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            SHE WANTS IT ALL…

          

        

      

    

    
      My name is ShaeLynn Samuels, and all my life I’ve settled for second place to my own mother, who is a political legend in our home state of Florida.

      So far, I’ve proven myself through several crucibles, and now I’m a US Senator. Many people would be happy with that accomplishment, but not me.

      Because I want more—I want it all.

      I’m determined to be POTUS.

      And if washed-up TV news host Kevin Markos is my best chance to get elected, then by god, I’ll make him come work for me however I have to.

      Even if Markos doesn’t want to, and even if it means I turn the head of my Secret Service detail loose on him.

      Because Special Agent Christopher Bruunt has a secret assignment beyond protecting me—he’s warming my bed. And he has a few plans of his own for Kevin Markos.

      You see, Christopher and Kevin have a secret history…and Christopher has pictures.
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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.

      The Determination Trilogy is a spin-off set in the same world as the books in the Governor Trilogy, Devastation Trilogy, and others. It is a standalone trilogy that can be read separately from those books. This book was first written in 2018, before the events of January 6,2021, before the SCOTUS ruling that destroyed Roe v. Wade, and before Covid.

      It is suggested the books in the Determination Trilogy be read in order:

      
        	Dignity

        	Diligence

        	Desire

      

      Kevin, ShaeLynn, and Christopher first made brief appearances in the Governor Trilogy series:

      
        	Governor

        	Lieutenant

        	Chief

        	Yes, Governor

        	Pet

      

      There will be more books set in the world of the Governor Trilogy. You can check out the series information on my website at:

      
        
        https://www.tymberdalton.com

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            DEDICATION

          

        

      

    

    
      This one’s for Hubby, and for Sir. He knows why.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER ONE


          

          NOW

        

      

    

    
      “We’ve been thinking about this, Senator Samuels,” the young female staffer whose name I cannot for the life of me remember says. “And we’d like to float an item past you.”

      I lean back in my chair. This ought to be good. “Yes?”

      The woman looks at the guy with her—I think his name is Brad, or Bob, or something—and forges ahead. “We’d like to know if you and your husband would mind if we refer to Mr. Bruunt as FOTUS instead of FGOTUS.”

      “FOTUS? Why?”

      “To shorten it,” she says. “FLOTUS works well as-is, but there’s just something…odd about FGOTUS.”

      “We scrapped GOTUS,” adds Brad, or Ben, or Buddy, or whatever the hell his name is. “Too…weird.”

      I can see why. Let the goat jokes fly.

      I’d be getting spanked damn near every night if we used that. I wouldn’t be able to resist teasing the sadist.

      It’d be ba-a-a-a-ad.

      Sorry.

      #notsorry

      “And if we get ahead of this now, Senator Samuels,” the woman adds, “we can train the press.”

      I toss my pen on my desk in frustration as I realize I’m not getting anything done until this is addressed to their satisfaction. “Have you asked Christopher about this? Because, honestly, it’s his call. Literally.”

      “We thought protocol dictates we clear it with you first, ma’am,” she says.

      I would burst out laughing—and so would Chris and Kev, if they were here with me. Protocols are Chris’ specialty, even though only the three of us know certain aspects of that little factoid about him.

      Where are those two rat bastards, anyway?

      These two staffers are Kev’s responsibility. They’re transition staff who will be working in the White House as aides or deputies or gophers or something come January, once I take office.

      Meanwhile, I’m still a sitting US senator, until January third, when London Childers is sworn in as the newest senator from Florida and takes over my seat. She’s an Independent who’s a social liberal and a fiscal conservative, and both I and Governor Susa Evans personally stumped for her. She’s thirty-one, has a doctorate in political science, and is the daughter of two attorneys. Her father is also currently serving his second term on the Hillsborough County Commission.

      Today, I’m actually in my Senate office, trying to get a little work done.

      Trying being the operative word, in more ways than one.

      I’ve been here ever since I took my PDB as president-elect from intelligence officials at seven thirty this morning. Because that’s been my routine lately as I try to get shit finished.

      Meaning everyone knows where I am and is stopping in with transition business I asked them to hold until this evening, when I could focus on it. I want to finish clearing the decks of these other items before December fourteenth, if at all possible. Only Kev, Chris, Lauren, and Leo are supposed to be coming in to interrupt me.

      I’ve been president-elect for less than, what, three weeks, and my already high-speed life has shifted from what now feels like second gear to light-speed.

      I’m whiplashed, even though I knew what to expect.

      Or, I thought I knew.

      You never know, it turns out.

      To his credit, Fullmer’s office is fully cooperating with my transition team and getting them up to speed. I’d worried about partisan bullshit taking place, but they’ve been consummate professionals, which I will make sure gets talked about. Hopefully, it’ll help drag our government another step toward a return to true bipartisanship. I’ve asked my people to keep me posted if there’s any bullshit on Fullmer’s part, but so far, there hasn’t been.

      In public, of course, I have nothing but kind words for my predecessor, no matter what. Public face for unity, and all that. I’ve also told my team that I will not tolerate anyone talking badly about Fullmer and his transition team during this process. That if there’s a problem, it gets brought to me or Kev to deal with.

      Already this has earned me brownie points with more than a few moderate GOP lawmakers, several of whom have privately approached me and Kev and indicated they are open to sitting down with me to discuss common ground.

      Plenty of screaming and gnashing of teeth from my Senate colleagues on the Democrat side of the aisle, especially the far left, but they’ll just have to suck it up and deal. I want to see good, solid legislation cross my desk. In both houses, once they swear in the newly elected members, there is now a large enough Independent and third-party contingent of lawmakers that both major parties will have to play nice if they hope to court votes to help push agendas through.

      Everyone will have to work together to get anything done, or voters will rebel in the mid-terms and send incumbents from both parties home.

      The public has had enough of everyone’s shit, and believe me, I’m well aware of that. Congress won’t know what to do with me because I’m going to govern more like a mid-term president than one who is just taking office. I will work with everyone—and strong-arm everyone—to get shit done.

      If they thought I was a hard-ass bitch before, they ain’t seen nothing yet. I’m forty-eight and have plenty of energy in me to dig in and fight for what I believe.

      Wait until my Democratic colleagues realize I won’t be giving preferential treatment to them simply because of their political party. That’ll really piss them off.

      If they think I’m going to rubber-stamp everything that comes out of Congress simply because they’re in the slim majority and think they can ram it through, they’re in for a rude awakening. I won’t hesitate to veto bills if there isn’t a bipartisan consensus

      Or would that be tripartisan, now that so many Independents are part of the process?

      Don’t know, don’t care.

      All I know is that my administration has an agenda, and we will get that pushed through however it has to happen. Healthcare and infrastructure top that list. If the Republicans are on board with that, great. If not? I’ll find a way to do it without their support.

      Ditto my plans for overhauling veterans benefits and military pay, so that we’re actually taking care of those who’ve given the most to serve our country. Their families shouldn’t suffer and have to work extra jobs just to make ends meet. I’ll be ordering an audit of DOD contracts to eliminate pork projects and spending so that funding actually makes it to our vets and enlisted troops. Our VA health care network should be light years ahead of where it is now.

      Tweedledee and Tweedledum are still awaiting my answer.

      “What about F-S for First Spouse?” I ask with a miraculously straight face, because it could also stand for First Sadist.

      They look at each other, both silently sounding it out.

      “Just say ‘sotus,’” I clarify. “Leave the F silent.”

      I have already wasted too much time on this bullshit.

      Neither of them look entirely happy with that option. “It’s gender-neutral,” I add. “We could set a new tradition. It could continue on from here, whether the First Spouse is a man or a woman. Or, hell, even if they’re non-binary.”

      I mean, I’d like to think as a country we will get to that point in my lifetime.

      Apparently, from the looks on their faces, they hadn’t considered that.

      The woman speaks. “Can we take that back to staff and run it past them for their opinions, ma’am?”

      “Will it let me get back to work so I’m not here until midnight?” I snark.

      She smiles, although I feel badly about the snark. “Yes, ma’am.”

      I wave them out. “By all means, take it back to staff.”

      Once they’ve left, I can get back to work.

      Damn, I wish Kevin was here today, but he’s overseeing transition stuff, too. Going through staffing lists, working his way through all the appointments we’ll have to make to various government offices and agencies, and the hires we’ll need. He’s opted to leave some personnel in place, because they were good at their jobs and fuck partisanship.

      This is a government for the whole USA. I’m not going to play stupid games with how it’s run just to put someone with a D after their name in a slot if someone with an R or I after their name was already doing a good job.

      Plus, as Kev reminded me, having a cabinet made up of a mix of people will look damned good in four years and prove that I’m about the governing, not the politics.

      Which I am. About the governing, I mean. Good optics are a bonus. I don’t want yes-people surrounding me. I want people who will stand up to me and be honest with me, who will challenge me, who aren’t afraid to call me out if I screw up.

      Make no mistakes—I’m certain I will screw up. Any president who thinks they won’t does so at their peril.
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        * * *

      

      Once I hit a stopping point, I signal to Secret Service I’ll be ready to leave in a few minutes. We’ll head to my campaign headquarters here in DC, which is now our transition headquarters. It’ll be midnight, at least, before we return to my townhouse.

      My unit is on the end of the building. Two months ago, my next-door neighbor had enough of the heavy security around our building and put their unit up for sale. Chris purchased it through a trust we control. Now, I allow the Secret Service to use it as a security headquarters, for one dollar a day in rent, plus they pay the utilities.

      When this news came out, most people hailed me as a new breed of politician actually concerned about the taxpayers, while some idiots on both far ends of the political spectrum tried to claim I was engaging in underhandedness of some sort.

      They have yet to explain their rationale for their protests. It’s all above-board. We’ve made all the paperwork public and declared it in my financials. I’m wealthy and can afford not to soak the taxpayers for my security for my townhouse. Just because the government usually does pay for it doesn’t mean they should.

      It’s built goodwill for me from the more conservative side of the aisle, though.

      Yes, I will admit that factor played a role in my thinking. It was Kevin’s idea, and he’s a genius.

      I was thinking ahead, too. Had I lost the election, the empty unit would allow us a sound barrier between my unit and the others in the building of four units. Kevin is still officially living in my townhouse with us, and pays rent, on paper. The public’s either ignoring that, or accepting our public version, that Chris and Kev were friends and roommates, and we asked Kev to move in with us since he was working for me, anyway.

      Doesn’t matter now. Once I’m moved into the White House, Kev’s officially declared DC residence will remain the townhouse.

      I prefer that. He’ll secretly be spending a lot of nights at the White House residence anyway, but when he does sleep at the townhouse, it means he’ll have Secret Service protection by default, due to them maintaining at the very least a skeletal staff when I’m not in residence.

      Do I chafe a little under the tighter security and constant supervision?

      Yes, but Chris was a genius to bring Kevin in the way he did. We’ve maintained strict diligence in public, always aware of the optics. That is Kevin’s forte, keeping us on point in that regard.

      As my chief of staff, however, he’s allowed full access to me, and to Chris. That gives us private time together no one will interrupt if I tell them not to.

      We just have to be damned careful around Lauren, Kevin’s ex-wife.

      Who he hired to be my press secretary, and who is also in charge of our communications department.

      She knows about Christopher and Kevin, and has agreed to keep that secret. But Kev misled Lauren during the campaign to make her think I’m not part of that equation. That Chris and I are beards to each other for private reasons.

      I’m fine with that.

      As Momma once said, don’t apologize for your dreams.

      I only wish Florida State Senator Marlene Samuels could have lived long enough to see this day.

      I also hope that maybe, one day, I’ll finally feel like I’ve successfully emerged from under her shadow and truly be worthy of the life I’ve built for myself.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER TWO


          

        

      

    

    
      On the ride to my campaign headquarters, which is now my transition headquarters, I have a few minutes to myself to…reflect.

      I never knew my father. Momma was only two months pregnant with me when he died in a boating accident. He never knew he was about to become a father. I was a late baby, and Momma was forty-five when she had me.

      But we did okay. She was an attorney, and I wasn’t even two years old yet when she made her first run at public office in Tallahassee, for a seat on the city commission, followed by county commission when I was six. I was nine when she ran for the Florida Senate the first time.

      We were a team.

      While I envied kids who had dads, I never really felt like I was lacking anything growing up. Momma had lots of friends and coworkers, and they all adopted us. We never spent a holiday alone, always had places to go, or people to come over to spend the day with us. I had adopted aunts and uncles all over, attorneys, judges, lawmakers, and other political bigwigs.

      At the time, this was normal to me. I felt loved.

      Honestly? I really didn’t have a lot of friends my age. Or any friends my age, come to think of it. I was precocious and skipped several grades in elementary school. I spent my teens helping research court cases for pro bono legal work for appeals, and in high school I wrote book reports on bills that passed the state legislature, just because I’m sort of a smart-ass and didn’t like one of my English teachers who said they didn’t vote for my mom.

      Yes, the principal ruled my teacher had to allow the reports when it wasn’t a specifically assigned book. And the teacher wasn’t allowed to let the other kids have free choice in books and then assign me a specific one.

      The principal later admitted to me in private that she voted for Momma.

      Twice.

      By seventeen, I’ve already finished my third year of college, with my eye on a law degree.

      I graduate from law school at nineteen and pass the Florida Bar Examination on the first try. Fortunately, their minimum age is eighteen, so I’m good there. Unfortunately, some of the public offices I want to run for have minimum age requirements. For example, state rep is twenty-one. US senator is thirty.

      Thirty-five to run for president.

      Momma encouraged my studies. She told me to never be ashamed of my goals, to never explain myself, to never apologize for going after what I wanted in life, as long as I stayed within the law and didn’t deliberately set out to hurt someone else in the process. To hold trusts when I promised to, and to protect the people who trusted me.

      To fearlessly pursue what I want, and to stay true to myself in the process.

      I worked my ass off. I knew from when I was a kid and old enough to understand what my mother did for a living, both being an attorney as well as the solemn duty of being an elected official, that I wanted to be president.

      The first time I announced that, according to her, I was eight.

      I remember Momma going really quiet and turning to me. She didn’t smile, didn’t laugh, didn’t humor me. She looked at me, and I’ll never forget what she said.

      “You do that, then, Shae. You work hard, you don’t let people hold you back or stand in your way, and you don’t apologize for wanting it. Because anyone who tells you that you can’t do it is someone you don’t want in your life.”

      I wish she was alive to see what I’ve accomplished. I hope she’d be proud of me.

      While I know I only did what she begged me to do, what I promised to do, there are times I still lie awake at night and wish I could erase certain memories from my mind.

      Thankfully, that’s what I have Chris, and now Kevin, to help me with.
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        * * *

      

      I am an only child with a beautiful, intelligent, driven mother who instills a fierce work ethic in me. I grow up doing my homework in conference rooms and State Capitol chambers and in law libraries.

      I once asked Momma if she minded if people talked about her being a widow, and she told me no, because it was the truth. Once I was old enough to understand, she also let me know it wasn’t horrible to play to a truth if it helped you score points at the polls. Being a widowed single mother is political gold, a plucky underdog story that only the most heartless of bastards isn’t moved to tears by.

      I didn’t understand at the time how easy it is to leverage that same political gold against an opponent. That there’s something distasteful involved with going after a widowed single mom and bad-mouthing her.

      By the time I’m practicing law, my mother is already a legend in Tallahassee. I’m known as Marlene Samuels’ little girl, which is annoying when you turn twenty-one and hit a bar for the first time with a bunch of fellow lawyers old enough to be your grandparents and even your server knows who your mother is.

      Unfortunately, when I’m twenty, I start noticing little…things.

      Like Momma writes a lot more stuff down than she used to. Not on her phone, which was her standard before, but on paper. She carries a little notebook with her everywhere, and acts like she doesn’t want me to see it.

      She begins to repeat herself.

      Where I spent my early teens wondering what life might be like in the White House as the First Daughter, because Momma had once talked about running for US Senate and then POTUS, my late teens see my mother winding down her law practice and spending more time at home.

      I’m twenty-two when she finally breaks down and admits to me that she has Alzheimer’s. Momma is sixty-seven at that point. The only reason she could hide it from me for so long was that she’d hired her long-time secretary from the law office to come to work for her when she was a state Senator, and then, after Momma left office, to be her caregiver, with the caveat that the woman couldn’t reveal her diagnosis to anyone.

      Not even to me.

      When Momma finally tells me, she’s still in the early stages and has been on medications that have helped slow the progress, but won’t stop it.

      I now have my first life-shattering secret to keep. And keep it I do, until she reaches the point she’s told me I’m allowed to begin revealing it to people.

      I also make her two promises, which I faithfully keep.

      The first one, that I would fearlessly follow my dreams, no matter what other people thought of me, and make a reputation for myself as ShaeLynn Samuels, and not just as Marlene Samuels’ daughter.

      Done, even if I still have to sometimes convince myself I did it.

      The second promise I made to her?

      That I would kill her.
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        * * *

      

      Something else my mother instilled in me that I didn’t quite understand the full context of until much later in life—be careful in love. Don’t give trust carelessly. That it’s all right to fool around with someone if you want, but not to let them have leverage over you.

      Especially pictures.

      To never tell someone your worst secrets unless you were already convinced by their actions that they’d die to protect you. Because secrets are a weakness and you have to be diligent to protect yourself or the wrong person might use them against you.

      While she never told me how she’d learned that lesson, I had the feeling it was one she’d received first-hand training in.

      Momma told me she never remarried because she’d loved Daddy. I know she had male friends but never remember her in any kind of serious relationship. None that I was aware of. In a way, I always thought it was sweet, if not sad. I tried encouraging her to go out, to date, but she said she had me and work, and that was plenty to keep her busy.

      She rarely missed school events. We had it luckier than a lot of people, something that wasn’t apparent to me until I was older. Before being elected as a state senator, she tried a lot of corporate cases that made her a very wealthy woman.

      I emulated my mother in many ways, including being able to support myself. I made over $400k my first full year practicing law.

      I dated sparingly, and decided by the time I was twenty-five that I definitely didn’t want kids, with plans to get my tubes tied by the time I was thirty, if I didn’t meet Mr. Right.

      Except I really wasn’t hunting for Mr. Right.

      I was diligent not to reveal much about my finances to men when I did date. I had itches to scratch, and my mother was beginning her slow downhill slide toward oblivion. That meant I was looking more for really great sex rather than a relationship I didn’t have the emotional energy to devote to anyway.

      A smothering relationship and children wasn’t something I cared to have. My plate was overfull already. I needed simple, easy, and distracting, when I chose to have such things.

      Momma was very private in some ways. I think it was due to losing my father when she did. She didn’t mind running for office, or stumping for friends, or giving a speech in front of people. But when it came to her private life, other than mentioning she was very proud of me, she never revealed any specific information about me to anyone unless I definitively okayed it first.

      I didn’t realize how unusual that was until I was in high school. Normal parents would talk about their kids and brag about them. I’m not even talking the normal way politician parents protect their kids. I didn’t understand why until later.

      Much later.

      Childcare experts frequently say don’t treat your kids like they’re your friends, because they’ll run all over you and not respect you.

      I respected my mother. I never feared her but I think that’s because she raised me more like a business partner than a friend.

      Don’t get me wrong—I felt loved and cared for. She was Momma.

      But looking at my peers and their parents, I didn’t understand how a kid in high school didn’t already know how to balance a checkbook, or pay an electric bill, or figure mortgage interest, or understand how to read a contract.

      Maybe it was because she was older when she had me. She was forty-five, and there are some women already becoming grandmothers at that age. Perhaps it was that perspective.

      Momma was also very proud. She had an extremely short list of people for me to allow to see her as her disease progressed and I was forced to admit her to a specialized nursing home that cared for Alzheimer’s patients. Michelle and Benchley Evans were two of those people, old friends of hers from before I was born. They were my godparents, although I really didn’t know them very well. Benchley advised Momma on her campaigns, too, even though he was staunchly GOP and Momma was a deep-blue Democrat.

      I wish I had stayed in closer touch with them. When I decided to seriously eye my run for president, I didn’t feel right about simply calling Benchley out of the blue to ask him for his advice no matter how good a friend he was to my mother. No matter that he was my godfather, either. I didn’t want him to think I was simply using him.

      When Susa was in high school, she spent a semester interning for Momma during Momma’s last year as a state Senator. Susa went on to get her law degree, and then married a great guy, Carter, who became the chief of staff to a friend of theirs, Owen Taylor, when Owen was elected governor of Florida.

      Oh, and Susa was Owen’s lieutenant governor. Which set her up for her own gubernatorial run after Owen served for two terms.

      She won.

      Susa had Benchley’s sage wisdom to call upon, even though she ran as an Independent. I have no doubt he helped her because if there were two things everyone knew in Tallahassee, they were that Marlene Samuels was proud of her daughter, and Benchley Evans was proud of his.

      Two friends, two lawmakers, two driven people—two driven daughters.

      I secretly envied Susa for a lot of years because she married young but her husband helped her career, he didn’t hinder it. She also has both her parents alive and reasonably healthy. I’d already had my tubes tied by the time Susa survived a plane wreck and found out she was expecting their first child.

      Susa said her ordeal taught her how precious and fragile life is.

      That’s a lesson I secretly brought with me to my political career—I know how precious and fragile life is.

      And, unfortunately, I personally know how ridiculously easy it can be to end one.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER THREE


          

          THEN

        

      

    

    
      I’m forty-one and working on my second re-election bid to the US Senate when I formally make the acquaintance of United States Secret Service Special Agent Christopher Bruunt.

      I’ve seen him around DC, mostly at the White House, but sometimes as part of the Presidential Protective Detail out and about at events. I always found myself drawn to him. Brown hair, green eyes, six-three and broad-shouldered. Fricking gorgeous. Fills out a suit nicely, I can attest to that.

      No wedding ring, but that doesn’t mean much.

      I didn’t know his name, at first. I was too busy figuring out a nonchalant way to ask about him without raising suspicions. The last thing I wanted was a ton of gossip about me circling through the usual rounds or, worse, a sexual harassment complaint. I’ve dated a few times, down-low flings with zero emotional attachment and little substance beyond getting me some dick.

      I mean, I know how to give myself an orgasm, and I’m quite good at it, thank you very much.

      What I miss sometimes is a warm body to help me out with that.

      When I sought adult companionship, I gravitated toward partners who had as much—or more—to lose as I did. Partners desperate to keep things as discreet and down-low as I was. No social-climbers need apply.

      Single, though. I didn’t want to get a rep as the “other woman.” That’d backfire on me in a horrible way and needlessly create more secrets.

      I also have a distinct “type” of man who winds my clock. Dominant, a little dangerous, a man who is in complete control and who doesn’t mind letting me give up control for a little while. Said man needs to be perfectly okay handing back my control once I’m ready to return to my workaday life. I don’t want to be his little domestic diva, or be at his beck and call.

      I want a rough and dirty roll in the hay with a side-order of spanking and a pinch of bondage—and pinching, and biting—some sweet dick without any worries about the guy being a dick once it’s over.

      I want to be Bondage Barbie to Kinkster Ken, and able to put both safely back in the box once playtime’s over, until I’m ready to play again.

      You’d think most guys would be okay with a no-strings attachment like that, but you’d be wrong. Some guys’ egos can’t handle that kind of compartmentalization, even though they claim they’d love to have exactly that kind of relationship. I’ve had one-offs several times just because I could sense the man was okay being the one unattached, but he would get a little miffed if I wasn’t at least a tiny bit needy and wanting him.

      So today, when once again I spot my mystery agent at the White House, I ask who he is and find out he’s not just an agent, but third in command of PPD.

      Excellent. Believe it or not, that actually helps me out in terms of the vanilla reason I’m contacting him.

      I do a little research—thank you, social media—and find out Mr. Bruunt is probably single, a fellow Floridian, and apparently not one for excessive displays of his personal life, if the five-year-old picture of him posted on his profile is any indication.

      It’s the only thing publicly viewable on his profile.

      I send a message to him at work that I’d like a word with him in my office, if he has a moment that afternoon.

      My pretense?

      Well, I’m a senator from Florida. Christopher is from Florida. I sometimes get crazy messages and threats, the worst of which get reported as per procedure. But I’m on the road a lot now with my campaign schedule, which will only get crazier, and the world is a rapidly changing place.

      I could use some advice.

      Right?

      He stops by my office late that afternoon. Special Agent Bruunt and I talk long enough for me to start dropping subtext and hints into our conversation.

      He’s professional, but from the way his right eyebrow does an amusing tango over some of my comments I can tell he’s interested.

      That’s when I ask him if he’d be interested in dropping by my townhouse that night to do an informal threat assessment for me there. On his personal time.

      He is.

      Very interested.

      Later that evening, once we’re alone behind my locked front door I kick off that discussion by volunteering I like to struggle a little.

      Christopher smiles and admits he likes it when his partner struggles, too.

      I ask for a demo.

      He gives me one, gently putting me in an arm lock that doesn’t hurt, and holding my throat with his other hand. Hasn’t even taken off his suit coat yet.

      I’m wet. “Come on, big boy,” I taunt.” You’ve got more than that, don’t you?”

      He yanks my arm up between my shoulder blades, it feels like, puts me over the end of my couch, and with his other hand slides his fingers through my now soaked pussy.

      Then things get really friendly.

      By ten p.m. that night I’ve had my ass expertly spanked, received the best dicking I’ve ever had, and have found someone who would not only kill or die to protect me—because it’s sort of literally his job—but who also has a lot to lose by not keeping secrets.

      We set up an appointment for him to drop by late Sunday night for another “threat assessment.”

      You heard the finger quotes, right?

      Aaaah, sadists. It’s the perfect relationship for both of us, with the caveat that he might eventually have to report that he knows me as a “friend” if forced into that position so he doesn’t get in trouble. Since he’s not officially protecting me at this time, we’re good, for now.
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