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  Author's Note


Welcome to the last book in the Bandit Brothers Series. Writing this series has been a joy and allowed me to connect with so many readers. 
Ending this series with Ella and Zee's story is the perfect way to close the chapter! I hope you love it as much as I do.
This book contains the following themes: light knife play, adult snatching, public play, and exploit open door kinky sex.  
The FMC and MC live a 24 hour, Master/slave dynamic.  
I make no apologies for the rules and protocols that are part of their day to to  day life.  They have consensually agreed to this lifestyle in this fictional world. 
This book has been painstakingly and lovingly been edited by patient and talented human editors who have slashed my commas and meticulously added every em dash. 
Enjoy the read! 
Raleigh Damson






  
  1 ELLA


Asmattering of jealousy rode up her spine as Ella Riddell watched Ares Montague tie his new bride in ropes and lift her up in suspension. 
Josie had the sweetest smile on her face, and her body looked divine in those intricate knots as she swayed gently, held in the ropes attached to the suspension frame.
“What are you thinking?” Master wrapped her in his arms, bringing her against his chest. 
His erection bulged against his leathers.
She swallowed. Zee hated when she talked down about herself, even in her thoughts.
“Admiring how beautiful youth is.” She cupped his face, her fingers trailing along the stubble of his chin.
Zee laughed softly. “It’s fleeting. Spread those legs and give me access to what’s mine.”
His tone, all steely and stern, made her wet.
Her stomach fluttered with heated anticipation as she did what he asked, spreading her legs as far apart as she could without falling.
“Good girl.” His praise was liquid warmth making her nipples bead. His hands slid underneath the bottom hem of her corset. He pushed the waistband of her skirt down, and his fingers roamed her belly.
Over her cesarean scar, dimpling his fingers into the worn flesh, squeezing the roll of flesh underneath the scar.
She leaned her head back against his shoulder, tense. 
Even twenty-three years later, it still bothered her.
He knew it. She could hear the curve of his smile, and he pushed her a little with how heavy his touch was on her stomach. 
“Who does this belong to?” He gently traced the scar before his fingers slid down and dipped into her folds.
“You, Master.”
“That’s right.” He fingered her until she moaned, louder than she wanted to, afraid that someone was going to hear.
Zee took his fingers out of her pussy, making her gasp, then stuck them in her mouth.
“Clean those for me.”
Ella lapped her wetness off his fingers, but Zee hadn’t stopped. His hands squeezed her breasts through the lacy top of her corset.
“You are mine. You are beautiful, and what we have is strong and has stood the test of time. Do you love me any less because of my old, wrinkled face?”
“No, Master. Your face is as handsome as it was when I first met you.”
Zee chuckled. “What’s a few more white hairs here and there? You’re still my redhead, and I’m still yours.”
He squeezed her nipple between his fingers; her pulse jumped under his touch and she gasped.
“We have a wonderful crowd of friends and members tonight.” Zee released her nipple, then ran his palm over it.
“Yes, we do.”
“We’re very lucky, Ella.”
“I know, Master.”
She knew that every day as she looked out on their expansive property in one of the richest postal codes in the country. A girl like her from Olds, Saskatchewan, ended up the wife of an Olympic gold medalist.
Who would have figured? Not her and not her loving family who always thought she’d stay on the farm because she was too shy to talk to any stranger.
It hadn’t always been easy, but they made it work.
So why couldn’t she shake the growing sense of fragility—that something was wrong?
Zee grabbed her wrist, pulling his fingers out of her mouth. He wiped them on her cheek.
“Thank you, Master, for letting me clean your fingers.”
“You’re welcome, dear heart.”
He brushed his hands along her shoulders, then he unzipped her corset. The cool air against her nipples made them bead even more.
He folded down her corset, so her breasts hung out, exposed.
“Go take a shift at the bar, my slave.” His hand snaked through her hair, his cool eyes meeting hers.
She wanted to say no, and he knew she did. Serving publicly wasn’t her favourite task.
But of course, she wouldn’t.
“Yes, Master.”
She brushed by him, but he pulled her back to him, kissing her with all the passion and heat she still saw in his eyes.
“Good girl.”
She held her head high as she made her way through the crowd, smiling and checking in with their members.
Whatever worries she had about the future, she had to put them behind her and stay in the moment.
She served as he commanded.
Like she always had.
Across the room, Zee’s gaze locked on her, slow and deliberate and it made her breath catch. No matter what happened, they’d get through it together.

      ***Working at the bar, serving guests drinks and getting them snacks kept Ella’s mind so busy that she didn’t have time to wallow in the dark thoughts. She enjoyed talking to Club Bandit’s guests and found it easy to play the part of hostess.
As the evening wore down, the crowd thinned, leaving couples cuddling in the seating area and on the benches of the stage.
One scene captured everyone’s attention.
A Dom had his sub dressed in a maid’s uniform, made her clean the bondage table, every toy in his bag, and then his boots, before cuffing her hands to the ring above her and tickling her with a feather duster.
The Dom also flipped that duster over and used it for impact.
Ella knew she’d safeword at that amount of tickling, but as the sub’s laugh rang out in the club, Ella’s cheeks hurt from smiling, her mood definitely lifting.
“Ella, can I get a cup of coffee?” The deep voice belonged to River Stone. The large, muscled man had his arm around the shoulders of his partner.
“Right away, River,” Ella said.
“You’re the best, Ella.” Carter smiled, flashing his pearly whites.
“Yes, she is.” Zee came up behind her; he slid his warm palms down her waist to her ass and nuzzled her neck.
The smell of his aftershave wafted towards her nostrils.
“Sir, I’m going to spill River’s coffee.” Ella said, laughing.
“It’s for him. I need to bring him back to life. We just got called out on a job.”
“So inconvenient of them,” Zee said, his grey-blue eyes twinkling.
Ella passed Carter the to-go coffee cup.
“Carter, drink it.”
The man made a face. “It doesn’t have cream or sugar in it.”
“You’re such a baby.” River flicked Carter’s chin but took the lid off the coffee and blew on it.
Zee reached behind her, stopping her from opening the fridge, pulled her against his chest and brought her top back up, to cover her breasts.
The gesture sent hot tingles across her skin.
She blushed, handing River cream and sugar.
“Thank you, Ella.” River’s only focus was on Carter as he stirred cream and sugar into the cup. “Here.”
“Hey, you want me to be alert. I’m not going to drink the black coffee.”
“Yep, I need your wits, which is the only reason I gave in.” River ruffled Carter’s hair.
“We have energy bars,” Zee offered.
“I’ll take what you’ve got,” Carter said.
Zee reached into the small cupboard behind the bar and tossed four to the men. “Here you are.”
“I thought we were going to have a relaxing night in, but you know, no rest for the wicked and all that. See you at the poker game, Zee. Goodnight, Ella.” River grabbed the energy bars, looped his arm through Carter’s.
“Night,” Ella echoed.
“I’m looking forward to a relaxing night tomorrow with you, my love.” 
The way Zee gazed at her with heat and love still made her heart go pitter-patter.
“Someone has a big day on Monday,” Ella mumbled. Her stomach formed a knot of anxiety thinking about it again.
Zee leaned in, pulling her close until she fit perfectly against his chest.  
“It’s going to be great. Thank you for not talking me out of it.” 
His thumb traced small circles over her back, and the brush of his stubble along her cheek made her shiver. 
She tilted her face into him, breath hitching, as warmth pooled low in her belly.
In his arms, her shoulders loosened, her heartbeat slowed, and the world outside melted away. 
“Zee, I wouldn’t.”
And before he could respond, Ella went and helped a guest, pinpricks of anxiety flaring along her neck again.
This seesaw between calm and hyper-anxious had to stop, but she didn’t know what to do about it. 
This week, Zee’s team had tournaments that’d keep him working later. 
He switched from being part time on staff to being full time. 
And though she was happy for him, she knew she was going to miss lazy sleep-ins and late-day breakfasts. 
She’d miss him taking midday laps in their indoor pool and him telling her to eat because she got so wrapped up in a project and forgot.
Even though there was nothing unethical about it, Ella worried about someone finding out about Club Bandit and firing Zee because he owned it.
A couple of years ago, the founding members of the club voted to have occasional open-to-the-public sessions, and privately, it’s a motion she wasn’t in favour of.
Except for the sex and BDSM education classes; those were important to her and at the time, that’s what swayed her from voting no.
For years she’d worried about someone finding out Zee owned the club and that having a negative effect on their family. 
Even though they didn’t open Club Bandit until their daughters were off at university and out of the house.
“Hey, boss, I’m heading out.” Max, one of their trusted dungeon monitors, clasped Zee’s arm.
“Have a good one. See you later.”
“Bye Max,” Ella called.
Max tipped an imaginary hat to her and left.
The remaining couples in the club were exiting or hitting the locker rooms. The submissive who was in the French maid scene came over to the bar. 
“Water, please.”
“Of course,” Ella said, passing her a water bottle. “You need it after that scene.”
The submissive grinned, pushing back her long hair. 
“It was so good.”
“And you were so good, Diamond,” Pete Zimmerman said into his new submissive’s ear.
“Hey Zee, I think I’ll make the next poker game.”
“Good to hear, Pete. I can’t wait to empty your wallet.”
Peter laughed, and raised a finger. “You can but try, my friend. Come on, Diamond, I want to get you home.”
“Yes, Sir. Bye.”
“Isn’t that submissive number four this month for the good doctor?” Zee said, smirking.
“I stopped counting long ago. You should too if you want him to keep coming to the poker game,” Ella said with a grin, leaning her head on his shoulder.
Zee had held the monthly charity poker games for years, and all proceeds went to the charitable foundation he started with his sister-in-law in honour of his brother, who was a Marine.
Zee raised his hands in mock surrender. “I’m going to check the private rooms and the cube.”
“I’ll do a sweep down here with Lena.”
“Good girl.” Zee brushed his lips across Ella’s, and she wished it was a longer kiss, but work called. 
She turned up the house lights in the main space, the brighter light on the golden textured walls giving the place an even more luxurious glow.
Ella took pride in Club Bandit, in how the hardwood floors gleamed, how the seating area was filled with elegant, overstuffed chairs and classic tables.
She loved the stage, big enough to hold demos and dance parties.
Lena came out of one of the private rooms, her hands bundled with clothing.
She loved their private rooms on the ground floor, most of which featured beds, a nod to her initial idea of having a kinky bed-and-breakfast.
But Zee wanted a club, a place for his friends to come and play, and seeing how happy it made her husband, she gave it all of her energy.
Upstairs, they had private dungeons, all of them set up with a theme. 
And her favourite, an actual dungeon with black iron rings and anchor points set on each wall. 
Heavy brackets and bars hung, perfect for bondage play. The black floor grounded the space, and despite the theme, Ella found the room to be serene.  
“Someone forgot all this!” Lena grinned, coming out of the hallway from the private rooms, her arms full of clothes.
“That goes to the lost and found in the hallway by the lockers.” Ella grinned, wondering how someone could leave without all their clothes, but it happened. “After you do that, you can take off, Lena. Do you have a ride tonight?”
“Yep, my boyfriend’s waiting for me in the parking lot.”
“See you Saturday,” Ella called.
Ella went to each of the play spaces that lined the perimeter of the space, checking for belongings.
When that was done, she picked up all the blankets, put them in the hamper for dirty linens and left the space.
The cleaning crew would be in tomorrow during the day.
“Dear heart, come here.” Zee’s voice slid into that lower register that still, all these years on, caused her to open to him.
Turning to see where Zee stood, Ella shook her head, even as her feet carried her to the centre of the room and its fairly recent addition of the spiderweb. 
Framed by a solid wooden square, the thick ropes formed a spiderweb.
Ella swallowed, her mouth dry. It’s not that anything about the spiderweb icked her out; it’s that she didn’t think the piece of furniture would be comfortable.
Considering how her knees ached in the morning and her shoulder at night, these days she needed comfort.
Zee cocked an eyebrow. 
“The doors are locked. Everyone’s gone home. Let’s get you on here, Ella.”
“Yes, Master.” With dread making her limbs heavy, Ella turned against the spiderweb. Zee started with her wrist, cuffing it to the rope above her head, then did her other one. She exhaled when she realized Zee wasn’t going to lift her onto it but tie her ankles to the lowest rope on the bar.
Ella leaned against the thick rope, and it wasn’t as uncomfortable as she thought. It sprang back, and it was kind of fun.
“These ropes are actually cables wrapped in nylon. Does it hurt?”
“It’s okay. I don’t think I could maintain it for hours, but it’s not as torturous as it looks.”
“And what if I wanted you here for hours, hmm?” Zee grabbed a fistful of hair, yanking her head off the web, staring into her eyes with the same intensity as he’d always had from the very first time Ella met him.
“Then I would, Master.”
He slammed his mouth against hers in a kiss that stole her breath, and sent her clit throbbing.
“Because you are my slutty good girl.”






  
  2 ZEE


The way her eyes glowed when he praised her sent a ripple of possession through his body and made him want to pound his chest. 
His Ella.
Even after all these years. Even after all the times he failed.
She was still at his side. 
Zee fully understood what a lucky bastard he was and swore never to take his wife for granted. 
When the members had left and the club was quiet—when it was just him and her in the space she helped him create, his vision to which she gave her all to materialize—using the equipment was a ritual.
Like he was claiming what was his all over again.
This woman was his entire galaxy. 
He noticed her mouth pursed, as if she was trying to hold back words, how tight her shoulders were, the tension around her eyes.
Zee chalked it up to her being stressed about the change in their routine or the girls—she hadn’t seen their daughters since Christmas and it had been a long time since she visited her best friend, Nora.
Or maybe her mind was chewing on stuff that she hasn’t shared with him yet.
But he knew how to give her relief. 
He could have waited until they were home, but he wanted to end the night with her here, in his beloved club on the spiderweb.
He ran his hands up and down her bare legs, watching her brows furrow, the micro expression flicker across her face. 
Rolling her skirt up, he dropped kisses along her delicate knees, down her legs then knelt, cursing himself for not grabbing a pair of kneepads.
He pressed his mouth against her silky panties and breathed in her scent, peace settling over him.
The only thing that mattered was what he and Ella had. He hooked his fingers on her waistband and rolled it down, revealing her bare pussy. Holding a palm against her mound, he pulled on the spiderweb, so her skin came right against his mouth.
“You are a very pretty fly. Do you feel caught?” He pressed a kiss on her inner thigh, and she shivered as he dropped kisses close to her pussy. 
“I always feel like I’m yours,” Ella said with an amused tone, which made his heart flutter. “Though this is kind of precarious. Can’t say this is a comfortable contraption. The rope cables are digging into my back.”
“But you’re not entirely uncomfortable?” Zee glanced at her with a grin.
“No, Master. I can hold it for you.”
“Perfect. If it’s too much, you let me know.”
“I will.”
And because she was his good girl, and he trusted her as much as she trusted him, he pulled the thick cable, giving it a little bounce as he grasped her leg and pressed his mouth to her sensitive skin. 
He flicked his tongue along her seam, sucking on her pussy lips. 
Her taste coated his mouth, and he let out a groan of approval.
The faint smell of leather from the club’s furniture mingled with the sweet, sultry scent of her skin, his anchor.
“Oh! Master!”
He loved it when she made noise. 
Wanting her to come apart, he lapped his tongue along her hot skin, wanting her to let go. 
He breathed in her tangy scent as he licked, lapped and sucked her clit, hard and fast, pushing his tongue against it, wanting her to fall into that pleasure that had to be coursing through her veins.
The spiderweb bounced as she thrust her hips, her legs trying to close together.
Zee clapped his hand down harder, sucking her sweet clit with even more pressure. 
She’d do anything he asked of her, but that didn’t mean it wasn’t hard for her to let go. 
He could help her with that.
Above him, she panted, letting out those delicious raspy breaths. 
She was close to coming undone, and that made him speed up his efforts.
He grasped a bit of skin between his fingers, pinching her inner thigh as he massaged her clit with his tongue even harder, wanting her to come undone. 
His brain flooded with endorphins, as if owning her was a verb, an act. 
It’s how it had been between them ever since she first called him, “Master.” 
“Zee! I’m coming!”
Yes, that was his girl, always going to give in to him. He kept licking, increasing the rhythm of his tongue against her clit, reaching higher on her sensitive spot.
“Zee! Oh God! Yes!” Her legs trembled under his touch, but he kept going until she was screaming quietly, her muscles still trembled.
He lifted his face from between her legs, peered up at her with a raised eyebrow. “Was that enough, girl?”
“Yes! It was good. Thank you, Master. I think my back is going to hurt tomorrow. But worth it.”
Zee stood, brushed loose hair out of her face, then he grasped her chin and kissed her with all the passion and gratitude that buzzed through him every time he touched her.
Supporting her weight by wrapping an arm around her, Zee uncuffed from the spiderweb.
Ella stood against him, wrapped her arms around him. “It was a good night.”
“Yes, I love it when this place is full of happy members.” Zee nuzzled the top of her forehead. “Let’s go home, my love.”
Ella grabbed the canister of wipes and cleaned the spiderweb, while Zee did one last look around the club, double-checking the locker rooms and the back door.
“All clear?” Ella said and held out his jacket for him.
He slipped his arms in and pulled it around him. 
“Yes, it's just the two of us, dear heart.“
Slipping his hand in hers, they made their way to the front of the club, past the reception desk. 
The soft light that hung from the ceiling broke and flickered.
“I must tighten that track again. A couple of screws will do it.”
“You could get James to do it,” Ella said.
Their maintenance guy was capable, but Zee snorted.
“For such a minor job? Think I can take care of it,” Zee held the door open for her, trying to hide his wince, then armed the security system and stepped into the cool night.
Glancing at his watch, he shook his head. It was almost five in the morning.
No wonder his body reminded him of his age.
When they were down the steps, Zee pressed the clicker and his Audi blinked, disengaging the locks. He opened the passenger door for Ella, giving her a sweet kiss as he helped buckle her in.
She yawned, and he mirrored her yawn too. 
With one hand guiding the wheel and the other warm on her thigh, he drove them up the sloping driveway toward their home. 
The sprawling West Coast–style house emerged from the trees, a blend of soft-lit glass and rich cedar, perched gracefully atop the hill. 
Their own private sanctuary. The kind of place he never could have imagined himself living in as a kid. 
He squeezed Ella’s thigh gently, feeling the weight of the thought settle in his chest. All the good things that had happened to him in this life were because of her. 
Because she had believed in him, even when he hadn’t.
“You won’t be able to do late nights at the club.”
Zee cocked an eyebrow. “I get up at five practically every morning.” 
Swim practice had always been a daily part of his life for longer than he could remember.
“You used to get up every day. Sometimes you sleep in these days.” Ella’s tone was wistful.
“I know it’s a huge change in your routine, my dear heart.”
Ella had her business on the side, and he had a hand in the Scott Riddell Foundation that he started along with his sister-in-law to honour his late brother, but there wasn’t any stress to their days.
Zee frowned, wondering if he should have given going back to work full time more thought.
And as soon as they stepped into the entry, Ella kneeled to take off his boots.
As soon as she was done unlacing his boots, she cupped the back of his calves and looked up at him, and alll the tension he had in his body eased, soothed by her devotion. 
Fuck, she was gorgeous. And this woman called him Master.
Whatever the hint of unease in the air, Zee knew they’d adjust and figure it out and come back stronger, just like always. Zee extended his hand, helped her to her feet and crushed his body against hers, feasting on her mouth until she let out a low moan.
“I want to go right to bed, Ella.”
“Yes, Master.”
 He didn’t let go of his hand as they went upstairs, past their darkened living room, kitchen and dining room, and the beautiful doors that led to the indoor saltwater pool.
Zee winced on the stairs, stopping.
“Can I get you an ice pack?” Ella placed her hand on the small of his back, and he breathed in her comforting touch.
“No, a good night of sleep should do it, but I should have used those knee pads, damn it. My back is sore.”
“We’re not in our twenties anymore, my Sir.” 
The amusement was rich in her voice. Zee took her hand and pressed a kiss on the back of her soft skin.
“Don’t need to remind me. Get upstairs, I want to tuck you into bed.”
“Of course,” Ella hurried ahead of him, but he didn’t miss the sly smile on her face. He took his time, exhaling and flipping off the lights before walking down the hall to their bedroom.
He knew how old he was—he’d be sixty in a couple of months—and having a sex club frequented by those decades younger than him—but still of legal age—was a nightly reminder.
That’s why when the university reached out about being a technique consultant for their revamped swim team, Zee said yes immediately.
In their bathroom, he splashed water on his face, brushed his teeth and chucked his clothes into the laundry hamper.
He said yes so immediately that he didn’t talk to Ella about it. And though that’s how their power dynamic worked, Zee wasn’t in the habit of making major decisions without consulting the love of his life.
Yes, he was her Master, but she was his everything. 
He hated to think of how his life would be if he hadn’t met her. Her devotion and her smarts were the reasons for all their success.
Stopping in the doorway of their bedroom, Zee paused for a moment, taking in the quiet intimacy of the space.
Ella had already pulled the heavy blackout curtains, blocking out the world so they could get a few hours of sleep. 
She had turned on his nightlight, which added a warm glow to the room, enough to break the darkness.
As always, she had set both their phones on the charging station by the closet, lined up perfectly. 
All her little acts of service fed their dynamic and showed him the love she had for him.
She waited for him, like she did every night, kneeling at the side of the bed, naked. 
Her vibrant red hair had faded over the years and was now streaked with strands of white at her temples, but to Zee, she was still that shy farm girl he met all those years ago.
He hated that her body, her weight, her changing hair bothered her, even though she tried hard not to be bothered by it.
That’s partly because she wanted to set a good example for their twin daughters and the young women they know and partly because she spent so many years looking after herself and caring about her appearance.
But she also knew that one of his rules was not to talk badly about herself or think negatively about herself, and that’s why earlier at the club, he traced her cesarean scar.
His daughters were adults, en route to successes of their own, but it still bothered her, even though he had always told her she was beautiful, every part of her.
“You’re so beautiful, my heart. I love you.” He placed his hands on her shoulders, her signal to rise, and she turned to face him, the admiration and love clear in her gaze.
He brushed his lips gently against hers and she bowed her head and ran her hands over his chest and he could stay here all night, just like this, if his body didn't need sleep.
“Tuck in, my love,“ he pulled down the comforters and gave the bed a pat.
She snuggled into bed and yawned.
He pulled the sheet up to her chin, followed by the soft blanket she always insisted on, even when it was warm outside. 
Then, he climbed into bed beside her, wrapping his arms around her, inhaling the faint scent of her fruity shampoo from her hair.
“Good night, Master,” she whispered, snuggling against him, pressing her body into his. He nuzzled her hair, resting his chin against the crook of her shoulder.
“Good night, my love.”
Yeah, he was one lucky son of a wrench. 
All he wanted was to make the peace they’d created last for years to come.






  
  3 ELLA


Her alarm always went off half an hour before her Master’s, and automatically she got out of bed without hesitation because she didn’t have time to deny the wake-up call, even though her body protested being dragged to consciousness. 
Ella stretched, then reached over and smiled, seeing Zee sleeping on his side, like he’s reaching for her still. 
Naked, Ella padded into their bathroom, splashed water on her face.
Without thinking about it, she grabbed the wide, plastic, bowl-shaped measuring cup from under the sink.
Ella exhaled as she squatted, getting this first task checked off.
This too, belonged to her Master. 
Her first pee of the morning, always measured and recorded because she craved this level of submission and Zee thrived on this control.
He looked through the record at the end of the week and praised her or ordered her to drink more water the next week.
It was an act that fueled her submission and she didn’t even think about it too much as she set the bowl on the counter, took the clipboard that hung on the inside of the bathroom door and recorded the amount.
This was part of how she lived every day. 
Then she emptied the bowl into the toilet, flushed, washed her hands and put the clipboard back on the door and made her way down the hallway to the vast living room.
Picking up the remote for her sound system, she chose violins in B minor and strode over to the floor-to-ceiling windows and opened the vertical wooden blinds by pressing a button. 
It was almost eleven and her body ached from the night before. 
She started the coffee for Zee, flicked on the kettle for her tea, and set out plates on the sunlit breakfast nook at the back of the kitchen.
Humming along, Ella took down a mixing bowl, cracked eggs into it and gave them a quick whisk.
The kettle bubbled, and she poured herself tea before making her way down the hallway to the French doors leading to the indoor saltwater pool. 
She flipped on the lights in the pool room and took her time checking the temperature of the room.
These tasks she performed by rote—small acts of submission, her devotion to her Master—enforcing the dynamic between them. 
Each ritual was a reminder that she was seen, cherished and loved. 
Once everything was ready, she went back upstairs.
 Zee lay stretched out on his back, a sly smile curling at the edges of his lips, still half asleep. Glancing at the clock, she saw she had five minutes to spare.
The rule was simple though her stomach twists when she thought about it. 
She had to finish the morning tasks by the time Zee’s alarm went off, and then she would properly wake him up. If not—her stomach clenched with a mix of embarrassment and arousal, her eyes flicking to the silver bowl on the nightstand... there were consequences to breaking protocol, to not obeying the rules.
“You either take my cum warm or you eat it cold, but you will service me every morning before my alarm goes off.” 
Zee had implemented this routine after their daughters had moved out, though they always had a morning routine of some kind.
And what did she get out of these many protocols, this dynamic that she’d been living for over twenty years? Too much to name, but at the core of it?
Submission. 
If Zee wasn’t dominant, wasn’t her Master, she’d be left with nowhere to give her submission to, and that was as much a part of her as her red hair and filled her soul as much as playing classical music did. 
Having someone to pour her submission into gave her a deep sense of self.
A sense of being seen.
Loved for what she was and what she meant to him.
Zee saw her, cared for her and showed her he loved her, every day. 
“Good morning, my love,” Zee murmured, his voice thick with sleep. He moved over, making room for Ella to come in on his side. 
“Good morning, Master,” Ella replied, climbing onto the bed. 
Zee pulled her close, turned her face toward his. His lips slanted against hers, kissing her with a fierce intensity that made her toes curl.
He broke off the kiss, playfully shoved her down, and her hands slid along his wall of abs, and muscled legs, still toned and firm despite the grey hair in his goatee. 
Ella gripped the base of his hard cock, Zee threw off the blankets, spreading his legs wider, and Ella glided her hand up and down his shaft, taking the tip into her mouth, she rolled her tongue over the head, tasting the saltiness of the pre-cum. 
Above her, Zee moaned as she flicked her tongue down the underside of his cock, then lapped from the tip to the base, stroking every part of his cock with her tongue before taking the whole length into her mouth, relaxing her jaw and sucking. 
Ella pulled his cock into her throat, sucking hard as Zee thrust deep down her throat.
His expression drawn tight, his muscles rippling with his efforts.
She swallowed on his length, his cock gliding against the bump on her throat. He pulled her hair; she sucked even deeper, gagging around him, but she didn’t dare come off his cock.
Her pussy throbbed as her Master pulled her hair in time to her long sucks.
Her eyes watered with the effort, and she coughed and sputtered, but she kept swallowing. Zee’s legs closed around her, drumming on her back. 
“Good girl. That’s the proper way to wake up your Master in the morning.”
His words made her whimper, swallow harder, suck faster, taking everything he’d give her. She let out a whimper as his legs tensed and he gripped her hair tighter.
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