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Prologue

 

THWICK

God, he’s not warming up this time.

Not that she was surprised. Gentle and merciful were not qualities she’d usually ascribe to her beloved husband. But this is what they’d both agreed she needed.

“I’m waiting, Kirsten.” His voice was a soft rumble behind her.

“One, Sir,” she said, gasping as the stroke blazed fire across her bottom.

“Good girl.”

He tapped the cane lower, directly across the tender junction of her thighs and buttocks. She hated the cane there, which was precisely why he liked it there.

“Now, more quickly this time, or we’ll need to repeat the stroke.”

So reasonable, so matter of fact.

Ruthless.

Another stroke landed, right on that spot. She jerked, her stocking-clad thighs whispering together as the pain rose again.

“Two, Sir,” she said, quickly.

She wanted to jump up and down, to shake the sting out of her tender cheeks.

“That’s better, Kirsten.”

The warning tap of the cane made her still once more. Waiting.

The stroke sliced in almost directly atop the previous one. She whined through clenched teeth as she called out the third cut of the cane, her bound hands clenched into fists at the small of her back. The heaviness underlying the burn of the stroke told her the tram-line was developing. Probably just a ghost under her pale skin now, but in a few minutes, she knew it would be a swollen violet. Just the way her husband liked.

The fourth stroke landed, burning like fire across the center of both globes. She rose up on her toes, her calves knotting.

Jesus! How many this time...

“What did we talk about?” His voice was deceptively gentle. “Heels back on the floor. No fidgeting.”

Kirsten exhaled a ragged breath, willing herself to relax. She knew he wouldn’t continue until she did, so she lowered back to the floor, her legs taut as bowstrings.

“Very good.” His fingers traced the swelling weals.

Kirsten groaned as the next stroke whipped in, blessedly higher, but still burning miserably. She knew he was watching, enjoying the movement of her hips as she twisted and swayed them to try to deal with the hurt.

“That’s enough, dear,” he said, patting her hip. “You don’t want to upset my aim, do you?”

She wanted nothing else but to do just that, but she knew better.

“Yes, K— Sir. I’m sorry.”

Her breasts throbbed insistently underneath her, their pale curves pressed firmly into the bed. He had considerately laid a thick terry cloth bath towel on the mattress before cuffing her wrists behind her back and ordering her over for her visit with the cane.

She wanted to believe the gesture was for her comfort, but she rather thought it was just to keep her from staining the expensive sheets.

Her swollen breasts were the reason why the cane was currently slicing into her vulnerable cheeks in the first place.

It had started when she’d decided to call him at the office...

* * *

 

“Keihl Warren, what can I do for you?”

“Hi, Keihl. Do — you have a minute to talk?”

“Kirsten? You okay?”

“Yes — I mean no. Are you alone?”

Keihl sighed. “Dear, you called me at the office in the middle of the day.”

She gulped. Anytime she heard that deceptive calmness sneak into his voice, the use of words such as ‘dear’, it meant she was moving into potentially dangerous waters.

“Maybe I can just call back when you can get away—”

“Kirsten, what is it?”

“Is anyone around you? Can they hear?”

She could hear voices in the background on Keihl’s end. They sounded close.

“You should have thought about that before calling me, dear. Spill it.”

She could feel the flush creeping up her neck, but there was nothing for it.

“I was thinking. Do you think we could... stop them?”

“Them? What are you talking about?”

“Keihl,” she breathed. “You know...”

“Oh.” She could hear the smile in his voice. “Let me think about it. For now, let’s keep going.”

So nonchalant!

It was if he were considering whether or not to continue a gym membership or something.

“Keihl. It’s been almost a year.”

“That’s all? I’m just getting used to it.”

She sighed. “Please, Keihl. They hurt.”

His low chuckle rumbled over the line. “We all have to sacrifice for love, my dear.”

Yeah, right. She had to sacrifice. He got to benefit.

“Besides”, he said. “It’s been great. I love them.”

To be fair it wasn’t all sacrifice on her part. He’d been an animal since they’d agreed to keep them going. Well, he’d agreed, really. She just did as she was told.

“At least let me take care of them while you’re gone during the day. It’s so hard.”

“I know it is. You should see it right now, as I picture them. Nice and sore, aren’t they? I’m glad I’m sitting down.”

“Keihl, please—”

There was a loud jostling on Keihl’s end, and she heard his voice say: “I’ll take a look at it in a sec, Dave”, then “Yeah, it’s Kirsten.”

“Honey, we’ll talk about this when I get home,” he said, his voice deepening another octave. “I think we’ll need to talk about what reasons are good ones for calling me at the office. Telling me your boobs are full and achy is not one of them. You had me concerned that you were hurt or in danger.”

Please God, tell me Dave didn’t hear him say that.

She felt like sinking into the floor.

“Keihl, they’re killing me. Can I at least take care of them once before you get home?”

“I’ll take care of them when I get there, Kirsten. Just like we agreed. Unfortunately, you’re probably going to have more than sore tits after we talk. See you tonight, honey.”

He hung up.

Hanging her head, her heart racing, she dreaded her husband’s arrival as much as she looked forward to it.

Relief from her pain would come — but with a price.


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter One

 

18 Months Earlier

 

“Stan, you’ve gotta work with me here. Three months will never fly.”

Keihl tucked the phone’s receiver between neck and shoulder, and picked up the steaming mug of coffee on his desk. He hissed as some of the hot liquid sloshed out onto his wrist.

“The initial EIS won’t even be done by then. Give me six and we can do it.”

Stan’s voice was silent a moment. “Six months? Keihl, you can do better than that. My investors need a quick turn on this development. Six months is not acceptable.”

Keihl winced, dropping his head back. “Okay, five months, with overtime.”

The prospect of putting in extra time on this job was slightly less appealing than a root canal.

“I don’t care about cost. My investors don’t either. Time is what they care about.”

“Four and a half months is the absolute best I can do. It’s gonna cost you though. That gives me maybe two weeks after the EIS comes in.”

Stan sighed. “Deal. Look, just get it done, and there’ll be a nice thank you with our final payment. I gotta go.”

The line went dead before Keihl could protest further.

Shit.

“Did I hear you say overtime?”

His admin assistant, Ella, leaned a shoulder against the doorway to his office. Her dark hair was pulled back, the glasses she favored not quite hiding the beauty of her face. The way her navy blue sweater and matching skirt clung to her buxom frame didn’t do anything to hide her beauty either.

“Was the call that loud?”

“Not really. I was eavesdropping.”

“At least you’re honest.” Keihl leaned back in his chair, the squeak in one of the wheels getting worse. “Stan Broughton wants us to review, and draw up a formal response to the environmental impact statement for the Coal Creek development.”

He fished around through the stacks of documents on his desk until he found the latest package of plans. He tossed them to Ella, who caught the file without batting an eye. She opened it, her keen eyes scanning it quickly.

“Oh, this should be interesting,” she said. “There’s a wetland adjacent to the southeast corner, right?”

Keihl scratched his chin. “Try the entire south side.”

Ella looked up. “Um, that’s a cow pasture.”

“It was a cow pasture. Look at the appendix. Somebody at state ecology just had it reclassified as a wetland too.”

“Sucks to be that farmer.” She set the file back down on his desk, her pink painted nails tapping the paper. “Where’s he gonna feed ol’ Betsy now?”

“I’d kill to have his problems.” Keihl snatched up the file and slipped it into his laptop case. He looked up at Ella. “Stan wants the response in eighteen weeks.”

She whistled. “Good thing I don’t have a boyfriend. Looks like I’m gonna be living here for the next few months.”

“This job is your boyfriend.”

Ella frowned, turning for the door. “Don’t remind me.”

“Come on, you love it here.”

“I’m leaving, boss.”

Keihl laughed as the door closed behind her.

He’d signed up for this, of course. Having a real estate development consortium as a client had its upsides, of course. Pay rate for the firm was great, and other than the sorts of calls he’d just had to endure, he really didn’t have a particularly difficult client. Most of the time they were completely hands-off. But the work was never-ending, and every time it felt like he’d caught up, another huge development would get cranked up, and the senior partners would shunt it off to the junior associate — who happened to be him. He wasn’t the only environmental lawyer at the firm, but he was the best — and his bosses knew it. Which was why the work kept pouring in.

No good deed goes unpunished, right Keihl?

He looked over at the picture of Kirsten, his fingers stroking the caramel wood frame. Her long dark hair was whipping in the wind in the photo, her pretty eyes squinting a little against the sun. It looked like he’d be seeing even less of his gorgeous wife in the coming days — by far the worst part of this job.

“Shit.”

Turning back to his desk, he brought up the plat for the development on his monitor, already mentally counting the hours until he might be able to get out of the fucking office.

As he worked, he wondered if she’d make another of her… requests. He’d come to look forward to them, even if they still surprised him. Maybe it was better if she didn’t, since it appeared he was going to be chained to his desk for another eighteen weeks.

A faint buzz sounded from his coat hanging from the back of his chair. He plucked his phone from the pocket. A text from Kirsten.

He opened it, and groaned, putting the heel of his hand to his mouth.

<This is what happens when I think about my husband. Something to look forward to tonight.>

A picture was included, showing Kirsten in a faded, worn white t-shirt. She’d had the day off today, and sent him off to the office that morning with a sleepy, but lingering, kiss. She’d been wearing that same shirt and a pair of his pajama bottoms. In the picture, the shirt had been pulled taut against her breasts, the points of her very hard nipples prominently displayed.

<I want those tits out when I get home.>

He smiled as he hit send, his cock already hard at the thought of taking those nipples of hers in his fingers, her cries of pain gasped into his mouth as he kissed her.

Kirsten’s reply came back in seconds.

<They’re out right now. Waiting for you.>

Fuck. Me.

This had started a month ago, when, out of the clear blue, Kirsten had texted him at work. What had begun with racy texts, became racy photos, and eventually a few actual calls. She’d said it was somehow easier to do that way, to be more honest about what she wanted, when he was away. He didn’t question it — because he felt the same way. How absurd was it that two married people needed that “arm’s length” separation to really get honest about what they wanted? It didn’t matter though. What mattered was that it was happening. Sure it was baby steps now, but he looked forward to what might come next, because recently they’d embarked on something he’d dubbed “The Game”. Little more than a series of little tasks, at first — one night she does anything her husband asks; another morning she agrees to wear whatever he’s picked out for her — that escalated slowly, but surely. Over time The Game had… evolved. What began as something playful had become something ever more serious — and kinky.

And it was the most fun he’d ever had playing any game.

<Put that shirt back on. I don’t want you giving a show to the neighbors. Not unless I’m there to watch too.>

<What if I want to give them a show? What are you going to do about it?>

His mouth went dry, and for the thousandth time, he wished he could be home with her, to give her more than she’d bargained for.

<Keep it up and you’ll find out, bad girl.>

He wasn’t sure if he’d crossed the line with that one, but his throbbing erection sure didn’t care. He smiled as her response — another picture — flashed on the screen.

She’d put the shirt back on, the upper swells of her breasts quite visible as she stretched the neckline down for him.

<Come home soon. Please.>

<I promise.>

Keihl groaned, dropping the phone on his desk and adjusting his aching erection.

Watching that clock was going to kill him.

* * *

 

He found her in the living room, curled up on the couch under a splash of warm yellow lamplight, a book in one hand, her long delicate fingers of the other playing with a glass of white wine. The TV was off, moody classical music playing.

“Is that Wagner?” He laid his coat over the arm of the couch.

“Try Strauss, dear.”

He bent over the back of the couch, and she lifted her face for his kiss.

“You’re lucky I can even pronounce Wagner.”

He moved past, dropping into the recliner across the living room from her.

“Do the senior partners know you’re working until eleven at night?” She gave him a frown. “Please tell me this is worth it.”

Keihl shrugged. “I’m not sure much of anything is noticed up in that ivory tower. But there’s one thing they do notice. Results.”

“You sound like my sales director.”

“As long as the junior associate gets the shit done, said junior associate stays in the good graces.” He lifted a finger toward her. “Good graces mean said junior associate is on the radar.”

“Staying in their good graces is hell on our sex life.”

Keihl winced. “I’m sorry. I know this… sucks. But it’ll pay off.”

She closed her book, her eyes assessing as she sipped from her wine. “I hope so. With the hours you’re keeping, we’re going to go into debt paying off my battery bills.”

“I can’t believe you just said that. Joely’s rubbing off on you.”

“Not yet,” she said, giving him a warm smile. “But I’m starting to consider her tactics. Or at least her coping skills.”

“Come here, Kirsten.”

“It’s time for bed—”

“Come. Here.”

Kirsten gazed at him a moment, then rose, dropping the paperback on the seat next to her, her wine glass dangling from two fingers. She walked slowly over to him, her see-through tee shirt long ago changed out for a cream colored knit top, her long skirt wrinkled on one hip from sitting — and waiting — for far too long. She stood before him, a hand on her hip. He could just make out her enticing perfume, the one she put on only for him.

“The Game?”

She sighed, her tongue between her perfect white teeth. “What about it?”

“Did you do it?”

“I suppose if you’d come home earlier you’d have found out.”

Tonight had been one of the nights where he’d decided to up the ante on The Game. But he still wasn’t sure she’d actually done it. Especially when he’d rolled in practically in the middle of the night.

“Answer me, Kirsten,” he said, his voice lowering to a rumble. His cock stirred at the defiance he saw flash in her eyes.

Or maybe she’s just pissed at you.

“I did it.” She gave him a little quirk of her lips. “I just wish a certain someone had been here to appreciate it.”

“But I do appreciate it — and I’m here now.”

“You’re too late,” she said, bending to kiss him on the cheek, then moving around the chair toward the hallway.

He caught her arm fast, stopping her in her tracks. She looked back at him, color in her cheeks.

“Show me.” He pulled at her arm, and she walked backward until she stood before him again, her eyes bright, the wine glass shaking in her fingers.

“I said you’re too late, Keihl.”

Pushing? This is new.

And he liked it.

He’d always liked a little defiance — something his strong wife possessed in spades anyway. As part of The Game though? This was a first.

“Show me.” He leaned forward, elbows on his knees, glaring up at her. “I think you know what’ll happen if I don’t get my way, don’t you?”

Her breath quickened, her little nostrils flaring.

“Why?”

“I want to see if you did as you were instructed. Now, show me.”

She handed him her wine, giving him a little smile. He downed the contents in one gulp, setting the glass on the floor.

Her fingers gathered up the fabric of the dark skirt, exposing the long legs he’d been thinking about while neck deep in reports and state statutes.

When the hem made it to mid-thigh, she stopped, giving him another flash of her eyes. “Satisfied?”

“Not even close.” He reached out, stroking the smoky stockings encasing her thigh, his fingertips easing under the hem. “All the way.”

She gave him a roll of her eyes.

“Next time you do that, you’re going over my knee.”

Her sharp intake of breath told him he’d gotten her attention.

Apparently it was his turn to try something new. He’d only spanked her once before, shortly after The Game had started. It had been a clumsy, awkward affair that left them both laughing, despite his hard cock and her wet pussy. It had been a start anyway.

The skirt continued its slow march upward until the garters came into view. He looked up at her.

“Good girl.”

Her blush made his cock come fully to throbbing attention, and he spread his legs, adjusting his slacks. Her eyes darted down to it before meeting his gaze.

“Now, can I go?”

“You’re not done yet, and you know it.” He lifted a finger slowly, giving her a cool look.

She gathered the skirt until it bunched in her fists at her waist. The spicy scent of a very naked, and very wet pussy filled his nostrils, his mouth watering. The black lace of the garter belt and the suspenders perfectly framed the nest of dense sable curls tucked between her thighs. He ran his fingers through the silky hair, watching her bite her lip as he gently tugged at it.

“Love these curls,” he said, staring at them, stroking the hair up, then down with the flat of his hand, noting the peek of her bright pink inner lips as they engorged between her plump outer labia. “I don’t understand why so many men like a shaved pussy.”

“I can take a few guesses,” she murmured.

He glanced up at her, winking. “You obeyed me.”

“You didn’t think I would?”

“As late as I was?” He gave her a sheepish grin. “I was expecting a frying pan to come flying at me.”

“The thought”—she caught her breath as his fingers slicked back her hood, revealing a very red, very erect clit— “the thought might’ve crossed my mind.”

 


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Two

 

“Mrs. Warren, are you okay?” Bill Stewart arched an eyebrow at her. “Can you go over the proposal for us? Just need the highlights.”

Clearing her throat, she gave her boss a quick smile. “Thanks, Bill.”

“Gentlemen, you’ve got the packets in front of you, it’s all there.” She looked at the three men from Wasco County Power seated on the other side of the deep cherry wood of the conference room table. “But I’m not going to bore you with all the details today — I encourage you to read at your leisure, and check our numbers. Strict DOE specs on the design, but feel free to confirm it with them. What I want to go over today is how much we think this turbine system is going to save you — starting year one.”

Kirsten stood, plucking the projector controller from the table, and began her presentation, the same one she’d done before, and the same one she knew was calibrated perfectly to get attention. She’d worn the same fitted dark suit Bill called her “killer suit”. The man was not one to shy away from commenting on it, but she never took it as harassment or sexism. It just wasn’t how he thought. The man believed in results, and he didn’t care if Kirsten had to use her gift of gab, her brains, or her sex appeal to get them. As far as that man was concerned, they were all weapons in her arsenal, and he didn’t give a rat’s ass how she deployed them.

The words flowed, the clients were definitely interested — and not just in her boobs — but Kirsten’s mind wasn’t on the presentation. She was elsewhere — because of what she’d discovered that morning.

Kirsten still didn’t really believe it was true.

The presentation concluded, the hands shaken, the offers of dinner she politely declined, Kirsten made her way back to her hotel, navigating her rented Ford Edge through the seemingly meandering maze of freeways that crisscrossed through the beautiful green country west of Raleigh-Durham, North Carolina. She finally made her way back, dropping to the cool sheets in her darkened hotel room.

She sat up, stripping off her suit coat, and unbuttoning her blouse. She fished her phone from her coat as she kicked off the tall heels that never failed to hurt her toes even as she loved the way it made her legs look. The sacrifice was so worth it — if they won the project.

Traveling away from her husband had never been easy. She hated being away from him even more than when he was the one traveling. For some reason, it was just easier to be the one waiting at home for him, rather than the other way around. She’d never admit to anyone that when Keihl was on one of his trips, she’d occasionally found herself over on his side of the walk-in closet, inhaling deeply of the scent of his clothes.

Kirsten looked at her phone, squinting against the brightness of the screen in the dark room. There was a text from Keihl.

<Hey, beautiful. Call me when you get in. You can regale me with tales of winning yet another project. Hot shot.>

She smiled. Wonderful man.

Hitting his number, she got up and put on some coffee, silently cheering that it was a blend she happened to love. He picked up as she undid the last button of her blouse.

“It’s early, so I’m going to assume you’re not at a smoky bar shamelessly flirting with rich men.”

“Not yet anyway,” she said, giving her voice an exaggerated huskiness. “Zee night iss young.”

“Oh shit, I’m buyin’ a plane ticket. When the German accent comes out, someone’s getting laid. I better fly out there and make sure it’s me.”

Kirsten laughed. “My God. You men — one track minds.”

“Hey, it’s biology, honey.” She could hear the smile in his voice. “Why fight it?”

Tell him, Kirsten.

She inhaled deeply. “Something you probably should know. I’m late.”

Keihl was quiet for only a moment, but it was enough. She’d gotten his attention. “Not the first time you’ve been late, right? How late?”

“Over a week now.”

“Hmm, well, anything make you think there’s something to it?”

“No, which is why it’s probably nothing.”

There hadn’t been either. No nausea after eating, no pain, no sore boobs. Nothing she’d been told were the tell-tale signs of a baby on the way. Still, something seemed… off.

“I took a test though,” she continued. “Just wanted not to worry about it.”

“And?” A tense note had crept into his voice.

“Positive.” She had to remember to breathe, to stay calm, excitement and terror warring within her. “But I’ve had a positive once before. You remember after the honeymoon?”

“Yeah I do. I was shitting myself.”

Kirsten laughed, trying not to sound as nervous as she felt. “My OB said a few people throw false positives. Maybe I’m one of them?”

Yes, Kirsten, despite the astronomical odds against it being a false positive this time.

“What do you think though? Do you really think you are?”

Kirsten wasn’t sure what she thought. Did she want to be? Well, in one sense, yes. She wanted to have Keihl’s babies — and she’d known that from practically the first minute she’d met the beautiful man. But was it the right time for them? For their careers? If not, when would it be?

And what about this discovery, this new world of their sexual lives they’d just begun to explore? How would this affect that? She feared she already knew the answer to that, but wasn’t yet ready to come to terms with it.

“I really don’t know. No.”

“Better get you checked out then when you get back. Just to be sure.” The mirth was back in his voice. “Guess those horny CEOs are out of luck tonight.”

“Can I at least flirt a little?”

Keihl’s chuckle was low, gravelly, the sound earthing in her clit. “No way. I want you in bed at eight, bad girl.”

Her breath caught at his words, her nipples tightening against the lace of her bra. She looked over at his open suitcase, thinking of the small discrete bag, what she’d packed along with her clothes. Her friend Joely liked to call it vibratory diversion.

As if Keihl had read her mind. “And don’t even think about touching that pussy. That’s my job — when you get back.”

“Damn you.”

“Sleep fast, wifey.”

The following morning, still not quite awake even after three cups of coffee, Kirsten found her seat on yet another packed plane, dawn sunlight just beginning to pour through the windows. She reached over to buckle her belt, grimacing at a pinch at her brassiere. As she adjusted it, she frowned.

Her breasts were sore.

 


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Three

 

“Well, looks like you’re going to be a father, Mr. Warren”, the doctor said, smiling, holding the results out to him.

Keihl was stunned. A new partnership and all the possibilities of his burgeoning career — now this. He wanted children, had always wanted them, but the timing couldn’t be much worse. He’d worked his ass off to make partner, taking on extra work, the shit cases. It had paid off, but the firm was full of sharks, and sharks had to keep swimming — or drown.

“Are you sure, Tom?” Keihl tried hard to keep the disappointment out of his voice.

What the hell were they going to do now?

It’s time to put on the big boy pants, pal. Dad.

Tom sat down on a padded stool, laying his clipboard on the exam room counter. “Keihl, hormonal markers don’t lie. It’s a sure thing.”

After Kirsten had come home, she’d gone to her normal OB/Gyn, and Keihl had asked Kirsten to have the results sent to Tom. Keihl had wanted to get a second opinion; the sour puss OB/Gyn Kirsten liked didn’t exactly inspire his confidence. After he’d gotten the news, his emotions were a maelstrom of frustration, elation, anxiety, and strangely, excitement.

Mixed in with all of that was the instinctual, quintessentially male pride at doing his most basic of duties. It was absurd, but the feeling was real.

Congratulations, dickhead. You managed to reproduce. Would you like a medal?

“What’s the problem? You seem… kind of spooked about this.”

Keihl grunted. “Easy for you to say, man. You and Sharon have had three kids already. This is my first.”

Tom stood up and moved to the exam room counter, washing his hands. Keihl didn’t know why he’d need to wash them, but he figured docs just did it out of habit more than anything else.

“Just wait,” Tom said, looking back over his shoulder as he ran his hands under the water. “Soon enough you’ll see why Sharon and I are thinking about having a fourth.”

“You are?” Tom’s kids were as beautiful as their parents were. Keihl only hoped he and Kirsten could be as blessed as his best friend had been.

“Of course! We love it. And we both love kids, so why not?”

Tom sat back down, rolling the stool across the floor, moving behind the black flat screen monitor mounted on an arm extending from the wall. A shelf, mounted to the base of the monitor, held a keyboard and wireless mouse, Tom’s fingers typing away as he talked.

“What do you mean by ‘we love it’? You mean more kids?”

“Sure, but that’s not all.” Tom’s fingers stilled, then clicked the mouse.

“I don’t get it.”

“Well,” Tom peered around the monitor, one eyebrow raised. “The process is pretty great too.”

“Yeah, we get the easy part, don’t we?”

“Oh sure, but I meant the whole process. Pregnancy itself.”

“You’re kidding with this, right?” Keihl leaned forward, planting his elbows on his knees. “I remember Steph’s pregnancy. It was hell. They had her on bed rest for the last six weeks. Good thing my nephew turned out to be a good kid. He just about killed his mom.”

“How is Connor? He’s what, five, six?”

“Six. Starting kindergarten in the fall.” Keihl shook his head. “Still can’t believe it.”

“Well, look, your sister had a bad pregnancy, no way around it, but most aren’t that way, luckily. And sometimes they can be… amazing.”

“Okay, pal. Not exactly unbiased considering you just happen to be in the kid-catching biz.”

Tom chuckled, then turned the monitor so that it faced Keihl. “Come take a look at this.”

Keihl stepped closer, then whistled softly.

“Is that… Sharon? Look how young she is!”

“Oh she’s still plenty young enough.” Tom said, smiling. “What do you think though?”

The picture showed Tom’s wife, her blonde hair piled atop her head, the stray strands glowing in the dying light of the sunset behind her. She was in profile to the camera, her hands grasping a railing, a diaphanous white gown stretched over her swollen belly, the prominent, dark nipples just hinted at under the translucent fabric. The shot perfectly outlined her belly and breasts, the straight, trim nose, and her plump lips. A beautiful woman in the prime of her life.

Watch it, dick. That’s Tom’s wife.

“How far along was she here?”

“I think thirty-five or thirty-six weeks. This was when she was pregnant with Charlie.” Tom turned the monitor around again, the vision of the blonde woman before that brilliant pink sunset still fresh in Keihl’s mind.

“That’s a rather, ah, intimate shot.” Heat spread across Keihl’s face. “How’d you get her to go for it?”

“She loves it now — shows it to anyone who’ll look, actually. But yeah, at the time, I had to talk her into it. She sure liked the results though.” Tom winked. This was sort of the photo that got things rolling for she and I.”

“Not sure I’m following you, dude.”

“After this”—Tom scratched his temple, a sheepish grin on his face—” well, we started to see the possibilities. And we explored every damn one of them.”

“Possibilities? I think I’d have been freaking out — kind of like I am now. She’s carrying our child. Heavy shit, you know? I feel like I want to put her in a glass case and post guards around her twenty-four seven.”

Keihl looked down, the meaning of it hitting him in a whole new way. This was really happening, and despite his genuine excitement, even pride, there was no denying he was scared shitless.

“It’s normal to feel that way. Totally normal. But you need to know something — something I think you’re getting at, but you’re being an evasive lawyer about.” Tom leaned back, crossing his arms over his chest. “Just because a woman is pregnant doesn’t mean she stops being a sexual being. Quite the opposite, in fact. Don’t forget it.”

“Tell that to me when I’m holding her hair for her while she’s puking her guts out. I’ve heard the stories.”

“You’ll hold her hair for her, and she’ll love you for it. You’re going to be seeing a lot of changes — and not just in her. You’ll start seeing things — and her — very differently, and you need to be ready for that. Nobody said this process was easy. But you’re gonna work for it — and you’re gonna help her through this.” Tom’s eyes twinkled. “It’s so worth it.”

“Thanks, Dad.”

“Prick.” Tom’s voice softened, and he gave him a knowing nod of his head. “I know all this because I’ve been where you are. I’ve seen hundreds of Dads in your shoes. You’ll do fine — but don’t forget what your number one job is.”

“And what’s that?”

“Take care of her. Protect her.” Tom gave him a smile. “And love her.”

Okay this has taken a definite left turn into Mushville.

“Why’d you show that to me? That picture. It’s beautiful, don’t get me wrong, but… “

“Because I want you to see that the journey is as important as the destination. Yes, that destination, that beautiful baby, is what’s most important.” Tom stood again, pushing the monitor back against the wall. “But you need to enjoy the road that gets you there. You’ll never forget this, and what’s coming up. And when you’re on your deathbed, you’re going to remember how beautiful your wife looked when she was carrying your babies.”

Tom rested a hand on Keihl’s shoulder.

“Savor this, my friend. She’ll appreciate it.” His grin stretched from ear to ear. “And so will you.”

* * *

 

Keihl walked downstairs, following the drone of the elliptical machine. They’d converted most of the unfinished basement into a rec room/exercise space. Lit garishly by long banks of fluorescent lighting (he’d had them installed instead of incandescents in an effort to cut down on the heat), the area was strewn with mats, weights, and several exercise machines. Kirsten loved all of them, was a gym rat from her teenage years, and thus kept herself in top shape.

She was on the elliptical, watching yet another vapid reality show with the sound turned off, white ear buds from her phone dangling from her ears. Another fucking episode of the show that seemed to be popular simply because of the large ass of one of its stars. He’d watched it a couple of times, but had been disappointed at the distinct lack of good shots of the star’s bodacious assets.

He stopped behind his wife for a minute, enjoying the view. Though Kirsten’s did not have quite the same dimensions of the backside on the TV, she was still looking pretty damned good. Her firm ass was set off well in the black tights she favored for workouts. A black tank top worn over a sports bra contained the wobble of her breasts. Her dark hair bobbed behind her in a neat ponytail.

He inhaled the scent of her sweat. She was always mortified when she caught him doing that (she being paranoid about smelling), especially during and after her workouts.

But he loved it. The only thing better was the smell of their bedroom after a night of making love. The smell of her sex would permeate everything, including his skin. It embarrassed her a little when he commented on it, her blush suffusing her beautiful face, but she wouldn’t comment on it further. He found her bashfulness intriguing — and arousing. He’d have to enjoy that while he could though. She probably wouldn’t be interested for a while.

He’d read up on pregnancy, he being the studious type, and not wanting to be caught off guard by anything. While he was apprehensive about the changes a child would bring, he had to admit he was looking forward to the second trimester. Though he wasn’t sure how he’d react to seeing Kirsten’s pregnant belly, his friend Tom had assured him that all would be well in that department. He remembered Tom winking to him as he’d said it.

Now, as he watched the roll of her shapely buttocks, he couldn’t help but wonder what she’d look like in a few months, as she started to show. He had a feeling she’d still be gorgeous. He had to take the good with the bad. While he was worried, very worried, about how they were going to juggle careers with a new child, at least he had something to look forward to in the meantime.

The thought of her being pregnant, heavily pregnant, actually was confusing to him. It intrigued him in some strange way he’d never thought of before.

What are you? Some kind of perv?

Keihl put the thought aside; he’d have to examine that one later. Nobody but him had to know, right?

He patted her right buttock, and she jerked, startled.

She looked back at him smiling, yanking the phones out of her ears. “Don’t do that! You scared the crap out of me!”

He laughed, stroking her hip as she continued her loping movements on the elliptical. He hated using that fucking thing. It made both his hips and knees hurt, but he couldn’t argue with the quarter-bouncing firmness it lent to Kirsten’s ass. No, he couldn’t argue with that at all.

“Did you come here to tell me something, or did you just want to stare at my ass?”

He laughed. “I just wanted to let you know that I won’t be home until late tomorrow night. I have the impact statements for the North Fork watershed. Then Tom and Sharon invited me to dinner afterward.”

“I’ll just grab something after work then. Don’t be too late, okay?”

“Probably ten or so, honey. Will you still be up?”

“Hmm, I don’t know. That’s awfully late. If you were earlier there might be a little something in it for you.” She winked, putting her ear buds back in.

He laughed, patting her on the ass again as she continued her workout. He walked back toward the stairs, his cock at full attention. He’d drag her off that thing and fuck her right there if he thought she’d let him.

Instead, he waited until he was at the base of the stairs and pulled out his cell. He punched in a text to her, and sent it. He watched her pick up her phone and read it. She stumbled on the machine, catching herself on the handles, looking to the side, her face suffused scarlet.

He smiled. Flustering her had almost been worth the insistent throb of his cock.

<One of these days I’m coming down here to watch you do a full hour on that thing for me. Naked.>


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Four

 

Keihl pulled the Acura into the long driveway leading up to Tom’s house. One of the many perks about being a doctor was the ability to buy a house with acreage, apparently. Tom had told him about the place he and Sharon had found, but Keihl had no idea the lot was as large as it was. The driveway itself stretched several hundred yards away from the highway, and it appeared there were no neighbors even close.

The house was perfect; all wood tones, low-slung and modern. Douglas fir and Hemlock loomed overhead, surrounding the house on three sides. He parked and walked to the porch where a smiling Tom, drink in hand, waited on him.

“Glad you could make it out here.” He shook Keihl’s hand and clapped him on the upper arm. He pushed the drink into Keihl’s hand.

“What’s this?” Keihl peered at the pale amber liquid.

“Drink it,” Tom said, winking at his friend. “Come on, there’s something I want to show you.”

“Where’s Maggie, Charlie, and — Carrie?” 

Can’t remember the kids’ names? Some friend you are, douche.

“Sharon’s parents. She needs a break from the Mom thing once in a while. We don’t really bring the kids up here much anyway.”

Tom showed him around the house, and Keihl was impressed with the immaculate cleanliness and the modern, tasteful look of the place. Not too feminine, but it definitely looked like it was decorated by Sharon.

They walked out onto the covered cedar deck, and Keihl breathed in the smell, his nostrils flaring.

“Wow!”

“Great, isn’t it? Love the smell of cedar,” Tom said, beaming. “Cost me a goddamned pretty penny, but it was worth it. You should smell it on a nice rainy day. It’s even better.”

They sat down at the long table along the edge of the deck. The huge conifers cast dark shadows over most of the large backyard, but enough sun made it through to lend the deck an airy, forest glen atmosphere that Keihl loved. He sipped the drink, feeling the liquid burn down his throat and warmth bloom in his belly.

Single malt.

“A beer would’ve been fine, Tom.” Keihl grimaced at the harshness of the Scotch. “This stuff ain’t cheap.”

Tom laughed. “Do you know how many nights off an OB gets? I make sure I enjoy them anytime I’m lucky enough to get them.”

Keihl could see the fatigue around his friend’s gray eyes. Doctors were always tired. Always.

“So, where’s Sharon? Figured she’d be waiting on you hand and foot since you’re home.”

Tom’s eyes flashed, and he cocked his head toward the house. “She’ll be here in a sec.”

Keihl looked around, laying an arm along the stained wood railing. “This is some place, Tom. If Kirsten ever divorces me I’m definitely riding your couch for a few weeks. A guy could get used to this.”

“Heh. You’d have the place to yourself, most of the time. We don’t get many chances to stay up here.”

“So, this is what? A vacation home for you?”

Tom lifted a shoulder. “Something like that, I guess.”

Keihl realized what was so odd about the place: the silence. No cars, no people, no city.

He loved it.

They were silent for a moment, both of them looking out at the beautiful yard. Vibrant green grass was accented in places by the deep maroon of the pleasing, amorphous shapes of Japanese maples. Several stone benches were dotted here and there through the yard, a faded stone path meandering through it all. A weathered wooden frame, deep in shadow, could be seen close to the edge of the lawn.

“Is that one of those Shinto frames? From Japan?” Keihl nodded toward it, Tom’s gaze following.

“Oh that? You mean a torii gate?”

“Okay, Mr. Intercontinental.” Keihl rolled his eyes.

Tom shook his head. “Nope, that’s for… something else. I’ll show you sometime.”

“Ookay.”

Something was up with Tom, the way he was suddenly playing things close to the vest. It felt like he was enjoying an inside joke whose punchline Keihl wasn’t yet privy to.

Tom’s expression sobered, and he leaned forward, twirling his glass between his hands. “How’re you and Kirsten doing? You guys talk yet?”

Keihl frowned. “Not yet. I know she wants to, but I — I’m not even sure what to say.”

“What do you mean? How about ‘This is great’ or ‘I’m so excited’? Might be good places to start.”

Keihl ran a hand through his hair, then took another sip of the scotch. “Little more complicated than that.”

His friend cocked his head. “Is that so? It’s a baby, Keihl, not a death sentence.”

“Easy for you to say, my friend. You’re knee deep in them. Old hat for you.” Keihl poked himself in the chest with his thumb. “All new to me.”

Tom sat back, a little-smile curving his lips. “You have any questions about it?”

Keihl shook his head.

“Let me guess: you read up on what to expect?”

“A little.”

Tom burst out laughing. “I fucking knew it. Always prepared. Boy Scout.”

Keihl shrugged. “I want to be able to help her if something — you know — goes wrong.”

“Is that all? Really?”

“Yeah,” Keihl said, looking away. “Basically.”

Tom stood up, stretching. “Man, back is killing me. They never warned us about that in medical school. Bad backs among OBs.”

“I would’ve figured your asses would be sore from being screwed by your malpractice carriers.”

“Don’t remind me, Mr. Bloodsucking Lawyer.”

“So, why did you invite me out here?” Keihl held up the scotch. “Not that I’m complaining about the hospitality, mind you.”

Tom walked over to the railing, and leaned on it, looking out at the trees. “You’re wondering why it’s taken so long for me to have you over, right?”

“No, no,” Keihl said, shaking his head. “Not what I meant. But now that you say it, sure. Why? This isn’t exactly a dump. If I had a place like this, I’d be running my friends through here like the fucking Parade of Homes.”

Tom laughed.

“You never answered my question, pal.”

Keihl swung long legs over the bench and stood up.

Tom turned, leaning against the railing, his arms crossed over a broad chest.

“Sharon’s been nagging me to bring you here for months, actually.”

“What? Sharon has?”

Tom nodded, his intent gaze locked on his friend. “I wanted to be sure you were ready, that’s all.”

Keihl propped a foot on the seat of the bench. “Ready for what? You gonna tell me you’re a wise guy or something?”

“Not quite, but you’re on the right track.”

Whoa. What?

“Uh, would you mind being a little less mysterious, and get to something resembling a point?”

Tom looked back at the trees again.

“We’ll get there, don’t worry.”

Keihl moved over to the railing next to his friend, setting his scotch on the top rail. “Where’d you find this place anyway? You can’t even see it from the highway. I had no idea there were houses built anywhere up here.”

Tom shrugged, leaning over the rail once more. “There aren’t any. I don’t think we have a neighbor within two miles of us.”

“Jesus, Tom. How much did you throw down for this dump?”

“More than you want to know.”

“Try me. If you’ve ever seen my per diem rate, you’d know large sums don’t faze me.”

Tom lowered his head, chuckling. “Fucking lawyers.”

“Damn straight. Now answer the question.”

“I put down three hundred fifty. The rest, well… “

Keihl whistled. “Three fifty is a lot of babies. Damn.”

“You have no idea.”

“What about the rest?”

Tom was silent a moment, then glanced at Keihl. “The Dominion Trust.”

The sun’s angle was getting longer, the shadows from the huge trees swallowing up more and more of the deep green grass.

“Hmm. Bank? Mortgage company? Never heard of it.”

“Definitely not a bank or mortgage company. It’s actually a… business venture.”

“So you’ve got some business on the side ponying up half of your down payment?”

“Not my business, but I’m a partner in it.”

Keihl picked up his scotch and swigged a large gulp, wincing at the burn. “When were you going to tell me about this side business?”

“Didn’t think you’d react well to it. Just being careful.”

“’React well’? Damn, Tom. You think I’m some kind of head case or something? What is this Trust? Ven cap? REIT?”

“It’s more of a society, actually. Hard to explain. If you can be patient, I’ll clear things up a bit.”

“Don’t know why you’re being so evasive, but whatever. I have all night if need be.”

Tom put a hand on Keihl’s shoulder. “Good.”

He walked to the slider, then looked back at Keihl. “I need to go grab something real quick. I’ll be back in a minute.”

“Take your time,” Keihl said, waving a hand.

Tom disappeared into the house.

Keihl wondered what the hell his friend was into. If he was going to tell him he was moving blow on the side or something, then tonight’s visit might have to be cut a little short. Maybe, maybe not.

The quiet of the backyard was soothing, the complete lack of the background noise of civilization still somehow unsettling. He’d quickly get used to it, given half the chance.

“Hey, sorry about that,” Tom said, walking back out. “Here, this is for you.”

He handed Keihl a small package wrapped in expensive silver and blue patterned paper.

“Sharon wanted me to extract a promise from you not to open this until the baby is born.”

“Uh, okay. Sure.” Keihl held the package a moment, trying to decide what it might be. The size and weight was consistent with a book. Maybe it was a copy of Dr. Spock?

“Just leave it on the table,” Tom said, noting Keihl’s confused look. “I’ll have Sharon put it in the car for you later.”

“So are we going to actually see Sharon tonight, or is she on some top secret hide-from-Keihl mission?”

“Soon,” Tom said, moving to the table and sitting down again. He waved Keihl over. “Dinner’s going to be out here, so we might as well sit.”

“I feel like I’m at Mass. Stand up, sit down, stand up—”

“Asshole.”

Keihl grinned, then sipped his whiskey.

“Do you remember Jacqueline?” Tom asked.

“No, should I?”

“Come on. Jackie. You don’t remember her?”

“Hmm, that’s not the broad — sorry, girl — you dated before we moved to the bigger house, is it? Sophomore year?”

“You do remember then.” Tom’s smile brightened, softening the normally craggy face, and hard jaw. His chin was showing the blue of stubble he’d never allow while at work.

“Damn man, it’s been what, ten years? What made you think of her?”

Keihl wondered what the fuck his friend was doing bringing up some piece of ass he’d had back in college, when his wife might show up any minute. Not too swift.

But Tom ignored him.

“How long were you standing there before you said something that night?”

Keihl was taking a sip as Tom asked the question, and he almost spit the alcohol out through his nose. The intense burn brought tears to his eyes.

“Fuck.” Keihl rubbed his nose, his eyes squinting. “What do you — damn that hurt.”

“Sorry, sorry,” Tom said, chuckling.

The truth was Keihl needed a moment. He was stalling.

All those years ago, he’d jiggled the keys in the front door extra loudly, and waited three beats before walking in that night. It was their mutually agreed to signal, just in case one of them had a girl over and they happened to be in flagrante delicto. Two people living in a single studio apartment necessitated such measures.

“I wasn’t — look, Tom.” Keihl rubbed at his watering eyes. “I wasn’t standing there ogling you two, if that’s what you mean.”

“Sure you were.”

Keihl opened his mouth, then shut it, seeing a cool glee in Tom’s eyes.

“Hell, I didn’t blame you,” Tom said. “She was a good girl. A very good girl.”

Keihl remembered standing there, absolutely dumbfounded, his cock hardening almost instantly. A naked young woman crouched on her knees, her head down, pressed to the mattress of the fold-out bed of one of their couches. It was actually Keihl’s, but at the time his brain didn’t have the processing power to notice. Instead, it was trying to cope with the sight before him.

Her long raven hair was entwined in Tom’s fist. The girl’s ass was a bright pink, numerous red hand prints and darker marks visible over the flushed background. Tom’s bare buttocks flexed and relaxed as he knelt over her, pounding into the wet sex. The slick sounds of her soaked pussy, the slap of his hips against her ass, and her repeated moans filled the late-night stillness of the apartment.

The fact that Tom had spanked the girl’s ass hadn’t been the thing that stunned Keihl — though it was eye-opening, to say the least.

No, what had stunned him was the fact that the girl’s arms were bound together at the small of her back with garish, multicolored cloth, and she’d been blindfolded with her own dark cotton stockings.

“Christ, with your grandma’s scarves? I still can’t believe it.”

Tom burst out laughing, his face reddening. “God, if she’d only known what use they’d be put to.”

“Sick fuck.”

“Whatever, Keihl. You stood there and watched us!”

He could feel his cheeks heat, and his technique for masking embarrassment in depositions — thinking of another completely different subject — was failing him miserably.

He’d stood there longer than he wanted to admit. He remembered the rushing sound in his ears, warring with the urgency of the girl’s cries as she came, the grunting of Tom as he ground his hips against her, pouring himself into the clutch of the girl’s pussy.

“Hey, I was just shocked that’s all.” Keihl looked away, the embarrassment as fresh as it had been ten years earlier. Embarrassment… and something more.

“Look, I’m sorry. Not trying to fuck with you here. There is an actual point to this.”

“Can we get to it?”

He wished fervently that Sharon would show up and provide a welcome distraction from his mortification.

“Keihl, it’s totally okay. You know that, right?”

“Dude, let’s not talk about this. So I walked in on you fucking some chick. You’ve embarrassed me all over again about it. Happy, you prick?”

Tom laughed once more, holding up a hand. “Wait, wait. I want to know something though.”

Keihl grimaced. “Wonderful.”

“Did you think she was attractive?”

“Tom, why in God’s name are we talking about this?”

Keihl snapped a deliberate glance at the sliding glass doors.

“Just hang in there with me,” Tom said, his eyes bright.

“Okay, yeah. Fine. She was hot. So what?”

“Why?”

What the fuck!

“What do you think, Tom? Is this some sort of competition? Look, you had hotter chicks in school. Pre-med, remember?”

“Pre-law”, Tom said, pointing back at Keihl.

“Doesn’t mean I’m wrong. I don’t really care who had the best pussy though. You win, congratulations.”

“That’s not what I mean. Take a breath and listen for a minute.” Tom’s voice dropped lower. “Did you like what we were doing?”

“Tom.” Keihl sipped the whiskey, feeling the warmth of it all through his body by then. “Yeah, I like to fuck women. Earth shattering news, I know. Point?”

“You’re dodging. Have you ever tied up Kirsten? Spanked her?”

Whoa.

Of all the directions he’d expected the conversation to take, this wasn’t even in the same zip code.

“Uhh.” His cheeks heated again, and he thought about leaving. But there was a reason he was blushing. “You sure you want to talk about this? I mean is Sharon cool with what we’re talking about?”

“Sharon’s cool with anything. Anything at all.”

“Okay, so I really don’t know where you’re going with this—”

“More booze?”

“Gallons, please.”

Tom plucked the glass from Keihl’s hand. “Sit tight.”

Then he disappeared back into the house.

Whatever Tom was getting at, the evening was taking a decided turn for the surreal. They’d talked about women before, sure — especially in college. But they’d never talked about that night for some reason. Keihl was glad they hadn’t because seeing that girl — he had to keep reminding himself her name was Jackie — on that bed just… changed something within him. He’d never talked about it with Tom, but he remembered that night vividly.

It was the night he first realized he wasn’t a total freak.

“Here.” Tom set the bottle down on the table. Twenty year old scotch.

“Nice choice. Little spendy though, don’t ya think?”

“Nothing but the best for my friend.” Tom clapped Keihl on the back and sat down once more, nursing his own glass. “So, there is a method to my madness.”

“Um hmm.”

Keihl licked the sweet and bitter from his lips, suspecting that with just one more drink he’d be fairly well-oiled. It looked unlikely he’d be making it home by ten after all. He thought of the luscious curves of Kirsten’s ass. He’d like to take his hand to them the way Tom had done with Jackie.

Where the fuck did that come from, Pervy McPerverson?

The booze.

He set his glass down, and leaned back, inhaling deeply. “Better slow down.”

“Dinner’s almost ready. We’ll get some food in you here. Fix you up.”

“Not sure that’s going to be enough.”

Tom smiled, the corners of his eyes crinkling. “If not, you can crash here. I’m sure Kirsten won’t mind.”

She’d probably be out like a light by the time he got back anyway. Would he rather get home early and get laid? Well, hell yeah, but he hadn’t thought of that until he’d gotten himself halfway to plastered.

Genius.

“Have you?” Tom tipped the last of his whiskey into his mouth, a finger canted at Keihl.

“Huh?”

Tom lowered his chin. “You know, with Kirsten?”

“Well, let’s see. No.”

“Would you like to? Be honest.”

“Fuck, Tom. Yeah.”

He caught the slight relaxation of Tom’s broad shoulders. It was subtle, but it was there.

“Good, good.” Tom patted the wood of the table. “That’s a start then.”

Keihl heard the slider door open, the sound of footsteps on the deck, and the metallic sound of… chain? Tom looked over Keihl’s shoulder at something behind him.

“Sir, could you give me a hand?”

Keihl stayed seated, but turned toward the voice. His jaw dropped open like a trapdoor.

Standing on the deck just outside the slider door was the tall, lithe figure of Sharon. She smiled, her perfect teeth dazzling in the fading afternoon light, the lustrous blonde hair tied back in a single plait. She held two large plates, both piled high with steaming food. But Keihl noticed these things only peripherally. His eye was drawn to two distinct things: she wore the tightest, skimpiest pair of white shorts he’d ever seen, and her slim ankles were linked together by a short, silver chain.

“I’m so glad you could come, Keihl!”


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Five

 

“Keihl, are you okay?” Sharon lifted a sculpted brow.

“Here let me take that,” Tom said, relieving her of the two plates. “We need something else to drink, too. Whiskey is kicking our asses.”

She nodded, smiling at Keihl. “What would you like? We’ve got everything.”

He tried, he really tried, but he couldn’t do it. His eyes dropped to the chain between her ankles. It was a finely wrought close-linked silver, no thicker than her delicate pinky finger. Cuffs of black leather wrapped around both of her graceful ankles, rings embedded in the cuffs’ leather serving as the anchor points for the solid chain. The chain itself was no more than eighteen inches long. Enough to walk in, but not quickly.

“Keihl? What would you like?”

Tom snickered, sliding a plate in front of Keihl, and sitting back down.

Keihl snapped his gaze back up to her pale blue eyes, before he allowed them to get him into more trouble. “Oh, sorry. Actually uh, water would be great.”

Her smile brightened and she opened the slider, walking back inside in small mincing steps. His cursed eyes took it all in, in an instant. The graceful line of her back in a snug black tank, the narrow waist swelling into pleasingly curved hips. The shorts clutched her ass as tight as a second skin, the fabric diving between, neatly dividing the shapely buttocks. The sun-bronzed, toned thighs called to his gaze as well, but he snapped his eyes away, swiveling in his seat, the movement as relaxed as he could make it.

Goddamn, what is wrong with you?

He pictured Kirsten’s beautiful brown eyes, her swollen lips. His love. He wanted to punch himself in the mouth for looking at Sharon like that.

“You okay, man? You look like you’ve seen a ghost. It’s just Sharon.”

Keihl forced a laugh. “Oh, yeah. I’m cool — just surprised me.”

You’re a real piece of shit, Keihl.

“Well, my friend, let’s eat. I’m starving.” Tom picked up his fork and knife, theatrically sliding them together.

“I need to soak up some of this booze,” Keihl said, cutting into his steak. “You trying to get me shit-faced?”

“You didn’t do anything you didn’t want to do. Now shut up and let me eat.”

Keihl inhaled his food, grateful for the distraction from the thoughts and questions piling up high and fast in his mind.

The swooshing sound of the slider came again, and Keihl had to force himself not to look back at her. There was no point in making things worse.

“Here you go, sirs.” Sharon set down tall glasses of water for both of them.

Keihl looked up at her.

Sirs?

She smiled back at him, and he couldn’t help but notice her warm openness only enhanced her beauty.

“Aren’t you gonna join us? Enjoy this great food you made for us?” Keihl waved a hand toward the table.

She exchanged a look with Tom, and clasped her hands in front of her--

Oh damn. Stop this shit, Keihl! You’re acting like a horny thirteen year old.

“She’s not eating with us,” Tom said.

“Aren’t you hungry?”

She glanced at Tom again, her eyes widening for a moment.

“I didn’t say she’s not eating,” Tom said, looking up at Sharon. He caressed the curve of her hip. “You’re hungry, right honey?”

“Yes, very, Sir.”

What the hell? Keihl felt a lump in his throat, and he had to remember to chew the food that was in his mouth. He’d never heard Sharon speak that way before. Hell, he’d never seen Sharon be that way before — she was almost… subservient.

She was a hospital administrator, highly educated, and tough as hell when she needed to be. Tom had told him some of the stories of her having to terminate the contracts of MDs, shit-can nurses, fend off malpractice lawyers, and enforce hospital policy.

This couldn’t be the same person.

“So… why not have a seat? Eat something. You know, like normal people?” Keihl smiled, hoping his ribbing was coming across as good-natured rather than condescending.

Sharon blushed, rubbing the tip of her nose with the back of a finger. The white tips of her French manicured nails stood out in a pleasing contrast against the tan of her skin.

“She doesn’t eat at the table with me.”

Keihl’s mouth dropped open, and he snapped it shut, afraid his food would come tumbling out.

Be cool.

Keihl put his fork and knife down on the plate. “I think I’d better go.”

Sharon’s expression clouded. “Keihl, what’s wrong?” She rested her hand on his shoulder.

He wanted anything to keep her from touching him, and he didn’t want her to stop.

Fuck.

“I just — this isn’t right. I need to go home to see Kirsten, that’s all.”

Tom sat back, resting a hand on the edge of the table. “You’re drunk. You shouldn’t be going anywhere.”

“So you can drive me then. Or I’ll call a cab.” Keihl dug a hand into the pocket of his slacks and pulled out his phone.

“Wait,” Tom said, holding up his steak knife. “Hear me out first. If after we’ve talked some more, and you still want to go, then fine. I’ll call for a ride home for you.”

“Tom, I can call a—”

“I insist. You’re my guest, and I take care of my guests.” Tom looked up at his wife. Isn’t that right, honey?

“Always.” Her eyes darting to him then back to Keihl. “Please stay, Keihl. I’m sorry if I’ve done anything to upset.”

“No, no. It’s not that.” Keihl glanced away. “Jesus. Had a little too much to drink.” He looked back at Tom. “Okay, I’ll stay for a bit.”

“Great.” Tom looked up at Sharon, stroking her ass. Something passed between her and Tom, then she nodded, shuffling away with a gentle squeeze to Keihl’s shoulder.

Tom returned to his food, as if nothing had happened. Keihl joined him, feeling awkward sitting there just watching his friend eat.

The wind whispered through the trees, the evening light fading fast. Keihl watched a squirrel lope through the grass. The animal paused with those snappy, unnerving movements of its head, looking right at him. Then it was off in a flash toward the trees, the bushy tail waving behind it.

“I screwed up a little here.”

Keihl glanced back at his friend. “What?”

“With this. Too fast, I know that now.”

“What is ‘this’,” Keihl said, twirling his fork in the air.

But he knew.

Tom looked down, setting his knife on the table. “I didn’t mean to make you feel uncomfortable. I thought you were ready. Maybe I was wrong.”

“For fuck’s sake, what’s going on here, Tom?” Keihl lowered his voice. “Why is Sharon wearing a fucking chain around her ankles?”

“This is what we do, Keihl. It’s actually pretty tame compared to the usual. I had to convince her to tone it down some. I didn’t want you to freak.”

“Mission failure,” Keihl muttered.

Why was he lying to Tom?

“Yeah, guess so.” Tom rubbed his chin. “Look, I brought you here because I wanted to show you how things can be. If you and Kirsten want them to be, that is.”

“What is this then? A little bondage? Some slap and tickle?”

Tom’s brow quirked. “Quite a bit more involved than that.”

“So?”

“Why do you think I brought up Jacqueline?”

Oh Jesus. Here we go.

“You tell me, Tom. Apparently I’m on the outside looking in here. Joke’s on me, right?”

“This isn’t a joke, Keihl. We’re serious about this.”

“All right, tell me then. What is this?”

“Sharon’s my slave.”

“What?” Keihl slammed his fork down, and stood up. He walked over to the rail and leaned over it. “Like whips and chains, ‘yes, Master, no Master’ type shit?”

“She never says ‘no’ to me, but yes, sometimes it’s like that.” Tom chuckled. “Look, it’s not anything weird or sick. It’s just how we are, and we both love it.”

Keihl turned, leaning his ass against the rail, his arms crossed over his chest. “I don’t know if I want to talk about this, man. What the fuck.”

“I know, I know. Too quick. I fucked this up royally,” Tom said, frowning. “Just try to listen though.”

“Okay, fine.” 

Keihl looked at his friend. He should be shocked at his calm, professional friend revealing the gigantic secret freak flag he apparently flew. But thinking back on Jacqueline, things made more sense. It was just odd and not a little disappointing that he’d known this man for almost fifteen years, and not known this about him. Maybe he’d just been kidding himself.

Not the only thing you kid yourself about, asshole.

“Does she do whatever you tell her to do? You give her … orders?”

Tom nodded. “Anything. If I told her to get on her knees and suck your cock, she’d do it. Gladly.”

Gladly?

“I’m not fucking your wife, Tom,” Keihl said, jabbing a finger at his friend.

“Relax, relax,” Tom said, laughing. “I’m not telling her to. Don’t worry. I’d never ruin what you have with Kirsten. It’s a beautiful thing.”

“Damn right it is. I love my wife.” Keihl hoped it didn’t come off as too strident, but he did love her, with all his heart. It just had upset the applecart for him a little to be as turned on as he was at the thought of Tom’s wife kneeling in front of him, her glossy pink lips tight around his cock.

He wiped his face with both hands, hard.

“I know you liked what you saw with Jackie. You admitted as much.”

“Under duress. You got me drunk.”

“Bullshit.” Tom rose and sat on the table, his feet up on the seat. “You don’t have to pretend. That’s the point here.”

“The point? This is down the rabbit hole shit for me, Tom. You have to know that.”

Tom shrugged. “Maybe, but something tells me when you’re alone tonight, your lovely wife lying next to you, you’ll be thinking about it. That’s the way I was when I was first exposed to this.”

“You were?”

Tom’s lips curved in a half smile. “I ran like hell. Thought it was completely fucked up, to be honest. Then I thought about it, and thought about it some more.”

Keihl put his hands in his pockets, looking down. “This is messed up, Tom. I don’t think I can — I don’t know.”

“No, it’s not messed up. And liking it isn’t messed up either.”

“Does she… agree to this?”

“Most of it, yes.”

“Most of it? You force her sometimes?” Keihl stiffened, and Tom’s expression darkened for a moment.

He knew the next few seconds might spell the end of his friendship with Tom. This was too messed up. Truly.

“It’s a lot more complicated than that. I don’t forcibly rape my own wife, if that’s what you’re worried about.”

Keihl let out a breath, rubbing the tension from his neck. This was all uncharted territory. He had no idea what to say, what to ask. Despite all that, despite the tension he felt, something about this called to him, fascinated him. He had to know more.

“It’s one of the reasons why we wanted to have you up here. To just show you, so you’d understand. Plus, I think it would be good for Sharon.”

“Good for her? What?”

“She sometimes does better when she has others around. I think I bore her sometimes. She needs to be challenged occasionally.”

“I don’t know what the fuck you mean — and I’m not sure I want to know.”

“Sure you do. Why lie about it? Nobody’s going to judge you.”

“Judge me for what? I’m not the one who has his wife in chains.”

“But you like it.”

Keihl turned away, waving his hand to the side. “Just like with Jacqueline, right?”

“You said it, not me.”

He turned his head, looking at Tom out of the corner of his eye. “I thought you were an OB, not a shrink?”

“Trust me, when you own a slave, you’ll have to learn psychology. It’s an owner’s burden to bear, I’m afraid.”

Keihl began to pace, hands in his pockets, the wood of the deck creaking under his feet. “I don’t know how I’ve known you this long and not known about this. It’s — weird.”

“You know as much as I let you know. It’s not your fault when your friend keeps it from you.”

“It pisses me off, actually. Not that I want you to talk about the most intimate details of your sex life. I don’t want to know.”

“Good,” Tom said, smiling. “I’d have to start calling you Keihla then.”

“Prick.”

“Listen, Keihl. Seriously. There’s more I want to show you. A lot more. But I want to be sure you’re ready for it. No dumping you into the deep end.”

“Thanks, Tom — I guess.”

“Shut up. If I thought this wasn’t something you might be open to, then I wouldn’t have told you. I wouldn’t have even thought of it really until Sharon connected the dots for me.”

“Sharon?”

“Yeah, I know right? A sharp administrator sees the big picture, spots the patterns. Well, she did it with you when I told her about that little incident with Jacqueline.”

“Jesus, Tom. You told her about that? Why the hell would she want to talk about that?”

“We have no secrets between each other, Keihl. None.”

He stopped pacing, his hand raised palm up. “How did she connect the dots? Am I such a fucking open book?”

“Hardly,” Tom said, his eyebrow raised. “You keep things damned close to the vest, my friend. You picked the right profession. But she picked up on it.”

“Hey, where is Sharon?”

“Would you like to talk to her?” Tom’s eyes brightened, and he clasped his hands together over one knee.

“Of course. But it’s like she’s hiding from me. What’s the deal?”

“Can you be cool with what you see?”

“Tom.” Keihl shook his head. “Maybe it’s time you called that ride for me. This is a lot to wrap my head around.”

“I understand.” Tom pulled out his phone and called someone named Nathan. After a short conversation, Tom slipped the phone back into his pocket, waving at Keihl.

“Come on, let’s go inside to wait. Mosquitoes are getting thick out here anyway.”

Tom and Keihl sat down in the sunken living room, dark pile carpeting and the heavy gray drapes helping to lend the room a quiet coziness that Keihl appreciated. This was the one room that didn’t have Sharon’s decorating touch. It was sparse, but comfortable. He sank into the deep cushions of the wide couch. It was the kind of couch he could fall asleep in.

“What are you going to tell Kirsten?”

Keihl scratched the nape of his neck. “Not sure I’m gonna tell her anything. Got no clue how she’d react.”

“Want to get a hint?” Tom picked up a huge remote control, flipping on some low music. Some trippy acid jazz with a serpentine bass line.

“How would I get a hint about something like that?”

“Spy.”

“Oh, great. Follow her around with some cloak and dagger action? Stellar idea.”

“No, dipshit. Nothing like that. Does she have a tablet or an e-reader?”

Keihl snorted. “All of the above. She’s a tech girl. I think she even bought one of those fire sale tablets they were selling for ninety-nine bucks, just to say she had one.”

Tom smiled. “Check them. All of them. See what she reads.”

“Reads?”

“Yes. It’s like a window into their secret club. They keep this information from us men — though I have no idea why — then expect us to divine what they really want.”

“Diamonds. Big ones.”

Tom’s eyebrow lifted. “What?”

“Never mind. You were saying, Deepak?”

“Fuck you. Anyway, I mean find out what kind of books she reads. I’d be willing to bet you’ll be floored by them.”

“How? It doesn’t matter anyway. I already know what she reads. Some romance, some mysteries — a thriller once in a while.”
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