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Camila stood at the large window in her husband’s office, staring out at the fields and not really seeing anything. Her insides felt twisted, and she was nauseated—she always was when she talked to her sisters, Penelope and Aubrey. She’d been bullied by the two her whole life, and their mother hadn’t done anything to stop it. Camila often thought she actually encouraged them by the smile on her face.

When she had gone to her father for help, he’d often tell her to stop being so dramatic. Even when she’d shown him the bruises or what other damage her sisters caused, he’d roll his eyes and tell her that she was exaggerating.

She couldn’t even get away when she went to school without having to deal with the pain and humiliation. In fact, it got worse because they usually had an audience, which spurred them on.

Camila was amazed she’d survived her childhood. The first chance she got to leave, she ran, thinking she would never go back. Unfortunately, she had gone home once, and it was something she would regret for the rest of her life. After she left her parents’ house the last time, she never looked back and cut all communication with them.

She shuddered when she thought about that Thanksgiving six years ago. Her mother had demanded that she come home for the holiday, so she did. She had hoped things had changed.

It was one of the worst mistakes of her life. From the moment she stepped into the house, her sisters had picked her apart. A half hour before she’d gotten home, she was confident and proud, but they quickly stripped away anything positive she felt.

What they had done to her later that night was the worst thing they’d ever done to her, and she would never be able to keep the emotional pain at bay when she thought of it.

Camila hated that she still gave them the power. The counselor she’d first talked to about the situation when she was at college had told her she could live in her own bubble, which contained the things that made her happy. It helped to keep the negative from taking over her life. Camila had often used that philosophy in everything in her life.

She’d gone to college with a full scholarship and taken business courses. She had hated them, so she decided to pursue her dream of becoming a tech for a veterinarian’s office because she loved animals and loved helping them. 

Her life brightened, and she met people with a similar mindset. One in particular was Mandy. They’d had so much in common, and they clicked right away. It had taken a long time to be able to trust her friend to tell her about her family, but she was thrilled when Mandy instantly looked appalled and thoroughly pissed. Mandy tried to talk her out of going home for the Thanksgiving holiday, but Camila had wanted to see if anything had improved, only to find out it was worse.

After the holiday, it took Mandy a few weeks to get Camila out of her shell and tell her everything. One night, her friend had had enough and cornered her. When her friend’s arms came around her, when Camila heard her friend crying for her, she let herself cry, hoping it would help the suffocating pressure in her chest.

She had felt better, but then had to talk Mandy out of going to the police and get her family charged. Since Camila had no evidence, she knew the officials wouldn’t believe her over her family.

Camila had felt better and was determined never to go back, no matter what. Now, it looked like the bullies were coming to her, and she wanted to cry and scream, but would never let herself, especially in front of them.

She jumped and then softened when her husband, Drake, wrapped his arms around her from behind.

“What’s wrong, love?”

Her stomach tightened. “My sisters called. They’re coming here to meet you. They have some papers I need to sign, so it gave them the excuse to want to visit.”

Camila heard him sigh. She’d told him a lot of the things they did, but not all. She still couldn’t talk about the last time she’d been home. The only person that knew besides her family was Mandy.

“I don’t like the thought of those women around you and you feeling upset.”

Camila nodded. “I know. I don’t either, but it was either that or I would have had to go back. My uncle died, the only one in the family who loved me.” She sniffed, tears filling her eyes. “He was such a great man, and I will miss him.”

She hadn’t seen a lot of him over the years, and when she’d had the chance the last time, her uncle had told her no because he would be out of town. At the time, Camila was confused because her uncle had never traveled and was rarely off his farm, which he’d grown up on. When she found out he hadn’t wanted her to see him sick, it tore her heart apart. She had wanted to be there with him to take care of him, but his letter had said he knew that would happen, and he didn’t want to interrupt her new marriage.

The rest of the family hadn’t seen him in decades and couldn’t have cared less about him. Camila was told about his passing after the funeral. It had devastated her more, knowing her mother had waited to tell her, knowing how much the man meant to her. Any affection she had left for her mother died that day.

“When are they coming?” Drake asked.

“In two days.”

“How long do they think they’re going to stay?”

She heard the hard edge to Drake’s voice. “They didn’t say, Master.”

“The moment I find you upset, their asses are gone, and they’ll never be back, little sub.”

Camila nodded. She agreed.

Drake turned her around and grasped her shoulders. “I don’t want you to worry about them. We’ve got a lot of people here that love you and will protect you if I’m not there.”

Camila set her hands on his torso, feeling the muscles tighten and bunch. She loved how much he desired her, and all it took was a touch or even a look for him to want her.

When she found out he was a Dom, she’d balked at letting him close, but he persisted until she’d finally given in, and she was so glad she’d found the courage to give him a chance.

“I know, Master. It’s not that. They’re going to try to get between us some way or come on to you even if I’m standing there.”

“I don’t give a fuck. I don’t care if they stand in front of me naked, I’m not interested.”

Camila grew quiet as another thought popped into her head.

Drake used the side of his hand under her chin to tilt her head up. “What, little sub?”

He prevented her from looking away from him, and she could feel herself blushing at his scrutiny.

“They ... I ... we’re not the same.”

His brows pinched together. “How?”

“They’re both ... beautiful.”

Drake’s eyes darkened. “Baby, I need you to listen to me. I love everything about you...”

She shook her head. “But you haven’t seen them.”

“I don’t have to, little sub. Remember the first time I saw you?”

Camila relaxed, smiled, and nodded.

“I couldn’t take my eyes off you,” he said. “David, the vet, kept trying to get my attention but had finally given up, grunted, and walked away.”

“I couldn’t take my eyes off you either. You are the most handsome man I’ve ever seen.”

Drake snorted. “Another thing I loved was the fact that you didn’t know who I was, and you still wanted to go out with me.”

“When I did find out, I tried to push you away,” she said. She had gotten into the mindset that he was so much better than her and would get bored with her, so she had tried to keep him away from her. The fact that he was a dom made her even more nervous.

“Yeah,” he smirked. “How did that work out for you?”

Camila rolled her eyes and smiled. “Not great.” He had kidnapped her, brought her back to his ranch, and kept them in his bedroom until she changed her mind. She hadn’t known a person could orgasm so many times.

“That’s right. Baby, I’m not going to lose you.”

She wrapped her arms around his waist and hugged him tightly. “I don’t want to lose you either. You’ve become my world.”

“And you’re the other half of my soul.”

She loved it when he said that.

“I don’t want you to worry about this anymore. We’ll get through their visit and never have to see them again.”

She nodded. She really hoped he was right because she wouldn’t be able to handle it if she lost him.
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Chapter Two
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For the next few days, Drake did everything he could to reassure her, but every hour that passed, her anxiety got worse.

He wanted them gone as soon as possible. He hated them with a fiery passion after hearing everything they’d done to his wife while they were growing up, and he wanted to destroy them. He’d even had a friend, Macy, another dom, who had many connections from his time in the military, find out everything he could about the whole family. The file he received had been an inch thick. He’d found out they were living way beyond their means and had maxed out their credit cards and taken out a second mortgage. His friend had also discovered that the family had attempted to obtain loans in Camila’s name. Drake had ensured that no one could access her information and had her details flagged, and he was to be notified if anyone attempted to do so. They had done so a few times, and he had stopped anything from happening, adding the information to the file if he needed to use it later.

He’d also discovered Camila’s family had done several things that were shady or downright illegal. It seemed like her parents and sisters were quite the team, and they didn’t care who they hurt to get what they wanted.

He looked out his office window to see a car pull up to the house and then two women step out. He stared at them but saw nothing attractive about either of them. Maybe it had something to do with the fact that he knew they were devious, horrible bitches.

Camila actually thought those two were more beautiful than her. It was crazy. Yeah, some people may think they were pretty, but he could see through all the fake body parts like their breasts and lips, and who knew what else.

But his wife was one hundred percent natural, and every inch of her was beautiful. There would never be another woman in his life. She was his soulmate and the only sub that had completed him. She was everything he’d ever looked for.

He had friends with subs and had heard the stories of when they first met their subs and the instantaneous feeling of finding their submissive. It wasn’t anything he’d believed in until he’d seen her at the vet’s office, where she was working. He’d been speechless for a whole minute and then asked her out without knowing her name.

He’d known after the first date that he would marry her, and less than a year later, he had, and he’d never regretted it in the four years they’d been together. In fact, his love for her had grown substantially.

She was everything he ever wanted in a woman, and he couldn’t see that ever stopping.
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