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Alexia.

“I love you,” Paul said, dragging his tired ass into the kitchen after a long day at work. Plunking his butt down into the nearest chair, he flopped forward and let his forehead thump onto the kitchen table. “Whatever you’re cooking smells amazing.”

I wrinkled my nose. “You smell like an ashtray.” Giving his hair a ruffle, I headed to the stove to serve us both. I’d gotten the timing almost right, so everything should still be fairly hot.

“The client wouldn’t let Josh, Tonya, or me leave until we celebrated his corporate victory with him. Lucas claimed he was allergic and ducked out, so I couldn’t use the same excuse. I could have dealt with cigarettes. Cigars are a whole other beast. How Josh sucked his back so fast, I don’t know. I almost died.”

“He probably wanted to get the fuck away.” I slid a plate in front of my weary-looking husband. “You reek of smoke. Lift your arms.” Sitting up, he let me peel off his shirt. I planted a kiss on his belly and ducked into the other room long enough to pitch his shirt into the washing machine.

“Jesus, this was the worst job I’ve ever worked on for stopping corporate sabotage. The startup company trying to ruin our client’s work was relentless all week leading up to the gala today. It was one thing after another. Should be a pretty open-and-shut case for the courts at least. It has sapped every ounce of my mental energy, though. I know we just had a week off before I started this assignment, but I feel like I need another one.”

“I’m sorry it was a shitty week at work, babe.” It’s my fault he’s so tired. Yes, we had a week off work before this, but because of my actions leading up to it, it had been an emotional week instead of a pleasant one. “At least we both have a three-day weekend this week. Eat, you’ll feel better.”

Lips brushed against my cheek. “Thanks for cooking.”

I rubbed at the red mark that the table had left on his forehead. “I got off work two hours ago. I had time.” While we ate, he told me about the mess he had to deal with at work today. I was glad I hadn’t been on that job. “You and the team handled it well. Sounds like the client’s happy with you. Aw Jesus, Paul, your hand.”

“Oh,” he said, flapping it in the air. “The last little asshole they planted at the event slammed a door on me when I removed him from the building. Caught me on the fingertips. Nothing’s broken.”

“Do they need any care?”

Continuing to eat, he waved off my concern. It always irked me when he brushed off injuries. Taking his hand in mine, I sucked the three red-tipped fingers into my mouth.

Paul squealed and yanked his hand away. “I guess they’re a little more tender than I thought.”

“Yeah, I figured they must be in pain.” Pulling an ice pack from the freezer, I wrapped a dishcloth around it and set it by Paul’s plate.

“Thanks, hun.” Resting his hand on it, he ate with his off hand. “I’m looking forward to our long weekend.”

“Me too. Moon’s pretty excited about her friend starting at the club, and I’m happy you’ll get to properly meet Rebecca. I suspect she’s going to be the cutest thing to watch as she’s surrounded by nearly naked women.”

“I would not miss such a spectacle.” Giving me a quick kiss, he got up and grabbed a second serving of supper. His day had sounded busy with a lot of running around, and I’d cooked a big meal with his appetite in mind. From the sound of things, he and the others probably hadn’t had much time for breaks. “I’m glad I’ll get to know her more. She sounds lovely, and she was adorable when we met briefly after the dance show.”

“She is.” I felt a little guilty that I hadn’t had her over during our week off but it had been a pretty emotional week for Paul and me after the stunt I’d pulled. How the fuck had I not realized that I’d worried him so much? Our boss had given us both a week off after that assignment, sensing that we needed the time together, and y’know, to make sure Paul didn’t kick his ass. Really, it was my ass Paul needed to kick.

Except for the first twenty-four hours, we’d spent our week off sexless. We used the time to catch up with each other and to talk about things. We’d only gone to one dance class, too burnt out to leave the house much, but we’d danced at home for fun a few times. We spent the week simply spending time with each other.

Getting to spend so much time together had helped settle me. The nightmares stopped before the end of the week, thank fuck. Having Paul next to me when one had happened, and finally fucking talking about it helped. I hadn’t realized how much I needed a week with just my husband. Sadly, work had kept us pretty busy since. Fucking Halloween was always a busy time. Hard to believe we were already in early November.

“We should finish Christmas shopping soon in case work gets super busy again, and we don't have time to do it later.” I was having trouble coming up with a nice thing to do for Paul for the holidays to make up for everything I’d put him through.

“Sure, but what’s with the face?” Paul asked, sitting down.

“Why do you put up with my shit?” I asked, cradling my head in my hand.

“Because I love you, and you put up with my shit.” Taking my hand, he brought it to his lips and laid a gentle kiss on it. Releasing my hand, he gave me a cocky look. “Anyway, now you know what’ll happen if you ever scare me like that again.”

“Oh, that was the only time you’ll ever get to tie me up.” Flicking a finger against his chest, I took my plate to the sink. Despite my words, my pussy heated when I remembered Paul tying me up and having his way with me for a very, very long time. I needed to give him a special night, but he was too tired for it to be tonight.

“You liked it.” His smug grin and tone let me know he wouldn’t believe anything else.

“I did.” Snagging some containers, I started packing the leftovers. “But it was a one-time thing. You try it again, and I’ll kick your ass.”

“Wouldn't have it any other way, darling.” Coming up behind me, he trailed a few kisses down the side of my neck but didn’t try for anything else. Yeah, he’s too tired tonight. “You wanna snuggle in bed and watch something?”

I kissed his cheek. “Yeah.”

“Let me grab a shower first to see if I can wash away some of the smoke smell. Maybe a good dose of shampoo will help.”

“Give me the rest of your clothes and I’ll toss them in the washer.” The sight of him stripping off the rest of his clothing had my mouth flooding with saliva. I couldn’t resist smacking that bare ass. “Mmm, this is how I like my man.”

Sticking his tongue out at me, he headed for the shower.

While waiting for him, I gathered up the dishcloths from the kitchen and some other random items to throw into the laundry.

***
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I climbed into bed with a fresher-smelling husband, though the stink of smoke wasn’t gone completely. “Oh, did you get a hold of Amelie to see if she’s in the area this weekend?”

“Ah, I didn’t ask.” A frown darkened his face.

His reaction concerned me. I’d gotten upset the last time Amelie had been here because she’d up and left while Paul was sleeping after they had a rough scene. I’d been trying to give her the benefit of the doubt since then, but the look on Paul’s face made me regret not calling Amelie to bitch her out. Aftercare was an important part of being in a BDSM relationship.

Fingertips rubbed at the back of his head as he sorted out his thoughts and feelings in his mind. His hair was finally starting to grow back from the almost buzzcut it had been. There was enough hair for his finger to slide through now, though barely. “We had enough things on our plate lately, so I didn’t mention it. I broke it off with her.” He moved closer to me, and I wrapped my arms around him.

“What happened?”

Sighing, he turned on his phone and scrolled up through a text conversation with Amelie. “These messages are from after the time I let her go to town on my ass. Like I said, I got her to do it, and then I highly regretted it. It’s not on her that I was emotional that day and sought out something I shouldn’t have. What made me break it off with her is that she wouldn’t understand when I explained it wasn’t something I wanted to do again.”

I read over the texts, and anger grew in me the more I read. “What a bitch. I’m sorry she tried to push you into another hard session and then insulted you when you explained it wasn’t something you wanted to do. I’m glad you refused to meet with her again. You should have told me sooner.”

“I know, but I wanted to concentrate on you for a while, so I told her to fuck off and then ignored her other messages. When she kept texting, I reminded her about what I’d told her about my stepdad, but she didn’t see how sexual spanking could make me remember him beating me as a little kid.” Paul grew tense in my arms.

“When someone tells you they aren’t into one of your kinks, you respect that, no matter the reason,” I said, trying not to grate my teeth against each other as I read over the last few messages Amelie had sent. Paul hadn’t responded to any of them. “If someone tells you they were abused, even if it was when they were so young they can barely remember it, you don’t fucking try to pressure them into being hit. I know you keep saying it was your fault and not hers about the spanking session, but you’ve already talked to her about not being into that kink multiple times in the past. She should have realized something was wrong when you sought it out and stopped the scene to talk with you.”

“I don’t want to give her any more of my energy.” Taking the phone from me, he plugged it in to charge. “I blocked her. She can’t message me anymore.”

“I’m sorry she ended up being shitty.”

He didn’t say anything. Only shrugged and hunched in on himself. Fucking bitch. I wrapped myself around his rigid body and hugged him. As much as I wanted to get on the phone and rail her out, looking after Paul was more important.

Running my fingernails back and forth over his scalp, I felt Paul release some of that tension. It was early in the evening, but I could tell he was going to fall asleep soon. The long week of early mornings and constant vigilance at work had caught up to him all at once today. He needed to rest. Continuing the scalp massage, I spoke to him softly—telling him he did a great job at work this week, how much I loved him, and how great a person he was—until he fell asleep.

I was texting with my mother and Sana when Paul made a noise in his sleep. Rolling over, I put an arm around him. Sometimes he made noises in his sleep for no reason. Sometimes it happened because he was having a bad dream. While nightmares as an adult were new to me, sadly, they weren’t for him. Usually, a kind touch would settle him down, and it worked again tonight.

Turning off my phone, I rested my hand over his heart, feeling his chest rise and fall with his breaths until I fell asleep beside him.

***
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Pleasure boiling through my veins, I woke with a gasp to find my husband's mouth on my pussy and two of his fingers shoving their way up my twat. “I wanted to wake you up with your cock in my mouth,” I growled.

One shoulder lifted in a shrug. “Then you should have woken up before me.”

I pressed his face back to my pussy before he could sass me more. Reaching out, I grabbed his collar off the nightstand. He was on his belly, but I didn’t have to see it to know his cock was soft. Yeah, he must’ve had a bad dream about the stepfather he barely remembered.

Paul sighed contentedly when I placed the collar around his throat. This was the first time I’d collared him since our fight a few weeks ago. This felt like the right time to put it back on him. I tried to tug him up for kisses, but he was intent on staying between my legs.

Breaths coming faster from his touches as he tried to drive me wild, I slid the lock through the buckle. “You’re mine,” I said and snapped the lock shut. “I’ll always love and protect you.” I ignored the little noise of anguish he made because I knew he didn’t want me to draw attention to it, and I did my best to push all thoughts of Amelie and his stepfather from my mind, so I could concentrate on him.

Paul’s arms snaked around my thighs, and he locked himself in place to prevent me from pulling him up. Clearly, he was in a mood. He wouldn’t stop until I came, no matter how long it took. If I let myself get upset at the things that had happened to him, I wouldn't be able to, and he’d go on forever, so I tried to turn my mind to pleasant thoughts. I only vaguely understood why Paul became sex obsessed like this when he was upset, but it did seem to help him, so I let him be.

By the time I came from his mouth, he still wasn’t hard. I wasn’t in the mood for more, though when he sat up, his eyes on the toy box, I knew I’d need a creative reason about why he shouldn’t continue. I needed the reason not to relate to his feelings about Amelie, or childhood trauma, otherwise, he’d feel like I was babying him, even though they were perfectly good reasons. He didn’t like to admit it, but he could be as bullheaded and stubborn as I was.

“Oh no,” I said, grabbing the back of Paul’s collar when he moved to get up. “We’re taking Rebecca to a strip club tonight for the first time in her life. I want you horny as hell while we’re there. You’ll have a few lap dances with us before you head out to meet the boys tonight, and I’ll have fun at the club knowing you’re doing your best to hide your erection from them. By the time I get around to sexing you, I want you begging me to fuck you.”

“Yes, Miss,” he said, flaring sexy eyes at me as I held him in place.

“If Rebecca decides to stay the night, you’ll sex her like a good little slave if she wants, won’t you?”

“Mmm, yes, Miss.”

I released my hold on him. “How are your fingers?”

He blinked at me. He’d obviously woken with sex on the brain and had forgotten about the door slamming on his hand.

I sucked the fingertips into my mouth like yesterday, and he yelped a little. “Still sore, huh?”

“Less,” he said, rubbing them.

Pulling his hand back to my mouth, I gave each of the three injured fingers a gentle kiss. He rested his forehead against mine, and we leaned against each other for a minute, listening to the other breathe and just being together.

“Come on. I’ll make you breakfast.”
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Chapter 2.
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“I’m so excited,” Rebecca said.

I grinned at her enthusiasm. Dinner with her and Paul had gone quite well. Having chosen a restaurant only a few blocks away from the strip club, we’d opted for walking from one to the other instead of bothering to try and find slightly closer parking spots. It felt nice holding both their hands in mine. If only the wind wasn’t so damn cold.

“You’ll love it,” Paul told her. “These kinds of places can vary greatly in quality, but this is a good one. Friendly girls. Great dancers. Drinks aren’t too watered down. Attentive bouncers to keep the riff raff out.”

I added a detail he’d forgotten. “Lots of personal attention from the girls too.”

Rebecca bit the tip of her pinky finger, shoulders hunching up all cute-like. “But like, what do I say if anyone comes over to talk to me?”

Paul’s hand slipped from mine, and he started walking backwards toward the club so he could face us. “These girls spend a lot of money on their outfits, hair, and makeup. You could start by complimenting them on those. Telling them they look great is fine, but I try not to comment on any specific body parts. All the girls there are smoking hot, but some of them crash diet or starve themselves to get their waists flatter, and I don’t want to encourage any unhealthy or dangerous weight loss habits. I focus on the things they chose, like their clothes, or how they did their hair.”
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