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Chapter One


 



A master always knew
when something was wrong with his submissive. Brendon took note of the subtle
change in Ryan’s behavior. He was quieter than usual, a constant distant look
in his eyes. His obedience and passion in the bedroom and down in Brendon’s
dungeon room were unfalteringly perfect. Brendon could see he was trying harder
to be a more perfect sub to him. But there was more to his behavior, and he
didn’t like not knowing what troubled his sub. 


Brendon had fallen
madly in love with the boy from the moment he’d seen him dancing on the floor
of a local, gay, BDSM club with his friends. The sensuality flowed from his
younger, slim body, clothed in ripped denim and a dark blue t-shirt. Ryan moved
with such grace and held more than a few men mesmerized. Brendon had almost
come to blows with a few other Doms, who had their
eye on the fresh, un-collared sub with dusty, blond hair and beautiful, big
eyes Brendon would get lost in.


Pride and amazement
flooded Brendon when the beautiful boy singled him out, choosing to dance with
him and later that night going home with him. The first time Ryan had knelt in
submission to him, his wide, brown eyes were full of trust and love. Brendon
knew he had found the sub of his dreams. It didn’t matter if Brendon still
liked women. Whipping and fucking a woman were just as tantalizing as having
Ryan under him and chained to his bed.


But it had been four
years, since that day at the club. Four years of happiness, but was it all
changing? He watched Ryan lift his glass, swallowing down the rest of his
orange juice. Gracefully, he rose to his feet, reaching for dishes from the
breakfast table.


“Sit down.”


Ryan glanced up,
startled by his command, but obeyed, placing his ass back in the chair,
lowering his eyes and waiting.


“Look at me, I want to
know what’s going on with you and I want the truth.”


Ryan slowly raised his
eyes, Brendon could see the guilt threaded through them and, as he swallowed,
his Adam’s apple bobbed.


“Master, it’s … I … I
can’t, not yet, I don’t want to lie to you.”


“Then don’t,” Brendon
snapped in irritation.


“Please don’t ask me,
not before I’m certain of a few things.” Ryan’s large, brown eyes were pleading
with him. “I will tell you soon, I swear, I just need some time.”


As a Dom, he detested
secrets and lies, but he loved Ryan. He would wait. 


“How
long?”


“Two weeks.”


“I’ll give you a week;
if you don’t tell me what’s going on, I’m going to find out anyway, then take
it out on your ass.”


“I understand, Master,
thank you. I need to get to work. May I leave?”


Brendon nodded, not
trusting himself to say anything that wouldn’t be harmful or hurtful in that
moment. He watched as Ryan quickly cleared the table and set the breakfast
dishes in the dishwasher. He glanced at him, before disappearing out of the
kitchen.


Patience was something
every good Dom needed and right now, he needed a hell of a lot of it. Brendon
waited to hear the front door open and close, before he trusted himself to
move. He had to have faith in Ryan, even if doubt was now firmly planted.


****


“He’s suspecting
something. We’re going to have to move quicker. Think you can be ready by
tomorrow night?”


Jay glanced at her
long time friend, her eyes widening in alarm.


“Tomorrow night?
You’ve only been training me for two weeks, and what, you’re, we’re doing,
well, I’m not sure it’s going to work.”


“It will work;
Brendon’s not gay, Jay, he’s always been bisexual, I’ve always been the gay
one. He’s given up women for me; I need to repay him and give him something
back, before it’s too late.”


“But
me? I’m not sure I can be as submissive as
you are. I’ve seen Brendon, I know he’s sexy as hell.
I just don’t think he’s going to like me.”


Ryan hooked an arm
around her shoulder, giving her a squeeze.


“I’ve lived with him
for four years, so I think I know what he likes. Just remember the training
we’ve been doing, and he’s not just going to like you, I know he’s going to
love you and want to keep you.”


“This isn’t fair.” Her
bottom lip trembled. Looping her arm around Ryan, she squeezed him tightly.
Tears blurred her vision and she sniffed. “I’m the one who should be comforting
you, not the other way around.”


Ryan chuckled softly.
“I’m not going to wallow in misery with the time I have left. I want those
around me happy before I go.”


Jay swallowed the lump
in her throat and straightened up. When Ryan told her the news of his tumor at
the base of his brain, which would soon kill him, she had trouble believing
him.  She had gone with him to various
doctor’s appointments, which only cemented the truth of his condition and broke
her heart. But Ryan was far from finished, he had come up with an idea to make
sure his Master had someone before he died, and his plan had left her rocked to
her very soul.


She was going to lose
her very best and dearest friend. She had wept for him and selfishly for
herself for almost two long days, before she could pull enough courage together
to agree to Ryan’s plan. Anything he wanted, she would do.


But, with the
suggestion of being with Brendon branded into her mind, she started dreaming about
what it would be like to be tied up, taken and ravished by Ryan’s powerful
master.


She and Ryan had been
neighbors and friends all through their childhood; they had been there for each
other, through thick and thin. After his father kicked Ryan out, when he found
out he was gay, she and Ryan shared an apartment. Then Ryan found Brendon and
he was so happy.


But the news of his
approaching death was hard to take—Ryan had only four months to live. And she’d
agreed to go along with his plan to make him happy. This was his last wish and
she would honor both it and him.


****


Brendon was seething
when he got home the following night. He hadn’t heard a peep from Ryan in the
past twenty-four hours. He hadn’t come home and was not answering his calls. He
was going to redden that cute ass of his, until he couldn’t sit down for a
week. He slammed the door of his Oak View home in suburban Melbourne. His solicitorial
duties paid well and provided for every comfort he and Ryan could need. But
where the hell was he?


Brendon stopped short
when he saw a red envelope stuck to the hall mirror, where he left his keys. He
ripped it off and tore it open, pulling out a small, white card, which said: 


A
gift, with love unbound. Ryan.


P.S.
Look down.


He glanced down at his
feet; a long, red ribbon disappeared down the hall. Brendon’s anger melted,
replaced with curiosity. His cheeky little sub had been planning a surprise for
him all along. He would still stripe his ass, though. He followed the ribbon
and his smile widened, when it lead towards the door of his dungeon room.


He pushed open the
door and walked down the steps—what greeted him was something totally
unexpected.


Gift wrapped in red
ribbon, bound and blindfolded, was a tantalizing woman. A big red bow
positioned right over the satin shirt covering her heaving chest. Below it
dangled another note.


He watched the woman
lick her lips, nervously. She must have heard him enter, and he wondered where
Ryan had found her. More than that, Brendon wondered where Ryan found someone
who was willing to submit to a stranger.


“Well, this is lovely
a surprise.”


The woman drew in a
sharp breath at the sound of his voice, then pursed
her lips together. He walked toward the chair she had been bound to.


“There is a note,
sir.” Her voice held a trembling quaver. It made him smile. 


“I see that.” He
snatched the note and opened the second red envelope.


I
think you know Jay, Master. She is a willing gift. I know how much you enjoy
women as much as you do me.


“Cheeky
sub.”


I
have been training her for your pleasure, enjoy her, but treat her with care, she is my very best friend.


How could he not have
noticed Ryan’s beautiful friend? Ryan had talked about her and their deep
friendship, which had begun in early childhood. Brendon had always admired her sexy,
lush curves and bright, pretty, pale blue eyes; now he would have her.


“Jay, are you here
willingly?” He had to make sure.


“Yes,
sir.”


“You’re willing to
play a session with me, in which you will be fucked … hard.”


“Yes,
sir.” He heard the tremor in her tone.


“What is your safe
word?”


“Pickles,
sir.”


Brendon chuckled,
running a hand over Jay’s soft cheek. She drew in a sharp breath, and he
watched her responsive skin prickle. Amazing, he hated to admit it, but she
seemed even more responsive to his touch than Ryan. 


“And I thought Ryan
was hiding something from me, and it was you all along. How long has he been
training you?”


“Two weeks, sir.”


“And where is my
wayward little sub now, Jay?”


“He went to see his
family, sir, and promised to be back later.”


Odd, Ryan rarely saw
his family, due to his father’s homophobic attitude.


“Giving me time to
play with you is he. Limits?”


“Same
as Ryan, sir.” He chuckled softly.


“So you want me to
fuck you in the ass?”


“I am here to please
you, sir.”


She really was beautiful.
From her silky brown hair to her pert little nose and a full
lush bottom lip. Brendon undid her blindfold, wanting to see her blue
eyes. She blinked as the cover came off, staring up into his own, before lowing
her eyes. Ryan had taught her well.


She had a dusting of
adorable little freckles along the bridge of her nose and over her cheeks,
which were rounded and blushing beautifully.


“I know Ryan would
have taught you what to say, but I want the truth from you. Can you do that,
Jay?”


“Yes,
sir.”


“Good, look at me.”


She raised her gaze to
meet his. “Good girl.”


“It’s not that I’m
unhappy to have you here, as my gift, but I want to make certain of a few
things. Have you ever submitted to anyone before?”


“No,
sir.” Brendon liked the fact she was fresh. He
could teach her and train her how he wanted.


“Do you know what to
expect?”


“In
theory.”


Brendon chuckled
again. “Good, I do like giving surprises as much as
enjoy receiving them.


“Ryan knows I’m not a
player, or into casual sex. How long does your gift of submission extend, Jay?”
Brendon knew once he started playing with her, he wasn’t going to want to stop
at one session. It had been so long since he touched the lush curves of a
woman. 


She studied his face,
watching her contemplate her answer. “Speak freely,
I’m a Dom not a tyrant.”


“Brendon was hoping
you would like me enough to want to keep me, sir, and I … I want what Ryan
wants.”


“Just how close
friends are you?”


“Very close, sir. I
thought you knew that.”


“Have you two ever
fucked?” 


Her eyes widened,
obviously horrified at the thought. She shook her head, and her dark tresses
fell over her lovely, oval face. “No, sir, we have the same taste in men, but
that’s as far as it goes.”


Brendon smiled at her
comment. He loosened his tie, slipped off his jacket and started to unbutton
his shirt.


“If the idea is for me
to keep you, would you be comfortable about being naked in front of him,
watching me play with and fuck him?”


“We have talked about
it. Nudity with each other doesn’t bother us. We’d just prefer it if, we, um…”


“Didn’t
fuck.” He loved the way her cheeks reddened, as
if already in the throws of passion. “But have you ever watched two men fuck?
How do you feel about that?”


“Ryan made me watch
some gay porn and it … it turned me on.”


Brendon chuckled. “It
is nothing to be ashamed of.”


She met his gaze head
on. “Oh, no, I’m not ashamed and I wouldn’t have done it if I didn’t want to.”


Good, it was all he
needed to know. The assurance in her eyes and words gave him a green light.


 “Understood, sweet, little
blue jay. You are giving me my fantasy and who am I to say no? Be sure
you want this, right now, Jay. This is your last chance to say no, because,
once I start, I will fuck you.” He watched her breath quicken at his words; she
was clearly turned on.


She swallowed and
nodded. “I want this.”


Brendon didn’t waste
any more time with talk. He leaned forward, catching her chin between thumb and
forefinger, tilting her head back as his mouth sealed over hers in a deep,
probing kiss. Her lips were soft under his. She tasted sweet and minty, and he
felt along the side of her neck, her pulse thrumming under his fingers. She was
a gift for the taking.


 



 







Chapter
Two


 



Instantly, her panties
dampened and her heart raced. She didn’t even realize he’d undone the straps,
which bound her to the chair. He pulled his lips away; Jay whimpered softly at
the loss.


“There’s nothing like
unwrapping a present. Go stand there.” Brendon pointed to the middle of the
room.


Jay got up from the
chair, not realizing how weak her legs felt, after sitting bound to the chair
by Ryan, for a half hour before Brendon arrived to find her. Her muscles had
been tense with nerves, her stomach knotting with fear of rejection. But he had
not rejected her. 


Jay complied, silently
moving, except for the click of her six-inch, black heels on the cement floor.
Whatever happened next, she desperately hoped she could go through with it.
Because standing still, knowing that Brendon watched her every move, was more nerve-wracking than Ryan leading her down to
the dungeon and strapping her into the chair.


She breathed slowly in
through her nose and out through her mouth, as Ryan had taught her, to help
calm her nerves. It somehow didn’t seem as effective in practice, as it had in
theory. 


“Since Ryan has trained
you and I have heard your agreement, I’m not going to ask again if you’re sure.
You’ll simply follow the instructions I give you,” Brendon stated firmly.


“Yes,
sir.”


“Relax. Don’t tense
up. I am not going to hurt you.”


She thought she knew
exactly how things would go, but now she wasn’t so sure.


“Remove the skirt and
blouse.”


Jay reached behind her
and grasped the hook at the waistband of her skirt. Her hands trembled.


“Allow me.” Brendon
breathed into her ear. He’d silently moved in behind her and brushed her hand
aside. Skillful fingers finessed the hook open and slid the zipper down. His
warm hands caressed her bare waist, sweeping the fabric down her hips and
thighs. Suddenly, cool air rushed across her lace-covered sex, causing Jay to
gasp from the sudden sensation.


She stepped gingerly
from her skirt, so as not to lose her balance. She hated heels, yet Ryan had
assured her, Brendon would love the six-inch, “fuck me” heels, she had bought
for tonight.


Automatically, her
hands went to the tiny buttons of her blouse.


As Brendon moved
around her, she kept her gaze lowered. She was not permitted to raise her gaze,
unless given permission to do so. He grabbed her wrist and stopped her. “I will
do it.” The hardened tone of his voice sent shivers racing up and down her
spine. He cupped her chin and brought her gaze to his. “I want you to look at
me.”


Oh Lord, he was
beautiful.


With eyes the color of
deep, dark chocolate staring into her, it was all Jay could do not to moan in
ecstasy. The heated look he gave her melted her insides as he unhooked one
button at a time, until her shirt lay open—his fingers brushed the roundness of
her stomach.


She was not slim, like
Ryan, she’d always been on the rounder side, and constantly reminded of her
obese state by her perfect, thin sisters.


“Beautiful, so
beautiful, Ryan certainly knows what I like in a woman.” His words soothed,
like a balm on a wound, her fears of her body being found lacking.


She desperately wanted
to squeeze her eyes shut and hide from the momentary embarrassment of the most
gorgeous man she’d ever laid eyes on, touching her. She understood Ryan’s
unwavering love for him, how easy it would be to…


He pushed the
offending shirt from her shoulders. Breaking her chain of thought, heat
enveloped her, warmed her through. It took every ounce of willpower not to
reach for him, melt into his arms.


Goodness, she never
imagined he smelled so good. A little like musk, sex and a lot like wild man.
Maybe it was the persona she’d built around him.  Ever since Ryan had suggested the idea of
becoming Brendon’s submissive, her sex-starved dreams included him.


Suddenly, the heat was
gone as he stepped back from her.


“Why are you here,
Jay?”


“I want to make you
and Ryan happy, sir,” she blurted out.


Brendon’s eyes narrowed.
“Don’t lie to me, little blue jay, it will only earn you a punishment. Ryan
should have taught you I will not stand for lying.”


Jay blinked. “It’s
true.” She dug her teeth into her bottom lip for a second, waiting for him to
say something else. Instead he just stared her down, and she had a sudden need
to crawl out of her own skin. “What? What more do you want from me?”


A rough laugh rumbled
from his chest. “I want you to tell me everything. By the time we’re through, I
will know all of your secrets. Are you ready for that?”


She nodded. Half sick
with worry she would not be able to keep Ryan’s secret. 


“What’s your biggest
fantasy?”


Jay sighed. That was
easy. “To be tied up and ravished.” She had to look away.


“But it’s not that
simple, is it?” He obviously wasn’t going to back down. Figuring out what to
say, while standing half-naked under his intent stare, wasn’t easy. Why hadn’t
Ryan told her about this part?


“Let’s try another
question. When was the last time you had sex?”


“Just
over a year ago.” She peeked up from under
her lashes. Seeing his frown, her mind raced as to why this would cause him to
frown.


“Why?”


“I, men don’t find me
attractive. I tend to keep to myself.” It was half true.


He cupped her chin,
forcing her head back to look him directly in his eyes. “Punishment or truth, I
will not warn you again.”


He took a step back,
as if knowing she needed space to breath. “I’ve only had one boyfriend and I
caught him cheating with a thinner woman. All my life my family told me no man
wanted me because of my weight. So, I never bothered. Ryan is the only one who
ever believed in me and cared for me for who I am.”


She expected pity in
Brendon’s gaze, but his smile confused her even more.


“Did you think I would
find this body repulsive, too?”  He
circled around her, running the tips of his fingers over her exposed skin. She
bit down on her lip to hold in the moan.


“I thought you would, but
Ryan said you wouldn’t. Still it’s hard to—”


“Let go of your self-doubt.
Ryan was right, and every man who thinks thinner women are
better than this are fools not worth knowing—do you know how hard you have me,
blue jay?” To prove his point, he pressed into her from behind. She felt the
hard length of his cock against lower back. She shuddered.


“You are what I say
you are, do you understand me? I say you are
beautiful, sexy and right now, mine to do with as I wish.”


Jay swallowed, her
heart quivering in pleasure at his words. She wanted to believe it and here she
could. Let go, give up control, just as Ryan had told her to do. Only now was
she beginning to understand his lessons.


“Yes,
sir.”


“Good girl.”


Brendon moved behind
her and caressed her arms with feather-light brushes. It was nearly impossible
to think beyond his warm caress. Jay shivered as tremors raced down her spine.


****


All
this untouched, innocent beauty is mine. He’d
have to remember to give Ryan a lovely reward. The image of
them both kneeling at his feet made him smile. He’d have to take care,
if they were both to serve him. They were close friends, even before he and
Ryan. He could not upset the balance.


It was a fine line he
walked, even if Ryan had organized it all. The three of them would need to sit
down for a long talk. But first, the excitement of her beauty before him, so
many layers to reveal, so many new depths to explore.


The thought of peeling
away all her layers, watching Ryan’s reaction as he stripped his friend down to
a basic level, rebuilding her anew gave him a new challenge to look forward to,
not to mention how great the sex would be, having both Ryan and Jay at his
command. 


It was crazy to
entertain the thought of keeping her, along with Ryan, but still, it was an
idea he couldn’t get out of his mind. He filed it away for later thought. Right
now, Jay needed his focused attention.


He unclasped the
hooks, which held her bra in place and allowed it to drop to the floor. The
sexy hitch in her breathing pleased him immensely, even more so, when she
didn’t object. Pale, smooth skin beckoned him. Her ample breasts would more
than fill his hands, but it was the taut, jutting nipples that informed him of
how much more she needed.


His hands spanned a
good portion of her waist—soft, delicate skin he longed to see abraded by rope.


Silky hair floated
down her back, a mix of browns and streaks of dark red, scented with a hint of
roses and some spice he couldn’t name. Long hair had always been a requirement
in his female subs. A Dom could do wonderful things with his fingers speared
deeply into her locks, as he took her from behind. So many possibilities
swirled through his mind.


He took a step back to
glance about the room. Everything he needed was already laid out. He snatched
the black rope from the side table.


“Hold out your arms,
wrists together.”


Her hands, which had
been pressed against her sides, rose in an automatic display of obedience. He
carefully wound the length around them, adding a loop before tying it off. He
lifted her bound wrists, attaching them to a hook.


Brendon inwardly
smiled. His little sub had thought of everything, noting how it was at the
perfect height to hold her. He snatched up the blindfold and retied it over her
eyes, being careful not to snag her hair, pleased when her breathing picked up
again.


“Legs
apart.”


Again, without
hesitation she obeyed. He quickly tied off her ankles, attaching each side to
loops in the floor. His heart raced at the sight, and Brendon almost had the
notion to run upstairs and grab his camera to take pictures of this perfect
beauty bound and open for his pleasure. 


Her legs splayed open
with only a scrap of lace covering what Brendon instinctively knew would be
heaven on earth. It took every ounce of restraint not to rip the fabric from
her and reveal the pussy he ached for.


He stepped back and
began to strip. He still wore the day’s grime from work and riding on the tram
and trains into the city.


“Are you comfortable,
my little blue jay?”


She licked her lips
“Yes, sir.”


He liked her height,
only a touch shorter than Ryan; he leaned in, so not to touch her, pressing his
lips against hers in a soft teasing kiss. When he pulled
back, instantly she tried to follow his heat.


“Good, from now on, no
talking, unless you need to use your safe word, understood.”


“Yes,
sir.”


It took a great deal
of self-control to walk calmly into the dungeon’s bathroom, hastily turning on
the shower and stripping off.


As eager as he was to
play with his new little gift, he took his time to wash himself down, and then
towel himself dry—his dick was hard, desperate to play with his new little
gift. But each moment that passed only helped to prove his control and heighten
her anticipation of what was to come.


Naked, the cool air of
the basement brushed against his skin, but did nothing to cool the heat of his
lust.


“Alright, play time.”


The subtle shift in
Jay’s mouth and limbs indicated she’d heard his words and was fully alert.


Good.


Brendon clutched a
handful of her dark silk hair and tugged her head back, baring her throat.


Time for her to be
ravished, as she’d so delicately put it earlier. Although what he was about to
do to her was far from delicate.


He dipped his head to
the delicious column of her neck, nipping at her throat, and a whimper sounded
from her. He used his tongue, teeth, and lips, devouring her flesh, until her
breath came in gasping pants. The sweet flavor of her skin, so different from a
man, had him struggling with his own self-control. 


He blazed a trail down
her skin, to the tight, rosy nipples, which practically begged to be touched. Or better yet, clamped. He bit down on her nipples and she
jerked against her restraints, making his cock throb with each of her little
whimpers. He pulled back, smiling at the little bites, which would mark
beautifully.


“Are you wet, yet,
blue jay?” He glanced up to watch her little, pouty lips part with her labored
breaths.


“Yes,” she whispered.


“Ah
ah ah.
No talking, remember? I ask simple questions that require no more than a
movement of your head. For that, you’ve earned your first punishment.” Giving
her no time to protest or ponder, he grabbed a nipple and twisted hard.


On the inevitable gasp
that tore from her, he released the precious bud. A smile
quirked at his lips. He definitely had her attention now.


The pain at her nipple
had instinctively caused her to cant her hips in his direction. She was a
natural, little submissive.


Brendon went back to
his exploration, caressing every spot of bare flesh available. His hands were
on her thighs and his thumbs perilously close to the edge of her panties.


“Oh, sweet blue jay, I
can feel your heat even from here. You’ve got an incredible body. Perfect for my ropes.” His finger disappeared underneath the
black lace.


“Oh,
hell. Hot, slick, and oh, so wet.” He crooned,
while he fucked his finger in and out of her sweet, sweet pussy. “Do you want
me to stop, blue jay?”


Her head moved from
side to side in fast, jerky movements. She opened her mouth to speak and
slammed it shut, at the last minute. Probably remembering she’d been forbidden
to speak.


 



 







Chapter Three


 



Jay’s eyes rolled to
the back of her head with the pleasure storming through her. Brendon’s wicked
manipulation of her pussy drove her fast and hard to the edge of what promised
to be an explosion.


She tried to buck her
hips to increase the friction, but the ropes, she’d
momentarily forgotten about, restricted her movement. Her pleasure was at the
complete mercy of Brendon’s whim. Frustration at his maddeningly slow pace
erupted in the form of a series of whimpers.


“I think you like
this.” Brendon’s voice mocked her predicament. Damn him for this! If he’d just
angle his finger a little higher and rub her clit.


Again he pulled away,
she whimpered in arousal and frustration.


Please.
She mouthed the word, but didn’t have enough breath to be heard. Brendon bent
closer, until his lips barely touched hers.


“I know, blue jay, I
know.” His lips crashed down on hers. She opened her mouth and his tongue dived
in, seeking hers. The urgent pressure of the kiss tore through her, stealing
what little air she had left. This was no sweet kiss. No, it had become a
taking, in every sense of the word. All teeth, lips, and
tongue fighting for dominance. Jay kissed him back, her body going crazy
for more of this man. She’d never forget this kiss in a million years.


He ripped off her
blindfold, finally, his mouth released her, and they stood immobile for a few
minutes. She blinked, staring at him. They both breathed heavily, and the rush
of power swirling around her offered a sense of possession. She moved to lower
her gaze.


“No, keep your pretty,
blue eyes on me.”


He reached up,
unhooking her arms, bringing them down; they ached as blood rushed back into
her limbs, making her skin prickle with the sensation. He undid the ties to her
legs, but left the rope on her ankles, he led her over to the side of a big bed
in one section of the large dungeon.


Hooking his fingers in
her panties, he slid them down to her feet.


He snatched a pillow
off the bed. “Step out of your panties, and on your knees.”


Facing Brendon, she
did as he bade and sank down, her hands still bound in front of her, and again
his hand speared through her hair. He seemed to enjoy using her hair to control
her.


“Spread your knees.”


She quickly complied
and spread them as wide as she could, without breaking eye contact.


Brendon’s hand traced
her collarbone from one side to the other, a light teasing motion that bordered
on tickling. Goose bumps rose on her skin, and he grinned down at her.


“I like you like this.
All soft and open. Willing.
Are you willing, Jay? You can answer.”


“Yes,
sir.” She bit her bottom lip to control the
wide smile threatening to break out. He trailed his fingers to her breasts, but
maintained the feather-light touch. She ached for a heavy hand, but he was in
control and she was here to simply please him.


He skimmed farther
down her torso, where he circled and dipped a fingertip into her belly button.


“God, do you have any
idea how delicious these curves look?” A jolt streaked through her.


A strong finger
slipped between the folds of her cunt, only glancing across her clit. Her body
jerked, and she gasped from the pleasure. Already he’d moved on to the opening,
where he teased and circled. Jay canted her hips, eager for him to dip inside.
He fucked her with his finger, like she wanted him to do with his dick.


The sudden image of
his dick, thrusting in and out of her aching sex, proved her undoing. She
whimpered with the need of it. He rubbed harder, and the friction heated her
through. Her brain fogged up, and she didn’t have any more clear thoughts.


“You want to come,
don’t you, blue jay?”


She nodded fast,
jerkily. He’d driven her to a point of desperation she’d never experienced. There
was nothing she wouldn’t do, and wouldn’t give, just to have him fuck her.


“No matter how hard
you try, you won’t come until I tell you to. I will control everything today,
not just you. Feel that. Think about it. Let it wrap around you like a warm
blanket.” His fingers slipped a few inches higher, and she nearly exploded,
when they finally hit the place she needed them to be.


Lightning quick, her body tensed for the oncoming orgasm. He rubbed
harder. “You will not come yet, Jay. I have not given permission.”


“Please, sir. I can’t
hold it back. Please let me.”


“No,” he commanded
loudly. Still he rubbed even stronger. No way would she be able to stop the
inferno raging through her.


“I’m going to come.
Please—Oh god—I can’t—Stop!”


He stopped rubbing and
grabbed her clit tightly, between two fingers. 


Sudden pain sliced
through her. With the other hand, he pinched her nipple in a vice-like grip.


He increased the
pressure, until the combination of pain between her clit and nipple rivaled
each other. When the pain reached the crescendo of her tolerance, something odd
happened. Her mind went into overdrive, everything fell away, and a cloud of
softness settled over her. She floated on the edges of her mind. No longer in any pain. Safe. That’s
the word she was looking for. A comfortable, happy safeness, she’d never felt
before.


“There you go. So beautiful. Such joy on your face.
Even better than an orgasm.” Jay didn’t know what was
going on, but she wanted more.


As if he’d read [bookmark: page16]her mind, he bent his head to her skin and bit into her flesh.
Little sharp bites on her neck sent her soaring even further.


“Let’s get you on the
bed.” She vaguely heard Brendon’s words. He removed his mouth from her skin,
and she cried out in protest.


“Shhh.
Trust me, beautiful. It’s about to get even better.” He shifted her body and
scooped her into his arms, lifting her from the ground. Her legs ached a
little, but it seemed unimportant.


He laid her on her
back, on the black silk sheets, where she gasped at the cool touch on her
flaming-hot skin. She’d grown incredibly sensitive to everything.


“Lie back and raise
your arms over your head.” She listened to Brendon give her instructions,
fascinated with the movement of his lush lips. She did as he asked, and he
clipped the rope loop onto an eye hook.


“Spread your legs.”


She opened her legs,
and cool air brushed against her sex. A new ache bloomed for more of his touch.
God! He needed to fuck her already.


She tried pleading
with her eyes. She could hardly wait. He simply smiled wickedly down at her, then moved to tie her legs with more rope restraints.


“Tell me how you feel,
Jay,” he commanded.


“I need to be fucked.
I’m so horny, I can’t stand it.”


“I already know that.
Tell me something I don’t know.”


“I—uh—I feel so
different.”


“Different
how?”


Why did he keep
grilling her, instead of touching her? Tears pricked at the back of her eyes,
and she feared she might start crying, any minute.


“I don’t know. Just different.”


“I know Ryan may have
taught you, but there are some things you need to learn firsthand. You’re
incredibly responsive, a true little submissive. All tied up, begging to be
fucked.”


“I ... I didn’t expect
to feel so ... so safe, even though you’ve taken away my ability to move.”


“Do you trust me?” She
trusted Ryan without thought, and he trusted Brendon. It was a no-brainer.


“Yes,
sir.”


“Good girl.”


His strong fingers
blazed a heated trail to her saturated cunt and delved between the folds. He
pushed two inside her, thrusting deep, before slowly dragging them back out.
Jay watched, mesmerized, as he brought those glistening fingers to his mouth.
Her thighs clenched painfully, while he licked every drop of her juice from his
skin.


In the blink of an
eye, Brendon crawled on to the bed, already naked. His cock jutted from his
hips, long, thick, and weeping at the slit with pre-cum. She was more than
willing to go through with this, yet she couldn’t stop the flutter of nerves in
her stomach if she tried. He tore at the condom he carried and tossed the foil
to the ground. Two seconds later, he was sheathed and prodding her entrance
with the tip of his cock. Rubbing it up and down her slit,
teasing her.


She groaned, and
Brendon swallowed her cry with his mouth. Slow and easy, he pushed his tongue
between her lips and devoured her mouth, while he remained at her entrance,
only rubbing her. She was certain she was going to combust or explode into a thousand pieces, before he ever stopped
withholding.


He grabbed two
handfuls of her hair and pulled. Another sharp sting of pain, this one more
intense, coursed through her, giving her a thrill she couldn’t get enough of.


It was in that instant
that Brendon surged inside her to the hilt. She cried out at the next
mind-blowing combination of pain and pleasure, as her body stretched to
accommodate him.


This was what she
needed.


To be taken. To be
tied and helpless so he could do whatever he wanted. Not what she wanted. To be
forced to endure, to accept, to enjoy everything he wanted her to.


“Good god … Jay!” His
fingers dug into her hips and pressed her into the mattress.


She groaned against
Brendon’s mouth. At the same time, she swiveled her hips and contracted her
vaginal muscles around him.


****


Already on the edge
from playing with Jay, Brendon knew he couldn’t hold out much longer. He
pounded ruthlessly into her, over and over. His balls tightened, and cum boiled
hot and ready for an orgasm he knew would blow his mind.


“Come, Jay. Come now!”
he commanded.


Brendon shuddered and
shouted, “Oh god, blue jay!” as he lost the fight.


When Jay’s orgasm hit,
her screams echoed off the walls. Her eyes rolled back and her face turned
serene. The beauty of her pleasure consumed him.


Slowly he pulled from
Jay, removed the condom and threw it in the trash. Together, they sank to the
bed, limp and exhausted. Physically, Brendon was spent.


He reached for her
bound wrists and quickly untied them. The skin was red and slightly chafed. She
might have some faint marks the next day, but nothing beyond that. For a few minutes,
he massaged the tender area, easing the blood flow back to normal. Reluctantly,
he released her hands, and Jay curled into his embrace, the heat from her body
seeping into his weary frame.


Brendon stroked the
side of Jay’s face, tucking her hair behind her ear. Her eyelids fluttered, but
she kept them closed. He sensed she was hovering on the edge of consciousness
and deep sleep.


Damn. It was hard not
to think about wanting to keep her, how greedy he was to think about two little
subs under his command. Christ, he’d need to start taking Viagra to keep up
with his two imps. Still, the knowing smile spread over his face.


He’d had but a taste
of Jay’s submission and he wanted more.


Life was damn, fucking
perfect.


 



 







Chapter Four


 



Brendon glanced up at
Ryan, who hesitated at the kitchen door.


Brendon hooked his finger
at him. Immediately Ryan went through and knelt at Brendon’s feet.


“Did you like your
gift, Master?” There was an element of concern in Ryan’s expression.


“She is exquisite,
thank you.” He leant forward and Ryan eagerly accepted his Master’s kiss.


“Where is she?” Ryan
kept his gaze steady.


“I took her home to
sleep. The session was intense for her first time, but I was very impressed.”
Thinking about both his subs together had him hard again.


“So, you’re going to
keep her?” Ryan’s gaze was expectant, as a child who had brought home a puppy
and was begging his parents to let him keep it.


“I think one collared
sub, under my roof, is enough trouble, don’t you think?”


“But you want to,
don’t you? I know I’m not enough for you; I knew Jay would meet your needs,
perfectly.”


He studied Ryan’s face
and could see he was eager for this. There was not an ounce of jealousy or
regret.


“You’ve been enough
for me, for years, pet.”


“Jay’s special. You
really want to let her get away? What if another Dom sees her potential and
snaps her up?” He almost sounded urgent.


Brendon smiled. “You
really want to share me with another sub?”


Ryan nodded. “It’s not
sharing, Master, more a belonging. I think Jay needs you as much as you need
her.” Brendon already had a suspicion that Ryan knew he wouldn’t say no. He had
a taste of Ryan’s sweet, young friend. She was smart, beautiful and a perfect
complement to what he had with Ryan.


Ryan also seemed to know
Brendon wouldn’t let anyone else take her.


“Make sure she’s here
tomorrow evening. I enjoyed her, and it was intense for Jay. You’d best have
her around for dinner, before I go any further. You did well educating her, but
women need a different kind of training.”


Ryan’s
triumphant smile, made Brendon chuckle.


“Thank you, Master.
You won’t regret it.”


“I may not, but you
may, pet. Dungeon, now. I am damn hard, and I want you
bent over the horse.”


Ryan was off his knees
and quickly headed down the hallway, stripping off as he went.


****


Jay was daydreaming
again, and she’d wrongly filed her fifth book.


“Earth to Jay, hello?”


Emma was waving her
hand in front of Jay’s face. “What’s wrong with you today?” Jay blinked,
feeling the heat rise into her cheeks.


“Good gracious, it’s a
man, isn’t it? Who are you mooning over this time?”


Jay looked down at the
books in her hand and set them down on the re-shelving trolley. “I’m not
mooning, just remembering.”


“Must
have been a hot date last night.
I thought you were going out with Ryan.”


It was more than
hot—intense, wonderful, Jay had no idea sex could be like that, that she could
be so aroused by being tied up, made to beg for her release. Once she came, her
orgasm had been mind blowing, life altering.


What amazed her was
how tender Brendon was afterward. He’d soothed her down and he’d actually
carried her up to his bedroom to rest. She had always loved Ryan, but she was
in great danger of falling madly in love with Ryan’s master. But that had been
his design, a new sub for his Master—her.


“Yes and no.” She
glanced down to a book in her hand, re-checking the spine-label, before moving
off to find the right shelf in the library.


“Hang on a sec, you can’t leave me hanging like that.” Emma followed.
“I’ve never known you to be so vague.”


Jay slid another book
onto the shelf, before glancing down at the one in her hand. “It wasn’t a date.
I was just keeping a promise. I really don’t want to talk about it.” Or how her
body still throbbed from Brendon’s touch, her skin slightly sore from his nipping
teeth and how she craved to do it again.


“Okay fine.” Emma gave
her an offended glare, swiveling around on her heals, walking away in a huff.


Emma already
forgotten, Jay pondered over her reactions to last night’s session. 


You’re
a natural little sub, blue jay. Brendon’s
words echoed in her head. Everything she knew about BDSM was from Ryan and what he told her about Brendon. It had
confused her at first, her friend’s choice to go into the lifestyle. But the
love and devotion she saw in her friend’s eyes made her both happy and envious.


She wanted a little
slice of the happiness she saw on her friend’s face. Now, it was all crumbling
apart in their hands.


“There’s the new
little sub.”


Jay swung around in
horror and Ryan caught the books before they thumped loudly to the ground. He
had a shit-eating grin on his face.


“We did it, or I
should say you did it. You made Master very happy.”


Jay let out a relived
breath, before setting down the books and hugging him tightly. “I only did what
you taught me. It wasn’t anything like I expected.”


“It never is, but he
wants you to come for dinner this evening—think you’ll be recovered by then?”
He smirked, tugging at the scarf on her neck.


Jay shoved his hand
away. “You sure it’s okay? About what he … we did.”


“Oh just say it, he
fucked you. And, by the looks of it, properly too; you’ve been needing to get laid for a long time. So don’t start with any
guilt trips. We’ve been over this a hundred times. I am in no way jealous.”


“So, when are you
going to tell him your news?”


Her heart ached as
Ryan’s face fell, and his eyes dulled over slightly. She gently squeezed his
arm.


“Once we’ve got you
settled, then I will.”


“It’s not fair to
Brendon. He needs to know, to prepare as well.” She swallowed down her
heart-sized lump in her throat. Ryan didn’t need to see her tears.


“I know. I can see it
in his eyes. He wants to keep you, but he needs to work out the control
dynamics, before he fully commits.”


“Okay, I’m trusting you on this. He won’t like the fact you’re
lying to him.”


“Master is sharp. He’ll
soon figure out something is else is up, other than you. I’ll know when the
time is right.”


Jay nodded. Damn, why
did it have to be so hard? Why did she have to accept that her very best friend
would not always be there for her? It wasn’t fair; she wanted to rage against
every God at the injustice of it.


“C’mon, take me to
lunch. Your smiles always make me feel better.”


Jay let her lips curl
up, giving him her best loving smile, which wasn’t hard. How did he always make
her feel better? “They’re yours for as long as you need them.”


“Until
the end of my days.”


****


Delicious smells
wafted from the kitchen, making Brendon’s stomach growl with hunger. Ryan was
going to extra lengths for a special dinner. 
Slowly, he came down the stairs, Fridays being the best days of the
week, as neither of them needed to work. Although Brendon could support them
both, Ryan loved his job as a part-time veterinarian’s assistant. 


Brendon quietly leaned
against the doorframe, watching Ryan move fluidly around the kitchen, setting
everything up, lighting candles and checking his favorite dish of beef
stroganoff.


Brendon frowned when
he saw Ryan pause to rub his temple in obvious discomfort. Ryan reached up to
the medicine cabinet and pulled out a box of over the counter pain pills.
Ryan’s hands trembled as he hastily popped the pills from their packet,
swallowing them down with a swig of wine.


“Another
headache?”


Ryan startled, swung
around as guilt flushed his face. Brendon raised a curious eyebrow.


“Yes, sorry, I don’t
want to spoil this evening, Master. It’s nothing to worry about. The Panadol will help.”


Ryan diverted his
gaze, moving to stir the pot on the stove. Concerned for Ryan’s health, Brendon
moved in and laid his hand over Ryan’s forehead. It hadn’t escaped his notice
that Ryan’s headaches had increased over the past month.


“You’re running hot. Are
you okay?”


“Yes, Master, maybe
the start of a little cold, but I’m fine. I’m more worried about tonight and
Jay.”


Brendon knew he should
push the subject. “If you don’t feel any better by morning, I want you to see a
doctor.” His tone gave no leeway for argument.


Ryan turned and looked
him, directly in his eyes. “Yes, Master.”


Ryan poured him a
glass of wine and Brendon took it from his hands, before sitting down.


“What made you hatch
this little plan with Jay?” Brendon sipped the smooth burgundy liquid, enjoying
the full-bodied aroma, as it ran over his tongue.


“She’s been unhappy
for such a long time. It didn’t seem fair to rub what we have in her face, all
the time, although she would never admit to it.”


“I did notice her
self-image issue. I’ll never understand why beauties, like her, can feel so
unworthy.”


“Not entirely her
fault. Her family is no help, when it comes to her self-esteem; her mother
bitches constantly about her weight, and Jay has two younger, thinner sisters. Both of whom her mother dotes on.”


“She mentioned a
boyfriend, a while back?”


“Asshole, Ben.” Ryan
shook his shaggy sandy-brown mane.


“That
bad?”


“He tore her heart
out, brought her so fu—so low.”


Brendon smiled, Ryan
remembering not to swear for a second time.


“Jay is beautiful
inside and out, but she needs someone, other than me, to help her see that. Not
to mention, she is even more submissive than me.”


Brendon saw the ghost
of a smile on Ryan’s face, as he bent to pull out the scalloped potatoes.


“So
why me? I know you know a few Doms who would take her, train
her, help her to shine.” Not that Brendon wanted to let her go now.


“I don’t trust anyone
other than you, and she trusts me. And, more than anything…”


Ryan placed the hot
dish down, swept off the mitts, laying them on the bench, and moved towards
Brendon, gracefully folding to his knees, gazing up at him with utter love and
trust, which twisted at Brendon’s heart.


“…I want my Master and
Jay to be happy.”


“I already have so
much joy to be loved by you. Are you sure this is what Jay wants, what she
needs?”


“I would bet my very
life on it.” Ryan’s tone was suddenly serious, and something else swirled in
his sub’s hazel eyes. Something he couldn’t pinpoint.


“You always do wear
your heart on your sleeve.” He brushed the side of Ryan’s face, and the younger
man leant into his touch. How he loved Ryan. Did he have room in his heart for
another? Ryan was right. Jay was beautiful, and he did want to help her. “The
question is, are you happy about this? Seeing me with her? Having to share?”


Ryan smiled up at him.
“I love you, and I love Jay; it’s not sharing when the mix is so perfect. I
wouldn’t have thought it up if I didn’t want it.”


He couldn’t see the
downside to having her, other than it may get a little crowded in the shower.
He couldn’t help the smile splitting his face. “Very well, we’ll keep her for a
six month trial run, but I won’t have dissention in my home—no little subs
plotting against their Master.”


Ryan’s grin was
brilliant, lighting his whole beautiful, boyish face. “Thank you, Master.”


The doorbell rang, and
Ryan waited for permission to rise from his knees.


“Go ahead, answer the
door, and let the lessons begin.”


 



 







Chapter
Five


 



The spreader bar
between Jay’s knees made her legs unstable. The only support was the rope wound
around her arms, from above her elbow down to her wrist. Her arms were pulled
behind her back and attached to another rope, strung from the dungeon’s ceiling
hooks.


She glanced down at
the intricate crisscross of red and black rope on her skin. Even she had to
admit it looked beautiful, the darker colors against her pale skin.


Brendon had wound the
softer, crimson rope around her generous breasts. It pushed her body forward,
so they hung suspended, while her ass jutted out, exposed and vulnerable.


She trembled as
Brendon’s large hand caressed her ass cheeks, running a single finger down her
cleft.


“I’m going to take
this virgin ass of yours, today.”


He had been tormenting
her all week, about how he would take her ass, fuck her so hard the whole
country would hear her scream. He and Ryan had prepared her with various sized
butt plugs. Brendon would keep her on the peak of arousal, not allowing her to
come, until he was buried deep in her dark channel.


After a week of utter
frustration, Ryan assured her the suffering would be worth it. Her torment
increased, as she was forced to watch Ryan sink to his knees and lovingly give
his Master a blowjob. Listening to their moans and whimpers of pleasure made
her desire flame to an almost unbearable level.


Brendon was careful
not to put either Jay or Ryan out of their comfort zones. He never asked Ryan
to do anything sexual to her, or she to Ryan, but often they would work
together to pleasure their Master.


One morning, Brendon
lay back casually on the bed, a smile on his lips, as Ryan taught her the finer
art of sucking their Master’s cock. It took her a few tries, before she was
able to relax her throat muscles enough to take Brendon’s cock, nearly all the
way in, without choking. When she succeeded—Brendon rewarded her by gripping
the back of her head and fucking her throat until he came.


 During her training, Brendon pushed her to new
heights she’d never believed possible, which only left her craving more.


It was more than just
sex, more than control. They ate dinner together, talked, even
relaxed after sessions, lounging on a comfortable sofa in the large living room
and in front of Brendon’s big, plasma television. It was fun getting to know Brendon and
his funny quirks. She would have never pegged the straight-laced solicitor as
being a Trekkie.


When she teased both
Ryan and Brendon about being closet nerds, they both attacked and tickled her,
until she begged for mercy.


Brendon insisted she
bring clothes over and stay nights, only there was a “no clothes” rule in the
bedroom.


When she tried to back
out, Ryan gave her a pouty look and Brendon glared, making her give in to what
they wanted. Sweetly, they praised and caressed her body, giving her a new
found self-confidence. She felt important, sexy and most of all, loved.


She knew Ryan loved
her without reserve as she loved him, their deeper friendship making her heart
ache even more.


Anytime she tried to
broach the subject of Ryan telling Brendon about his condition, he pleaded with
her to wait, as they were all so happy.


The sharp stinging
slap on her left ass cheek brought her mind back to the present. 


“You wandered, blue jay.”


“Yes,
sir. Sorry, sir.”


“What were you
thinking about?”


She swallowed, knowing
he wouldn’t settle for anything but the truth. The truth was she and Ryan were both lying to him.


“I … I was thinking …
uh … about the past week.”


Brendon walked around
her. He was dressed in black leather pants and solid, shit-kicker boots, his
chest bare, displaying his wonderfully defined chest, strong and well-defined
shoulders and arms. Power oozed from the man, making her mouth water and fueling
her desire to kneel at his feet, whether he asked it of her, or not.


“And?”
He cupped her chin, lifting her eyes to meet his.


“I want more,” she
whispered, feeling the heat fuse into her cheeks.


Ryan chuckled softly
from the corner, bound to the cross bar on the back wall.


Brendon’s gaze rounded
on him and he fell silent.


“I know that, little
one. Tell me what you’re feeling.” He squatted down, leveling their heights.


“I don’t want it to
end. I don’t ever want to go back to … to—”


“A
normal sex life, not that you had much of one before, but that isn’t what I
asked.” He reached down, pinching a nipple
between his fingers.


Her hips jerked
forward with the bite of pain. “Remember what we talked about. I need to know
everything in your head, Jay.”


“I feel stronger, more
in tune with life, with myself.”


“Are you beautiful,
blue jay?”


“Yes,
sir.” She met his gaze with confidence.


“Is this body
beautiful?” He cupped her breast, squeezing. She let out a soft whimper of
need.


“Yes,
sir.”


“What else are you,
Jay?” The question threw her. What was she?


“I … I don’t
understand, sir.”


“I think you do. Why
come here night after night, why submit to me, why share me with Ryan? What are
you, Jay?”


His feather-light
touch ran up from her breast, over her collarbone, up her neck, pausing at her
lips. He lightly stroked her bottom lip.


Her mind swirled. It
was hard to think in her painfully aroused state. Who was she? 


He pulled away,
circling back around, his hand once again on her ass, the heat of his body
pressed against her back. She moaned at the erotic tickling of his light
dusting of chest hair against her smooth back. He grabbed a handful of her
hair, yanking her head back. The sting sent a jolt down her spine; he licked
the shell of her ear at the same time his digit breached her ass.


She groaned at his
invasion.


“Who are you?”


“I … I am … whatever
you want … I am yours.” The words tumbled from her mouth. 


“Do I own you, my blue
jay?” He added another finger, making it burn with pleasure and pain, while his
other hand stroked her clit.


“Yes, Master! Please,
fuck me.”


She barely heard Ryan’s
gasp over the heavy pounding in her ears.


**** 


Surrender, complete
and total, such a precious thing; pride swelled within him as she sighed
deeply, trying to push herself back against his fingers.


He raised his head to
stare across the room at Ryan, half expecting to see anger, or jealousy. Ryan
smiled, giving a nod of approval. There was nothing for it, now, but to fuck
her and collar her.


She’d given herself
unconditionally and both men in the room knew it. He’d never allow anyone to
touch her, ever again.


He put his focus back
on his new little sub, who was panting heavily, waiting for his next move.


Brendon started to
thrust slowly in and out, in and out, gradually preparing her to take his cock.
He listened to the soft whimpers of her pleasure, feeling himself held captive
by the sweet sounds of her surrender.


He could feel her need
for release, her body coiled as tense as his own. His cock throbbed in
anticipation of the moment, when it would replace his fingers. He bit his lip,
eager to bury himself within her, but he knew it wasn't yet time. He
clenched his jaw in concentration and determination. Jay rocked against his
thrusting fingers, her gasps and moans of pleasure inciting his need to claim
her completely, totally.


He knew from the pants
and gasps and the tension coiled in her body, she was as ready to come as he
was. One more time, he withdrew his fingers, buoyed by her moan of
disappointment when they slipped free of her tight channel.


“I know it hurts, but
it'll feel good again once I'm inside.” He kissed and nipped at her neck and
then her shoulders.


He continued to stroke
her pussy, although more slowly than he had before. He didn't want her to come
yet, but he wanted her balanced on the precarious edge. Close, ready.


"Please ... I
need to come,” she whimpered.


"When my cock is
buried in your
ass, you can come. It's a little bigger than my fingers. Are you ready for
it?"


She nodded,
her breath raspy. “Yes, Master. Please.”


His cock throbbed at
the sound of her sweet, innocent voice begging to have his cock buried in her
ass.


He was eager to be
there, too, his cock desperate to fill the space his fingers had just plowed.
It was time. He wanted to give her the pleasure she craved.


Wasting no time, he
moved behind her, slathering his cock with lubricant. He throbbed,
his own need sharp, as he positioned himself at her opening. The need to have
his cock enclosed in the tight sheath his fingers had just vacated drove him,
made him want to sink himself into her, hot and hard, forcing her to take him,
making her accept his presence inside her.


It would come another
day, right now, he did not want to tear the fragile
bond he’d created with his new sub. He wanted the experience to be softer, more tender, more loving, something beautiful she would look
back on with pleasure.


Love?
The thought shocked him, and he froze, his cock poised her entrance.


“Master?”
She had sensed his sudden unease.


Ryan had stolen his
heart in a matter of days and now this young woman: they both possessed the
same beautiful, giving souls he found irresistible.  


Yes, it would be easy
to love Jay, just as it was easy to love Ryan.


Clenching his jaw
against the urge to drive himself into her, he edged his cock forward against
her tight opening, one small thrust at a time.


“Oh god, it's so
good,” she whimpered,
as she shifted back against him, willingly
accepting him inside her, welcoming him into her, until the head of his cock
slipped past her sphincter.


He could feel her
resistance, then. He pressed. Need ripped through him. He needed her to open,
to admit him.


“Relax, blue jay, take
all my cock. I know you can,” he said, as he slowly pushed himself forward.


She whimpered softly,
but didn't move away from the pressure. “Good girl.”


“Oh, god, oh, please…”
She whimpered, lifting her ass and pressing back against him.


"That's it. Almost there. Just a little more.”
She was so tight, he could feel every ripple and
tremor as her body slowly opened, admitting him. She moaned, the sound ending
on a sigh of pleasure, while he eased forward, gradually deepening his
penetration.


He knew how close her
climax was. He could feel her muscles throbbing and rippling around his cock,
while he edged deeper.


He reached around her
and stroked her clit, burying himself in her warmth. She moaned and he held
himself still, giving her time to adjust to his presence.


He felt the rhythmic
contractions of her body intensify, as he began to thrust slowly. She whimpered
when his hand stroked her pussy. He knew she was close. Ready.


"Come for me,
blue jay,” he said softly, thrusting deep, his own
need to come taking over. He felt her control break, felt her body contracting
around his, even as his own climax hovered, just out of reach. It was so good,
the tension, which encompassed him, driving him towards release.


His fingers lightly
strummed her clit, pushing her closer and closer to the edge. He felt her
orgasm crash over her, the contractions squeezing his cock, pushing him ever
closer to the edge.


He felt her climax
crash and rise again, his fingers continuing to stroke her clit. The sensation
of her body clasping his finally pushed him over the edge, as she reached the
summit of her second orgasm.


 He could feel the contractions of her ass's
grip on his cock tightening, its pressure intensifying with each spasm.


"Come with me,
blue jay. Come now,” he said and thrust deeply, burying his cock
deep inside her, claiming her completely, feeling her control shatter.


His body absorbed her
contractions, even as his own orgasmic contractions merged with hers. Pleasure
ricocheted through him in waves of color and light. It was beauty and joy,
pleasure and light, love and dominance, power and control, giving and taking.
It was everything he wanted. Everything he needed. It was more.


Her scream of
pleasure, while she yielded all control and existed for a time in the pure
bliss he built for her, made him feel possessive, powerful and protective.


As he began the slow
descent to earth, he realized he was curled over Jay’s back, his cock still
buried inside her, but softening now that the storm of passion had passed. He
stroked her back, her hair, her neck, loving her, caring only that she was
okay, that she was as happy and as sated as he was.


“Will you accept my
collar, Jay?” he whispered against her neck. To hell with a six-month trial, he
wanted to own her. Now.


“Yes, Master.”


 



 







Chapter Six


 



“Stop fiddling with that. You’ll get used
to wearing it. Besides, these are only for around the house.”


Ryan tugged at the collar he always wore.
It was a thin, black band with a silver B in the center, looking more like a
trendy, Goth necklace than a mark of ownership.


Her stomach churned from guilt and worry.
“I’m not feeling well. This whole thing is making me feel sick inside, not that
I don’t love being with you and Brendon.”


Ryan raised an eyebrow. “You think I
don’t feel the same?”


“Oh god no, I don’t like lying. Damn it,
I shouldn’t have accepted this. When he finds out what we’ve been up to, he’ll
hate me. I don’t think I could take that, especially as you’re … you’re…” Tears
blurred her vision, sliding down her cheeks.


“Shhh Jay, it’s
okay.” Ryan moved to pull her into his arms. She shoved at his chest, making
him stumble back a foot.


“No, it’s not okay, and I’m tired of you
pretending that it is. You tell him tonight or I will.”


“Tell me what?”


She spun around so fast at Brendon’s
voice she almost fell over. Ryan gripped her arm, steadying her.


Brendon’s angry glare shifted from her to
Ryan. Ryan’s hand fell away, as he straightened his back, his posture far from
submissive. In that moment, Jay knew Ryan had no choice, but to tell Brendon.


“I’ll go now.” She moved to leave, but
Ryan grabbed her.


“No,” both men snapped.


“If you’re a part of whatever this is,
then you’ll stay.” Usually Brendon’s deep, authoritative tone made her melt and
her skin tingle, but today it only brought a sense of dread.


She pulled away from Ryan, choosing a
chair in the far corner of the living room.


“You two have been conspiring something
for some time. I’m not blind. I was hoping you’d tell me, instead of me having
to force it out of you.”


“It’s not what you may think. You’ll want
to sit down, Brendon.”


****


At the use of his name, Brendon knew
whatever it was Ryan had to tell him was serious. He shook his head, clasping
his hands behind his back, waiting.


“I’ll stay where I am. Go ahead.”


He watched Ryan suck in a deep breath.
Brendon glanced over to Jay’s pale, tear-streaked face.


“As you wish.
You know I’ve been having headaches for a while now.”


He wasn't concerned whether Ryan or Jay
had done anything wrong, but he had been concerned about Ryan's health for some
time.


Brendon knew Ryan loved him, unreservedly.
He had been unfalteringly loyal these past four years. The fact that Jay was
involved, had him worried; the pair had been friends for a long time, longer
than Brendon had known Ryan.


"There is no easy way to tell you
this, so I'm just going to say it. I have a brain tumor; it’s
terminal and I’m going to die. Not right away, but soon enough."


Brendon laughed. "You have got to be
kidding me. This is some kind of joke, right?"


Ryan shook his head, no trace of humor in
his hazel eyes. Brendon’s stomach started to knot and he glanced over at Jay,
tears now streaming down her face. Slowly, it began to sink in that Ryan was
telling him the truth.


"How long have you known? How long
has this been going on and why the hell haven't you told me before?" Anger
curled through Brendon's body. Such a secret shouldn't have been kept from him;
he felt shocked and betrayed by those he loved.


"I have known for three months now.
I have been seen by some of the best medical experts in Melbourne—the tumor is inoperable." Ryan
took a step towards him, his eyes pools of sorrow, reflecting Brendon’s own
feelings. "I’ve been trying to get my affairs in order, before I go, and I
want Jay here and made her promise to be here for you."


Brendon swallowed hard. His fist clenched
and unclenched,  as
he struggled to comprehend what Ryan was telling him.


"How … how long do you have?"


"The doctors told me around three
more months. Please understand, it wasn't because I
didn't want to tell you. I want you to believe me. I just wanted everything to
be perfect, before I did. I want Jay here, in your life."


"Do you think she could ever replace
you?" Brendon lifted a shaky hand, pointing it accusingly at Jay.
"She is nothing like you! She will never be anything like you! Damn it,
Ryan, why didn’t you just tell me, instead of coming up with some harebrained
scheme?”


Instantly Brendon regretted his words,
seeing the hurt and pain in Ryan’s eyes. 


"Brendon, please, it is nothing like
that. Jay is not a replacement for me. She is another part of your life, as she
is mine. I want you to love her, just a much as I do."


Brendon had never heard Ryan raise his
voice before. The Dom inside him wanted to fight, dominate and control. But the
man in him wanted to scream at the injustice of it all. He needed to fix this,
fix Ryan. He pulled out his phone.


“What are you doing?”


“I’m calling my doctors; I’ll be damned
if I’m going to let you go without a fight.”


Ryan moved in, placing his hand over the
phone. “I’ve seen every doctor there is to see. You have to believe me, there
is nothing they can do. And, it’s okay, I’m at peace
with that. I don’t expect you to accept it, right now, but you need to soon,
for my sake.”


Brendon dropped the phone, grabbing his
beautiful boy, pulling him into a tight embrace, “I’m not going to let you go,
I’m not! We’re going to fight this.”


Ryan simply gave him a sad smile. In
their moment of distraction, Jay slipped from the room. Brendon only noticed
when he heard the soft snick of the door.


Ryan tugged free of his grasp, moving to
go after her. “Jay!”


“Let her go. We need to have a talk.”
Brendon gripped his arm.


Ryan shook his head, glaring at him,
shaking off his hand. “You still don’t get it. She’s just as much a part of my
life, as she is yours now. And you’re a blind fool if you don’t see it.” Ryan
walked out on him.


What the hell? Never had he lost control
over his life, let alone his subs. He’d opened up the perfect life he’d built
around Ryan and himself to Jay, only to find it built on sand, which was now being
washed away under his feet, and there wasn’t a bloody thing he could do about
it. 


****


Brendon sat through every doctor’s
explanation of why Ryan’s would die. The specialist in neurosurgery grimly
assured Brendon, if they tried to remove it, Ryan would die on the table,
anyway. His mind dulled with emotions of helplessness gripping him, making him
feel cold, detached. Ryan stayed with him, quiet, serene, patiently waiting for
him to come to terms with the truth.


“Three months, give or take?”


“I’ve talked to my family; my mother
didn’t take the news very well, and you know Dad has disowned me—you and Jay
are my family.”


Brendon jolted at Jay’s name.


“Please don’t be angry at her. She only
did this for me, and she cares deeply for you.”


Brendon wanted to hate her, wanted to
hate the world and tear it apart. Brendon drew in a shaky breath, trying to
bring his rage under control.


“Do you wish me to release you as my
sub?”


Ryan’s face fell. Brendon’s heart
shattered, seeing the pain in his lover’s eyes.


“I don’t. I committed to you for life,
but now I don’t have much of it left. I will understand and accept it, if you
no longer wish to be my master.” Ryan’s quiet voice only made him feel more
like a bastard.


“God, no, pet.” He pulled Ryan into his
arms, claiming his mouth with a hard kiss. Ryan’s body molded against his.
Brendon ran his hand over his face, not knowing what to do, having to deal with
so many intense, conflicting emotions. Brendon needed an outlet. He needed to
hit, break or fuck something—rough and hard.


He pulled away from Ryan. Brendon
couldn’t subject Ryan to any more rough treatment. He needed to treat him with
more tender care.


“Go rest, Ryan. I need some time to
process all this.”


He could see the disappointment flashing
in Ryan’s eyes before he turned away, moving past him, slowly taking the stairs
towards their bedroom.


He paced for a moment, trying to clear
his head, the words of the doctors echoing, making him want to scream in
frustration. He walked out, wanting to follow Ryan upstairs, crawl into bed
with him and hold him in his arms, but couldn’t risk it until he brought his
inner rage under control. What he needed was to get out of the house and get a
stiff drink. Snatching the keys from the side table, he headed for the front
door.


****


A thumping jolted Jay from her dreamless
sleep. What the heck? She glanced
over at the red glowing lights of her nightstand clock, two in the morning.


She stumbled out of bed, switching on the
light as the pounding at her door continued. She walked through on wobbly legs
and peered through the peephole to see Brendon, leaning against the doorframe,
raising his fist to thump again.


She quickly unlocked the bolt and swung
it inward, before the fist could land again and wake her neighbors.


“Brendon?”


His bloodshot gaze ran down the length of
her body, taking in her plain, grey cotton nightgown. She gasped when he
grabbed her arms, pushed her backward and slammed the door shut, pushing her
roughly up against it. His clothes reeked of cigarettes; she could smell the
whisky on his breath.


“Brendon? What happened to Master? If I
remember correctly, I collared you. You belong to me.” Despite the alcohol, he
didn’t sound drunk.


Jay’s body flared to life. She trembled,
her mind clouded in confusion. Still, she felt the need to lower her eyes, to
submit. “I … I thought you didn’t want me, after … y … you needed time with
Ryan.”


“I’ve been with Ryan all day. I needed
time away… I needed something else. I … look at me, damn it!”


Her eyes snapped to his. She gasped at
his intense, brown gaze, ablaze with rage and burning desire. Her lower stomach
clenched, and her clit pulsed.


“Master, I never meant to come between
you and Ryan. I’m sorry, he insisted and I … I—”


“Couldn’t say no?”


She nodded. “Yes, Master.”


“Fuck!”


Jay startled at the harsh word; she
stared wide-eyed at Brendon. He let go of her arms and stepped back a fraction,
spearing his hand into her hair, clenching his fist around it. She had no
choice but to follow when he tugged her away from the door, pulling her back
through her small apartment.


He pushed her, face first over the back
of her sofa, his hands running over her back and legs.


“Master?” she squeaked out, with alarm.


He didn’t respond, his knee lodging
between her legs. With a brutal move, his hands reached for the top of her
nightgown. The sound of tearing resonated in her ears, before
she felt the chill of the early morning air on her naked back.


Brendon’s calloused fingers brushed the
backs of her thighs and moved up to her ass, now lodged in the air.


“Hell yeah, this is what I need,” he
growled, somewhere behind her, when his hand met her wet folds.


Jay knew she should resist, use her safe
word. He was drunk and wasn’t thinking clearly, but still she submitted. She
closed her eyes and laid her cheek on the textured fabric of her sofa. His
touch was sure, his fingers splaying wide inside her core. His thumb found her
clit and pressed against her hardening nub. She jerked up, nearly dislodging
him. He growled something low in his throat, his other hand clasping her left
hip, holding her hostage. Making sure she wouldn’t move away.


She wasn’t planning on going anywhere.
Not when one agile finger was slowly sliding inside her, testing her readiness, pumping once or twice, before withdrawing. She opened her
mouth to plead with him, but he was already there. The head of his cock
breached her entrance. A muffled groan escaped her, but Brendon didn’t hear, or
maybe he just didn’t care. He kept on pushing, her walls stretching to let him
through. “Oh, god,” she couldn’t help but mumble.


He wasn’t careful or slow. He didn’t take
his time acclimating her to his lovemaking. He just took what he wanted.


 Heat was already swirling inside; her body
couldn’t be denied. Jay’s muscles bunched, and her hands tightened. Her breasts
begged to be touched, but there was no time. Brendon’s hands were unyielding on
her hips, while he fucked her hard, deep and fast. With short, sharp thrusts, he
took her, the movements making the head of his cock bump into her G-spot.


All too soon, her cries echoed about the
room, as her pussy tightened around his pounding length. He swore behind her,
but didn’t let go. Instead his hold tightened even more. She lay, exhausted,
slumped over her sofa, as he gave one last push and came in thick bursts inside
her.


****        


B[bookmark: page36]rendon drew back and
looked down. His cum and her juices mingled together, slid down her inner
thigh, the trail of white stark against her skin. He stared at the evidence of
his forgetfulness, and yet, he wasn’t worried. He should have cared he hadn’t
used protection. He should have cared, but he didn’t.


His lack of concern was probably due to
the fact her legs were still wide open, her pussy beckoning to him in a red,
moist invitation.


He stumbled back. She pushed herself up
off the sofa, turning to look over her shoulder.


“Master?”
Her concern was evident in her soft, husky voice. “Are you alright?”


His head spun. All he’d wanted to do was
fuck. With every drink he’d knocked back, all he could think about was fucking
Jay. Before he knew where his feet had taken him, he’d left the bar, found himself at her apartment door, wanting her with a fierce
determination.


He shoved his cock back into his pants, fumbling
with the zipper. Guilt for his actions speared through him. Her submission was
a gift, not something to be taken for granted and abused, no matter how bad he
felt.


“God, Jay, I’m … sorry. Did I hurt you?”


She straightened, turning to face him in
all her beautiful, naked glory. Every soft, lush curve beckoned him.


“I need to get home. Ryan might need me—”


“Master, you can’t go home like this.
Come and lie down please.” She stepped forward, gripping his arm, tugging him
towards her bedroom.


No, he shouldn’t be here. He shouldn’t
have fucked her again. “No, I’m going home.”


A scowl crossed her face. “I’m not
letting you leave while you’re in this state. I’ll text Ryan and let him know
where you are.”


He raised an eyebrow at her forceful
tone.


“Who’s the master here?”


“Right now, you’re acting like a fool.
I’ll not obey any more commands, until you’ve slept off the booze.” Her tone was
scolding, as if he were a mere child. “Now, come with me.”


He let her lead him through her apartment
into her bedroom, the single lamp casting shadows. She pushed him down on the
bed and began undressing him.


Brendon closed his eyes, the pillows and
the bed scented of her, like fresh flowers in summer. He felt wrapped in a
cocoon of Jay’s soft, comforting voice, along with the feel of her soft hands.


“Sleep, Master,” she whispered,
the feel of her lips on his forehead the last thing he remembered, before
blacking out.


 



 







Chapter
Seven


 



Sunlight filtered through the curtains of
her apartment, making striped, sunbeam patterns on the bed, where Brendon still
slept. She was already up and dressed, her resolve set to have a talk with him,
before she left for work. She set the brewed coffee down on her bedside table,
along with the aspirins he would need for any ill effects from his obvious
drinking binge last night.


The sheets tangled in his legs, as he
began to stir, gave her a better view of his wonderfully muscled torso, his
lovely skin her fingers itched to touch. Her gaze moved up to his face,
shadowed in beard stubble. His hair was disheveled, giving him a rough, dark,
sexy look. It made her body respond, her nipples tighten, and moisture pool
between her thighs. Decadent memories of his every intimate, controlling touch
made her blood burn for more.


For such a dominant, controlling man,
there was a sense of vulnerability about him. It made her heart ache and want
to spill all the secrets hidden deep within her soul. He’d given her so much in
such a short while, instilled a new sense of worth and strength.


Her heart would accept nothing less than
absolute surrender to the love she felt for him. He didn’t need the
complications of an emotional woman at this time. They both had another focus
and needed to work together, despite what feelings, love or hate, may be
between them.


Jay sighed and sat down on the end of the
bed, watching, waiting for him to awaken.


His chest rose in a deep breath, before
he let it out slowly, rolling over onto his side; a rough, hoarse groan rumbled
from his throat. His eyelids cracked open halfway. She bit down on her lower
lip, watching him glance around in confusion, before his delicious, chocolate
eyes settled on her, recognition dawning.


“Your place?”


The deeper, husky tone of his voice made
her shudder with shivers of sexual awareness running down her spine, and her
lower belly clenched. This was not the
time to think of sex, focus.


She cleared her throat. “Yes, what do you
remember?”


He lifted a hand, scrubbing it down his
face, then scratched at his chin stubble. “Not much,
but I remember you, I remember fucking you. Was I a total ass?”


She held in the flinch of his stinging
words, instead giving him a forced smile.


“We all deal with stress and grief in
different ways. You were simply dealing with yours.” She climbed to her feet
and got him the coffee and aspirin. Brendon shifted, sitting farther up in her
bed, the sheet falling dangerously low. He frowned, eyeing her wearily.


“Oh, god, Ryan.
Where’s my phone?”


“It’s okay. I
sent him a text earlier. He knows you’re safe. Here, this’ll make you feel better.”
She handed him the aspirin and coffee


He sat, taking
them from her trembling hands, throwing the pills into his mouth, then sipping
at the coffee. He moaned.


“It’s good,
thank you.” He eyed her warily. “Why are you being nice to me, when I’ve done nothing
but treat you badly?”


She raised an
eyebrow. “I was upset, yes, but I’ve also had longer to deal with Ryan’s
condition than you. I love him, and I care for you, even if you are an ass. I
didn’t go along with Ryan’s plan, just for Ryan. I also did it out of selfish
reasons. I wanted what he and you have, to feel wanted, to feel special.  I won’t deny it. I like the feeling of
belonging this gives me.” She motioned to her side table where the collar he
had given her lay. “But now that you know the motives, you may feel
differently.”


His brown eyes
studied her intently; his silence cut her more deeply than any words could. She
masked her pain, keeping her expression passive.


“It doesn’t
matter. I’m a big girl; I can handle whatever you choose to do, but this isn’t
about you and me. This is about Ryan. He needs us, now, and you and I are going
to work together to make sure he is happy, for the time he has left.”


He swallowed
and set aside the coffee. “I’m used to being in control with Ryan, with
everyone and everything around me. His illness, I … I’ve never felt more
helpless. I don’t like it, and for the record, I’ve always wanted you, Jay, and
not just because of Ryan—you are a unique, beautiful person. It’s why I
couldn’t resist collaring you, but I am not sure there can be an us, without Ryan. But you’re right, we’ll both be there for him, together.”


“I appreciate
that.” She hovered, wanting to say more, wanting more reassurance. Mentally,
she shook her head; she needed to stand strong, even against Brendon. “I need
to go to work. I’ve cleaned your clothes. They are over there.” She nodded
towards the red sitting chair in the corner of her room. “Just remember to lock
the door, when you leave.”


She turned to
leave, but Brendon’s hand shot out, snagging her wrist, jolting her to a halt.
Startled, she glanced back at him.


“Thank you,
Jay, you’re more than I deserve right now.”


She stared into
his beautiful eyes. Her heart constricted, and she wanted to melt into him, beg
for his love, his touch. She forced herself to smile and nodded, not trusting
herself to speak.  He frowned again,
before letting go of her wrist. She turned, straightened her shoulders and
walked from the room, without a backward glance.


****


Brendon and Jay put their Dom/sub
relationship to the side, while they worked together to take care of Ryan. Ryan
officially left his job. Jay took some time off from the Melbourne Library to
help care for Ryan when his headaches grew worse. The tumor started to affect
his nervous system; he had trouble with his fine motor skills, picking up
objects and even dressing himself.


When Ryan started vomiting, Jay was there
to help clean him up. Brendon left her to that duty. He’d always had a weak
stomach and low nerves, when it came to illness. He was more than grateful Jay
was there. Still, the guilty feeling that he should be doing more for Ryan
nagged at him. He did his best to make his lover smile, giving into anything he
wanted.


His beautiful boy with pale skin had
dropped weight, he looked thin and frail, far from the
lush young man he thought he knew. Still, his spirit remained strong. Brendon
was amazed at how Ryan could stay so upbeat and positive, while facing the end
of his life. 


At the end of the fifth week Ryan
collapsed, while Jay was helping into the bathroom. In a panic, they called an
ambulance and rushed him to hospital. The doctors put Ryan through another
battery of tests.


The news was not good. Brendon and Jay
sat on either side of Ryan’s bed, while the doctors informed them that Ryan’s
tumor was growing at a faster rate than they had anticipated. It was only a
matter of days before it would finally killed him.


Ryan insisted on them helping to finalize
his funeral plans. As Brendon listened to Ryan choose the happy upbeat songs he
wanted played, the funny antidotes he wanted told and the poems he wanted read
out, Brendon’s anger tightened around him, strangling his heart.


“I want a celebration of my life, not
everyone standing around, looking miserable.” Ryan smiled, weakly. “You know, I
love to party.”


Brendon watched Jay grip his hand and
softly chuckle. “Yes, remember the time when we snuck in through the back door
of Club Steel, in downtown Melbourne?”


“Damn, when the bouncer caught us, I
swear the guy almost made me shit myself.” Ryan’s laughter
was the final catalyst. Brendon lost control, jumping to his feet.


“How the hell can you laugh, damn it,
you’re about to die!” He turned on his feet, storming out the door. He took a
moment, leaning against the hospital wall. His life was rapidly falling apart
before his eyes. Once he had everything he’d ever wanted and soon he’d have
nothing.


You
still have Jay. Brendon shook his head, no, his mind
refused to let her in. She was not his Ryan, and she never would be. His heart
pounded and chest heaved with the effort to breathe. He looked down at his
shaking hands, before clenching them into fists and shoving them into his
pockets. He shoved away from the wall, walking down the corridor. Fuck this, fuck it all! Even cursing did
nothing to ease the pain now gripping his chest.


****


“Don’t worry about him. He loves you, and
it’s hard for a man like him to let go.” Jay soothed, seeing the distress in
Ryan’s eyes. The last thing she wanted was Ryan upset over Brendon’s outbursts.


“I know, it’s
hard for a man like him not to be in control. I don’t take it personally, but
you will be there for him, you promised.” Ryan eyed her with concern.


She bit down on her bottom lip. “Yes, for
as long as he needs and wants me to.”


Jay had other concerns weighing on her mind.
She desperately wanted to talk to her best friend about it, like they always
did. Share the news of her discovery. But this was not about her. She was here
for Ryan, not the other way around.


Ryan frowned. “Honey, I know that look of
yours. There’s something else going on.”


Even sick, Ryan never missed anything.


“I know we always share our secrets, but
I don’t want to worry you with this. It’s not important right now.”


Ryan fixed her with a pointed stare. “Jay, girl, spill it.”


“Okay, just promise not a word to Brendon.
I’m not sure how he would take the news.”


Ryan’s eyes widened, and he weakly
gripped her hand. “Oh god, please tell me you’re not ill, too?”


“Yes. I mean no, not in the way you
think. Remember a few weeks back, when we finally broke the news of your tumor
to Brendon, and he got blind drunk and ended up at my place.”


“Oh yes, I still have your text in my
phone, but if you’re ill—”


“No, not ill, well, we had unprotected
sex, he and I ... I tossed my cookies a few days ago and I’m two weeks late for
my period, so I took a pregnancy test, and well, it was positive.” She sucked
in a breath after rushing out her words.


Ryan’s laugh startled her. He tugged on
her arm to make her stand. “C’mere.” He opened his
arms. Jay stood up and hugged her best friend.


“This is the most wonderful news I’ve
heard.”


“It is?”


“Hell yeah, I dunno,
call it karma, but my death and you giving life. I
knew you and Brendon were meant for each other.” She pulled back, and Ryan’s
gaze dropped to her belly. “If it’s a boy, will you call him Ryan?”


Tears stung the back of her eyes, before
spilling over and tumbling down her cheeks. “Yes,” she choked out. “And, if
it’s a girl, Ryanne.”


Ryan laughed again. “I love it. Oh,
honey, don’t cry. You have to tell Brendon.”


“Oh, no, not yet, please.” She pulled
back, shaking her head. It was hard enough to keep her hormonal emotions under
control and stay strong for Ryan. There was an air of uncertainty about how
Brendon would react, if he knew he was going to be a father. She didn’t need
any more added stress.


“I will tell him when the time is right.”
She swiped at her tears, sniffed and gave Ryan a smile.


Her smile fell, when his face twisted in
sudden pain. He groaned as his eyes rolled back in his head. In a panic, Jay
snatched up the nurse call-button and pressed it, hard.


****


Despite the morning sun shining down, the
air was still cool and crisp. Jay stood between Ryan’s mother and father,
watching Ryan’s coffin lower into the ground.


The day after she’d told Ryan about her
pregnancy, he’d slipped into a coma.


The doctor assured them Ryan felt no
pain. She, Brendon and his mother kept a vigil by his bedside, until the moment
the last of his breath left his body.


In the days following Ryan’s death, she
felt cold, emotionless and numb. Her every action and response to questions
became automatic, even when talking to the funeral director with Brendon.


Brendon didn’t even look at her. He
seemed lost, detached from the world around him. Standing tall, dressed in a
dark suit, his eyes covered in dark glasses, Brendon stood apart from the other
mourners. She walked around the grave. She knew he watched her approach.


“I promised Ryan I would be here, if you
need me. Is there anything I can do?” She felt small, and she couldn’t help the
quaver in her voice.


“No, I don’t need anything and I don’t
want anything. For your own good, stay the hell away from me. You’re not Ryan, and
you never will be.”


The venom in his tone was unmistakable.
Jay trembled and took a step back. Brendon turned and stalked away, leaving her
more lost and alone than she’d ever felt in her entire life. Little did he
know, Brendon had just torn out her heart. Not only
had she lost her best friend, she’d lost the man she loved and the father of
her baby.


She fought back the tears, returning to
Ryan’s mother’s side, helping the sobbing woman back to the car.


 



 







Chapter Eight


 



Brendon felt torn,
inside and out, and everything around him suffered from his own stupidity and
grief. He snapped at people, and he let his immaculate house slip into
disarray. Days merged into weeks, as his anger slowly melted into resigned
acceptance, the weeks turning into months. He went to work, he ate, slept,
tried to rid himself of the empty ache in his heart.


He’d boxed up Ryan’s
belongings. They sat in the hall of his home, Brendon unable to bring himself
to get rid of them completely.


When he closed his
eyes at night he saw Ryan’s face, his hazel eyes filled with accusations of
promises broken. “You have to look after
Jay, she needs you. Promise me, Brendon.”


More than anything,
visions of Jay’s lovely blue eyes filled with sadness haunted him. Vivid
memories of touching her soft skin, the sweet taste of her lips, how good her
hot center felt wrapped around his cock. It was more than simply physical—her
tender caring heart, and how beautifully she submitted to him. In all the time
they were together, never once had he admitted how she’d gotten under his skin
and taken hold of his heart. Not even to Ryan.


He loved Ryan, no
doubt, but he also felt things for Jay he refused to acknowledge. More often
than not, he found himself driving past her apartment in the darkness; he could
see the lights on in her windows. But his stubborn pride kept him from getting
out of the car, walking to her door and knocking, seeking her comfort and
giving her his.


What would he say? Sorry, I fucked things up; I know this
wasn’t your fault? Shit.


Brendon parked his car
outside the cemetery. He hadn’t come here since they’d lowered his lover into
the ground. He needed to talk to Ryan, even if it was his headstone. He wanted
to get things straight in his head.


The afternoon light
was fading, as he strode through the rows of gravestones. He came to a
standstill by the tree, when he noticed someone already sitting by Ryan’s grave.


Jay. He studied her,
her lovely long hair hung around her shoulder, her nose red and her face
streaked with tears.


“Why, Ryan? I know you
love him, but you made me fall in love with him too, but it’s all gone wrong.”
Her shoulders shook, as she softly sobbed.


She loved him. Brendon
had always sensed she had a fondness for him, but never knew the depths of her
feelings until now.


The tears dripped onto
the marble headstone, and her shoulders shook, her body racking with sobs.
“What am I supposed to do now? You’re not here to help me; Brendon hates me and
I have to do this all alone.”


When her hand skimmed
down to her enlarged stomach, his gaze followed, watching as she rubbed it in
gentle circles. His stomach dropped in shock, reality hitting home. She was
pregnant. He knew for a fact Jay had never slept with Ryan. Brendon was the
only man who made love to her in the past six months.


The baby was his.
Brendon leaned against the tree for support, and his head spun while he
absorbed the truth. Anger came, then evaporated just
as quickly. She had no reason to tell him about the baby, apart from the fact
it was his. He had told her not to come near him.


Shit, he’d really
messed things up. He’d been nothing but a bastard when Jay needed him the most.
And, like it or not, he did need her.


“Little Ryan keeps
kicking harder than a football player,” Jay said, after bringing her sobs under
control. “I know you’re grinning like an idiot to know it’s a boy. I couldn’t
resist saying yes, when the ultrasound technician asked if I wanted to know the
sex.”


Jay was his. Ryan had
known it long before Brendon. It was impossible not to love her. He’d lost
control of his life and had let grief rule him. The Dom in him knew it was time
to suck it up, be a man, take back control of his life and face his
responsibilities. He only prayed that she would forgive him, after the pain
he’d caused.


Brendon stepped out
from his sheltered spot.


****


“I know Ryan would be
grinning.”


Jay gasped, stumbling
to her feet, only to lose her balance and start to topple over. Brendon darted
forward, catching her.


Heat seared through
her arm at his touch. She inhaled the wonderful masculine sandalwood scent,
before glancing up into his searching, brown eyes. She had to place both hands
on his biceps to push herself back. His hands
lingered, even after she was secure on her feet, before dropping to his sides.
But he made no move to distance himself from her.


Her heart slammed
against her chest; it had seemed like forever since she’d last seen him. Even
in the dark, she could see he looked a little pale and had lost weight. He was
still deliciously and devastatingly handsome. “W… what are you doing here?”


“Same thing as you, I
wanted to talk to him. Did Ryan know about the baby, before he passed?”


Jay wrapped her arms
protectively around her belly. “I told him two days before he—” The dam burst
on her emotions and more tears spilled down her cheeks. She was crying nearly
all the time and it was giving her heartburn. “Sorry, damn hormones.” She
swiped at her tears with the back of her hand, struggling to bring herself
under control.


To her surprise,
Brendon stepped closer and wrapped his arms around her, pulling her into his
embrace.


He felt so wonderful
and warm, smelled so good, his strong arms around her where they belonged. She
wanted to sink into him, allow him to comfort her. But why was he trying to
comfort her now? Was it because of the baby?


She swallowed, drew in
a deep calming breath, before trying to pull away. His arms only tightened
around her, not letting her go.


“Don’t, blue jay—I
want to hold you, please. I know I’ve been a bastard. I’ve said things in anger
and pain and I’m more sorry than you can imagine.”


She sucked in a sharp
breath. He hadn’t called her blue jay since the last Dom/sub session together.


“Are you mad I didn’t
tell you I was pregnant?”


“No, I’ve been a
selfish prick and don’t blame you in the slightest. I confess,
I’m still a little shell-shocked. I’m not sure how I feel about being a father.
But the more I think about it, the more I like it. I want you back in my life,
blue jay. You’re still my sub, after all.”


Anger flooded Jay, and
she jerked from his arms, stumbling back when he let her go. “You think I’m
just going to fall back into your arms and submit, after a few flowery words? I
never once broke my promise to Ryan, while you broke all of yours. You
abandoned me to face my grief and pain, alone. Don’t think you can worm your
way back into my life, just because you know about the baby. You know nothing
about me, or my life! I could have someone else, for all you know.”


She spun on her heel
to stalk away, but Brendon gripped her arm.


“Is there someone
else?” He growled low and dangerous. “God help me, Jay, you’re my sub, I never
un-collared you.”


“No, but you disowned
me. It’s the same, damn thing. Now, let me go.”


He let go of her arm, and
his face softened. “Jay, can’t you see that I can’t let you go. Ryan’s death
has been hard, but you’re all I can think about. I need you.”


She snorted. “You have
a hell of a way of showing it. If you really want me, and not just your son,
then prove it.”


Before she could
blink, she found herself crushed in his arms, his mouth taking hers in a
punishing kiss, his tongue spearing past her lips.


His decadent flavor
burst onto her tongue, making her head spin. She moaned against him, and then his
kiss gentled, became seductive and teasing, nipping at her lips, making her
hungry for more.


Her sex-starved body
sprung to life, her nipples hardened, and her sex flooded with cream. Brendon’s
hand speared through her hair, cupping the back of her skull, keeping her
captive, while his other hand slid down her back and gripped her ass, tugging
her against his erection. He tugged back her head to kiss and nip at her
throat.


“Come home and submit
to me, blue jay. You want me to tie you up and ravish you, over and over. We
both know you belong to me.”


She groaned, his words
making her sex clench, demanding to be filled. It took all her strength to
struggle in his arms, to pull away.


“Maybe I’m selfish and
greedy, but I want more than just sex and submission. I want it all, Brendon. I
want love unbound, and I won’t settle for anything less.”


He said nothing, his
brow creased in a frown.


“Love unbound?”


“Yes. Good night,
Brendon.” She lifted her head, turned and walked away.


****


Love unbound, where
had he heard that before? Brendon searched his mind, while watching Jay walk
away.


Ah, yes, the night of
Ryan’s surprise gift of Jay. He smiled at the memory of that night. How he
loved the way they had both gone to so much effort to please him.


Brendon glanced down
at Ryan’s grave. “What do you think? Should I give her what she wants?”


As the weight of grief
began to lift from his soul, he chuckled, his mind focusing on a new pursuit.
“Cheeky sub, you knew along, didn’t you? You knew I would fall in love with
her?”


He knelt down and
placed his hand to his lips, before transferring the kiss to the cool, polished
granite. “I miss you, my love. I never did thank you for giving me a hope of a
new future. I’m sorry I broke my promise, but I’ll make a new one now. I’ll win
Jay back, no matter what it takes. How does that sound?”


Only nighttime
crickets, chirping in the distance, answered, but in his heart, he knew it was
right and knew Ryan would approve.


 



 







Chapter
Nine


 



Two days later, it was
late afternoon in the library. Emma nudged Jay’s shoulder. “Jay, there is the
sexiest guy I’ve ever seen standing at the counter.”


Jay sighed and
shrugged, not bothering to turn around from her computer, inputting ISBN
numbers from books into the computer, labeling and cataloging the library’s new
purchases. “Go chat him up, then.”


“I would, but he’s
asked for you, and he’s got flowers.”


Jay frowned and turned
slightly to glance over her shoulder. Brendon leaned against the library’s front
counter. Dressed in a dark suit and red tie, he sure knew how to fill out a
suit to make any woman drool. Her eyes fell to the bunch of long stemmed red
roses nestled in the crook of his arm.


“Is he junior’s
daddy?” Emma asked, pointing to her extended belly, her green eyes flicking
curiously from Jay to Brendon.


“Yes.”


“Damn girl, where did
you find him, and does he have a brother?”


Jay ignored Emma’s
comment, while standing up, brushing down her skirt and walking out of the
office.


Brendon straightened,
his lips curling up into a devastatingly, sexy smile, as she approached. Her
heart fluttered, her skin tingling with awareness. What he could do to her with
a simple look, a smile and a kiss. She shook her head to clear her thoughts.


“Hello, Brendon. I doubt
you’re here to borrow a book.” She was proud of the way she kept her tone
professional.


“Well, I don’t know.
Do you have any books about getting someone you love to forgive you?”


Jay felt her eyes
widen. He couldn’t be serious. “These are for you.” He extended his arms, so
she was forced to take the roses into hers. Her mouth dropped open in stunned
disbelief. What was going on? What was he up to? Where was the control freak
Dom she was used to?


“Th…
Thank you, they’re beautiful.”


With his arms now free,
he strode around the end of the counter into her personal space, forcing her
head to tilt back to look up at him.


“I know I messed up,
big time, and sorry means little, without a way to prove it. I’m a fool to have
pushed you out of my life, and not because of the baby. I love you, Jay Becket;
I think I have for a while.”


“Y… you love me?” she
stammered, a lump tightening her throat as tears pricked at the back of her
eyes.


“Yes, I love you. I
was just too blinded by grief and pain to see it. I want what you want, you,
the baby, everything.”


She couldn’t tear her
gaze away from his beautiful, chocolate eyes gazing back at her with the love
he proclaimed. He suddenly lifted his hand, opening his fingers. In his palm
sat a little, black box.


“Can you forgive my
foolishness; give us a chance at happiness and marry me?” He opened the box
with a flick of his fingers, revealing a beautiful, inset diamond ring,
sparkling in the overhead library lights.


Jay gasped, as her
heart dropped into her belly and shock rolled through her; this was the last
thing she ever expected Brendon to do.


“Oh, my god, that’s so
romantic.”


Jay heard the awe in
Emma’s tone.


Jay glanced around to
see they had quite a few spectators. Brendon leaned in closer, his lips by her
ear, bringing her focus back to him, his hot breath and fresh sandalwood scent
hitting her senses. “I want to own you from head to toe. Be my sub, my wife, my everything. In return, I pledge my heart and soul to you,
forever. It is what Ryan wanted, and more than anything, it is what I want.”


Overcome, she threw
her arms around him, crushing the roses between their bodies. Jay didn’t care.


“Yes,” she whispered.
“Oh yes, I love you, too.” Brendon’s mouth covered hers in a deep, passionate,
controlling kiss. A round of applause and cheers broke out around them. Brendon
pulled back and grinned.


“Think you could get
the rest of the day off? I need to show you just how much I love you, tied
naked to my bed.”


Jay giggled and felt
heat creep into her cheeks, as the image of her naked, tied up at her master’s
mercy flashed through her mind. “Well, when you put it that way, I’m sure they
will allow me the rest of the day off.”


“I’ve missed you and
I’ve got a lot to make up for.”


She gazed into his
eyes. “Yes, you do.”






Epilogue


Four
months later…


“What have I told you
about carrying heavy things?” Brendon growled when he saw Jay carting a box
into the house. He walked down the hall, relieving her of her burden.


“Ryan’s mom gave me
his things, from when he was a baby. I can’t believe she kept all this stuff.”


Brendon set the box on
the living room table, opening it. Jay smiled, lifting a stars and moon cot
mobile from the box.


“Are you sure you want
to use this?” She could hear the emotion in Brendon’s voice.


“I think he would want
us to.” She set the mobile down, turning to wrap her arms around her husband’s
waist.


Leaning in to nuzzle
at his neck, she knew how to divert his attention from sad thoughts. “Master,”
she purred, low and throaty.


His breathing hitched
and his arms came about her. “Little blue jay, are you sure you’re up to
playing?”


“I’m hot and horny for
my Master. I need you to love me.”


Brendon caught hold of her ponytail, dragging her head back
for a kiss.
His mouth was hot and sweet, tasting like heaven. Full fledged desire boiled
through her, the instant she felt the welcome thrust of his tongue between her
lips, tasting him on her tongue. She had hungered for the feel and taste of him
forever, never getting enough, always needing more.


She
kissed him back with fervor, loving the feel of his
body, stroking his silky hair and his shoulders. He met her feverish need with
an eagerness matching or surpassing hers, waltzing her backwards into the
kitchen, until he had pushed her against the wall and pressed his body into hers.


He
broke the kiss, pulling away from her to glance down at the wriggling mound
beneath her shirt. Doubt flickered through his expression, when he gazed up at
her again.


“Are
you sure? I know how close you are, now.”


“Please,
Master, don’t stop,” she said pleadingly.


Scooping
her up, he carried her into the bedroom and settled her on the bed, watching
her as she wiggled out of her dress. He leaned toward her and traced a path of
light kisses over the mound. “My baby is so beautiful,” he murmured, when he
lifted his head to look at her face.


Jay
smiled a little uncertainly. “You haven’t seen him, yet.”


Amusement
danced in his eyes, as he shifted up the bed and pressed the tip of his nose to
hers. “I meant you,” he murmured huskily, covering her mouth again. In a matter
of moments, Jay felt the rush of need she’d felt before, felt desperation move
through her. She didn’t want to wait. She didn’t want to be teased. She wanted
him, now.


She
yearned for his touch, his possession of her body. Slipping her hands downward,
she struggled to undo his belt, flick open the top button and tug his zipper
down. He was hot and hard and ready for her, and the realization sent her
senses reeling. She closed her hand around his cock, massaging the turgid
flesh. He broke the kiss, pulling away long enough to discard his trousers and
shirt.


“Ride
me, my blue jay.”


He
pulled her up, rolling onto his back and guiding her onto her knees. Any other
time, she might have felt self-conscious at being so plainly displayed, but
Brendon made her feel desired, sexy even, with her advanced pregnancy. She
loved to please him, but she was so horny, her mind was solely focused on
sheathing him within her body. Closing her eyes, she bore down, feeling heat
and tension coil more and more tightly inside of her, feeling the stroke of his
cock along her passage. When she had taken him inside of her completely, she
lifted and bore down again. Keenly pleasurable sensation coiled inside her, but
so, too, did a painful ache. Ignoring the discomfort with an effort, she
focused on the pleasure, struggling to achieve a pace which would carry her to
completion.


Taking
control, he grasped her hips, helping her, until she began to pant for breath.
Tipping her onto her back again, he pushed himself up on his arms, increasing
the tempo, watching her face carefully. For many moments, she felt herself
hanging suspended, struggling against the growing discomfort to reach climax.
Abruptly, her body began to quake. She cried out, feeling the first tremors
arching to meet him, whimpering and groaning.


Brendon,
gasping hoarsely, shaking with his own needs, stopped. “Please, Master, don’t
stop,” she pleaded, gasping breathlessly.


He
lifted his head to look at her, his face contorted with his painful need.
Abruptly, he shuddered, pressed deeply inside of her and held himself there for
a long moment. Uttering a breathless groan, he thrust into her, until his body
ceased to shudder and he finally exhaled a long, drawn out sigh of relief.
Easing from her, he dropped weakly to the bed, beside her and dragged her up
against him. Content, Jay rolled onto her side and threw an arm across his
chest, caressing him. “Mmmm, thank you, Master,” she
murmured, after a moment.


His
fingers traced the silver and studded diamond collar he’d give her as a wedding
present, when they married at the Melbourne Registry two months ago. It had a
special clasp, which only Brendon could remove, not that she ever wanted him to.
She loved being Brendon’s submissive, as much as she loved being his wife.


“Do
you ever regret any of it?” he asked, his hand lazily moving down her throat to
toy with her milk engorged breasts.


 “Which part?” She glanced up, under her
lashes, smiling cheekily. He pinched one of her nipples, making her gasp and
her sex flood with more juices.


“Your gift to me?”


“Not
Ryan, not the baby and not you. If you think about it, through Ryan, we’ve
always been in a relationship.”


He
chuckled. “I can’t argue with that.”


The
pleasurable contractions from their lovemaking hadn’t actually stopped. It
became a different sort of contraction, and there was nothing at all
pleasurable about the discomfort she felt now. “Master, I’m not trying to scare
you, but I think I’m in labor.”


Brendon
leapt out of the bed, as if he’d been pitched out, uttering a string of
profanity. “I knew I shouldn’t have … done anything!”


Jay
was caught halfway between laughing and groaning. She’d known the possibility
was strong that having sex could bring on her labor.
She wanted Brendon, desperately, but she couldn’t deny, to herself at least,
that she’d also hoped the activity would make the baby come—finally. “He’s past
due anyway.” She struggled up with an effort. “I really do think he’s coming,”
she said a little uneasily.


“Right,
packed bags, car keys, should we call the hospital?” He rushed from the room.


Jay
headed into the shower, taking care to eliminate any evidence of what she’d
been doing, when she went into labor—she didn’t want
the midwife to know the moment she examined her. She got dressed and went to
get the suitcase she’d packed. Brendon, returning at that moment, snatched it
out of her hand. “The hospital is expecting us.”


“I
don’t think they’ll be expecting to see you, like that!” Jay giggled. He looked
down at himself in surprise, as if he had no clear idea of how he’d come to be
naked. He growled, grabbing up his clothes and dressing himself jerkily.


“You
know, I love you, right?” She gave him a goofy smile.


His
head snapped up, and chocolate gaze met blue one. He leaned forward, grabbing
the back of her head, giving her a fierce kiss, before helping her to her feet.


“My
love for you is unbound, sweetheart, now can we get you to hospital? I’m not
sure I could cope with having to deliver our son by myself.”


Jay
chuc[bookmark: _GoBack]kled. “Yes, Master.”


 



The End
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