understand that, Vanessa, but | think you need to look at the numbers again,” sheinsisted.
She grabbed a piece of paper, and he unashamedly looked over her shoulder as she wrote.

Will be with you very soon, Sr. Please forgive the lack of greeting.

He smiled and took the pen.

I’ll spank you for it later.

She grinned at him and immediately went back to haggling. David couldn’t help but listen
in and be impressed by her skills. He knew she was unhappy with her latest contract so he'd
recommended they get alawyer to negotiate. She’ d hesitated, and he finally understood why. She
could hold her own against her agent. After another ten minutes, she had her percentage where
she wanted it. Actually, it was about three points higher than he remembered her saying she felt
she deserved.

“Thank you, Vanessa. I'm so glad we could come to an agreement. Of course. Yes. God
bless.”

He clapped his hands slowly, and when she turned to him her smile was pleased though
she blushed prettily. “Wow. That was quite a display by a woman who claims she doesn’t know
anything about money.”

“Oh, that was different. | can do a budget and negotiate a contract and get a loan,” she
explained. “I just don’'t follow the heavy investment stuff Mark enjoyed. Multiple compound
interest investments never made sense even after he explained it several times.”

“Then we'll adjust the savings to accounts you can manage easier.” He' d never questioned
her intelligence and loved the demonstration of her skills. “ That was amazing, by the way. | find
women of commerce with your flair to be incredibly sexy.”

“1’m not a business woman.” Her blush deepened as she laughed. “I’m a mommy who likes
to take pictures of birdsand write captions. | just liketo be paid asmuch as| can for those captions.
How did Hope' s tournament end?’

“Your books are much more than that, and we both know it. | don’t want to hear you be
too modest about them again. The tournament went great. Hope won three first-place trophies and
administered at |east that many kicks to other people’s heads,” he said, and Polly groaned. “She's
really good at head shots, keeps them soft but fast. A smart fighter.”

“That sheis”

“Shereally doesn’t like Ronny’s mother.”

Polly froze at the mention of the woman, and he knew there was more to the story than Darla
said. Anger surged at theideathat ran through hismind. If Mark had strayed...it was abad thought.

“No, | bet she doesn’t,” she said sadly. “It's my fault. I’d just miscarried, and | got to class
late to see Darla cuddled up to Mark. He wasn’'t smiling or leading her on or anything but I...well,
| lost it in the car on the way home.”

“He was letting her touch him?”’
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Fire flashed in her eyes, and he saw exactly what bothered her. Mark hadn’t indulged, but
he' d let another woman touch him. That level of possessiveness pleased him. Thefirst scene, where
she'd asked him to touch another woman, he knew for certain was a fluke.

“Only aminute,” she said evenly, biting back anything negative. “I didn’'t likeit. | told him
and hetold me | was overreacting. Like |l said, | wasn't feeling well, | was very emotional—"

“But he'd let her touch him.”

“Exactly,” she said venomoudly. “It was the only time we ever really fought, let alonein
front of our kids. Hope shouldn’t remember, but she does.”

“Ohyeah, she does. Shetold Darlathat | was married to her mommy and pretty much stared
her to the corner.”

“Oh no.” She sighed. “I’ll have to apologize.”

“Nope, you won’t.”

“But—"

“You won't because she didn’'t lie and she actually helped me out of a tight spot. The
woman’s atoucher and | don’t want you to ever walk into a situation where you would guestion
me.”

“l wouldn’t, Sir. | trust you.”

“You trusted Mark, but were angered by another woman'’s actions.”

“Wéll, it was more. He' d questioned me not long before about whom else | would want in
bed.” She looked past him as she spoke, both looking for the girlsin case they’ d snuck downstairs
and not meeting his eyes. “It was hypothetical | know, but he asked very intently if I’d ever want
another woman. | said‘no’ but couldn’t help but wonder if he’ d wanted another woman. Wecleared
it up, of course. At the time though | thought he might be trying to hurt me because I’ d hurt him.”

“How?’

She continued to avoid his eyes, and he’ d had enough. He stepped in front of her and nudged
her chin so she looked at him.

“Look at me, and tell me how you hurt him.”

“Sir, | don’t want to,” she whispered.

“That doesn’t matter, sweetheart. We can’t make the same mistakes, so tell me.”

Tears filled her eyes as he waited for her reply. For a moment, he wondered if she would
refuse. She could, it was her right to refuse him anything. There would be consequences if she
chose that path, but he hoped she trusted him to share everything. He needed her to trust him.

“He asked.” She stopped and closed her eyes. He was about to tell her to open them when
she did, a tear escaping the side. “He asked who else | would want in our bed. | had to tell him
there was someone else | could see myself with.”

“And?’

“And,” she said and kept her gaze steady though her lip trembled. “And it was you.”
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Her reply shook him, and he eased back the pressure on her chin. She stepped away and
pushed her hands against her eyes, wiping angrily at her tears but maintaining the eye contact he'd
demanded. “He didn’t talk to me for three days, and what could | say? It was the truth and he'd
asked. | miscarried not long after so we let it go but when | saw him with Darla, | was so angry. |
remembered what I’d said and | worried it had pushed him to someone else. We fought and kissed
and made up, and we never brought up the option again.”

David was stunned his friend would ask such a question. He was shocked at her response.
Their first night as husband and wife made so much more sense. The things she’ d whispered about
her dreams of being together, had been on her mind much longer than he’' d thought. How it must
have chapped Mark’s ass to know she'd wanted him. The thought saddened him, because he'd
gone out of his way not to cause problems. It also thrilled him very deeply because he'd always
had a place in her heart, even while she loved another. Like she’ d aways been in his.

“| see”

“Please don’t ask me those questions. There is no one | want but you. When | was with
Mark there was no one | wanted but him, and once he remembered that we were fine. We had
such a good marriage. You and | have something so incredibly special. | don’t want there to be
any wondering or...or...”

“There' s no escape clause and no one | want to be with but you,” he told her and closed
the distance she’ d placed between them. He pulled her close and gently put her head to his chest.
“1 love you, Pally. | want you to have all you need and in this case, we'll let this die. No deep
guestions on this topic, no doubts. You're my wife, and you're having my baby. | know I’'min
your heart, and that’ s all that matters.”

“You and the girls, David, you are my heart.”

“1 know it. And you're mine.”
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“Sir, if | were worried about you leaving me over sex, | wouldn't have crashed last night.
| would have been on my knees the second you came home. Instead, | fought with you and fell
asleep. How does that not scream confident in our relationship?’

David thought of Polly’s words as he drove to the golf course where he was meeting Max
and a few other Doms for dinner. It was eight o’ clock and after making her announcement, he’'d
helped her get the girlsin bed. Polly followed them to bed and encouraged him to go to the meeting.
It was early, after al, and he was used to staying up much later. She understood and wanted him
to have fun and meet more people.

He' d have to explain again that she was the only one he wanted to have fun with, even if
that meant working on his laptop while she slept beside him. It would be nice to talk to the other
Doms, though. He' d missed the last meeting and Polly had been too sick to go to the party so he
needed to play catch-up. The others weren't his business, but David did want to be available to
help if anyone needed it with the electricity toys. He' d gotten them started; he wanted to help them
along the way if he could. It was the best thing to do for the community.

He pulled his truck beside a small Mercedes and headed inside. The sky was already dark
in early spring, but the days were getting longer and soon Faith would start Little League, which
was something he could do just with her. By fall they’ d have a baby to make the days pass faster.
The thought put a smile on his face as he entered the room.

“Well, look who decided to join us.”

Max’ s good-natured exclamation jerked David out of his mental musing. He had babies on
the brain so decided to keep the meeting short. If Polly slept for afew hours, he might be able to
wake her around midnight for some fun. She'd earned a few spankings lately.

“Hello, everyone.”

Max, Linda, Sam, Eddy, Levi, Darren and a man David didn’t recognize were circled up
with various levels of alcohol in front of them. Linda s daiquiri was amost surely nonalcoholic,
while Max and his friend had shot glasses stacked neatly between them and several fresh at the
ready. Sam drank a beer, as did the other men.

David smiled at the others before turning to the waitress. “I’'ll have a Coke, please.” She
nodded and hurried away from their table. The girl looked a little shell-shocked, and he didn’t
doubt they were being less than discreet.

“Coke, huh? Big plans for pretty Polly tonight?” Max asked, his accent heavy.
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“1 have to work in the morning,” he answered, trying to stay good-natured but Max was
drunk. That lack of control was something David didn’t usually indulge and if Max had been a
quiet drinker it wouldn’t have bothered him. Stupidity, whether liquor induced or not, irritated him
quite personally.

“Bah, you're going to go work on your trick, yes? The one Sam here fucked up with his
chubby sub?’

“David, | had a question about which electrodes | should use,” Sam asked, ignoring Max’s
jab and the laughter shared between only him and hisfriend. The others at the table looked acutely
uncomfortable, Linda going asfar asto glare at the dungeon Master.

Happy to have areason not to talk to the group’ s Master, David discussed Sam'’ s questions,
answering other ones as they came up while Max and the man David had yet to be introduced to
had their own laughing conversation. Sam nodded, took notes and after the brief instruction, stood
to leave. David couldn’t blame him. He fished out a card from his wallet and handed it to Sam
as he made his way out.

“Call meif you've got questions.”

Sam looked surprised and after their last meeting, David understood why. He could also
see how uncomfortable Sam was in agroup of very dominant men. It wasn't a comfortable place,
especially when a few of them were being insulting and drunk. Sam was smart to leave before
anything escalated.

“Thanks. How’ s Polly doing?’

“Tired alot, but feeling better, thanks for asking.”

Sam nodded. “I’ll tell Becca. She' s been worried about her being sick like last time.”

“I’ll tell Polly she should call. Actualy, I'll call you too. | need to set up aday out for her,
and Becca would probably have an idea about that.”

Sam smiled, hisyouth showing in his braces-straightened teeth. “Y eah, she’sagirly one. I'll
have her start looking so | have afew ideas for you.”

“Thanks.”

“So, the bitch needs some pampering? She's pleased you lately?” Max laughed riotously at
his own words, and the rest of the table chuckled awkwardly.

David turned back to the table as Sam strode away, the other man not turning back at Max’s
calls. David was ready to leave, but there was a certain amount of tolerance in the lifestyle. It
allowed more flexibility in conduct than David preferred in his own life. He and Polly were in the
minority by being married and monogamous, but that didn’t mean he couldn’t respect othersin
committed relationships with different rules.

“My wife's name is Polly,” David said quietly. “ She’s home sleeping right now, and that
pleases me very much.”
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“Ah, Polly isyour wife?’ The stranger’s accent was similar to Max’s. “Why didn’t you call
me? You know | wanted Pretty Polly’s pussy, but the fat man never let me near enough to even
smell.”

“Mark had it all planned out. He died last year, and David was in the wings to sweep her off
her feet. She' s pregnant again.” Max nudged another shot at hisfriend, and David frowned at how
bloodshot both men’ s eyes were. It was more than alcohol at play.

“Meh, | don't care about the pregnancies. You starve them and run off the extra fat after
the baby is born. It makes fisting easy, especialy the first day home. How | love those days,” the
foul man said dreamily, clinking glasses with Max who nodded along with the words. “Y ou should
scene while she' s still bloody.”

“Oh, my fucking God,” Lindasaid, throwing aten on the table before standing. “1 know sick
shit. | usually likeit, alot, but that’s fucking wrong. Who the hell scenes with a woman who just
gave hirth? Do you even care about your slaves? Max was right to throw your sick ass out the first
time. | don’t know what the hell he’ s thinking letting you back in.”

“1’m the boss here, Linda,” Max said, rising unsteadily to hisfeet.

“You're afucking drunk who’s been using whatever that little moron gave you to get high.
I’m out until this shit is cleaned up.”

David again wanted to follow as she stormed out. Linda was looking better. She wore less
makeup, had gained some weight and up until the end, she'd looked pretty happy. It was good
to see. She and Polly talked often about baby things, and she was hosting a shower for her and
Jeremiah in a few weeks. He looked forward to it. Linda had just proved she was a Master he
could respect.

“Finally,” Max said. “I fucking hate that one. Cunt with a mouth too big for her pussy, en?’

Drugs, he remembered Linda saying. It was showing in Max’s lack of focus and garbled
words. Darren and Eddy were finaly looking uncomfortable, Darren was even taking out his
phone, probably planning a seamless escape. He was a smooth one. Darren was creepy in scene
with catheters and speculums, but his sub seemed content and well cared for. Candice was aways
smiling and friendly when she arrived at the house for the submissives meetings. She wasn’t
inappropriate, but he hadn’t made any attempts to restart a friendship either.

“So, David. You will take my slave when Polly has the baby. She is with Alexi right now,
learning much. She'll keep you happy while your breeder rests.”

“Thanks again for the offer, Max, but | don’t want your wife and Polly won’t be going to
anyone else. Ever. How isMary?’

“Bitch.” Alexi spat. “She is bound and gagged until | return, maybe until tomorrow. Too
special, she thinks sheis. | will repair her for you, and she will be a proper slave. One of beauty
and humbleness.”

“What? Y ou left her?” David demanded.

Max waved his hands. “Bah, shelikesit, begsfor it and | am giving her what she wants.”
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“1s someone with her at the house? Who' swith Felix?’ David wasn’t going to judge another
person’s kink, but there was excitement and then there was danger, and if things were as they
seemed in the Dorkov household, David knew they were stepping out of the safe and sane rules.

“Ah, you're an old woman, David. Of course Felix is at home safe with Alexi’s girl. Sheis
agood one.” Max laughed. “I train her now. Lots of whips and poky things. She hates the needles.
| love them! How she shakes when my knife comes out.”

“I’ve got to go,” Darren said apologetically, tossing money on the table. “Eddy, did you
need aride?’

“1"d better accept. Can’t get caught with alcohol in my blood,” the older man said, aso
standing, his beer mostly untouched. “We'll talk to you soon, Max. David, nice seeing you here.
Send your wife our best, and we hope to see you two at the next party.”

“Thanks, and we'll see what happens.”

Alone with the other two men, David wasn’t surprised when his Coke went unfilled. The
waitresseswere staying far away, and he couldn’t blame them. Max and Alexi were loud and drunk,
and David hoped they had cab plans. He sure as hell didn’t want to give them aride, but he didn’t
want them out on the road in their condition.

“We'll see?” Max threw back another shot and slammed the tumbler down. “ Of courseyou’ |l
be there. My slave watches the brats at your house, Polly will be center stage. Alexi will show you
how to treat a breeder.”

David stood. “All right, boys, I’'m out of here.”

It was enough. It was more than enough and he’' d be talking to Polly about finding a new
group or going solo. If a couple couldn’t rely on their dungeon Master, they couldn’t trust the
othersin the group, and David sure as hell didn’t like Alexi. Worry over their subs came to mind,
especialy in their current states. If Mary was locked and bound, he hoped Alexi would pass out
instead of going to her.

“Already? Hell, short night.” Max laughed.

“We should get our cab and go home. Our bitches wait.”

“You know the ‘sane and sober’ rules,” David said, tossing yet more money on the table.
They’d scared their waitress, but she would be well compensated. “Don’'t touch your subs until
you sober up. You don’'t want to hurt them.”

“Gah,” Max said dismissively. “If not for my DWIs | would be perfectly capable of driving
my car after afew shots. A dlave isworth much less than a vehicle. Y ou worry like awoman.”

Ten minutes later as he pulled onto the highway, David was still worrying. He' d seen Max
in action, and sober he was as cold as stone. There was no compassion in the dungeon Master. Max
knew his limits and pushed the edges of them. Drunk, who knew what he was capable of ? There
was a reason most people avoided alcohol and drugs if they were in the lifestyle with long-term
partners. Loving could turn abusive after afew drinks.
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There were codes, spoken and unspoken, that railed in David’ s head. Forming groups helped
themto policetheir own; it waswhy couples sought out others, to prevent thingsfrom becoming too
intense. They werein place to help each other and in the past, he might have gone to Max’ s house,
called him on being drunk and restrained him. Alexi too. But he didn’t know them well enough to
believe they wouldn’t turn their knives on him. Let alone guns. Drugs collided with violence too
often, and David wasn't willing to make that sacrifice. Not when a phone call would do the same.
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“Y ou son of abitch!”

When Max tried to launch past David at the front door, Polly grabbed the girls and hustled
them to the kitchen. Max didn’t look anything like the well-put-together man she knew. His salt
and pepper hair was wild, just as his wrinkled face and clothes were grossly out of place. David
had awakened her the night before to tell her what happened. He' d made phone calls he’' d hoped
to never make. Bringing in the police had been alast resort, but it was one she fully supported.

Therewere so many linesthey had to walk intheir lifestyle, but common sense said therewas
danger and Polly was proud of him for making the hard decisions. It was better to ask forgiveness
if he’d overstepped than to find a body in the morning and wish he’ d said something.

“Polly, I've got this. Take the girls downstairs.” David' s order was moot as she was already
heading down, locking the door behind her. The basement wasn’t soundproof but did mufflethings,
yet Polly could easily hear Max’ s shouts.

Max was angry about the arrest that had been made after officers visited the house and
found him covered in blood. He' d been cutting his slave, and the police had booked him for far
more than the drugs in his system. It was why David had hesitated to make the call she knew; a
misunderstanding could cost aperson their freedom. If the sub waswilling, then it was consensual,
but a prosecutor and judge wouldn’t see it that way.

“You think you know everything?’ Max roared and Hope and Faith huddled close. Polly
wished she could drown out the noise and held her hands over their ears instead to block the
ugliness. “Y ou see, Mary comes home with me this morning. My bitch, she’s here.”

Polly’s blood ran cold. Mary. She could only imagine what the repercussions for her would
be. And Felix was somewhere in all of it.

“You try to break my family, you son of abitch!”

She heard a quiet muttering then a feminine voice that must have been Mary’s but it was
too quiet for her to hear. She remembered the computer and quickly turned on amovie. It was a
Christmas one she'd put in while wrapping gifts months earlier, but it would work. Hope wasn’t
fooled and neither was Faith, but they sat in David’s chair and watched the movie.

“No. Niet. You won't go with him. | forbid it.”

Polly didn’t like the sound of Max’s voice and fought herself from rushing upstairsto help.
If David needed help, he would call. Until then, her job was to take care of the girls and their baby.
Aggression wasn't something she was equipped to deal with, not when it turned violent. David
knew what he was doing and had already shown he wasn't afraid to call the police if things got
out of hand.
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There was more quiet murmuring, and she strained to hear. She wished she could be by
David'sside.

“If you choose this, the contract is null and void. Y ou will not be welcome with me again.
It will bethe end. Y ou get nothing from me,” Max yelled.

“Except child and spousal support.”

David's voice rang through, and Polly finally understood what was happening. Mary was
choosing a new Dom. It wouldn’t be long-term. Polly wouldn’t share, but it wasn't unheard of
for a dlave to escape a relationship by choosing another Master. It was in most contracts to allow
subs and slavesto leave at any time, but it was a daunting thing to go alone, so mostly they found
another Dom to take them. She couldn’t imagine David not accepting Mary and Felix into their
home, even if it was atemporary stop until Mary found her feet.

The house shook when the abovestairs door ssammed shut. Faith started crying. Polly lifted
her youngest, and Hope, losing her composure with all the shouting, pressed her face against her
mother’s side.

“Girls, it'sokay. David is upstairs and he'll come get usin alittle while.”

“Uncle Max sounded scary,” Faith cried. “1 want Daddy to come down here so he's okay.”

“Um.” Faith had never called David ‘Daddy’ before and Polly was thrown by it. Hope
whimpered at her side.

“Is Felix okay? Daddy won't let Uncle Max take him will he?’

And now Hope had elevated himto * Daddy’ too. The situation was quickly spiraling beyond
Polly’s scope. It made sense they would cleave to David when they were afraid. Time and again,
he' d shown he loved them and would take care of them. In the face of Max, he was their knight in
shining armor. He was their daddy. He' d be very pleased when she told him.

“Don’t you worry about your daddy,” she said, and it felt good to say the word again. Their
family had been missing a daddy and Mark obviously understood which was why he'd sent one.
“Do you know what he's going to say when he comes down here and finds us overreacting? He's
going to say, ‘girls, enough being silly’. Then he'll take us upstairs and make us pancakes. How's
that sound?’

“1 don’t wa—want pancakes,” Faith sobbed. “I just want him to make Uncle Max go away.”

“What’'s al the crying down here about?’

Polly looked over her shoulder and relief coursed through her at the sight of her husband,
unhurt and smiling at them. There was tension around his eyes and his smile was a little forced,
but at least he could force it and that meant things would be okay.

“Daddy!” Faith cried and wiggled out of Polly’s arms, launching into David’s. He looked
over Faith’s shoulder as she continued to crawl closer, like she was trying to get under his skin.
His expression was confused then Faith took his face in her tiny hands. “Y ou didn’t come down
and there was yelling and it scared me. Why’d he call you ugly names, Daddy?’
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“Uh, Uncle Max is gone and he won’'t be back, sweetie,” David promised, and Hope ran
to him.

“Did you tell him you'd beat him up, Daddy? He's pretty tough, but | bet you could do it.
Then he wouldn’t bug Felix anymore.”

“Let’sgo upstairs, girls,” he said, hefting Hope aswell. They both hugged him, and the ook
on his face when he looked at Polly between their shoulders was one of pure bliss. He'd been
waiting, and he would have kept waiting without comment until they called him ‘dad’. If that day
hadn’t arrived, Polly knew he would have been content being Uncle David. It was better to have
that day sooner than later, Polly thought. When the new baby came they would feel more like a
family, and David would belong to the girls just like he did to the baby.

“Mary and Felix are here,” he said, taking the stairswith no problem, Polly slowly following.
“They’re going to be staying with us for awhile.”

“I’ll get the basement ready,” she said.

“Not yet. For now let’s get some breakfast and get dressed. Although you two are as cute
as bugs in these jammies.”

“Mommy needs to get some with footiestoo,” Faith said. “Maybe we can get some for Felix
too. Felix, did you bring your jammies?’

Polly helped David get everything on the island table, the three kids digging into chocolate
chip pancakes as the adults milled around. Felix was a little pale and quiet, but he smiled and sat
close to Hope. Mary sat near the open window, a cup of coffee in one hand, the other fidgeting
fiercely with a pack of cigarettes. Polly would have let her smoke on the back porch, but Mary
made no move to do anything but tool them back and forth between her fingers.

Bruised and exhausted, Mary looked like hell. Her eyebrows were covered with bandages
and from the dark stains around both eyes she’ d almost certainly broken her nose. She wore long
sleeves and long pants, but Polly didn’t doubt her body was torn up as well. Mary had never been
one of the pampered saves, but she’'d always looked healthy. No longer. So much had changed
inonly afew weeks.

Alexi.

He was a sadistic bastard. She didn’t know the ins and outs of what he liked, but it was bad
enough to scar Carey and make her leavethe state. Max had evicted Alexi from their group then, but
unfortunately for Mary, being aRussian ‘good old boy’ had gotten the monster back in their world.

“1’m going to make up the bed downstairs,” Polly said after refilling glasses with milk.

“l can doit, honey,” David said, flipping the pancakes again.

“Y ou finish breakfast.”

|—

“1 can help.”

They both looked to Mary who now stood. Her head was down, but Polly could see a spark
that had been missing amost from the moment she met her.
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“That would be great. Thanks, Mary. See, dear, we'll have some girl time and leave you to
wrangle the kiddlets.”

“She means we' re a cross between kids and piglets,” Hope explained to Felix.

“1 know, she’' scalled methat before,” thelittle boy replied. “ Can | have some more pancakes,
Mom?’

“Of course, honey. Y ou may have as many as Mr. Lowe will make,” Mary assured him, and
Polly noticed the dlight accent in her voice was no longer Russian. She sounded as Midwestern
asshedid.

She grabbed blankets and towel s from the bathroom closet and let Mary take them from her.
Mary’slipskicked up in alittle smile. Battered and broken, Mary could still smile and it told Polly
she wasn'’t as broken as she could have been.

When Polly and Mark werefirst married, the hide-a-bed had been their sole pieceof furniture.
They'd had so many good memories from it they’d kept it, upgrading the mattress to one that
actually covered the bars so it was comfortable. Her parents always used it when they stayed, and
she could bring down a sleeping bag for Felix. Mary quickly made up the bed and Polly again
thought how rough she looked.

She looked older than her forty years, defeated and abused. It pissed Polly off that it had
happened in their club and that Max let his Slave down. As subs, they trusted their tops with their
lives, it was part of the thrill and closeness between couples. To have it violated so very much
broke her heart.

Mary sat on the freshly made bed. “Would you mind if | lay down for afew hours?’

“Go right ahead,” she answered. “There is a bathroom and tiny shower through there. I'll
watch Felix.”

“Thank you.”

Mary lay down without another word and Polly quietly left. Mary had probably been up all
night. The officer who called David said two had been treated by paramedics, two taken tojail, and
one to the hospital. Felix and Mary had stayed in the house. She couldn’t picture Mary sleeping
much, not after the horrors Polly’ s mind conjured. Alexi’ sreasonsfor expulsion had never become
public, but they were ugly. An ugliness Mary had endured.

The kids were putting together puzzles in the living room when she made it to the kitchen.
The dishes were in the dishwasher. Her surprise Christmas gift from David had been installed two
weeks after the holiday passed. She didn’t mind the delay and had hit her knees for him for three
weeks straight whenever he walked into aroom with only them. He promised her a new one every
year if the reception was always the same.

Polly smiled when she walked into the dining room. “Mary is sleeping.”
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“Good.” David looked up from the papers he had strewn over the table. They were police
reports and forms for filing charges and orders of protection; all things she never would have
expected in their home. “Mary brought all this and handed it off to me. She’s going to have a hell
of afew weeks coming up. Thegirl that Alexi had in the house was sixteen. Mary might have some
problems because she is an adult in the situation.”

“Mary can’t be held accountable for what happened,” she said with amost certainty. “And
she was beaten. | can see it, anyone could.”

“But she let things happen to that girl.” David's tone was cold and Polly agreed, she really
did, but thought he was being harsh.

“1 don’t think she’ sbeeninapositionto ‘let’ anything happen to her the last few years. After
she had Felix... A daveisin arough spot when kids are involved, Sir. She’savictim too and in
that way, she might not have been able to function enough to get herself out.”

“That iswhy | hate Domslike Max. Fucking asshole. A woman iswilling to give everything,
and thisiswhat he does. He turns her into a shadow of a person, unable to think for herself when
it counts. You can’'t do that with kids around.” David threw a pen across the table, impotent rage
in his posture, but Polly wasn’t worried. He wished he’ d been able to do more, that was all. And
he hated that anyone had been hurt, even if he wasn’t in charge of the group.

“David,” she said softly and sat down in his lap. He kept his arms to the side, obviously
reining in his temper, but she pulled them up around her anyway. “Y ou did everything you could.
Y ou've got afamily to think about, and the police said they found weapons at Max’ s house. It was
best things were handled like this.”

“1 know that.”

“Then why are you so angry?’ She stroked his face, a peek over his shoulder assuring her
the kids were still engrossed with their toys and movie.

“Because of him.” David jerked his head toward the living room. “He' s a baby in al this,
and he had to see his mom roughed up and his dad in handcuffs. Kids shouldn’t have to deal with
crap like that.”

“Yousaw it and you're okay,” she said. The nights he’ d shared more details about hisfamily
life were some of the hardest she'd ever had. The idea of him being alone and abused broke her
heart.

“Yeah, I’'m acontrol freak who makes my women do things,” he said harshly. “I don’t trust
people unless they’re willing to fully submit. | hated my parents and didn’t go to their funeral. |
don’t want that for Felix. It'sawaste.”

“1 know, and | think we can help Mary,” Polly said calmly, stroking his cheek more. “She's
into the life so deeply, and in her case, if she had a child with Max, then she loved him. It's why
Jeremiah and Linda tried so hard. For atime at least, Mary loved him and thought he was doing
the right thing. We all make mistakes, but we helped them get away before anything irreversible
happened.”
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“Like that Alexi bastard going after him,” he muttered and laid his head against her chest,
finally easing some though tension thrummed through him. “ Something is wrong with that guy.
He needs to be castrated and have his hands chopped off.”

“Alexi is the one who did something so bad we started having sub meetings,” she said,
wrapping her arms around his neck so they hugged close. “You can't fix or do everything. Isn’'t
that what you always tell me?’

“Yeah, but in thiscase...” He sighed. “1’d have liked to be able to do a hell of alot more.”

“Hey, Hope' s Dad?”’

They looked down and found Felix, so quiet on his feet neither had noticed his approach.

“What’s up, buddy?’ David asked, sipping very easily into the position of Hope's dad.

“Can Aunt Polly check on my mom?’ Felix scrubbed his dry hands against his jeans
nervously. They were wrinkled but clean like someone had washed and dried them, but left them
at the bottom of the laundry basket. “ She’ s been sleeping awhile.”

“Y eah, you can go down and check on her, Felix,” David said, but Polly knew the shy little
boy wouldn’t have approached David if he didn’t need him.

“Should | go do it, Felix?" she asked, squeezing David' s shoulder for understanding.

“Please? She's been dleegping a lot lately,” he explained, not looking at either of them and
rocking himself on his toes. “ She' s supposed to do stuff and only did some of it, and | haven’t got
to see her much ’cause Dad said she'stired. | don’t know.”

“1’ll check on her, sweetie. Then you can spend some time with her this afternoon.”

“l don’t know if she wants to play with me anymore. Can you tell her we don’t have to
play carsif she doesn’'t want to? We can play something else,” he offered and hurried back to the
living room. Immediately, Hope put her arm around him and Felix, only six like Hope, accepted
the comfort for what it was, friends loving each other in hard times.

Reluctantly, Polly left David's lap. Before the day was over she hoped to find the comfort
of hislap again. After the ugliness he'd put up with, she wanted to make him feel better, and he
made her feel good too. It was a grand system she hoped they would work until they cocked up
their toes. Mary had shown Polly that everyone was only abad relationship away from being hurt.
Maybe irreparably so. Humans, so fragile.

She grabbed two bottles of water and closed the basement door behind her. If Mary was
awake, and she didn’t expect her to be after her night, she would offer an ear. She' d never accepted
one in the past, but alone wasn't what Mary needed. She had to know they would help her, even
if that’sall Polly could tell her for now.

“Polly?’

She had tried to be quiet as she walked beside the bed and set the waters on the desk. Mary
appeared to be asleep so she'd intended to head upstairs and assure Felix she was fine and let her
rest. She looked again and found Mary’ s eyes still closed.
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“Yes, it's me. | was just bringing you some water. Do you need anything else? More
blankets?’

“He wasn't abad man.” Mary’s eyes still didn’t open. “But he wasn't like Mark or David,
either. How do you get two amazing men and mine is so very disappointing?’

“Um, Mary | don’t know.” It was a question she couldn’t answer, because she thanked God
everyday for the blessing she knew was unbelievably generous.

“1 should have waited for love. It came with time, but | was always the davefirst. He loved
mefor awhileand wasagood Master. For years. Then Felix was born. | wanted my son and needed
more between Max and |. We never got to the point you seem to find so naturally.”

“What do you mean?’

“You love. They love. Their world revolves around you, and the relationship is about
pleasing you. A good Master makes his slave the best person they can be. He puts her on a pedestal
and gives her all the guidance she needsto stay there. Master never put me there. His place was on
top. The things he did were to make himself feel better, not to make me better.”

“I"m so sorry.”

“1 saw others. Even Linda, the bitch, she loves Jeremiah. She treats him like she loves him
every time she smacks him, every punishment and insult is full of love. My Master gave me to
Alexi, while they were both high and stupid. How is that love? Max knew what he was doing and
left me in the basement for days and made me break promises to our son. How is that love? He
broke the contract over and over, but thistime...”

“This time he trampled on where you do get your love,” Polly finished and Mary finally
opened her eyes.

“Yes.” Her abused lips cracked when she gave a small, pain-filled smile. “1 love my son.
Felix loves me, and Max should never have tried to separate us. The other things, | could have
tolerated those. Alexi, the drugs even, because he would have stopped eventualy. It's a sexual
drug, but it impedes his judgment. Alexi is actually a bigger influence than the drugs. But Felix,
his clothes were dirty because that woman Master was with didn’t wash them. He didn’t eat well
when | was under Alexi’s care. It was unacceptable. | won't have my son harmed by the lifestyle
| keep. I’'m not a monster.”

“No, Mary. You're a very good mother. Felix loves you. That’s why I’'m here checking on
you. He wanted me to make sure you’ re okay. He' s tired. Do you want him to come down here or
should I make him abed in the girls room?’

“Here, please. He can sleep with me. I’'m clean now. | will take care of my son, Polly. | can
work. I’m not only his slave, not anymore.”

“] can see that. The accent is gonetoo.”

Mary smiled again and blood leaked from her bottom lip. Polly reached around the desk for
lip balm and handed it to Mary. “It was part of Max’s desire for me to sound and look the part of
his Russian slave. | didn’t mind. I’'m from Ohio.”
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“Do you still have family there?’

The smile was gone in an instant, and she turned away. “Felix is my only family.”

“Okay,” Polly said and turned on a side lamp so the overhead light wasn’'t necessary. “We
might not be family, Mary, but we'll help you anyway we can. You're safe here, and you're
welcome as long as you heed to be. Y ou were good to me when Mark died, and | don’t forget my
friends. I’ll send Felix down to see you.”

What else could she do? She' d felt alevel of betrayal when Mark died, but it was hard as hell
to hold agrudge against adead man who' d loved her so well in life. Mary had more of abackbone
than she'd thought, but Polly wasn't surprised. Mothers had to make the hard decisions. That’s
why Mary would be fine; she had Felix and she was a woman. There was no other situation than
‘okay’ that would be acceptable.
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Hope sat in David' s lap and pouted. He couldn’t blame her. Her best friend had just left and
probably wouldn’t be back for along time. Unfortunately for his step-daughter, David had found
someone for Mary in Arizona. Rick was a good man with two kids coming off of arough divorce.
He was fair, though. Even if they didn’t go right into a sexua relationship, they would be able to
help each other with the kids. Rick was struggling alone with hiskids, and Mary was a good mom.
They would help each other make a fresh start.

Hope snuggled into David' s shoulder and sighed again. Subtle, his step-daughter was not,
but he knew she understood he’ d done the best he could for Felix. It was better that they weren't
close to Max, who was still hanging around Green Bay, and still pissed. Two weeks had passed, a
munch had gone unmunched and David was fielding phone calls from every Dom in the group.

They didn’t trust someone who used drugs and had to have the cops break up parties. It
wasn't surprising they were looking to him for guidance. He had the most experience and for a
bunch of Doms, none of them showed much interest in taking the lead. They all had busy livesand
the position held a lot of responsibility, so it didn’t surprise him no one was stepping up. Contrary
to the group’ s desires though, he wasn't in the market to be the next dungeon Master. Hislife was
busy too. But there was a group he was looking into in Kaukauna, twenty mileswest of Green Bay.
There were options, and Sam was keeping him in the loop as he checked out new groups.

“I misshim.”

“1 know, sweetie.” David stroked her hair away from her face, letting go of the thoughts of
the disbanded group. “It’ s for the best though. Y ou know that, right?’

“Why can’'t all daddies be like you? Y ou’re not my real daddy, but you're agood one,” she
said and like the first time, the title warmed him more than anything else. He loved when Polly
called him, *Sir’ but hearing the girls call him *daddy’ was a whole new experience. “Maybe you
should give classes.”

“Wow, really? That good, huh?’ He laughed. “Maybe | can help in TKD class sometime?
That might be fun.”

“Really? Like family classes? But | don’t want Faith to do TKD, she'stoo little.”

“1 think she wants to take dance, beautiful,” he replied, knowing Hope didn’t want to share
her limelight but also wanted her sister to have her own, especially with the new baby coming.

“Oh, she'd be good at dance. My friend Tina goes on Tuesday nights, so Faith could go on
Tuesday and | could do TKD on Thursday. That way we can still watch each other.”

“Good idea. I'll talk to your mom about it.”

“1 don't think Mommy feels good.” She sighed. “ She’s been working too hard with Felix
and Aunt Mary here. | think she needs a vacation.”

134
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“We can't go anywhere until after the baby is born, but | like the idea of pampering her a
bit. How about we take her out for dinner and all that good stuff? We'll go shopping and get her
something nice after.”

“Some shoes,” Hope said, jumping right into the idea. “ To match her fancy purse. When is
she going to get back? We could get Mexican food. She likes chimichangas.”

He laughed again. His daughters had a way of making any situation better, just by their
presence. “They will be back very soon. Faith’s appointment was at one.”

“Dentist,” Hope said solemnly. “She'll need braces.”

Forty minutes later they were still waiting, and David looked at his cell. He' d texted Polly
twice. It didn't make sense that she wouldn’t reply. Unless Faith had to have mouth surgery or
something, but he couldn’t imagine her not calling him to let him know. Hope was looking out
the window. She knew it was long after the time he’ d said it would take, and he couldn’t wait any
longer. He picked up his phone again and called Polly’ snumber. When it rang straight to voicemail
he left another message.

He pulled out the phonebook and swore when he saw the number of hospitals in the area.
He had no idea where the emergency rooms were or where the ambulances ran from. If Polly had
needed medical attention, he didn’t know where she would have been taken. As unease crept in,
he pulled out his phone again.

“Hello?’

“Candice, it's David Lowe.”

“Oh, hi David.” She sounded confused and probably was. He hadn’t taken her up on her
offer of Green Bay advice and hadn’t seen her since the night after his first munch. “How can |
help you?’

“Which hospital has emergency services? Where would emergency personnel send a
pregnant woman and kid?’

“Oh my God, is Polly okay?’

“1 don’t know, she's late and not answering her phone,” he replied. “I need to start making
cals, but I’'m not sure to where.”

“Um, try St. Vincent’s and there’'s a few others, St. Mary’s maybe. | don’'t know, David.
I’m not at home to check my directory, but I’d think one of those would be your best bet since
they are bigger.”

“Okay. Thanks.”

“You're welcome. I’'m actually on my way out of town now. | don't know if I'll be staying
in Green Bay any longer, but please call if | can help you with anything.”

“Okay, great. Thanks again.”

David hung up and immediately set aside Candice' s words and picked up the phone book.
He was about the dial the number for St. Vincent’s when his phone rang. He saw Polly’s name
pop up and answered.
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“Where the hell are you?”’

“Ah, sir, I'm Detective Mason. I’'m looking for Mr. Mark Angelin.”

It wasn't Polly. “Well, he's dead. I’'m Polly Lowe's husband. Where is she? Why do you
have her phone?’

“Like | said, I'm Detective Mason with GB police department. What was your hame again,
sir?’

“David Lowe. Whereismy wife?” David tried to hold tight to histemper but fear wasraging
and answers weren’'t coming fast enough to ally them.

“She'sin the hospital. She and her daughter were attacked on their way out of the mall—"

“What? What hospital are they at? Why wasn't | called?’

“Her information just came in from the clinic. Apparently the hospital’s records are behind.
She'sat St. Mary’s. Come down when you can.”

“Is she okay? |Is Faith okay?’

“They’ re both stable, afew bruises and Polly is unconscious still—"

“Oh hell, I’ll be right down.” He hung up. “Hope, get in the truck.”

An hour later he was getting the runaround. No one knew anything and if they did, they were
sure he didn’t have the clearance to know it. Mark’s name was still listed on all of her hospital
papers as contact. The clinic records had been misplaced somewhere during the ten-minute car ride
from home so the nurses weren't letting him any farther than the front desk. The officer who'd
called him was no longer answering Polly’s phone and while the nurses knew the officer’s name
and job, they weren’t going to any lengths to get them together. Nearly two hours had passed since
David had received the call, and he was about to go crazy.

“1 want my mommy!”

Hope hit her knees and screamed at the top of her lungs. David had never seen her go so far
before. If anyone in the family had control, it was Hope, but she was done waiting. After losing
her father, he wasn’t surprised she had alimit.

The nurses who' d been evading and putting him off, finally made the proper calls and got
things moving. Before David could get Hope calmed down, they were walking to where Polly and
Faith were being treated, three floors below where they’ d been waiting. The close location and
relative ease it had required once the nurses were willing to try, angered him, but with Hopein his
arms, still sniffing and upset, he let it go for the time being.

“She'sdead, isn’t she, Dad? That’ s why they won't let us see her.”

The officer and nurse leading them both faltered in their steps and quickly assured her that
her mother was fine.

“Her dad died last year,” David said harshly. “The fucking bureaucracy made her cry. If |
can sue you for something, | will.”

“We had to go through all the proper channels. Wefollowed the rules every hospital hasto,”
the nurse said. “ There' s absolutely no reason to think about lawsuits.”
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The officer just shook hishead. “Y ou kept them waiting when you had my number and made
the man’ sbaby girl cry. There was no reason to keep them waiting. I’ d suggest you file acomplaint
and give administration hell.”

David let the discussion drop because they were finally to Polly’ sroom. Faith wasin the bed
beside her, neither waking when they entered. A waiting nurse smiled reassuringly. “They’re both
fine. Faith had to have a sedative for the scans we had to do, but she should wake up soon. Polly
isjust resting from a blow she took to her temple. She had a headache, but she’ll be fine.”

“Mommy!”

He saw Polly’s eyes open and slam shut. Chastising was on his lips, but he let it go when
she ran to Polly and began crying again. Hope might act grown-up at times, but in reality, she was
still little more than ababy. A baby who'd lost her father and worried about her mother.

“Sir?’

He turned to the police officer who' d walked them up. “Y es?’

“1’ve got the information you asked for. Would you come out in the hall for a moment?’

Polly was busy with Hope, and Faith continued to sleep, so he stepped out.

“Your wife and step-daughter were leaving the mall when two men approached them. It
seemed innocent enough at first but some passersby called the police. When we arrived the men
had started pushing her around. She had the child behind her. We ordered them to stop. One of them
made another move for her, and Mrs. Lowe punched him in the face. Unfortunately, he pushed her
and she hit her head. We tasered both men then.”

“What happened to Faith?’

“Nothing, asfar aswe know,” the officer answered. “But she wasterrified and honestly, the
guys were freaking creepy. Leather and chains, covered in blood.”

David's blood ran cold at the announcement. There were millions who could fit the
description but it was Max and Alexi. He should have known that when drugs became involved
there would be no honor among Doms. Had Max been thinking clearly, even after the cops thing,
he wouldn’t have gone after Polly.

“We arrested both guys,” the officer continued. “ They’ d been drinking and doing salvia. It's
not illegal and in alot of casesit doesn’t do anything to a person, but these guys... It’ll beawhile
before they sleep it off enough to even be charged.”

“We have restraining orders against them,” David said, and the officer began taking notes.
Hekept Polly and the girlsin sight from the hall as he updated the police on what el se had happened
in the last few days.

It was a nightmare, something no man wanted in his life. The officer took a cell call and
David returned to the room. Polly’s eyes were closed and there were tension lines on either side
of her mouth, but she looked all right.

“Hi, Sir.”
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He pulled a chair beside the bed. Hope opened her eyes for amoment but then closed them
again. They didn't have much privacy, but they had a little. He put his hand on Hope's back,
rubbing the soft fabric of her sweater. He didn’t need privacy, not when he had his girls with him.
He wouldn't let them out of his sight for agood long while.

“Fighting on the corner again, | see,” heteased because he had to. Thereality and intensity of
the situation made him crazy. She was pregnant and small, and someone who should have watched
out for her, had hurt her.

“Yeah.” Polly chuckled, but didn’t open her eyes. “Y ou would think I’ d know better by now
than to go looking for brawls. I’ m okay. The doctor already said it’ samild concussion and abruise
on my arm and fist. The baby is fine, and Faith is shook up but not hurt. My hand aches.”

“1 heard you got a punch in.”

“Alexi was reaching for Faith.”

The grim tone of her words told him she knew exactly what the twisted man could have
done. David thanked God that Polly was strong, much too tough to allow anything to happen to
her daughters.

“They were looking for Mary, too,” she added. “I’m so glad she’s on her way to Arizona
with Felix. They’ll be safe.”

“Yes, they will.”

Silence stretched with only a few beeping noises for interruption. Her belly had a Velcro
strap around the middle and a heartbeat monitor he watched blip to life on the screen beside her
bed. Between one hundred thirty and one hundred and fifty times a minute his baby’s heart beat.
Polly didn’t want to know the sex, so he' d agreed to be surprised. The suspense was eating at him,
but boy or girl, that was his baby. He or she had been susceptible to attack, and he was going to
remedy the situation.

They had to be safe. Polly and the girls were his world. Without them, he was nothing but
an insecure man who had to have things his way in order to function. He didn’t want anyone else
to put up with hisfetishes and issues. He just needed Polly.

“Can you talk the doctor into letting me go home today?’

David looked down from the monitor. Faith and Hope were both asleep, but Polly was awake
and smiling at him. It wasn't a pain-filled smile either, which told him the meds being dripped
through her 1V were working. According to the nurse, Polly had been dehydrated. Not assault
related, but they’d given her extra fluids to help with her headache. He might have to spank her
later for neglecting to drink enough, and he’' d get her some of the juice boxes he knew she liked,
but saw as indulgent.

“You'll stay as long as the doctors want and you won’t complain,” he told her and watched
her eyes narrow. “Uh-uh, pretty mama. Don’t even think of getting sassy with me. I’ [l take out my
big whip at home for that ook alone. Y ou scared me today, and that’ s unacceptable.”
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“1 didn't go out of my way to do it. They came out of nhowhere. Who follows a person to
the mall to attack them?”’

“Why were you at the mall? |1 thought you were coming back right after your appointments.”

“Your birthday isin aweek. | went to pick up your gift,” she explained.

“Wow, you' d better hope the doctor keeps you here overnight so you can sleep. Y ou’ |l need
it to rest up for your punishment.”

“But—"

“And you won't be going out alonewhile Max and Alexi are still in town. Y ou’ re with me at
all times. Y ou don’t answer the door for anyone you don’t recognize. Y ou don’t go to the grocery
store without me as your shadow.”

“David, that’ s ridiculous.”

He clenched his hands together, biting back the automatic reply. It wouldn't have been
flattering to either of them, and he realized how close he was to losing his temper at the wrong
person. She’ d done nothing wrong, but circumstances had led her to being hurt. 1t was a situation
he'd caused and hadn’t thought to prevent.

“I’ll tell you what’s ridiculous,” he told her. “Y ou thinking you need to get me a gift when
you've aready given me more than any person ever has. When you married me, you gave me
everything. A home, afamily, love. | have every damn thing I need and more on the way growing
every day inside you. What would | have done if you' d been killed?’

“David—"

“No, | don’t want to hear that I’'m being irrational. | don’t care. Y ou dying is not an option
as far as I’m concerned, but it came close today. There are bruises on you from men who would
have doneworse if they’ d gotten you alone. From now on, you don’t get me gifts. That’san order.
Y ou' ve aready given me more than one man deserves.”

Shewas quiet, and that was good. She probably recognized he was close to losing it. Hell, if
anyone knew him, it was her. So instead of trying to talk him down, she lay in bed, quiet and till.
The beeps went back to their serenade, and they passed the next hour in silence.
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Jeremiah grinned from ear to ear as he introduced the newest addition to their family. Polly
couldn’t stop smiling either as she looked at baby Donald. Not a name she would have chosen,
but he had the sweetest face she'd seen besides her own two angels. Linda lay in bed, her hair
perfect, everything in precise place, but Polly hadn’t expected anything less. Her eyeswere aso on
Jeremiah and their son. The last eight months had given them time to talk and mend the old hurts.

Polly sat on the chair beside a pile of baby gifts she and David brought, and thought that
time was agreat healer if the peopleinvolved were right and willing. Already things were looking
up for all of them, and it was wonderful.

David never let her out of hissight and wouldn’t, not until Max and Alexi were deported in
threeweeks. The assault had been on alist of multiplepriorsfor both men, though Max’ swere much
older. The prosecutors hadn’t cared though, not when it came to assaulting a pregnant woman, so
both men were being shipped back to Russia.

Shedidn’t delude herself into thinking David would give her much more freedom after they
were gone and really, she didn’t mind. It was addictive having her husband with her everywhere.
She had privacy, yet he was always there and willing to help, support and teach. It was a beautiful
thing. If she hadn’t loved him so much his behavior would have driven her crazy, but she did love
him and wanted even more of histime.

“Would you like to hold him, David? Y ou know, get some practice before your little one
comes?’

“Sure.” Smiling, he accepted the baby from Jeremiah’s arms. Polly wondered how often
he'd put his son down in the past two days. Not often she'd bet, and Linda's indulgent look said
she was holding him when her husband wasn’t. Polly turned and looked out over the parking lot.
Thelandscape waswonderful, still in bright bloom despite fall approaching. Even the potted plants
near the benches looked good.

“Hey, look out here,” Jeremiah said, and she stood to look out the hospital window.

“What am | looking for?’ she asked, seeing nothing but cars in the bright August sun.

“Linda s push prize.” His grin was a cross between pride and love, and Polly adored seeing
it back on his face after the misery of last year.

“What's a push prize?’ David asked.

“It's what the husband gets for his wife after labor,” Jeremiah explained and looked
scandalized at his lack of knowledge. “Don’t you have one yet?’

“Ah, I didn’t know | needed one,” he said and looked to Polly in confusion.

“They aren’t abig deal and not everyone doesthem. Mark alwayswent out and got the baby’ s
first outfit, which is a sweet tradition I’ d like to keep going but a push prize is unnecessary.”
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“Unnecessary but awesome,” Jeremiah countered.

“So what did you get her?” David moved closer to the window but shielded Donald’ s tiny
eyes with hispam. “Isit flowers? A delivery truck just pulled in.”

“No, the Lexus.”

Sure enough a gold-colored Lexus SUV sat in the new mother parking spot. Even from the
second-story hospital window Polly could seethelittle window cling that announced bad ass mama
on board.

“Wow,” she said and looked to Linda. “Did that help with the pushing?’

“Hm.” The other woman looked thoughtful for amoment. “I don’t think so, though | do like
it very much. It'll be safer to drive Donald in than my sports car. Meeting him was all the prize |
needed. And the look on Jeremiah’ s face when he held him...”

There were tears in her voice, and Polly knew it was time to go. Linda didn’t want to cry
in front of anyone, but her system was full of mommy hormones. Polly tapped David’s shoulder
when he continued to stare between the baby and the new car. He started a little, like he'd been
thinking hard, and he probably had. Donald wasabig preview for what they would have. He handed
Jeremiah his son and they said their goodbyes.

In only a month they would be in a similar room. Mostly great memories came to her as
they passed through the maternity ward. She’ d never lost a baby far enough along to have the area
tainted with sadness. She held David's hand as they walked the generic, sterile halls toward the
exit. They passed the nursery and she tugged him to stop.

They didn’'t keep as many babies in it as they did back when she used to visit parishioners
with her mother and father. Most moms kept their newborns in their room with them now, and it
waswhat shedid too. Thereweretwo tiny onesin little bassinetsthough, anurse checking another’s
weight, and Polly realized they were triplets.

“Oh man, they’ll have fun when they get those three home,” she said with alittlelaugh. “ Can
you imagine three newborns?’

“1’m having a hard time imagining one. Hell, that kid istiny.” He pressed his palmstogether
in an uncomfortable way. “Donald, | mean. Linda was huge, how is he so small?’

“He’'samost nine pounds, honey. That’s avery good size for anewborn. Thankfully, Hope
was nearly eight when she was born. Faith was premature so she was barely five but some get
smaller than that.”

“Hell,” he muttered and tugged her away from the window.

Her parents were in town for the weekend. They were watching the girls and would have a
big meal together before they left. With the baby due in amonth they would return soon, but it was
good to have one last get-together before things changed.

“Sam called me about his new club,” David said, buckling her in the front seat. His favorite
thing was to touch her during mundane activities, taking an extra moment to rub her belly.

“Isit nice?’
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“Yeah, they likeit alot,” he answered, moving to his side of the van. “I think I’ [l head over
one night and scope it out and then we can decide what we want to do. | hate starting again, but
with Sam and Darren’ s recommendation it sounds pretty good.”

“What about Levi and Melody?’

David shuddered alittle in disgust. She knew he didn’t care for Levi at all and didn’t blame
him. Levi was one of the Doms Mark had particularly disliked as well.

“That’ sanother reason | prefer thisclub. Levi and Melody are going east to Dunn for agroup.
| hear they are very happy there, so we'll keep our fingers crossed that they remain so. Linda said
she and Jeremiah would join the group in Kaukauna after she's recovered.”

“1 wouldn’t be surprised if they’re there next week.”

“1 wouldn’t either, especially since you offered babysitting servicesright off the bat,” hetold
her pointedly. “Y ou need to sleep, not care for a newborn at night.”

“That’swhy | volunteered you, dear. Thisway we can work together so you can do it alone
when our baby comes.”

“Alone?’

“Wéll, thefirst few nights...it'shell, Sir. | won't lie. They cry and cry and poop and cry and
eat and puke...and it hurts to give birth. | know you’ll want me to sleep and recover, because I'm
going to look awful. Thisway you’ Il know how to take care of your daughter or son, and I'll be
able to get my baby fix.”

“That’ s nice of you,” he said alittle sarcastically. “ So does this mean you' |l stop having me
practice diapering on teddy bears?’

“1 wouldn’t place any bets on that.”

* % % %

“What the hell?” David muttered when they pulled into the driveway and found Max sitting
onthecurbinfront of the house. Technically it waslegal, thefifty-foot restraining order not broken,
but it wasn’t good to see him. David saw Pastor ke on the front porch with the phone in hand and
wasn'’t surprised when his cellphone beeped.

He answered, “1 seewe have avisitor.” He didn't get out of the car, keeping Polly inside for
the moment as well. “How long has he been here?’

“Ten minutes, tops. We didn’t notice him at first. Hope said she thinks it's Max. He's the
guy you’' ve had problems with, correct?’

“Yep.I'll takecareof it.” Hehung up and turned to Polly. “ Stay in hereuntil | figurethisout.”

“Just call the police,” she urged, grabbing tight to hiswrist.

“He's just sitting there, so | don’t think he's here to cause trouble.” He gave her his cell.
“Call the police immediately if things look rough, otherwise keep the doors locked, got it?’

“Yes, Sir.”
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He locked the doors behind him and headed for the curb. The weather was plenty warm, hot
even in the early days of fall. The yard was still bright green from his fastidious care. He knew
how to make alawn grow in the Arizona desert so the lush ground of Wisconsin was no problem.
A new swing set was up in the side yard, new fencing surrounding the whole of it. Mark had kept a
project list, and the improvements had all been budgeted for within the next few years. David took
the list and expedited the timing, making the changes he needed for the family he loved.

His shadow crossed Max, and since he’d made no secret of his approach, Max barely
bothered to acknowledged him. He took a deep puff from his cigarette and crushed it under his
scuffed boots. The man looked older than David remembered. He looked like he'd aged fifteen
yearsin only weeks.

“I’'m here to apologize. It's been a long time since I’ ve done such a thing so give me a
moment.”

David continued to stand. The sun at his back shined in Max’s eyes when the other man
looked up.

Max squinted against the harsh sunlight. “1 should have known better. I’m not astupid man.”

“But you're avain one whose selfish bent cost him hisfamily,” David said.

“Yes, my family. Haven't | lost enough? Why send me to a place that is not my home or
friendly to my kind? Leave me here to suffer without my slave and son.”

“1f 1 had my way, you’'d have been tied to awall and beaten for days.”

“Good, then do that and drop these charges,” Max said eagerly. “I'll take my punishment
like aman. Whip me, cut me, whatever you deem necessary aslong as| can stay in the States.”

He was begging. Disgust welled at the sight of the man no longer much of a man as far as
David was concerned. The castigation Max begged for didn’t begin to touch the severity of the
crimes he'd committed. Asfar as David was concerned, being chained, whipped and cut wouldn’t
even cover what Max had done to Polly, let alone what the bastard had done to his own family.

“No, Max. You'll goback to Russia,” hesaid coldly. “Y ou’ll lose your business, your money,
your status. You'll be nothing but another drug-using piece of scum. The cops told me you’'d left
Russia to escape some mob connections. | hope they’ re still waiting for you, you piece of shit.”

Max reached up and grabbed David’ s wrist. “Y ou don’'t understand.”

David pushed the offending hand away and when Max caught himself on the asphalt, David
ground hisfoot into Max’ s splayed fingers. “1 understand you touched my wife. | understand you
scared my daughter. | understand you treated your wife and son like they were nothing. Now you
can know how that feels. Get the fuck out of here before | call the cops. I'll be honest, Max. | don’t
care where you go or what you do as long as you stay away from my family.”

Max’s eyes narrowed at the announcement.

“But technology isabitch, old man,” David warned. “It’ snot as easy to hide in the States as
it used to be. You're better off going home and facing the music. Y ou’re not welcome here.”
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David ground his heel into Max’s fingers before easing back. He wanted to cause the man
pain. He could feel his musclestighten, preparing to fight, but Max only nodded and hurried to his
car asif he could sense violence building.

Max didn’t look back. Once the car was around the corner David waited, but Max didn’'t
drive past. A phone call needed to be made to the officer in charge of the case about Max’ s possible
plan of running. He wanted the whole situation over with, and the flight risk might be enough to
put Max behind bars until deportation. The thought of Max in prison with younger, angrier men
with less to lose made the call a pleasure.

The evening sun began to set, but the heat held fast. As he continued to watch he began
to sweat and remembered Polly still in the car. He turned and realized she'd started the engine
sometime during his discussion with Max and was in the driver’ s seat and with the air conditioner
blowing. Her concerned face was angled to the glass but she didn’t look uncomfortabl e and that was
the important thing. Content Max was gone, at least for the time being, David headed for the car.

He saw that ke watched from the front window of the house, but thelittle girlswere blessedly
absent. The violence and danger had to pass. They needed peace.

He knocked on the car window, and Polly opened it a crack.

“Areyou al right, Sir?’

“Fine. Come on out now, he's gone.”

“For good?’

“1 don’t know, honey. | hope so.”



Chapter 22

Again, David thought as he pulled into the driveway and found Jeremiah and Linda s Lexus
at the curb. He didn’t mind watching Donald and had learned alot about babieswith him, but three
nights in one week seemed a bit much. For wanting a baby so damn badly, they sure didn’t seem
to mind leaving him.

The first time was understandable. Linda spiked afever, so Jeremiah took her to the doctor
and shewastreated for aurinary tract infection, very common after birth he' d learned so he’ d made
anote of the symptomsin his phone. The second time had been a date night Jeremiah insisted was
also crucial for Linda’'s health, which David could also understand.

He just hoped Jeremiah was ready to watch all three of their kids when Polly needed a night
out.

He grabbed a piece of sidewalk chak the girls had left out and tossed it into the bucket on
the porch. Someone was going to have to clean up al the toys tonight without help from him. That
was the punishment when they left stuff out Polly could trip on. With only afew weeks until school
started again, they were eking out the last days of summer, but they still had to be extra careful
to keep Mommy safe.

“Hi, David.”

He tried to smile at the greeting but it wasn't easy. Jeremiah was such a pretty boy, but
at least he'd eased back on the cologne because it irritated Donald’s skin. In tight jeans and an
equally tight t-shirt he looked like one of the men’s models for the teen shops. Linda liked it and
while David knew that was what mattered, he still would rather not see Jeremiah’s abs and crotch
outlined in cotton every time they were together.

“Hi, Jeremiah. Everyone okay?’ He dropped his briefcase on the bench and flicked his boots
off, the entry and living room remarkably quiet.

“Yep. Polly and Mistress are upstairs with your wonderful daughters,” he answered with a
grin David didn’t understand.

“Okay, are you guys staying for dinner or isit just little Don tonight?’

“Hm, | think we'll al stay,” he answered and the daft grin made David want to go back to
work.

“Polly?’ he called instead, hoping his wife would come and give him something to smile
about.

“Hi, Sir.” She waddled down the stairs. The bedroom door must have opened because he
could hear the girls mutters. Polly kissed him on his mouth, atiny welcome he wanted more of,
but she quickly turned away and headed to the kitchen. She wasin a pink track suit, her fancy one
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she called it because it had glittered edges. He, Hope and Faith picked it out for her for Mother’s
Day, and it was her favorite. Her butt had become more voluptuous in the last month and filled out
the cotton to delicious proportions. He hoped it stayed after the baby came.

He breathed deep, expecting to smell food for her to run off so quickly. If hiswelcomeswere
brief it usually meant she was worried about burning dinner. Nothing.

“Oh, we're ordering pizza,” Jeremiah said.

David considered himself to be a patient man, especially with people of submissive natures,
but Jeremiah was being especially irritating and he couldn’t figure out why.

He watched as Polly tugged cash from a cookie jar. She always kept household money on
hand in case Girl Scouts, Boy Scouts or school kids came around with things to sell. She pulled
out three fifties and tucked them in the swear pig and turned to him with a huge smile.

“Time to head to the hospital.”

* % % %

A little boy. It had taken more attempts than she' d have liked, but finally her little man had
arrived. David Mark Lowe. It was a good name for a good boy who looked just like his father. He
was beautiful, though David insisted he was handsome, tough and all things manly. She figured
when he weighed more than eight pounds and did more than poop, cry, eat and cuddle they could
reevaluate.

“He' s so pretty,” her mother cooed, and Polly smiled.

“Handsome,” David and her father said together.

“Okay, handsome,” Maureen said with alaugh.

Hope and Faith sat with David on the rocking chair with new Barbie dolls between them from
their baby brother. They’ d been wonderful the whole pregnancy and were so excited for the new
addition to thefamily. David looked at his son the same way he did her daughters, confirming what
he'd said months before; they were his daughters too. It was a wonderful thing to be surrounded
by family.

“Oh, my, look at that.” Maureen passed baby David to her husband and took Polly by the
hand to look at her wrist. “What is this pretty bauble?’

“My new mommy gift. It's from my darling son. He has impeccable taste.”

“I"d say,” she agreed. “Pastor, why didn’t we have giftslike thisfor new babies? | think we
might have to talk about it.”

“You mean you didn’'t get your wife a grandson gift, Ike?’ David teased.

“On the way home, dear,” he promised, and Polly smiled. Her father’s eyes twinkled as he
held the new life in his hands. “ Speaking of home, we' d better get the girls back to the house for
dinner and baths. It' s already seven o’ clock.”

“Daddy, are you bringing Mommy home?’ Hope asked, and Polly felt her mother take her
hand. Her eldest had asked the same thing when Faith was born, but she’ d been in Mark’ s lap that
time. So many changes in the last year. Polly squeezed her mother’ s hand tight.
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“She and your brother need another night in the hospital, sunshine,” he said and kissed both
girls’ foreheads. “Which is why Nana and Papa are here. We'll be home by lunch tomorrow, so
you'll beableto help them get everything ready for your brother so| cantakeyouto TKD tomorrow
night. How’ s that sound?’

“Sounds good,” Faith interrupted. “It’ Il be better when we' re all home. Baby David will like
our house, Daddy. We'll make some popcorn so it smells good when he gets there.”

Polly bit back alaugh. Her newly middle child was a complete joy. Both big sisters climbed
in bed with her for afew minutes before Hope declared she was hungry and Faith followed suit. It
was hard to watch them leave, and her discharge couldn’t come fast enough.

“No, I’'m not going to ask the doctor if we can go home tonight.”

Polly smiled because he knew her so well. She looked up, and her heart ached from how
exhausted her husband looked. Labor lasted longer than they’ d expected with a third child. The
doctor had been sure they’ d have him by midnight, but it had been after breakfast when he finally
emerged. A lollygagger, David joked when he finally held his son. Patient, she'd corrected, like
hisfather.

The nurse brought in a snack and checked their vitals, basic and non-invasive, though she
could tell David didn’t like to see her so laid up. He' d be more accepting when they were home,
but surrounded by medical equipment, wearing a pink hospital gown, Polly knew she looked frail.
She felt weak. Unlike Linda, she did without makeup and tied her hair in a ponytail for comfort.

“Eat.” He offered her some cheese and crackers.

“You know, now iswhen | stop eating for two,” she told him, but accepted the snack.

“Nope, none of that crap. Y ou’ ve got milk to produce and an immune system to revamp after
birth. I want you healthy and strong.” Bossy and tough, he was acting like the man she knew and
loved. “I'll let you know if you get too fat.”

She laughed so hard she groaned, and the nurse checked in on them again. David stroked her
stomach, still swollen and flabby but getting smaller as her uterus went back to normal. He was
such asmartass. Sheloved him for that too. Everything about him was what she needed and it was
freeing to love someone so completely, to trust someone so thoroughly.

“l can’t wait until we sleep in our bed tomorrow,” he said hours later, after their son slept in
the bassinet beside the bed. David was tucked in beside her on the bed. She needed him there, and
despite the tight squeeze and the side rail poking his butt, he'd climbed in.

“Me, either.” She sighed and turned to be closer to him. “I love you so much. | just want to
be home with you and our kids. | hate being away from them.”

“Uh-uh,” he said, grabbing tissues. “No more tears, sweetheart. Y ou need to stay calm and
get some rest. Here, how about another present?’

She wiped her suddenly teary eyes on the tissues. The sniffles were nearly uncontrollable,
but he had a point. Another crying jag wasn't what she needed. He pulled a square box from his
tote beside the bed. David had brought his own bag along with hers and remembered all the things
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she’d forgotten. The gifts had been stashed there. He' d also had two sets of new clothes, one for
either sex. The oneslittle David would wear home were covered in tools and trucks, the other had
flowersto be put away for next time. Because there would be a next time.

“What'sthis?’ she asked. “ The afterbirth push prize?’

“Call the gifts whatever you want.” He sighed, her contempt for the concept lost on him. “I
just wanted to get you something nice. I'm alowed. It’s in the contract, so open it and say thank
you.”

“Yes, Sir. Thank you, Sir.”

She pulled the paper off. The heavyweight paper told her he'd had it gift wrapped in the
store. It was a little bigger than her hand and surprisingly heavy. It wasn't jewelry, she thought
as she pulled tape off the thin, waxy box. Maybe a figurine or something sweet. She pulled away
tissue paper inside and her breath caught.

David pounded her back lightly as she choked. The grin on his face told her everything she
needed to know about the beautiful gift still nestled in the paper. She coughed and started laughing
again.

“Oh, more gifts?’ the nurse, quick and quiet on her feet, asked as she gathered the tray. “ A
mother’ s figurine?’

Polly looked at the round, Pyrex ball nestled in the wrapping and smiled at the nurse. “1’d
say it'smore of awife' sfigure.”

The nurse smiled at David. “ That’ s so thoughtful. All husbands should be like you.”

She left and closed the door behind her. Polly lifted the ball from its nest and held it in her
hand. It was solid, alittle heavy, and reminded her of a paperweight. She inspected it closely and
saw atiny hole drilled al the way through and found avery fine cord at the bottom of the box.

“It's really quite beautiful, isn’t it?” she said, rolling the ball back and forth between her
fingers.

“1t’1l be more beautiful in afew monthswhen in proper use,” heinformed her. “ After seeing
David come out though, I’ ve decided we' re waiting a good six months before it’s christened.”

“1’ll bounce back before you know it, Sir.” Even exhausted and sore, the thought of playing
his naughty games still excited her. “I’ll be ready in a month.”

His eyes flashed with desire, but his tone remained firm. “We'll talk about considering it
in four months.”

She opened her mouth again but he pressed his lips to hers to silence her. Her Dom, a
compassionate man, preventing her from going far enough to earn punishment. She slipped her
tongue past hislips, and he groaned into her mouth.

She lifted her hand to his cheek, deepening their kiss, but kept one hand tight around the
glass ball. His tongue trust deep and he groaned again.

Two months, she thought as she squeezed the ball.

Tops.
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