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Prologue

 
Birmingham, Alabama
 
Jessica walked into Gideon’s office, her heart in her throat. Something had gone very wrong with her boss today.
He’d closed the blinds so only a little light filtered into the dim office. Gideon sat behind his desk, his face turned away from her.
She knew the barest bones of what had happened. Reid had slammed out of the office an hour before he would have normally left, his handsome face a mask of rage and pain. Reid was sunny and happy, the light of her day. The fact that he’d barely spoken to her had hurt.
“Gideon?” Her voice sounded small in the huge, opulent office. She could still remember the day she’d walked in for her interview. She’d been awed by the office and the men who ran it. Two lawyers. How had she ended up working for two lawyers?
Maybe it would have been okay if she hadn’t fallen in love with them both.
She was an idiot.
“What do you need, Jessica?” Gideon didn’t bother to turn around. He remained staring at a closed window, but that dark, rich voice rolled over her anyway.
“Are you okay?” It was a dumb question since the answer was obvious.
“No. I’m not okay. Is Reid gone?”
“Yes. He left with his briefcase and told me he won’t be back until Monday. Did the two of you have a fight?” Occasionally Gideon and Reid would fight over whether to take a case. Reid liked doing a lot of pro bono work while Gideon preferred high-profile cases.
“Oh, dear, Reid and I have had this particular fight for years. We’ll get through it. You should follow him. Go and have a couple of drinks with Reid. He loves spending time with you. He’s crazy about you, you know.”
He was also openly gay. Reid Watkins was one of the most stunningly beautiful men she’d ever met in her life. She often suspected she drooled a little when he walked in a room. But he liked men. Though he didn’t seem to date at all. He spent a lot of his time with her. And Gideon was engaged.
“I don’t know about that. He seemed really angry.”
Gideon waved the thought away. “He’s only angry at me. Everyone’s angry at me today.”
She wasn’t sure why, but it was important that she know what had happened. Somehow these two men had become the center of her life. She cared about them. She was more than half in love with them. “Please tell me what happened. I want to help.”
“Fuck, Jessica, you have no idea what you’re asking.” The words came out on a low growl that should have sent her running. “You said you want to help in that soft, sweet voice of yours and you have no idea what it does to me. What I want would tear you up.”
“Did something happen with Anna?” Anna was Gideon’s gorgeous fiancée. She was everything Jessica wasn’t. Tall, slim, blonde. She looked like she’d walked off the cover of a fashion magazine. Anna and Gideon were the picture-perfect couple. So why had Jessica always thought Gideon deserved more? Anna had seemed utterly cold and uninvolved in anything beyond the endless round of social events she organized.
“Anna called off the wedding. I’m afraid my family is a bit upset with me. Father hand-picked Anna, you know. They are no longer going to fund my election run.”
Since the moment she’d walked in the office, she’d known Gideon was planning to run for a judgeship. From what she could tell it had been part of his life plan since he was a kid.
She’d never spent time with his family. His father had only come into the office a few times, and he utterly ignored her unless he wanted a cup of coffee. From what she could tell, Gideon’s father thought they were back in the fifties and he was the supreme overlord of the family.
It had to have been hard to grow up in that household.
“I’m sorry.” She moved around his desk.
He was in real need. He’d been such a good friend to her. After he’d found out she was on her own with no one to lean on, he’d taken over in little ways. He made sure the oil got changed on her car. He’d helped her move into a safer apartment, insisting the one she was living in must house at least five serial killers. He walked her to her car at night. She couldn’t leave him when he was hurting.
She got on her knees in front of him. “I’m so sorry to hear that. Do you want a drink?”
His eyes were deeply hooded as he looked down at her. “I’ve already had a drink. Or four. I lost count. I don’t need another drink, and if you don’t leave very soon, you’re going to become intimately acquainted with what I do need. I think it would be best if you left now. I’m on the edge of something nasty.”
She could hear it in his voice. She should get the hell out. She should run as fast as she could. He was in a nasty, predatory mood. He was dangerous—not to her body, but definitely to her heart.
It was stupid. So stupid. Any woman with half a brain would be out the door, but she put a hand on his knee, her heart thundering in her chest. “I don’t want to leave you alone.”
It was the closest she could come to saying I want you. She waited for him to reject her. He would be smart. He would spare her. God, what was she doing? She’d been falling madly in love with both Gideon and Reid for the six months she’d been working for them. They worked so much—sometimes twelve hours in a day—that they had formed this odd little family. Her own parents were gone. She didn’t have any friends since her divorce. It was her and Gideon and Reid. She knew she’d never have Reid. Why was she risking everything?
Because she couldn’t stand that look in his eyes. Gideon’s normally warm eyes were cold, flat stones.
“It won’t be pretty, love. It won’t be soft. It won’t be sweet.”
She laughed, but it was a bitter sound. At least they were on the same page. “It might not be worth much at all. According to my ex, I’m not good at it.”
She knew what “it” was. He was talking about sex. Dirty, filthy, potentially mind-blowing sex. She was gambling a lot. He was hurting. He’d recently broken up with his fiancée. Was she taking advantage of him?
His hand came out and for the first time there was a spark of life on his handsome face. He wrapped his fingers in her hair. “Is this the same ex who told you that being rough was wrong? That you were wrong for wanting a bite of pain?”
She could still hear her ex complaining that she wasn’t a real woman because she wanted to try some rather unconventional things. “Yes.”
“Tell me something, love, did he ever make you come?”
Tears pricked her eyes. “I don’t think I can do that. It’s okay. Not everyone can, but I wanted to try. It doesn’t matter. I want to help you. We can help each other get through the night and then we can go back to being friends.”
“So fucking naïve.” He tightened his hands in her hair, the pain making her hiss slightly. “I don’t think we can ever go back. I don’t think you’ll feel the same way about me once we’re done. But you will come. I swear to god, I’ll have you screaming. One last chance, Jessica. Run away now or stand up and take off your clothes with the full understanding that I’m in control until morning. You will obey me.”
The very words made her blood heat up. How long had it been since she felt this way? Maybe never. She had been a “good girl” for so long. She’d played it right. She’d never slept with a man outside of her husband, and her loyalty hadn’t bought her anything beyond half of his debt.
Gideon Michaels was so far out of her league it was ridiculous. She was passably attractive, but he was a Nordic god of a man. Six foot five inches and roughly two hundred twenty pounds of pure muscle. He was all Alpha male and yet he’d always been sweet to her.
What would a single night with him hurt? She would never get the chance again. He might never give her another chance to be close to him.
She got up on unsteady feet.
“Smart girl,” Gideon said on a low growl. “Run away. Run away for all our sakes. I’m not good for anyone. I’m not good for you or Reid. I’m better off alone.”
His voice was hard, but she could hear the lonely boy in there, the Gideon he thought no one saw. Late at night when he was past tired, she could look beyond his perfect face. He was a man trying to build a life, hiding much of himself. She wasn’t sure what he was hiding, but he was afraid of something.
So was she. She was afraid of so, so much. “Does your heart ache for her?”
She couldn’t stand thinking about what Anna had taken from him.
He shook his head as though trying to process the question. “Anna? I never loved Anna. Anna was arranged for me by my father. Anna was a means to an end. Anna was a compromise that’s going to end up costing me far more than money. Years and years I played the good son. But I couldn’t be the good son. Not deep down. I couldn’t cut it out of my soul. I didn’t even want to. You. You fucking walked in. God damn it, Jessica, I don’t want to dissect my engagement. Take your clothes off. Reid is right. Fucker’s always right. I was never going to be able to go through with it. Not since you walked in the door. Clothes, Jessica. Now. Make your choice.”
She didn’t think. She responded to the dark command in his voice. This was what she’d longed for all of her life. This was what she’d wanted. She’d been far too afraid to explore it beyond romance novels, but she couldn’t turn it down now that it was being offered to her. And by Gideon. Oh, she’d dreamed of Gideon and Reid.
Half a fantasy was better than nothing.
Hands shaking, she unbuttoned the top button of her sensible shirt. Gideon said nothing, merely sat back in his chair and watched her with inscrutable eyes. She wished beyond anything that she’d taken Reid up on his offer. Not two days before, he’d playfully offered to take her to a lingerie store and help her buy some pretty, frilly things. She’d laughed him off. She didn’t need lingerie.
“Fold it and place it on the desk, then take off your bra next. I want to see your breasts.”
She did as he asked and then struggled with the back of her utilitarian white minimizer bra. Her underwear wasn’t any better. It was white cotton. Boring. Bland. She’d bought them in packs of twelve at a big box store.
She was going to ask Reid to help her buy pretty things. How could she think of herself as pretty when she wouldn’t even buy herself a nice pair of underwear? The bra came free and she was standing in front of Gideon Michaels. He was staring at her breasts. She leaned over and dropped the bra on her folded shirt.
“Your nipples are hard, Jessica. Are you aroused?”
“I think I’m cold.” She probably shouldn’t tell him how much she wanted this.
His voice got deeper, his eyes narrowed. “Don’t lie to me, love. I bet if I put you over my knee right now, I could force those pretty thighs open and do you know what I would find? I would find a pink pussy all ripe and ready for me. If I wanted to, I could fuck you right now. I could force you on my cock and you would take me. Now tell me the truth. Or would you rather I found out for myself? If I discover a lie, Jessica, I will administer punishment. I’ll ask again. Are you aroused?”
She could barely breathe. “I am now.”
“Excellent. Now take off that skirt and whatever form of underwear you’re wearing.” He said the word underwear with a hint of disdain. “I want to see your pussy.”
With only the barest moment of hesitation, she pushed the skirt off her hips, hooking her underwear under her thumbs so he didn’t see the bland nature of them. She was left standing in only her black heels.
“Perfect. Leave the shoes.” He stared, his eyes moving up and down her body as though assessing every part of her. His hand came up and he wordlessly asked her to turn around with a flick of his finger.
She did it. She made a slow turn though her skin flushed with embarrassment. She wasn’t going to give in. She knew she was overweight, but her breasts were nice. Some men liked a round ass. She wasn’t going to allow her fear to rule her one moment longer.
She turned again when he told her to and then she stood for what felt like forever. Despite her newfound belief in standing her ground, anxiety started to build.
“You’re lovely, Jessica.” His hand went to the top of his slacks. He made quick work of his belt buckle and lowered the zipper. “Whatever happens later, you should know that. You’re a beautiful woman. You deserve far better than me.”
But she didn’t want better. She wanted him. “I don’t know what to do.”
“You don’t have to know what to do. It’s up to me to tell you. Get on your knees, love. I’m going to teach you a thing or two.”
Jessica felt her eyes widen as he stripped off his dress shirt and tie. His slacks were still on, but his cock jutted out of them. Thick and long, she’d never seen anything as perfectly, gloriously decadent as Gideon Michaels.
Jessica got on her knees, the carpet thick under her legs.
“Spread your legs wider and thread your fingers together behind your back. Look at that. That’s the way. Now your breasts and your pussy are nicely on display.” He leaned forward and flicked her nipples.
Her breath hitched. He ran a single finger around her nipple. It puckered and pouted. She’d never imagined her breasts could be so sensitive.
“Don’t you move.” He took her nipple between his thumb and forefinger, He twisted lightly, just a touch of pain. She felt it in her pussy.
He slid his free hand down her torso, tracing a line of heat all the way down between her legs.
“Wider.”
She didn’t hesitate at all this time. Gideon was taking command. It seemed to dissipate her anxiety. She didn’t have to be worried. She only had to follow Gideon’s command.
His finger touched her clitoris, grazing it, making her shiver.
He took his hand away, sitting back in his chair. Jessica heard the whimper that came out of her throat. She wanted him so badly she could practically taste it. Now she was the one on the edge. She needed to see where this would go—how far he could take her.
His hand stroked up and down that magnificent cock. His eyes darkened, but the terrible despair was gone, replaced with honest desire.
She’d put that look on his face. She had something to give him, too.
“I’d like you to suck my cock. I’m going to teach you how, and I expect you to remember.”
She leaned in, eager to learn.
 



Chapter One

 
Six Months Later
Aspen, Colorado
 
The snow seemed endless, a blanket of white falling from the sky. Jessica peered through the window of her sedan. The wipers were working overtime. The thud sound was the only rhythm that mattered now. She’d turned off the radio, unwilling to be distracted by anything. Mountain driving was turning out to be a nightmare.
It was far more stressful than city traffic on a Friday afternoon. She was a sea-level girl. Mountain driving would have been anxiety provoking even in the best of circumstances. She was driving up the mountain in the middle of a snowstorm. It was her first trip to Colorado, and she feared it might be her last.
Stay calm. Everything’s all right.
If she concentrated and went slow, she would make it. Reid had been explicit in his instructions. She was in the vehicle Reid had left at the airport for her. It had snow tires and she was inching along. The Aspen Retreat was only a mile away.
She was going to be okay.
She told herself that far too often these days. Okay. It was all she could aspire to.
Jessica let her mind wander even as her eyes stayed glued to the road. Unfortunately, her mind drifted exactly where she didn’t want it to go. Though her eyes were on the road, she was back in that place, in that moment that wouldn’t let her go no matter how hard she tried to forget. Images of that night six months before flashed through her mind.
Gideon’s hands in her hair.
Gideon tying her to the headboard of his bed.
Gideon taking her roughly and demanding that she enjoy it.
Gideon telling her to leave.
She shook her head and tried to concentrate on the road. She wasn’t going to think of Gideon. She’d lost too much of the last year loving that man, and she wasn’t going to waste another minute. Except she couldn’t help it. The memory was always there…
“Lick the head,” Gideon had commanded, pushing the plum-shaped head of his cock toward her.
Her tongue had obediently shot forward. God, she’d wanted that taste so badly. She’d dreamed of him from the first moment she’d seen him. She’d whirled her tongue around the bulbous head of Gideon’s cock, for the first time in twenty-seven years understanding the inclination to swallow a man down. He’d tasted like salty heaven, and she knew what had been wrong with her previous sexual encounters. They hadn’t been with him.
“That’s right, sweetheart. Just like that.” His praise had gone a long way in helping her shed her inhibitions. “You’re very submissive. Open wider. I want to fuck your mouth, Jessica. You’re going to let me fuck your mouth, aren’t you?”
She hadn’t answered. She hadn’t felt the need to. She’d merely done as he asked and opened wide. He’d taken immediate advantage, shoving his cock deep. She’d tried to steady herself against his thighs.
“Hands back, Jessica,” he’d ordered roughly. When she’d faltered, he’d made himself more clear. “Behind your back. Clasp your hands behind your back. Thread your fingers together. Use only your mouth on me. I’ll tie you up later. Right now, just obey me.”
He’d fucked her mouth. He’d held her hair and shoved his cock in and out of her lips. The whole time he’d told her how beautiful she was, how much he enjoyed her. Her jaw had ached because of his size, but she’d never even thought of complaining because Gideon told her he was crazy about the way she sucked him. When he hit the back of her throat, she’d swallowed around him. He’d thrown his head back and filled her mouth.
The ground beneath her was suddenly unsteady, and Jessica came out of her reverie. Gideon Michaels was going to be the death of her. Even six months after she’d walked out of his life, the memory was still there, still an aching wound.
She cursed as she calmly righted the car. She had to concentrate, or she was going to go over the edge. She wasn’t about to die. Not when she was finally going to head down the right path.
She wasn’t in Colorado for her health. She had come here to find herself. To let go of the past and start on her future.
The soft trill of her cell phone was a welcome sound. She slowed down. She was glad she was the only one on the winding road.
“Hello?”
“Jessica, are you all right?” She heard Reid’s worry over the speaker. It warmed her.
Through it all, he’d been her friend. He was still Gideon’s partner, but he hadn’t deserted her. He’d shown up the day after her debacle with Gideon. He’d held her while she cried. He’d been her anchor. She didn’t know how she would have made it through the last few months without Reid’s steady hand to guide her.
Reid had been the one to help her find a new job.
“I think I’m almost there. It’s hard to tell. Everything looks like mountains.” There was no way to disguise the shakiness in her voice. “But get a martini ready for me. I’m going to need it. I’m never driving up a mountain pass again.”
“I’m sorry, darling.” Reid’s tone was smooth as glass. She loved the sound of his voice. It was rich velvet and rolled over her like a blanket, making her feel safe and loved. “I wish I’d been able to pick you up. I’ll make sure you have exactly what you need. Vodka martini, two olives coming up. I’ll let the bartender know how little you like vermouth.”
She laughed. “Yes. Just a kiss of vermouth, and not an open-mouthed one.”
His chuckle vibrated against her ear. “I’ll have a kiss for you when you get here, pretty girl. I’ve got your room ready. It’s one of the best in the whole hotel. You’re going to love it.”
She smiled at the thought. She was sure it was perfect. Everything Reid did was absolute perfection. He was a man who paid attention to the details. He would make the perfect boyfriend, if only she was his type. His type. The phrase itself made her angry. Damn it, she wasn’t going there. “I can’t wait.”
The idea of a lush suite for a whole week nearly brought tears to her eyes. Reid had made it possible. Reid was making all of this possible. She was going to get over Gideon. She was going to find herself. It was her time to explore and play and enjoy the world again. Reid was a big part of that.
“All right, love,” he said over the phone. “I’m watching for you. Are you sure you’re ready for this?”
She groaned, unable to stop. They had discussed this endlessly. “I know what I want. I can’t help it. It’s who I am.”
He sighed. “I wasn’t judging. You know I would never judge. You’ve met me. Lightning would strike and quickly. I just…I love you, Jessica. I want you to be sure.”
Tears crowded her eyes. She took a deep breath. “I love you, too. I know what I’m doing. Gideon showed me what I am and what I want. Just because he didn’t want me doesn’t change the fact that I’m a sub. Don’t be worried. Be excited for me. I’m done mooning over some man who can’t love me. I’m ready to explore. Tell me there are some superhot Doms there looking for a sub to train.” She felt herself flush as she said it. She was putting a lot on the line. What if no one wanted her? What if she spent the whole week in a corner somewhere?
“Stop. I can hear you panicking from here. They’re going to love you, but I get first dibs. You know you’re my sub for the first few days. This is a training seminar, and you’re my guinea pig.” As always, he knew how to calm her fears. It seemed to come naturally to Reid to always know the right thing to say.
She inched forward. Finally, in the distance, the Aspen Retreat came into sight. It was a gorgeous piece of Western architecture. The ski lodge was a magnificent work of wood and glass rising from the snow. “I don’t know why you chose me, but I’m glad you did. I could never afford this seminar on my own. I thank you for choosing to use me as a guinea pig over some superhot boy.”
Reid snorted. He did it often, though he would never admit it. Jessica found it hopelessly endearing. “Honey, if I used a superhot boy, I would never be able to teach. Get that sweet ass in here. I’m waiting, Jessica.”
He hung up with a decisive click. She shivered, and it had nothing to do with the cold. Reid had used that voice on her. It was his Dom voice. She groaned as she made the final turn. Gideon had shown her a whole world and then told her she didn’t belong there. Jessica looked at the imposing Aspen Retreat and knew she was about to find out if his words would prove true.
 
* * * *
 
“How many more guests are we waiting on?” Gideon asked, looking out the huge windows to the mountainside. The scene was perfectly romantic. Some of the guests were happily tromping through the snow carrying skis or sleds. They seemed carefree. It was not a feeling he could relate to.
“Just one more,” Reid said, walking up behind him.
Reid’s hand slipped up his sweater, tracing the strong line of his back. He suppressed the sigh of pure pleasure that came from being connected to Reid. His best friend and lover let his chin rest on Gideon’s shoulder. It was a familiar gesture, but it had been an awfully long time since he’d felt it.
For months and months there had been nothing but ice between them. He’d lost so fucking much that one day. He’d lost his family, his career, his place in the only society he knew.
But worse, he’d lost Jessica and Reid.
He deserved to lose Jessica. Hell, he’d never really had her. If she’d known about his secret life, she would have turned away. But Reid…he might not deserve Reid, but after twelve years with him, not sharing their lives openly was slowly killing him.
Gideon stayed perfectly still, not wanting to break the connection. The Dom in him wanted to simply order Reid to touch him.
Yeah, that didn’t work anymore. Trust was the key. And he’d broken Reid’s trust into a thousand pieces. How long would it take to get his life back?
 “Dom or sub?” Gideon asked. Stick to the conference. It had only been a couple of months since they had started talking about anything outside of work. Gideon had been grateful for the day when Reid started using words with more than four letters and foul hand gestures to communicate.
“A pretty little sub.” Reid’s sexy whisper made Gideon wonder.
What did this sub look like? It had been a long time since he and Reid had a gorgeous female sub between them. After he’d agreed to marry Anna, they hadn’t played. Despite the fact that Gideon had never actually touched Anna and they had a discreetly open relationship, it had seemed wrong to him to bring a woman in.
Maybe the way to get back into Reid’s heart was to remind him of how much fun they’d once had. “Good. I wasn’t in the mood to give a stern lecture to a late Dom. I’d love to spank a sub though. It will be a good way to start the seminar right.”
Reid let his arm drift around Gideon’s waist. “Will you? You haven’t seemed terribly interested in disciplining anyone for a long time.”
“Can you blame me? I’ve spent all my time trying to get you to talk to me again.”
There was a long sigh, but to Gideon’s complete relief, he didn’t pull away. “I miss you. I’m tired of being apart. Are you finally willing to understand that Anna was a horrible mistake?”
“I know Anna was a mistake,” Gideon replied woodenly. He was back to being morose, though not for the reasons he suspected Reid thought. He could forgive himself for Anna. It wasn’t Anna’s blonde beauty that haunted Gideon. It was a petite, curvy thing with big blue eyes and chestnut hair that made his heart clench every time he thought about her. He shrugged out of Reid’s embrace. Maybe he wasn’t ready for this. “Is there anything to do before tonight’s mixer? The caterers have everything ready?”
Reid sighed. “Yes. Everything’s ready. I planned the menu myself. It will go smoothly, just like everything else. You’re running on fumes, you know.”
He turned and looked at his long-time best friend. They’d shared everything since they were nineteen. Well, everything except Anna, and that had been the trouble. Gideon had tried the vanilla route in public, and it had been a disaster. He’d tried to please his family and ended up hurting everyone he truly loved. He could still hear his father turning him out. His mother had cried prettily, but she wouldn’t take his phone calls even six months later. His brother had been well pleased. When Gideon had left the mansion he’d grown up in, his ex-fiancée had been at his brother’s side, her well-manicured fingers clutching his arm. Gideon still wondered how long his brother had been having an affair with Anna. The thought that his baby brother had outed him left him weary on the inside. It should have enraged him, but he’d simply felt hollow.
He’d buried himself in their legal business for the past six months. It had been damn good for the bottom line, even if it didn’t help him out emotionally. He kept up his obligations in the D/s community. Gideon couldn’t see what Reid was complaining about. If he wanted to brood, shouldn’t that be up to him? “What do you mean? You’re going to have to give me a list of grievances. I’m sure it’s long. Mind how you talk to me, though. I’m in a bit of a sadistic mood.”
Cool green eyes rolled. “See, you are the touchiest thing these days. I’m supposed to be the dramatic one in this relationship. I don’t like having to be the logical one. I’m not thoughtful, damn it.” He shook his head and started to walk away. “And I’m playing the Dom while we’re here, too. It wouldn’t do for the students to see me over your knee.”
Gideon felt a smile tug at his lips. Reid’s ass looked good over his knee. God, it had been so long. He was right, though. His switch of a boyfriend was firmly in Dom mode while they were here. Still… “I was thinking more along the lines of tying you to a St. Andrew’s Cross and taking out my frustrations.”
Reid shook his head. “Another time, lover. Somehow I don’t see me giving in quite that easily. Although later you might try. I’m going to see if our last guest is here.” Reid stopped. He turned and, despite his earlier protests, looked very thoughtful. “You know I love you, right?”
“Of course,” Gideon replied automatically. The fact that Reid loved him had been the one constant in his life for years. Even when Reid wasn’t speaking to him, Gideon had known deep down that he wouldn’t leave.
“Remember that.” Reid nodded cryptically and walked away. “And remember you owe me.”
He groaned and turned back to the delightful scenery in front of him. Reid was right. He was sleepwalking through his days. He couldn’t help it. Every time he let his mind wander, Jessica’s face showed up.
What was she doing now? Was she back in Alabama enjoying the day? Was she getting ready for a date?
He couldn’t help but think back to that fateful morning.
“Why?” she’d asked him the morning after they made love. She had pulled the sheet up over her breasts as though disturbed by the thought of him looking.
His first impulse had been to tear that sheet from her hands. She should never hide that body from him. That body belonged to him. It was his to look at. It was his to please and take his pleasure from and, oh, he’d had such pleasure from her. She’d been so soft beneath him. She hadn’t complained or questioned him. She’d taken the pleasure and the discipline he’d given her. She was the perfect submissive, just as he’d always suspected. She was perfect for him and perfect for Reid.
She didn’t even know about Reid.
Gideon had felt panic gnawing at him. He and Reid had hidden their relationship from her for years. She would walk out, just like his family had.
“It won’t work.” He’d forced himself to grind out the words. He wasn’t going through this again, he promised himself. Jessica was too sweet, too naïve to enjoy his lifestyle. It wasn’t fair to try to bring her into it. Just because she was submissive didn’t mean she could handle what he would demand from her.
“It worked fine last night in your office. It worked fine when I drove us back here,” she’d mumbled.
He could see her retreating. God, how was he going to deal with her in the office? How was he going to work with her every day and not take her again? How could he go back to being friends with her?
“It was a mistake.” He’d been in full-on protection mode. He couldn’t see her again. “I had too much to drink. I wouldn’t have touched you if I’d been sober. You’re not my type.”
The tears that had filled her eyes had almost done him in. He wanted to fall to his knees and play her supplicant for once. He’d held his ground. It was a case of being cruel to be kind. He wasn’t an idiot. He knew she’d been infatuated with him for a while. She had no idea he’d been half in love with her since the day they met, and she would never know. He had to let her go. She needed to find someone nice and normal who would buy her a house in the suburbs and never try to share her with his gay lover. His gut had rolled at the thought of Reid. Reid had been pushing him to get close to Jessica. Reid thought Jessica was the one.
Reid was going to be so angry with him, but he couldn’t do it.
“If you’ll give me a moment, I’ll get dressed and get out of here.” Her voice wasn’t quite even, but he could tell she was working hard to hold it together.
He’d nodded and left, planning all the while how to ease her out of his professional life.
He shook his head, coming out of the memory. The crazy part was he’d changed his mind almost immediately. After she left without a good-bye, he’d sat in his lonely house and thought about her. His daily life had revolved around Jessica. She’d taken care of the office and been the bright spot in his increasingly dark life. Jessica’s smile had been as necessary as a cup of coffee to start the day. By the time Monday had rolled around, he’d found himself waiting at her desk with a dozen lilies, ready to beg her forgiveness. He’d made the decision to ease her into D/s and gradually bring in Reid. She’d loved Reid. Maybe, he’d thought, maybe Jessica would understand.
Her resignation letter had been the only thing waiting for him on Monday. She’d sent it with Reid rather than facing him. That choice had saved him. She was smarter than he was. Still, he wondered if she liked her new job and if her new boss was nice to her. He missed everything about her. Reid had been the one to keep in touch with her. Gideon listened in when he knew Reid was talking to her.
It was better this way. She was far too soft to handle him.
And he was never going to change.
 
* * * *
 
If there was anyone in the world who needed a change, it was Gideon. Reid couldn’t help but think about that fact as he walked through the lobby of his uncle’s ski resort. The Aspen Retreat was one of his favorite places in the world, and he couldn’t wait for Jessica to see it. He only hoped she didn’t get right back in her car the minute she realized Gideon was here.
He sighed. He also hoped Gideon didn’t punch him in the face when he saw Jessica. Gideon could be extremely indulgent with him, but he was pushing his Dom, and he knew it.
Theirs was an odd relationship. He wasn’t truly submissive enough to fulfill Gideon’s need to dominate, and Gideon couldn’t submit at all. They’d discovered ménages with female submissives filled the holes in their relationship. He’d always thought they would find a permanent third until the day Gideon told him he was getting engaged.
He’d almost left Gideon that day. He’d almost told the bastard where he could shove his vanilla, straight white picket fence dream.
And then Jessica had walked in for an interview. Perfect, sweet, submissive Jessica. He’d known then and there that this was fate, and he’d stood by the only man he’d ever loved. All through the two and a half years of Gideon’s “engagement,” Reid had stood in the shadows knowing the arrangement wouldn’t work.
Sure enough, it hadn’t.
Reid touched his jaw. There was a mirror over the registration desk and he studied himself in it. Gideon wouldn’t discipline him, though he probably deserved it. He really was too pretty to fight with. He made sure his black hair was perfectly mussed. It took an enormous amount of product to look that deconstructed.
The problem with Gideon was his stubbornness. He had a bit of a god-complex. What Dom didn’t? It led Gideon to believe he knew what was best for everyone. Gideon had made the decision that Jessica was better off without him, and he couldn’t be swayed. Jessica had made it easy on him by taking herself out of the equation. But if Gideon had to deal with Jessica in an intimate situation, he wouldn’t be able to help himself.
He caught sight of her struggling up the steps with her ridiculously oversized trunk. She was wearing a skirt and heels to a place where half an inch of snow was practically summer. Still, his breath caught. She was the sweetest thing. It went far beyond her luscious body and pretty face. Jessica was funny and kind. She was one of those people who lit up a room when she smiled. Gideon might think he knew what was best for her, but Reid knew better.
She was the one, and he intended to prove it.
What was life without a little risk? He moved to open the door for her.
He was making a big bet and gambling everything, but she was going to be worth it.
She smiled brightly and immediately threw herself into his arms. She was a soft armful in the parka he’d insisted she buy. “I’m so glad to see you. I thought I was going to fall off that damn mountain. I shouldn’t have come by car. I should have rented a mountain goat.”
He chuckled and enjoyed the feel of her pressed against him. He needed her softness the same way he needed Gideon’s tough exterior. “I don’t think a mountain goat could carry you and your luggage, love. I thought you were staying for the week, not moving in.” He looked pointedly at her trunk.
She wrinkled her nose at him. “It’s my only good piece. It’s antique Louis Vuitton. My very fashionable grandmother left it to me. If I’m going on a trip, it’s coming with me. I’m not a ‘pack light’ kind of girl. Besides, how do I know what I’ll need?”
“Sweetheart, this is a BDSM seminar. All you need is some rope and a pair of stilettos,” Reid quipped, loving how she blushed. Her face always flushed when he shocked her. He tried to do it on a regular basis. “See you don’t need to wear clothes to change colors. You’re the sweetest pink right now.”
She laughed and playfully struck his arm. She went on her toes and brushed her mouth lightly across his. God, she wouldn’t do that if she knew how hard it made him. His dick was standing at full attention. He took a step back and prayed she didn’t look down. She took off her coat, and Reid practically drooled. She wore a tight V-neck sweater that showed off her breasts to perfection. He wanted to reach out and cup them. He intended to reveal his plans to her, but the lobby wasn’t the place to do it.
“Do you want to see your room?”
“Lead on,” she purred, thrusting her arm into his. “I’m excited.” Her blue eyes were wide as she took in the place. “You really grew up here?”
“Only during the summers.” Reid paused, letting her take in the lobby. It was what he liked to call rustic elegance. “It was cheaper than summer camp. Mother thought I could learn a thing or two from my uncle. Of course later, when I came out, she blamed the whole mess on him. Apparently spending summers outside the city makes one gay. You know these wilderness folks, they’re all flaming homosexuals.”
“Yes, I’d heard that,” Jessica replied, playing along.
It was so good to see her smile. Was he doing the right thing? She was starting to get over Gideon. Did he have any right to throw her back in?
He had a sudden attack of conscience. He didn’t like it.
“Damn it.” He stopped in the middle of the lobby. He had to warn her. Anxiety suddenly tightened his gut. “Sweetie, I have to tell you something.”
She was staring straight ahead. She wasn’t flushed now. She’d gone stark white.
“Gideon’s here,” she whispered.
Reid followed her eyes. Gideon stood watching them, the darkest look on his face. Oh, he was in for so much more than a spanking.
“Yes, Gideon’s here,” Reid agreed. “Please forgive me.” He hoped Jessica would, because there was not a hint of forgiveness in Gideon’s eyes.
 



Chapter Two

 
Jessica felt her heart pound at the sight of him. He looked dangerous even though he was wearing a perfectly sedate black sweater and black jeans. His sandy blond hair was starting to curl around his ears. He would cut it soon. He never let it get too long. She’d been his assistant long enough to know his habits. It was on the tip of her tongue to beg his forgiveness. She hadn’t meant to move into his space.
“What is she doing here?” Gideon asked Reid. His gaze slid off her like she wasn’t there.
Apology forgotten. She clenched her fists even as she promised herself she wasn’t going to punch him. She would be a lady. She would be polite and not let him know how much his dismissiveness hurt her.
“She signed up for the seminar.” Reid’s voice was even, but she saw the fine tremor in his hand. He quickly shoved them in his pockets.
She watched Reid because it was easier to look at him than to see the coldness in Gideon’s eyes.
“And how did someone like Jessica know about the seminar?”
Reid actually swallowed before answering. “She saw the material at a club I took her to.”
“You took Jessica to a bondage club?” The question came out as an angry shout.
“I told him I would go on my own if he didn’t take me.” She didn’t like the thought that Reid was going to get in trouble for helping her. Though he and Reid were friends and partners, she’d noticed right away that Reid tended to defer to Gideon. She wasn’t sure why he’d hidden Gideon’s presence from her, but he’d been nothing but kind to her up to this point. She was willing to listen to Reid’s explanation before making a judgment about his motivations. “He didn’t think it was a good idea for me to go alone.”
Gideon’s jaw clenched. It was a sure sign he was angry. She’d seen him have the same expression with more than one client who turned out to be guilty as sin. “It was a stupid idea. It was an idiotic thing to try. Those clubs are hard core. The men there will eat you alive.”
“I acted as her Dom,” Reid explained, sounding annoyed. “No one is going to question me. No one bothered her. She just wanted to try it.”
Gideon squared off with Reid. “Good, she tried it. Now she can get her ass home where she belongs.”
Angry tears sprang to her eyes. “No. I signed up. I got here. I’m taking these classes. I have every right. Reid is the teacher. You can’t kick me out.”
Gideon laughed, a sound that held not an ounce of humor. “Reid is the secondary teacher. He’s my assistant. This is my seminar, and you are not welcome here. Get your stuff and head home.”
Gideon turned, having made his decision. He simply began to walk away with no further discussion. A righteous anger suffused her. She wasn’t going to meekly walk away. He couldn’t act as though she didn’t exist. Jessica calmly took off her red three-and-a-half-inch J. Reneé pump. Reid’s eyes were large as he realized what she was about to do.
“You don’t want to do that, Jess.”
Oh, but she did. Remembering everything her father ever taught her about pitching with power, she shot a fastball special right at Gideon’s retreating figure. It hit the back of his head with a satisfying thud. For a moment, she was perfectly content with her rebellion. Then he stopped and turned around.
“Oh, shit,” she breathed.
He wasn’t out of control. There was nothing wild about Gideon’s eyes. They were focused, and she now had his complete attention. There wasn’t a hint of indecision in his gray eyes. He had a course, and he would follow through. His long legs ate the distance between them in no time at all.
“Gideon,” Jessica began.
“Too late,” Reid said under his breath.
She lifted her hands in front of her in a vain attempt at warding him off. He pulled her wrist up and sank down to the nearby sofa in one smooth move. Jessica found herself over his lap in an instant.
“Have you spanked her yet?” Gideon asked.
She squirmed as he flipped up her skirt. She wished she’d been practical and had worn jeans. She had to try to impress Reid with her fashion sense. She protested as Gideon started to tug at her panties. He paid her zero attention.
“No.” Reid’s voice was husky and dark. “I haven’t had to.”
“She minds you better than me,” Gideon said with a certain bitterness. He dragged the panties down her thighs.
“You never gave her a chance,” Reid protested.
If he said anything else, she didn’t hear it. There was a loud smack as Gideon’s hand came down on her bare ass. She shrieked. She couldn’t help it. It hurt. Then…it didn’t so much. The pain sank deep into her muscles as a sensual heat. Just as she was starting to enjoy it, he struck again.
There was no shriek this time. She moaned as he smacked her cheek and then caressed the spot he’d hit. His hand slid over and around her cheeks. His fingers closed in on the perfect spot and just when she thought he might stroke her, he struck again.
“No, she’s not submissive at all.” Reid’s sarcasm seemed a distant thing. All Jessica could think of was where he would touch her this time. She wriggled her ass up trying to tease him into spanking her again. If he just hit the right spot, she knew she would go off like a rocket.
“What the fuck am I doing?” Gideon’s voice pulled her out of the nice place she’d been starting to find.
Jessica felt Gideon pull her panties up and over her ass. She was on her feet in a second. Her legs were wobbly. Only Reid taking her arm kept her from falling over. Her whole body was humming. She looked around and realized they had drawn a crowd. Her face flushed. She looked for condemnation in their eyes, but realized they were, at worst, curious and at best aroused.
Gideon stood up, looking no worse for the wear. She was practically panting and he looked like he was taking a leisurely stroll.
His gray eyes slid past her to focus on his partner. “Get her out of here. She doesn’t belong at this conference.”
He began to walk off. Jessica found her balance and pulled away from Reid.
“Why?” She shouted the question because she only had one shoe left, and she wasn’t sure how else to get his attention.
He didn’t bother to turn. He just stopped and answered her question with a low growl. “You don’t belong here. It won’t work. I don’t want you following after me. I told you, it’s over.”
She clenched her teeth and really thought about throwing the other shoe at him. Why had she loved him?
“You are such an ass, Gideon,” she spat out, letting the venom fly. It felt good, actually. “I didn’t know you were going to be here. I didn’t come for you. I came for me. But, no, you’re the only one allowed to figure out who you are. You’re the only one allowed to experiment and find out you’re kind of a freak. You’re the only one allowed to seek out what you want.”
Gideon turned and looked at her seriously for the first time.
“She didn’t know you would be here,” Reid explained quietly. “I didn’t tell her because I knew she wouldn’t come if she knew you were here. I’ve been hanging out with her for six months, man. She’s never even bothered to mention your name.”
Jessica was somewhat satisfied with the light stain in Gideon’s cheeks. It made her bold enough to ask the question she really wanted the answer to. There was no rage in her query, merely honest curiosity. “Why, Gideon? What did I do that was so horrible that I deserve your scorn? I loved you. I gave myself to you the only way I knew how. When you didn’t want me, I left and didn’t bother you again. So I need to know what I did to offend you. Why would you deny me the right you give to everyone else? I came here to find out stuff about me. I came to see if I could find someone who wants me, the crazy, freaky me I’m discovering. Why is that so wrong?”
Gideon’s jaw clenched, and he suddenly turned and walked away. Jessica cursed, the tears falling down her cheeks. He wasn’t worth her tears, but they fell anyway. She felt Reid’s arm around her.
“Could you help me get my trunk to the car?” Jessica asked, taking in a ragged breath. She knew when to retreat. She hadn’t meant to see him again. She would leave and find another way. There were other avenues. This time she would leave Reid out of it. She wouldn’t let Gideon Michaels dictate the way she lived her life.
“Sweetie, you can’t drive down the mountain in the dark.” Reid pulled her close. She knew she should push him away. He was the reason she was here. She couldn’t. She just burrowed closer. “Let me take you to your room. We’ll talk about it in the morning, okay? I’m so sorry. If I had thought he would react like this, I would never have invited you.”
She laughed a little through her tears. “What did you think he would do?”
Reid’s green eyes were sad as he looked down at her. “Fall at your feet and beg your forgiveness because you’re everything he ever wanted in a woman?”
She shook her head. “Silly man. I have it on the greatest authority that I’m not his type.” She glanced at the window. The snow came down hard and fast. Reid was right. She wasn’t driving down the mountain tonight. “Take me to my room. Luckily, I brought a couple of books. In the morning, I want to go home, okay?”
“I’ll drive you myself if I have to.” His hand wound around her waist. He picked up her trunk with no effort at all. “How about I settle you in, and then I’ll go grab us some dinner. I’ll build a fire, and we can cuddle. I won’t leave you alone.”
She sank into Reid’s comforting warmth and let him lead her.
 
* * * *
 
Gideon strode away, his stomach in knots. He carefully schooled his face. There were plenty of seminar participants watching his retreat from a five-foot-three-inch curvy brunette who knew exactly how to rip his heart out.
Of course, she wasn’t trying to hurt you, the rational part of him said. She was trying to understand why you’re such a fucking asshole.
What had she done that was so terrible? She’d been open and completely giving when they made love. He’d punished her for another woman’s crimes. He’d taken a long-time friendship and tossed it away because he couldn’t handle getting involved with another woman. Jessica had been brave. He’d been a coward.
Gideon opened the door and dragged cold air into his lungs. He lifted his face and let the snow fall on him, willing it to penetrate his body and worm its way into his heart. He preferred the cold of the last several months to the ache seeing Jessica again caused.
He remembered the day he hired her. She’d been twenty-four and fresh faced. She’d been eager to learn. Against his better judgment, he’d hired her on the spot. She tirelessly helped them build their law practice. How had he repaid her? He’d fucked her senseless and told her she wasn’t his type.
But she was. That was the trouble. He knew now that he had a type, and it was very specific.
He should have either not hired her at all or realized he was never going to be his father’s golden boy and accepted it. He’d been willing to marry Anna to please his family. He’d been willing to marry Anna to further his career. Anna was a practical girl. They’d had an ironclad arrangement. She got his money and connections. He got to please his family. She was beautiful and came from a good background, but her family money had dried up. They would never sleep together and had agreed to divorce if either found a person they wanted to be with. He didn’t need to know about her lovers and she didn’t need to know about Reid.
It was a simple exchange that went very wrong. Two weeks before their wedding, she’d discovered him in bed with Reid. Anna had gone straight to his father and found another way to get at the Michaels’ family fortune. She promised to keep her mouth shut about their son in exchange for two million. His father paid her off and then promptly cut off Gideon. That was the night he’d found Jessica in the office. He’d taken comfort in her softness and acceptance, then pushed her away as fast as he could.
Gideon shivered. It was really cold. The snow was starting to cling to him. She hadn’t mentioned his name to Reid in six months? He’d thought of her every second of the day. And she’d been visiting BDSM clubs with Reid.
He remembered the way her naked backside felt in his hands while he spanked her saucy ass. Jessica was a spit-fire when pissed off. The back of his head still stung from her shoe. If he looked at it logically, he knew Jessica had been wet and ready at the end of that spanking. It probably wouldn’t have taken much to get her on her knees sucking his cock despite the fact that they had an audience.
She really was submissive.
She was perfect for him. She loved Reid, and Reid was crazy about her. A sudden vision of Jessica in between him and Reid made his cock harden painfully. She would be small between them. He would have to prepare her, but she could take them both.
Put it out of your mind, Michaels.
He’d dug a big hole with Jessica. It was too big for him to crawl out of. He should send her a note of apology and let her move on. He didn’t deserve anything like another chance with her, even if he wanted one.
A man held his woman’s hand, hurrying her inside. Gideon recognized the man from various functions though he couldn’t place the name. He nodded briefly as he brushed past.
“It’s getting bad out there, Master Gideon,” the man said deferentially. “It’s snowing like crazy. The ski operator said they’re closing the road down. Looks like we’re stuck for a couple of days.”
The lovely blonde looked like she knew what to do, Gideon thought, and then quickly disregarded the pair when he remembered he’d ordered Jessica to go home. His heart thudded in his chest. Had she already left? Could he catch up? She wasn’t used to driving on these roads. Anything could happen to her.
He sprinted inside, desperate to stop her from leaving.
 



Chapter Three

 
“You don’t have to stay with me.” Jessica glanced around at the suite Reid had brought her to. It was gorgeous, with floor-to-ceiling windows that overlooked the mountains. The world looked fresh and clean. It was so different from her bland apartment in Alabama. It would have been nice to spend the week here. Maybe she would stop somewhere on her way home. She’d told the temp agency she needed the whole week. It seemed a shame to waste it.
“Maybe I want to,” Reid murmured as he uncorked a bottle of wine.
“Don’t you pull stuff out of the mini-bar. I can’t afford that.” She really couldn’t. Temping paid crap, and her savings was almost gone. She would have to think about getting a smaller apartment soon. She’d gotten too used to the healthy salary she’d earned when she’d worked for Reid and Gideon.
Reid’s dark eyebrow arched elegantly. “Darling, who do you think owns this place?” She shrugged and he continued. “This is my uncle’s lodge, but I bought in a couple of years ago when he needed to renovate. It’s why he shuts down for a week to give us the place to ourselves for the retreat. I told you I used to come here and work during the summers. My uncle and I are very close. Since he doesn’t have any kids, he’s always meant to leave the place to me. When I’m sick of being a lawyer, we’ll move up here and be innkeepers. Tomorrow we can go skiing.”
Jessica threw him her best “you’re crazy” look. She ignored the “we” comment. He loved to joke. It didn’t mean anything. “Do I look like a girl who’s ever skied before? This is the most snow I’ve ever seen in real life. Besides, I told you, I’m heading home tomorrow. There’s not a lot I can do if Gideon won’t let me in any of the classes. I suppose the mixers will be off-limits, too.”
Reid poured himself a glass and lounged casually on the bed. He looked incredibly sexy leaning back against the snowy white comforter. He was all lean elegance and male model hotness. She rather thought he knew the effect he had on her. “You can mix with me. Screw Gideon. He can handle the conference all by himself. He doesn’t need me, anyway. I’ll spend the week teaching you to ski and…other winter sports.”
“Dare I ask what those are? I doubt it’s hockey. Are you going to teach me to figure skate?”
He snorted elegantly. It was a thing Jessica thought only Reid could manage. “That is so stereotypical. I do not watch figure skating. I prefer hockey. The guys are way hotter. No darling, I was talking about other winter sports. What do you say we fuck?”
She threw her head back and laughed. He was such a tease. “Sure, Reid. We’ll just hole up in here and fuck each other’s brains out. I would believe that you were fucking Gideon before I would believe that was going to happen.”
Reid’s handsome face flushed. “Well, now that you mention it…”
There was a loud knock on the door.
“Saved by the bell,” Reid muttered under his breath. “That must be your martini. I told room service to bring it up.” 
He crossed to the door and opened it. Gideon charged in.
“Thank god,” he breathed upon catching sight of her. He crossed to her and laid his hands on her shoulders. “I thought you had left.”
“Reid wouldn’t let me.” She pulled away from him. “He said it wasn’t a good idea for me to drive back tonight.”
“It’s not. They closed the road,” Gideon explained.
Yet another crappy thing to happen in a crappy day. If this kept going, she’d be electrocuted by the hair dryer. “How long will that last?”
Reid was the only one who seemed vaguely amused at the news. “It could be days. Looks like we’re all snowed in. Whatever shall we do?”
Gideon rolled his gray eyes. “We’ll teach our classes, Reid. Maybe you’ve forgotten, but we have fifty paying guests. Some of them are only here to mingle, but we already have some full classes. My class on the single tail filled up immediately.”
Reid grinned at her. “That’s a bull whip.”
She pulled the wine glass out of Reid’s hand. She needed it far more than he did. He didn’t complain, simply poured himself another one. “Well, I’m so sad I’ll be missing that one.”
“It wouldn’t be for you, pet,” Gideon said, distracted by something. “A little sub doesn’t flick the whip. She takes it.”
“Again, so sad I’ll miss it,” Jessica said sarcastically. She pointed to the door. “You’ve done your duty. I’ll stay in my room until the snow clears. I’m sure Reid will find ways to amuse me when he’s not spanking the students.”
“I’d rather spank you, love,” Reid said with a wink. “I know how much you like it. And I wouldn’t leave you unsatisfied the way mean old Gideon did. Did he get you all hot and bothered? How wet were you after that spanking, Jessica?”
She pinned Reid with a glare. “Do I need to open that trunk? I have more shoes, you know.”
Gideon stared at the trunk. “Do you have an extra person in there?”
He sounded normal. The wry teasing tone took her back to the days when they were friends. This was why she had turned in her notice. She’d known that if she’d gone to work, she wouldn’t be able to stay angry with him. She loved him too much. “Go away, Gideon. My luggage is my business. I’ll be out of your hair as soon as possible. I promise to remain utterly hidden away so you don’t have to answer how the fat chick got in.”
Gideon stopped. He frowned the way he did when he was thinking through a problem. “I deserve that. I never meant to make you think that way about yourself. I was an ass. I was trying to protect myself. Please, if you can’t accept my apology, at least understand that I think you’re a beautiful woman.”
There wasn’t any point in arguing with him. It would just make her look desperate and prolong this painful encounter. Being in the same room as Gideon Michaels couldn’t end well.
“Thank you,” she said evenly. “I appreciate it.”
The blond hunk didn’t seem to know what to make of that. He stood there with his hands on his lean hips. “Good. I’ve thought about what you said. I was wrong. If you want to attend the seminar, you’re more than welcome.”
That didn’t seem like such a good idea now. Learning from Gideon would probably cost her more than she was willing to pay. He’d probably brought along a gorgeous, slender sub to show off. She didn’t know if she could handle that. “I think I should take a pass, but I appreciate the offer. It’s better I stay out of your life, and you stay out of mine.”
“Are you afraid?” Gideon pinned her with his gaze. “Are you afraid I’ll hurt you again?”
“Yes,” she replied with a laugh. It should be blatantly obvious. “I might be submissive, but I’m not a masochist.”
“That’s a shame,” Reid pouted. “And a little untrue. You liked getting your nipples pierced.”
Gideon’s face flushed. “You pierced your nipples?”
He seemed to be trying to see through her sweater. She fought the urge to cross her arms over her chest. “That’s none of your business.”
Reid’s fingers rubbed together as though he were playing with her nipples. “They’re pretty gold rings. She wanted silver, but I convinced her gold would look prettier against her skin. One of these nights I’ll get her drunk enough and we’ll pierce her hood.”
“There is not enough vodka in the world, Reid Chandler,” Jessica shot back. Her clitoris was staying piercing free.
“A little barbell would be so pretty,” Gideon was saying. His voice had taken on a distinctly husky tone. He sank down on the bed next to Reid.
“Or another ring. We could run a chain through her nipple rings down to her clit. It would stimulate her every time we yanked her chain,” Reid continued.
They were sitting together on the bed now looking ridiculously decadent together. Gideon leaned in. He looked comfortable being so close to Reid. She gulped down the nice Bordeaux and wondered where her martini was. They talked about how they could stimulate her, and all she could think about was jumping in the middle of them and begging them to take her. This was the man who ripped her heart out of her chest and pissed on it, and her best friend.
What was she thinking? She really was a masochist.
“Don’t you two have a public orgy to attend?” she asked irritably.
“That’s not until Friday,” Gideon replied seriously.
Reid laughed. “He’s joking, love. Tonight is just a mixer. Everyone will be fully clothed. We’re all going to eat, drink, and mingle. It’s a nice way to meet people who have the same interests.”
“He means it’s a good way to meet a Dom.” Gideon was still looking at her boobs. She had a bad feeling her nipples were hard as rocks and he could see the outline of her gold rings. She gave in to the urge and crossed her arms over her chest. “Everyone’s passed a background check and, unlike you, everyone else had to talk to our resident shrink before being allowed to attend.”
“Lisa talked to her at the club,” Reid explained. “It wasn’t formal, but Lisa didn’t have any problems passing her.”
It had seemed to be the safest way to meet people in the lifestyle. Reid had made it sound like one big, relaxed party. “Well, I’ll have to take out a personal ad. Now go to your mixer.”
Gideon gasped and shot off the bed. He reached for her before pulling back, obviously thinking better of putting his hands on her. “You’re not putting out a personal ad. What the hell are you thinking? That’s a good way to get yourself killed. Fine. I don’t seem to have any control over anything these days. Get dressed. Reid can escort you.” He sighed and leaned over, his face softening. “I’ve thought about it, Jessica. You’re right. I have no reason to keep you away except for the fact that looking at you makes me feel bad about what I threw away. I was an idiot. I can’t fix what happened between us, but I can offer to show you around.”
She wasn’t sure what to make of it, but she wanted to go to that mixer. She’d been excited about it for weeks. She knew she should hole up and follow through with her plan to leave in the morning. Being in the same room with Gideon was far too dangerous. He stared down at her expectantly, and she found herself nodding. “Okay.”
Gideon gave her a smile that set her heart to pounding. “Good. Then I’ll see you in an hour. I’ll come and walk you down.”
She shook her head. “That is not necessary. I can find my way.”
“No, I think it’s best if you stay with me or Reid. Sweetheart, these people are hard core. Some of the men here are 24-7 and looking for a slave. I would feel better if you spent the first couple of days with one of us to advise you.”
“I’ll go with Reid,” she said stubbornly.
Gideon looked like he would argue, but finally agreed. “All right. I’ll let you get ready. Reid, let’s give her some privacy.”
Reid seemed surprised but got up and joined his best friend. “I’ll be back here in an hour.”
The men left, and Jessica poured herself another drink. It looked like she would need it.
 
* * * *
 
Reid followed Gideon out of Jessica’s suite, wondering exactly what would be waiting for him in the hallway. He clenched his fist to try to stop the fine tremble in his hands. He’d been plotting this reunion for weeks, plotting to get the three of them together forever, and now that it was here, he was so nervous he could hardly breathe. This was either the breakthrough he’d been waiting for, or the ass-kicking he’d been dreading.
His lover walked halfway down the hall and then rounded on him. Gideon’s face was tight, his voice tortured. “Are you fucking her?”
Breakthrough! Reid had to contain his almost savage sense of satisfaction. “She still doesn’t know I’m bi. It was the only way I could stay close to her.”
“Good, keep it that way for now.”
Reid felt his eyes narrow. He’d been patient for years, but that trait was deserting him. “Keep it that way? Are you telling me to keep it in my pants? After what you did?”
Gideon took a step back and his face turned to granite. “Watch your tone with me. I know we’re not 24/7, but I’m not putting up with disrespect.”
Wow. He was done. Reid felt that fine tremble he’d had before become a raging tremor. “Disrespect?”
Gideon’s face fell. His shoulders slumped. “Reid, I…”
“I stand by for years while you play the straight boy wonder. I let you keep me in the closet. I was willing to let you marry a woman and never hear the words ‘I love you’ in public. And you want to talk to me about disrespect?” Reid turned, unable to look at him a second longer. The hall was lined with floor-to-ceiling glass, offering a spectacular view of the winter wonderland outside. Reid leaned his forehead against the glass to catch his breath. It was cold against his skin.
Gideon pressed against his back, his arms winding around his middle, enveloping Reid in his embrace. “I am sorry.”
Three little words, and his rage started to loosen. He blinked back tears. Why hadn’t he left? Because he loved this man with his whole heart. Despite Gideon’s maddening attempts at living in two worlds, he knew Gideon loved him. He proved it the only way he knew how. Gideon was the one who made sure the oil was changed in his car. Gideon was the one who made sure his security system worked and forced him to stop for dinner when he was immersed in a case. For years, Reid had had faith. He wasn’t going to give up now. “I thought being the Dom meant never having to say you’re sorry.”
Gideon’s breath was a welcome heat against his ear. “Well, I’ve been a terrible Dom. And you’re possibly the worst sub ever.”
He chuckled. He really was a bad sub. Like most things in his life, he found himself trapped in a fluid role. He wasn’t submissive enough to truly be a subbie. He enjoyed playing the Dom far too much for that. He liked men. He liked women. He’d given up on trying to figure himself out. He was simply Reid. He found he was much happier when he stopped trying to label himself. Jessica had given that to him. Jessica’s open acceptance of him had shown him the way. How was she going to react when he told her he’d been lying to her for years? He couldn’t stand the thought of losing either one of them. “I love you, but I love her, too.”
“She belongs with us.”
Reid threw up his hands in frustration and turned. “I believe I’ve been saying that for three fucking years.” He’d known the moment he saw her that Jessica was their perfect third, but Gideon had tried to please his family.
“I am sorry. I’m sorry for everything. I can only thank the universe that you didn’t leave me.” Gideon forced his chin up, his eyes filled with promise. “I love you. I’m just a man. I’m a dumb man, who needs to make up for years of wasted time. You were right. She’s everything we could want in a woman. I’ll get her back for us.”
“It won’t be easy.”
Gideon ignored him, preferring to take on a thoughtful look. “I don’t think she believed me when I told her she was lovely.”
It took everything Reid had not to smack him. He could be dense. “No, she was humoring you. She thinks she’s fat because you told her she wasn’t your type, asshole. Do you have any idea what I’ve gone through trying to convince her she’s hot? I’ve had to sit through her trying on lingerie and playing the supportive friend when all I wanted to do was rip it off her and eat that pussy of hers.”
Gideon sighed. His eyes slid closed and Reid could tell whatever memory was playing in his head was a nice one. “It’s really sweet. She gets wet incredibly fast.”
Reid smiled as he noticed his partner’s boner. It tented his jeans. Reid ran his hand over that hard piece of flesh. He was happy with the way Gideon pressed into his hand. It was a complete turnaround from six months before when he would have been worried about people watching. Now he seemed more interested in getting off than hiding his inclinations. Reid felt himself getting hard at the thought of easing Gideon’s discomfort.
“So, do I understand you correctly?” He slid his hand inside the waistband of Gideon’s jeans. He closed his palm around Gideon’s thick length. “We’re going after Jessica?”
“I love her.” Gideon’s hips moved. “I think I always have. She’s perfect for us.”
He brushed his fingers over the wet head of his lover’s cock. “She’ll probably be pissed when she realizes we’re bi. You know that, right?”
Gideon laughed. “Hell, she’s so pissed at me she can’t see straight. We’ll be lucky if she talks to me, much less actually lets us fuck her.”
He leaned over and whispered. “She’ll be between us by the end of the week, and you know it. She’s our sweet slave girl. We just have to prove it to her. I want her. I don’t want to play around with this. She’s a forever girl. I want one of us to live with her. I want one of us to marry her and later, I want a family. If you don’t…”
“Stop.” Gideon turned his head around and pressed his lips to Reid’s. “I love you. I love her. I’m done pretending to be something I’m not. Screw my family. They dumped me. It’s time I found my own. I want a home with you and Jessica. I should have done this a long time ago. We have to rebuild our friendship with her. We need to take this week and let her get comfortable with us. At the end of the week, we’ll wine her and dine her and make her ours.” Gideon kissed him again, and when he lifted his head there was a dirty little smile on his face. “Are her nipples really pierced?”
Reid chuckled as the cock in his hand pulsed. He wrapped his fist around Gideon’s cock and pumped slowly from the thick base all the way up to the head. “She squeals with pleasure when I tug on them.”
“Oh, god,” Gideon moaned. “Where is your room? I need to fuck.”
Reid ignored him and swiped his thumb across the head of Gideon’s cock. His hand was getting nicely slippery. Reid’s own cock throbbed in anticipation. If Jessica were here with them, he’d order her to suck it.
“I said stop. Now. We finish this in your room.”
Reid reluctantly pulled his hand out and fished in his pants for his keycard. He knew when the Dom meant business. “Your wish is my command.”
Reid opened the door, and Gideon was on him immediately. He tugged at the waistband of Reid’s pants. Reid kicked off his shoes and allowed Gideon to push him onto the bed. He worked the sweater off his chest and over his head while Gideon pulled off his pants and got out the lube he kept in the nightstand. There was a condom on Gideon’s hard cock in no time at all, and Reid groaned as Gideon spread his legs wide and thrust inside. He was rough and quick. Reid groaned as he was filled. Every nerve in his ass came alive as Gideon fucked him ruthlessly. Gideon’s hand came between them and he palmed Reid’s cock, squeezing with the rhythm of his thrusts.
“God, you feel good,” Gideon hissed as he buried himself. Gideon fisted his cock and stared down at him. “You feel so fucking good, I’m going to ignore the way you manipulated me today. I should redden your ass.”
“But I wouldn’t love it the way Jessica does,” he pointed out. The image of sweet, loving Jessica with her ass in the air waiting to take their discipline made him moan and press up. He didn’t want to lose the cock that filled him.
Between the cock up his ass and the hand squeezing his cock it took no time at all before Reid let his eyes roll back. Cum spurted out between them, staining the sweater Gideon still wore. Gideon simply laughed and then groaned as he came. Gideon fell forward and kissed him. He thrust his tongue into Reid’s mouth and they danced and played, lovingly rubbing tongue to tongue. When Gideon came up for air, there was a light joy in his eyes that nearly brought Reid to tears. It had been months and months since Gideon had looked so happy.
“Next time, she’s between us.”
Reid sighed and let the afterglow warm him. “I promise.”
 



Chapter Four

 
Two days later, Jessica stared down at the questionnaire in front of her and wondered what the hell a TENS unit was and why she should be concerned about one.
“A contract is especially important in the beginning of a relationship,” the woman at the head of the conference room stated.
Jessica hadn’t actually meant to come to this particular lecture. It sounded kind of boring to her. She’d spent three years running a law office. The last thing she needed was a class on contracts. There was another discussion with subs and Doms on the best places to mix and mingle that she’d wanted to attend. She hoped she could spend a little time with one of the men she’d met the first night. She’d been walking into that conference room when Gideon waylaid her, and she found herself in here. Instead of meeting interesting men, she was staring at an extra-long contract that would outline all the things she would and wouldn’t do with a person she hadn’t even met yet.
The teacher droned on about the importance of vigilance. Jessica stared at the page in front of her, and the words started running together.
The last two days had been weird. It wasn’t turning out like she expected. It started when Reid picked her up to escort her to the mixer. She’d been wearing her best little black dress. It was sleeveless and had a plunging neckline. It showed off her boobs. Reid had picked it out himself when they’d gone shopping not a month before. He’d proclaimed it fabulous then, but that night he’d decided what the sexy dress needed was a cardigan.
“It’s very cold, love,” he’d explained right before buttoning it up to her neck.
For a complete pervert, Reid was turning out to be quite the fuddy-duddy. Now that she thought about it, maybe she should have expected it. He was always protective of her when he took her to clubs back in Birmingham. It wasn’t different here. He’d followed her around, holding her hand and generally scaring off most of the men who might have talked to her. It was only after the greeting speech he and Gideon had given to open the conference that she managed to lose herself in the crowd. She’d been able to meet Erik. Tall, dark, and handsome Erik. There was no way he was seriously interested in her, but he’d been funny. She liked him. It wouldn’t hurt to talk to him. She could hone her flirting skills on the hot Dom.
Only every time she tried to talk to Erik, either Reid or Gideon whisked her away. On three separate occasions, one of the two had interrupted the discussions she’d started with the handsome architect. The first night Reid needed her advice on the wine selection, which was odd because Reid was practically a sommelier and often despaired of her palate. The second day, she’d started to join a group that was going ice skating. Erik had promised not to let her fall. Gideon put an end to that. She was new, he’d explained, and all newcomers were required to attend the class on the rules of the organization.
She never would have guessed a BDSM club would be slavishly devoted to parliamentary procedure.
Breakfast this morning had been a bust, too. Reid had been waiting outside her door. When they entered the dining room, Erik had looked up, and she could plainly see he held a place for her. Reid had wrapped an arm around her waist and settled her between him and Gideon. Despite her best intentions, she was rapidly becoming comfortable with Gideon again. He was sweet and funny. It was easy to remember all the reasons she’d fallen in love with him. He’d taken care of her, making sure her coffee mug was full, getting her another muffin when she mentioned how good they were. His arm had slid around the back of her chair. He’d even run back to her room for a jacket when he noticed her shiver. He was genuinely kind.
As long as she didn’t sleep with him.
“It is essential to outline exactly what you’re comfortable with and what you, as a submissive, are unwilling to do,” the teacher explained. “You should use this list as a template. This is a detailed list of the major areas of BDSM play. Everything should be negotiated before entering a relationship, or even deciding to perform a scene at a club. It is your responsibility to mark the boundaries. Don’t expect your Dom to read minds.”
“I thought there weren’t supposed to be any boundaries between a Dom and sub,” one of the men said. He sounded disgruntled. “This shit takes all the fun out of it.”
“Tourist,” Reid whispered, pulling up the chair beside her. “We need to check our screening process.”
The disgruntled man and the teacher were discussing the situation, but Reid took the pen out of her hand and started marking up her questionnaire. “No, yes, only a little bit of that, oh, hell yes. Absolutely not.”
“Hey,” she whispered, trying not to disturb the rest of the class. She pulled the paper out of his hands. “Shouldn’t I be making those decisions? How do you know whether or not I would like…” She looked down and picked one of the categories he’d marked as an immovable NO. “… Scat games. What are scat games?”
Reid leaned in and whispered in her ear.
“NO. That’s a firm no, Reid. Can we highlight that one?” She believed in tolerance, but there were definitely some things she wouldn’t be trying.
Reid laughed. “I promise it won’t come up, love.” He still looked entirely amused as he stood and reached for her hand. “Kelly, dear, I need to take this one with me. Master Gideon needs a guinea pig. I offered up my own sweet sub.” His hand curled around her hip, and she felt as though he was showing her off. It made her feel entirely sexy.
The instructor nodded and she found herself on her feet being led out.
“I am so not your sub,” Jessica complained as they entered the hallway. She tried not to think about the way her skin tingled where he touched her. “If you keep telling people that, no one is going to approach me. I read the rules. No touching other Doms’ subs. I’ve been here for three days, and I’ve only managed to talk to one Dom.”
“Yes, that was a slipup,” he muttered under his breath as he hurried her down the corridor. He stopped in front of one of the smaller conference rooms and took both her hands in his. “Has it really been so awful for you, darling?”
It hadn’t and he knew it. It had been wonderful. Being with Gideon and Reid again made her remember how nice it had been to work with them. Of course, it hadn’t all been work. They’d had dinner together, the three of them, more often than not. During the time she worked for them, she felt like they were her family. It was why it had been so hard to lose Gideon. “I’ve enjoyed spending time with you.”
He pulled her right hand gallantly to his mouth and pressed his lips there. “And I love being with you. It’s been nice just the three of us.”
She remembered the night before when they sat around the fire in her suite and shared a bottle of wine. It had been lovely, and she’d gone to bed alone. Of course, in her dreams, they’d ordered her to go to bed with them. She shook off the thought. “Yes, but I have to mingle. I can’t hide behind you and Gideon forever.”
He looked inexplicably cheerful. “I don’t see why not. It sounds like a perfectly nice way to spend the rest of your life.”
She opened her mouth to refute the statement, but a sign caught her eye. There was a large sign saying Do Not Disturb. She knew what that meant. It was a scene room. There were discussion only sessions, and then there were scene sessions. Scene sessions could include anything from mild nudity to outright sex.
“What did Gideon need me for?” She could hear the breathlessness in her voice.
“He needs a female sub to partner with. Don’t worry. I’ll be there, too. Gideon will explain the process, and you and I get to be the visual aid. You trust me, don’t you?” He looked very serious. His emerald green eyes stared down at her. He really was a work of art. He brushed his thumb along her cheek. “You don’t have to do this, you know. But I think you’ll enjoy it. Have I steered you wrong, yet?”
She shook her head, trying to look unaffected by his close proximity. He’d been her guide as she explored this freaky side of herself. He’d taught her the uselessness of shame and the joy of accepting who she was. She trusted him implicitly. “I’ll do it.”
He smiled and winked as he opened the door and guided her in.
“Excellent. Our couple is here.” Gideon seemed to be in full-on professor mode. He stood at the front of the room, dominating it with his presence. “You all know Master Reid. Our pretty submissive is named Jessica. She’s brand new. You haven’t had a true D/s relationship have you, sweetheart?”
“No.” That one night with Gideon didn’t count. She felt Reid’s hand tighten on her arm. Gideon’s eyebrow had shot up. Jessica remembered what she was supposed to do. “No, Sir, I have not.”
She looked around, and there were seven men in the room. Two had female subs at their feet.
“Master Reid, will you bring your sub front and center, please?” Gideon gestured to the center of the room.
Jessica took a deep breath and moved forward.
Reid seemed to grow a couple of inches. She’d seen it before. For the most part, Reid was her playful friend. When they entered a club, though, he became a Dom. His eyes took on a harder glint, and his voice made her sigh. It was deep and dark. When Reid was in that mode, he would envelop her. She sometimes thought Reid and Gideon had ruined her for any future D/s relationships. She doubted the sex could ever be as good as it had been with Gideon. He was tireless at bringing a woman pleasure. She also seriously worried that she would never feel as safe with anyone as she felt with Reid.
She kept her eyes trained on Reid as she stood where Gideon instructed her to stand.
“Jessica, this is a ropes class. I’m teaching a specific design and how to make the experience pleasurable for your submissive,” Gideon explained. “A few of the couples in here don’t believe that a long time spent tying up a sub can be pleasurable for both partners.”
Reid snorted as if to say “amateurs.”
“I’ve passed all my ropes courses but Sylvie gets bored easily,” one of the Doms explained.
“A spanking would take care of that,” another of the Doms cracked. “Step up and be a real Dom.”
Gideon’s eyes narrowed. “That, Master Matthew, will get you kicked out of this conference.” He stood in front of the room, staring them all down. “Master Joe is being a real Dom by trying to find a way to serve his submissive. I understand that everyone practices differently, but we’re tolerant here and embrace the experience. If you can’t do that, you should leave.”
Master Matthew nodded. “I apologize, Master Joe.”
Master Joe shrugged. “He’s a dick. He can’t help it. He’s been that way all his life.”
Reid leaned in. “They’re brothers.”
Gideon’s head shook. “Then let’s get on with it. I’m going to give you a demonstration on how to keep your submissive entertained while doing elaborate designs. Jessica, remove your clothing and kneel.”
Jessica felt her eyes go wide with panic. He wanted her to get naked? In front of a room full of strangers? In front of him? She swallowed. The last few nights had gone a long way in repairing their friendship, but she wasn’t sure she was ready for this.
“Is there a problem with my instructions, Jessica? Was I not clear?”
The words were a challenge. A momentary anger flared up. What right did he have to challenge her? Then reason took over. How did she intend to explore this world if she couldn’t handle a little nudity? Besides, it wasn’t anything Gideon hadn’t seen before. Reid had seen her, too. No one was going to laugh, and no one was going to jump her hot body.
She shakily pulled off her sweater and jeans and handed them to Reid. When her bra came off, Gideon walked over and fingered the little gold rings at her nipples.
“Pretty,” he growled and tugged one lightly.
It was like there was a direct line from her nipples to her pussy. Her pussy went soft and she could feel herself getting wet as she whimpered.
Gideon turned. “You see, this sub is very sensitive. Her skin is fine and fair. She needs to concentrate on the sensation of the ropes winding around her. She needs to feel my intent.”
“As we’ve said time and time again, communication is the key,” Reid explained. “In some cases, the very act of tying a submissive up will be enough. In others, you need to talk through the experience. It’s all about figuring out what the sub needs.”
“Precisely,” Gideon replied in a distinctly academic tone. “Off with the panties, pet. This is not for disciplinary use, though naturally you can tie up a sub as a punishment. Today we’re exploring the pleasurable uses of ropes and how it can enhance your relationship with your submissive. This can be a deeply intimate act if you choose to make it so. Let’s begin.”
Was she really going to do this?
“Knees, love,” Reid commanded.
She sank to the proper position. It was one of the things Gideon had taught her that night they spent together. He’d shown her how to sink back onto her feet and place her hands on her thighs, palms up. She remembered how pleased he’d been when she got it right. She forced her knees open, displaying her pussy for all to see. She felt a wash of nerves until Gideon placed a hand on her head, acknowledging his pleasure in her submission.
“Lovely, Jessica,” Gideon breathed. “Do you wish to serve your Master? I know I’m not your permanent Master, but for the purposes of today, I would be honored if you would acknowledge me as such.”
“Yes, sir,” she replied quietly. This was what she craved. She didn’t have to be insecure here. There was no place for it.
Gideon and Reid began explaining types of ropes to use, lengths, and the proper protocols, but it kind of went over her head. They were talking about the differences between jute and silk and hemp, but all she could think about was how she was naked. Super naked, and hot guys were talking about how to tie off portions of rope and using words she didn’t really understand.
It didn’t matter because Gideon wouldn’t do anything physically to hurt her. In the whole time she’d known him, he’d only ever once even hurt her emotionally.
She felt a warm hand on her shoulder as Gideon kept talking. Reid knelt behind her and she could feel his lips moving against her ear.
“Relax,” he whispered. “You’re thinking too much and that’s not what this is about. Or maybe you’re thinking about the wrong things. I want you to stop being in your head and enjoy your body for once.”
Her body? She rarely enjoyed her body. But wasn’t that what she was trying to learn? How to be comfortable with herself? How to accept the things she needed?
She took a deep breath and let the moment flow over her. It was time to stop thinking about how other people would feel about her and start thinking about how she felt and not on an emotional level. Her brain was always going, but didn’t her body deserve some time, too?
She nodded gently, letting Reid know she would try, and he kissed her cheek and stood back up, rejoining Gideon.
What would it be like to be their sub? To truly be in between those two men and know that they loved her and wanted her.
Nope. That was exactly what she shouldn’t be doing—dreaming about something that wasn’t going to happen. She needed to stop always thinking about the future and spend a little time enjoying the moment.
The air was cool on her skin. She felt different being naked. Her body was the same, but without the encumbrance of clothing, she could concentrate on the physical. She could truly think about the way the carpet felt under her knees. It was soft and plush. They’d taken care with the room they’d chosen for this particular session. Most of the other conference rooms had flat, utilitarian carpeting. This space had been made for the comfort of a person who would be on his or her knees.
They kept it warm, but not too warm. She liked the feeling of cool drafts mingling with the heat. Her nipples were nice and hard, and she could feel the rings against her flesh. She’d loved it when Gideon had fingered and tugged on them.
She relaxed and let his lecture flow over her, simply allowing herself to be for once. She breathed and settled in, feeling the air fill her lungs, the blood flow through her body. Time seemed to slow as she relaxed and for once it was a good thing. She was impatient, far too eager to get to the next thing. She often forgot how to enjoy the thing she was doing.
She felt the strength of her spine, how her legs grounded her even when they were folded and in a submissive position. There was power here if she was smart enough to see it. Power and something far softer, something she needed. Trust and pleasure.
“Jessica, I need you to stand now.” There was something about Gideon’s tone that let her know it wasn’t the first time he’d given her the command. He didn’t sound annoyed, though. Amusement sparkled in his words and when she glanced back there was an indulgent look on his face—the one he used to give her when she did something wrong, but he found it slightly adorable. “Have I lost you?”
She shook her head and scrambled to get to her feet. “No. Sorry.”
Reid was there, lending her a hand. It slipped and found her hip and she sort of fell against the poor man. They were chest to chest, her head tipping up to look into his gorgeous eyes.
His lips curled up. “I think we should definitely tie this one up, Master Gideon. We wouldn’t want to lose her.”
The look on his face made her breath hitch, but he was doing it for show. They were basically performing a scene. He didn’t mean a thing by it. She took a step back and found her footing. “I’m ready, Sir.”
Gideon was the one who moved in behind her now. He was the one who whispered in her ear as he brushed her hair to the side. She forced herself not to shudder in pleasure at the touch of his hand to her skin.
“I highly doubt that you’re ready.” He breathed the words against her ear. “But I’m entirely impatient so we’re doing this anyway. Have I told you how gorgeous you look in nothing but your own skin? I lied. I lied to protect myself because you’re the one woman in the world who could truly destroy me.”
That bastard had done this because they were in front of an audience and she could choose to stand there and listen to him or embarrass the hell out of them both and walk away.
He wasn’t as impatient as he thought. If he’d done this to her the first day, it would have been easy to stomp off. She wouldn’t have cared what she looked like, but he’d let her enjoy the conference, let her start to know some of these people. She hadn’t met many of the Doms, but she genuinely enjoyed the friendships she was starting with the submissives. He’d let her get comfortable with the outer edges of the lifestyle and now she couldn’t do it. Now that she knew what she would be giving up, she couldn’t push him away.
What if he was telling her the truth? What if he’d woken up the next day and realized he wasn’t ready for another relationship?
She shook off those questions that were far too dangerous to answer and simply stared straight ahead.
He draped a length of rope around her neck. “I’ll take that as progress,” he whispered before raising his voice and getting back to professor mode. “I’m going to tie my lovely sub in a simple but effective design. If you do this properly, your sub could actually wear this under clothing and no one would be able to tell. No one except you and your sub. Trust me, this one will definitely be able to tell I’ve tied her up when I’m done.”
The rope draped down the front of her body, caressing the sides of her breasts. The nipple rings made her so much more sensitive.
“Normally you wouldn’t do this while standing behind your sub,” Gideon explained as he moved closer to her. “Normally you would take this chance to stand in front of her and watch her eyes as you form each tie. You would use it as a vehicle to intimacy. Rope can be an exquisitely intimate experience for the both of you.”
Like it had been that night. He was accurately describing how he’d tied her up that night they’d spent together, his eyes on hers as his hands worked the rope. His gaze binding her every bit as firmly to him as the ties around her flesh had bound her to his bed.
“But then you wouldn’t be able to watch the way I tie her. You would only get to see my back, and her front is so much prettier,” Gideon explained.
“He is not kidding about that,” Reid added, giving her a wink. “And you are doing spectacularly well, sweetheart.”
“I’m only supposed to stand here,” she replied.
“Yes, and you do it so well. It’s very important to understand your subs needs. Some enjoy humiliation play,” Reid continued as Gideon’s hands came around and he started making knots with the rope he’d draped over her shoulders. “This beauty here needs positive reinforcement. Sometimes Doms get confused and make the mistake of switching those around.”
“Reid,” Gideon said, his hands pausing. “I don’t think we need more commentary.
“You could have used it six months ago,” Reid replied under his breath.
“The first thing to do is a set of three ties.” Gideon seemed intent on ignoring his best friend. “One above her breasts, one between, and a third below. These knots should be loose because we’re going to use them later to further secure the sub.”
His arms were around her, encircling her with his strength. He had to stand right against her so she could feel his chest against her back, feel every muscle tight to her body. She was well aware her nipples were standing at attention, though he hadn’t touched them since he’d begun the actual scene.
There were a couple of questions that Gideon answered about the knots or “ties” as he called them. She kept herself still, though she couldn’t help but think about the rope he was still fiddling with.
“Now comes the fun part,” Reid said. “He’s going to want you to spread your legs.”
“It’s definitely time to spread those pretty legs,” Gideon confirmed.
She wasn’t sure why he wanted her to change her stance, but it wasn’t like the group hadn’t seen it all already. She stepped out and Reid knelt beside her, taking the rope in his hand.
“The next part of my sub’s fun comes from looping the rope between her pretty thighs,” Gideon explained as Reid passed him the rope.
God, Reid was so close to her core that all he would have to do to touch it was move an inch and his face would be right there. He could lick her and suck her and make her scream…
Why was she thinking that way about her best friend? He’d been such a good friend to her and she was…
All thought fled as that length of rope settled against her clitoris. He didn’t mean to leave it there, did he?
“Yes, now you get the picture, sweetheart.” Reid stood and looked entirely pleased with himself. He gestured to where the rope currently sat like he was freaking Vanna White ready to turn a letter. “The placement of the rope is very important and precisely why this particular design is more about pleasure than punishment. Let’s turn you around so they can see how this works.”
Gideon gently turned her and she was looking up into his perfectly gray eyes. He had the sweetest grin on his face as he stared down at her. “You are really doing well. Don’t clench.”
She understood what he meant two seconds later when Reid pulled the rope between her butt cheeks and she gasped. It sent a light joy into Gideon’s eyes. Despite the fact that she hadn’t completely forgiven him, she couldn’t help but like the fact that he looked happy. He so rarely was open and happy. There always seemed to be the weight of responsibility clinging to him.
“He’s going to draw the rope through the loop around your neck and we’ll continue,” Gideon explained. “Are you green?”
They’d been using the stop light system. If she got scared she would tell him she was yellow. If she couldn’t stand whatever he was doing, she would simply say the word red and everything would stop. But she was fine. “I’m perfectly green.”
“You’ve come a long way in a couple of days,” he murmured, taking the ends of the rope and turning her around again. He started weaving the rope around her, using the holes he’d left in the knots on her torso to make a design that bound her breasts.
She sighed and let the sensations flow over her. Gideon and Reid kept talking but she let the words they were saying go and concentrated on what she was feeling. It was what she was supposed to do after all. They were teaching how to send her into subspace. She was finding that getting her ass all bound up kind of really did make her subby. It was like they’d found a button and pushed it to bring out this part of her that didn’t need to think constantly, the part of her capable of trusting and giving over.
It was a nice feeling. So were their hands on her. They weren’t being careful about how they touched her. Gideon cupped her breasts when he wanted to show off how he was wrapping his ropes around her. Reid ran his hands over the globes of her ass to demonstrate how the rope there stabilized the whole design.
And she felt it all, allowed herself to float on a wave of sensation and arousal.
“How can you tell if this is doing anything at all for your submissive? I don’t like the idea that I’m boring her and I worry if I ask she’ll tell me what I want to hear.” She thought it was Master Joe asking the question.
Jessica heard Reid chuckle. “I can smell her arousal from here. Trust me. If I tug on the rope in just the right way, she’d come in a heartbeat.”
Now there was a plan. If Reid didn’t want to provide the tug, she could probably do it on her own. She was so aroused, it wouldn’t take long. Jessica’s muscles felt like jelly as Gideon turned her around again so she was facing the wall and her backside was toward the audience.
He brushed his fingers across the rope that held her. “As you can see, my pretty submissive is now all trussed up and ready for some more serious play. This is an introductory design. It’s easy to learn and doesn’t take long. It can lead to more elaborate designs.”
“And it’s perfect for a butt plug,” Reid explained. “The rope helps a newbie sub hold that sucker in and not get in trouble when she unclenches briefly and sends a well-lubed missile across the dungeon.”
“Reid!” She felt her whole body flush with embarrassment.
“Don’t think it hasn’t happened before,” Reid replied with a grin. “It can be truly dangerous. I remember nights when I had to be quick or I could get tagged by those suckers.”
“Could I get a chair?” Gideon asked and immediately one of the Doms from the front row offered up an unoccupied one. He turned the back to the side of the “stage” and gestured toward it. “Jessica, if you would grip the back of the chair and give me a flat back, please.”
“He’s going to paddle you now.” Reid’s eyes practically sparkled with joy.
Those words should have had her running, but she was smart enough to know she would probably enjoy it. Over the last few days, she’d gotten used to trying new things, and it was with a breathless eagerness that she moved toward the chair.
And gasped because the rope slid against her clitoris and sent sparks of pleasure through her.
“Like that little knot, huh?” Reid asked.
She nodded.
Gideon’s hand gripped the rope at the small of her back and tugged sharply, eliciting a whimper from her. “It works a lot of ways, love. This is a very versatile design. Reid, this chair isn’t the most stable of ways to secure her.”
“I’ve got it.” He swung a leg over to straddle the chair, weighing it down and placing himself where he could look into her eyes.
It was incredibly intimate and she glanced down.
“No, love.” He gently brought her chin up. “You’re connected to Gideon by the paddle he’ll use on you. This is how you connect with me. Let me see everything you’re feeling. Don’t hold back on me.”
The first smack of the paddle hit her ass and she felt her eyes flaring. It moved the ropes, causing them to slide along her most private of parts, and tears welled in her eyes.
Reid’s hands came up, cupping her face. “Yes, give it all to me.”
He rested his forehead to hers as the smacks came hard and fast, blooming from pain to pleasure.
She held on to the connection, to the sensation of being between them, and she’d never in her life felt so free.
 



Chapter Five

 
“I thought I was supposed to mix and mingle,” Jessica complained as she watched Reid get dressed. She lay back on the big bed in her suite, trying not to think about what had happened the afternoon before. She could still feel Gideon’s hands on her, still feel the deep connection she and Reid had formed as he’d grounded her for Gideon’s discipline. They’d been perfect gentlemen since then, politely escorting her around. Just an hour before, he and Reid had shared a lovely dinner with her.
“You mingled plenty at dinner, love.” Reid smoothed the cashmere of his sweater down. He studied himself in the mirror, carefully fixing his hair.
“I did not. I talked to three people, all of them subs like me. Anytime a man tried to talk to me, Gideon suddenly found something important to discuss with him.”
Reid shrugged. “We do a lot of business at these seminars. There are influential people here. I, for one, would love to be their lawyer on retainer.”
“One of the guys is a stripper,” Jessica pointed out. “He takes off his clothes for horny bachelorettes. I scarcely think he needs a lawyer on retainer.”
Reid turned and wagged a finger at her. “Shows what you know. Do you not read the tabloids? All of those scandalous boys and girls have a lawyer by their side. I think I would look good telling the press ‘no comment’ concerning my stripper client’s tell-all book. Let’s face facts, if one of us is going to be on television, it should definitely be me. With these pores, not even HD can hold me back.”
She threw a pillow at his perfectly coiffed head. “All I know is I’m striking out. No one seems interested in me. All that stuff about a lack of female subs is complete bullshit.”
Reid frowned and sat down beside her. He let his hand find her thigh. She didn’t think anything about it. He was a tactile person. “You’re beautiful, love. How can you doubt that?”
She huffed. She knew she sounded like a brat, but she was so frustrated she couldn’t help it. “I can doubt that because I can’t get a date in what amounts to a sex club. It should be like shooting fish in a barrel, but my aim is off.”
“Gideon wants you,” Reid pointed out.
Jessica managed a humph.
“He’s trying to woo you.” He gestured to the table that held a stunning arrangement of lilies. “Did you like the flowers he sent?”
The card attached had asked for forgiveness. She could forgive him, but she wasn’t sure she could ever forget. The hurt ran deep. “I love lilies. You told him, right?”
“I didn’t have to,” Reid replied. “He already knew. Can we talk about it now?”
She was well aware Reid had wanted this discussion since the morning after her and Gideon’s personal Armageddon. Since it looked like she was going to be friends with Gideon again, it was probably time. “I suppose so. It’s been six months.”
He growled to show his frustration. His hand played idly at her knee. He ran it up her pajama bottoms so they were skin to skin. “You’re the most frustrating thing. Do you know what he was doing the morning you resigned?”
“Of course not.” She assumed he went into work and breathed a huge sigh of relief when he realized she was gone without a big scene.
“You would if you had been brave enough to face him. But no, you had to give me your letter of resignation and take the coward’s way out.”
She sat up, irritation flaring. “He made it plain…”
“I’m talking now.”
She settled back down. When he used that tone, she tended to do what he wanted. When he used that voice, she started to think of him as something more than a friend. “All right.”
“He was hurting. Anna had just broken up with him. It was so much worse than a broken engagement, but he needs to tell you that story. He was hurting. He was afraid, too.”
“Of getting hurt again?” There was an empty feeling in her gut. She hated how jealous she’d always been of the blonde socialite Gideon had planned to marry. Anna had been everything Jessica wasn’t—slender, polished, sophisticated. She and Gideon had made a gorgeous, golden couple.
“You don’t read the papers much, do you, love?” Reid’s fingers drummed against her thigh. “Everything would have been easier if you read the freaking society pages.”
Now he was losing her. “Why would I read that crap? I don’t care who showed up wearing what.”
“How about the lavish descriptions of weddings some people seem to love?”
She reached out and grabbed his hand as she finally got his point. “Anna married someone else.”
“Yes,” Reid sighed as though weary. “Anna Michaels is now the golden girl of Birmingham society.”
Her heart seized. Tears welled in her eyes at the humiliation Gideon must have gone through. “She left him for his brother?”
Reid nodded slowly. “Gideon hasn’t been welcome in his family since then. He wasn’t in love with Anna. Of that I am absolutely certain. But losing his family hurt him quite terribly. Even though they weren’t good to him, they were his.” He turned to her, looking her straight in the eyes. “I’m going to say the things to you I should have said then, but I was terrified you would leave me, too.”
Tears welled in her eyes. She cupped his face in her palms. “I love you. I would never leave you.”
She couldn’t imagine it. He was her best friend, her secret fantasy. Beyond any of that, Reid was the foundation of her world. He’d been that for years.
“Never say never,” he muttered under his breath. “You left Gideon pretty damn fast and when you cut him out, you didn’t look back.”
“That’s not fair. He wanted me to leave. He said he didn’t want me.”
“Yes, I’m sure he said a ton of things that were awful and hurt your feelings. Did you think about the fact that it was completely out of character for him to treat you that way? Had he ever treated you that way before?”
A sick feeling settled in the pit of her stomach. Gideon had never spoken to her that way before. Gideon had fired a contractor for being rude to her. Gideon walked her to her car at night. Gideon was a gentleman until that day. Now she thought about the desperation in his touch that night. He’d fallen on her like a starving man. “No. You know he was always protective of me.”
“He was your friend. Why did you run away? I don’t want to hear that bullshit about making it easy on him. You didn’t run away to keep the peace. You ran away to punish him.”
“That’s not true.” Except, maybe…
Reid’s mouth formed a hard line. “Lie to yourself, but I know the truth. Love is hard. It’s not some cotton candy fantasy where everything falls into place and no one makes a mistake. We all fuck up. Did you love Gideon?”
“Yes.” She’d loved him, still fucking loved him despite her better judgment. But he wasn’t the only one she loved.
“Then you should have fought. I’m not saying you should have fallen to his feet and begged him to love you. But you didn’t even fight to save the friendship you say was so important to you. You didn’t try to figure out why a man who always treated you with love and affection would say something designed to hurt you. You dropped him and, as far as I can tell, you didn’t look back. Do you want to know what he was doing the morning you left? Gideon showed up with a huge bouquet of lilies the day you quit. He wore his best suit, with a tie and everything. When I gave him your note, he walked into his office. I didn’t see him for the rest of the day. He canceled everything and sat there staring at those flipping flowers.”
“He felt bad because we were friends,” Jessica said woodenly. But now she was thinking. Had she been wrong to leave? What had been going through her head? She’d gone into full-on protection mode. She’d pulled a shell over herself. Had it been fair—to Gideon—to herself?
Reid looked vaguely disappointed in her. “He felt bad because he realized how good it could have been. He went into a six-month funk because he knew he’d lost you. He didn’t love Anna, Jessica. He loves you. If you can’t forgive him, you need to tell him and let him go.”
“That’s not fair,” she said, scrambling up. “Why do I get some timeline?”
“Because I’m damn tired of waiting for the two of you to get your shit together,” Reid spat out. He took a deep breath. “Sorry. I’m a bit stressed. I shouldn’t have even opened this line of discussion. Gideon’s going to be upset with me. He has the right to tell you his secrets. Look, how about we shelve this discussion until tomorrow night. Gideon and I would like to take you to dinner. I scheduled something private. The three of us can talk, and we’ll get everything out in the open. You can’t make a decision until you know the whole truth. Can you do that?”
He was staring at her intently, as though he could imprint his will on her. She nodded. She wasn’t sure what they wanted her to understand, but she was willing to listen. “I’ll go to dinner with you and Gideon. But I don’t understand why I can’t go tonight.”
Reid got up and straightened his clothes. “It’s a couples only night.”
“Orgy night then.” Maybe it was for the best. She had a lot to think about. “Fine. I’m probably not ready for an orgy anyway.”
He muttered something under his breath that sounded like “never,” but he was all polished elegance when he leaned over to kiss her forehead. “Good night. I’ll come back later and tuck you in.”
Forty minutes later, she stood in front of the window and watched the snow. It made pretty patterns on the glass. She thought about everything Reid had said. She thought about the way Gideon had patiently tried to teach her how to ski earlier in the day. She was never going to get past the bunny slopes. Still, it had been a wonderful afternoon. Gideon and Reid had been beside her every minute. When she fell, one of them was there to catch her. It made her feel so safe.
What did they want to talk to her about? More than likely, they wanted her to come back to work. She knew from Reid that they’d only used temps to fill in, and sporadically at that. Reid had to do a lot of the day-to-day stuff himself, and it had to be driving him crazy. He was happier poring over contracts and arguing points of the law. Gideon was a complete loss when it came to organization. He had a brilliant legal mind, but he could barely find his desk in the morning.
Could she work with Gideon again? After Reid’s speech, she thought she could. She’d missed him terribly. What if they could start over again?
There was a knock on her door. She turned from the winter wonderland outside and walked across the suite. She opened the door, expecting to see Reid there.
“Hi.” Master Erik stood in the doorway. He looked scrumptious in dark jeans and a black open throated dress shirt. He had a bottle of wine and two glasses in his hand. His brown eyes took in her pajama bottoms, tank top, and cardigan. She was painfully aware of the fuzzy slippers on her feet.
“Hi. I’m sorry. I’m not dressed.”
“You look beautiful, Jessica. I noticed your keepers are occupied with the festivities this evening. I thought we could spend some time together.” He held his hands up. “No touching, sweetheart, not if you don’t want to. Everything is up to you at this point. I only want to talk to you. We can go into the lobby if you prefer.”
She smiled. This seemed like as good a time as any to experiment. “No, please come in. I’d like to talk.”
Jessica watched as he walked into her suite and knew it was time to find out if she could care about anyone but the two men she could never have.
 
* * * *
 
“You know it’s going to be hard to be in a relationship with Jessica if you intend to keep her out of the D/s scene.” Reid looked over the large conference hall. It had undergone a miraculous transformation. This afternoon it had been an elegant room; now it was a decadent dungeon. He’d made sure everything was perfect. All around him, scenes were being performed. He would love to walk Jessica through. She would get hot and bothered watching the play. When she couldn’t stand it anymore, he would flip up her skirt and give her the fucking she needed. It had been so hard to walk out of her room. He’d been patient, but it was wearing thin. Tomorrow night couldn’t come quickly enough.
Tomorrow night would make them or break them. She would understand or she would walk away.
Gideon slipped his arm around his waist, leaning in so he could be heard over the throbbing dance beat. “When she safely has a collar on, I’ll be more than proud to take her into any dungeon you like. Until then, it’s not safe. I don’t like her being here at all. That architect is too interested in her.”
Reid bit back a laugh. His partner was entirely too jealous. It was something he’d gotten used to over the years. Gideon was intensely possessive. Erik, the architect, should be glad Gideon was on his best behavior or he’d find himself on his ass for even looking at their girl. “It’s not a bad thing. She thinks no one wants her.”
Gideon threw his hands up in apparent frustration. “I’ve made it plain I want her. We intend to tell her we want a threesome with her tomorrow. We’re going to have our whole lives to show her how gorgeous she is. I’m not letting a bunch of would-be Doms paw her so she feels better about herself. You can’t expect me to do that.”
“I’m simply telling you how she feels.”
“I don’t get it.” A frown marred Gideon’s masculine face. “Does she not look in the mirror? I get an erection every time she walks in the room. What else do I have to do?”
Reid rolled his eyes. “You do not understand women at all, do you? It’s all right. She doesn’t have a clue when it comes to men. Luckily, you both have me.”
Gideon’s smile was wide. “Yes, you’re the expert.”
“Well, I’m certainly the expert on you and Jessica. I admit that despite all evidence to the contrary, I haven’t had a ton of lovers.”
Gideon snorted. “You’ve had me. You’ve had me and a handful of girls we’ve shared over the years.”
Reid cuddled closer. He remembered the night they lost their virginity to each other. It had been messy and slightly painful, and they’d come a long way since then. His heart was filled with love for his man. “Like I said, I’ve chosen quality over quantity, but I know the two of you. We need to make her comfortable. If she believes we love her, she’ll come to us. She won’t let social pressures stop her. She’s full throttle. If she loves us, she won’t ever stop.”
Gideon nodded. His hand found Reid’s hair and stroked him. “She’s like someone else I know. I love you, Reid. I’ve spent a lot of time apologizing to Jessica, but I haven’t said the words to you.”
“You don’t have to.” He didn’t need them.
“Yes, I do. I’ve hidden you for years. I was going to marry a woman I didn’t love to hide the fact that we’re lovers so I could keep my asshole father happy with me. I thought I couldn’t have the career my father wanted me to have as a bisexual man. In the end, what Anna did freed me. I don’t have to worry about disappointing my father, because he’s completely cut me out of his life. I know who my family is. It’s you and Jessica. I promise, I won’t ever deny you again.” Gideon pulled him close and without regard for anyone watching, planted a long kiss on his lover’s lips. “And thank you for bringing her back to us.”
“I didn’t let her get very far.” He’d been on her doorstep the night she quit, and he’d seen her almost every day since.
“No, you always watch out for us,” Gideon murmured.
“I have to,” Reid replied sincerely. “You get lost sometimes. If I let you, you would wander out into the cold and never come back.”
Gideon swallowed once, giving away his emotional state. “I’m never cold when I’m with you.”
“That’s not what you say when I steal the covers.”
Gideon’s hand slipped into his and his smile was warm. “I’ll have to warn Jessica about that habit of yours. Maybe she’ll be warm enough in between us. We’re going to need a bigger bed. I think we should stay at my place.”
Reid stopped. Everything seemed to get quiet, and the world narrowed down to Gideon. He looked amazingly sexy in tight leather pants and a shirt he hadn’t bothered to button up. Though he was supposed to be playing the Dom at this conference, the sub in Reid wanted to be dominated by Gideon tonight. “What are you saying? I thought Jessica would move in with you, and I would visit.”
Regret was plain in Gideon’s gray eyes as his hand traced the line of Reid’s jaw. “No. Like I said, no more hiding. I don’t intend to announce to the world that we’re a polyamorous threesome, but I’m not going to force you to live by yourself, either. I’m certainly not going to live by myself. And my place is bigger than yours. I told you, I’m serious.”
Reid was floored. He hadn’t dreamed Gideon would be willing to live openly with him. He’d accepted a long time ago that Gideon would never be comfortable openly loving him. He’d made the painful decision to accept it. He’d known Anna would be the lovely wife, and he would be the dirty secret. He’d been thrilled at the prospect of Gideon loving Jessica as much as he did because it opened a world of possibilities. Not one of those possibilities had been this one. To live with both Gideon and his sweet Jessica, to have them in his bed every night, it was almost more than he could believe.
Gideon looked unsure all of a sudden. “You can redecorate. I know my place looks like crap.”
Reid pulled him into a hug. “Your place is crap. We’ll buy something new, and I’ll take care of the decorating. Jessica and I will have a blast shopping.” He looked around and noted that one of the aftercare rooms was wide open. “Come on. I need you now.”
Reid acknowledged people he knew as he pulled his boyfriend along. He gave them passing nods, but his only real thought was on getting Gideon alone in that room. His need was riding him.
Gideon was already unzipping his pants when Reid slammed the door shut. He pushed Gideon onto the comfy chair that had been dragged down from one of the suites. His attention to detail always came in handy. Gideon freed that big, gorgeous cock of his and stroked it up and down. His eyes were hot as Reid got on his knees in front of him.
“Suck me,” Gideon demanded.
Reid leaned over and swiped his tongue across the already engorged head. He enjoyed the salty taste on his tongue. He teased him for moment, licking at the sensitive V and then running his tongue all the way to the base of Gideon’s cock. He lapped at Gideon’s heavy balls.
“God, if you don’t suck me soon I’m going to die. Stop teasing me or I’ll put you over my knee.” Gideon’s voice became hard and commanding. “We’re in private now. You follow my orders, sub. You take me now.”
“I’ll let you be the Dom with me, but I get to top Jessica, too. From now on we play those games with our girl together.” Gideon couldn’t help it. He was what he was, and Reid wouldn’t change him for anything. He winked up at Gideon, and then ate his dick in one long swallow. Gideon’s hands twisted in his hair. Reid loved the way Gideon filled him. Reid reached down and cupped his lover’s round balls. He moved his mouth over and over the monster, opening his throat a bit more with each pass. He sucked strongly when he felt the cock twitch in his mouth, a sure sign Gideon was ready to blow. Reid let his throat go soft.
“Oh, yeah, take me all the way.” Gideon’s hips pumped up, forcing his dick further in.
He heard Gideon gasp as he gave him the barest edge of his teeth. Gideon lost control, which had been the point. While he loved being dominated by Gideon, he also loved these moments when all that mattered was the passion between them. Gideon fucked into his mouth ruthlessly. He shoved his dick to the back of Reid’s throat, and Reid pointedly swallowed around him.
“Yes,” Gideon hissed as he came. “God, you give the best head. There’s nothing else like it.”
Reid swallowed, drinking down every ounce of the salty stuff erupting from his partner’s cock. He made sure to take it all and then gently began to lick Gideon clean.
“Oh, shit,” Gideon said suddenly. He pulled away.
Reid looked up and realized he really should have locked the door.
 



Chapter Six

 
Jessica knew she was screwed the minute Erik tangled his hands in her hair and masterfully held her still for his kiss. She allowed herself to go submissive beneath him. What came naturally with Gideon, however, she had to think about with the handsome, dominant man currently sitting on the sofa with her. He’d been pleasant to talk to, and on a purely physical level she was attracted to him. He was darkly handsome and reeked of authority. He was in complete control of himself. She found that incredibly sexy in theory…
Erik gently forced her head back and took her lips. She tried to relax as he took control. His tongue surged into her mouth, but all she could think about was Gideon. While Erik attempted to seduce her, the only vision in her mind was one of Gideon standing over her, his hands pulling her up and into his arms. She could hear his dark voice demanding things from her.
And Reid, leaning over and touching his forehead to hers, connecting to her in a way she’d never connected to another human being. Not even Gideon.
She pushed away, suddenly unable to be in Erik’s arms for one moment longer. It felt wrong. Crap, it felt like she was cheating on them. Them. She had to get that thought out of her head.
“What’s wrong?” It wasn’t so much a question as a demand.
She shook her head. “I can’t.”
Erik sat back and looked disappointed. His eyes were kind, though, as he watched her. “It’s Master Gideon. I thought the two of you were just friends, but you’re in love with him.”
She fought back the tears that threatened to take over. She was hopelessly in love with Gideon. The trouble was she was pretty sure she was in love with Reid, too, and that was hopeless.
“Jessica, are you sure? I understand you’re submissive, but do you also like to share? I get the feeling you’ll be doing an awful lot of sharing if you get involved with Master Gideon. I’m willing to make you my only submissive,” Erik offered.
“Gideon doesn’t have a girlfriend right now.” According to Reid, he hadn’t dated or slept with a woman since the night they’d spent together.
Erik’s dark hair shook slightly as he sighed. “Oh, sweetheart, they have you fooled, don’t they?” He stood up. “Well, I’m in an awkward position. I have information that could change your mind, but I think it would make you hate me. It would also be a blatant violation of the rules to gossip about it. Just know this, I am very interested in you. If you need someone, give me a call.”
He walked out, leaving her a bit flummoxed. She supposed it was possible that Gideon was playing around with some of the women in the clubs he went to. Maybe Reid either didn’t know or didn’t want to hurt her feelings. She had a hard time believing it. She needed to ask him. She wasn’t going to make assumptions anymore. Reid had been right. She’d walked away far too soon. She wasn’t a doormat, but she should have demanded answers from Gideon.
Her decision made, she stood up and strode to the closet. She quickly changed into jeans and a sweater, slipped on ballet flats, and made sure her hair wasn’t too crazy.
She couldn’t blame him if he had been fooling around. It wasn’t like they’d been together. If he had, then Gideon wouldn’t be playing around anymore. She was going to find him and they were going to sort this out. She pocketed her key card and started toward the conference rooms. She knew that tonight was couples’ night, but if things went as planned she and Gideon would be a couple soon.
Jessica pushed open the doors to the conference room. It wasn’t hard to find. The rest of the place was quiet. She supposed it was one of the advantages of having the entire resort to themselves. She slipped in.
She was definitely overdressed.
She stared at the scenes going on around her. She stopped for a moment and watched a Domme as she spanked her trussed-up sub. He was bound to a whipping chair and his strong voice counted it out.
“Fourteen,” he shouted out as the crop struck his muscled buttocks.
She felt herself get warm as she watched. There was no question she was submissive. Everything about the dungeon got her hot and bothered. The only problem was, she only wanted one Dom.
A mental vision of Reid spanking her whispered across her brain.
Stop that. Gideon might be within reach, but Reid certainly wasn’t. The man was picky. In the years she’d known him, he hadn’t had a single boyfriend despite the wealth of hot guys who checked him out. There was always something wrong with them. She knew exactly the excuse he would use on her. She was female.
She turned from the arousing scene before her and glanced around. There was a small doctor’s office scene being played out close to her. A lovely woman was laid out on a gyno table. She had electrodes attached to some super-sensitive parts of her body and her Dom was turning up the dial to some sort of machine. Her muscles jumped.
“Jessica, what on earth are you doing in here?”
Jessica turned to find Kelly staring at her. The Domme had a frown on her face. “I’m looking for Gideon. Or Reid.”
She suddenly realized she truly shouldn’t be in here alone. Gideon was going to be mad at her for running around a sex club without a collar. For that matter, Reid had played her Dom often enough that he might tie her to a St. Andrew’s Cross and whip her ass until she couldn’t sit. Damn, the thought of that got her wet. She turned her attention back to the woman staring at her.
Kelly reminded her a bit of a school teacher with an unruly student. If said school teacher wore a scarlet PVC minidress and thigh-high boots. “I believe they went into the aftercare room.”
“Did they have a sub?” She didn’t like the idea of her men taking care of some pretty submissive thing.
Kelly shook her head. “No. I think they were looking for someplace quiet, if you know what I mean.”
It was loud. She was having a hard time hearing Kelly so if they’d wanted to talk they definitely needed a quiet place to do it. She thanked the nice lady with the whip and strode across the room. Ignoring all the delicious naughtiness going on around her, she made her way to the aftercare room. She took a deep breath and opened the door, ready to confess her feelings.
“Oh, yeah, take me all the way in,” Gideon growled.
It took her a moment to register what she was seeing. Reid was on his knees in front of Gideon. His dark head worked up and down. From Jessica’s vantage she couldn’t see his mouth, but there was zero question what he was doing. Gideon’s hands fisted in Reid’s hair, forcing him to take more.
Gideon’s handsome face was flushed as he watched his lover give him serious head. She wondered if he’d watched her like that when she had performed the act for him. She remembered how big Gideon’s cock had been. She’d struggled to take him, and when he’d reached the back of her throat, she still only had about three-quarters of him in her mouth. Reid didn’t seem to have the same problem.
They were beautiful together. Her eyes filled with tears as she watched them. It explained a whole lot. She’d always wondered why Gideon was marrying someone as obviously wrong for him as Anna. The beautiful blonde had been a distraction. Gideon wanted to be a judge. You didn’t get voted into office in Alabama if you were a gay man. It was a conservative state.
Gideon’s blond head fell back as he groaned.
“Yes.” His hips pumped up as he came.
He told Reid how good he was. She knew she should walk out, but she found herself incapable of moving. She’d wondered why Gideon suddenly decided he wanted her. Now she knew. It made sense. He needed another distraction. She would provide the perfect one. She would be obedient and easy to deal with. She’d proven she would do almost anything for him. All he had to do was screw her every now and then, and she would fall in line.
Anger flooded her system. It warred with the horrible embarrassment she felt. Reid was in on it. He’d been her rock, her closest friend in the world. He’d worked hard to convince her to give Gideon another chance.
“Oh, shit,” she heard Gideon say.
Reid’s head came up. His mouth was swollen and red. He looked stunningly decadent.
“Jessica.” Gideon sat forward trying to right his clothing. There was a panicked look in his eyes.
She shook her head. She didn’t feel panicked at all. She felt old, all of the sudden, like her body weighed more than it did, like it would drag her into the earth. They’d lied to her from the very beginning. “No, don’t worry about me. I understand completely. You know the funny thing is, I wouldn’t have cared. Oh, I would have mourned the loss of both of you to heterosexual females everywhere, but I would have stood by you. How could you lie to me? I thought we were friends.”
“We’re more than friends.” Reid’s voice had taken on a hard edge. He got to his feet. His normally perfect hair was a mess, and he looked all the hotter for it.
She shook her head as her tears began to fall. It felt like the world was falling apart. At least through all of the pain, she’d thought they were honest with her. “No, we’re not anything at all. I can see that now.”
She turned and ran. She would not let them see her cry. She fled, trying to avoid the crowds of people watching scenes. Her eyes blurred and suddenly the room seemed too hot. She couldn’t breathe. She made it to the door.
“Jessica, are you all right?”
Vaguely she registered that Erik was looking at her with something akin to pity. This was what he’d been talking about. Reid and Gideon were lovers and probably had been for a long time. All the time she had been their friend, they’d hidden it from her even though they had to know she wouldn’t care. She would have been so supportive. She wouldn’t have judged them. The only reason she could think of to hide it from her was in order to use her.
“I need some air.” Jessica rushed past him. She couldn’t stand to see the look in his eyes a second longer. She must seem pathetic to someone like him.
“Jessica!”
She ignored Reid’s shout. She found the first door that led outside and pushed through it. The cold hit her like a tidal wave. It rushed across her skin and filled her lungs. She kept running though the snow was above her ankles. Her little flats weren’t much protection against the cold snow. It didn’t matter. She might never be warm again.
A strong hand caught her elbow and pulled her around. She nearly fell, but Reid dragged her into his arms.
“Stop, Jessica,” he said, his voice softer now. “Please stop for a minute.”
She pushed against him. She wasn’t going to let him charm his way out of this. “Leave me alone. I don’t want to talk to you.”
“Too bad,” Reid said, but his voice was so sad. “I’m sorry you found out that way. We were going to tell you tomorrow night.”
Her laugh was anything but humorous. “I’m sure you were. I’m sure you were going to come straight out and ask if I would serve as Gideon’s beard.” The word was bitter on her tongue. It perfectly described the relationship they wanted with her, though.
Reid looked stunned. “No. That’s not what we want at all.”
Sure it wasn’t. “What about Anna? Are you trying to tell me Gideon had a real relationship with her?”
“No, you’re right about her.” Reid’s hands tightened on her as though he was afraid to let go. “Gideon intended to marry her strictly for career reasons. He knows that was wrong. He was trying to fit into his family. He’s not trying to do that anymore. He’s trying to make his own family with you and me. He loves us both. You didn’t see the look on his face when he realized you were watching. He was devastated. He thinks you’re going to turn from him like his family did. Please don’t do it.” Reid pulled her close. “I love you, Jessica. It’s not only Gideon I love. I want to be with you, too. I’ve loved you for years. I can’t let this fall apart now.”
“God, Reid, you’ll do anything for him, won’t you?” Jessica was stunned at how far Reid was willing to go. He was willing to sleep with her to please his lover?
Reid shook her gently. He forced her to look up into his eyes. She had to admit that he looked tortured. “I’m not doing it for him. I’m doing this for me. I’ve been plotting and planning this for three fucking years. I am not going to let some misunderstanding blow it all to hell now.”
“So you admit you befriended me because you thought I would be the perfect cover for your relationship with Gideon?”
Reid’s bitter laughter ran through the night. “You think I’m trying to cover up my relationship because I’m scared of what society will think? Society can go to hell. I’ll shout my relationship with Gideon from the rooftops. What I want is so much more taboo, darling. I want a threesome. I want to fuck you both, often and regularly. I want to take it from him while I’m giving it to you.”
Despite the freezing temperatures, she felt her body flush with heat. How could she believe him when he’d lied to her for years? “I don’t believe you.”
“Believe this,” Reid muttered as he ground his hips against her. She could feel his erection. “I’ve spent months dying to fuck you while I had to play the friend. I don’t want to be your friend. I want to be your lover.”
“Maybe you should have mentioned that sometime before now.” She tried to pull away because she really, really wanted to melt into him. She wanted to believe everything he said. Her heart hurt too much.
“And drag you into my world? Baby, when we first met you, Gideon was still trying to please his family.” He was practically pleading with her. She wanted to be cold as ice, but Reid had a way of melting her. “I was in the closet with him. I didn’t want you to be there, too. I have another confession to make. I’m a switch. Gideon is my Dom, but I want to be yours. I want to be your Dom so bad I dream about it at night. Do you have any idea how much I want to dominate you?”
“Don’t bother.” The sharp bark split the chilly air. She looked up and Gideon was striding toward them. He didn’t look like a man who was pining for her. He looked dangerous. He was a predator, and she was in his sights. Her first instinct was to run from the look in his gray eyes.
“Don’t. He’ll just chase you down, and it will be so much worse,” Reid murmured as he held her. He looked at Gideon. “I thought we were going to talk to her.”
“Talking won’t work,” Gideon spat out as he kicked his way through the snow. “We’ve tried it your way. It’s my turn. I’m the Dom in this relationship. I’m going to start acting like it. You wanted me to stop hiding who I am; well, get ready because you might not always like the real me.”
He reached for Jessica and only then did she see the length of rope he held. In no time flat her wrists were held together while Gideon bound her neatly in a few quick moves. Jessica fought the rope holding her, but it was tight. Gideon was an expert.
“What are you doing?” She pulled on the bindings. Gideon kept a hold of a longish length. He wound it around his fist.
“Taking what’s mine,” Gideon stated through clenched teeth. “I’m done playing, Jessica. I fucked up, and I apologized. I was willing to try the whole wooing you thing, but you didn’t obey me. You were supposed to stay in your room.”
“This is my fault?” she asked, indignation plain in her voice.
“Hell, yeah. You don’t get the way this works, baby. I’m the Dom. I give the orders. You follow the orders.” He looked savage in the moonlight. The snow amplified it and made it seem almost like day outside. “Reid might play your Dom, too, but never, ever forget that I am the head of this freaky little household. Reid minds me. Well, he is sure as hell going to start minding me. If this is going to work, the two of you need to get with the program. No more topping from the bottom. Now, you disobeyed a direct order given for your safety.”
“That was for your safety,” she shot back as she worked the rope on her hands. It still didn’t budge. She tried to pull away. She didn’t want Gideon to know how aroused she was at the thought of being dominated by the both of them. “You didn’t want me to find out about you and Reid.”
“You don’t have a collar,” Gideon explained. “It isn’t safe for you to be around a bunch of Doms without a collar on.”
“Don’t be so dramatic, Gideon. I spent time alone with Erik, and he didn’t hurt me.”
The air seemed to still as Gideon took that in. She bit her lip and wished she could take the words back.
Reid stepped in, a stern look on his face. “What did you say?”
“Nothing,” Jessica managed to whisper. If they were pretending to be outraged at the thought of her with another man, they were really good at it. Gideon looked like he was ready to kill someone. What if they were telling her the truth?
“Wrong answer,” Gideon declared and then simply turned and started to walk away. Unfortunately, he kept a firm hold on the rope binding her and it pulled her along. She stumbled forward and found herself being dragged on her ass through the snow.
“You fucking Neanderthal,” she shouted as she tried to right herself. Her heart was pounding. She was ping-ponging between righteous anger and the fragile hope that she might, just might, be able to have what she wanted. She felt swamped with emotion, and rage seemed the easiest choice.
“You’re the one who didn’t obey,” Gideon replied over his shoulder. He was pulling along with no obvious struggle. “Get her feet, Reid.”
Reid picked up her ankles, and she found herself dangling as they carried her up the steps.
She was suspended, completely dependent on their strength to hold her up. “You can’t do this. There are people in there. They’ll stop you.”
Gideon’s laugh rang through the night. “Baby, this is a BDSM conference. They’ll just enjoy the show.”
She had to concede he was probably right. In fact, someone was politely holding the door open for them. Reid stared at her as he carried her into the building.
“Think seriously about screaming,” he said. “If you really want out, use your safe word and everything stops. You know that. But, love, it won’t start again. If you pull away now, I don’t think he’ll come back.” He lowered his voice. “If you thought he was bad after Anna left with his brother, then I don’t know what he’ll be after this. He loves you. I love you. We were wrong, and we’ll make it up to you. Please think about it, Jessica. Punish us some other way.”
All she had to do was scream the word red and everything stopped. Gideon would put her down and untie her and she could go on her way.
“You’re an asshole,” she spat at him, but didn’t get anywhere close to her safe word. She couldn’t. She could be pissed off, but she couldn’t let it be over. If what they said was true, it would never be over.
“Good girl.” Reid smiled.
“Is this a scene, sir?” the man holding open the door asked.
“I’ve been hunting, Master Bryan. I seemed to have found the elusive wild submissive,” Gideon quipped. “I think I’ll keep this scene private until I’ve broken her to a saddle.”
“Broken me to a saddle?” Jessica practically screamed the question.
“Reid, I believe we’re going to need a gag,” Gideon replied calmly.
“I swear I will bite you if you gag me,” Jessica promised.
Gideon stopped, and Reid dropped her feet. Jessica tried to pull away again, but Gideon was immovable. He kneeled down and brought his face close to hers. His hands tangled in her hair and he forced her to look him straight in the eyes.
“I wouldn’t try it, sweetheart. I’m willing to forgive the language. You’ve had a shock, but you won’t like what happens if you sink those teeth into me in anything less than an erotic fashion. I’m this close to taking a whip to your sweet backside. I’ll do it publicly, and then I’ll have Reid torture you. He’ll shove a vibrator into that pussy of yours. He’ll fuck you with it right up to the point of orgasm. Then he’ll take it away, and you’ll suck me off. We’ll do it over and over again until you finally learn the lesson.”
“What lesson is that?” Her voice was shaky, her pussy pulsing at the very thought of being tortured by them.
“That you belong to us. Now tell me something, Jessica. Did he fuck you?”
Gideon’s face looked savage as he pulled her up to her knees. She went with him and found herself strangely unwilling to fight with him. She knew the answer to the question was important to him. He would be hurt if she said yes. He wouldn’t be vulnerable if he simply wanted to use her. Gideon’s heart was there in his eyes.
What if they were telling the truth? What if she could have everything she ever wanted? This wasn’t some trick. This was her future.
She settled into the proper position and let her eyes find the floor. She’d run once because fear and insecurity had taken over. She wouldn’t do it again. Even if her heart got broken, she would know she had fought for it. “No, sir. He did not.”
“What happened? I’m not an idiot. I know he wants you.”
“He kissed me, but I stopped him.”
Suddenly Reid was at her back, his hands on her shoulders. He stroked her, always the gentler one of the two. “Why did you stop him, love?”
“Because I realized how much I loved Gideon. I realized I wasn’t turned on by the bondage. I was turned on by Gideon…and you, Reid.”
Gideon used his index finger to lift her chin up. His smile was slow and sexy. “Oh, you’re turned on by the bondage, baby. It gets you hot. You’re a filthy girl, and we wouldn’t have you any other way.” He stood quickly and in one smooth move lifted her into his arms. “It looks like we can cancel the hit on Master Erik. I won’t actually kill the man for kissing her.”
“We’ll just beat him up a little,” Reid agreed. He put a hand on her arm. His gorgeous face was suddenly open and insecure. “Jessica, I want you. I know you want Gideon, but you have to be sure. I don’t…”
Her heart ached for him. He didn’t want to be second. After being hidden all those years, she knew Reid couldn’t stand the thought that she might only want him because he came along with Gideon. Nothing could be further from the truth. “I love you, Reid, my Master. I want you so much.”
A brilliant smile split that sensual mouth of his. He kissed her while she lay in Gideon’s arms. “I want you, too, little sub. I love you so much.”
Gideon stared down at her, his face intense. His hands tightened around her body. “Please be sure about this. I couldn’t handle it if this goes away in the morning. I know I fucked up. I should have trusted that you would understand about Reid. I am asking for your forgiveness. I’m asking for your love and I intend to give you mine in return. I’m willing to give you everything I am. We both will.”
A wild joy filled her. They were really hers. “I love you. I won’t leave again. The next time you say something terrible to me, I’ll get out my shoe and use you for target practice.”
Gideon threw back his head and laughed. “I’ll be sure to wear a helmet when we fight.”
He started down the hall toward Reid’s suite. He ignored the people who tried to get his attention. Her hands were still tied. She let her head drift onto his shoulder and breathed in his scent. He smelled like soap, with the faintest hint of the aftershave Reid used. She loved the mental picture of how that happened. That restless feeling she’d had for the last six months seemed to vanish and a calm acceptance settled in her heart. She was loved. It might be odd and weird, but she was loved, and that was all that mattered.
Reid opened the door, and she was tossed on the bed. He quickly undid the binding on her wrists. She was surprised to find she hadn’t lost circulation at all.
“Clothes off, Jessica. You can take them off yourself, or I’ll rip them off you,” Gideon promised. His hands were working to take off his own clothes. He kicked off his boots and quickly divested himself of his jeans and shirt.
She stared for a moment. He was perfect. He was tall with long, lean muscles. His shoulders were broad and his waist tapered. Her gaze stuck on the erection he was sporting. It nearly lay flat against his ripped abs and almost reached his navel.
“He is serious, love. He’ll rip them off you.” Reid’s hands came down to pull at her sweater.
She obediently lifted her arms and noticed Reid was already naked.
“Holy cow,” she said, taking in the sight.
Reid smiled readily. “I’m only a little bigger than he is. Don’t worry, baby, I know how to use it.”
Reid tossed her sweater to the side. His hands slid down to the waistband of her jeans.
“We need to make a few things plain to you, Jessica.” Gideon’s weight caused the bed to shift. She felt Reid drag off her panties and unclasp her bra. Reid’s hands seemed to be everywhere. Gideon gently pushed her back and pulled her hands over her head. “Leave them there. I’ll tie you up again if I have to. Don’t move until I tell you to. I want to talk to you.”
“You talk,” Reid growled. “I want to fuck.” He lowered his head and took a nipple into his mouth. His tongue swirled around the ring, tugging at it. She moaned and writhed, her pussy already damp. “I waited forever to get these into my mouth.”
Gideon watched Reid with half-lidded eyes. “When you’re done with the nipple play, taste her pussy. It’s so sweet.” He looked back up at Jessica, placing a possessive hand on her belly. “You’re beautiful. This body is mine.”
Reid’s head came up, and he gave Gideon a pointed stare.
Gideon shrugged. “Fine. It’s ours. It belongs to me and Reid. Do you honestly believe we’ll let anyone insult something we love?”
She shook her head.
“Good. Because the next time you call yourself fat, you’ll find yourself over my knee.” His hand moved to play with the nipple Reid wasn’t suckling. He fingered the ring and Jessica struggled to breathe. “This is the way it’s going to work, pet. You’re going to move in with me and Reid. We would love to have you back at work, but if you prefer, you can stay home. We’ll support you.”
“I want to come back.” She missed working with them. She wanted to have it all. She wanted their love and friendship. She wanted to build their future.
Gideon pressed his lips to hers. “All right, but be warned, some of your duties might have changed.”
Reid kissed his way down her torso. His tongue swirled into her navel. “Monday morning conferences could get freaky. And you know I get nervous before I have to go to court. I might need stress relief.”
Gideon replaced Reid at her breasts while Reid settled himself between her legs. He pressed her thighs apart, and she felt him stretching her gently. He parted her labia and pressed a finger deeply inside her pussy. She gasped and then pressed down, trying to get that finger as deep as it could go.
“How wet is she?” Gideon asked, tonguing a nipple.
Reid swiped his tongue across her lips. “She’s soaking wet. She’ll feel so good wrapped around my dick.”
Gideon winked at her and moved down to the end of the bed with Reid. Reid sat up, and she bemoaned the loss.
“Hush,” Gideon ordered. He used his fingers to part her. He pulled back the hood of her clitoris and grazed his thumb over her.
“Oh, please.” She pressed her hips up, craving a firmer touch.
“Bad sub,” Reid admonished. “You’ll come when we tell you to come. We want to play.”
“That’s torture,” she complained, but she didn’t move her hands.
“Welcome to our world.” Gideon laughed deep in his chest. “Yes, it is torture, pet, but the best kind. Reid, I’ll allow you to decide when our sub can come.”
Reid stroked his tongue deeply into her as Gideon bent over and lapped at her clitoris. She shook with the need to come. She looked down at the erotic sight of two heads, one dark, one blond, working together to bring her pleasure. Reid fucked her with his tongue while Gideon tortured her with delicate licks. They kept it up until she was sure she would die.
“All right, you have permission to come, love,” Reid said, getting on his knees. He pressed three fingers high into her, curving them up to hit that perfect spot just as Gideon carefully pressed down on her clit.
She screamed as the orgasm burst across her skin. It started deep inside and spread like a wildfire. She was still slightly jerking moments later as Gideon continued to lick her, lapping up all her cream. She was languid as she watched Gideon finally get to his knees. He pulled Reid into his arms and kissed him. She propped herself up on her elbows to watch the show. They were so hot. Gideon’s tongue delved deep. They pressed close together, their cocks touching. She sighed and enjoyed watching her men love each other.
 
* * * *
 
Reid knew if he didn’t get inside someone soon, he was going to explode. His whole body hummed with energy. He was finally in the place he knew he belonged. Gideon’s hand pulled him closer. His mouth dominated and Reid let his hands wrap around Gideon’s waist, forcing their cocks to play. His twitched every time it rubbed against Gideon’s. He tasted like Jessica, tangy and sweet. It made him hotter knowing that Jessica’s juices were all over Gideon’s tongue. She’d been sweet and so responsive, it made Reid long to sink himself into her heat. She was so different from the hard angles and fierce dominance of Gideon. She was soft and wet.
“You’re on the edge.” Gideon’s big fist wrapped around Reid’s cock. He pumped up and down, making Reid moan. “I could make you come. I could jerk your cock until you couldn’t take it anymore and you came. I would make sure you came all over our Jessica. She would be covered with you.”
The mental image did nothing to settle him down. “I’d rather fuck her. It’s my turn to get inside her. I’ve waited three years.” Jessica whimpered, letting Reid know she was fine with that idea. Reid grinned down at her. “And she’s a bad sub, again. No one gave you permission to move, love.”
Gideon growled and quickly flipped Jessica over. She barely managed a gasp before his hand came down on the round part of her backside. Reid watched as her flesh pinkened. It was beautiful. Gideon spanked her three more times. She moaned into the comforter and her hips wiggled.
“That’s what happens to bad subs, Jessica.” Gideon pulled her up. Her face was flushed with desire. “Are you going to mind your Master, now?”
She sweetly bit her bottom lip as she nodded. God, he loved her mouth. He imagined pushing his cock in. It would be a tight fit. That was a plan for later. Come Monday morning, he would call his hot office manager in, and the first order of business would be sinking to her knees. She could start the day by giving him head. And she could bring him coffee. No. He would make her coffee after she’d given his dick a ride. It was only fair after all.
“He’s got plans for you, pet,” Gideon said with a smirk. He had his arm around their sweet sub. “Reid has the filthiest mind ever. Really, he should be rewarded for it, don’t you think?”
She murmured her assent as she cuddled close to Gideon, breathing in his scent.
Gideon turned his gray eyes to Reid. “What do you want? How do you want us? You made this possible. You should run this scene of ours.”
He jumped at the offer. It didn’t happen often. Gideon was the Dom, and he almost never gave up control. It meant something that he was willing to let Reid direct the action. “Jessica, kneel on the edge of the bed, knees wide. Gideon, we’re going to need condoms and lube.”
“Am I pitching or catching?” Gideon asked curiously.
Again, not something Gideon offered to do often, but Reid was going to have to turn down Gideon’s offer to catch. He had plans. “You should warm up because you’re pitching.” 
Gideon got up and walked to the bathroom while Reid pulled a dreamy-eyed Jessica up into his arms.
“I really love you, Reid,” she whispered.
Her blue eyes were heavy, but he could wake her up. He kissed her, finally the way he wanted to kiss her. His tongue traced her lips, and she welcomed him inside. He let his hands travel down to cup her breasts. He pulled gently on the rings and promised himself he’d have her hood pierced before the year was out. He wanted to work that piercing with his tongue until she screamed. He wanted chains flowing from her nipples to her pussy. She was his. Her body was his to decorate as he liked and to pleasure as he’d always wanted.
Reid broke off the kiss, overwhelmed by the need to fuck. He gently pushed her into the position he needed. She knelt on the edge of the bed on all fours, her knees splayed. Her wet pussy was a jewel on display. Reid let his fingers trace the skin still flush with Gideon’s discipline. Her cheeks were flushed and her knees wide enough that he had a view of the rosette of her ass. One day, he would take that, too.
“Here you go,” Gideon said, tossing him a condom. Reid caught it and had it over his dick in one practiced move. He stood behind Jessica and lined his cock up. Without hesitation, he held her hips tightly and sank in. Jessica moaned and pressed back against him. She was so tight, but she pushed back, forcing her to take his dick. He hissed at the sensation of her adjusting to accommodate him.
He fucked her with shallow thrusts while Gideon prepared himself. Reid watched him roll the condom over his cock, and then he took his place behind Reid.
His hands ran up the sides of Reid’s body. “Is this what you want?”
“Yes.” Reid leaned forward and let his hand move into position over Jessica’s pink pearl. He held himself still while Gideon parted the cheeks of his ass and lubed him up with a strong finger.
“Oh, please, Reid,” Jessica pleaded. “Please fuck me hard.”
“I will.” He felt himself being pushed forward as Gideon began to breach his tight hole. Gideon’s big dick tunneled in, and Reid groaned. He was so full. He fought the instinct to shove back against Gideon because he didn’t intend to lose Jessica.
She wiggled her sweet ass against him.
“Does he feel good, baby?” Jessica asked, her voice low and husky.
She wasn’t having any trouble getting into the spirit of things. Her pussy clenched around him. Watching them together seemed to really turn on Jessica. “Yes, he does, love. And so do you.” 
Gideon seated himself firmly in Reid’s ass and held himself there. Every nerve ending in his asshole was alive and throbbing. It was just as bad in his dick. He sighed because he was finally where he wanted to be—in between the two people he loved most in the world.
Gideon pressed forward and started to fuck Reid’s ass with intensity. Reid let the motion shove him into Jessica’s pussy. He knew he was never going to last. His balls were already drawing up, ready to shoot off. It was too much. It was everything he’d wanted. Reid toyed with her clit, pinching it gently between his thumb and forefinger as his dick pounded into her.
“Oh, god, I’m going to come,” Gideon announced, picking up the pace. His cock slammed in. He pulled almost out only to rush back in. He pressed forward until Reid could feel Gideon’s balls hit his buttocks.
He felt Jessica’s pussy clench around him as she came. Her head fell forward, and she bucked against him. Her little muscles milked his cock for all they were worth. Gideon’s dick dragged over the hard nub of Reid’s prostate, and there was no going back. Reid gave himself over to the orgasm. He came and came in hot jets of semen. He felt Gideon jerk behind him and his cock lost its rhythm, helpless to do anything but spurt its seed. Gideon groaned and held himself tightly against Reid as he pumped out every ounce of cum he had.
Reid fell forward, and they ended in a tangle of arms and legs. His body was lethargic in the happiest of ways. Reid moved to Jessica’s side and pulled her into his arms. She was a soft bundle against him.
Gideon got up to dispose of the condom, but not before brushing his lips against Reid’s.
“Thank you.” Gideon’s eyes were lighter and happier than Reid could ever remember. “We wouldn’t be here without you.”
There were happy tears in Jessica’s eyes as she looked up at him. “Thank you, Reid.”
Reid sighed and let his head find the comfort of her breasts. He didn’t need thanks. He only needed them.
 
* * * *
 
Gideon stood watching the sun rise over the mountains. He couldn’t help his smile. He glanced back at Jessica and Reid, who were wrapped around each other sleeping soundly. They looked beautiful together. His heart was so full of love for them he thought it would burst.
It was hard to believe that six months ago he’d believed his life was over. His family had rejected him, and his career would never be what he dreamed.
Maybe that dream had been flawed, he thought now as he watched the snow on the hills. What good was achieving his goals if he lost himself in the process? He had new goals now—a life and a home with Reid and Jessica. They would annoy him and push all of his buttons, and make his life entirely worth living.
It was snowing again. It came down in thick handfuls, raining from the gray sky. It blanketed the already covered ground. There was every possibility the road would be closed, and they would be stuck here in this frozen paradise. Gideon yawned, not at all worried. It could snow all it liked.
He climbed back into bed, and Jessica immediately turned into his arms. Reid snuggled closer to her and his hand trailed over her waist to rest on Gideon’s chest. They were together, connected.
Let it snow. He would never be cold again.
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Rachel Swift is a woman on the run.
 
A stalker sent Rachel's world reeling. Now she's running for her life, and Bliss, CO, seems like the perfect place to hide. Bliss is a strange little town, filled with artists, nudists, and the occasional conspiracy nut. It's a good place to start over.
 
Max and Rye are just the men to catch her.
 
Horse trainer Max and Sheriff Rye gave up on their dream of finding one perfect woman to share long ago. Rachel walks in, and they're both in love and fighting their true natures.
 
A town like no other….
 
When Rachel's past catches up with her, all of Bliss is in danger. Rachel knows she should run, but how can she leave behind the love she’s found with Max and Rye and the home she’s built in Bliss? With her whole town behind her, Rachel is ready to make her stand. It's time for her to get back in the saddle and ride.
 
* * * *
 
“You should have told me who you were the minute I stepped into the shower with you,” she complained, shoving a blue T-shirt over her head. 
Rye ran a frustrated hand through his wet hair. It was so much longer wet. “I couldn’t breathe enough to talk. I’m sorry. I should have locked the door. I should have skipped the damn shower. Hell, I should have spent the night somewhere else. I knew something like this would happen.”
She calmed down as she noticed Rye looked a little tormented. When she thought about it, it kind of was inevitable. Maybe not the stroking him part, but certainly the seeing him less than clothed. “Rye, we didn’t do anything we shouldn’t have. It was a mistake. I’m sure this isn’t the first time a woman got twin brothers confused and ended up seeing more than she should. It’s your house. I’m the one who should be more careful.”
Rye turned away from her. He placed both hands on the dresser. His head fell forward as though he was very tired. “We’ve shared a room all of our lives until a year ago. Even after our parents were gone and we could have, probably should have, taken our own rooms, we didn’t. We moved in here and, when we had the money, renovated to suit our needs. We built this room and that bathroom for the future. I don’t know, Rachel. I just always expected him to be there.”
“I am not trying to take your brother away from you,” Rachel said quietly. Was all this drama worth it when she knew she wasn’t going to be able to stay? Her heart hurt at the thought, but sooner or later, she would have to move on. Until Tommy was caught, she was in danger and so was everyone around her. 
Rye sighed. “Oh, Rachel, I’m not jealous of you.” He turned to her, and the intensity in his blue eyes made her heart speed up. “I’m gut-churningly jealous of Max. All of our lives, I’ve been the one to find our women. He’s a charmless bastard who went along for the ride. I’m the one who wanted to get married. I’m the one who wanted to have kids. He just wanted to fuck. Now, he’s the one who finds you? How the hell is that fair?” 
She stood there, watching him at war with himself. She wanted to wrap her arms around him and soothe him, but she didn’t have the right. From everything she knew, Max had decided to go straight. He wanted a normal one-on-one relationship. He would probably be upset if he knew how attracted she was to Rye.
Rye shook his head. “I’m leaving tonight. I’ll pack a couple of things and stay at Stefan’s until I can find an apartment.”
“Don’t.” She was horrified at the thought. “I’ll leave. This is your home. I never meant to cause this much trouble.”
Rye smiled slightly, but it was a sad thing. “I can’t watch you and Max. I’ll get to the point where I can be friendly, and we can pretend to be some sort of normal family, but I’ll never stop wanting you. I can’t live in the same house and watch you settle in with my brother. Do you understand the relationship I want?”
“You want to share me with Max.” The statement came out in a low, breathy voice. She had meant to sound matter-of-fact, not sultry.
“I want you between us, Rachel. I want you to be our wife and our lover and the mother of our children. I want you to sleep in between us. I want you screaming your pleasure when we take you at the same time. Do you understand?”
“Yes, I understand.” Her mouth was dry as she thought about it. She could have both of them. Two gorgeous men, loving her, wanting her. It was the fantasy of a lifetime.
“Max doesn’t want that anymore. I have to choose between pursuing the woman I think I was meant to be with or honoring the brother I’ve shared a life with from the moment we were conceived. Know this, Rach, if he weren’t already madly in love with you, if you hadn’t already chosen him, I would be all over you. That’s why I have to leave.”
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