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She doesn’t know how to give up…




Off-limits.

Boss.

Married.

But now…

The excuses are gone, and the gloves are off.

Except there’s a jungle of pain to carve through first, and I don’t know if I’m strong enough.

All I know is I’m willing to try, if they are.

I suspect if we can make it through to the other side that we’ll be unstoppable.

It’s the journey that’s a bitch, though.

So buckle up, buttercup. It’s going to be a wild ride.
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​Author's Note




​Politics are messy, nasty, sexy, brutal, funny, impossibly complex, and a lot of fun to write about. (Mostly because they’re messy, nasty, sexy, brutal, funny, and impossibly complex.)

Since the focus of this trilogy isn’t the politics so much as it is the people, I’ve taken certain liberties and simplified a few things here and there.

But the kinky shit is absolutely realistic.

This series was written before Covid, and it therefore does not exist in this “world.”




The Devastation Trilogy is a spin-off set in the same world as the books in the Governor Trilogy, Determination Trilogy, and others. It is a standalone trilogy that can be read separately.




It is suggested the books in the Devastation Trilogy be read in order:
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  	Solace

  	Release






















​Dedication




​This one’s for Trish, Carol, Tracy, Saya, and Sadie. Because they told me I could do it, and I did.

And for Hubby, and for Sir. He knows why.




















​Chapter One

Now

Wednesday Morning

Day after the Tennessee primary election.




​There were countless days and nights while I was growing up when I wished to die. That I would close my eyes and hopefully never see the next morning, like in the prayer I used to recite every night before going to bed.




Now I lay me down to sleep

I pray the Lord my soul to keep.

If I should die before I wake,

I pray the Lord my soul to take.




If that happened, I figured I’d go to Heaven, because I believed in Jesus and I prayed every night.

That’s what they told me would happen.

Right?

It’s what my mother and my pastor said good girls did.

Every morning, however, I’d wake up to find myself still stuck in Hell.

Did that mean I wasn’t a good girl?

My father said I wasn’t.

I later learned good or bad was irrelevant. Luck was the main determining factor.

I also learned that luck was something you could sometimes swing heavily in or against your favor, depending on how hard you worked for it, the precautions you took.

If I was lucky, in the morning I found my father was passed out and sleeping off a drunk. If I was really lucky, Momma was already home from working the night shift at the auto parts plant.

If I was unlucky, my father was awake, but Momma was home.

If I was really unlucky, she wasn’t home, and he was wide awake and waiting for me when I got up.

Or he woke me up.

I didn’t understand until I was an adult out of college and practicing law that the reason I startle awake so easily is because of what I endured and survived. PTSD.

I didn’t know back then there were other people—other kids—who suffered the way I did. I didn’t know it wasn’t my fault. I thought I’d done something wrong.

That if I prayed harder, maybe it’d get better.

If I woke up earlier every morning.

I believed my father when he said it was my fault.

I believed him when he said I was bad, and that if I said anything, “they” would take me “away.”

That I’d never see Momma again.

I believed all of that, and more.

Until one night, when I was thirteen.

That’s the night I had enough and decided that God only helps those who help themselves.

So I helped myself by finally creating my own luck.

* * * *

There’s a part of me terrified by the new and improved George Samson Forrester, the man who survived his own Hell, and what I believe he’s now capable of because of it.

There’s also a part of me even more terrified by how much I want to be a part of it.

Crave it.

To the point that the dark voice, which once counseled me on taking charge of my own destiny, is actually begging me to accept what is being freely offered by the hurricane that is George and Declan.

Yet I haven’t let myself give in. I…can’t.

I’ve envied Declan for so long. For how he trusted me. Then, later, for how quickly he accepted what he had with George, and how he even thrives within it. In such a short amount of time, too.

Whether or not either man understands it, George has healed Declan. From when I first introduced Declan to George, he’s always admired and respected George.

Now? Declan also has George’s full acceptance.

His validation. His respect. His admiration.

His completely besotted love.

Despite being one evil motherfucker of a sadist and Dom, the most powerful man in Tennessee will twist himself inside out to make Declan happy, and I think that’s finally starting to dawn on the boy. It’s damned adorable, at times.

Likewise, Declan has definitely healed George. Probably even saved his life.

I mean, if I’m truly honest, there’s no probably about it. George finally admitted to me what I’d suspected, that he’d considered committing suicide just to make the sound of the wind and the screaming in his brain go away. Those lovely reminders from the plane crash that almost killed him, and did kill my best friend—his wife, Ellen.

A woman who was my girl, once upon a time.

Maybe George and Declan saved each other.

That’s a good thing, right?

Except…

Who’s going to save me?

There’s an irony that the noises in George’s head have mostly gone away with Declan in his bed every night, while my mental noises have returned louder than ever.

I feel like I’m on the outside of the sweet, loving bubble that they share, and I’m looking in without any way to actually access what they’ve offered me.

Totally my fault, not theirs.

It should be easy, right? To simply open myself and accept what they’re offering me? But it’s never that easy, unfortunately. Not for me.

When I feel like I’ve had too much of it, like I might finally be close to achieving that complete trust I’ve always longed for, terror overtakes me, dark nightmares reminding me of my past. Then I pull back, withdrawing into my shell.

Because every time I’ve allowed myself to be vulnerable in the past, it’s nearly destroyed me.

Then I lie awake at night, alone in my bed, while the voice scolds me for my self-imposed isolation, until I’m forced to give up trying to sleep and I turn to reading some of my old favorite pulp mystery books until I’m too exhausted to keep my eyes open.

It feels like I can’t win. I’m afraid if these two unique, beautiful men see the true darkness within me that they’ll run in terror.

Or worse, feel disgusted.

Rightfully so.

I don’t know how to truly let go. Not even talking submission—although, yeah, that, too—but also how to release my old pain and mistrust to make room for something new with them.

I did that once before, and look where it got me?

A broken heart after losing the love of my life, who fell hard for the evil motherfucker I’ve twisted myself into knots trying to keep alive for the past two-plus years, all while I had to bury her and console her children.

And console the motherfucker.

Yes, he’s a handsome and, at times, adorable motherfucker, but he’s still an evil motherfucker.

Doesn’t mean I don’t love the motherfucker.

Hey, Ellen used to call him that, too. She’s the one who came up with the nickname, although she used to call him that with a smile and a sassy, bratty tone in her voice that he loved. It always lit a spark in his eyes when she did. I could see it.

Anyway, Declan helped keep the motherfucker alive. George told me that, after he returned from his Hell, he rarely slept more than a couple of hours at a time. Never a full night.

Until Declan and him got together.

Declan was likely well on his way to a tragic, lonely death when I met him. He began to blossom with me, flourishing over the years, but he really didn’t begin to brilliantly shine until I let George play with him.

George has recovered so much of his old self ever since the night I introduced him into the relationship I have with Declan and basically handed the boy over to him.

Now, I can see hints of my old George twinkling from within the hard, scorched shell of the man he’s become. The sadist within him has been unleashed, free to play once more, and Declan revels in his attention.

Together, they are something completely different and better than they each were separately. It’s breathtaking to watch in action. Pure and raw and primal and visceral.

Healing. For both of them.

I wish I could join them.

I really wish I could.

But trust doesn’t come easy. I’ve spent a lot of my nights trapped in my own lonely Hell.

Especially since it was Ellen who I trusted, and who first quieted the noises in my brain.

And it was George who stole her from me.

* * * *

As I lie here this morning between the two goobers, I stare at the ceiling and debate trying to crawl out via the end of bed. I spend a couple of minutes pondering whether or not I think I can accomplish it without waking either of them.

It’s only 4:37 a.m., which is later than I sleep on the average Wednesday.

Except I promised them if George made a damn good showing in his primary election last night that we could take the day off today, and that they could sleep late.

Considering George was running unopposed in an open primary, and it looks like a goodly chunk of Democrat voters defected and voted for him, I’m liking his chances for the general election in November.

But a lot of shit can change between last night’s August primary and the November general.

Like he could make a stupid gaffe, or some other unforced error.

Such as getting caught on camera canoodling with Declan. Or his chief of staff could get arrested for murder.

Oh, wait. That’s me.

Let’s just hope I don’t make that mistake. I’d hate to cost him the election.

I’m still lying here staring at the ceiling when Declan, on my right, snuggles closer and tucks me against his body. George is sound asleep on my left, but stretched out on his right side and facing me. It’s a king-sized bed. I do have to admit the goobers are right that it sleeps all three of us quite comfortably.

I don’t sleep with them every night, but last night was special. Even I couldn’t deny them when they both asked. Some nights, Declan stops by my place and we have private time before I send him to George. Sometimes, I come over here to George’s. We only live four houses apart.

For Declan’s sake, because I know how much it means to him, I try to spend at least one night a week with them, but on the average workday I’m usually up and out of bed early, before George is even conscious.

Bless his heart, he’s not a morning person. Declan isn’t one naturally, but years spent being at my beck and call, and living with me when he was in college, have trained him to work around my schedule.

I feel Declan’s breath against the nape of my neck. “Please stay in bed with us this morning, Ma’am,” he whispers.

I sigh. “How’d you know I was awake?” I whisper back.

“I felt it. You’re the only person I know who can be so loud even when perfectly still and silent.”

My beautiful boy. In some ways, he knows me so well.

Better than anyone alive.

And yet in other ways he doesn’t know me at all. Mostly because I haven’t let him into those parts of my life. Both for his own safety and peace of mind, and because it’d break my heart to scare him off like that.

I don’t want to taint him. He’s a sweet, loving soul with a specific need for revenge. That doesn’t darken his nature the way it does mine.

One of the results of what I endured years ago is I became a chameleon, able to blend in to avoid notice. I learned to be ruthless and cunning, making me perfectly suited for law and politics. Even George needed to be trained in the art of war because he, ironically, didn’t have a single bloodthirsty bone in his body despite his penchant for being a Dom in the bedroom. If it wasn’t for me, he would be running a family law office, spending his days creating wills, or maybe even—shudder—real estate law.

In my mind, if there is a literal Hell, the boring drudgery of real estate law is one of its more depressing circles, losing only to IP and trademark law, and to tax law.

“Please, stay,” Declan whispers.

That settles the question for me. As much as I’d like to leave this bed and go work out for a couple of hours to try to quiet my mental voices, I will give in to my boy this morning.

I find his hand and lace my fingers through his, making him happy when I squeeze.

He soon falls asleep again and I feel his grip on my hand go slack.

Leaving me staring at George’s outline in the dim room.

I haven’t actually made love to George yet. I…can’t.

Not yet.

He was my girl’s Sir, my best friend’s husband, the father of my godchildren. My closest friend, next to Ellen.

My boss.

Not that the last one would stop me. But due to the very public nature of his position as the governor of Tennessee, and my position as his chief of staff, we have highly visible jobs, meaning caution is warranted.

And here I’ve delivered unto him yet another slave, another love, pre-trained by me.

Once again, I will step back and see what happens, even though I suspect I will eventually be left behind in the aftermath. Maybe not, who knows?

Except neither man knows my darkest truths.

They both claim they want me with them. George keeps pointing to Carter, Susa, and Owen in Florida. George was shipwrecked with Susa, who was also on the plane. They were rescued together after three weeks, along with three others, when we thought they’d long since died.

It was a miracle.

Although I stopped believing in miracles a long time ago, I do believe in luck. Susa and George and the other survivors worked their asses off to stay alive. They made most of their luck. When they were rescued, Susa was literally nearly out of luck and close to death.

Haven’t I used up my life’s supply of luck already?

Maybe not. Won’t know until we try, I suppose.

Not yet, though. There’s too much to do still. George is not officially re-elected yet, and we can’t afford to get sloppy now.

Plus, there’s the matter of needing to have a long, serious talk with each other, just me and George, before I can think about maybe doing more with him than I already have. Right now, we sort of share Declan in bed, with the boy acting as the filling in our cookie.

I wouldn’t feel right trying to have an actual romantic relationship with George without undertaking that serious talk first, and I don’t have the emotional energy to do that yet.

Maybe after we get through November.

The election must come first.

When I think about it, I don’t know if I’ve ever really put myself first. Ever.

Except once.




















​Chapter Two

Then




​I wasn’t a nun before I became romantically involved with Declan.

Pun intended, as you’ll soon see why.

In my experience, it seems to me that a lot of priests—the non-pedophiles, that is—fit one of two types: gay men straightjacketed into the lie of chastity, when they’re actually sleeping with other men, or straight men bound into a similar lie where they have secret wives or girlfriends.

Benjamin Orotello fell into the second category. I knew this with all certainty, because once a week we met at a different hotel, usually in Murfreesboro, to fuck each other’s brains out.

Among other deliciously dirty, sinful activities.

The man was damned gorgeous, let me tell you what. Ten years older than me, but he kept himself in shape. Hung like a goddamned horse, too, and with oral talents that could literally have me speaking in tongues and calling upon any deity he wished me to worship. Definitely a man wasted in the service of the Catholic church. I told him he should switch teams and join the Episcopalians, so he wouldn’t have to hide being in a relationship.

But he wasn’t quite ready to give up on the church yet, unless I was ready to give up my insistence on never getting married. And, to him, he carried the double “shame” of also being a submissive masochist.

Except for the marriage issue, I was more than happy to help him out in every way he needed. I knew he wouldn’t talk, and he knew I wouldn’t talk.

Because I wasn’t merely his secret fuck-buddy—I was also his attorney of record. Which, yes, that was a conflict of interest for me, but one I knew he’d protect. He needed me as his confessor and relief valve more than I was worried about anyone giving me any shit over sleeping with a priest. We had the perfect double excuse—attorney-client privilege, and piercing the veil of the confessional.

Hey, at least I was an adult, consenting woman, and not a kid.

I enjoyed talking to him after we exhausted each other in bed nearly as much as I enjoyed the act of exhausting each other in bed. Brilliant man, funny, sweet, and a great conversationalist.

Also fantastic at picking up little tidbits and pointing me toward people who needed help.

The highly specialized kind of help I could provide.

Which is how I learned about Lorena Smith six weeks before my path first crossed with Declan’s.

She was eighteen years old and recently orphaned. Her mother was a housekeeper at a hotel in Nashville, and Lorena never knew her birth father. She suspected that her mother had lied on her birth certificate, because her father was listed as one John Smith.

Three weeks prior, however, her mother had said she was going to approach Lorena’s birth father and ask for money for her for college, now that Lorena was about to graduate from high school. She didn’t, however, tell Lorena her birth father’s real name.

Just that he was into raising cattle.

Her mother was dead less than a week later. Murdered. The only thing Lorena had to go on was that she found on her mother’s Kindle Fire tablet a search for the address for Terrance Ronald’s home address two days before she was killed.

Senior, not Junior.

Now, Lorena was worried her mother had been deliberately targeted by someone, and that she might be next. The cops were useless, because they’d already ruled that it was a “crime of passion,” and had arrested a homeless man for the murder.

A man who’d killed himself his first night in custody after he confessed to killing her.

Case closed.

Lorena, however, wasn’t convinced, and had talked to her priest about it—Benjamin.

Benjamin had talked to a friend of his, a fellow priest who he knew was a spiritual counselor to the Ronald family, and asked if he’d heard anything. He hadn’t, but said he’d keep Benjamin posted.

Benjamin knew that man wouldn’t rat him out, because Benjamin had covered for the guy plenty of times so he could conduct his ongoing affair with another man in Nashville.

I agreed to talk to Lorena and quietly look into the situation. That’s when I discovered a pattern that was clearly visible, if you knew what you were looking for. Several people who’d died or were killed under unusual circumstances, all with some sort of tie to the Ronald family.

I knew for a fact the Ronald family was trying to win a lawsuit that would boost their already stratospheric net worth, and that Senior was dying.

During my investigation, tapping into sources I knew would keep my queries quiet, I learned Senior likely had dozens of illegitimate bastard children all over Tennessee and Kentucky. He’d preferred affairs with Hispanic women of shaky citizenship status so he could leverage that against them to ensure their silence. Frequently hotel housekeepers, because he traveled a lot and they fit his type perfectly.

He’d pay for all the hospital bills, and usually provide a small payout that would seem like a windfall to the baby mommas, as long as they signed an affidavit stating he wasn’t the father and they didn’t put his name on the birth certificate. He would frequently visit while the baby was young, but once they were a toddler he then disappeared, never to return to their life.

He also preferred not to pay for abortions. In fact, Benjamin put me in contact with one woman who said Senior had become enraged when she said she was going to get an abortion. He demanded she have the baby, even though he wasn’t going to have anything to do with it past infancy.

She ended all contact with him and got the abortion anyway.

One of my sources said the old fuck liked to breed. That it made him feel young, because his only legitimate child, Junior, had been born with great difficulties and complications that left his wife unable to have more children. That Senior would deliberately fuck his conquests bare, with the intent of getting them pregnant.

And brag about it to a few select, close friends.

I’m not one to yuck someone else’s yum, but that’s a creepy damn fetish. Everything’s fun and games and perfectly fine when you’re talking about consenting adults, until you start involving children who didn’t ask to be born.

Oh, did I mention he preferred to do this to girls who were seventeen or eighteen, and rarely slept with a woman over the age of twenty?

Benjamin knew if anyone could figure out a path to righteous justice for these women and children, it’d be me.

Of course I was Benjamin’s first call when Renata Elena Espinoza Gutierrez and her son, Declan Terrance Ronald, were brought to the homeless shelter that Benjamin’s church ran in Nashville.

* * * *

The boy sitting across from me in the restaurant booth looks older than his almost fifteen years, but I know grief and worry will do that to you.

He’s also smart. Brilliant, even. I drove down to Murfreesboro first thing this morning, the power of attorney his mom signed yesterday in my hand, and retrieved his school records and test scores. I am highly impressed by what I see.

I need the records so I can get his name changed on them, too, and get him enrolled in school here in Nashville. I want to try to get him into one of the charter schools, if possible. I have contacts.

I also have in hand the emergency court order—now under seal—that my former fuck buddy and one extremely kinky and submissive man, Judge Stafford Coughlin, signed for me yesterday in chambers. Declan’s new name is Declan Ronald Howard, and thank god his mom’s name was so fucking long to start with. I trimmed her first and last names from the new birth certificate. Thus Declan’s mother’s name is now listed as Elena Espinoza.

Four booths away from where we currently sit, I have a clear view of Nashville Metropolitan Council Member David Horrence. He hasn’t noticed me because he’s too busy canoodling with a blonde younger than his oldest daughter, a woman who is definitely not Mavis Horrence.

His wife and the mother of his three children.

Mavis is also the one with the money in the family. He married rich, but the trust fund is in her name, and she has an air-tight prenup.

I know, because one of our firm’s top attorneys drew it up for them years ago.

See, all those trappings of a respectable life still conceal a dark and dirty secret. Mavis isn’t an unattractive woman, either. She teaches yoga and has a damned nice body. But she’s married to a fucking dick.

I film a few minutes of video with my cell phone while Declan quietly peruses the menu. Then I take a few pictures. It simply looks like I’m checking my phone, not that I’m actively gathering evidence.

Hey, we’re in a public place. There is no expectation of privacy here.

In his civilian life, David is the owner of a construction company that does a lot of government contract work for TDOT on roads and bridges, both new construction and maintenance.

He’s also been a pain in my fucking ass because he screwed one of my friends out of nearly a million dollars in income by somehow strong-arming a school building contract in a neighboring county to go to one of his buddies.

Sure, all’s fair in love and war, but don’t fucking screw the taxpayers in the process. That’s my money, too, because some of the funding is allocated by the state. The lowest, best bid did not get the contract, and I know some of that money will personally line David’s pockets in kickbacks.

Benjamin had seen David and his mistress eating here before and recognized him, gave me the tip about it, and I paid the restaurant’s owner to let me know when the guy showed up.

Today, I was fortunate enough that a holy confluence of events happened to allow me to sit here and do what I needed to do.

Good damned luck, right?

David Horrence doesn’t know it yet, but he’s about to get rat-fucked by me, without lube. I can completely ruin his life with all the accumulated information I now have on him.

Meaning I can use him.

Because he’s the brother-in-law of Bill Pickering, a state senator who’s been a pain in George’s ass from day one of George’s tenure in the General Assembly.

Not that I’ll tell George any of this, because I don’t want him tied to it in any way. But I can’t wait for him to start telling me that Bill Pickering has suddenly started voting in lock-step with him, backing his bills and basically giving George a legislative happy finish every time he wants to get something done.

Otherwise, David Horrence will find himself facing a brutal divorce, a couple of government corruption investigations, as well as financially crushing holds on several pending contracts his own company has with TDOT, costing him the posted bonds he had to foot to bid the contracts in the first place.

Declan and I talk, and he says he wants to become an attorney.

Mostly for the money, so he can take care of his mom. But also so he has the resources to seek revenge for his sister’s murder.

I study him closely and recognize the fire burning within him as one I see in my own mirror. Something tells me this boy, who’s nearly a man, is my future.

“If you’re serious about going to law school,” I tell him, “I mean really serious, I’ll help you prep. I can also put you in contact with the right people, get you introductions, even get you in on the ground floor with some of the city and state’s biggest political juice.”

“How?”

“Are you in?” I ask.

He nods. “I want to be able to do something. Tell me what I have to do, and I’ll do it.”

“Anything?”

“As long as you’re serious about helping me, yes. Anything.”

I smile. “You’re going to become a wunderkind in state politics. And I’m going to give you your most valuable piece of advice ever right now.”

“What’s that?”

“Listen, watch, and never let them see you watching them. Store every single bit of information that comes your way for future leverage. Also, always assume someone else is watching and listening to you.” I lift my phone and take a few more pictures.

When he starts to turn to look, I pull him up short with the same soft noise I use on Benjamin when he starts to move before I tell him to.

Declan freezes, waiting, watching me.

I can’t help it—I smile. “Good boy”

The sweet pink flush that fills his cheeks confirms I’m on the right path with him.

Someone with his inner fire can really go places, accomplish great things, as long as he’s given the proper direction and focus. I can teach him everything he needs to know and open all manner of doors for him, but his pain fuels his furnace like a fusion reactor. That is what will carry him to success.

He’ll mostly make his own luck.

It’ll be a mutually beneficial relationship, don’t get me wrong.

Over the next couple of years, Declan and his mom become a fixture in my life as I take him under my wing and begin to groom him.

Not like that, you creeps.

Well, not totally like that. The boy has a naturally submissive streak when it comes to me. Who am I to deny him that?

Besides, I stay strictly hands-off and keep things completely proper with him. When his mom dies, I keep a slight distance while shepherding him through everything, even taking care of the funeral expenses for him without telling him, and filing emancipated minor status paperwork for him so he can remain in their apartment and finish his senior year of high school there.

What he doesn’t know is the life insurance policy I told him his mother had, which took care of her funeral, was actually taken out and paid for by me. I’d hoped it’d never come into play, and that I could drop it after he graduated law school and passed the bar and was earning a living on his own. Unfortunately, I hated being right, in this case.

Sometimes, it sucks to be able to think ahead and prepare for things like this. I’d been worried about Junior coming after Declan’s mom. Unfortunately, her death was nothing more than a tragic accident.

The only cold consolation the life insurance policy provides is that he’ll be able to go to law school even if he doesn’t land himself a scholarship.

I won’t let him abandon his dreams—of obtaining his law degree, or the darker one.

Of revenge.

We’re in this together, all the way.

Well after he’s graduated from high school, and after he’s turned eighteen, then I start planning when to make my pitch to him. Timing works out well in my favor, too. A couple of months after Declan turns eighteen, Benjamin is transferred to a parish out in California, where he’s originally from, so he can be close to his ailing mother.

Meaning our relationship comes to a natural and amicable conclusion, since I won’t change my mind about never getting married.

At the same time, Declan is renting a room from me between college semesters, when he’s not living in the dorm. He works with me at the law firm as my clerk, and helping with George’s re-election campaign for the state Senate.

Seems like as good a time as any to take my boy’s education to the next level. Because I do love him.

And knowing what I know about him, I know he’ll keep my secrets, just like he knows I’ll keep his.

All of them.




















​Chapter Three

Now




​It’s difficult to lie in this bed this morning and not think about my girl once being here with George.

There were times I had to stop by to pick something up for George and take it to him at work, or to a campaign event. If no one else was home, I would make my way up here, press my face to her pillow, and deeply inhale.

Lie on his side of the bed and hold her pillow in my arms, the way I used to hold her, while trying not to cry.

Then came the plane crash. The night I returned from overseas with George’s brother, Chase, and with Ellen’s urn, after the kids fell asleep, Declan came in here with me and held me as I laid in their bed and cried. I thought I was mourning both of them.

Ironic, huh?

That my heart could be shattered not just by my girl, but by the evil motherfucker, too.

Declan’s once again holding me in George’s bed, only now he’s sleeping on the side that used to be Ellen’s, and I’m wedged between the two men.

At least I’m not crying.

Caught between a Master and a boy, and unsure if there’s room for me despite them both wanting me here.

So they say.

I’m still not certain how that’d work with me and George. Would we kill each other, or would Declan want to kill both of us?

I know Declan loves me—is in love with me. We have twelve years between us now, and have known each other even longer. I also know George thinks he loves me, but I’m not sure he knows how he really feels about me. Whether his emotions are about me as his friend, and potentially more, or because of who I was to Ellen.

Then there’s the way Declan and George clicked when I drop-kicked both of them into this crazy funhouse of a dynamic that night in January. The instantaneous way they meshed proves to me they’re truly meant to be together.

Come on, two previously straight men who never so much as experimented with a guy before? Yet both of them are crazy over each other now?

This isn’t porn. Two heterosexual guys don’t just fake being in love and enjoying sex with each other. Especially not with such high stakes as we’re facing. Doubly so when one’s still mourning the loss of his wife.

My girl.

How can I hate the motherfucker when he broke down in his kitchen one day not long after he and Declan started this thing together and sobbed in my lap, apologized for not bringing Ellen home? When it wasn’t his fault she died.

I don’t blame him for Ellen’s death.

Rightly or wrongly, I secretly blame him for a lot of shit he didn’t know about, but that wasn’t one of the things. And that day, I finally told him the basic truth about me and Ellen.

Maybe I did want to take an emotional swipe at him at his lowest point, get my licks in over what he unknowingly took from me years ago, and for him trying to take Declan from me. I don’t know. He felt guilty as fuck over my revelation about Ellen. While that gave me a little dark satisfaction, it also left me feeling like shit, because I know Ellen would never have wanted me to do that.

That I used his despair against him, weaponized it.

Hoped it’d help bind him tightly to me so he wouldn’t run me off yet.

To manipulate him into staying in the governor’s race instead of dropping out to be with Declan.

Yeah, I’m an evil bitch, all right. But there’s a larger plan at play, even if George doesn’t know it.

A plan Declan and I have worked on for over a decade.

In his sleep, George shifts slightly, moving closer to me. He drapes his arm over me, seeking Declan behind me, snuggling closer before his breathing slows and evens out again. Even in the dim light, I see his wedding band on his left ring finger.

He still wears it. I don’t think I’ve ever seen him take it off since his return.

He’s quickly sound asleep once more. No way I could escape undetected now, even if I decided to.

Declan calls George a warm, sleepy octopus in the mornings, and he’s not wrong. George doesn’t like mornings. He likes leaving his comfortable bed even less.

That dislike is squared or cubed if you factor in how much he hates being separated from Declan.

He used to be the same way with Ellen.

I’m not usually around to be a recipient of the sleepy octopus’ attentions, although it is fricking adorable the few times I’ve been here and he tried it with me, or I watched him do it with Declan.

Sometimes I let him do it to me because it is adorable. Because George has suffered more than enough pain and grief in his life not to let him have fun on occasion. And sometimes it’s fun for me, too, because Declan and I don’t have that kind of morning routine between us. The boy’s too well-trained to argue with me when I order him to get the fuck out of bed in the morning.

I’m not submissive. I’m not looking for a Top, or a Dom, or a fucking Daddy.

Definitely not the last one.

Although some might argue that, with Declan being seventeen years younger than George, and fifteen years younger than me, there could be a little of that kind of vibe between them.

I haven’t seen that. Outside of work, I’ve witnessed Sadist and slut, and Master and boy.

At the office, Alpha Declan has no problem stepping into control and taking over, kicking ass and helping run our state. I trust him to keep George in line at work when dealing with work issues.

Right now I lightly doze but don’t totally fall asleep. It took me a couple of years to be able to sleep soundly with Declan sharing a bed with me. Even now, although I trust George in many ways, it’s deeply engrained triggers that tell me it’s not safe to sleep because there’s someone else in bed with me besides Declan.

Even with trusted Declan guarding my back.

I used to sleep damned good with Ellen. Even after she and George were together, there were times she’d let me nap on the couch with my head in her lap, like we used to, because I was so fucking exhausted. I know she felt guilty about that, too.

Eventually, I adapted.

So I totally understood what a dangerous state George was in when I finally realized how bad his insomnia was after his return. Although in George’s case, it was due to PTSD from the disaster, and the resulting nightmares. Every time he closed his eyes he’d relive what happened, hear the noises.

Mine resulted from years of repetitive trauma.

Not long after daybreak, I feel Declan awaken again. He stretches a little behind me, his arm curling around my waist once more.

That’s when George awakens.

It’s like watching a large mastiff. First a few noises, soft harrumphs and sighs, like he can’t believe his brain is forcibly dragging him toward being conscious. Followed by stretching, and then more sighs.

Then those blue eyes open and focus on me.

Damn, the man has gorgeous eyes. Hell, he’s gorgeous, period.

He tentatively reaches out, the way he always does like this, and brushes his fingers against my hand. The man apparently has two modes outside of work and father—adorable, and sadistic.

This is the first.

I curl my fingers around his. “Morning,” I say.

Behind me, I feel Declan’s erection pressing against my ass.

I also suppress a snicker because he knows better than to grind that boner against me without permission, and he’s not allowed to ask me for that, either.

Over the years, I’ve enjoyed the hell out of the creative ways in which he tries to express himself without breaking that rule.

Yes, I’m a sadist to the boy, just in different ways than George.

“You have a horny boy, George,” I drawl.

I won’t deny I’m wet over the soft whimper I feel brush the nape of my neck.

I let George gently draw my hand up to his lips. He kisses my fingers. “We have a horny boy,” he softly says.

In the early days of this new world order, George was determined he was going to take Declan from me. Just bullshit posturing on his part.

We worked our way through that. That was before he knew what Ellen was to me. Then, he felt guilty as fuck over it and settled the hell down. Ever since our scare the day of the flood, where we didn’t know if Declan was even alive or not, George has actively tried to convince me to join them as a triad. I think maybe he’s scared he might lose me, too.

At least George understands now, I think, that Declan’s not going anywhere. If he doesn’t understand it yet, I think he’s starting to.

I hope.

I really do not want to revisit that possessive bullshit phase of George’s. Especially since I’m pretty sure at this point that if he forced Declan to choose, I’d be the loser.

Then George gives me a sleepy smile and swirls his tongue around my index finger. Not going to lie—it gets the desired reaction. My clit’s throbbing.

Something tells me the only way I’ll be able to escape this bed this morning is if orgasms happen first.

Of course, that’s not the worst way to start a morning.

With my free hand, I grab Declan’s hand and slide it down my stomach, inside my panties. Then I hook that arm around behind my head, cupping Declan’s head and fisting his hair. “You know what to do, boy.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he mumbles against the nape of my neck as his fingers skillfully begin to stroke me.

Did I mention my boy is well-trained?

George looks a little more awake now, passion darkening those gorgeous blue eyes. I don’t break eye contact with him and enjoy knowing this kind of sadism has an effect on him, too. His warm breath brushes across my hand, where he’s still teasing my finger.

The man might be a sadist, but with me, a woman and his friend of over twenty years, I damn well know he’s not going to do more than he is now without me explicitly telling him he can. He’s too scared of pushing me away.

And, in the depths of his soul, he is a good man. Maybe batshit crazy and struggling to find his new level, but he’s not…evil.

He’s not like me.

As Declan does his thing, I grow slippery and it makes what my boy’s doing to me feel even better. I suffer not the slightest bit of guilt over squirming and wiggling my ass against Declan’s erection, because I know the softy sadist will take care of him shortly.

“How’s it feel?” George hoarsely asks.

I’m definitely a bitch—I’ll own it. I grab Declan’s hand and pull it from between my legs and push his fingers into George’s mouth.

Both men moan, and yeah, it’s kinda hot watching George sucking my juices off Declan’s fingers.

“Fuuuuck,” Declan moans behind me. His cock is eagerly twitching against my ass, but all due credit to the boy, he’s still not humping me.

I giggle and grab Declan’s hand again, returning it to my pussy.

George goes back to sucking on my finger. I know he hopes he’ll persuade me to invite him to do more than he is, but not this morning.

It’s not that I’m trying to be difficult just for the sake of being a sadist, either. I spent too many damn years early in life with zero control.

Now that, as an adult, I have the control denied to me for so long, I don’t know how to release it to someone else. If George honestly wants to prove himself to me, he’ll keep taking this at my speed and let my ragged, tattered soul slowly come to grips with it.

Declan earns an A for effort, though, for not humping what has to be a nearly painful erection against my panty-clad ass.

George throws the sheet off him, which also bares me and Declan. Still holding my hand and sucking on my finger, he reaches down with his other hand, shoves down the waistband of his sleep shorts, and starts to slowly stroke his erection.

All while staring me in the eyes.

Fuuuuck. The man has a gorgeous cock. He’s hung. Declan’s nothing to sneeze at, but he’s not as large as George. As Declan’s fingers dip inside me before stroking my clit again, George gathers pre-cum from the head of his cock and reaches around me, shoving his thumb into Declan’s mouth and making the boy moan.

That’s when I spot George’s evil smirk.

Fair enough, because I’m probably wearing one right now, too.

Well-played, George. Well-played.

Of course I give George another taste of me, courtesy of Declan’s fingers.

And George repeats it with Declan.

Challenge accepted.

We continue like this for probably the better part of fifteen minutes, until I’m sure poor Declan’s hand is close to getting cramped.

I tip my head back and kiss him. “Finish me off, and then you can fuck me.” I kiss him again, swallowing his moans as his hand speeds up between my legs.

It’s easy for me to let go with Declan like this because of the level of trust I have in him. I’m well aware of George right next to me, the haggard sound of his breathing as he watches us, how he keeps slowing his strokes and squeezing his cock to hold back his own release. Not sure how he plans to get his, but if he wants to do it with Declan, he’s going to have to wait his turn.

I have dibs on the boy.

When my release starts, Declan senses it and stays with me, deeply kissing me with a hunger that would be cruel for me to deny.

Wouldn’t it?

I mean, yeah, I could change my mind, but he’s been such a good boy. Contrary to what you might think of me, I do like to reward my boy for good behavior. Sometimes I make him wait because it suits my purposes, helps with training him. The needier he is, the more eager he is to please.

I finally lay my hand over his to still him and snuggle tightly against him. We’re kissing, and George is practically about to explode next to us. I roll toward Declan, onto my back, and shimmy out of my panties.

Doesn’t take Declan but a second to climb between my legs, slide his cock inside me, and go to town. This morning he actually manages to fuck a second climax out of me, which wasn’t required but speaks to how good he is with me in this way. Over the years, he’s definitely taken all the lessons I gave him to heart.

George climbs out of bed, rids himself of his sleep shorts, and returns, kneeling next to me on the bed as he strokes his cock. The poor boy is no sooner coming and giving me that gorgeous O-face I love seeing him wear when George grabs a fistful of Declan’s hair and pulls his head down so he can fuck the boy’s mouth.

I giggle—I can’t help it. George looking so needy, and viciously skull-fucking the come-drunk boy, is a beautiful sight. It doesn’t take George long to shoot down Declan’s throat, either, before slumping back against the headboard.

When George finally releases Declan’s head, he leans in and kisses the boy, long and tenderly and making a lump well up in my throat. The man really does love Dec—I can see it between them.

Declan ends up between us, his face pressed between my boobs and George spooned along his back. “Better, boy?” I ask as I play with his hair.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he mumbles, sounding like he’s already half-asleep again. “Thank you.”

I scratch his scalp. “Thank you, boy.”

“Yeah,” George says, nuzzling the back of Declan’s head. “Thank you.”

George’s gaze catches mine, and I really can’t deal with the intensity there right now. I close my eyes and focus on Declan again. He’s my mostly known quantity. As long as George doesn’t take him away from me, he’s still mine, and I know how to deal with him.

I don’t know how to deal with this aspect of George yet. I’m not sure how to manage him. Neither one of us are submissive, so I have no clue where to go from this particular point. Declan is the pivot between us.

George reaches around Declan, finds my hand again, and gently squeezes. “And thank you for staying last night. I won’t try to push my luck, but if you want to stay tonight, too, I’d really like that.”

“Me, too, Ma’am,” Declan says.

I’d love it, too, but old, familiar panic tries to kick in. I shove the slimy, creeping feeling down, for now. “Let’s see how I feel later, boys. Not making either of you any promises I can’t keep.”

George sighs, then gently squeezes my hand again before releasing me.

At least he won’t try arguing with me this morning. For today, he’ll accept what I can give him.

Just like he accepted what I gave him that fateful January night in my office.

The night I gave him my boy.




















​Chapter Four

Then




​I don’t know who coined it, but there’s a saying that goes something like insanity is repeating the same action over and over again and expecting a different result.

I know within twelve months of George’s return that he’s not healing. Not through anything he’s told me, either.

Through what I see with my own eyes.

All due credit to the man, he puts on a damned good front, at first. You’ve never seen a more dedicated father than George. With Aussie just turning seventeen and soon to graduate high school, he’s doing his damnedest to not only run the state, but be a father.

Maybe it’d be easier if Ryder and Logan were still at home and not away at college, I don’t know.

Declan is under standing orders from me to spend as much time at George’s as he reasonably can and report everything he sees when alone with George, whether at home or at work.

I know Declan is worried about George as both a friend and colleague, but Declan’s also worried about me. Because while Declan doesn’t know all the details, he knows Ellen was more to me than just my best friend.

Meaning Declan does his best to try to take care of me in any way that I’ll let him.

Which is fucking adorable and melts me, don’t get me wrong. Except I’m not the governor, or the remaining parent to three kids who might be “adults” but who still need their dad.

George was lucky. Damned lucky. I think part of him realizes that, but he’s still buried under mountains of pain he can’t even bring himself to process yet. He’s white-knuckling life and it’s taking a toll on him. I’m sure he’s not sleeping, because plenty of times I’ve logged into his alarm system and seen the motion detectors pick up movement inside the house when he should be asleep.

Plus, the bags and dark circles under his eyes are fucking killing me, man. Maybe people who don’t know him as well as I do are fooled by his smiles and his words, but I’m not.

This is a man still dying. His death was prolonged some by his rescue, but he’s slowly and surely killing himself.

When Ellen died, so did a large part of who he was. Not only as a husband and lover, but as a Master and Owner. He is untethered from the one constant in his life, which always kept him calm and centered and able to relax.

Ironic, I know. The Doms are supposed to be the powerful ones, the protectors and leaders. And they are.

But just as a Dom is a submissive’s safe haven, the converse is true. Even with me, someone he’s literally known as long as he knew Ellen, someone he calls his best friend, George can’t let down some barriers with me. He feels he needs to put forth an image to the world that he’s this strong leader and father and that he’s still standing.

Except…he’s not.

Far from it.

I’ve tried approaching this from several subtle angles, and nothing I’ve done has penetrated that wall around him. If I can’t figure out how to break through or scale it, we’re going to lose him, sooner or later.

I’m betting on sooner.

I did consider making an outright pass at him, but that would only be a stopgap measure at best, because I’m not sure I can deal with him at that level right now. Not to mention the residual emotional carnage it would leave in our wake.

Mainly, Declan.

I can’t do that to my boy. I love him too much.

But then one night, while I’m taking out my frustration on Declan with a spanking scene that will end with me using a strap-on on him, I get an idea.

It’s a motherfucking evil idea but, if I’m lucky, it’s a plan that might very well save George’s life.

Except it means sacrificing the one thing I never thought I’d have to lose—Declan.

The boy loves ass play, because I’ve trained him to enjoy it. That was one of the first things I did early on, mixing it with edging him, teaching him to beg for it and rewarding him handsomely when he did.

He’s no stranger to me feeding him his cum, either.

So I start mixing things up with him. Instead of fucking him right away, I start teaching him how to give a blowjob, how to deep-throat the dildo, coat it with his own cum as I’m rewarding him with a vibrating butt plug or stroking him with my foot. Or doing it to him with him tied up and stroking him with my hand while I hold a dildo in my hand and make him suck it.

I shake it up. Which, to be fair to the boy, is something I do a lot with him. Keeping him guessing keeps him alert and ready to respond. To him, this is just another version of that.

He loves it and begs for more.

Don’t get me wrong, there have been things over the years I’ve tried with him that, when I debriefed him later, he admitted he hated, and I’ve dropped it from the menu or slid it over to the punishment column. I’m not heartless. I want him to enjoy what we do.

I want him to want me.

Except now, I need to teach him to want George.

One thing I’ve done throughout our time together is sometimes reviewing George’s speeches while we’re playing. If the boy’s tied up and doing something, like worshipping my feet—or pussy—I can sit there and go over what George said, how he said it, mentally note things I need to bring up with him before the next speech he gives.

I start doing that every time we play. I make sure Declan’s not blindfolded and that he’s facing the TV while I play with him, especially for the reward phase.

I want him to associate George with pleasure.

I know I’ve succeeded in this when, in early September, I’m in my office at lunch and rewatching one of George’s speeches on my laptop. Declan’s in there with me and starts adjusting himself while blushing.

It takes everything I have in me not to react, to pretend I don’t notice, but I know it means I’m on the right track with his training.

Meanwhile, George is slowly declining. He has no outside interests other than the kids and work. Before, he and Ellen used to do things in their free time, even if it was only going over to a park and hiking for an hour or so. They’d walk around their development after dinner to talk and let him decompress. She would attend official functions with him and keep him calm and centered.

Countless offers I’ve made to him to take a walk with me have been rebuffed. Trying to schedule him to go do things with me is gently declined time and again.

I can’t get him to go back to the doctor to try different antidepressants after the first one failed miserably with him. He won’t use sleeping pills, either, because he had horrible nightmares from them. That much he would admit to me, finally.

That at least without the sleeping meds he could awaken himself from the nightmares.

With them, he was forced to endure the experience over and over again, sometimes even more horrifically than what happened in real life.

Thus, I watch and wait and plan.

Call me what you will, I have a job to do to help run this state, and I have a job to do as a friend. Despite what you think of me, I also have my loyalty to my girl to think of. No way in hell could I look myself in the mirror knowing I didn’t do everything in my power to keep her beloved husband alive.

Besides, I love the motherfucker. I don’t want him to die. He’s all I have left of her.

I also can’t lose Declan.

If I have a boy who craves what I give him—and let’s be honest, he could take a lot more than what I give him, except I’m normally squeamish about getting too physical with him—and I have an adrift Master and sadist who’s untethering himself from life a breath at a time…

Well, can you blame me?

George always called Ellen girl. That was his name for her, and she called him Sir around others, and Master at home in private.

Oh, did I mention George has no clue I knew this about them? That they had this dynamic?

My girl told me everything. Even once she was officially his girl.

Even if he was clueless she’d been my girl. And I’d once called her that—girl.

That means as this plan slowly takes shape in my head, I start referring to Declan as boy around George more often. It’s what I called Declan anyway. In the past when I’ve used that term to refer to him around George, George assumed I’d meant it jokingly because of Declan’s age.

Now?

I need George to be thinking of Declan as boy.

Because once he does, it won’t take much for me to nudge George into thinking of Declan as his boy.

Before what happened to him, George was always competitive. Not to an assholish level, mind you, but playfully. I can hopefully tap into that and use that to get him to want Declan.

My biggest hope, besides wanting to reignite George’s will to live again, is that I can still maintain my hold on Declan’s heart.

But if I lose him completely to George…

Well, I know I’ve survived one such loss, and probably can again.

George, on the other hand, is dying. I feel this to the depths of my soul.

I cannot in good conscience let that happen.

* * * *

Luck requires a lot of hard damn work. I spend the next several months working in secret on two fronts—trying to figure out some way to keep George alive short of enacting my plan, and acclimating Declan to his potential future. If forced to go for the nuclear option, at least I will have biological need on my side to coax George into going for it.

George and Ellen had an active and healthy sex life. No doubt loneliness and self-imposed celibacy, combined with grief, are chipping away at him.

I also know George’s sadism was limited mostly to the physical realm, whereas I have no problem being…well, downright evil.

Meaning my boy is starting to undergo periods of forced chastity. Sometimes locked up, sometimes not. Obedience is something I’ve insisted on from the beginning. The hornier he is, the more eagerly obedient he becomes.

We make it through the second holiday season without Ellen, but I realize George won’t survive much longer. Aussie turns eighteen this coming summer, even though she’s already away at her first year at Vanderbilt.

Once she turns eighteen…

I’m afraid at that point any leverage I might have to convince George to stay with us is gone. I’ve debated whether or not letting him put himself out of his misery would be the kinder thing, and I always circle back to one clear, concise point—

My girl would want me to do anything within my power to keep him alive. Ideally, I want this to happen before George is slated to go to DC in February to give the keynote speech to the National Governors Association. I want to send Declan with him for that, and if they’re already an item, it’ll make it that much easier for Declan to keep him calm.

Having Declan will make the entire upcoming re-election campaign easier on George.

The first week of January, I make my decision to enact Plan B. It’ll take nerves of steel on my part, and more than a smidgen of luck that’s beyond my control.

Late January hits, and George explodes one Monday afternoon in his office when it’s just me and Declan with him, because George doesn’t want to fly to DC. That’s when I know the pump is primed. He’s emotionally raw, physically exhausted, and mentally fried.

That means I need to start taking chances with Declan and praying luck is on my side. George was no stranger to having sex in the office, according to Ellen. It was something she enjoyed, too, because she saw how it usually calmed him, settled him, especially if he was having a long, bad day.

Which is how George ends up “accidentally” walking in on me and Declan in my office the next evening, with the boy naked and bent over my desk and getting plowed by a strap-on.

The look on George’s face when he eases the door open almost makes me laugh out loud, which could’ve ruined everything. I need him to walk in, for his lizard brain to kick in, and for the lonely, horny Dom to take over.

Kind of like hunting in a baited field, I guess?

Finally, he does. I have Declan so deep in the zone, and so horny after two weeks of not letting him come, that I know if I stay calm, and George stays calm, that Declan will hopefully stay calm and go with it.

George might be a sadist, and a Dom, and a motherfucker, but deep in his core he’s soft-hearted. Ellen told me he never let her go to bed horny if she was in the mood, even if he wasn’t. Especially if he’d worked her up earlier in the day and didn’t let her come then.

I hoped what he’d survived hadn’t broken that part of him so completely that he wouldn’t be able to tap into it now.

Poor Declan. No, I didn’t obtain his consent, and neither did George. Not really. The thought that this could backfire in a very horrible way on both me and George was never far from my mind, but I had to trust my boy wouldn’t use this against us in a court of law.

If he tried?

Well, among other things, I have very compromising pictures and video I took of him over the past few months, which he has no idea I have. Pictures and video of him blindfolded and eagerly fellating a dildo, for starters. Video of him begging to do it for me, of eagerly begging me to fuck him with one.

If that’s not enough?

I have more evidence.

Evidence I pray I never need to use, because it means things between us are so irretrievably broken that I’m forced to take such drastic measures to protect George and myself.

Oh, yes, I’m a bitch.

Absolutely.

Feel free to call me that, because I own it.

See, there are parts of me that are irretrievably broken and have been since I was a kid.

Unfortunately, that also makes me such a fucking good attorney and an effective political operative.

Because I have very little conscience regarding the potential fallout when it comes to achieving an extremely personal goal.

* * * *

The other part of my plan that’s problematic is I’m not expecting the wave of jealousy that washes through me while watching George fuck Declan’s ass as the boy eats me out.

As in, part of me wants to rage, dive over George’s back, and shove him off and away from Declan.

Except it’s too late.

The boy’s enjoying this, George is definitely enjoying it, and I’m sort of committed to the plan.

Even the wave of heat that washes through me as George rips off his shirt before preparing to fuck Declan isn’t enough to stave off the jealousy.

Dammit, it’s not fair.

Why should the only thing to keep George alive be the most precious thing I own?

Again.

When does he start giving shit up for me?

I’ve got a hot news flash for George, though. If he thinks he’s done with public life after two terms in Nashville, he’s dead wrong. If I’m giving up my boy to him, George can damn well run for the US Senate and take me with him to DC as his chief of staff. That’ll position me in the halls of power and able to take care of myself for the rest of my life. I’ll be able to write my own paychecks as a political consultant, have the ears of the most powerful people in the country and world.

He fucking owes me. Because without Declan as mine, I have no reason—much less any desire—to stay in fucking Tennessee for the rest of my life. The only reason I was here at all was Ellen.

Therefore, George is going to dance to my fucking tune, whether he knows it or not.

Ellen willingly helped me manipulate George for my political purposes. She felt she owed me that much. I knew she still loved me as much as I loved her, but my girl was faithful to her Sir in every way he asked of her.
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