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Chapter One – Stella


The sight before me was possibly the most erotic vision I’d ever seen. Nathan stood with his legs splayed wide in that cocksure stance of his. His feet were bare, jeans hanging low from his sinfully trim waist, and best of all, he was topless too. Yum. His stomach muscles were unfairly tight, and contoured into those little bumps and ridges that I loved to run my tongue over, and his biceps bulged just enough to indicate how strong he was underneath his lean figure. There was barely a scrap of fat on him, meaning he was muscular, but not overly so – just about as perfect as a man could get.


I made myself comfy in my seat. My grin widened as I let my gaze drift across the zipper at his crotch, up his happy trail, and over his six pack to where our nappy-clad boy was resting in his arms.


Like I said; it really was the perfect view.


Since dating Nathan I’d learned just how deceiving looks could be, though. Yes, he made a beautiful picture and was handsome as sin, but beneath his handsome façade he was a tortured soul. A tortured soul that apparently only I could soothe. But although we’d had our hiccups along the way, thankfully everything was pretty bloody amazing at the moment.


We were happy. Blissfully happy. Our new home in the Cotswolds should be ready in a month or so, our young son William was healthy and happy, and Nathan and I were solid as a couple.


My gaze softened as I looked at our son nestled against Nathan’s shoulder. God, what a sight. It made my stomach all fluttery, but I couldn’t quite put my finger on why. I suppose it must be to do with the fact that he had all those imposing muscles, but yet could be so sweet and gentle with his son. Nathan absolutely adored William. He would literally do anything for him, including letting him vomit all over him without a word of complaint while gently rubbing his back and whispering soothing words to him.


After a moment of soppy adoration, I grew greedy as I once again got distracted by my man’s fine physique. Finally meeting his gaze, I tensed when I found him glaring at me with a narrow-eyed look of frustration. ‘You know it’s highly unfair to give me those lusty looks while I’m burping our son?’


Giggling, I tried to look apologetic and immediately failed. I didn’t care, either. Nathan was gorgeous, and I would take every opportunity I could get to ogle his ripped perfection, even if that was while he carried out his daddy duties.


He was proving to be a near-perfect dad, but seeing as William vomited after practically every feed Nathan now did the winding topless, which was absolutely fine and dandy by me. As he had his hands full, I decided to live dangerously and taunt my delicious Dom just a little more by giving a carefree shrug. ‘I’m not sorry in the slightest.’


Nathan let out a low, frustrated growl and pulled his lips into a tight line. ‘Trying to top me from the bottom again, are you? I don’t think so, Stella,’ he warned, his tone dropping and filling with salacious intent as he began to rub Will’s back with more determination, apparently keen to get our boy laid down for his nap.


He often joked that I tried to “top him from the bottom” – meaning that I tried to exert some form of dominance over him – but we were both fully aware that wasn’t the case. I liked to tease, but when Nathan really got his Dom side out I didn’t stand a chance at topping him in the slightest.


The dip in his tone and the wicked spark in his eye were enough to shut me up and send desire coursing through my veins. Licking my lips, I squirmed in my seat, a move that didn’t go unnoticed by Nathan, who snickered his pleasure at my sudden discomfort.


‘That serves you right for being a tease.’


Huffing out a flustered breath, I tried to give him my most disgruntled look, but probably just ended up looking like a petulant kid, because Nathan barked out another loud laugh.


‘I love it when you get frustrated, baby. Your cheeks flush the most gorgeous shade of pink. It’s rather similar to the colour your bottom goes after a good spanking, actually.’


My eyes widened at his salacious words, and I felt my cheeks heat with desire. He was being far too smug for my liking, though. Keeping my eyes locked with his, I laid myself back more comfortably in the armchair and then propped one leg over the arm. I brought my right hand up to gently trace my forefinger up over my belly, dragging my T-shirt up slightly to expose some skin before continuing to rise along the edges of my ribs and finally arriving at one breast.


‘Jesus, Stella. Do you want me to accidentally drop William?’ His cool composure almost cracked as he watched me, and his heated response to my actions absolutely thrilled me. ‘Stop, Stella …’ Nathan’s voice was gruff and filled with warning, but his eyes were still locked on the movement of my hand. ‘We have company arriving in less than twenty minutes for a dinner party.’


He was right. My family would be arriving at any minute now, so we definitely didn’t have time to get ready and squeeze in a quickie, but for some reason I felt reckless today and couldn’t help but play with him a little more.


Having dragged my T-shirt up higher to expose my breast, I circled my nipple with my fingertip and sucked in an exaggerated breath before rolling my eyes closed and repeating the action, causing Nathan to splutter. ‘Enough! We don’t have time for your teasing. Not unless you want your mother to arrive and find me fucking you senseless over the dining room table.’


Now that was an image I would struggle to get out of my head all night. He absolutely meant every word, too. Nathan would literally have no qualms about spreading me out on the dinner table and having his wicked way with me, which would certainly give us all something to talk about over the starter, but might give my mum a seizure in the process.


‘For one, you know damn well that I am the only one to give you pleasure these days, and, secondly, you shouldn’t be doing that in front of William!’


I laughed and shook my head in amusement. Will was way too young to understand what I was doing, and besides, he used to get up close and personal with my boobs on a daily basis until I’d recently stopped breastfeeding, so I really couldn’t see the logic to Nathan’s argument at all.


I’m not quite sure what had got into me; perhaps I’d had too much caffeine, but I just couldn’t stop. I trailed my fingers lightly back down my body, making a show of pushing my hand inside my trousers. Then I traced my damp flesh with a hissed breath. God, I was so aroused already.


‘Fuck!’ Nathan gawked at where my hand was moving inside my trousers and, much to my pleasure, I saw that his jeans were now straining at the crotch with excitement. Readjusting William over his other shoulder, he turned away with a curse. ‘You are going to pay for this later, Stella.’


‘I certainly hope so … Sir.’


At my blatant invitation, Nathan spun back around, his nostrils flared and eyes glinting with dark pleasure. ‘The sooner this bloody dinner party is over, the better.’






Chapter Two – Stella


As they did each year, my parents had spent the best part of January and February in their holiday home in Spain, and so today’s visit was the first time we’d seen them since Christmas.


My mother had eyes like a hawk, so I’d been expecting her to notice the commitment ring that Nathan had given me over New Year, but I seriously hadn’t expected her to notice it quite this soon.


She wasn’t even through the bloody front door. One foot was barely over the threshold and her eyes lit up like Christmas tree lights. ‘Oh my gosh! Is that an engagement ring?’ she squawked, while grabbing my hand and practically tugging me out onto the front step along with her.


‘Oh, Stella! It’s beautiful!’ she cooed, her voice high from excitement as she almost dislocated my shoulder in her exuberance. ‘I can’t believe Nathan finally proposed!’


Letting out a heavy sigh, I rolled my eyes. I’d been preparing myself for her misunderstanding, but I knew my mum wasn’t going to grasp the truth, however I worded it. ‘It’s not an engagement ring, Mum, it’s a commitment ring.’


That certainly took the wind out of her sails. Bless her. Pausing, she looked at the ring again, and then back up at me with an expression of complete confusion on her face. ‘A commitment ring?’


‘Yep. It means we’re together in a committed relationship,’ I explained briskly, pulling my hand back. Mum opened her mouth to speak again, but I silenced her by waving them into the house. ‘Don’t stand in the cold, come in. I’ve just made a pot of coffee.’


As he passed me, my dad looked briefly at the ring, too, and flashed me a reassuring wink. ‘It’s lovely, poppet.’ Which was exactly the type of understated reaction I’d known he’d have. I closed the front door and led them towards the lounge, trying to suppress a grin at how disgruntled my mother currently looked as she trailed behind me. I would place money on the fact that she’d already bought a wedding hat, which was a shame seeing as Nathan and I were not getting married. Ever.


‘It’s on your ring finger,’ she stated, ‘And it looks like an engagement ring,’ she added petulantly as I got them settled in the lounge.


Holding in my fraying temper, I nodded and gave her a tight-lipped smile. I’d tired of this conversation already. ‘Yes, it does, Mum. But it’s not,’ I stated firmly. ‘After his parents’ messy marriage, Nathan isn’t really a fan of wedlock.’


Thinking of Nathan, I wondered where the heck he was. This conversation was torturous, and I could have really done with his back-up. Narrowing my eyes, I realised that he was probably “hiding”. No doubt he’d anticipated this very discussion and was lurking in the kitchen or locked away in his dressing room, picking out which suit to grace us all with today, while I faced the worst of the storm. The bastard.


‘Well, if it isn’t an engagement ring then perhaps you need to be having words with that man of yours. You have a baby together, Stella, and you’re living in sin …’ My mother’s tone faded off in apparent revulsion at the idea, which was ironic, seeing as she wasn’t even remotely religious. I very nearly laughed out loud. If only they knew exactly how sinful Nathan and I could be when we chose … Floggers, crops, cuffs, butt plugs … life surely didn’t get much more sinful than our bedroom activities.


‘No, Mum, I don’t. I love this commitment ring, and I love Nathan, just as we are. I don’t need a wedding ceremony to confirm that.’ As I spoke, I subconsciously moved my hand to my neck and absently played with the chain there. My collar, of sorts. If anything was similar to a wedding ring, it was this collar, not the commitment ring on my finger, but obviously, I didn’t try to explain that to my mum. She’d probably pass out if I gave her the explicit details of what a Dom/sub relationship entailed.


As I thought of my dashing man, the hairs on the back of my neck suddenly gave a little tingle and I turned to see that he was finally joining me in the lounge. As I’d suspected, he had swapped his earlier jeans for a grey three-piece suit and had a bottle of fizz in one hand and some glasses in the other. It seemed he was set on distracting us all with booze, which probably wasn’t a bad idea.


As was usual, my breath caught in my lungs when our eyes met and he gave me one of his perfectly practiced panty-soaking stares. God. His eyes really were remarkable. I was so glad he’d learned to share eye contact with me, because, wow, it really was amazing the reaction it caused in my body.


I was now seriously regretting teasing him earlier, because while it had been fun at the time, it had also left me wanting more, and as a result I was horny and fidgety and couldn’t stop squeezing my thighs together. The corner of his mouth rose slightly, as if he could sense the response in my body, and then, giving an almost imperceptible wink in my direction, he poured some drinks and handed them round. I noticed my mother’s glass was the fullest, so either he was trying to gain favour by giving her a generous portion, or he was planning on getting her drunk so she couldn’t bombard him with questions about my “not-an-engagement-ring”. Knowing Nathan, I suspected it was the latter.


‘So, Nathan, Stella has been telling us about this “commitment” ring …’ The way she-over enunciated the word commitment caused Nathan’s lips to tighten into a straight line and his eyebrows to lower.


‘I sometimes wonder why people are so obsessed with weddings and marriage, Susan,’ Nathan observed, before sliding an arm around my waist and pulling me close in to his side.


Oh dear. My man did not like being questioned, or put on the spot, and I had the distinct feeling that he would explain exactly how our relationship worked if Mum kept pushing him, but as I went to try to intervene he silenced me with a small shake of his head then looked my mother directly in the eye.


Holding my breath, I waited in anticipation for his next words, knowing that this really could go either way.


‘Stella is the love of my life, we have a beautiful son together, and I can safely say that I intend to cherish both of them for the rest of my life. She has a ring on her finger and my unerring commitment … why do you need a piece of paper to go with it?’


My mother’s mouth literally fell open at Nathan’s words, as did mine, because, wow, seeing as this was Nathan we were talking about, that was a seriously touching statement he had just made.


‘I … well … I …’ Mum was totally stumped for words, which didn’t happen often, but then she took a sip of her fizz and swallowed hard as if absorbing his reply. ‘When you put it like that, Nathan, I suppose I was just being silly and old-fashioned.’ Smiling up at him, she raised her glass. ‘To happy families, just as we are.’


I’d never expected my mum to back down on the marriage issue, but it seemed my man had won her over. Just like that. Jeez, his influence obviously extended beyond me to my mother, too. This was all really bizarre, but I wasn’t about to let the opportunity go and so quickly clinked my glass with theirs and joined in the toast.


Nathan gently knocked his glass against mine last and then bent to kiss my cheek. ‘Just as we are,’ he murmured, his low tone adding to my earlier arousal and making me lean into him for support.


Thankfully, we were then saved from any more emotional outpourings or questions by the ring of the doorbell, indicating the perfectly timed arrival of Rebecca and Nicholas.


Today’s meal was supposed to have been a birthday gathering for Kenny, with just us, Kenny, Tom – his new boyfriend – and Rebecca and Nicholas. It was intended to be the first time we all met Tom, but my parents had phoned up yesterday to announce that they were back from Spain and promptly decided to gate-crash.


I had phoned everyone to warn them that my folks were joining us, and Kenny had seemed really keen to show off his new man to my mum. But, as Becky and Nicholas joined us in the lounge, I had to laugh when I saw Nicholas standing next to his brother looking almost as uncomfortable with the gathering as Nathan did. The Jackson boys really didn’t do parental gatherings very well at all.


I looked at them both, standing there with rod-straight backs as they quietly spoke about something and realised how daunting most people probably found them. It was probably why my mum had been so easily swayed by Nathan’s declaration just now. I’d adjusted to their intense stares, relatively brusque social etiquette, and over-the-top possessiveness, but they certainly were an impressive pair, that was for sure.


With their calm confidence, perfect posture, and stunning good looks, the brothers were what most women, and no doubt a large proportion of men, would describe as the perfect catch, but looks weren’t everything, were they?


Nathan’s and Nicholas’s chiselled handsomeness and muscled frames disguised a multitude of hidden issues that the men had had to deal with throughout their lives, but now we were all getting settled, and I thought we might finally be over the worst.


Kenny and Tom arrived. They thrust a bottle of wine into my hands and shoved a huge bunch of flowers at Nathan as we answered the door. The deliberate move made Nathan growl and had Kenny and me in stiches as my man stalked off to the kitchen to get rid of the bouquet.


‘Sorry, couldn’t help myself. He’s just so hot when he’s in a strop!’ Kenny commented, as he watched Nathan’s retreating figure and pretended to fan his face. ‘Not as hot as you though, babe,’ he added with a grin aimed at his boyfriend as he shyly did the introductions. ‘Stella, this is Tom.’


Tom stepped inside and closed the front door behind him before turning to me. ‘I’ve heard a great deal about you, Stella. All good,’ he added with a smile as I made a worried face. He held out his hand and gave mine a firm shake as he smiled at me with an almost perfect set of white teeth. I could immediately see why Kenny – Mr Perfectionist himself – liked Tom. He was immaculately dressed, his stubble was trimmed and clearly there because it was meant to be, and his ruffled brown hair made him look far too sinful to be a truly good boy, which had never been Kenny’s type.


All in all, he was just about Kenny’s perfect man, but I couldn’t help worry about my sensitive bestie. He always seemed to pick handsome extroverts who quickly bored of his exuberant personality and moved on because they wanted more of the spotlight for themselves.


I exchanged a cheek kiss with Kenny and grinned at him. ‘Happy birthday, Ken.’


‘Thanks, Stel,’ he replied with a blush as I took their coats and ushered them inside.


‘Go on through, everyone’s in the lounge.’ Watching them go, I couldn’t help grinning as they practically skipped inside hand in hand. It would certainly seem that things were going well between the new love birds at the moment. I’d need to pull Kenny aside later and get the full details. What with having William to look after and him seeing Tom at every available opportunity, we’d been getting fewer and fewer chances for catch-ups than we used to, and one was definitely in order.


Mum had always treated Kenny like a second son, so his arrival with Tom totally grabbed her interest. As we watched them all greeting each other, she smiled across at Nathan and me and seemed genuinely over the whole the engagement obsession, thank goodness.


Over the next hour or so, I watched Kenny and Tom together carefully and was thrilled to see that Tom was seemingly perfect for Kenny. He was good-looking, yes, but quiet with it, and had the ideal combination of attractiveness, dry humour, and humbleness, which seemed to balance out Kenny’s wild streak almost effortlessly.


According to Kenny they’d been together for nearly four months now; a record for Kenny, who had even confided in me last week that he finally thought he might have found “the one”. For his sake, I really hoped he had. They looked great together, and I’d love to see my best mate in the settled relationship that he’d always craved.






Chapter Three – Rebecca


I didn’t know Kenny that well, but since becoming so close with Stella I’d met up with them both for several lunches and cocktail nights. Even to me, a virtual stranger, it had been obvious just how desperate he’d been to find himself a boyfriend and leave behind his days of disastrous dates and meaningless flings.


Tom seemed to tick all the right boxes. He was exceptionally charming, and after chatting to him for a while between courses I could see why Kenny had fallen for him. He was smart, handsome, and funny, but in a slightly toned-down way, which seemed to be an ideal match for Kenny’s extrovert personality.


Just as there was a lull in our current conversation, I got the distinct feeling that we were being watched. The hairs on the back of my neck rose and tingled, and without looking I just knew that Nicholas was watching me. Turning to scan the room, I smiled when I proved myself right. Nicholas stood on his own on the other side of the lounge, staring across at us.


Smiling at him, I was about to indicate that he should join us, when I noticed his lowered brows and tense jaw. Hmm. It would seem that something had riled my darling husband, and from the glacial glare currently being directed at my conversation partner, I could only think that it was Tom.


Politely excusing myself, I left Tom to go and refill his wine. I wandered over to Nicholas, changing my expression so it mirrored his current look of disapproval. As I reached his side, I propped a hand on my hip and raised an eyebrow. ‘Please tell me that you’re not jealous.’


His nostrils flared, giving me the answer I needed, but, being stubborn, Nicholas didn’t directly answer. Instead, he just rammed his hands into his trouser pockets and hunched forwards, ruining his usually perfect posture.


He looked hot when he was broody like this, all dark and bad boy, but really this was ridiculous. ‘He’s gay, Nicholas! And you and I are married!’ I whispered in amusement.


There was a long moment of quiet between us where Nicholas simply stared across the room at nothing in particular then began fiddling with his wedding ring.


‘I know, I know. And I trust you implicitly.’ His words sounded almost exasperated as they rushed from his lips. ‘And that’s why I’m still over here and not grabbing him by his shirt collars and giving him an earful.’ Running a hand through his hair, Nicholas let out a long, low sigh. He looked at me with an expression of pure possessive lust on his face.


‘You’re mine. I know that, but sometimes I still struggle with my emotions. Seeing him with you being all touchy-feely brought out my inner caveman, I guess.’


Expressing exactly how he felt was still relatively new to Nicholas, so his effort at explaining his feelings was a good step. I couldn’t really be mad at him. This was a major forward move; he’d vocalised why he was angry, and could see that it was misplaced.


‘You wanna drag me off to your cave and have your wicked way with me?’ I teased, leaning in close to his neck so my breath must have tickled his skin.


‘Yes.’ Nicholas grabbed my hand and began to pull me towards the hallway, but I dug my heels in and gave him a wide-eyed stare when he looked back at me.


‘I was kidding!’ I squawked, unable to believe that even Nicholas would think it was fine and dandy to sneak in a sex session at his brother’s house.


‘Ten minutes till the main course,’ Stella announced as she poked her head in from the kitchen with a smile.


Nicholas nodded, and then leaned in to kiss my neck. ‘Perfect. That’s plenty of time for what I have in mind,’ he growled by my neck. Then, before I could put up any further arguments, he dragged me from the room and directly into the downstairs toilet at the end of the hall, already pulling his suit jacket off as we went.


This is crazy!


Once he’d locked the door, he pounced on me, his eyes dark and full of lusty intent as he skipped my lips and buried his mouth against my neck. He kissed and licked across my collarbone towards my shoulder, sending goose pimples flooding my skin.


A second later he was flicking the strap of my dress down with his tongue.


Blimey.


My dress began to fall down and expose one breast, and the cooler air on my skin finally snapped me from my lusty shock. ‘Nicholas! Stop! What if someone hears us?’


I could already tell that my reasonable question was going to go unanswered, because it was clear from the determined expression on Nicholas’s face that he was well and truly set on his claiming mission.


‘You better be quiet then, babe, hadn’t you?’ he murmured, dropping one hand to the front of my dress and popping out my other breast.


‘Relax, Becky. Enjoy it, sweetheart. It’ll be just like that time in the shop changing room, remember that?’


Oh God, did I. It had been incredible. He’d sneaked in and fucked me senseless against the mirrored wall, all while other shoppers tried on their clothing completely unaware of our steamy tryst.


‘Just thinking about that day makes you hot, doesn’t it?’ he muttered against the skin of my chest before he sucked a nipple into his mouth and circled the peak with the tip of his tongue. ‘I know it does me.’ This final statement was accompanied by him standing up again and thrusting his rock-solid groin against me as he grinned down at me flirtatiously.


Oh sod it. We’d been gone a few minutes now anyway; if anyone was going to notice our absence and jump to conclusions they already would have. I might as well get an orgasm out of it now we were here.


I raised my hands and dug them into the hair at his neck, then pulled his mouth to mine, meeting his hungry growl with a kiss just as demanding.


He dropped one hand to drag my dress up around my waist and dip inside my knickers to find my core. ‘Fuck. You’re soaked already.’


Yeah, I was. I might have been saying this was an inappropriate time, but that was just the sensible part of my brain being rational. Realistically, I was never going to turn him down, because Nicholas was so hot when he was on a mission like this and it never failed to get me aroused and horny within seconds.


I knew I should, but I didn’t care where we were, or who might hear. I just wanted him buried deep inside me.


As if reading my thoughts, Nicholas quickly bent to strip me of my panties then stood again and freed his erection from the confines of his suit trousers. He was so excited that I could already see the shine of pre-come on his tip, but I couldn’t bend to lick it off as I wanted because he pressed me back against the wall and kissed me hard. ‘No time for that, I’m already close.’


He gripped my right leg, raising it around his waist, and brushed himself across my entrance before pausing and running a hot lick of his tongue across my lips.


‘No noise, remember, baby?’ The question didn’t get an answer because a second later he jerked his hips forwards and buried himself into me in one smooth, hard thrust. The only way I managed not to scream out was to sink my teeth into his shoulder and bite down, but rather than causing him pain, he seemed to get a kick out of my move because he let out a quiet moan of approval and upped the speed of his hips.


Pinned against the wall like this, I didn’t have much room to manoeuvre, but I rotated my hips with each of his frantic thrusts and soon felt my climax building. Nicholas was close, too. His jerky moves had lost their usual finesse, but seeing as we needed to be quick that was just fine by me.


His lips found mine again, tongue pressing inside my mouth and stealing my breath as he pinned me to the wall and thrust so hard and fast that I couldn’t help but tip across the edge into my orgasm. My body started to clench around him, and my head went dizzy, but he caught my moans in his mouth. Then, as he kissed me deeply, he, too, began to climax, grinding his hips against mine and filling me with his hot release.


Standing together for a few seconds we tried to get our breath back, both of us panting and speechless. Finally, Nicholas eased out of me, flashed me his smug smile, and wiped the damp tip of his cock across my stomach.


‘I like the idea of you having a trace of me on your body for the rest of the night,’ he murmured. He grinned at my shocked expression, before handing me some tissues.


‘It’s lucky I have my suit jacket, because my shoulder is soaked,’ he remarked, giving me an amused look as he brushed at the wet, circular bite mark on his pale grey shirt.


Oops. Looked like we’d both left our trace on each other.


Glancing in the mirror, I saw my flushed cheeks and the twinkle in my eye and I winced. I definitely looked well fucked. How I was supposed to go and face a room full of our nearest and dearest now was beyond me, but Nicholas seemed perfectly at ease. He shrugged into his jacket and helped me straighten my clothes before offering me his hand.


‘Let’s go and eat, I’m starving.’


My eyes widened at his complete calm as he guided me out of the bathroom. He’d gone from primal caveman to utter gentleman in a matter of minutes. Unbelievable!






Chapter Four – Stella


Nathan had been hilarious so far. Even though he had his brother here to keep him company, he had followed me like a puppy every time I left the lounge. He was so calm and controlled in every other aspect of his life, but put him in a room with my mum and dad and he turned into this nervy, vulnerable creature. It would be quite unsettling if I didn’t find it so funny.


I’d just entered the kitchen to get the dessert ready when Nathan burst in after me and let out an audible sigh of relief. Turning with a giggle, I found him leaning on the kitchen counter loosening his tie in a move that would have been incredibly sexy, if he hadn’t currently looked so stressed. ‘Oh come on, Nathan, Mum hasn’t been that bad! She’s even dropped the engagement topic since your little speech.’


Nathan nodded and ran a hand over his face before tugging at his shirt cuffs in a way that I knew meant he was agitated about something. ‘I know. But after your little display in the bedroom earlier I can barely even focus on conversation.’


Ah, that was what he was agitated about. Sex. Made sense, really, seeing as this was Nathan we were talking about. Not to mention that I was also still on a low simmer from my little act earlier, and had been all evening.


Biting my lower lip, I nodded and squeezed my thighs together, because now that he was here, alone with me, I was really starting to struggle again, too. I’d read in a magazine once that sex drives lessened when you had children, but that wasn’t the case with Nathan and me. We were still like horny teenagers all the time. That was the last time I would try to get the upper hand by teasing him, though, because this was hellish.


Delayed gratification was definitely not my thing.


‘Besides, she might not be talking about your ring any more, but she still keeps staring at it.’


‘I think she’s just happy that we’re so settled,’ I said softly, trying to soothe him, but it didn’t work, because he tugged at his cuffs again and grunted.


‘It makes me uncomfortable.’


Totally confused now, I frowned. ‘What does?’


Pausing, he licked his lips and then tilted his head forwards to land me with one of his supercharged low-browed stares. I was the complete and utter focus of his attention, and that knowledge always made me feel a bit quivery. ‘Be honest, Stella, you say you’re fine not getting married, but is that really true?’


Relaxing my shoulders, I rolled my eyes and put the carton of cream onto the counter. ‘Absolutely. Like you said earlier, it’s just a piece of paper. I’m perfectly content as we are. Besides, I have this …’ I touched the gleaming diamond on my left ring finger. ‘Not forgetting this …’ I murmured, my voice turning huskier as I reached up and gently traced the collar around my neck.


Nathan’s eyes darkened as he watched me play with the delicate necklace. Then, as if he could no longer hold himself back, he strode across the kitchen and dragged me into his arms with a low growl.


‘Damn right you do.’ He placed a short, hard kiss on my lips and leaned back, looking down at me curiously. ‘I’ve been thinking …’


Whatever it was, he seemed to be quite excited about it, and so I raised my eyebrows in invitation for him to continue.


‘Now that you have my ring and my collar I’ve … I’ve found myself wanting more.’ His statement was puzzling to say the least, because we’d only just persuaded my mum that we were great as we were. I’d changed my name by deed poll to Jackson, and apart from marriage, I couldn’t see any other type of “more” we could do. Surely he wasn’t suddenly changing his mind?


Seeing my confusion, he brushed a few hairs back from my face and took a deep breath.


‘Sometimes in relationships like ours the commitment between a Dom and his sub can be formalised with a collaring ceremony.’ My eyes widened further at his words, but I listened intently, my curiosity well and truly piqued.


‘I know we don’t live strictly by that lifestyle, but it’s still a part of us, or certainly it is still a part of me, and I was hoping you might agree to validating us in that way, too.’


I paused, wondering what it would involve. From the title of a “ceremony” it sounded like it might be quite a big thing, but Nathan frowned with obvious worry at my hesitation. ‘It would mean a great deal to me, Stella,’ he added eagerly.


I would do anything for this man, literally anything, so really that was all I needed to hear for now. The details could wait. ‘Of course I will, Nathan.’


With a groan, he lowered his lips to mine and pressed his tongue into my mouth. He kissed me until I was breathless, then proceeded to trail his lips down my neck until he came to the collar. ‘Thank you.’


He dropped light pecks in the hollow of my throat then followed the line of the necklace until he came to the delicate skin where my shoulder met my neck. His kisses paused there, and he licked across the skin before sucking. Hard.


I was dizzy from his onslaught, so it took me a second to work out what he was doing, but then, as the insistent pulling on my neck became more painful, I let out a yelp and pushed against his chest. ‘Nathan! Don’t you bloody dare give me a love bite when I have to go back out and face my parents!’


Instead of stopping immediately, Nathan lessened his pressure. He grumbled against my skin. ‘Mine.’


‘Yes. But you don’t need to mark me to prove that. I’m yours, and with all the sodding hickeys you give me I think we’ve well and truly established that fact.’


‘Cheek like that will earn you a red arse, Mrs Jackson. Especially seeing as I’m already wound up from your earlier performance. It’s left me with a serious case of blue balls.’


I would have laughed, but his tone was silky and full of salacious intent, so all I could manage was a shocked gasp. Surely he wouldn’t spank me in here, while we had a room full of dinner party guests just the other side of the door?


Leaning back, he glanced at my neck and narrowed his eyes. ‘Besides, I like marking you. It’s one of the reasons I want the collaring. I want everyone to know you’re mine,’ he murmured, his tone so low and seductive that I actually shuddered in his arms. ‘See? You like the idea of it too,’ he whispered smugly. Which I did, but just not on my neck when I was wearing a low-cut dress.


‘I do,’ I admitted with a carefree shrug, ‘but I happen to know you wouldn’t dare mark me today. Not with my mother in the next room.’


Before I’d had time to get my lusty thoughts back in line I felt myself shifting as Nathan took a firm hold of my hips and steered me backwards into the walk-in pantry. His head lowered again, but just as I thought he was going to continue with his love bite, he instead kissed me, long and hard, then spun me around so I was leaning over the work counter.


‘Oh how wrong you are, Stella.’ The hem of my skirt was flicked up over my back so swiftly that I barely even felt it, but as I gasped, Nathan leaned down close to my ear.


‘How many spanks do you think you should receive for teasing me?’ he breathed hotly against my cheek and I quickly realised my mistake. This was Nathan we were talking about; of course he would have no issue with spanking me with my mum just a few metres away.


I could feel the heat of his erection digging into my thigh, and a heated groan rose in my throat as he ground it against me with several jerky jabs of his hips. Even though I could think of a thousand reasons to tell him to stop, I didn’t. Instead, I swallowed hard and answered.


‘Two, Sir.’ I’d normally say a higher number, but I was still vaguely aware of the fact that my parents were just next door.


Nathan groaned, and gently offered me the handle of a wooden spoon to bite down on, which I immediately accepted. ‘Good girl. As we’re going with just two, I’ll go a little harder than usual. Don’t make a sound.’


As Nathan raised his hand to perform the first smack he knocked a cake tin off the shelf beside us with his other hand. It was a genius move, because the clatter effectively covered the ringing noise of his hand connecting firmly with my buttock, and the muffled sound of me groaning my thanks. He was speedy with his next strike, too, this time knocking off a baking tray before flicking my skirt back down, chucking the wooden spoon aside, and kissing my gasps away.


The squeak of the kitchen door opening made my eyes fly wide open. A second later, my mum appeared behind Nathan in the doorway to the pantry. ‘Is everything all right in here? You haven’t dropped the pudding, I hope!’


I couldn’t even speak. My legs were rubbery, my arse was smarting, and my tongue felt thick in my mouth from the lust pulsing around my system.


‘All good, Mrs M,’ Nathan replied, stealing Kenny’s usual nickname for my mother and suddenly turning on the charm and looking completely calm. Ha! Quite apparently, all Nathan needed to do to relax himself around my mum was to give me a good hard spanking before interacting with her. ‘Stella just knocked a couple of things down. I was helping her pick them up. We’ll bring the dessert through now.’


My mum seemed satisfied and, thankfully, returned to the dining room, leaving me to sink into his arms and repeat my earlier question.


‘So what does the collaring ceremony involve?’


‘In simple terms, it’s where you officially offer yourself to me, and I place a collar around your neck, claiming you as mine.’ Nathan leaned his head down to watch my reaction, and bless him, he looked genuinely worried about what my reaction might be. ‘We’ll have it at Club Twist. There’s more to it than that, obviously, but we probably need a little more time to discuss it than we have now.’


I nodded, smiling broadly at the thought that Nathan craved me enough that he wanted to make it official in front of all his associates at Club Twist. However you dressed it up, it was a fairly big deal.


Before I could pick up the pudding, Nathan grabbed me and ducked down behind me. He lifted my skirt and caressed my burning bum cheeks, the gentleness of his touch causing goose pimples to rush across my heated skin.


I felt his fingers shifting the lace of my panties and then a deep, erotic groan grumbled from his throat as he examined my heated arse. ‘Fuck, Stella. You’re wearing my handprint on both your buttocks like a neon sign.’


Craning my neck, I looked over my shoulder and managed to see a blurry reflection of myself in the darkened glass of the kitchen door. Even though the reflection wasn’t clear I could see the redness that had bloomed on my bum. Huh. And I’d been worried that he was going to mark my neck. Mind you, at least my mother wouldn’t be able to see these beauties.


Nathan rearranged my clothes for me. He stood up, looking visibly flushed, and ran his hands through his hair before adjusting a very large bulge in his trousers. ‘I am so fucking hard right now.’ Leaning in close, he dragged me against him so our hips clashed and his erection dug into my stomach. ‘Dessert. Coffee. Then they go and I get to bury myself inside you.’ My eyes boggled at the bluntness of his words and my nostrils flared with the effort of dragging enough air into my lungs to breathe properly. ‘Don’t even think of inviting everyone to stay for cheese.’


Given the lowness of his tone, I should have taken his final statement as a warning, but Nathan telling me not to offer our dinner guests cheese so that he could have his wicked way with me sounded so random that I immediately snorted out a very inelegant laugh.


‘Fuck, Stella!’ Nathan gave me an exasperated look and rolled his eyes. ‘Why the hell I let you tease me like this is beyond me.’


Maybe it was the adrenalin flowing around my system from his impromptu and arousing spanking, but I was feeling floaty and in great spirits, so I grabbed his shirt collar and tugged his gorgeous mouth down to mine and kissed him hard as a broad grin split my lips. ‘Because you love me and want to claim me in some strange ceremony.’ With my sing-songy voice it came out like “lurve meee”, which I knew would bug the hell out of my already tetchy man.


Considering it had taken Nathan so long to admit his feelings for me, it was really refreshing that we were now at a stage in our relationship where I could joke about it with him like this and feel 100 per cent confident that he really did care about me that much.


‘That I do, and it’s made me into a right pussy,’ he grumbled, stepping away from me and picking up the pot of cream. As I went to reach for the cherry pie he took me completely by surprise by landing another resounding slap on my left buttock. It rang around the room and caused me to yelp loudly. There was no way our guests would have been able to mistake that for anything other than what it was.


‘Just as well you love me, too, hmm? We’ll continue this later.’ Nathan flashed me a wicked wink and headed back into the dining room, humming under his breath.


Bastard. But he was right; I really did love him. I was excited about the idea of the ceremony, too, but more immediately than that, I couldn’t wait to see if he would carry out his threat of “continuing this later”.






Chapter Five – Rebecca


Waving goodbye to Stella and Nathan, I followed Nicholas down the steps to our car. ‘Are you OK, babe? You’ve gone really pale.’ Nicholas sounded worried, and as I turned to him I saw his anxiety reflected in the tightness of his jaw as he quickly bundled me into the car.


‘I’m fine. The smell of the coffee that Stella served just made me feel a bit queasy, that’s all.’


Thinking about it, I’d been queasy yesterday, too, when Nicholas had made us our usual pot of morning coffee. It was odd. I usually loved coffee. A few moments of silence passed between us as my brain tried to compute a few dates, then I gasped and turned to Nicholas.


‘Actually … can we stop at the pharmacy on the way home?’


Before I had even finished speaking, Nicholas had pulled the car into the side of the road and swivelled to face me, looking worried. ‘You’re feeling that bad? Do you want me to go straight to the doctor’s instead?’ Bless him. My man didn’t half like to panic about my wellbeing.


Swallowing shyly, I shook my head. ‘No … I was thinking I should pick up a pregnancy test.’


Nicholas blinked at me several times, his big blue eyes looking almost black in the twilight as he digested my words. ‘Really?’ he whispered, his voice turning hoarse as obvious excitement lit his features.


‘Mmm-hmm.’ I didn’t want to get his hopes up. We’d had a couple of false alarms since we’d stopped using protection after our wedding, but I’d always got my period before we’d taken a test. Each time Nicholas had looked more heartbroken than me. But today felt … different somehow. I didn’t have my diary on me, but I was fairly sure that I should have had my period by now, and if I was pregnant it would certainly explain why my favourite beverage in the whole world was suddenly turning my stomach so violently.


Drawing in a deep breath, Nicholas nodded. He restarted the engine and drove us to the nearest chemist before leaping from the car in his excitement. He was far gentler with me, telling me not to rush and taking my hand to help me from the car almost as if I was made from glass, which caused me to giggle.


Once inside, we surreptitiously searched for the right aisle before coming to a halt by a rack full of condoms, lube, and pregnancy tests. Their choice of product placement was certainly a little bizarre, and just needed a sign to complete it, stating “if you don’t use these, you might need this …”


‘Which one should we get?’ he asked, breaking me from my thoughts. I ran my gaze over the shelves and shrugged, feeling as bemused by the vast array of tests displayed as Nicholas looked.


‘I have no idea.’ There were some for a couple of pounds, right up to ones for over twenty quid. Jeez. For a twenty-pound note I’d expect the test to sing to me while I did a pee on it.


‘Let’s get one of each of the top sellers,’ Nicholas suddenly decided, grabbing three boxes from the top shelf.


The drive home was short and silent, but draped heavy with anticipation. Once we were inside, I went to the master bedroom and headed to the en-suite with Nicholas fast on my heels. Turning to him, I shook my head. ‘Uh-uh. There’s no way I’m letting you watch me pee on these. Regardless of how kinky you might be.’


Nicholas narrowed his eyes and crossed his arms over his chest. ‘This has nothing to do with kink.’ Licking his lips, he lost the determined look as it morphed into anxiousness. ‘I just want to be involved, that’s all.’


When he put it like that I could hardly refuse him, could I? Reaching up, I caressed his cheek, then rolled onto my tiptoes to place a gentle kiss on his lips. ‘OK, fine. But I still don’t want you watching me pee.’ We usually shared the bathroom when we were getting ready, and that often involved having a quick wee, but I didn’t fancy performing in front of him under intense scrutiny. ‘Go and get me one of the plastic cups from that fancy water dispenser in your study.’ Seeing his look of confusion, I rolled my eyes. ‘I’ll pee in that, then we can dip the tests in together and wait for the results.’


Nicholas nodded keenly and dashed off. Sitting down on the side of the bath, I couldn’t help but laugh out loud as I heard the door to his study bang, then him clomping up the stairs two at a time in his haste to get back to me.


Looking back to the paper bag in my hand, I chewed on my lower lip nervously. God. Would we finally get the result we’d both been hoping for?


Once Nicholas had returned with a plastic cup I shut him out of the bathroom and awkwardly positioned the cup so I could do my business. I grinned proudly when I managed not to splash any around, which given the tiny cup, was actually quite a feat.


I pulled up my knickers, washed my hands, and took a deep breath. ‘OK. You can come in now.’


Nicholas burst through the door and immediately thrust the tests at me, which he had obviously unwrapped while waiting for me. ‘All three tests say we need to hold the absorbent tip in the liquid for thirty seconds, no longer.’


Nodding, I took the first test and held it in the liquid while Nicholas timed me. It was the expensive test, but, disappointingly, it didn’t sing for me, or perform any sort of fanfare for the extra cash it had cost us. It also didn’t stop the nervous tremble in my fingers.


Following the instructions, I placed the cap on. I laid it on the counter and we repeated the whole process until all three sat there and we were both gazing at them expectantly. My heart was absolutely hammering in my chest, the blood pounding in my ears so hard it made the bathroom sound like we had a booming bass track accompanying us.


‘Now we wait for three minutes,’ Nicholas said, flapping through the different sets of instructions and looking genuinely flustered. After a minute or so had passed, he huffed out a breath and waggled the papers at me. ‘It’s so confusing! They all have different symbols for a positive test! One will get a blue cross, one gets two pink lines, and one has a smiley face. How are we supposed to know which is …?’


I stopped his rant by placing a trembling hand on his chest and jerking my chin towards the bathroom counter where our three tests were now displaying a smiley face, two pink lines and a blue cross. I could barely believe my own eyes.


‘Oh my God …’ Nicholas spluttered, bending closer to inspect them in more detail. ‘But it’s not been three minutes yet …’ he whispered in a shocked tone, glancing at his watch.


My throat was closing up with happy tears, but I just about managed to get some words out. ‘It’s obviously been long enough because those tests all look pretty definitive to me …’


‘We’re pregnant?’ he croaked, his gaze still pinging between my face and the three pregnancy tests.


The reality of the situation suddenly hit me. ‘Y-y-yes …’ I was so overwhelmed that I had to take a second to control myself before I could speak. ‘It certainly looks like it.’


Wow. I was really pregnant. Or should I say “we” were pregnant, as Nicholas had worded it.


Letting out a small groan, Nicholas swooped down and encased me in his arms. He pulled me gently against his chest as he placed numerous kisses into my hair.


‘God. I never thought I’d ever have a real relationship, let alone be a father. This is amazing, Becky. I love you so much.’


We’d been trying and failing to get pregnant for so long now that this was all quite overwhelming, but I still managed to croakily return his sentiment. ‘I love you too, Nicholas.’


His lips descended to mine as he kissed me with such sweet adoration that my tears finally escaped and began to wet my cheeks. ‘Just because we did three tests you know this doesn’t mean we’re having triplets, don’t you?’ I joked as Nicholas gently wiped away the happy tears that were streaming from my eyes.







