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      If you want to keep up to date and never miss a boner—I mean bonus—scene, join up! I send love notes and notices of sales and all kinds of general goodness straight to your inbox.

      Go here to get the goodies! https://calistajayne.com/babydolls-newsletter/
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      Hush now, your daddies are here.

      

      This is our biggest challenge yet. As far as the safety of my body, Jaxon and Ryder have put all their resources into my protection.

      

      As far as the safety of my heart, though, it's hard to say.

      

      If we can get through this, we'll get through anything.

      

      I just hope I can survive it.
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      Daddies Ever After is an episode (or rather, a collection of episodes) of the serial Their Babydoll. It is not a complete story, nor is it meant to be.

      This installment is the final one in the series.

      
        
        Daddies’ Girl

        Daddies’ Babydoll

        Daddies’ Little Angel

        Daddies’ Princess

        Daddies’ Sweetheart

        Daddies Ever After

      

      

      Together, these collections make up the entire three-season serial.

      I am beyond grateful to my first readers on the serial app where this was first published, who encouraged me, pointed out flaws, begged for more episodes, faster, and made the writing of this book into a truly unique experience.
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      Olivia

      A couple of days go by. I’ve placed orders for cubicle walls, tables, and chairs for Youth Arts, as well as some comfortable furniture for lounging when students want to hang out or have impromptu, casual meetings. I want the organization’s warehouse to feel like an art collective in some ways—a studio where people do their artistic work and also talk shop and collaborate.

      Amidst all the preparations for Youth Arts, there’s another chore that needs doing.

      I need to move out of my studio apartment.

      Jaxon and Ryder say it isn’t necessary, but to me it is. This studio is a symbol of my fear of abandonment. They might not need to see that symbol demolished, but I do.

      Because I’m strong. I’m so strong, and so confident in their love for me, that this doesn’t feel like a risk anymore. And as I look around the tiny apartment, I realize that even at the thought of letting it go, I’m happy. So freaking happy.

      I feel as if I could float, because my fear is no longer holding me down.

      I barely slept in this bed, which is funny, in a way. I remember the last evening I spent here, when Ryder called me and ordered me to come to the penthouse. That night was the beginning of the three of us truly being together.

      And the sex had been so fucking hot.

      I give myself a little shake, trying to clear my head so I can focus on the job at hand. Jasmine’s still in Pennsylvania, and she’s going to hire movers to put her belongings in storage. Most of the things here, especially the big items, like furniture, belong to her.

      There’s really not much left of mine, at all. I find an earring of mine hiding behind one of Jasmine’s picture frames on the dresser, and after I strip the bedding to take it downstairs to the washing machine, I find a prodigal sock at the corner of the bed.

      On my way back up the little set of stairs, I wave down at Roman and Squid, my security today. “I have to wait for the laundry to cycle through, okay?”

      “No problem, Ms. Santiago,” Roman says, and Squid nods in acknowledgment.

      I return to the studio and make myself comfortable on the tiny loveseat. Ryder and Jaxon are both at work. Samantha’s working today, too. I start to pull up one of my favorite reading apps, but then I remember Jasmine. Now would be the perfect time to chat with her about personal things, if she’s available.

      Without hesitation, I dial her number.

      She answers almost immediately. “Hey! Everything going all right with moving out?”

      “Yeah, it’s so easy,” I say. “I already moved all my stuff to Jaxon’s place.”

      “Lucky little sub,” she says, chuckling a little. “You found yourself some nice Doms, didn’t you?”

      “I’m so lucky,” I say. “They keep telling me this is for the long haul, that they’re in it forever. I keep waiting for the other shoe to drop…except now, I don’t think it will. Everything’s perfect, Jasmine, and I’m happy, just a little unsure of myself.”

      “Unsure how?”

      “Do you have a few minutes to talk? I don’t want to bug you.”

      “I have all the time in the world. My Dom is out and instructed me to stay put, so I’m staying put.”

      “You found someone?” I ask.

      “Yep. Don’t get too excited. I’m not sure if he’s ever going to collar me. But right now, he’s exactly what I need.”

      “I’m so glad,” I say. “Where’d you meet?”

      “There’s a BDSM club, the next city over. There’s one in this dinky little town, too, but it kinda sucks. The other one is stricter. More expensive, too, but worth every penny if they make their Doms go through such rigorous training. And they make the subs take classes, too.”

      “You took classes in being a submissive?” I ask.

      “Yep.”

      “I need those kinds of classes,” I say.

      “You really don’t,” Jasmine says. “From what you’ve told me before about your guys, they know what they’re doing, and they’ve taught you. The beauty in being submissive is the trust you can put in your Dom—or Doms, you lucky slut—and allowing them to push your limits just to the point where it feels amazing, but no further. The classes I had to take were more about that trust, which you already have, and making sure you’re not so submissive you never speak up for yourself, a little. But mostly, spotting warning signs during a scene, how to ask for help from someone else, how to avoid bad situations to begin with. Essential skills for someone just starting out. I didn’t need them here, but I don’t mind the refresher course, especially when I know the club owners are just trying to keep us safe.”

      I soak in everything that she’s saying. It’s such a fascinating world. I was peripherally aware of it, because who hasn’t heard of Fifty Shades of Grey? But I’d never viewed it as something that would be a real part of my life, despite asking Daniel once if he would take more control in the bedroom.

      He’d laughed at me, and I’d been afraid to voice my desires since.

      I can tell Jaxon and Ryder what I want, though. Because like Jasmine just said, I trust them.

      I am a lucky slut, I think, grinning.

      “Hey, I should go,” Jasmine says. “He’s back and he’s holding up a blindfold and I am so down.”

      A low voice sounds on her end of the call, and my face heats at the stark command in the tone. Yep, he sounds like a controlling, dominant guy, just like Jaxon and Ryder. Jasmine’s going to have fun.

      “Yep, talk later,” I say. “Have a good time!”

      “I will,” she says with a laugh. “Call me any time you have questions, okay?”

      “Will do. Thanks, Jasmine.”

      I didn’t learn anything new from our conversation, but I feel completely justified in moving out of this apartment and allowing the landlord to rent it out to someone else. It served me well, as my emergency fall-back option.

      But I really don’t need it anymore.

      Once the bedding is finished in the washer and dryer, I fold it and stack it neatly on the bed for the movers. Then I lock up and leave, whispering a quiet thank-you to this apartment that I no longer need.
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        * * *

      

      Jaxon

      When I get home from work, Olivia is pacing around the kitchen island, looking perplexed.

      “Everything okay?” I ask.

      She shrugs. “Yes? No? I have to fire a guy that I just hired. He hasn’t even technically started working yet.”

      “What has he done wrong?”

      “That’s the thing. He hasn’t done anything wrong. Do I need grounds to fire him?”

      I shake my head. “Not in California, you don’t. As long as you aren’t discriminating against him or breaking a contract you have with him.”

      “I’m not doing either of those things,” she says before resuming her pacing.

      “Can I ask why you’re firing this man?”

      “It’s not logical,” she says, chewing her lip.

      “That’s okay.”

      “Not really. I had a whole system set up to be fair to everyone, and he was in the top three candidates based on my rubric. But I just have this bad feeling.”

      “So he failed the gut check,” I say.

      “Not just mine, but Sam’s, too,” she says. “And Cora’s.”

      “Cora didn’t like him?”

      “Nope. Neither did Terrence. But that might be because Nate was flirting with Sam, and I think Terrence might be interested in Sam⁠—”

      “Wait, what?” I ask.

      She grins impishly at me. “Yep. Budding romance between my bestie and my bodyguard.”

      “Are you serious? Because that’s grounds for me to fire Terrence.”

      “Oh! No. I’m not serious. Well, crap.” She holds her finger up in a wait a minute gesture, then takes a deep breath. “Sam has a thing for Terrence and she’s been trying to flirt with him, but he shuts it down every single time. He’s been nothing but professional. But he looked pissed off when Nate and Samantha were flirting the other day, so I’m hoping he might secretly like her. But it could also be that he just doesn’t like Nate—maybe Nate failed Terrence’s gut check, too.”

      “Nate got through the screening process?” I ask.

      She nods.

      Maybe I’ll have Lin do a little extra investigation on the guy. I don’t like that he’s raising everyone’s hackles.

      Olivia still looks bothered.

      “For what it’s worth,” I say, “I think you’re making the right call in firing this man.”

      “You do? Even though it isn’t a logical decision?”

      “My gut instincts have saved me more than once,” I say. “I think you should listen to yours. Is there anything I can do to help?”

      “Can you just…sit with me and hold my hand?” she asks, looking over her shoulder at me as she walks to the living room.

      “Of course. You know, people get fired all the time. Employees don’t work out for whatever reason.” I sit down with her on the couch and take her hand.

      She takes a deep breath. “Okay, I’m going to call him. No, actually, I’m going to text him. I should fire him in person, at least. So I’m just texting for a meeting.”

      She’s so cute, especially when she’s flustered. But within that, she’s genuinely stressed, and I hate that. “I have to offer,” I say. “Do you want me to text him for you? Or fire him for you? Babydoll, I’ll do whatever you want—you know that, right?”

      Her smile is sweet, genuine. “I know that, Daddy. Thank you. But I need to do this, and get practice in it. It’s probably not the first time I’ll have to fire someone.”

      She shudders at the idea, and I grab her into a quick hug.

      “Best to just get it done, then,” I say. “Ask to meet him tomorrow and give him a time. That way he can agree if it works, and you don’t have to do a lot of back and forth over it.”

      “Good idea,” she says, then types out a message on her phone. The device gives a little bloop sound as a text comes in immediately. “That’s him,” she says. “He agreed to ten a.m. Oh wait, he’s typing something else.”

      She holds out her phone screen, so I wait with her, watching the little ellipsis that shows a new message is coming. Finally, the message pops up.

      Actually, I forgot I have a thing going all day. I could meet after eight, or the following day.

      Olivia scrunches her nose at me. “I don’t want to put this off any longer than necessary.”

      She types, Eight works for me. See you at the warehouse.

      See you then, he responds.

      “Okay.” Olivia heaves a huge sigh. “Will you fuck me now, so I don’t have to think about any of that until tomorrow?”

      Laughing, I gently take her phone from her hands and set it on the coffee table.

      Her gasps and moans as I eat her out are a song I will never grow tired of.
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        * * *

      

      Olivia

      My bodyguards tonight are Terrence and Cal. Terrence is behind the wheel, and Cal sits next to him. While Terrence is aloof as always, Cal cracks jokes as we go down Caro Boulevard toward the warehouse. “And on your right, you’ll find yet another boutique catering to the crusty uppercrust of San Esteban…a boutique full of dog toys that may cost more than your dog.”

      In the back seat, I snicker.

      Encouraged, Cal goes on, “Nobody asked for this boutique, and yet here it stands, a proud testament to dogs ruling the earth. Which is as it should be.”

      Soon, though, we travel far enough down Caro Boulevard that the boutiques pass out of sight and we’re now surrounded by industrial buildings and rundown apartment complexes. Cal’s narration halts as he stares out at a collection of battered tents beneath an underpass. “I can’t make fun of that,” he murmurs.

      When we reach the warehouse, Cal gets out of the car and unlocks the gate.

      I haven’t been to the warehouse at night before, and it’s a little spooky. Thankfully, one of the first measures I took in cleaning up the exterior was putting up several lights. Jaxon and Ryder had cameras installed, also, and they’re hooked up to the system at Ironwood. Most are hidden, so even if someone comes in and disables the visible ones, Ironwood employees will be able to monitor the secret camera feeds.

      Nate isn’t here yet, which is disappointing. I want to get this done and over with as soon as possible. I’ve spent the entire day nervously walking around Jaxon’s penthouse. He and Ryder did an excellent job of keeping me distracted last night, but they both had work today.

      A text flashes on my phone, beneath Ryder’s name. You can do this, Babydoll.

      Jaxon texts immediately after. We’re saving up all kinds of good things to reward you when you’re done.

      My heart feels gooey and warm at the thought of these tender men and their encouragement. I love them so freaking much. I didn’t know it was possible to love anyone this much.

      Terrence and I get out of the car and go inside, where I disarm the system and then we wait.

      Cal intercepts someone walking toward the warehouse—I can see them through the door, which Terrence and I left open for Cal. The two share a conversation that I can’t hear, and then the guy walks off. Cal makes his way into the warehouse.

      “What was that about?” I ask.

      “It’s a guy who lives around here,” Cal says. “He’s wondering about all the activity here and was asking what the warehouse will be used for.”

      “Oh, cool,” I say.

      My stomach is doing repeated somersaults. It’s five minutes to eight and I wish Nate would get here already.

      Fifteen minutes go by. I walk in circles around the table, then force myself to sit down and take deep breaths. Another fifteen minutes go by. I check my phone repeatedly.

      At eight thirty, I send Nate a text. Are you coming to our meeting?

      No response.

      I look over at Terrence and Cal, who are standing quietly near the door. “I guess he’s a no-show,” I say. “Let’s head out.”

      All of that nervous anxiety for nothing. I’ve been worked up all day, and yes, I know that Nate isn’t responsible for my feelings—I am. But at the same time, if he’d come here, I’d be all done with those feelings and moving on to hiring the next person on my list, or possibly creating another call for applicants.

      We’re in the car, driving down the sketchier part of Caro Boulevard, when Terrence swears.

      “Get in the middle seat, Olivia,” he barks.

      He used my first name. Weird. I quickly unbuckle and do as he said.

      “Buckle in again. Now.” He doesn’t turn around to glance at me, but his eyes flicker toward the rearview mirror repeatedly. He’s looking at someone behind us.

      “We’re being followed?” I ask, my voice going high with fear. I clear my throat and say, more normally, “Is there anything I can do?”

      Cal turns around in his seat. His kind, brown eyes are serious. “Keep your head down. Stay quiet if you can, so Terrence can concentrate.”

      I nod, scooting down in my seat, and he looks past me.

      “They’re coming up on our right,” he says to Terrence in a tight voice.

      “I know.”

      “Speed up,” Cal says.

      “I’m fucking trying.”

      The engine roars. My heart thunders in my chest. I’m helpless back here, unable to do a damn thing.

      I can call Jaxon and Ryder, though.

      The car swerves, and my phone flies out of my hand. I hold back my scream.

      “This is going to get rough,” Terrence says, and I’m not sure if he’s talking to me or Cal. “They’re going to hit us.”

      “Hang on, Olivia,” Cal says. “I’m coming back there.”

      “Wait, what?” I ask. “No, stay up there.”

      “This is my job,” he says, climbing between the front seat, his movements awkward. The car swerves again and he has to brace against his seat so he doesn’t fly into my lap.

      A quick glimpse out the right window shows me dark figures in a dark car. I can’t identify it from here, and I want to do as I was told, keep my head down. What if they have guns? Who the hell is doing this?

      Cal makes it to the rear bench seat, placing himself on my right, between me and the other car. He grabs for his safety belt just as something smashes into the door.

      The squeal of tires and crunch of metal assaults my eardrums, louder than anything I’ve ever heard, and then everything is dead silent.
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