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If you’re ready for more darkness, more healing,
 and more of the characters you love, tap below.
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  Dedication 





To all my ladies that think it would be hot to have two guys? Here ya go.








  
  Trigger Warnings


Listen, we all know that we are bad bitches who love to read about the darker side of romance. But mental health is important, especially in a book that is heavy on emotional damage. 
If I missed one, PLEASE email me at vicravenauthor@gmail.com so I can add it to this list.
Take care of your brain, it's the only one you get, and fixing it is expensive.
Full List of Trigger Warnings for Wild Obsidian: Menage
-Childhood trauma (mentioned)
-MM interaction
-Dom/Sub
-Rope play
-Impact play









  
  Chapter 1

Maris


Tonight is demo night, and we have been preparing this demo since last year’s event. The demos tonight are a little bit of everything; with breath play, Shibari, primal, and impact play being the most popular. 
I am rushing to get ready but Rhett isn't home yet. And I am still working to get my bags packed. I have gotten all three boys settled and in bed while the sitter cleans up dinner and gets laundry started for me. 
Rhett said that he would be home after dinner, but we are already an hour past that. I am struggling not to get nervous, and I really need him home soon. 
It doesn’t matter how long I’ve been a kinky sex educator. It doesn’t matter how many times I’ve spoken publicly or given demos or panels. I am always a wreck until I lay eyes on Rhett and he tells me it will all be okay.
Tonight, I am hosting a talk on primal play and I need to have all of my stuff together. Primal play isn’t necessarily a toy heavy kink, not like impact play or Shibari. But there is the after party, and that needs bags. 
I hear Rhett’s truck pull up and start getting the rest of our bags together. The boys are already in bed, and the sitter is settled in for the night. All we have to do is get Rhett showered, dressed, and us out the door.  
“Maris?” Rhett calls for me.  
“In the bedroom,” I call back. I hear his heavy boots clunking down the hallway. He laughs at something the sitter says and continues towards our room.
“Sorry, I’m late getting home. We had an engine that took forever to get torn out.” He leans down to give me a quick kiss. He goes to grab me, but I scurry out of his reach. He’s grubby and grimy, and I do not have time to change my outfit.
Thankfully, our sitter is well-versed in corsetry and helped me get into my corset dress. It is my favorite dress because I had altered it for pockets, but getting out of this one and into a new one would have taken time we didn't have. 
“Absolutely not. You need to get your ass in the shower first,” I tell him. He grumbles but backs away. “Did you get the engine fixed, or just needed to get it out tonight?”  
He takes off his baseball cap and runs his fingers through his black hair. He needs a haircut, but I’m loving this look on him. The top is long and just barely brushes his jaw, but the sides are short with a fade. Seeing all that inky black hair flop down into his face only brings out his startling blue eyes. 
“Just out tonight. The new kid is struggling with the mechanics of mechanic-ing but he’s getting it. Are you ready for tonight?” he asks, scratching his chin with his thumbnail while looking at the disaster our bed has become. 
He recently shaved his beard, and I have to admit, I love being able to see the face that I fell in love with, not to mention the dimples that show up when he really smiles. But the black five o'clock shadow that is gracing his jaw is panty-melting.
I turn around before I jump his bones. “Just about. I’ve got your rope and rigging for you to do your demo in your leather duffle bag. I’ve got my iPad to keep track of my notes for my primal panel in my satchel. Oh, and I got all our bags for the after party later tonight in the rolling suitcase.”  
I hear the clunking of his boots as he heads into our bathroom before I hear the shower turn on.  
“Gorgeous, you didn’t have to pack all of that. I could have helped.” 
“We would have been two hours late for the demo if I hadn’t packed. Plus, you always forget something. Usually, your rope, which is weird,” I laugh. I get the rest of our stuff into the bags and then stack them by the bedroom door and go into the closet to start getting his clothes out.  
Our club, Obsidian, has only a few ironclad rules: one, enthusiastic consent, always. And it can be revoked at any time for any reason. Two, vanilla to the door, which has saved many of us from indecent exposure charges. 
Even in the middle of summer, jackets and other coverings are a must. We have changing rooms, but most of the time, it’s easier to get dressed at home and cover up until we are inside the club.
We are lucky that we were able to purchase the warehouse that we use as our dungeon. Our club is run by a committee, and we have a steep membership fee. But it has allowed us to remain a private event space. 
Obsidian is on the outskirts of Franklin, a small mountain town in North Carolina. Because we are privately owned and operated, we don’t have to worry as much about laws and local ordinances, but we still need to be very careful. 
We were also able to purchase the land and cabins next to our property to open up a primal play park. Obsidian Wilds, or The Wilds for short, was previously a resort that was getting ready to go into foreclosure. 
Rhett and I knew the previous owners, and they offered for us to buy the property for cheap. They didn't want some developer to come in and put in subdivisions, and neither did we. 
We went to our members to see if they were interested in having a resort so that we could not only have a safe place for our primal community but also host educational retreats and other conferences. It was by far our most lucrative investment as a club.
Our primal community loved having the ability to run around a safe property and not worry about being caught by the police. We are also happy to have the extra income. 
The Wilds has six cabins and twelve miles of hiking trails throughout. Plus, there are twelve foot tall fences that surround the entire property along with fast-growing conifers to keep sight lines to a minimum. 
Not that it was necessary, especially with over thirty of those fifty acres being heavily wooded. But the extra peace of mind was worth it.
Between the two locations, we have a fair amount of money to invest into programs and charities to help the kinky and queer community.
I hear the shower turn off as I put out Rhett’s outfit for tonight. He doesn’t love getting all dressed up for any kind of event. So a nice pair of blue jeans, his favorite cowboy boots, and his corset vest are all he needs or wants.
He comes out of the shower fresh and clean, his black hair still dripping. His towel is wrapped around his hips and water beading down his chest before trailing down his six-pack. He had trimmed the stubble on his face into a more groomed beard, and I am instantly wet just looking at him. 
It doesn’t matter that we have been together for over ten years. It doesn’t matter that we have seen each other at our worst. He is still the hottest man I have ever seen. 
He has fulfilled every fantasy I’d ever had. Except one.
A few years ago, after the club bought The Wilds, I told him I wanted him and another man to chase me down. To be hunted, caught, and taken under his control. I wanted his rope on me while someone else’s hands left their mark.
Rhett only shook his head. That wasn’t something he wanted, and that was the end of it. A hard limit. And I respect that, respect him. I’m not willing to risk what we have for a fleeting fantasy and an hour of play.
I watch as he gets ready. First, dropping the towel. His cock is on full display, thick and long. He pulls his jeans on without underwear, then he sits on the bed to put on his socks before his boots. When he stands up, he picks up his corset vest. 
This is my favorite part of watching him get ready for club night. 
I watch as he puts his arms through the armholes and latches the front of the corset closed. I am damn near drooling as I wait for the next part. He doesn’t let me help him tie into his corset. Not because I can’t, but because he knows I like having a front-row seat to the next part. 
Rhett reaches behind him and grabs the ties at his lower back. He takes a deep breath, rolls
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