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Profane…




My husband Liam’s a hot, hunky Master, and a US Senator. What’s not to love?

I mean, besides his hot and hunky ex, Ward.

Who’s also Liam’s hall-pass f*ck exception, because I never thought it’d be redeemed.

I feel kind of sorry for the guy. Because my husband has several truckloads of pain to offload on that man.

And so do I.

Meaning I have a front-row seat to the festivities.

Beep-beep, motherf*cker.
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Politics are messy, nasty, sexy, brutal, funny, impossibly complex, and a lot of fun to write about. (Mostly because they’re messy, nasty, sexy, brutal, funny, and impossibly complex.)

Since the focus of this trilogy isn’t the politics so much as it is the people, I’ve taken certain liberties and simplified a few things here and there.

But the kinky shit is absolutely realistic.




The Devout Trilogy is a spin-off featuring characters first introduced in the Inequitable Trilogy, and set in the same world as the books in the Governor Trilogy, Determination Trilogy, Devastation Trilogy, and others. It is a standalone trilogy that can be read separately from those books.

It is suggested the books in the Devout Trilogy be read in order:
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Chapter One

Now




Standing here on the stairs in our DC townhouse and watching my husband’s back as he disappears to our bedroom, I’m…reeling.

To have my suspicions confirmed, even though I think I had myself convinced I was wrong.

I wanted to be wrong.

Even after unlocking Liam’s old cell phone and reading all the e-mails for myself, seeing the pictures and videos taken while he was in college and law school.

Confirmation that my husband’s “ghost”—his old college roommate and boyfriend who ghosted him on graduation day, and who never so much as contacted Liam again—is none other than the newly sworn in freshman US senator from Georgia, one Ward Mason Callahan.

And they’ve picked up exactly where they left off as of a couple of weeks ago on swearing in day, my hubby apparently taking full advantage of the hall-pass fuck waiver I stipulated before we got married ten years ago.

Yes, when I first met Ward Callahan on that day, I knew for certain that he was my Liam’s “ghost.”

I knew.

I knew it the same way I can be blindfolded and tied up and still sense where Liam is within the room.

I felt it at a visceral level, part instinct and part learned observation.

I’ve only seen Liam visibly rattled like that two other times during our fourteen total years together—when his mother died, and again when his father died.

It’s not that Liam isn’t capable of being rattled, but feeling it and letting his feelings show, especially in public, are two different things. He’s a fucking ruthless attorney. I’ve sat in a courtroom and watched him cross-examine witnesses and mesmerize juries during opening and closing arguments. I’ve seen videos of depositions he’s taken.

His skill in this way is one of the reasons he was such a high-earner when he actively practiced law full-time for a living.

But just seeing Ward visibly rattled my hubby. Even before Liam introduced me to him, I suspected Ward was his ghost. I’m good at making evaluations of people and situations on the fly, which is an invaluable skill for successfully performing my job.

It wasn’t just my gut, though. For starters, now the word that my husband sometimes spoke in his sleep, a word I was never certain I heard correctly, made perfect sense. Because I had thought he was saying “wood,” or “word,” or “what.”

It wasn’t just a word—it was a name.

Ward.

In addition, the men look to be about the same age, and my appearance at that moment obviously throws Liam into a borderline panic without me understanding why.

Until Ward Callahan talks to me when Liam steps away for a moment, presumably to speak to the vice president. Except again, in my gut, I know it is merely an excuse to buy Liam a moment to pull himself together.

That’s when I confirm it. Because as Liam hurries away, Callahan’s head swivels, watching Liam, even while he answers my questions.

“You and Liam met at NYU?” I ask as casually as possible. “Law school?”

Ward slowly nods, maybe not even realizing he is giving himself away. “Undergrad. We were roommates.”

I know damned well Liam only had one roommate during college and law school.

Motherfucker.

I should be commended for my incredible self-control in not launching myself onto Ward Callahan in a screaming rage and getting arrested for assaulting a newly sworn in US senator.

A thousand possibilities flick through my mind as I watch that man watching my husband while we talk. Callahan’s blue gaze burns with a hungry, desperate fire I know all too well.

The desperation of a man barely surviving, who’s gone too long without getting what he truly needs. A man—married to a woman, mind you—so desperate that he would stand there and actively eye-fuck the other man’s husband right in front of him, without explaining the full truth of the matter.

But then Callahan left and Liam returned and I wondered if, maybe, I was overreacting, or perhaps, just possibly, wrong.

I mean, I’m rarely wrong, but stranger things have happened. It is DC, after all.

Of course I was willing to give Liam the benefit of the doubt. Besides, having that particular emotionally charged conversation wasn’t going to take place there, at work.

In the fucking US Capitol building.

No fucking way.

Except…

I knew. Even though I wanted to gaslight the hell out of myself and pretend it didn’t happen, my gut wouldn’t let it drop.

I decided the best course of action would be to wait and see what happened next. Because on the remote possibility I was wrong, I didn’t want to accidentally trigger Liam and dredge up his painful past.

Or do damage to an innocent man’s life.

Or get myself arrested for assaulting a senator.

Unfortunately, I was not wrong. Over the past couple of weeks, I’ve felt unusual tension build in Liam, a jumpiness he’s never exhibited before, and I knew I needed to talk to him about it. Because I wanted him to know that I knew the truth. And that, despite the anger I’ve held at “the ghost” on Liam’s behalf all these years, if he wanted to cash in his hall-pass fuck with Ward Callahan…

I was good with that.

Really good. I mean, the guy’s gorgeous.

Until I realized Liam likely already had cashed that chit in without letting me know first.

That pissed me off and set me on a journey to get proof before I confronted him. I really hoped he’d come clean before the confrontation, meaning I’d still be pissed, but at least he’d taken the step to atone.

He did not. Meaning I was now on a quest.

This morning, I remembered the old cell phone. The one in Liam’s desk at home.

The one I never saw him carry on him, but he refused to throw away, even though he never used it. And the one that managed to travel between our houses, despite never being used.

Imagine my utter lack of surprise when I left work early, claiming I felt sick, headed home, and retrieved that phone from his desk, just to find it fully charged. And locked.

Not with the same passcode he’s always used on both his work and personal phones, either.

Without success, I tried several passcodes that seemed obvious to me.

But when I had a thought…

I felt sick inside as I pulled out my personal cellphone, hit Ward Callahan’s Wikipedia page, and then tried 1016.

The phone unlocked.

October 16th—Ward’s birthday.

Even before I swiped into the pictures and then read through the e-mail account, I already knew in my soul what I’d find.

I wish I could say I was shocked but I wasn’t. Not about finally confirming the identity of Liam’s ghost and proof of my husband’s infidelity.

When I married my husband, we’d been dating for nearly four years. I understood he was a package deal by default, a ménage, even if he didn’t consciously realize it because one of the participants was perpetually MIA.

Honestly? I choose to believe Liam did not realize it back then. Not really. Hell, I’m not even sure if he fully understands that now.

There have always been three people in our relationship and, later, our marriage: me, him, and goddamned Ward Mason Callahan.

Fucker.

I didn’t know Ward’s name back then, obviously. All I knew was that Ward shattered the heart and trust of the man I love, and I’ve always wanted to seek some sort of revenge for that transgression.

I never dreamed Ward returning to Liam’s life would or could become a reality. Or that Liam would ever have an opportunity to fuck him.

Much less that I’d fall for the fucker, too.

It took me a couple of hours to read through all the e-mails. Apparently, Liam started sending them immediately after Ward ghosted, but Ward never responded. Over the years, Liam seemed to use those e-mails as a type of therapy. In fact originally, many of them weren’t sent. Liam would stick them in the drafts folder after writing them. He even said as much in several of the e-mails, that it was more for him to work through stuff in a safe way.

But then Ward returned to his life. That very same night of the swearing in, Liam opened the drafts folder and sent the e-mails.

Allll of them. Years’ worth.

Reading through them, I realized something I never understood before—Liam genuinely loves Ward and always has. Liam felt responsible for him and wondered if he was the one at fault for Ward’s disappearance. Between the lines of heartbreaking grief, pain, and anger, I read the pure, undying love Liam still held for Ward.

I love what my husband and Master loves. I cherish what he cherishes.

He’s my Master, and I take that as seriously as he does.

Besides, let’s face it, Ward Callahan is a damned hottie. Other than being pissed off because Liam acted like a total fucking idiot and took completely unacceptable risks, I know damned well I’ll never bag Ryan Reynolds as my hall-pass fuck.

If having Ward will help Liam heal, and I can jump in and have fun, too, I’m all for it.

As long as we can do it in secret and not ruin our lives in the process.

Doesn’t mean I won’t first make the two of them pay for being total dumbasses.

I’m certain there are those who’d call what Liam did cheating. Now, under other circumstances, I would absolutely agree with you.

But considering he’s my husband, and I’m the one who set the hall-pass fuck rules in the first place, I think I am the one who gets to decide how this plays out, thank you very much. I have a reputation for being somewhat pedantic at times. When I agree to something—even if it’s something most people believe is far-fetched, like the situation we’re in right now—I mean it.

Not saying I like how this played out, or that it’s a scenario I ever dreamed would occur, but such is the blessing and curse of the hall-pass fuck card.

If you honestly think I would have turned up my nose at a chance to fuck Ryan Reynolds, then you obviously do not know this motherfucker standing right here.

Ward is no Ryan Reynolds.

But he’s damn sure not dog food, either. I see the faint resemblance to me, even though Ward’s seven years older than I am. Even before I browsed all the old pictures of them in college, I could imagine a younger man with trimmer lines and a few less pounds on his frame, and no, I don’t blame Liam at all.

Hell, I absolutely would’ve done him, were he my HPF.

The difference is, I would have given Liam a heads-up first that I was cashing it in. A courtesy notice, like we agreed to in the first place.

Also, Liam should have given me the opportunity to ask to join in.

That’s what I’m really pissed off about. That, and the continued secrecy, and their insanely stupid risk-taking. Come home and fuck in our house like civilized men, where there’s no risk of someone accidentally stumbling across what you’re doing. Don’t do it in a tiny hideaway office on Capitol Hill, where some stupid fucking college—or Christ, high school—intern can catch you in the act and make themselves a tidy sum selling pics or video to TMZ.

I’m still too raw and angry to admit to Liam or Ward that when I confirmed what was going on, my first gut reaction wasn’t betrayal, but lust.

Honestly? I’m not pissed off that Liam’s fucking Ward.

I’m pissed off that he hid it from me during these past couple of weeks, and that he took exceedingly stupid risks in the process. I’m also pissed off he didn’t just tell me immediately who Ward was and then tell me he wanted to cash in his voucher to fuck the man.

I would have told him to bring the boy’s ass home and let’s party.

Because one of my hottest fantasies has always been a three-way involving me, Liam, and Ryan Reynolds.

This is the second-best situation, and even better, a completely doable one, too.

Also, the hurting husband inside me knows Liam never would have done this if I hadn’t put the HPF rule into place. Even before I asked Liam if he’d ever cheated on me any other time, deep in my heart I knew the answer to that.

Never. He’s been faithful. He fell victim to the core structural weakness within his soul that I’ve always known existed. I purposely left that escape hatch in place and propped open with a cinder block. I wanted him to know I trusted him, loved him, and nothing he confessed to me would make me hate him or run away from what we have.

You might think that’s naive of me, but I read it in his words to Ward. It tore him up inside that he’d broken our vows, and the only reason he was keeping it a secret was to protect Ward from me. Later, that Liam knew he needed to find a way to break this to me that wouldn’t hurt me, and that would simultaneously protect Ward. So Liam wasn’t planning on stringing both of us along for years. The dumb motherfucker simply jumped the gun on cashing in, and just hadn’t worked his way through his plan for the reveal.

I get it.

Maybe if Liam had closure with Ward back then, he might have been able to move on and heal more readily and not done this.

Maybe if Ward hadn’t ghosted on him.

Maybe if Ward had left more than I’m sorry written on a piece of paper, a little explanation.

Maybe if Ward had picked up the goddamned phone and talked to Liam, maybe we wouldn’t be here.

Lot of maybes, sure, but they all point to one conclusion—this is all Ward’s fault, when everything’s said and done.

Because he easily could have said no to Liam that first day when they talked in Liam’s hideaway office. He didn’t have to drop to his knees for my husband.

The truth is, Ward didn’t want to say no to Liam.

Meaning he still loves my husband.

He broke my husband’s heart in ways I never could mend, no matter how hard I’ve tried to love Liam’s pain away. There were always shards of this trauma and grief deeply embedded within Liam’s soul and far beyond my reach. Like literal shrapnel, there was too much danger to operate, meaning the fragments would have to stay in place, or risk greater injury.

Liam might have recovered in many ways since losing Ward, but he never truly healed.

I don’t have any idea what’s going to happen now, but here’s how I look at it. Even if Ward ends up riding off into the sunset with his wife and staying married, maybe now, finally, all these years later, Liam might be able to set aside his burden and move forward and let me love the last of his pain away.

There can be closure.

Either way, my husband can finally have a chance to heal from the inside out.

I hope.

A lesser man might walk away, turn his back on the greatest love he’s ever known, and let his old pain keep him locked in destructive patterns.

Am I referring to myself in that sentence, or to my husband?

Maybe both.

Definitely both.

Perhaps it even describes Ward, too. I don’t know.

I love Liam. I would readily kill or die for him.

Literally kill. I haven’t yet, but I’ve come damned close a few times.

I wish I was kidding about that.

Okay, so Liam’s worry that I might have sabotaged Ward’s life had I known his identity before isn’t exactly an… unfounded one without merit, shall we say?

I hate to admit that because I don’t want Liam knowing every little detail of my sordid professional history. I’m not exactly proud of some of the things I’ve done. It’s always justifiable. I consider it driving the karma bus over someone’s dogma.

Before Liam chose to cash in his HPF, I might have done exactly that to Ward, too, if I could have taken revenge on Ward without it somehow splashing back on my husband or myself. Although, from what I’ve learned, Ward’s father is still a mega fucking asshole, and a dangerous one, politically speaking.

A well-funded one.

Liam wasn’t exaggerating when he said he worried about Mason Rutherford Callahan’s extended reach. From what I’ve learned about that man over the past couple of weeks, he is a very dangerous political operative, with even more dangerous friends, and it’s the other reason I have held off triggering any ratfucks that could implicate Ward in anything.

There’s no way I would do that now, though. Ruin Ward, I mean. Because I know it would hurt Liam if I hurt Ward. I might be angry, and hurting, but Liam is my heart and soul and if he loves something, I will do whatever it takes to love and protect it.

Even if I hate it.

In the case of one Senator Ward Mason Callahan, at first glance he’s not exactly easy to hate. Especially as hunky as he is.

You think I won’t try to figure out a way to make this work? To wrench Ward’s head out of his fucking ass, free him from the evil bitch he’s married to, pry him from his father’s clutches, and completely capture him so he’s ours?

Yeah, if you think I won’t, you definitely don’t know me.

I saw the agonizing emotional torture my mother endured over the years before losing my father. I would never wish that pain on another soul.

Especially not my husband. A man who’s already suffered more in this life than he ever should have. I will get my vengeance, and take my pound of flesh straight out of Ward’s ass, one way or another.

Then, and only then, when I’m certain Liam’s finally hit a point where he can vent the anger and pain he’s suppressed throughout all these years, will I let Liam freely have Ward again and allow them to manage whatever’s still left between them.

All while trying to protect the three of us from Ward’s father as best I can.

Because I am a realist. I know if Liam can’t finally purge that anger and heartache and clean out the wound, even if I stay and send Ward away, eventually that rot will poison our marriage. The only reason it hasn’t before now is that my love for Liam and his for me were completely focused on each other and created an antiseptic atmosphere within him, with our dynamic and relationship, and it didn’t allow the infection to spread and destroy us. We safely cocooned it.

Ward’s return shattered that cocoon and has allowed the poison to spread once more.

With those protective walls destroyed, it’s only a matter of time before everything withers and dies in the path of the virulent contagion. There’s not enough love and prayer and begging and pleading that could save it. This decision of mine isn’t some perverse profaning of our sacred vows—it’s practicality.

The only thing now that can save our marriage is Ward, I’m sad to say. Either by Liam sending Ward away of his own free will, or by us absorbing Ward together and letting him finally inoculate us and neuter the poison’s effect.

I’m a very practical kind of guy, very analytical. It’s what I do, and I’m damned good at it. Running the possibilities through my mind, I know letting Liam atone how he wants to is another recipe for disaster. He’ll always feel guilty, he’ll always want to grovel.

I don’t want that.

I want my fucking Master back. That means I need to drive this runaway car we’re in through the fiery valley of Hell as fast as I can without stopping to give us time to catch fire and burn. I can hit the brakes and steer us to safety once we’re past the worst danger.

Because I am now the aforementioned guy working through his old trauma in the best way he can. At least of the three of us, I’m self-aware enough to admit that. I know to breathe through the pain and let it flow through me and process it in a better, healthier way.

I cannot send Ward away, even if Liam says it’s okay to do that.

It has to be Liam’s choice.

Right now? I want to turn Ward into raw hamburger and drive him hard and deep into subspace and have him realizing that he could have a twofer, if he can ditch his fear and simply accept the situation. He can have his Master back, he can have me as not just his Sir, but as a brother, of sorts. He can shed his unhappy sham of a life—and wife—and finally start truly living.

And we could do it safely, if the two of them will simply listen to me and be damned careful. Managing optics is one of my strengths. I’ve become an expert at it over the years I’ve worked for the congressman. I’ve seen what works and what doesn’t. I’ve learned more from the mistakes of others and watching what not to do than I ever could have in any PR class.

After taking a deep breath, I continue up the stairs, because right now, Ward is on his way here.

And I have a husband to tie up before Ward arrives.




















Chapter Two

Then




Many of my childhood memories, especially the good memories, were lost thanks to the toxic swamp of my teenage years.

It seems that the emotional trauma I endured and survived created an odd filter of sorts, one which prevents most everything but bad memories from appearing in my brain when I try to think of “good times” growing up. Maybe because it was so difficult to reconcile the bifurcated nature of my upbringing. We went from what felt like being the Brady family to the Manson family in the space of a year.

Most of the happy, or at least good memories, I can recall now center around my mother, even though I know from photographs in albums that my father was a good dad when I was younger. Many of those few remaining good memories are very benign, unremarkable. Activities such as making brownies, or Mom helping me with my homework.

Going to church with her.

Church increasingly became a refuge for both of us while Dad slept late on Sundays. We would attend church, then have lunch somewhere and go grocery shopping.

By the time we returned home, he was frequently awake and gone.

I learned not to ask where, because I didn’t want to know. The older I got, the more I understood he was out trying to score drugs or getting high.

Or getting laid.

Sometimes, all of the above.

I hate that my last memory of my mother is seeing her in her coffin. The only comfort I have is that the final words she ever heard me say to her were, “I love you.”

And they are the last she ever said to me. I always said them. Before I’d return to college from my visits home, I always hugged her tightly and took pictures with her, which I’d text to her so she’d have copies.

While she grieved my father’s death the year before, at least I was able to make her smile more in the last year of her life than she had in the nine years prior to him ending his with a needle in his arm, finally completing what the accident started.

I personally think it’s more correct to say she grieved the loss of the man he’d been before the car accident that upended our world, instead of his actual death. His death meant her hope of him ever finding recovery and returning to her died, too.

My mother loved my father fiercely, even in his darkest moments. When I am sixteen I sit her down one Friday night, during my father’s latest disappearance of over two weeks at this point, and gently confront her about it.

“Why won’t you divorce him?”

She sadly smiles. “Because we don’t leave those we love when life gets hard, honey.”

“This isn’t ‘hard,’ Mom. He’s a junkie and a drunk.”

“He hasn’t hit rock bottom yet.”

“Maybe he needs to lose us to hit it. Did you ever think about that?”

I’ll never forget her sad sigh. “It’s complicated, sweetheart. I know it doesn’t look like it is, but it is.”

I finally blurt it out. “You know he cheats on you when he gets high, right?” I still can’t erase from my mind the image of seeing him walking into a movie theater the night before, loudly laughing and staggering a little, with his arm draped around a trashy looking woman who could have been a central casting pick for Hooker Number 1 in any given police procedural TV show.

Needless to say, I do not see the movie. Instead, I tell my friends my mom texted me with a plumbing emergency and needed my help.

They didn’t know my father. Since the age of thirteen, I’d been telling people my father was dead.

The truth was, the man my father had been died not long before my tenth birthday, when the car wreck nearly killed him.

She slowly nods. “I know,” she quietly says. The heartbreak in her tone forever severs any potential future love I could hold in my heart for the man who sired me, even if he did get into recovery. “But he’s sick,” she adds. “The painkillers. They weren’t enough, and he needed more. That’s what led to his addiction.”

“If you’re only staying with him for my sake, can we kick him out and change the locks? I hate him and what he’s doing to you. If he was trying to go to rehab or something, okay, but he’s not.”

“I’m not divorcing him.”

For the first time in my life, I find myself fighting for a loved one. “Mom,” I say, channeling a strength I don’t feel. “I’m changing the locks tonight. I already bought them. And if he shows up tomorrow, I’ll hand him his stuff and tell him not to come home until he’s in recovery.”

She stares at me, tears welling in her eyes. “I can’t kick him out.”

I reach over and squeezed her hand. “You don’t have to—I will. But you can’t give him a new key. If you do, I’ll change the locks again and call the cops on him and say he tried to attack me. You know he’ll be drunk or high if he shows up. That means if he tries to leave, and the cops are here, they’ll pop him for DUI. You want him in jail? Maybe he should go to jail and be forced to get clean and sober.”

“He might never come back,” she whispers.

I hug her, because I think I finally understand her motivation, even though it’s later in my life I stumble across a more likely truth. “Mom, if he’s not willing to get better when he has us and has every reason to try, then he’s not going to do it. Kicking him out will at least help you and me have peace. We cannot keep living like this. I’m worried that when I leave for college, he might hurt you one night, and I won’t be here to protect you.”

He hasn’t laid a hand on her—yet—but some of their more recent fights have turned pretty heated on his part, and he’s punched a few walls.

I already know where he’s staying during this latest series of disappearances, and I have a plan. Tomorrow, I’ll pack all his clothes after Mom leaves for work and drive them over to where he’s staying, and dump them.

At least he can’t drain their bank account. Mom cut off his access to that years ago, and was able to salvage most of the balance of the insurance settlement before he smoked it, or shot it up his arm, or drank it.

Or spent it on some whore.

She did that mostly because she knew she had to take care of me and keep a roof over our heads. It meant she could keep her job working for a local grocery store, which didn’t pay a lot, but she didn’t need a second job to make ends meet.

We had to be careful, but there was enough there to create a pre-paid college fund for me that meant I could get my education and not feel guilty about her future. She wisely invested in retirement funds, thanks to my father’s pre-accident tutelage about those kinds of things, and she got a life insurance policy and named me the beneficiary.

She took one out on Dad, too, for all the good it’ll do us.

Mom finally nods, crying. I cry with her. After she goes to bed, I change the locks and swap out the key on her keyring.

Late the next morning, when I knock on the door of the shitty apartment where Dad’s latest “girlfriend” lives, I realize it’s a different woman than I saw him with at the movies. He takes a never-ending string of low-paying jobs that will hire someone with a sketchy employment history and increasingly sketchy personal grooming habits.

She looks me up and down. “Who are you?”

“I’m Paul’s son.” I toss the first garbage bag inside. “I’ve got three more. They’re all his clothes. Congratulations, you now have custody of him.” I also shove an envelope at her. “Trespass warning. Locks have been changed. He shows up, he’s getting arrested.” I turn to grab the other bags from where I staged them on the stoop before I ever knocked.

“What?”

“What part of that don’t you understand?” I toss the second bag inside.

The paperwork is bullshit—I copied it from a legal website. I know it probably won’t stand up in court, especially since Mom and Dad are still married.

But he might not realize that. Especially if he’s strung-out or drunk.

The woman’s already ripping open the envelope to read the paperwork. “His son? I didn’t even know he had a kid.”

Yeah, that makes me feel better. “Terrific. He’s got a wife, too, if you weren’t aware of that. They’re still legally married. But feel free to tell him I’ve been telling people he’s dead for years. Because I have.”

I grab the last two bags and heave them in. “He shows up at the house, he’s getting arrested. I’ll also tell them he’s fucked up, and they’ll add a DUI to his charges. So whatever you have to do to convince him to forget he ever had a wife and kid, I suggest you do it. He’s your problem now. Have a nice life.”

I turn to leave, almost expecting her to call after me, but she doesn’t. I hear the door shut and when I get in my car, which was Mom’s old one before she got a new-to-her one last year, I glance back almost expecting the door to open again and for my father to race out to talk to me.

In fact, I realize I’m hesitating now, even though I’ve started the car.

This is his last chance to put in the bare-minimum to show me some sign of love remaining within him.

Nothing.

I wipe the tears from my cheeks as I drive away.

It wasn’t until years later, when I meet Liam and tell him about my history, that he offers additional insight I never considered at that time. Being a lawyer, he obviously has a different skillset than me.

While talking about our pasts, I once again stew over why Mom wasted so many years staying married to the man instead of moving on.

“Maybe she was worried about him demanding cash in the divorce,” he says. “Maybe she stayed married knowing it would financially hurt you if she filed. Because the settlement was in his name. He could have claimed it wasn’t a marital asset, but a personal one, and a court likely would’ve sided with him. Not to mention the attorney fees it would have chewed through. By leaving everything alone, he couldn’t touch the finances the way she had it set up, and she didn’t have to pay him anything.”

I stupidly stare at him for a long moment because, yeah. That’s totally something my mom would’ve considered, and a reason she would’ve stayed.

And maybe she never talked about that aspect with me because she knew I’d tell her fuck the money, divorce his ass, and be happy. She would rather I blame her misguided hope than possibly blame myself for her thinking she needed to stay married to protect me.

I remember that conversation with Liam so clearly. It takes place during our second or third date. I slump back in the booth in the restaurant we are in and tip my head to stare up at the ceiling. The ceiling tiles were painted all black, and the AC vent closest to us bore a fine patina of lighter dust signaling it was overdue for cleaning.

Because everything makes complete sense when I focus on the events of my childhood from that angle.

Perfect sense.

“Regardless of why she stayed,” I finally say as the ramifications rock my soul, “it should be obvious why I’m not a fan of marriage.” I finally look at him again. “Between witnessing what she suffered, and then the asshole who broke my heart, I have a very low tolerance for bullshit. If you like to play relationship games you won’t be in my life for long. I will cut and run without a look back, and no second chances.”

He nods. “Duly noted. For the record, I’ve been burned before and don’t like those kinds of games, either.”

“What kinds of games do you like?”

He smiles and drops his voice. “Ones you need ball gags to enjoy.”

I think that’s when I really knew I was falling in love with him.




















Chapter Three

Now




Earlier, after ending our phone call with Ward, I ordered Liam to go upstairs, strip, and lie face-up and spread-eagled on our bed.

When I reach our bedroom, that’s exactly how I find him.

Imagine, the Master can be given an order and he’ll follow it.

I don’t want to punish Liam—

Correction, that’s a lie.

I totally want to punish Liam. But not with a beating, which I’m sure he’d accept and thank me for and gladly take if it means working his way back into my good graces.

No, a beating would be an easy punishment for him to stoically endure.

I want to really hurt him, because I need to teach him a lesson that will be forever imprinted on his very soul, one that he’ll never forget.

Yet I don’t want to harm him in the process. He’s had enough of that, thanks to Ward.

Think about it this way—if you break a bone, they have to set it and it hurts like fuck, right? If you don’t set it properly the first time, it has to be broken again and reset.

Liam’s already been broken once, and it wasn’t set correctly. Now, it’s time to rebreak and set this goddamned thing once and for all so it can properly heal.

The pity is that we’re here at the townhouse in DC instead of at our much larger home in Massachusetts. There we have our main kinky collection, including restraints, implements, and accessories.

Here in DC, we usually make do, because we don’t want to take any risks that might earn us the bad kind of attention.

Like fucking married people we aren’t actually married to in a goddamned hideaway office in the Capitol.

We do, however, have rope. I mean, there are probably very few politicians living in DC who don’t have at least a pair of cheesy handcuffs and an extra sleep mask in their nightstand.

I grab four of the shorty coils of black jute and make quick work of securely tying Liam’s wrists and ankles to the four corners of the bed. I do this without speaking or making eye contact with him, because I don’t want to start screaming again.

Or crying.

Because I’m a motherfucker on a mission.

Then I grab his briefs, from where they ended up on the floor inside his trousers, and wad them up in my hand. “Open.”

He does, knowing exactly what’s coming next, because he’s damn well done it to me enough times.

Into his mouth they go, an impromptu gag.

His cock is hard, too. It’s been hard the entire time I tied him up. I reach down and flick the head of it, making him wince and yelp, but I grin. “Yeah, not so much fun, is it, asshole?”

I lean in close, now staring him in the eyes. “No safeword rights, either. Obviously, I’m not going to gut two US senators in our damned bedroom. But I’m driving this bus, and it’s going to back all over you two fuckers numerous times before I’m satisfied. Understand?”

He nods.

I lightly smack his cheek. “Good boy. Because if I’m not satisfied, I can walk away after lighting the match and burn the whole goddamned thing down behind me.”

On that ominous note, I head downstairs. If he has trouble, he knows he can spit out the briefs and yell for me, but I have other things to prepare.

From the one-car garage that’s empty except for some boxes and tubs of Christmas ornaments, I grab a roll of plastic wrap that was left over from when we first moved in here. It’s on a convenient handle and everything.

Yes, the sadist has used this on me, too, and I carry it and a roll of duct tape out to the living room. I’m not exactly sure what I’ll be using yet, but I want to have…options.

From the laundry room, I grab the small bag of wooden clothes pins I keep on hand for the rare times I need to hand-wash something and let it air dry from the retractable line we have in there. The sadist forgets about these.

Like hell am I reminding him they’re here.

I gather a few more items and stage them in the living room, on the coffee table.

Then I go pour myself a fucking drink, because I need it. I make a weak vodka and soda and nervously sip it as I check the time.

I gave Ward thirty minutes to arrive. He still has ten left.

If he chickens out and doesn’t show, then I can sit down on the bed and talk to Liam before I release him.

At twenty-nine minutes, the doorbell rings, startling me and nearly making me spill my drink.

I drain it and leave the glass with ice in it on the coffee table and head to the foyer to answer the door.

It’s Ward.

I glance around outside before opening the door wide for him. “Come in.” He does, and I lock the door behind him.

Then I circle him and point at the floor.

He drops to his knees without hesitation and it takes my breath away when he perfectly bows, palms pressed against the floor and his forehead resting on the backs of his hands.

Exactly the way I bow for Liam.

No shit—the same sadist trained us, after all.

I let him stew for a long moment without talking. I want his anxiety ramped up to twelve.

I want him eager to ingratiate himself to me. This will not be a one-night thing, either.

“I see you are not unfamiliar with some of what I’ll be demanding of you,” I finally note. “By showing up, you’re agreeing that you’re giving yourself to me, as per the call we just had not so long ago. Correct?”

“Yes, Sir,” he says without breaking his perfect pose.

“This means you don’t fuck Liam in the hideaway—or anywhere else—unless I’ve told you to and given you express permission. No fucking, no blow jobs, no hand jobs, no dry-humping, and no kissing. Nothing. There is no expiration date on this agreement right now, either. It’s until I feel I’ve gotten what I need out of both of you. It’s also contingent upon me feeling it’s safe to turn you two loose on each other without my presence to make sure you don’t get caught. You both should know better than to take risks like that.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“It’s also contingent upon me not walking away because you both piss me off. Or making him go no-contact with you permanently. Success is not guaranteed here, so don’t think it’s just a matter of waiting me out. I’m dead-serious when I mean you both have to earn your way into my trust.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Look at me.”

He does, and yeah, those are some gorgeous blue eyes he’s got. I crouch in front of him. “He’s my husband. You gave up the right to marry him when you ghosted him and broke his heart. That means you will always be the lowest man in this pecking order. Do you understand me?”

He nods. “Yes, Sir.”

“Yes, I told him you were his hall-pass fuck. Honestly? Had he pulled me aside that day and told me who you were, and that there were extenuating circumstances I needed to hear about? I legit would have told him to invite you over so we could negotiate the rules and have at it, the three of us together. But he acted stupid and crazy over you, because apparently you trigger that as a default mode in him.

“What I’m going to do to both of you, over the next however long I decide to do it before we can even think about building a new normal, is because he hid this from me and took risks, not because he did it in the first place. I don’t know exactly what your father’s deal is, but had Liam told me from the start that the man’s a psycho, then no, I wouldn’t have acted stupid and sabotaged your life. Any questions for me so far?”

“No, Sir.”

“Good. You can still call him Master, but I am your Sir, and I am now the ruler of your world as you know it. You will be at my beck and call, 24/7/365. What you tell your wife or your father or anyone else as an excuse is, honestly, none of my concern, as long as it doesn’t implicate me or my husband.

“What matters is if I call you at two in the morning and tell you to show up here with a lubed ass because I woke up horny, you’d better be knocking on my door within the timeframe I state and ready to drop trou and bend over. If I tell you to meet me at the hideaway at lunch to blow me, I’d better walk in to find you waiting on your knees with your mouth open and ready. If I give you an order, you follow it, no matter what it is. It’s that simple. Understand?”

His eyes have widened a little as I talk but he nods. “Y-yes, Sir.”

“You afraid of me right now?”

He nods. “A little, Sir.”

“Good. I’m going to make sure you leave here scared shitless and wanting more.” I lean in and drop my voice to a whisper I know Liam cannot possibly hear from upstairs. “I promise you, I am going to fuck you up in ways you probably never dreamed possible. I’m certain he’s a far more creative sadist now than he was when you knew him, and I have my own tightly-twisted kinky streak to add to the mix. So buckle up, buttercup. Nothing worthwhile ever came easy, and neither will this.”

He swallows hard. “Yes, Sir.”

I stand and step back, motioning for him to rise. “Strip. Leave your clothes there, bring your phones, and follow me to the living room.” I don’t wait for him to comply. I want him scrambling to catch up and kept off-balance.

It’ll make it that much easier to mentally and emotionally put him where I want him.

From what I gleaned talking to Liam earlier, Ward is in a loveless marriage he was forced into by his father. An arranged marriage to a miserable woman.

A woman Ward claims he’s never even fucked.

Supposedly, his only sexual partner, ever—beyond his own hand—is Liam.

I can believe that, actually. Liam’s damned good. Not just in bed, but as a sadist and Master.

Until now, I mean.

Hey, everyone fucks up from time to time. Liam’s fuck-up happens to be a colossal one of epic proportions. Understandable, considering the emotional trauma he suffered losing Ward the way he did.

Sure, it’s easy to armchair quarterback this when you don’t have any skin in the game. It’s easy for someone to say Liam should’ve sucked it up and dealt with it and moved on.

But when it’s your heart perpetually jammed in a running shredder, it’s not such a simple matter.

Don’t underrate the healing power of closure. My mom didn’t have closure. My mom lost my father a piece at a time, first rapidly, then over years, until he took pieces of her with him when he died.

Maybe what I witnessed growing up made me the perfect ultimate partner for Liam. I understand loss and limbo and a tenacious, hopeful love that refuses to die quite well.

Too well, perhaps.

Ward quickly joins me in the living room. I take the phones from him and make him stand there while I circle him and study his body. His cock’s not hard right now but I suspect he’s a grower, not a shower, and he’s likely nervous as all get out. He’s taller than my five-ten, but he’s shorter than Liam’s six-five.

“Six-two?” I ask.

He nods. “Yes, Sir.”

His sandy brown hair has more grey than Liam’s dark brown hair. Liam is going grey at the temples, but Ward has grey sprinkled everywhere. Liam also has less body hair than Ward. I mean, Ward’s no furry bear, but he’s definitely not a bald twink, either.

And Liam and I both exercise on a regular basis, so we’re both fairly toned. Ward has a softer form approaching dad-bod status, but there’s nothing wrong with that and he’s still gorgeous.

I pause in front of him and splay my hand across his abs. “You don’t exercise at all, do you?” It’s weird touching another man besides Liam in such an intimate way.

I’d better get used to it.

“I used to, but then the Senate campaign happened.”

“Ah. Campaigns are a bitch on one’s diet. Starting tomorrow, you start exercising again. I don’t care if you hit the gym at work, or jog, or what you do. If you’re going to keep up with us, you need to stay in shape.” And I need another way to torture him when I can’t have him in front of me to stripe his ass with an implement.

I move to his back. His ass is adorable.

I can’t wait to put marks on it. “Bend over and grab your ankles.”

He does. I reach between his legs and trail a finger along the back of his heavy sac and over his taint. Liam said you’ve jerked off. You play with your own ass?”

“No, Sir.”

“We’ll be reintroducing you to that, then. Bet you were sore as hell the day after he fucked you that first time, huh?”

“A little, Sir. But it was the good kind of sore.”

“Don’t I know it.” I slap his ass. “No more jerking off. Don’t make me put a chastity cage on you. I don’t want to do that, but it’s still on the list, and it’ll make your job hiding this from your wife that much harder, okay?”

“Thank you, Sir.”

“Stand up.”

He does.

I position myself in front of him and look him in the eyes. “Don’t fuck around with me, Ward.” I drop my voice again and point at the ceiling. “That man upstairs is my universe. So when you’re wondering to yourself why I’m doing something to you, what I’m getting out of it, keep in mind I’ve spent the last almost fourteen years knowing him and seeing what losing you did to him. You put him through Hell, and I’ve done everything in my power to try to help him through it. Understand me?”

He nods. “Yes, Sir.”

“Good. Hands behind your back.”

He complies.

I reach down and grab his cock and balls and squeeze. “Then let’s begin your trip to Hell, boy. I’ll be your guide through the past.”




















Chapter Four

Then




When I went to work as a volunteer for Congressman Effings’ campaign, I never dreamed where the experience would lead me.

I started out as a volunteer because I needed something to distract me and keep my mind out of dark places. I was still recovering from a breakup that had fucked my head and heart. Plus, I felt certain I hadn’t adequately dealt with my mom’s death yet, and the last thing I wanted to do was lie in bed alone at night while my brain chattered dark and ugly ideas that couldn’t end well for me.

Hence I put my professional talents as a statistical analyst to good use by volunteering to crunch poll numbers for the congressman. A friend of mine was a campaign volunteer, and I went with him to an event one evening for lack of anything better to do.

And I kept going back. The more I did, I realized it was comforting work that helped me avoid dealing with my own weighty issues in an unhealthy way.

I mean, I didn’t deal with those issues much at all, and you can’t call avoidance healthy, exactly.

At least I wasn’t doing dumbass shit, like hooking up with random guys at bars and getting my heart and soul hurt even worse in a misguided attempt to distract myself.

Or turning to alcohol.

Meanwhile, I made decent money at the brokerage. I had little in the way of monthly expenses, because I took a small, cheap efficiency apartment after selling Mom’s house and put most of the money from her life insurance policy payout into my retirement account.

I’m no idiot.

I also upgraded my ride, meaning I bought my first new-new car for myself. Not even an expensive one. It’s a Honda, and great on gas.

During this period in time, I first meet attorney Liam Michael Davis, when he stops by the congressman’s office one Saturday to speak to the man.

He’s six-five and h-h-haaawwt.

Like, seriously hot.

The kind of seriously hot I am trying to avoid in the first place, because I don’t want any trouble in my life.

Except…he’s gay and checking me out. Meaning when he offers to buy me sushi after he concludes his meeting with the congressman, of course I accept.

I even find myself hanging out at the office that day long after I’d planned to leave, just so I’m still there when he’s finished with the congressman.

Maybe I’d halfway convinced myself he would forget about our chat and leave after their meeting ended, but he didn’t. When I heard footsteps at the end of the hallway approaching my office, I forced myself to keep looking at my laptop instead of jumping up to rush to the door to see if it was him.

It was.

And…

From that point on, I know I’m a goner for him if he stays a man of his word and doesn’t screw me over.

See, I know that one of the reasons I want a power-exchange kind of relationship is rooted in the shit I went through as a kid.

Daddy issues, all right? Yeah, label them that. Fine. In this case, that’s totally accurate. I had to be an adult when I was a damned kid. I want someone solid and reliable, dependable. Someone I can put my trust in and let go to.

Plus, I like kinky shit. I want to be taken in hand and spanked. I want to be tied up and fucked.

Unfortunately, all of that still requires a partner who I can trust.

The very first night that Liam and I have dinner, I take a chance and open up to the man a little, now that he’s already received a couple of hints from me about what I’m looking for and he apparently reciprocates.

“I can overlook and even forgive a multitude of sins,” I tell him as I use my chopsticks to dredge a piece of California roll through soy sauce with a healthy amount of wasabi in it. “But cheating isn’t one of them.” This isn’t exactly a romantic discussion. It’s still raw and painful in my heart and memory and it triggers me on several levels.

But it’s a conversation I can’t duck simply because it’s hard and I don’t wanna.

I also refuse to leave it undiscussed and risk getting hurt later because I didn’t make myself clear now.

I feel Liam watching me from across the table with those warm brown eyes of his. Flecks of amber and coffee and wheat in them. “He hurt you pretty badly, I take it?”

I meet his gaze. “That’s one way to describe it.”

He slowly nods and whatever public mask he has completely drops away. I see it in the weary shadows limning his gorgeous eyes as well as hear it in his voice. “This all stays between us, both ways, regardless of how our future plays out.”

I nod.

His gaze focuses on his sashimi. “In college, I fell in love with my roommate. We lived together all through undergrad and during law school. Seven years, in total. We became an item our first month together. But he was deep in the closet and not out to his family. Terrified of them.

“On the day we were supposed to graduate from law school, he completely ghosted before the ceremony, left me a note that just said, ‘I’m sorry,’ and returned home. Never responded to my texts, calls, or e-mails. Seven years we spent together—living together, sleeping together, and him calling me Master—and apparently I wasn’t worth so much as a discussion when he left.

“I haven’t had a ‘relationship’ since then, and that was seven years ago. I’ve fooled around with some guys but never really dated anyone. I’ve spent those seven years second-guessing myself and wondering if I fucked up so badly that he was too scared of me to tell me, or if I just misread him and the situation, or what. I don’t know. All I know is that it haunts me, even now.”

“Holy shit,” I mutter. “You win.”

He snorts. “It’s not a competition.”

“No, but you’d win if it were.”

“I think losing your parents would earn you the gold.”

We eat in silence for a moment. “What are you wanting out of this?” I ask. “Honestly. Because I’m not into casual fucks or play.”

Liam sets his chopsticks down. “I’m lonely. I’m kinky. I’m very dominant, if you haven’t guessed, and I need a strong partner who can handle that side of me. I have no interest in a doormat. I need communication. I need to trust. I need someone who understands I have a fuckton of pain that colors every part of my world, and I don’t know if I’ll ever be able to get over it. I need someone who understands I don’t hold them responsible for my pain, but who can make allowances for me and my need to be reassured, at least in the beginning, that what we have is real.

“I also need someone who promises not to ghost me. I get that, sometimes, relationships end. But do me a solid and tell me to my face. Better yet, please give me a chance to fix it, if it’s something I did and not simply us realizing we’re incompatible and agreeing it’s not going to work.”

“You sound like an emotional DIY project.”

Belatedly, I realize that was the absolutely wrong thing to say, because his whole body language shifts, changes.

Locks down.

“It’s okay to tell me you’re not interested in me,” he quietly says.

“Whoa. I didn’t say I’m not interested. I’m very interested. But I’m not going to stroke your ego just because. You want honesty? You’ll get that from me. Maybe more than you bargained for. You can’t get pissy with me when I do what you ask, either.”

His jaw tightens, then the weariness returns and his posture relaxes. “You’re right,” he says. “I guess I am a DIY project.”

“Never said I wasn’t.” I laugh. “It’s always easier to work on someone else’s shit instead of your own, right?”

He finally laughs with me, a gentle chuff that stirs something deep inside me. “I suppose you’re right. Again.”

“I’m usually right.” He arches an eyebrow at me and I shrug. “Hey, it’s not being cocky if it’s true. It’s one of my strengths as an analyst. You don’t think the brokerage would keep me on if my success odds were in the shitter, do you?

“The question is, are you prepared for a lifetime of annoyingly pointed observations? You want a guy to lick your taint while blowing smoke up your ass and telling you you’re the greatest thing since sliced bread, that’s not me, unless we’re in a scene. You want a guy who will tell you the truth? I’m your guy. And no, I wouldn’t ghost you. That’s a dick move.” I pause and then ask it. “Unless you did something to make him afraid of you?”

It takes him a moment to reply. “I didn’t think I did. We discussed everything, negotiated. He asked me for many of the things we did together, the limits we had. But I’m not going to say I’m positive he wasn’t afraid of me. Before that happened, I would have said no, he wasn’t. Now? Who knows.”

“Is there any reason he would want to ghost you?”

“I mean, I know he was afraid to admit to his family he was gay. That’s the most obvious thing I can think of. His parents paid for his college and all his expenses, and he felt beholden to them. He was also deep in the closet to them. Evangelicals.”

I shudder. “I’ll hard-pass that. I’m a Methodist, thank you very much.”

He laughs, but he sounds amused.

“What’s so funny?”

“Raised Episcopal but I’m attending a UU church now that I really love.”

Of all the twists and turns I thought this conversation might take, this wasn’t one I anticipated. I must be slipping. “Isn’t that one of those hippy-dippy churches? New-Agey?” I say that with a playful tone and smile I hope he knows means I’m joking.

“It’s very inclusive. Sort of a mix between Methodist and Episcopal, but the pastor sometimes blends in things from other faiths.” He pauses. “Want to go with me tomorrow?”

I need a second to process that. I’ve been asked out on dates to a lot of places in the past, but never to church. “Seriously?”

“Yeah. Seriously.”

Actually, I’d been planning on sleeping in. I’ve attended church the last several Sundays, but I thought I’d catch up on my rest tomorrow.

Except how many times do I have a really hot guy I gel with so nicely…wanting to take me to church?

Put me on my knees and make me say Oh, God, sure, I’ve had that. Not a literal church, though. “You have to come pick me up. And I want coffee on the way, please.”

He smiles. “Sure. Where do you live?”

“About ten minutes from here.”

“We can attend the second service instead of the early one. I’d need to pick you up by ten, to make sure we’re not late.”

“Okay. Deal.” Now he’s done more than perk up my cock—he’s caught my interest on a deeper level, and that can be a dangerous thing.

Within twenty-four hours, though, not only am I happily spanked and well-fucked, I also know I’m already falling hard for the sad, hottie attorney.

Despite my soul wanting me to take things slow, I understand I can’t control who I fall in love with. I can control what I do in response to those feelings, absolutely, and I make it clear that marriage isn’t in the cards for me.

He says he’s okay with that.

Liam Michael Davis soon becomes the center of my world, the keeper of my trust, and the owner of my heart and soul.

Not to mention my body.

While I give him all I am, no matter how hard I try I know it’ll never be enough to heal those deeply embedded shards of pain within him. I even let him have access to a tracker app on my phone, in hopes that might help ease his mind and reassure him I’m in this for the long-haul.

Giving up my privacy like that is not anything I ever thought I’d willingly do, but there you have it. Love will make you do crazy things sometimes.

By four years into this, I realize I do trust Liam in every way. I cannot speak to what he feels for me, other than what my eyes see in his actions.

Everything he does declares his love for me, his patience with me.

I guess that’s why I say yes when he proposes after my years of swearing I’d never get married, but only after laying down the hall-pass fuck exception.

I want him to understand that I know pain and I know loss, and I understand them on an intimate level that many do not. I don’t devalue what he suffered, because it fucked his life and dreams in one of the cruelest ways possible.

He needs to name his ghost, metaphorically speaking. If he can acknowledge there’s still space in his heart for that mystery man, maybe it’ll help him heal.

Besides, there’s no fucking way I’d turn down a chance to fuck Ryan Reynolds, should he cross my path and be willing and able to be DTF.

The day Liam and I get married, I know I’m exactly where I’m supposed to be, and spending my life with the perfect man for me. On that day, Liam vowed to love, honor, cherish, protect, and care for me. By default, I assumed that would mean he’d follow the rules laid out through the hall-pass fuck exception.

What I didn’t count on was how much deeper his pain ran than even I realized at the time.

Now look where we are.




















Chapter Five

Now




Ward winces as I slowly increase the pressure of my grip on his junk but his hands remain behind his back.

Obviously, I don’t crank down as hard on him as I could, because I don’t want to hurt him so badly that he can’t perform in a little while.

No, I need him fully functioning, so he can help me put on a show for my dumb-ass husband, who’s probably straining to listen to every noise from down here.

And who’s probably still sporting one hell of an erection, the kinky bastard.

I tell Ward in excruciating detail about my first date with Liam, going out for sushi and talking. I want him to keenly ache over his loss, and the damage he did.

“That night, even though I’d just met him, I could see the pain in his eyes despite it having been seven years since you left him. He hadn’t even started the process of trying to work through it. Not really. He slapped a bandage over the wound and let it scab over without actually cleaning it out. He was functioning, but far from emotionally or even spiritually healthy. I’ve spent the last fourteen years with him. I have lived with him twice as long as you had with him, and I’m not giving him up without a fight.

“What I’m going to put you through will be part retribution for knowing he was married now and yet still jumping into the sack with him without at least talking to me first, and part retribution for the pain you caused him when you left him. He literally mourned you, but it’s like losing someone in a shipwreck, or they disappear into the wilderness, and they never find a body. The family will always hold out hope, right?

“And even though most everyone says look, stop hoping, because you’re only killing yourself, there’s always some other asshole. That asshole will point to the one fucking miracle, like that plane crash a few years back with all the governors on it. Where weeks later, they rescued a few survivors off this tiny damn rock in the middle of the ocean. The world had given up hope of finding anyone else alive, and not only did they find a survivor, they found several. If any of those survivors had died after being rescued, do you know how much more tragic that would be?

“I tell you all of this because I need you to understand how damned serious this is to me. How if this doesn’t work, and you can’t nut up and do the work this time and stand tall, it will quite possibly kill my husband. Maybe not physically, but it definitely will spiritually.”

I lean in close, in his face. “And if that happens, there isn’t a single place on the face of this earth where you’ll be able to hide from me where I won’t absolutely ruin everything you even think of caring about.”

He swallows but nods. “Y-yes, Sir.”

“I hope you’re terrified right now.”

“I am, Sir.”

“Good.” I give his cock and balls one more warning squeeze before releasing him. Then I point in the direction of our downstairs bathroom. “Go use it.”

He hurries to do it.

When he returns, I put him on his knees in front of the couch, have him clasp his hands behind his head, and I use the plastic wrap as impromptu bondage tape to bind his wrists together, including one turn around his neck, so he’s forced to keep his hands behind his head.

Next, I sit on the couch and spread my thighs. I’m certain he’s feeling vulnerable right now, because I’m well familiar with this particular scenario and the emotions and reactions it can trigger. Liam, clothed, and me kneeling, naked, and bound.

Normally.

I grab the clothespins and immediately attach one to each of his nipples, making sure to grab a good amount of skin, not just his tit. I watch him wince and gauge his pain tolerance as I add more clothespins to the sensitive skin under his arms, three along each pit.

Then I sit back, unfasten my trousers, and pull out my cock. I’m not exactly sporting wood right now but I have a feeling I soon will be. I circle the base with my thumb and forefinger and shake it at him. “Suck it.”

He awkwardly shuffles forward on his knees, wincing because every movement jostles the clothes pins.

Yeah, those will be coming off him before I take him upstairs. I don’t want to give Liam any ideas. He’s a creative enough sadist without my input.

Ward also can’t brace himself with his hands bound behind his head like they are. As he starts to lean in, from his expression I know he realizes the other part of this equation—he won’t be able to keep from brushing his nipples, and the clothespins clamped to them, against the couch or my legs.

I can see the tipping point in his brain where he accepts he’s going to feel pain no matter what he does, and he finally decides to fully throw himself into it. His lips part and he’s moving slowly as he engulfs my erection with his mouth.

That’s when I grab the back of his head with my free hand and choke him on my cock.

Which, hellooo, hardens.

There we go.

“You can deep-throat him, you damn sure can take me, because we both know I’m not as hung as he is.”

His muffled yelp around my cock as the clothespins cause him extra torment only makes me harder.

Yeeeaaah, now I get why Liam enjoys doing things like this to me. It’s an additional sensory experience, feeling Ward’s mouth and throat vibrate as he whimpers and moans in pain.

That’s…hot.

Seriously fucking hot.

There absolutely will be more of this kind of torture in Ward’s future.

And probably in Liam’s, too.

I fist his hair and take little mercy on him as I use his mouth to fluff my cock. No, I don’t want to put this load down his throat here, where Liam can’t witness it.

I want to do it upstairs, in our bed, where Liam is helpless to do anything but watch us.

Honestly? I’m seriously wondering where the man got the stamina. These first couple of weeks were normal for us as a couple in terms of sexual activity. A little on the low side, maybe, because of work and everything. If it hadn’t been for Liam’s reaction that day at the swearing in, I honestly never would’ve suspected something was happening behind my back.

“I’m sure you swallow like a good boy, don’t you?” I ask.

Ward mumbles an affirmative that also vibrates around my shaft. I slow him down, because I have to say, he’s amazing at giving head.

Once again, if Liam was his teacher…fucking duh.

For a brief moment, I feel guilty that I’m down here doing this with Ward while my husband and Master lies tied up in our marital bed. A flash of guilt slams through me for having sex with someone other than my husband—or Ryan Reynolds—and I wonder if I’m doing the right thing.

Except my anger returns. I told Liam I was changing my HPF answer, and would be getting my revenge, and he agreed to do whatever I needed. Plus, Liam has fucked Ward quite a bit over the past couple of weeks.

Liam will have to wait his turn, until I’m done being angry.

And I can hold a grudge, let me tell you what.

I grab my phone and snap a picture of Ward on my cock and relish the fear in his eyes.

“Oh, don’t worry. I’m not stupid enough to blackmail a US senator. I do want you to remember the wash of terror that just shriveled your balls, however. It’s only a fraction, not even a close hint of what I can do to your life as you know it should you piss me off.”

He whimpers a little, making my cock throb.

Then I realize he’s fucking hard. His cock is bumping against my leg.

I reposition my bare foot so the sole presses along the length of his cock and traps it against his abs. “You can grind on me, but don’t you dare come without permission. If you do, I will order a chastity device tomorrow and lock it on you myself.”

Another whimper.

I stare into his eyes, a view Liam no doubt experienced countless times over their years together. They’re a different shade of blue than mine but he’s already deep in subspace.

“How’s it feel sucking the cock of your lover’s husband, hmm? The man who got to put a ring on it after you fucked up?”

He mumbles something that sounds like an affirmative of some sort. Hard to tell.

Yes, I’m hurting and mean and want to work through this quickly. We don’t have time to fuck around with petty games, considering their jobs and mine.

Well, not much time.

I jerk him by the hair and pull him off my cock. Leaning in close, I clamp my other hand around his jaw. “You ever lie to me,” I whisper, “and you might as well resign and leave DC and hunker down to await the bombs dropping on you. The only reason I haven’t blown up both your worlds already is because I love him and know how much he loves you. Understand?”

“Yes, Sir.”

I slap his cheek hard, much the way I did Liam earlier. “You going to sneak around with him behind my back again?”

“No, Sir. I promise.”

I slap him again. “Your loyalty now lies with me, not him. He tries to get you to go against the terms of this deal, you contact me immediately. If you fail to do so, I’ll take it totally out on him and make you watch, and I don’t mean sexy fun, either. I’ll ruin him, tie it all to you, and make you watch the show before I ruin you. It’ll be your fault for not saving him from himself and his stupidity. Understand?”

I’m hoping Liam drilled into Ward, the way he did with me, the “prime directive”—to protect the property before all other considerations. Even if that means protecting the property from the Master, or protecting the Master from himself.

He nods. “Yes, Sir.”

I pull him back onto my cock for another few minutes. “He knows he doesn’t get a safeword tonight. Neither do you. You lost that right when you two fucked behind my back. The stupid thing is if he’d just come to me, I would have said yes. That’s what absolutely kills me about all of this.”

Chuckling, I hold him deep on my cock and make him struggle for a moment before easing back so he can suck in air. “Just like you were scared of your father, Liam’s rightfully scared of what I might do to you. I’ve made good use of my time in DC. Made a lot of contacts. Learned a lot of dirty tricks. Turned enough dirt to discover more than a few bodies. What’s funny is that I’m a very dangerous man, and no one realizes exactly how dangerous I am until it’s too late.

“I have a feeling, based on what Liam told me, that you are not made for politics. You’re going to get a crash course in assholery from yours truly. We have to toughen your balls. You’re going to do what I say, and you’re going to be my bitch in the office and outside of it. When I need leverage to get a bill through conference committee, you’re going to help me do it.

“You’ll also be my spy, passing me any intel that comes your way about your fellow senators. Liam and I don’t talk like that, because he usually has ethics. You, on the other hand, will have entrée into normally locked rooms with your fellow GOP assholes. Until I make you switch parties, that is. But if you hear any rumors, like someone’s fucking someone not their spouse, or they change prayer meetings, or they cashed in stocks just before a critical vote—anything, you tell me. Understand?”

He mumbles his assent around my cock.

Information is a valuable commodity. Some people focus too much on titles and office locations.

Me? I’m an analyst. That means I have a knack for spotting patterns no one else does and fitting things together in a way that makes sense.

Like if a senator is supposedly happily married, and suddenly moves out of a townhouse he shares with other senators and into an apartment all his own, but his spouse and kids aren’t living in DC with him, and he hires a young new intern who doesn’t seem suited for the job professionally about the same time…it frequently adds up to leverage.

Former Illinois Governor Bruce Rauner once said, “Crisis creates leverage to change.” Even though he’s GOP, I have to admit he’s not wrong.

Although crisis itself can often be used as the leverage. Or, the threat of creating a crisis can be the leverage.

Leverage I am a master at judiciously applying.

Like right now.

I finally pull Ward off my cock and remove the clothes pins from him, noting the way he winces but doesn’t complain too loudly.

Excellent. There will be torture at work in his future, if he’s used to being quiet like that.

“Let’s go upstairs.” Leaving my cock hanging out, I free his hands, stand, and collect all the phones, his and mine. I can see we’ll have to be careful about that, to not accidentally grab the wrong phones if we’re in a hurry.

I also make myself a mental note to ensure we all have different phone cases.

He follows me to the base of the stairs, where I turn. “You obey every order I give you tonight without question or hesitation. Understand?”

“Yes, Sir.”

He isn’t fighting me. Not so much as an inch. Even when I confronted Liam, I watched him mentally struggling to rein in his Master side the whole time.

Another way my wayward hubby earned bonus points with me. Normally, he likes it when I challenge him for dominance and he can put me down. Because I like that he can take control of me. It’s a thing we do, and something that’s become an integral part of our play.

Earlier, when I bound Liam, I sensed that Dominant side of him struggling to remain in check. Another reason I couldn’t look him in the eyes until he was secured to the bed. It would’ve been too easy for him to grab and hold me, try to soothe my tears, and we’d still be at square one.

But…not Ward.

I’m still far too raw and angry to do a deep dive and analyze my feelings about him right now. My first impression is he’s a full-on submissive. Hell, even in his professional life. From my research, I know he went to work for his father’s law firm right out of college. His father and his cronies got him elected to the offices he’s run for. I mean, Georgia is notorious for voter suppression, so it wasn’t difficult for them to do it without needing much help from Ward. All he had to do was not get caught on video fucking someone he wasn’t married to, or killing puppies, or something.

“Tonight, you don’t speak to Liam unless I okay it,” I add. “No matter what he says.”

“Yes, Sir.”

I take a deep breath. “Do you really still love him? Honestly?”

“I’ve never stopped loving him.”

“He’s a package deal. You get me by default, and I refuse to be a third-wheel.”

“I know, Sir. I’m fine with that.” He blushes and chews on his lower lip. “I told him I thought you were hot.”

A suspicion tickles my brain. “Have you been keeping track of him the way he used to keep track of you?”

His blush deepens. “Yes, Sir.”

“So…you already knew who I was before you met me that day?”

“I did.”

I take another deep breath to steady myself. “How jealous were you when you found out he married me?”

He takes a moment to answer. “Very. But not like I could complain, could I? I’m glad he met you. I wanted him to meet someone who would love him and be perfect for you. I’m glad you healed him.”

I brush away the satisfaction his comments trigger in me. Going easy on him isn’t an option right now. “I didn’t heal him enough, apparently.” I realize I’ll need to get Ward a day collar, too. Something Liam will see and, hopefully, respect.

A visual reminder to both of them of what’s going on. Because if they can’t responsibly adult outside my presence, we’re all fucked. I have to operate in good faith, and so do they.

“Do you want to know why I can take this approach instead of just kicking him out and divorcing him?” I ask.

He tentatively nods.

“Because I spent all day today reading the e-mails he sent you over the years. I never knew about that account until today. I can see how much he loves you, present-tense. It allowed me a peek into his psyche. You already know what it’s like to love what he loves and hate what he hates.”

That earns me another nod.

“He loves you. Like I told him, I always thought it was an indicator of what a good soul he has that he’s always held space for you. Hence the hall-pass fuck exception. Which I was totally serious about, even though I never realized…” I gesture at everything.

Ward nods.

“If things were different, and you and I were both single, even though you’re subby like me, I’d still think you’re hot and be attracted to you. So, you have that going for you. He loves you—which is the biggest point.”

I take a deep breath. “I also know what it is like to have a shitty father. Not, apparently, to the extent or in the ways yours is. But my ‘daddy issues’ also played a huge role in forming who I am. I get it. But even more, it allowed me to see what not having closure can do to a person. I couldn’t help my mom find closure with my dad, but I can save my husband from that Hell. Where we go from this point is up to the two of you.”

I hold up my left hand and point to my wedding band. “Think of him as being collared to me. In a manner of speaking.” I hold up my right, showing him the bracelet I wear there. “He proposed to me. He’s my husband. He’s my Master. If you really want to be a part of what we have, I am willing to make that space for you, too. But you need to earn my trust first.”

“I will.”

“Don’t make me promises. Because I gotta tell you, your current track record fucking sucks. Just do it. Work your ass off and show me you are a man of your word and not that terrified law school grad who broke my man’s soul.”

He nods.

“Come on.”

I turn and head up the stairs, no longer feeling controlled by the absolute rage consuming me earlier. My mind already wants to jump ahead to the planning stages and free Ward from the anchors in his life.

Because I want my husband to be happy.

Ward Callahan is the key to Liam’s happiness. Meaning I’ll do whatever’s required. Move mountains, if necessary.

Whoever stands in the way of that goal…

It won’t end well for them.

Because it never has in the past.




















Chapter Six




At the bedroom door, I step aside so I can watch Ward’s face as he spots Liam’s predicament.

Yes, the kinky bastard is still sporting full wood, just like I expected.

If Liam thinks he’s getting off easy tonight, he’s mistaken.

He’s not getting off at all. He’s going to have to suffer for a while.

Liam’s not one to use sexual torture on me very often, because it makes me grouchy and spiteful and mean, and he doesn’t enjoy when I get that way.

Doesn’t mean I won’t do it to him, though. Although, on the other hand, I could completely ruin his orgasms, the way he’s ruined mine in the past, on occasion.

Let him see how he likes it.

Besides, he’s been getting his brains fucked out for the past couple of weeks. He can suffer without for a while.

Hell, if Liam doesn’t watch himself, I might strap a chastity device on him.

Ward’s eyes widen but he doesn’t speak when he sees Liam tied up on the bed.

I grab Ward by the back of the neck. “You remember how to clean yourself out?”

He nods.

I give him a shove toward our bathroom. “Everything’s under the sink. Go do it.”

He heads that way.

Liam’s gaze narrows and his head turns as he follows Ward’s progress across the room to the bathroom door.

Without talking to or even looking at my husband, I dump our phones on the dresser, separate Ward’s from mine and Liam’s, and put mine on their chargers. Then I hook my phone to our bedroom speakers and select rock music I enjoy, the volume only loud enough it both covers the noises of what Ward’s doing in the bathroom and prevents him from overhearing what I’m about to say to Liam.

Liam’s gaze focuses on me as I return to the bed and check his hands and feet to make sure I haven’t cut off his circulation. Then I reach over and thump the head of his cock again, hard, making him yelp and jerk against his bonds.

“Stupid bastard,” I whisper. “You’re lucky the two of you didn’t get caught. He’s agreed to do everything I say. From this point on, I’m in charge, no matter if I’m in sub mode or not. That continues until I decide if or when you’ve regained Master privileges with me and with him. Understand?”

Liam’s gaze narrows, the Master struggling to rein this madness in, but he eventually nods.

“At some point, I might hand the reins back to you, but not now. Maybe not ever, when it comes to him. If you can’t deal with that then say so, and we can work out the terms of our divorce. You in or out?”

I’m hoping he doesn’t call that bluff because I’d hate like hell to divorce him. I love him. He’s my heart and soul.

But I cannot stay with him if I can’t trust him.

He nods.

I lean in close. “One more time, just to be clear—if you lie to me, or try to go behind my back with him and break my rules, I will ruin him without a second thought or an ounce of guilt, and I will also make sure he knows it’s all your fault. You get one chance to make this right. You fuck up, that’s it. You feel me?”

No way Liam can fake the fear in his brown gaze. He nods.

Stick…and carrot. I perch on the edge of the bed. This whole time, my cock’s been hanging out, and I didn’t miss Liam glancing at it from time to time.

I jab him in the middle of his forehead with my finger. “You do what I say—both of you—and maybe we can eventually have it all. Meaning the three of us together long-term. But only if you both trust me and listen to me. And only if you regain my trust.”

He nods and looks close to tears. Which guts me, because my husband is not a crier, under normal circumstances.

Obviously, this is anything but a normal circumstance.

I finally tuck my cock back in and zip up, but I remove my shirt and toss it aside.

Also, I look Liam in the eyes as I unfasten the thick, stainless steel chain bracelet on my right wrist, my day collar, and set it on the dresser.

I rarely take it off myself, although Liam will frequently remove it for me. Sometimes, he puts cufflinks on me as a day collar. I wear something every day to work as a day collar, but when we’re home, sometimes it’s a leather collar buckled around my neck instead of the day collar around my wrist.

That’s definitely pain in his eyes now as his gaze lingers on where I set the bracelet. Maybe it’s naive on my part, but I want to believe Liam comprehends exactly how badly he fucked up. Maybe it makes me stupid to hope this will work out. Still, I’m willing to give both of them the opportunity to atone.

I read Liam’s words, words from the past he thought no one except maybe Ward would see when he originally wrote them.

He definitely didn’t think I’d ever see them.

The raw, honest anguish. I also know, because of those same words, that he loves me.

That man deserves a chance to finally heal. I swore I’d never share Liam, but the truth is, I have been sharing him, ever since the day I met him.

This won’t be easy, and it won’t be overnight, but I know for a fact there are other throuples out there. Even in politics.

Why can’t we be another one?

After all, Liam’s not the only kinky bastard in our marriage.

* * * *

By the time Ward finishes his assigned task and returns from the bathroom, I’ve made a trip downstairs to retrieve more supplies, including more rope, and the plastic wrap, and have prepared everything. I’ve even stuffed puppy pads under Liam.

I do not want to have to change the sheets tonight on top of everything else. I’ve got an early morning tomorrow, and I’m guessing these activities will run pretty late. I can’t call off work tomorrow because of my meetings, and because it’ll already be hairy enough catching up from today.

That’s yet another thing that pisses me off about all of this. I’m notorious in my office for having an intolerance for preventable fumbles. I understand people aren’t perfect, but there’s a huge difference between an honest accident beyond one’s control, and deliberate stupidity.

What these two idiots did approaches a level of nearly criminal incompetence, both of them. As a result, I’m going to lose sleep and be forced to rearrange my schedule because they were horny dumbasses.

One of the reasons I love being a slave to my husband is because I’m in charge in every other freaking aspect of my life. People who know me would never suspect I’m submissive. If anything, there’s likely a belief that I’m the one in charge of our marriage. Being Liam’s pet means I get desperately needed down-time I cannot achieve any other way. It’s a mental vacation.

Now, I don’t even have that avenue of de-stressing available to me. Not until they earn my trust.

That’s a rant I focus on them, too. “I shouldn’t have to be doing this!” I yell. Ward stands next to the bed, where I ordered him to await my next command. He looks appropriately chastised.

“I’ve had a rough couple of weeks at work with a few more on the horizon,” I continue. “I’m working fucking Saturdays, and sometimes on Sundays, too. I’m busy as Hell. And what do I have to do today? I have to get emotionally body-slammed because of you two jokers not properly adulting.”

I jab a finger in Liam’s direction. “You know this about me, too. Now I’m stuck waiting to see if you assholes can follow my rules and regain my trust.” My anger boils into full-on rage, even though I know I should shove it back and try to rein it in. “If you two think I won’t enjoy every second of torture I’m going put you through, think again.”

Liam hasn’t tried to spit out his briefs, either. Honestly? I thought there might be some minor rebellion on his part by now in that way.

I don’t know if that makes me feel better or worse, to be honest.

Snapping my fingers at Ward, I point to the floor in front of him and he immediately drops to his knees.

Yes, having been trained by the same sadist has a few benefits, I suppose.

Taking the plastic wrap, I grab Liam’s cock and wrap a couple of turns around his cock and balls. Sort of an impromptu cockring.

That’s not what it’s really for, though.

And I take no small measure of joy in watching his eyes widen as he realizes exactly what I’m going to do to him.

I grab the glass with ice in it from my drink I’d finished earlier and, working quickly, I use more of the wrap to secure the ice along the base of his cock, above his balls.

He yelps around the briefs and struggles against the ropes, but I know my knots.

“Not so funny when it’s your junk getting iced down, is it, asshole?”

Oh, yes. He’s done this to me before. Not like this, exactly, but the ice will melt reasonably fast because it had a head-start from being in my drink earlier. I glance over at Ward, who’s watching with wide eyes. “He ever do this to you?”

He nods. “Inside a condom, and he used a rubber band to hold it on me.”

“Oh, see? He improved his evil technique over the years.” I reach up and smack Liam’s cheek. “Aren’t you a clever sadist?”

He fucking growls at me through his impromptu gag. The glare I receive from him is all pissed-off Master.

I thump the head of his now-wilted cock again, making him yelp. “Fucking knock that shit off, right now. You damn well know why you’re here and that you deserve it. You want me to walk? I can do that, if you’d prefer.” I point to the bedroom door.

Like that, his glare disappears, immediately replaced by desperate pleading in his gaze and he shakes his head.

“That’s better.”

I round the bed. Liam’s gaze tracks my progress and he turns his head so he’s looking right at me when I stand in front of where Ward kneels, grab him by the hair, and viciously wrench his head back.

Liam’s strains at the ropes again, but this time it’s involuntary.

It’s also my definitive answer. His instinct is to jump in to protect Ward. The borderline desperation in his gaze isn’t passion, but fear.

Fear of what I’ll do to Ward.

Without breaking my gaze with Liam, I speak to Ward. “What’d you just do to me downstairs, boy?”

“I sucked your cock, Sir.”

“And did you enjoy sucking my cock, boy?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Yes, Sir, what?”

“Yes, Sir, I enjoyed sucking your cock.”

Ward’s a quick study. Or, he remembers all too well what a beautiful bastard Liam can be in his most sadistic moods.

“Would you like to suck my cock again?”

“Yes, Sir, I would like to suck your cock again, please.”

A subtle shift in Liam’s gaze tells me he’s deep in the middle of an emotional morass, but there’s definitely hunger trying to creep in.

I don’t want to harm my husband—I only want to hurt him enough he doesn’t forget the lesson, or make a similar mistake in the future.

Returning my focus to Ward, I look into his eyes. “How, exactly, did you get away with not sleeping with your own wife for, what, fifteen years?”

I have suspicions I’ll keep to myself, for now. A rumor I caught wind of last week, but haven’t had time to run down yet.

“I told her I got whacked hard in the balls in college and couldn’t have sex, and that I wasn’t interested in it. Gave her the chance to back out of the wedding and she wouldn’t. Back then, she was still in college and I was working, so we were busy and I slept in a separate bedroom, mostly, when we were in the same house. But she doesn’t remember anything when she drinks. So I’d get her drunk and put a vibrator next to her and pretend like I’d helped her out.”

Glancing over at Liam, I see the triumph in his eyes.

“Beg me for it, boy,” I order.

“Please let me suck your cock, Sir! I want to suck it again.”

I ease up on the grip in his hair without releasing him. “Unzip me and do it. Don’t make me come yet.”

He does, and my eyes are focused on Liam as he watches the first love of his life swallow his husband’s cock.

Definitely longing and hunger in his gaze as Ward slowly rocks himself back and forth as he works his mouth over my meat.

I pull Ward deep onto my erection and hold him there, making him struggle to take me and hold his breath, all while I defy Liam with my gaze to complain or try to say something.

He watches with nearly perfect control.

Except his fists clench. I don’t even think he realizes he’s doing it.

Once I see that, I know I’m digging deep under his skin. Not sure of the reason yet, but at least I know what he’s seeing isn’t simply rolling off his back or fueling sexy fantasies.

He wants to step in here, pull us apart, and direct the action.

That’s not going to happen for…a while.

How long?

I guess that’s up to the two of them, isn’t it?




















Chapter Seven




Standing in my own bedroom, with my cock buried in another man’s mouth, while my bound and gagged hubby watches, never appeared anywhere on my relationship bingo card. Not even as a possibility for the free space.

Let’s be honest—Ryan Reynolds was a far-fetched fantasy, and I know it. Although, had that opportunity ever arisen, I definitely would have jumped all over it and RyRey.

“He’s good, Liam,” I say as I use Ward’s mouth as a fucktoy. “You taught him well.”

I slam home deep and nearly gag Ward as I hold him all the way on my cock again. He keeps the struggling to a minimum and I feel him swallowing, trying to fight and control his gag reflex.

“Too bad you won’t get to experience this for a while,” I add as I ease out a little to let Ward breathe. “His mouth and ass belong to only me now.” I stare down into Ward’s blue eyes. “You promise to be a good boy for me, baby?”

“Yeth, Thir,” Ward mumbles around my cock, making me smile and ruffle his hair.

When I glace at Liam, the pain in his eyes nearly makes me call a halt to this.

Then I remember how it felt like a literal gut-punch when I unlocked that cell phone and read everything, saw the pictures and watched the videos.

I don’t have two in me tonight, I’m sure of it. Between physical and mental exhaustion, on top of the emotional shitstorm, I’ll be lucky if I don’t collapse and fall asleep immediately after coming.

That means I take my time right now, making sure Liam can watch what’s happening. “Does anyone else at work know you were roommates?” I ask Ward, pulling out far enough he can talk.

“It hasn’t come up, Sir.”

I fuck his mouth between questions. “Have you said anything to your wife at all about Liam? Mentioned you knew each other in college?”

“I told her we were roommates. I didn’t want to get caught in a lie later, but I wanted to set it up so it wouldn’t be a surprise, either, that we spent time together outside of work.”

“Does she know how long you were roommates?”

“No, Sir. She didn’t ask. She doesn’t care.”

“Excellent.” I slowly thrust again. “Set up a night for us to come over to have dinner with both of you when she’s back in town. Just the four of us. Old friends able to spend time catching up. Make sure asparagus is on the menu.”

At that dictum, his gaze cuts over to Liam and I lightly slap Ward’s cheek. “Well?”

“Yes, Sir.”

Liam despises asparagus. Obviously, Ward remembers that. “Good boy.” I send Liam as sarcastic a smile as I can muster. “You’ll eat every bite of it on your plate, won’t you?”

He glares but nods.

He thinks I’ll pay for this later, at some point.

He’s wrong—I’m paying for it now.

* * * *

For years, one of my secret fantasies was to track down Liam’s ghost, drag him in front of my husband, and watch the man pay for his sins at the sadist’s hands. After Liam finally purged himself and then made love to me in front of him, to show the ghost what he was missing, then the man would be sent away in humiliation.

I used to imagine what flavor popcorn I’d snack on while enjoying a front-row seat to the festivities. About egging Liam on as he unloaded a truck-load of pain onto the mystery man.

Because before I read through the contents of the e-mail account, I held a limited, relatively opaque spouse’s view of the events I was not a witness to. The filter through which I viewed what happened originated because of that opacity.

I never wanted to press Liam once I bumped against his most obvious emotional walls. It pained him to talk about his ghost. Even recalling events from college, happy events, usually concluded with a wistful look in his eyes as he left out gaping chasms of information because of those memories being forever entwined with the ghost’s presence in his soul.

I…got it. I even respected him for honoring his promise to never out the man.

Even when he listed his ghost as his hall-pass fuck exception, I assumed it meant so he could fuck the man and beat his ass and then kick him out of bed. When I agreed to his choice of HPF, I thought it meant—not that I seriously believed it would ever happen—I could partake in that vengeance with him. I would have gleefully handed him implements to beat the crap out of the guy.

My own growing and seething rage over the past few weeks as I suspected something was going on fed into that revenge fantasy. Although it was a skewed revenge fantasy without me knowing it, at the time.

Staring down into Ward’s eyes as my cock glides through his lips and over his tongue, with the new knowledge I bear, I realize my husband never would have made Ward serve penance.

Not the way I would have chosen for him to atone.

With my new insight, I don’t think I ever could make Ward pay, either.

Pay for the two of them fucking around behind my back?

Oh, hell, yeah. This is behavior modification and my own revenge.

But…

No matter what I said to Ward, the truth is, I can…feel the older man’s vulnerability. You just get that sense with some people, right? No matter how capable they are of adulting, there’s still that radar ping at a soul level telling you they’re fragile in ways that make you want to shelter and protect them. I don’t mean people who are professional victims, either.

Ward did what he did, despite how much he loved Liam, to protect him. At great expense to his own happiness. Even knowing he’d be miserable, and while thinking Liam would move on with his life and find love elsewhere.

Ward kept his promise to Liam to not be with anyone else. Over twenty years he’s denied himself.

I mean…how do you stay enraged over that?

I won’t tell either of them that Mason Rutherford Callahan is now on my radar and my to-do list. The man has become my hobby. They don’t need to know that. It would only terrify Ward if I told him, and it would probably trigger some stupidly protective instinct in Liam. I mean, to the point that Liam might resign suddenly and publicly confess everything they’ve done together just to get the two of us out of DC.

The beauty of my tactics is the surgical nature of the strike, once I send it. Like a sniper. Collateral damage isn’t acceptable to me. That’s sloppy, lazy planning.

We already know how I feel about that.

“Liam tells me you have a prenup we need to worry about,” I say, letting Ward speak.

“Yes, Sir. Infidelity will trigger penalties.”

“She has to have proof, though?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“We just won’t give her any, then. Will we?”

I savor the fear in his eyes. “No, Sir.”

I always recognized I was a bit of a sadist when it comes to work. Until this moment, I never realized how much of one I could be in my private life, too.

Never thought I’d need to be one.

Another benefit of being Liam’s slave was the comfort that, if I needed him to, he’d fight my battles and slay my dragons. The comfort I never had growing up. Mom did her best, but sometimes it felt like I needed to step in behind the scenes—or just outright say it—to take care of business.

Like kicking Dad out.

She never fought me about it once it was done. She knew it was the right call, even though she hated admitting it.

With Liam, I thought if the world was against me, at least I could always count on him being there to protect me emotionally, if not physically.

Now what do I do?

The only thing I can do is pick up the pieces and move forward.

Tomorrow, I will focus on creating a plan to deal with this new facet of our personal life. A long-term plan to fold Ward into our dynamic and finally insert him into the placeholder he’s always occupied in Liam’s soul.

Tonight, I want to make Liam suffer and give him a preview of what he has to look forward to.

I pull my cock from Ward’s mouth and shove my slacks and briefs down and off, kicking them out of my way. “On the bed,” I tell Ward. “Straddle his chest, facing the wall. Brace your hands on the headboard.”

He immediately complies and I adjust his position a little. That leaves Liam staring up at Ward’s cock.

After kneeling behind Ward, I lube him and me both. No condom tonight—I want to send him out of here with my load inside him. Besides, if he’s only ever been with Liam, then it’s safe.

If he’s lying about that, we have bigger problems to worry about.

I’m not gentle when I ram home balls-deep inside his ass, making him grunt, but he doesn’t complain.

Good. He’d better not. He and I both know what a pile-driver Liam can be when he’s in the mood to throw a hard fuck.

With my hand slicked with lube, I reach around Ward and start stroking his cock. I don’t know or care what Liam’s reaction is right now, because the boy’s ass does feel amazingly good. After a few pumps he’s already hard and trying to rock in time with my movements.

I’ll give Ward this one tonight, because of my overreaching goal of making him ours. In the future, he’ll have to work his ass off to earn them from me. There will be lots of begging and debasement, I’m certain.

I alternate fucking him with stroking his cock, working both of us closer to the edge. I want him to get off first.

Yes, it’s…weird being in this situation. It’s odd being with Ward and knowing he’s belonged to Liam all of these years.

It’s strange having to feel my way—literally—around a cock I’ve never handled before like this.

When Ward comes I paint Liam’s face with it before grabbing Ward’s hips and plowing him to completion. My climax rolls out of me and the last few thrusts are hard and deep, pumping my anger and pain into him, not just my cum. When I fall still I struggle and barely fight back the urge to cry.

Ward remains still, arms braced on the headboard and his head drooping.

Reaching down, I smear the mess all over Liam’s face before reaching up and sliding two fingers inside Ward’s mouth.

His lips open automatically.

A very well-trained boy.

While he sucks my fingers, I peer around Ward and down at Liam. “I catch either of you jerking off without permission, I burn both of you. Understand?”

Liam nods.

“Yes, Sir,” Ward mumbles around my fingers.

I pull them from Ward’s mouth, catch his chin, and kiss him long and hard, exploring his mouth with my tongue and taking total control. Then I pull out and slap Ward’s ass. “Go get dressed. I’ll be down in a minute. Wait for me in the front hall where we left your clothes. You may wash your face, but that’s the only cleaning up you’re allowed to do.”

“Yes, Sir.”

He climbs off the bed and exits the room.

Leaving me sitting on Liam and staring down at his cum-covered face.

“No, you don’t get to kiss him good-bye. You don’t even get to talk to him right now. I’m going to give him instructions, and he’s going to follow them. Will you follow them?”

That’s definitely resignation playing through his expression. He nods.

“Good.” I pat his cheek. “Because this is only the beginning of your penance.” I climb off him, go to the bathroom to clean up and wash my hands, and grab my robe. Then I walk over to the dresser and, with my body blocking Liam’s view, I pick up my bracelet.

Only then do I grab Ward’s phones and head downstairs for one last chat with my new toy.




















Chapter Eight




I find Ward waiting exactly where I told him to.

Even better?

He’s in a formal bow on the floor.

“Bonus points for that, boy,” I say as I walk up to him, my bare feet directly in front of him. “Thank me for the orgasm.”

He scoots forward, where he kisses and licks the tops of my feet, exactly as I suspected he would. “Thank you for the orgasm, Sir. And thank you for fucking me, and for letting me suck your cock.”

I’d say he’s a quick study but I know it’s more correct to say I obtained a pre-trained pet. “Let me know by six p.m. tomorrow what day and time to come over for dinner. I will arrange our schedules accordingly.”

He remains in the formal bow and kissing my feet. “Yes, Sir.”

“No touching your cock to play with it. No kissing Liam without permission. No letting Liam get you off, and, obviously, you don’t do anything to him, either.” I go over my other rules one more time, just to make sure he processed them. “Questions?”

“No, Sir.”

“Good boy. Sit up.”

He does, and I return his phones. “Meet me at the hideaway office tomorrow at noon. Ass lubed and ready, or it’ll be very uncomfortable for you.”

His cheeks turn deliciously red but he nods. “Yes, Sir.”

I lean in, tightly cup the back of his neck, and kiss him. Not just a peck on the lips, either.

With my lips slanted over his, I thoroughly explore his mouth with mine and let him have a literal taste of the kind of life now within his grasp.

I want him needy and hungry—for me. “Text me first thing every morning, and last thing every night. You may still text Liam, but he comes second to me.”

He nods. “Yes, Sir.”

Am I seriously going to force Ward’s loyalties onto me, and use what I know about operant conditioning to train my boy so that Liam automatically comes second in Ward’s heart and soul?

You’d better believe I am.

I’ve never had a fear of my husband leaving me. Before this, I never would have so much as entertained the notion.

“Right hand,” I say.

Without question, he holds it up. I fasten my day collar bracelet around it.

I want Liam’s heart to ache when he sees that bracelet there. I want him to remember the day he fastened it to my wrist.

I want him to remember how it pained him to watch me remove it upstairs.

I need him to understand what he has to lose if I walk away.

The only way I can function is to believe my husband wants me and wants to save our marriage.

Maybe this tangible reminder of what his choices are—to fuck up and lose me, even if he does keep Ward—will help him make better decisions going forward.

The other part of the equation is I’m hurting and cannot make myself wear it right now, even though I want to.

It’s not the reality.

I cannot pretend this didn’t happen, that Liam didn’t shred my soul by not doing one little thing I asked of him.

It’s impossible for me to act as if my trust wasn’t shattered and I’m struggling to figure out how Liam can even regain it.

Hurting Ward isn’t my priority, either. Not anymore.

Never thought I’d say that.

Instead, I’m going to get as much mileage out of this situation as I can and use it to my advantage in case it does end badly. I now have an inroad to valuable information via Ward’s political affiliation.

“Have you been approached to join The Fellowship yet?” I ask.

“Yes, Sir.”

At least I don’t have to explain to him what that is. “Have you?”

“No, Sir. I really don’t want to.”

“Did you tell them no outright, or did you just stall them with excuses?”

“Stalled them.”

“Good. Keep doing that. Say you’re too busy, or whatever’s required to keep the line open but not obligate you. I need you to keep track of who asks you, what prayer meetings you’re invited to attend, all of that. I’ll text you the info about the prayer meetings we attend. You’ll need to start attending some of those.” He doesn’t look thrilled about that. “Problem?”

“I was hoping not to go to those, Sir.”

“And people in Hell want cold water, but ask me if I care. I need a spy, and that’s you. People need to see you publicly practicing your faith outside of church. What church are you going to?”

“We haven’t settled on a new one here yet.”

“Guess what? You just got a new one. You’ll attend the Episcopal church we attend here. That’ll give us another good excuse to spend more time with you that your wife won’t think is fishy.”

He doesn’t look convinced. “Yes, Sir.”

“Stand up.”

He does. 

“What’s your next step?”

He looks panicked and confused, and I relish it like I’m savoring a fine wine.

“Text you before I go to sleep?” he asks.

“Yes, good boy. Use the burner. I’ll have Liam’s burner tonight. Text me on that for now. I’ll get a new one tomorrow so we’re all protected.” Another aggravation—that means I’ll be carrying four cell phones.

Not that Liam knows about one of them.

I don’t want him knowing about it, either, which is why I can’t have Ward text me on that number.

After sending Ward out, I lock the door behind him and put away everything that I used on him. Then I make myself another drink, in a fresh glass, and return to the bedroom.

Ward’s cum is mostly dried all over Liam’s face. I lean against the bedroom doorframe and stare at him as I sip my drink. “Don’t you dare give him false hope that all you’ll need is time to atone with me. Success is not guaranteed.”

He watches me as I slowly walk over to him and untie his feet. For now, I leave his hands bound. The ice has completely melted inside the plastic wrap and his cock is completely shriveled right now.

Serves him right.

There’s a spreading puddle under him from the melted ice. Good call on the puppy pads, too. Otherwise, I’d be all pissed off again.

Right now I’m…

Sad.

This is the first time I’ve had to really sit in quiet contemplation of today’s revelations and verifications that my emotional radar is still completely functional.

I perch on the edge of the bed and sip my drink. “You’re sleeping on the sofa tonight.” We don’t have a guest bedroom here at the townhouse. We use the spare bedroom as a home office.

He hesitates but finally nods.

“Do not ask me when I’ll let you sleep in bed with me, either. The more you ask, the longer it will be. I’ll evaluate my feelings on a daily basis.”

He nods again.

I reach up and untie his right wrist. He can untie the other one himself. “Do not speak to me until tomorrow morning, either. I fucking mean it. And clean this mess up. You can also fix your own goddamned dinner.” I admit it—I flounce. I lock myself in the master bathroom and take a long, hot shower.

I feel like I want to scrub my skin right off my body because I enjoyed doing that way too damned much.

The last thing I want to do is fall for Ward Callahan right now. If he walks away from Liam again, I will be the one left picking up the pieces, and we can’t both be broken at the same time. It’ll kill whatever is left between me and Liam.

When I finally emerge from the shower after having used up all the hot water, I drain what’s left of my drink. I’m not even buzzed, unfortunately.

I pull my robe on and listen at the bedroom door for a moment. I don’t hear anything, so I’m guessing that means he’s not in the room. Carefully, I ease the door open and find the coast is clear.

He’s also tidied up the bed.

As I start to cross the room, I catch myself shaking my right hand and realize no, my bracelet isn’t there.

It’s on a man who’s somewhere in the DC Metro area, but he’s not here.

Not that I’d be wearing it right now even if it wasn’t on Ward’s wrist.

I suck in a sharp breath, almost painful.

What have I done?

The bedroom door is closed and I sink onto the edge of the bed and spend a few minutes trying not to hyperventilate while choking back my tears.

God, what have I done?

I’ve never claimed to be a perfect Christian. Never flouted my faith in other people’s faces, never used it to hide behind and disguise discrimination.

But I took my vows seriously.

All Liam had to do was tell me. That’s all.

He knew damn well what I’d been through, what I’d survived.

That horse has long left the stable now. Somehow, I need to find a way to get past it and move forward.

Because if all this falls apart around me, I’m going to need to pick myself up off the ground to get on with the rest of my life.

Honestly? I never thought I’d ever be alone again.

And now I don’t even know if I’m still going to have a marriage in the near future.

* * * *

I retreat to the bathroom to wash my face and blow my nose. My stomach rumbles, reminding me that I haven’t had anything to eat since my coffee and bagel this morning before work. Not even water.

Other than the two drinks.

I hate feeling like this. Helpless. It’s a feeling I only enjoy in very specific circumstances, and only when submitting to Liam.

Outside that, I’m darkly reminded of lying awake at night and listening for my father to stumble home, because if he started fighting with Mom, I wanted to make sure I could step in to protect her.

Helplessness outside my previously sturdy cocoon of trust with Liam sits in the pit of my soul like a sour ball of curdled milk.

From my dresser, I get pajamas and pull them on. If I’m naked under my robe it’ll be too easy for Liam to maybe try to suck me in, sweet-talk me, even though I’ve told him not to speak to me until morning.

I hate fighting with him. We don’t fight. We’ve never needed to fight.

I’ve never stepped out of his control before, and he’s never given me a reason to. I’ve always felt loved and cherished, protected, even. And like a partner, not like an outsider. Not a mere possession with no say or will of my own.

I’m almost to the bedroom door when I realize the reason my stomach’s been rumbling is because I’m smelling something tasty.

Fucker.

I don’t know what Liam cooked, but it wouldn’t shock me if he made himself something and didn’t bother to make me anything. In fact, I’m so convinced that’s probably what he’s done that when I storm downstairs and into the kitchen, I pull up short when I see two plates and sets of silverware on the counter. He’s just plating two steaks he pan-fried—which I’d put in the fridge yesterday to defrost for tonight’s dinner.

The microwave dings and I realize he’s nuked a bag of frozen mixed vegetables.

He’s pulled on sweats and a Celtics T-shirts and while he doesn’t speak, he looks at me with I’m sorry in his eyes.

It nearly breaks me but I cannot bend.

Not yet.

I suck in a deep breath and give him a curt nod, step around him to the microwave to grab the veggies from it, and then dish some out for myself.

I grab a chilled bottle of water from the fridge and carry everything back upstairs to our bedroom, where I lock the door behind me and then cry as I eat every perfectly cooked bite of steak.

If Liam’s weakness is Ward Callahan, then mine is Liam.

After I got my heart broken right out of college, I swore I’d never give someone multiple chances to hurt me. I saw what Mom endured.

Here I go, handing my heart over to a man who might break me in bad ways. This is exactly why I was against ever getting married. If we weren’t married, I could simply move out while he’s at work and have an attorney get in touch about splitting joint assets. We each have our own bank accounts, and a joint account we transfer money into for household expenses. I needed that security and Liam never fought me about it when others might have been jackasses.

Before now, he always did everything I asked of him to make me feel secure.

Always.

Worse?

What happens if I do fall for Ward? Then I’m vulnerable times two.

I don’t think I like those odds.




















Chapter Nine




Liam is not a morning person. I’m not much of one myself, but I function better in the morning than he does.

I feel little regret when I arise early after sleeping like shit, shower, dress, and ease the front door shut behind me before five the next morning, and Liam’s still asleep on the sofa.

If he didn’t set his alarm, that’s his problem, not mine.

Not today.

Not until he’s back in my good graces.

I left the bedroom door standing open so he knows I’m not in there and he can get his clothes and take his shower.

I stop by a coffee shop the next block over for coffee and realize I can’t eat anything yet. My stomach’s a tight knot.

One thing I did this morning was take the hideaway door key off Liam’s keyring and put it on my own. I’ll return it to him later today.

And I still have Liam’s burner. Ward followed instructions last night and texted me good-night.

I catch a cab to a twenty-four-hour superstore and pick up two burners, among other things. You never know when you’ll need a spare. Another cab ride to work, where I’m definitely early, but that’s okay. It gives me some needed time to set one of the phones up, including installing the same secure app Liam and Ward have been using on their burners for calls and texting.

Probably the only damn smart thing the two of them did in this whole mess.

The other burner, I lock it in my desk, for now. Never hurts to have an extra on hand.

When I receive a good-morning text from Ward fifteen minutes later, I reply with the new number and a terse command.




Repeat morning text to this number. From now on, text me on that number. I will return this phone to him later today. He’ll let you know when he has it.




I wait, wondering how long it will take Ward to reply. It surprises me when it’s only seconds later I have a text on the burner.




Good morning, Sir.




I let out a breath I didn’t realize I’d been holding.

Time for this boy to be trained by me.




Good morning, boy. Good boy. See you later, as we discussed.




I wait again and he doesn’t disappoint. Less than a minute later, he replies.




Yes, Sir. Noon.




Excellent. He didn’t forget or back out.

I mean, this is not me getting my hopes up.

Not at all.

I wait until eight to text Liam’s personal cell. Either he’s at work, or he’s about to be awakened and he’ll panic that he’s now late.




Noon. Hideaway. I have the key. You will get it back then, and other phone.




He responds ten minutes later with a thumbs-up emoji. Which is about to piss me off when he immediately follows it with several hearts of various colors, and the kiss emoji.

That’s his shorthand for I love you.

I’d be lying if I said I didn’t love him. That’s part of the problem—I do love the fucking doofus.

But I don’t respond. I don’t ask if he got up in time, no chit-chat—nothing.

Besides, I’m ass-deep in playing catch-up.

I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t looking forward to busting my nut inside the boy’s ass in a few hours.

And making Liam watch me do it.

How long can I keep this up?

Well, they spent three weeks, give or take, doing this. I might drop being an asshole at that point, depending on how they react, but Ward’s still going to belong to me for the indeterminate future.

When—or even if—I change that remains to be seen.

* * * *

I make a point of arriving at the hideaway fifteen minutes early so I can prepare. The boy arrives before Liam, at five ’til, and earns bonus points from me for it.

“Good boy.” I snap my fingers and point at the floor off to the corner.

He immediately steps over there and kneels.

There admittedly is something sexy about a suit-clad US senator kneeling and awaiting your command.

When Liam arrives four minutes later, I don’t even look at him. “Lock it behind you.”

I hear the latch catch and I’m aware of him standing there, awaiting my next order.

Finally, I turn and look at him. “Jacket off. Sit on the couch.”

He does without question or comment.

When a twinge of panic rears up in my soul, I mercilessly squash it.

There’s no room for that. Not now.

I know I yelled at these two for doing exactly what I’m about to do in here, but I have a reason for it.

See, if I had left the situation hanging where they’d fucked around in here and I had not, I’d never be able to set foot in this office again. Not without my imagination conjuring every possible dirty thing they might have done here together.

It would eat at me.

So I need to own it the way I own Ward, and that is by putting my own memories into place here.

But Liam doesn’t get that explanation. If he doesn’t realize that after all our years together, I’m not going to tell him now.

I’m also pissed off it wasn’t me he was fucking in here on the regular.

I pull out a condom pouch. Fucking bare at home is one thing. Here, at work, it’s a logistical nightmare. I point at Liam. “Hands behind your head, and keep them there.”

He complies. I feel the weight of his gaze on me as I grab one of the large garbage bags I already removed from the box of them I purchased earlier and drape it over him, tucking it into his collar like a lobster bib.

From the way his left eyebrow arches, I know he has questions, but he’s keeping his mouth shut.

Thankfully.

I crook a finger at Ward to stand and approach. “You prepared?”

He blushes. “Yes, Sir.”

Good, because I don’t want him hating sex with me.

I want him craving it.

“Jacket off.” I hold out my hand for it and he passes it over. I toss it onto the desk, add mine to it, and twirl a finger in Liam’s direction. “Pants down, bend over, brace your arms on the back of the couch.

He gets into position while I unzip and wrap myself. I add more lube, because I’m not a psychopath, and stand between his legs.

“I want you looking into each other’s eyes,” I say. “No kissing, and no talking between you.” I grab Ward’s hips and slam home my cock home, making him softly grunt. I see the way Liam’s body tenses but he remains silent and in position.

At this point, it’s mostly angry fucking, for me. I don’t want to come too fast, but I literally cannot fuck around in here all day. I have a lot of catching up still, and meetings this afternoon. I pause and reach around Ward to find he’s hard. “Good boy. You can come.”

I jerk him off hard and fast and it doesn’t take me long to get him over. It splatters all over the plastic bag and I watch how his fingers tighten around the back of the couch, digging in as he struggles to stay silent.

I’m looking Liam in the eyes as I start fucking Ward again, until I finally feel my balls tighten and vengeful pleasure spikes through my system.

Because of the condom I pull out quickly and use a wipe to remove it, tossing it onto the garbage bag, too. I wipe my hands with another one, and then tuck myself in and grab my jacket, pulling it on.

I hand Ward a wipe to clean himself up and once he’s tucked in, I pull him into my arms and kiss him, hard, until his brain turns off and I feel subspace beckoning him under.

Good.

Grabbing his chin, I look into his eyes. “Who owns you?”

“Sir owns me,” he replies.

“Good boy. Grab your coat and go back to work. Text me your address. I’ll be there at eight, and I want baked salmon for dinner.”

“Yes, Sir.” I send him out and lock the door behind him.

Then I turn. Liam looks damned ridiculous sitting there like that, but at least he doesn’t have to change his clothes.

I take the hideaway key off my keyring and leave it on the desk, along with his burner. “Like I said, you two can talk about whatever you want in text or in e-mail.” I cross my hands over my chest. “Any questions?”

“No,” he quietly says. There’s defeat in his gaze and then I realize what he’s looking at.

My right wrist, which is currently bare.

I deliberately wore a shirt with buttons on the cuffs today, so I wouldn’t need cufflinks.

Because every last damn pair of cufflinks I have are also day collars.

The prickle of tears catches me off-guard and I immediately start moving so he doesn’t see. “Lock the supplies in the desk. You should clean up and get back to work. I want a spare key to the door, and to the desk, by tonight.”

I’m reaching for the doorknob when I hear the plastic rattle as he moves and he speaks. “I love you.”

It’s only through sheer force of will I don’t start crying. “Yeah. I saw how you love me. Couch for you tonight. Don’t wait up for me, either.” I quickly slip out and head for my building.

I’ll lock myself in a bathroom there to have my cry.

* * * *

I don’t even knock on Ward’s front door, because he must have been watching for me when I arrive in an Uber. He’s already opening the door for me as I stride up the walk, trying to look like a man on a mission. Not that I think anyone’s paying attention to me, but just in case they are, I can tell them the purpose of my visit was work-related.

He locks the door behind me, takes my coat and hangs it up, and sets my laptop case on a bench next to the door. Then when I turn, he’s already moving before I make the gesture for him to drop to the floor.

My heart gives another uncomfortable heave in my chest. “Good boy.” I stand there with him, his head in my hands and massaging his scalp as he rests his head against my thighs.

That’s when I finally process the house smells delicious. “Dinner ready?”

“Yes, Sir. Master sent me instructions on what to make. I hope that’s okay?”

I didn’t tell Liam he couldn’t do that. I might be a dick, but I won’t be a punitive asshole with the boy.

Not when I want him bonded to me instead of Liam.

“That’s okay.” I tip his head back so I can look into his eyes. He’s desperate to please me and probably feeling like a man who nearly died of thirst finally being allowed to drink. “Show me around real quick first.”

“Yes, Sir.” He gives me a tour of the house, and as we’re heading to the kitchen at the end of it, I pause over a wedding picture hanging on the wall in the living room. It looks…perfectly staged.

Too perfect.

I study the woman’s face. She’s smiling, but only her mouth. It doesn’t come close to approaching her eyes. Compared to the photos I saw of him in college, Ward looks borderline sick to his stomach instead of like a happy groom.

Pointing, I ask, “What’s up with this?”

He sighs. “She used me as much as I used her. I was her ticket to stay in college and have a career instead of being forced to have kids she didn’t want.”

“And you’re sure she doesn’t know you’re gay?”

“Positive.”

“That’s your father?” I point.

“Yeah.” His dark glare tells me everything I need to know. Fortunately, Ward doesn’t look like him.

“Does Olivia have a job?”

“She’s going to work for a PR firm as an image consultant. Starts after she returns from Georgia.”

“So she’ll be busy?”

“And traveling a lot. I hope.”

I cup the back of his neck and we go to the kitchen. “I hope it’s okay if we eat in here, Sir. Or would you prefer the dining room?” They have an eat-in breakfast bar.

“This is fine. Sometimes, we’ll eat on the couch.”

“Do you want me to strip?”

“Not right now. Let’s eat.”

He prepares my plate first and waits to eat until I realize he’s waiting on me.

“Go ahead.”

He smiles. “Thank you, Sir.”

That prickle of tears hits my eyes again and jabs me high in the sinuses. But the food is excellent. “This is good. Do you cook a lot?”

“Olivia doesn’t like to cook, so I taught myself over the years.”

We eat in silence for a few minutes while I try to formulate what I want to say. “Did the two of you—Liam and you, I mean—have an ultimate plan when things started up between you again?”

He blushes and shakes his head. “He said he worried you might butt heads with my dad somehow. That he needed time to figure out how to make sure you were safe.”

I take another bite. “He wasn’t planning on letting this go on for years behind my back?”

“No, Sir. He felt horrible about keeping it from you.”

I take a deep breath. Could he be lying? Sure he could, but everything about his body language says he’s not. If I try looking at this as chief of staff and with that skillset, everything I see points to two men who know they fucked up and want to make it right.

But the stakes are high, man. So damned high.

And I am so damned tired.

“When we finish eating, let’s snuggle on the couch. You can get naked then. I’m exhausted. Set an alarm to wake me up by eleven, so I can call an Uber.”

“I could drive you home, Sir.”

“You have a car?”

He nods.

Normally, I’d say no, don’t take the chance.

Tonight?

“Okay. Set the alarm for midnight, then.” I yawn, weary through the very core of my soul. I know damned well despite telling Liam not to wait up that he will do exactly that, and likely want to talk.

I do not have the energy to deal with that tonight. Not even to fend him off. “On second thought, set it for four a.m.”

“Sir?”

“I’m going to spend the night here. You can drive me home in the morning. That’ll give me time to shave and change.” And maybe I’ll let him say good-morning to Liam. “Unless I give you permission to, you don’t tell Liam what we do or don’t do when we’re together, or what we talk about. He’s not allowed to see your burner, either. Understand?”

“Yes, Sir.”

Let my husband stew, thinking we fucked like bunnies all night.

When we finish eating, though, I help him with the dishes and we retreat to his bedroom upstairs. “Why’d she get the master bedroom?”

He shrugs. “Bigger bathroom for all her crap.”

We snuggle in bed together and I try to imagine younger Liam and Ward in college and sharing a tiny bunk.

“Did you want me to do anything for you tonight, Sir?” he asks.

“No. I want to sleep. I slept like crap last night.”

“I’m sorry.”

It’s on the tip of my tongue to say Not your fault, except, yeah, it sort of is partly his fault. “I don’t sleep well alone.”

“Why did you sleep alone?”

“Because I made Liam sleep on the couch. He’s banished there for a while. Until I can’t handle sleeping alone anymore.” His body feels different than Liam’s but I suspect I’ll get used to that soon enough. “We don’t have a guest room.”

It’s easier for me to be angry at Liam because, hellooo, he’s the Master.

He should have had control.

Not saying Ward is blameless, but my husband can be a force of nature. Plus, every minute I spend with Ward shows me exactly why Liam couldn’t quit him after all those years and the traumatic manner in which they parted ways.

“Do you want coffee in the morning, Sir?”

Normally, coffee is my morning job. I don’t mind, either. It’s a routine, a way for me to ease my way into consciousness, until I can switch from auto-pilot mode into fully functioning chief of staff. “Yes, please.”

“How do you take it?”

I swallow hard. “Did you make him coffee when you were in college?”

“Every morning.”

“What was he like back then?”

He pauses, and I sense he’s collecting his thoughts. “He was my everything,” he quietly admits. “I didn’t think it was possible to feel that peaceful.”

We shift position so I can watch his face in the dim light as we talk, and we end up talking for nearly two hours when I start yawning uncontrollably.

Fuck me, I think I’m falling for Ward. The reverent tone he invokes when he speaks of their time together in college blasts most of my old preconceived ideas about him out of the water.

“We need to go to sleep, boy,” I say.

“How do you take your coffee, Sir?”

Yes, he gets bonus points for remembering to follow up.

Happy?

“Two spoonfuls of sugar. A little milk or creamer, if you have it. If not, that’s okay.”

“Yes, Sir.”

He falls asleep first, leaving me to wonder if any other beliefs I have are as flat-Earth-ish as what I used to think about Ward.




















Chapter Ten




I’m awakened the next morning by Ward switching on the light in the closet, and I smell coffee.

“Good morning, Sir.”

This is…weird. Disorienting. Not just because it takes me a moment to realize that I’m not in my own bed, and that a US senator is waking me up…

And has my coffee sitting on the nightstand for me.

Liam.

My mind immediately focuses on him and I wonder if he’s worried because I didn’t come home last night.

Good.

I’m not perfect. I’m going to act more than a little spiteful until I get it out of my system.

I sit up and pat the bed next to me. Ward climbs back in and I give him a good-morning kiss.

I want to see what it feels like.

He’s a damned good kisser, but I suppose that’s to be expected.

I massage his scalp and his eyes fall shut as his head droops.

More reverse déjà vu for me.

“Good morning, boy,” I say. I pick up the coffee mug and…

It’s how I would make it for myself.

“Did I make it right?” he asks.

“It’s perfect, thank you.” My brain feels sluggish this morning, out of whack because my life is out of whack. I am a creature of routine, and right now, I don’t have one. “Let’s get in the shower.”

I realize he’s wearing the day collar when we step under the spray and it’s another minor gut-punch reminding me why I’m doing this.

“When we get to my place,” I tell him, “if Liam’s not awake, you can wake him up. You can also give him a good-morning kiss. Only one.”

He literally throws his arms around me, hugging me. “Thank you, Sir!”

“You’re welcome boy. And, if he hasn’t done it already, you can make coffee for him.” I step out from under the water so Ward can take my place, and I think those are tears he’s blinking away as he ducks his head under the water.

“Thank you, Sir. I appreciate it.”

* * * *

We arrive at my place and the lights are off, meaning Liam is probably still asleep.

I quietly let us in and, yes, I see him asleep on the sofa, wrapped in a blanket.

At least he honored my wishes there.

And Ward earns more bonus points when he waits for me to motion to him that he can go wake Liam up.

I head upstairs to shave and change. I don’t think I can handle seeing the two of them together in that kind of intimate moment yet. I only have so much strength in me right now.

I am trying, though.

By the time I make it downstairs, they’re standing in the kitchen and talking. My heart gives a nervous lurch at the sight…until Ward hands me my travel mug, refilled. I retreat to the far side of the kitchen and lean against the counter to sip it.

Liam watches this as he lifts his mug and takes a drink. He’s dressed in sweats. “You need to get ready,” I tell him.

He nods but hesitates.

I know what he wants. He’s looking for any sign I’m relenting. “I love you,” I tell him, “but today is not the day to test my patience yet. You can give the boy one more kiss, then you need to get in the shower or you’ll be late.”

Naturally, I assume Liam’s going to grab him and really snog the hell out of him.

Instead, he kisses Ward on the forehead and whispers to him.

Ward’s eyes drop closed, squeezed tight, and he nods as Liam exits the kitchen.

Even I’m not enough of an asshole to stand there while the guy cries and not comfort him. I walk over and set my mug down then pull him into my arms.

“Thank you, Sir,” he whispers. “Thank you for giving me a chance.”

“What’d he say?” They don’t get to hide things from me. At some point, hopefully, I’ll be able to move into a more respectful mindset.

Not yet.

“He told me I was a good boy and that I was making him proud.”

Damn.

Here’s a US senator openly weeping in my arms because for the first time in twenty years, he’s hearing kind words.

I suck in a ragged breath and make myself say it, because I might be evil, but I’m not that evil. “You are being a good boy. You’re showing me that you’re trying. And you are making me proud, too.”

I close my eyes as Ward fists my jacket and tightly clings to me while he cries.

* * * *

That night, I go by Ward’s before heading home, and we talk for another two hours. I let Liam back into bed, but I stay way over on my side of it and don’t snuggle with him. I’m not ready to “discuss” things with him, let alone allow him into my pants yet.

I need time to…process.

Ward has set a date and time for our dinner with him and his wife. Until her return, I go by his place every night and talk with him.

I want to know the man.

Yes, there’s some fucking, and blowjobs, but I’m more interested in the uninterrupted talking. I can sneak sex with him at our place.

I can’t always sit down and talk to him without anyone else around.

Finally, the evening of our dinner arrives. I’m still only speaking the bare minimum to my husband right now. Hell, I’m talking more to Ward than I am to Liam.

I have a feeling Olivia isn’t going to like me or my husband, but that’s a her problem, not a me problem. Except I need to get a feel for her up close and personal, so to speak, in her native setting. Anyone can put on a happy face when out in public, where they think cell phones will catch their antics.

Especially if she’s a PR professional.

That’s why I wanted this to happen there, in her “territory.” Where we can see a more accurate level of WTFery from her. I also need to see how far I can push her before she pushes back, or if she pushes back.

Oh, I’m absolutely, an evil asshole.

I sense Liam’s growing unease as we prepare for our dinner.

“Problem?” I ask.

He slowly shakes his head and I know he wants to say something, but he’s forcing himself to hold his tongue because of our agreement.

“Just say it. I won’t take it out on Ward.”

He finally turns to me. “Please don’t sabotage him tonight, baby. Take it out on me, if you want to, but he’s going to be terrified. Please, cut him some slack. That he’s doing this at all is…huge.”

A lesser man would be pissed off by that, Liam’s solicitation on his lover’s behalf.

I, however, am not a lesser man.

Not about this, anyway.

I nod. “I know. But he’s going to have to get used to doing scary things if he’s going to survive his first term in the Senate, much less if he’s going to stand up to her and to his father. He needs to learn these skills, and you and I have to teach him.”

His body language relaxes as he nods. “Okay. Thank you.”

I decide to throw him a bone. “Look, I don’t want to set him up to fail. This isn’t fluffy bunnies and kittens time. This is toughen-our-tits time, because if he can’t do that, he’ll never be truly ours.”

I let that last word sink in for a moment.

“You want him to be with us, right?” I ask. “If not, tell me now, because I kind of have a whole thing planned with a trajectory aimed at that as our ultimate goal.”

Liam looks absolutely stunned and stares at me for a moment as if he can’t believe I just said that. “Yeah. I do want him to be with us.” He scrubs his face with his hands. “I’m just worried about you and him and everything.”

“I know. This won’t be an overnight operation. The faster we build his tolerance and thicken his hide, the sooner he’ll be able to find the balls to divorce Olivia. If he can stand up to her and divorce her, he’ll be able to start extricating himself from his father, if the asshole doesn’t stroke out over the divorce first.”

“A twofer,” Liam quietly jokes.

“Yeah.” I walk over and take his hands in mine and hold them against my chest, the way he’s done to me countless times over the years.

And the most physical intimacy I’ve given him since the revelation that rocked my world. “I’d rather not have to resort to ratfucks if we can cleanly separate Ward from all of them through toughening him up. I’d rather not risk him, or you, or me that way. I’d like to save those dirty tricks for a last resort, if we even need them at all.

“But if we break out the big guns early on and the fucker slips free, that might mean more trouble for us further down the road. Plus, something like that could mean more press coverage later when we least want it focused on the three of us. He needs to be single and able to stand up to his father before we have any hope of taking things forward.”

He nods. “I know you’re right, but you’ve seen him now. You see how he is.”

“Yeah, I do.” I squeeze his hands. “And it’s one of the reasons why I didn’t walk out and divorce your dumb ass.” I let my words sink in for a moment. “If I didn’t think he was worth it—or that you’re worth it—I wouldn’t be here right now.”

“He loves you, D.” He slowly strokes my wedding band with his thumb. “He told me he’s in love with you.”

That shouldn’t shock me, but it does. Mostly because I know my feelings are heading that way, too.

But, kudos to Liam, he hasn’t once asked me about sex, or tried to hint, or…anything. I know he’s horny because I’ve seen him sporting wood in his sweats or briefs around the house, but he’s behaving himself.

“I told both of you I’m not discussing my emotions right now. We’re not even two weeks into this. I mean, I’m not. You two are miles ahead of me.”

“I know. I’m sorry.”

“Stop with the apologies. I don’t want apologies. I want to see you two living up to your word and doing what I say. Remember, this is a marathon, not a sprint, and all that bullshit. You two have to trust that I know what I’m doing, and that I’m playing three-dimensional chess while you two dudes are barely managing to keep your heads above water playing checkers.”

Finally, that wins me a playful smirk. “I am the luckiest man on the face of the planet.”

“Because I didn’t immediately castrate both of you? Uh, yeah, you are.”

He laughs and kisses me. “I love you so much, Daniel. Thank you for giving him a chance, and for not killing me.”

“You thank me now, but you both owe me, big time.”

“Yeah, we absolutely do.”

We finish getting ready and call a ride-share to drive us to Ward’s house.

Having already seen it, I’m ready. I’m sure this will be an emotional gut-punch for Liam, though.

I fully expect to have to do psychological triage with Liam later tonight after he sees the signs of his boy having a life he had no part of laid out before him. All the daily detritus and pictures and having to sit at the table with a woman who might be married to Ward, but there’s one thing she hasn’t done and never will do with Ward that Liam and I both have.

We’ve fucked her husband.

We also now own his heart.

Despite what I said about not wanting to discuss my emotions, I’d be lying if I didn’t admit…yeah.

I wish I wasn’t, but I can’t help it—I’m falling for Ward.

Fell, actually.

Okay, I’m in love with the fucker. Happy?

When we arrive, it’s Ward who greets us at the front door. I don’t miss how he shakes my hand first and then waits for me to tip my head toward Liam so he can shake his hand. “Thanks for coming over tonight. Olivia will be right out.” His smile turns tight, tense.

I already hate her, and his nervous reaction means I hate her even more.

I’m also watching Liam as we are given a quick tour. I pretend I haven’t fucked him on their couch already, even though I spot the unasked questions in Liam’s eyes as he takes everything in.

Then, we pause in front of the wedding picture, because Liam stops walking as if he’s hit a wall.

I press a hand to the middle of his lower back. “It’s okay,” I murmur.

Since when did I become the consoler and chief to both of them?

Except then I flinch at the woman’s sharp, grating voice, like sheet metal ripping apart in a strong wind, not softened at all by her clipped Atlanta drawl. “Ward. Why didn’t you tell me they were here? I’m sorry, hey there. Olivia Madison Callahan.”

We both turn and I let Liam shake with her first, just for appearances. “Liam Davis-Walker. This is my husband, Daniel Walker-Davis.” I love him for not simplifying it.

She makes that Karen-wants-to-talk-to-your-manager face. “Well, is it Davis-Walker, or Walker-Davis?”

Liam’s thin smile doesn’t fool me in the slightest. He’s had two weeks of emotional upheaval, no sexual release, an angry husband, and he’s pissed off at himself for being stupid. Add to that he’s upset his boy is married to this woman.

She will get no pardon from him tonight.

“Yes,” he says. “We hyphenated each other’s names when we got married.”

“Well, wouldn’t it just be easier for y’all to have the same order?” Her laugh cracks like hot, brittle glass submerged in ice water. “I mean, that’s just confusing now, isn’t it?”

“We each had careers before we got married. Rather than change everything, we just hyphenated. It doesn’t have to make sense to you.”

Bam.

Moments like this, I remember why I love my husband.

One of those things I love about him is his takes-no-prisoners mode.

Apparently, she’s not used to being talked to like that. Behind her and out of her field of vision, Ward struggles not to laugh. “Well. I didn’t mean to strike a nerve.”

Liam’s smile is replaced by one he usually reserves only for opposing counsel or hostile witnesses he’s cross-examining. “You didn’t, bless your heart. You asked, I answered.”

Her smile grows uneasy and fades as she realizes she’s not going to be able to charm Liam, but Ward steps in. “Dinner’s ready, by the way.”

“Oh, good!” she says. “Let’s eat.”

It’s nearly midnight when we walk through our own front door later. To Liam’s credit, he waits until then to start in.

“That fucking cunt bitch,” he spits. “I wanted to reach out and choke her unconscious for being so hateful.”

She was pretty hateful, including a couple of comments I’m sure she thought would make her seem progressive, but the use of “you people” proved to me she was little more than bigoted trash.

I grab his tie and pull him in for a kiss. He’s so angry still that he actually tries to pull away for a second…until he realizes what I’m doing.

It’s the first kiss I’ve given him since the day of the revelation.

He starts to grab me then immediately eases up. “Baby,” he whispers against my lips.

I look up into his eyes. I love this idiot. With my anger finally fading into something completely different and unexpected for Ward, I can better manage my emotions around all of…this.

“Liam and Daniel tonight,” I tell him before he can swoop in for another kiss. “If you can keep it like that, I wouldn’t mind some make-up sex.”

Yeah, I know how to distract him. His gaze softens and he pulls me in for a tender kiss. “If you only want to cuddle, I under—”

“I’m telling you what I want.” But his response sealed it. I am an absolute slut for this man under normal circumstances. We’ve long had a running joke that I don’t need a safeword, because he could just nip my ear, or tweak my nipple, and have me begging for whatever it is he wants to do to me.

Later, after we’ve made love, my mind can’t help but start working on my latest fledgling plan.

How to best dig up whatever dirt I’m sure there is on Olivia so I can leverage it against her without causing any damage to Ward’s life.




















Chapter Eleven




Over the next several weeks, the three of us settle into a sneaky, sexy routine.

But Ward still wears my day collar, and I still keep restrictions in place regarding both of their orgasms. As a month passes, then another, and Ward manages to drag Olivia with him to church every third or fourth time he attends with us, one thing becomes clear to me.

I’m still not sure what I’m going to do, or what the ultimate point of this is.

I mean, I know what the point of it is, but there’s no firmly defined…goalpost. Not beyond trying to free Ward from his wife and father. I’m used to seasons being dictated by polling numbers, and election days, and swearings in. Definite…targets.

This ongoing, perpetual charade cannot successfully exist long-term unless I figure out how to extricate Wade from his situation with minimal disturbance to all our lives.

And it’s obvious to me that Ward cannot maintain this nebulous situation without doing serious long-term damage to his psyche. He’s not merely a submissive—he’s a slave at heart, and he needs a loving, full-time Sir or Master to help balance his life. Being a state-level politician is far different than being on the national stage in DC.

It’s also true that I cannot maintain my current nebulous situation with Liam without it eventually biting me on the ass in bad ways emotionally. Yet, I’m not able to release Ward to Liam’s full control, and I still cannot make myself once again take a knee to Liam.

I can’t keep a pet senator.

What do you even feed those things?

I mean, you’d think I’d have a handle on it after almost fifteen years with Liam, but that’s different.

I belong to Him.

Ward now belongs to me. More with every passing week.

I’m still trying to wrap my head around it. I don’t think I quite knew what I was demanding when I came up with this idea, but chalk it up to seemed like a great idea at the time.

Now?

Ward needs me and Liam in ways I honestly wasn’t prepared for. No, I can’t and won’t abandon him. Not just because Liam loves him, and he loves Liam, but because I know Ward now loves me, too.

I don’t want to openly declare my love for Ward until I’m certain this can last for the rest of our lives. There’s a few tiny problems with that, including Olivia.

Man, that woman is horrible. Now that I’ve met her, I feel even more sorry for Ward.

Or, maybe it should be his just desserts for the way he abandoned Liam, but I wouldn’t have Liam if he hadn’t been abandoned.

And I wouldn’t have Ward now, either.

And…

It’s a kinky ouroboros.

Where does it end?

I don’t know. I only know where it started and pray it doesn’t consume all three of us before we learn how to master this crazy roller coaster as we move forward.

I cannot believe those two dumbasses put all of us at so much risk, either. It means I’ll continue keeping them under tight rein until I’m positive I can trust them to behave.

And so, more months pass, with us sneaking encounters here and there, several times a week.

Yes, sometimes in the hideaway, but only when I say it’s safe and I’m there to oversee things. Mostly at our house, though, because that’s safest.

Liam and I return to something passing for a normal sex life between us, but as husbands, not as Master and slave.

One time, Liam accidentally slipped and went into Master mode with me and it yanked me out of my sexy headspace so hard I panicked and spent the night on the couch despite Liam apologizing and begging me to take the bed and he’d take the couch.

I know it wasn’t intentional. He’s gone out of his way to do everything I’ve asked of him. Him and Ward, both.

It was me. It was remembering Mom’s crestfallen expression every time Dad would slam the front door behind him as he left for who knew how long. It was remembering the pain I felt discovering I’d been cheated on by the first guy I fell in love with right after college.

It was the memory of my heart hammering in my chest as I unlocked Liam’s old phone and started reading.

It’s a me problem, at this point, and I know it.

I do let Liam and Ward have sex, sometimes with me, sometimes without, and there is even one memorable night where the stars aligned, Olivia was out of town for two days, and we were able to let Ward spend a whole night with us.

I also let Liam unleash his sadistic side on the boy, usually while I either sit and watch, or while I hold Ward and comfort him as Liam spanks or pummels him.

And during those times I silently envy Ward, even as my soul tells me I am not yet ready to return to full submission yet.

In the eight months since this madness truly started, I’m realizing that, yes, I am enjoying owning Ward. Not just because he feeds me vital information I can use professionally.

That’s a part of our relationship Liam doesn’t and cannot know about. I’m certain he would protest if he did. That info stream, however, helps me in a multitude of ways that makes my job infinitely easier and provides me vital leverage I can judiciously apply to bend previously recalcitrant lawmakers and lobbyists and other political wonks to my will.

I’m also enjoying owning Ward…because I’m in love with him.

Technically, I’m not sharing Liam with him yet. It’s more correct to say that I’m sharing Ward with Liam. Just because I let them do things together doesn’t mean Liam’s in control of them. Everything that happens in person between them is either directed by or approved of by me first.

Even spot-checking their text conversations on either end reveals no discrepancies. I have full access to their phones. They know every text and e-mail they write can be read by me.

Every time I examine the possibility of easing up and returning Ward’s ownership to Liam, and thus allowing Liam to truly own me once more, a nasty little ball of acid-green jealousy rears up inside me.

At first, I thought it was because I didn’t want to give Liam unlimited access to Ward and lose that control over both of them.

The more I thought about it, though, I realized the opposite is true—I don’t want Ward to have unlimited access to Liam.

I want to keep Ward for myself, though, not keep him away from Liam.

The boy is mine and I’d be lying if I said I want to let go of that control now that I have it. Ward still wears my day collar on his wrist and Liam’s not allowed to remove it unless it is a legit emergency. I told both of them when I present Ward with a day collar I buy for him, then we can move that bracelet back to my wrist, because I’d be ready to once again submit to Liam.

Thus, I stall. For now.

When I undertook this insanity, it was supposed to be teaching them both a lesson and getting our freak on. I never dreamed I’d get to know Ward on such a deeply intimate level this quickly.

Or fall as hard for him as I have.

It’s now damned easy for me to understand why Liam fell so hard for Ward and could never get him out of his heart, even after Ward ghosted him.

Ward bears a fragile vulnerability that silently begs for protection from the cruel world. There’s a breathtaking purity to his submission, how he can completely surrender, even when he doesn’t want to do a particular act. He is happy simply by pleasing me, and I take every opportunity to lavish him with praise.

Ward absolutely isn’t a politician at heart. Not really.

I’ve also been quietly looking into his father and the man’s associates, and…yeah. There are some pretty rough individuals sharing the same circles with Mason Rutherford Callahan. They’re asshole-deep in each other’s holdings all over the world, and I suspect quite a bit of back-room political fuckery also happens here and abroad.

Especially considering how many of them are closely associated with people in The Family.

Part of my hesitation is that I’m still in research mode. Hasty actions without proper planning can epically backfire in very bad ways. Meaning I’m constantly playing a long-game in my head. It’s a rotating mix of strictly work, work-adjacent projects…

And people I’ve made my hobby because they’ve run afoul of me in some way.

Ward is the first person who I’ve made my hobby but who I’m also personally vested in the way I currently am. Someone who is now my hobby because…

Well, because I love him.

Usually, when someone becomes my hobby it’s because they’ve done something to Liam—intentionally or not—that’s pissed him off or in some way made his life difficult. Or someone who’s made my job harder because they’re opposing my congressman.

So I make their life difficult. It’s always proportional, though. I don’t toss nukes over a parking violation, that kind of proportional.

Sometimes, my retribution comes in minor, irritating ways. A car gets towed—repeatedly—or the target is suddenly inundated with subscriptions to magazines of questionable content.

At work. Or at their parents’ house.

Or, in one notable occasion, at the guy’s church, because he was one of their trustees and had a desk in the office there.

Little things like that.

Sometimes, I make the subject’s life difficult by absolutely blowing it out of the water in ways that cannot be swept under the rug. I’ve done that a few times. Those times don’t always make the news, or even the gossip circles.

Don’t get me wrong, I don’t manufacture the crises that rip their world from its moorings and cast them adrift. I don’t apply false evidence and frame them. I simply utilize the existing fractures they’ve already created all on their own and leverage them to my advantage in a multitude of creatively fun ways.

Hence why I said I am a great believer in the power of information over titles and offices.

Like the congressman from Idaho who’s now sitting in a federal prison for possession of child porn and soliciting a minor for sex. I didn’t plant the evidence on his computer, or participate in the sting that brought him down. I simply kept my ear to the ground and stored away all the years of rumors of him liking his girls very young over his thirty-year career.

Somehow, his wife apparently didn’t know about it, either. Which I find hard to believe, but we’re all ostriches sticking our heads in the sand about something.

When he—once again—tried to sabotage a bill my congressman was working on by tacking amendments onto it and refusing to let it pass through clean, meaning it would then fuck up the version Liam was working on in the Senate and delay its passage through conference committee, I simply applied all the accumulated knowledge I had of that Idaho congressman and passed word, via another contact of mine, to local law enforcement.

They are the ones who put together the sting and caught him, investigated him, charged him, and prosecuted him. I had nothing to do with that.

But it sure got him out of office fast, so he was no longer a pain in my ass.

Or Liam’s.

Let me clarify that the gentleman (to use the term loosely) from Idaho would brag to his cronies every time he slowed passage of a bill by doing that. It was a game to him. He didn’t give a shit that he was hurting his own constituents in the process, he just wanted to jam up the works.

It was time for him to go.

It was a bonus that his wife also divorced him and took everything.

A double bonus that it was too late for someone to run for his office and the governor had to appoint someone. A governor who was more liberal than the last one, and who appointed a more moderate and reasonable member of the GOP to take the seat for the remainder of the term.

The cherry on top of that particular cake was the fact that the gentleman from Idaho was yet another rabid “family values” kind of asshole who always voted against any bill that might help someone who wasn’t a white, cishet Evangelical Christian. An obstructionist just so he could brag that he wasn’t beholden to the “DC machine,” whatever the fuck that means.

Everyone’s beholden to someone. Especially in DC.

My latest inroads in the information game come from a certain large religious organization that claims not to be an organization. I have absolutely no fucking intention of Liam or myself getting involved with The Family. We’ve both been approached numerous times about it.

Thank you, next.

Doesn’t mean I don’t want to know more about who is in it, or what their future intentions are. Because how a particular person acts and how they joined could also mean leverage is being applied against them.

Meaning I might have some digging of my own to do to apply counter-leverage at a later time.

Information.

Little bits and pieces here and there, just laying around like puzzle pieces awaiting someone’s attention to fit them all together.

Ward, however, is the perfect spy to send into that particular lion’s den. He’d be welcomed with open arms. A married straight guy from the South who is friends with a senator they’ve hustled for years to hook? They’d come in their slacks to have him as a member, even if he is in the minority party.

Ward would also give Liam and me plenty of cover to dip in and out of events without being full-fledged members ourselves. Allowing me even more opportunities to gather intel.

I know Liam wouldn’t be too happy if I informed him of my pet Judas goat’s new mission, but he doesn’t get a say in it. Because I’ve got a congressman from Indiana who’s been a pain in my ass lately, and he’s a member. They sometimes confess all sorts of things to each other in their meetings and mentoring sessions. They might put on a good front to the rest of the world as being nothing more than a prayer group, but that’s bullshit and everyone knows it.

The only thing better would be having a source placed in one of the AA meetings that take place on the Hill. I haven’t managed that yet, but only because the person I was trying to leverage into that role got busted for DUI and thrown in jail.

No, that was not my fault.

If you’re scandalized about my callous behavior regarding privacy, just remember that some of these pretentious and self-righteous assholes are willing to withhold crucial federal dollars from life-saving government programs over a “principle” or “moral stand.” Some of them claim to be pro-life, but would happily force women back to the days of coat hangers and back-alley abortions, or kill free school lunch programs for poor kids.

I’m pro-life, but I’d rather lower abortion rates through education and contraception, not shaming people into abstinence. Because, hello, other countries have proved education and contraception work. And I’m also pro-life enough to value an adult woman’s life and health and safety over a clump of cells that can’t survive outside the womb. I’m not judging her for making that decision. That’s between her and God. I’m also for feeding the poor, because, hellooo, Jesus even said to take care of them. Besides, it’s the right thing to do.

Those same “pro-life” assholes, however, are also usually the ones yelling loudest to put people to death, even though DNA is exonerating more wrongly convicted people every year.

Yeah, I don’t get it, either, how they can live with that kind of hypocrisy floating around in their fuzzy little brains.

So if I can find something to use against one of those self-righteous pricks, I’ll obtain it however I have to.

What’s all this have to do with my situation right now, though? Beyond shamelessly using Ward to help me with that?

Oh, it’s me standing in a coffee shop at this very moment as I’m watching Olivia Madison Callahan canoodling in a back corner booth with a guy who is definitely not Ward.

Ward is currently down in Georgia until tomorrow.

She’s facing away from me. I don’t know who the guy is, but he’s maybe twenty-five, if that. I snap a couple of pics of him—including one of them kissing—and I pull up my friend, Facebook.

God bless facial recognition software. He’s an intern at the State Department.

Sloppy, buddy. Very sloppy. Fucking a senator’s wife will have consequences far beyond his ken. Not his fault. At this point, he’s simply another pawn for me to move around and sacrifice, if necessary.

In thirty seconds, I have his home address and other vital info.

Then I pick up my order, head out without Olivia ever having seen me, and I make a couple of phone calls.

I hang out across the street, sitting on a bench there and pretending to read on my phone, so I see exactly when they leave.

Together.

Of course I snap several pictures. Do I look like an amateur?

I make another phone call and then head the opposite direction, toward work. What will happen next doesn’t need my presence. In fact, it’s far better if I’m not there.

Will I tell Ward?

Uh, have you been paying the slightest bit of attention to a damn word I’ve said?

That’s a resounding hell, no, I’m not telling him, or Liam.

Plausible deniability.

I’m sitting at my desk when I receive a text on my secret burner cell three hours later, a link to a Dropbox account.

When I click through, I can view all the pictures and videos my associate took for me of the two lovebirds.

You’d think people in apartments would learn to close their freaking blinds, but apparently not. Even on the fourth floor, drones can obtain footage.

And the kinds of people I know have damned good drones, and can obtain really good footage.

I download everything onto the burner, because I know the link won’t be good for long. My contact and I have a quid pro quo arrangement exchanging information and favors like this.

My husband isn’t the only one who has a secret phone, but I’m smart enough not to keep mine where he can find it. Not that I’m hiding something about me from him. Nothing personal, anyway.

Until this latest development.

Unlike Liam needing his old phone for his emotional security blanket while he struggled for years on his own to work through his pain, I need mine for these types of tasks.

Things Liam cannot know about, because it would invoke all sorts of words being tossed around.

Like collusion, and extortion.

I’m more insulated because I’m not an elected official and I’ve covered my tracks very carefully. There are numerous people who would step in to help protect me, anyway, because protecting me keeps them safe.

Plenty of people in various places know enough about me that they do not want me in jail, because I will burn down the motherfucking city around me if I am ever caught in that way.

Doesn’t mean I will take stupid risks.

Damn sure won’t expose Liam like that. Or, by extension now, Ward. Not like that.

Using Ward as a tool and protecting him from exposure are not necessarily mutually exclusive.

Freeing Ward from the swamp he’s trapped in means I have to be at the top of my game. Mason Rutherford Callahan has several decades of experience and networking and intel gathering on me. He might be an old, wounded wolf, but there’s still likely a lot of fight left in him.

One of the advantages I have, however, is that I’m an unknown to him, a total cipher. That Ward has so preciously guarded his treasured secret of his love for Liam throughout the years works to my advantage, as well. Liam and I are not known weak points for Ward with his old man.

How can we be if we’re just friends?

It means I have the time and freedom to build a strong trap into which I can first back Olivia, and then Ward’s father.

If the man’s even alive that long.

See, I wasn’t at that coffeeshop by coincidence today.

I installed a tracker on Olivia’s cell phone months ago, courtesy of Ward’s help. He thought it was so we can keep track of where she is so she can’t sneak up on us.

Silly boy.

Over the past several days, I’ve seen an unusual pattern emerge in her travels. Today, I decided to wait for her here, wondering why the change in her routine.

I was…hoping it would lead to proof of shenanigans. I mean, she’s living outside of Georgia for the first time in her life, she’s working in a city surrounded by countless people willing to have no-strings sex…

And I might not have told Ward that the software he helped me install is also a keylogger program.

She has secret accounts on several dating sites. This was an inevitable conclusion. Of course I could hand that info to Ward to file for divorce from her immediately. In some timelines, that would be a preferable option, removing one large impediment.

But Olivia’s firm works closely with the firm Stella Woodley works for.

That would be Vice President Elliot Woodley’s little sister. And Stella Woodley is besties with Representative Grace Martin, who has deep ties to The Family.

I would be crazy to cut off my access to that prime information right now.

This indiscretion of Olivia’s is merely the first piece of leverage I will collect on her in preparation for getting her the fuck out of my way so I can finally heal my husband’s soul. Meanwhile, I’ll greedily gather every sliver of intel her conversations with others can provide me with and use it to my political advantage. Because it means I can cut them off at the knees legislatively, outmaneuver them, and make them look like idiots.

That’s a noble cause, right?

Besides, Olivia’s one of those annoying double-standard kinds of people I cannot stand. Especially when they use Christianity as a cudgel.

Like I said, my karma will drive over her dogma.

And back up a few times.

Beep-beep, bitch.




The End

Liam, Daniel, and Ward’s story concludes in Penance.

Keep reading for a preview from Penance (Devout Trilogy book 3).

https://tymberdalton.com/books/series-info/devout-trilogy/




















The World of the Governor Trilogy




The world of the Governor Trilogy revolves around rich and powerful men and women who pull the strings of various governmental entities—and each other—in a multitude of ways. There are a variety of romantic pairings and sub-tropes, and all of the books contain varying elements of power exchange relationships.

The seminal trilogy is the Governor Trilogy—which morphed into (as of this writing) five books.


  	Governor

  	Lieutenant

  	Chief

  	Yes, Governor

  	Pet



While the trilogies can be read in any order, and characters from various trilogies make appearances in some of the other trilogies, the best reading order to avoid spoilers and to not miss any backstory tidbits is as follows:


  	Governor Trilogy

  	Determination Trilogy

  	Devastation Trilogy

  	Inequitable Trilogy

  	Devout Trilogy

  	Deviant Trilogy



You can always check out the Governor Trilogy page on my website to keep track of any new additions to the world. Yes, there will be more books set in this world coming in the future.

https://tymberdalton.com/books/series-info/governor-trilogy/




















Free Preview: Penance (Devout Trilogy 3)




The following is a preview from Penance (Devout Trilogy 3) by Lesli Richardson.




Description




My life has been a series of bad mistakes I’ve let my father make for me—my degree, my career, and my sham marriage.

I walked away from the only person who ever brought love and happiness into my life.

Liam married a great guy, while I’m living a bunch of lies.

When I walked into that Senate chamber and saw Liam, it all came back. Everything.

My promise to Him.

I never broke it—I’m still His, and always have been.

Daniel warns me if I break his husband’s heart again that I’ll find out exactly how bad things can get.

What’s the worst that can happen?

I’m just desperate enough to want to find out.

* * * *




Chapter One




Now — October




Why are you doing this to me?




I’ve reread those words countless times over the years, the opening line of an e-mail Liam sent me the afternoon when I skipped our law school graduation ceremony and fled New York. An e-mail he sent after discovering the note I’d left for him, and he realized I wasn’t coming back.

Every time I read those words, they cut deeply into my soul and make me bleed. This kind of self-flagellation was the only consensual sadism I got to experience after leaving Liam all those years ago.

Although it’s far from the only torture I endured.

Knowing I hurt Liam the way I did has dug deep trenches in my psyche I can never fill, gouged painful pockmarks throughout my mental landscape.

I deserve every one of them.

I thought he’d heal and move on and hate me. When I learned he got married, I felt relieved that he was happy, even as I secretly mourned the loss and felt simmering jealousy over the fact that another man got to be happy with my beloved Master.

Except…

Liam still loves me.

And Liam’s husband, Daniel…

Well, maybe calling what I have with Daniel “a relationship” isn’t exactly accurate, but it’s far more than I ever could have hoped for.

And far better.

I’m definitely in love with Daniel, although I’m not sure if he’s exactly in love with me.

Except from how he talks, it seems like his eventual goal is to have me living with them, once I can finally free myself from Olivia.

I don’t know exactly what to do with that potential redemption, or the temptation offered in their arms.




Why won’t you at least talk to me? Why did you ghost me?




How do I ever adequately explain to Liam that I believed he’d easily move on and meet someone far more deserving of all he had to offer? How do I ever convince him I thought I was the disposable and replaceable one in our relationship?

How do I ever convey to him that it wasn’t a matter of not valuing him enough, but of devaluing myself completely?

How do I ever justify the wasted years and oceans of tears left in the wake of my terrified retreat from the only true happiness I’ve ever known?

Liam and Daniel have forgiven me…but I don’t know if I can ever forget myself.

At least now they understand how dangerous my father is. Although with my father’s rapidly declining health, he’s far too preoccupied right now to pay much attention to me, thankfully. He had a heart attack late last year that nearly killed him, and he refused to have bypass surgery. A month ago he had a mini-stroke and now needs a full-time caregiver, although he refuses to move out of his home. He can still walk, but he can’t drive.

He might not be as dangerous as he once was, but that’s only because his attention is focused elsewhere. From the way he talks, he is under the impression he will improve and regain his previous health despite everything his doctors have told him and his refusal to heed their advice.

A narcissist’s going to narc, no matter what the truth says.

A knock on the bathroom door startles me and I nearly drop the cell phone as Olivia’s testy tone pierces through the wood and triggers a guilty blush in my cheeks.

“Are you almost ready?”

I protectively clutch the cell against my chest. “Give me a minute. Almost done.”

“You better not be jerking off in there.”

My pulse pounds. “Should I not flush so you can come inspect my shit? Or am I not allowed to even do that by myself anymore?”

“Ugh. You’re so disgusting.” But I hear her footsteps tap-tap-tapping down the hallway in a hasty retreat.

Earns me momentary peace, though. As I expected. Locking myself in the bathroom is a common way I escape her.

Thank god I never wanted kids even before I met her. She would have made a horrible mother. Good luck getting her to change diapers. She can barely deal with her own literal shit, much less anyone else’s. Vomit and snot would send her scampering in a panic, I’m sure.

I return my focus to the screen and thumb to another e-mail.

Sent late the January night after I was sworn in as a US Senator, a little over nine months ago.

Sent only hours after Liam and I had our private reunion.

The e-mail Liam sent right before a flood of e-mails filled the inbox of my old secret account, and which kept me up most of that night, locked in this guest bath and claiming food poisoning while I read them and cried.




I swore I’d never send you all these e-mails. They were written more to preserve my sanity than anything. First, to help me survive and try to find some way to make peace with what happened. Later, to keep me from profaning my marriage to Daniel with the darkness I couldn’t shake, the one that filled my soul and kept me clinging to hope, no matter how desperately ethereal and impossible.

The darkness shaped like your memory.

But if you’re going to fucking waltz into my life like this, then you damn well deserve them.

All of them.

Behold the contents of my drafts folder, accumulated over the past twenty years.

Why can I hate what you did so much and yet still love you so damned hard that it takes me out at the knees? That it makes me want to be a stupid guy in college again, fucking your brains out any time we had privacy and five minutes of free time?

I was going to marry you, Ward. I wanted you to be my husband, my partner. You heard me talk about the plans I had for us and you let me go on, knowing you were going to ghost and shred my soul?

Who was really the sadist, huh?

Despite me being happily married ten years now, why do you STILL have the power to gut me and rip my heart from my chest? Why do I know if you asked me if you could come back to me, if you knelt at my feet and begged me, I would take you back in an instant and without a second thought?

God help me, how can I STILL love you so much that it scares me the lengths I’m already contemplating going? That I want to drag you home with me?

I have broken my vows because of you. I don’t know if I’ll even have a marriage after I confess to him what’s going on. I wouldn’t blame him if he leaves me.

Here I thought I’d abandoned worshipping your ghost, and yet, all these years later, I’m still as devout as I ever was.

The question is, what are you willing to endure? You have now wrecked my world twice in one lifetime. The very least you can offer is worthy penance to atone.

Start by reading them all.

Every last fucking one of them.




Oh, how the situation has shifted since that day.

Reading those e-mails also triggers old memories I hopelessly tried so hard not to think about during my years away from him.

I remember the Sunday church services we attended in college, an hour or so spent sitting in a not-so-comfortable pew, usually made even less comfortable by the butt plug tightly wedged up my ass—and my accompanying erection—while Liam sat next to me and wore a smugly satisfied smile.

I think about the times we fucked or I blew Liam in a church bathroom because we couldn’t wait to get back to our dorm room.

I recall the times Liam’s hand crept into my lap in a darkened movie theater, or how he’d grind against me as we stood on a crowded subway train.

I relive the finite nights sharing a bed, an invisible clock only I could see ticking down to what I felt was the inevitable conclusion.

I knew he’d try to talk me into staying with him, but my fear of my father—and what he might do to Liam—was stronger than my love for Liam, back then. Not by much, but enough to fuck up the rest of my life.

And Liam’s, too, apparently.

I said no to the only person I should have been screaming yes to.

Closing that e-mail, I open the text that arrived a few minutes ago.

From Daniel. One I’ve already read.




No briefs tonight. I will check.




I swallow hard because as I sit here on the toilet, I look down at my slacks, which are puddled around my ankles.

No briefs. I removed them after receiving his text.

Because I’m Sir’s good boy and desperate to please him.

What am I doing? Seriously? These aren’t frat-house games.

Liam and I are senators. Daniel is chief of staff to senior House leadership.

About the only thing I’d have left if I’m caught doing this would be my political office, if that. Olivia would strip everything else from me and then some. She’d suck the marrow straight from my bones, and don’t think I don’t know that.

I have to divorce her.

Our prenup doesn’t say we can’t get divorced, obviously. It lays out specific clauses for behavior on either of our parts that triggers certain penalties.

If I ask for a quiet, simple divorce and state irreconcilable differences while implying my workaholic nature is to blame for us growing apart, she would probably gladly go along with it.

Making her look good is the key.

Not embarrassing her.

Meaning not getting caught in a messy scandal, like someone walking in to find me on my knees and sucking Liam’s cock, or getting fucked up the ass by Daniel while I do it.

Hell, she can even cite that she wanted kids and I ended up changing my mind and not wanting them. That’s a lie, but she’s been very careful to never tell anyone else she didn’t want children. I’d gladly go along with that charade, because it also paints her in a favorable light.

Anyone who knows me at all will agree what a workaholic I am and how much she’s complained about it over the years to anyone who’d listen.

When I finally drop the big-D bomb on her, I need to make sure it’s before I make my next run for office.

If I make another run.

Or…

Maybe that’s how I need to play this. Tell her right now I’m not running again. Even if my father manages to survive another five years—which looks more iffy every month—he’ll be too far gone for me to worry about him fucking me over.

I hope.

I tap out a reply to Daniel’s text because there will be hell to pay if I don’t.




Yes, Sir.




Send.

I log out of the e-mail account and finish what I was doing. I find Olivia impatiently waiting downstairs in the living room, sitting on the couch and working on her laptop.

She practically slams the lid shut and sets it on the coffee table before she stands. “About damned time. Maybe I should stick a cork up your ass to hold in your nervous stomach.”

Barely suppressing a bray of anxious laughter, because I’m not at all certain I won’t be sporting some sort of plug in my ass by the end of the evening, I reach for my overcoat where it hangs from a hook in the entry. “Yes, I’m feeling a little better. Thank you for your concern, darling.”

She makes a disgusted noise. She’s always hated that term of endearment, which is why, when I use any for her, it’s always that particular one.

“I’m here now,” I say. “Are you ready?” I grab her coat and hold it out to her as she walks over.

She snatches it from my hand and pulls it on. “Are you going to act pissy all night?”

“I’m not acting pissy. Look, if you want to go without me, feel free. I’d be happy to stay home. I’ve got more than enough work to do.”

That’s a bluff I know she won’t call and a tiny, secret surge of victory rushes through me as her expression falls.

“You can’t stay home! I can’t go without you. How would that look, I tell people you’re sick at home, and I left you here alone?”

At least she’s predictable. Always worried about her image.

I’m reaching for the doorknob when the sudden realization hits me that I don’t feel the slightest bit guilty now the way I used to over manipulating her.

I’m…enjoying it.

As miserable as she’s treated me throughout the years, I’m finally enjoying something about our marriage.

There’s irony for you.

* * * *

It’s a chilly October night with a biting wind. I don’t find it uncomfortable, after my seven years spent attending college in New York City, but my native Georgia wife hates it with a passion, turning her mood even more foul.

Olivia spends our entire drive on her phone and wearing a disgusted look on her face. The exclusive country club where this event’s happening tonight is familiar to me, because Olivia’s dragged me here several times over the past year for her social and work bullshit. In addition, GOP lawmakers and other politically adjacent folks have invited me to various functions held here.

Thank God I’ve put off applying for membership. Olivia wants me to, but I don’t. It would mean losing a perfect excuse not to play golf, and I’m sick of that fucking game. I hate it with a passion and always have. The only reason I learned to play was, of course, my father making me learn.

At least tonight’s a charity fundraiser and not a political event.

Doesn’t mean politics won’t be discussed. There will be plenty of sausage churned out at this event, I’m sure.

I can’t help hoping it’s not the only sausage I’ll be dealing with.

Yeah, that was bad, I know. But the faint hope that I’ll get to spend even a little time with Daniel tonight is the only reason I’m able to stomach being here with Olivia in the first place. The past two weeks have been busy for all three of us, and I’ve barely had any time alone with Daniel, or Liam.

We arrive on time and Olivia can barely contain her irritation behind her public peaches-and-shucks-y’all smile while I deal with valet parking. Then she hooks her arm around mine and nearly drags me across the portico toward the waiting door.

She tugs on my arm for me to lean in while I’m forcing my usual smile. “Do not embarrass me tonight, asshole,” she whispers in my ear, her icy tone chilling me even more than the biting wind. “I want to get into the prayer group Senator Jergens’ wife runs and I heard she might be here tonight. So turn on the charm and socialize and don’t be a damned wallflower.”

Fuck. Olivia’s focus will be anchored to me if I’m not with her. Until that connection is made, at least.

Before? I would passive-aggressively do any- and everything possible to stymie her.

Now?

I just want to placate her as much as possible.

That her desires dovetail with another recent command from my Sir is a pleasant little coincidence which simplifies my life somewhat.

We check our coats and once we’re signed in, I pause with her on my arm, just inside the doorway to the large ballroom where the event’s being held. We’re not late but we’re not early, either. Based on the number of chairs around the various tables, and the people in attendance, we’re in the first quarter of arrivals. The program doesn’t start for another forty minutes, with dinner being served during that.

Then shock slams into me when I locate our table and discover we’re seated with Liam and Daniel.

As in, Daniel’s place card is right next to my seat.

I don’t know how the hell he managed that feat but I’m already nervous as fucking hell.

And horny as hell.

At least, for once, it’s the good kind of hell.

Glancing around the room, I see Stan Jergens and his wife are already here. “Let’s go talk to them now,” I tell Olivia, dropping her arm and heading that way without waiting for her to respond.

I sense her trying to catch up and I know she’s wondering what the hell’s gotten into me as I walk up to the couple and smile.

“Hey, Elsbeth, Stan. How are you?” I shake with Stan while his notoriously standoffish wife thinly smiles and tips her head to me.

“Fine, thank you,” he says.

“I don’t think either of you have met my lovely wife yet,” I say, throwing Olivia even further off her game, I’m certain. “Olivia Callahan, this is Doctor Elsbeth Jergens and her husband, Senator Stanley Jergens.”

From the way Elsbeth’s gaze narrows, appraising me, I know I just scored points with her. Daniel warned me the formerly celebrated neurosurgeon is touchy about being introduced as “Mrs. Jergens” or taking second-fiddle to her politician husband.

Thank you, Sir.

“Nice to meet you,” Elsbeth finally says.

“I’m actually really happy to run into you tonight,” I continue, “because I was hoping I could introduce you two. Olivia’s schedule recently opened up. I was hoping I could throw myself on your mercy about finding room for one more in your prayer group?”

Olivia’s face goes positively red. I’m certain I’ll pay for this later, even if I do succeed.

Worth it.

“I-I certainly wouldn’t want to impose on you,” Olivia uncharacteristically stammers. “I completely understand why you would be hesitant to open your home to anyone else, and—”

“We are friends of The Fellowship,” I quietly add as I grab Olivia’s wrist and squeeze.

For once in her life, my wife actually takes a freaking hint and shuts the Hell up.

But Elsbeth’s expression lightens. “Ah. You are?”

I nod. “My wife has a lower profile than I do, and far more freedom in some respects. I hope you understand.”

“I do.” She actually offers her hand to shake with Olivia.

I release Olivia’s wrist and she looks stunned as she shakes with the woman.

“How about you and I go talk somewhere a little quieter?” Elsbeth asks, hooking her arm through Olivia’s.

“Yes, that would be lovely!” She glances back at me as they walk off, an astonished smile on her face.

Terrific. Now I’m going to have to dodge her being horny later.

Fuck me.

Still worth it. I’ll get her drunk and pour her into bed and stage her vibrator next to her like I helped her do something. She’ll never know the difference.

She’s never figured it out before. Since our honeymoon, I’ve ducked any semblance of assisting her with “husbandly duties” by simply giving her a couple of drinks and pouring her into her own bed. Fortunately, I only have to resort to that a couple of times a year. The rest of the time, since we sleep in different bedrooms, I’ve been able to easily dodge her.

Stan sips his drink. “If you found more time in your schedule, I’m certain more doors would open to you,” he quietly says.

“I’m hoping my next term will allow me that kind of freedom. Right now, I’m a little overwhelmed by everything, including people telling me I need to start thinking about re-election, even though that’s five years away.”

“Re-election wouldn’t be a problem for you, with the right connections.”

“I’m certain it wouldn’t, but…” I shrug, offering a smile. “I have faith,” I lamely offer. “I also have a very…involved father-in-law riding my ass about grandbabies,” I whisper, shrugging again.

He laughs, relieving me as he claps me on the shoulder. “I have one of those, too. Totally understand. I’ve heard your father can be a piece of work, too.”

God, I wish I had a drink in my hand right now, but I’m driving. “He absolutely can. Double the fun, right?”

I nearly jump out of my skin at Daniel’s voice at my left shoulder. “Well, hello, Senator Callahan. Senator Jergens.” I turn to look into his blue eyes and hope my jacket is hiding my erection. “Senator Callahan, my husband reminded me on the ride over that you co-sponsored a bill with him that’s the partner of the one my congressman co-sponsored, which is going to Conference Committee soon.”

I swallow hard as I nod. “Yes.”

“Congressman Effings unfortunately couldn’t make it tonight, but would it be possible to steal a few minutes of your time at some point? He had some notes he wanted me to pass to you.”

So that’s how he’s playing it. Brilliant. “Absolutely.”

Stan laughs. “Feel free to take all the time you need. Elsbeth will have your wife tied up most of the night now. She’ll be introducing her around to everyone else.”

I turn a little more toward Daniel and that’s when I spot Liam on the other side of the room. He has a drink in his hand and while he’s talking to a senior Senate staffer, his dark gaze possessively lays on both of us.

Especially me.

If it were up to him, we’d all three be tangled together in a bed right now, with the two of them plowing me at both ends.

An option that simultaneously fills me with longing and the good kind of terror.

Also fills me with crushing grief, because unless or until I can easily get rid of Olivia, it’s not likely to be an option anytime soon. Not for an overnighter, anyway. We can fuck around during a couple of hours here and there, but it’s never as satisfying as falling asleep with my two men wrapped around me.

Asking Olivia for a divorce on the ride home tonight would be…downright gauche, wouldn’t it?

It would likely piss her off even more on the heels of her finally passing through the gates of the elusive group she’s been dying to make inroads into ever since our arrival here in DC.

One Daniel told me just a couple of weeks ago that he wants me to infiltrate as a spy.

* * * *

For more information, check out my website:

https://tymberdalton.com/books/series-info/devout-trilogy/




For a full listing of related books and other trilogies also set in the world of the Governor Trilogy:

https://tymberdalton.com/books/series-info/governor-trilogy/




















About the Author




Author Lesli Richardson, who is better-known by her more prolific wild-child Tymber Dalton pen name, lives in the Tampa Bay region of Florida with her husband (aka “The World’s Best Husband™”) and too many pets. She writes a wide variety of heat levels and genres, from mainstream sci-fi all the way to scorching ménage.

The USA Today Bestselling Author (as Tymber) and two-time EPIC award winner is a part-time Viking shield-maiden in training who loves to shoot skeet and play D&D with her friends. She’s also the author of over one hundred and sixty books and counting, including The Reluctant Dom, Cross Country Chaos, the Bleacke Shifters series, the Governor Trilogy, the Determination Trilogy, The Great Turning Trilogy, the Suncoast Society series, the Love Slave for Two series, the Triple Trouble series, the Coffeeshop Coven series, the Good Will Ghost Hunting series, the Drunk Monkeys series, and many others.

She lives in her own little world, but it’s okay—they all know her there.

She loves to hear from readers! Please feel free to drop by her website and sign up for her newsletter to keep abreast of the latest news, snarkage, and releases.

Honest reviews are always welcomed. They help with a book’s visibility and can boost its placement on book retailer sites. Even a few lines about what you felt reading the book will help. Thank you so much, it’s greatly appreciated!



Newsletter: https://tymberdalton.com/newsletter/

http://www.tymberdalton.com

http://www.facebook.com/AuthorLesliRichardson

http://www.facebook.com/tymberdalton

http://www.facebook.com/groups/TymbersTrybe/

http://www.twitter.com/TymberDalton

http://www.instagram.com/tymberdalton

cover.jpeg
lesli richardson





