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Some of the feedback I received from the first novel in the My Body Trilogy, My Body-His, compelled to me clarify a few matters for those about to embark on the second episode.

Although I did extensive research into the BDSM lifestyle, what I found there represented healthy dynamics and unhealthy ones as found in every type of relationship. I never set out to write a romance or to depict a healthy Dom/sub relationship. While the My Body Trilogy takes place within a branch of the BDSM subculture, Jane and Luke’s relationship is dysfunctional and the arc of the story is her journey through it to her ultimate self-empowerment.

There are those within the BDSM community who have taken issue because My Body-His depicts a total power exchange that Jane does not really want. I would argue that she chose it every step of the way and therefore it is consensual. This particular odyssey of self-exploration, sex, and submission was never intended to be a model for the lifestyle or a condemnation of BDSM.

Read the whole trilogy and you will see.

—Blakely
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Chapter One
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Picking up the bouquet of gold roses left for me next to the couch, I imagined myself to be small enough that the flowers might hide my naked body from the crowd. My wavy brown hair had been tamed into two flower-woven French braids that joined together atop the rest of my flowing tresses. 

I stared at my reflection in the window across from me. The few pounds I had put on since quitting my job and spending all my time at home with Luke had made me more voluptuous and curvy. Although I was naked, the golden sheen that coated my skin, the tuxedo cuffs encircling my wrists and ankles, and the jewelry adorning my throat and waist and dangling from my earlobes and nipples provided me some comfort. The new piercings, however, had left my nipples erect and throbbing. 

It was a warm, cloudless evening in Hollywood, Florida, the perfect temperature for a wedding. But this was not the wedding of my dreams. Parading down the aisle naked was certainly not my preference, although I wanted to please my lover, Luke. My groom was fully clothed and as handsome as I’d ever seen him. The rest of the guests were dressed as well. This was the wedding he had staged for us, the one that would declare to everyone we knew that my body belonged to him. And I loved him so desperately that I was willing to follow wherever he might take me.

I, Jane—no longer plain Jane—anxiously passed through the open French doors and snaked my way around the tables. When I got to the steps that led down to the beach, I stopped. I could see everyone. Luke was waiting for me just inside the flower-covered gazebo next to the Justice of the Peace. Parker, my closest friend, stood nearby, along with an older, strikingly handsome gentleman.

Luke turned and caught my eye. His radiant smile and the loving expression in his luminous gray eyes took all my fears away. He looked striking and strong in his white linen suit and bright blue shirt, no shoes on his feet. I watched him rake his hands through his straight, sandy brown hair, smoothing it across his wide forehead, and away from his eyes. Seeing the love that illuminated his angular face, I knew that the rest of my life would not be spent alone. There was a place where I belonged.

As I marched carefully down the steps, everyone stood and rotated to face me. I kept my eyes locked on Luke. No one else existed for me. Just Luke and his love, guiding me safely home like a beacon on a foggy night. I progressed with ease toward the life I had chosen. No one understood it—not even me—but at that moment, it was the only life I craved.

[image: image]

When Luke and I first met, I never would have predicted that our unconventional arrangement would lead to marriage. I couldn’t have imagined I would live with him after knowing him less than a week. She was not the Jane I had known prior to that crucial moment in my life, mere months earlier. I could never have pictured myself naked at my own wedding, adorned only with body paint and fresh nipple piercings. I had asked Sandy to be my maid of honor, but she couldn’t deal with my state of undress. No wonder. Sandy knew the old me better than anyone, and just how far I had traveled from my former self. 

Other than my acute embarrassment at my own exposed condition, I had to admit that Luke had arranged a beautiful wedding behind our new beach house. Although he hadn’t warned me about the number of people I would have to face while naked. I’d briefly considered calling off the wedding when I saw the workmen setting up the chairs, now filled with ogling guests.

I peered over my shoulder one last time at our spacious new home, protected from the wind by sea grape bushes. It beautifully modeled the taste and comfort I loved. Not only did it provide a space for my writing, but it stood only a few blocks from where I usually ran along the beach. The huge bathroom featured a tub that comfortably accommodated both Luke and me and the kitchen had state-of-the-art stainless steel appliances and black granite countertops. 

Luke had a much bigger office/studio for his photography equipment, bondage instruments, and the rack of discipline tools hanging on the wall. He used all the props for his photography and—when I transgressed—for my pain and pleasure.

I’d agreed to the rules he’d set, all seven of them. I remember the day he first told me his expectations. I could hear his deep, incisive voice telling me about the life I could have if I wanted to be with him, if I submitted to him.

“Number One—Your body is mine. You will no longer have control over your own pleasure. I will use your body as I see fit for your pleasure and mine. Number Two—Obey my instructions totally and completely and without question. You must follow them to the letter ... nothing more ... nothing less. Number Three—Always have your legs open to me. Number Four—When you are receiving discipline I expect you to be completely still. Number Five—You will not speak during a discipline session unless a direct question is asked of you. My favorite response is, ‘Yes, please.’ The exception to this rule is speaking the safe words.” 

The second time we met he told me that if I wanted to get rid of him after that night, I could simply say, “Get lost, creep!” The safe words would stop any type of sex or discipline but it would also end our relationship. “Get lost, creep,” made me laugh so much I decided to use it for my safe word. Now that I was getting married, I was certain I would never have cause to use it. 

Luke went on to explain the last two rules, “Number Six—You will be punished for questioning an order. If you don’t understand my command, that’s fine, but if you are trying to talk me out of an arrangement, then you will be punished. This refers back to rule two: Follow my directions totally and completely and without question. Number Seven—and my personal favorite—You will always be naked in our home. Clothes off at the front door.” Rule seven explained my lack of attire at our own wedding, despite my former dreams of an ivory gown with a long train. 

Why I hadn’t immediately run the other way is still a mystery. When I’d unintentionally ended up at a sex party and met Luke, standing at his easel, I was in my thirties, independent and successfully employed in a secure and lucrative job in human resources. The party had been held at a mansion—one that belonged to him, although I hadn’t realized it at the time. He was wealthy, but I still wasn’t sure if the erotic photographs he offered on the Internet were responsible for his globe-trotting lifestyle. Although it bothered me that I was in the pics for sale on the Web—my ecstatic submission captured surreptitiously—I took some pride in those images as well. The other naked women that populated the photographs—and the personal album I’d found in his office—bothered me more.

Feeling so trapped in my day-to-day, boring existence, I had longed to experience a real connection. Luke had awakened me, although I hadn’t realized I’d been asleep. Boy, was I wide awake now. During the last few months I’d experienced every possible emotion: excitement, fright, bliss, euphoria, and dread. The scariest part had been giving up my job. Letting go of my apartment and car hadn’t been easy, either. Pursuing my dream of writing the great American novel was highly appealing, but letting go of all the security I had established for myself left me consternated. Love and lust had led me on a strange path to an entirely new Jane. 

The biggest traitor in all of this had to be my body. My body and mind were at odds over the right and wrong of things. Perversions I considered revolting in the past now had my juices flowing—like parading naked in front of a pack of strangers. 

I took a deep breath and traveled forward into my new life as Luke’s wife.
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When I arrived next to Luke on the beach in front of the gazebo, he whispered, “You are ‘the one.’ ” He took the bouquet of flowers I was holding and gave them to Parker. Then he clasped my hands in his, filling me with his energy as the audience sat down. 

Again my eyes were drawn briefly to the older, broodingly handsome man who stood next to Luke as I replied, “Yes, please,” and smiled.

Luke laughed as we pivoted to face the Justice of the Peace.

“Love and commitment have drawn Luke and Jane together. They have each pledged themselves to the other. Jane has pledged her body to Luke and Luke has pledged his love, safety and protection to Jane. They thank all of you for your attendance today.

“Lucas Hall, will you take Jane Jessica Stiles to be your lawfully wedded wife? To have and to hold from this day forward until death do you part?”

“I do,” Luke said to me. His eyes captured mine.

“Jane Jessica Stiles, do you take Lucas Hall to be your lawfully wedded husband? To have and to hold from this day forward until death do you part?”

“I do,” I said. 

Luke placed the matching wedding band on my finger. It sat perfectly alongside my engagement ring. 

“I now pronounce you man and wife. Congratulations.”

Luke pulled me to him, kissing me passionately.

I tried not to cry out but in a strained voice whispered, “My breasts.”

“Sorry, love,” he said softly back to me. 

We circled around toward Parker, who had stepped forward to be my Maid of Honor when Sandy couldn’t handle my public nakedness. Parker stood tall and striking in her sky blue dress. Her short cropped hair and high cheekbones made her look more like a model than a corporate executive. She had an odd expression on her face. Catching my eye, she tilted her head to the side in the direction of my mother, who still sat in her seat in the front row. Everyone else had risen to follow us to the house. 

Luke took my hand, leading me across the sand and up the stairs. We waited there while everyone came through one by one to congratulate us. I no longer had the luxury of avoiding direct contact with the crowd. 

Unbeknownst to me, Luke had invited my ex-boss Brian. Brian had asked me out to a personal lunch after I’d shown up at work in a new sexy outfit Luke ordered me to wear. My mother still thought he was the one who got away. Pierce, from my old job, was also present. My face flushed in embarrassment as I recalled what I had done to him at Luke’s command. I had actually stalked into his office and given him a hand job so as not to be disciplined by the paddle with the holes I called the spatula. I couldn’t fathom why he had invited either of them. 

I had done some pretty crazy things to please Luke. What else would be required of me? In the weeks leading up to the wedding, our life together had been almost normal. I hoped things would settle down now that I was his wife.

The embarrassment continued as Christian from Pandora’s Box strolled up with his date. I’d met him twice while frequenting his adult toy and clothing store at Luke’s direction. His casual attire and long brown curly hair, pulled away from his young face, made him more appealing than ever. He looked at me not as a married woman, but as someone he planned to touch again. I blushed as he passed by.

I met so many new people that their faces became a blur. The women averted their eyes but the men let their’s roam freely. I felt humiliated and yet my traitorous body flamed, stimulated and aroused.

“Jane, I’d like you to meet Marcello, my best man,” Luke said as he patted the man on his shoulder and shook his hand.

“Magnifico. The pleasure is all mine,” Marcello said. 

I recognized the deep voice from the night at the restaurant and blushed. After the most romantic of dinners, where I’d sat blindfolded and fed by Luke, he had led me into the kitchen of the restaurant then farther into the back. I did not resist as he bound my ankles to the front legs of a table and someone else tied my wrists to the other end so that my upper body stretched across the cold surface. I knew that I “owed” Luke for taking my pleasure into my own hands—something he’d expressly forbidden me to do without his permission. It really was his fault, because the things he’d asked me to do while he was away in Japan on business had stimulated me so much. Well, that punishment in the backroom of the restaurant had ensured I would never disobey him in that particular way again. 

I could still hear Luke’s words: “Rule number one, Jane—Your body is mine.”

Blindfolded and dressed in what I could only imagine to be a very revealing getup, he’d whipped me in front of an audience that included Marcello and, I assumed, his employees. Mortified as I staggered back through the restaurant, I felt comforted by the blindfold, which hid my eyes. 

That degradation is what I recalled on my wedding night when I was first introduced to Marcello. 

His looks so contrasted with Luke’s. The first thing that struck me about my new husband was his strength and power, which emanated from his compact, sinewy body. Marcello was also well muscled, but what impressed me most was his sheer size. He was larger than life, standing several inches taller than Luke, with a massive chest and shoulders. No trace of fat, clearly. His thick black hair and trim mustache gave him an air of danger. He wore beige silk slacks and a Hawaiian style short-sleeved shirt. Unlike Luke, he had hair on his chest, and I wondered if it would be soft or coarse. His loafers looked expensive, as did his huge gold watch. 

Marcello tilted my chin, forcing me to peer straight into his eyes. His closeness made me aware of his strong, earthy smell of pheromones and garlic. “It’s wonderful to see your eyes this time. Bellissimo.” He held my gaze and I wanted to look away, but some inexplicable force kept me locked in his stare. He finally broke the contact and said to Luke, as if I wasn’t there, “She’s a beauty I hope to have the pleasure of exploring in the near future.”

“We shall see,” Luke chuckled.

I was in no position to express my anger at his comment, determined not to let it faze me as the procession continued to pass. I recognized at least three different women from the artistic photos of bondage and discipline on Luke’s website, although none from his personal photo album. He greeted them in a cordial but detached way, which left me feeling more secure. Would there ever be pictures of me in his normal, people-clothed photo album? I didn’t think so. Perhaps he had left “normal” behind completely.

I thought I recognized the man who approached next. I guessed him to be in his sixties and incredibly fit. 

“At our first meeting I thought maybe you were a keeper,” he said, winking at me. “I’ve very much enjoyed the pictures of you.” 

I blushed. Had he just perused the shots of me on the Web or actually purchased one to hang on a wall? Could he have bought a picture of me all tied up or being whipped or maybe one just after I had cum so hard I wasn’t even aware of the camera flashing around me?

Luke and this gentleman hugged.

“Jane, this is Jack. He’s the closest thing I have to a friend,” Luke said, laughing.

“He’s just trying to butter me up,” Jack said, smiling.

“Oh, is that what I’m doing?” Luke said.

“It’s good to see you so happy,” Jack said. He leaned down, kissed me on the cheek and then headed toward the bar as the next gentleman approached.

“Hi, Jim, meet my beautiful bride, Jane,” Luke said.

“Hi, Jim,” I said, shaking his hand. He was tall and thin with a thick brown mustache.

“You are a true beauty and very brave. I heard your mother back there and she isn’t happy.”

I laughed in spite of myself. “Shocker that she’s having a hard time. I’m having a hard time with this.”

“You wouldn’t know it,” he said. “You are composed and confident and every woman here wishes she was as brave.” To Luke, he said, “Speaking of other women, where’s Janice? I thought I would see her here.”

“I thought she might show but apparently not.”

“Probably for the best,” Jim said.

“Yes.”

Jim ambled away and I gestured to the next person in line to hold off.

I rose up on my toes and said in Luke’s ear, “You invited her?”

“Jane,” Luke said, his voice stern with warning.

“You can’t ‘Jane’ me out of this one, Luke,” I said, turning away and crossing my arms in front of me.

“Baby, we have a whole lifetime to discuss this, but right now we have guests who are waiting their turn and are in need of refreshments. Consider it tabled for a later discussion.”

“Fine, but I’m not at all happy at this moment. You ask way too much of me.” 

“You might have considered that before we said, ‘I do.’ ”

“Saying ‘I do’ does not mean I am willing to overlook your complete and utter lack of sensitivity.”

“Janey, please. I promise to explain later. Let’s enjoy the rest of our day.” He leaned down and picked me up in his arms, lifting my feet off the ground. “I just wanted her to see how happy we are,” he said into my ear as he released me from his embrace.

The hug reminded me of the condition of my nipples. Rather than raise more doubts, the pain excited me. I continued to be baffled by my body’s new responses.

“Okay,” he said, chucking me under the chin, “but please stop that gorgeous pout or I might have to bite that lower lip of yours.”

I laughed even though I wanted to stay mad. We continued to greet our guests.

“Wow, Jane,” Sandy’s boyfriend Jason said, “you look so amazing. I don’t know what I was expecting and I know you’re still naked and all but wow it’s like you’re dressed but undressed.” He leaned over and kissed my lips, avoiding touching any other part of my body. Jason wore green-gray slacks and a t-shirt that looked like a tuxedo. His long blond hair was pulled back in a ponytail, revealing a gold stud in his left ear. Jason had proved to be a godsend. Sandy would never have come to my wedding if he hadn’t insisted.

“Thank you, Jason,” I said. I wanted to tell him then how much his support meant to me. I avoided Sandy’s eyes, afraid of what she was going to say.

“You look beautiful, Jane, and I’m sorry I haven’t been the friend you’ve needed. It’s just ...”

Finally meeting her eyes, I said, “It’s okay. Thank you so much for being here. It means the world to me.”

Sandy looked as cute as ever in her short summer dress and pageboy—the perfect cut for her thick auburn hair and heart-shaped face. Sad and thoughtful, she touched my shoulder and plodded on.

Parker came next and I could feel that she still hadn’t gotten past the nipple piercing incident. She acted pleasant enough, but I could feel that something significant had shifted. 

Allison, my friend from work and the person who had taken over my old job along with her boyfriend, Jeff, approached next. Over their shoulder I could see my mother waiting. Luke left my side as I chatted with Allison and Jeff. 

“I have to say that this is the most bizarre wedding I’ve ever been to,” Jeff said. “Good thing Allison warned me ahead of time.” He was Allison’s match in attractiveness and poise, Ken to her Barbie. Allison looked gorgeous in her free flowing flowered dress, bangs framing her shining eyes.

“You make a very pretty naked woman,” Allison said. “Can’t imagine why you would want to be naked in front of all these people but boy, your bravery is unparalleled.” The breeze made her sundress and hair ripple.

“Thank you so much for coming. Would you check on Parker for me? I don’t think she’s recovered from my nipple piercing. She seems off to me.”

“You just got them done?” Jeff said, his jaw dropping.

“Yeah, just before the wedding,” I said.

“Doesn’t it hurt?” he asked.

“They’re throbbing like hell, but there is so much else going on, the pain is not difficult to ignore.”

As they strode away I heard Jeff say to Allison, “You have some strange friends.”

Luke came back over to my side with the final member of our wedding in tow—my mother. I could have predicted her outfit: a beige wool skirt hemmed right above the knee, a colorful long-sleeved blouse, matching suit jacket and low beige heels. She never took the Florida weather into consideration when dressing. Her salon-coiffed hair would have withstood hurricane-force winds.

“I won’t hug you like that,” she said to me.

“I understand,” I said.

“I promised your new husband I would behave, so the less said the better.” With that she headed straight to the bar.

“I can’t imagine what you said to her, but thanks,” I said to Luke. He wrapped me in his arms and kissed me deeply.

“Shall we get this party started?” 

“Wait,” I said. I pulled him down so I could whisper in his ear. “Can I please take out the butt plug? It’s starting to chaff and I won’t be able to dance with it in.”

“Yes, love, but it’s going to cost you later.” He smiled so I assumed he was joking. “Let’s make our formal entrance and then you can take care of it.”

“Thank you,” I said. 

We promenaded hand in hand to the head table set for two. After seating me, Luke announced, “Please welcome my beautiful, incredibly courageous wife, who has given me the greatest gift of sharing her body and her life with me.”

The people who were sitting stood and everyone cheered. My mother remained in her seat, refusing to look in our direction. Her hands were clasped in her lap.

As the applause died down a lone clap rose above the rest. It came from a voluptuous woman whose physical beauty demanded attention. Everyone paused as she approached the reception from the French doors in the back, her clap echoing along with the clicking of her shiny black heels. From the stretch halter pinstriped corset with lace accents at the cups and buttons down the front, to the tight jeans that hugged her curves with rips in the fabric tapering at her ankles—no one could look away. Large hoop earrings adorned her ears and a diamond pendant nestled between her luscious breasts. 

My heart stopped beating and my insides flipped upside down. I recognized her from the photograph Luke had hung in his office in our old apartment, the pictures in his album and the pages and pages of images—she was featured more than anyone else—on his website.

“I never thought I would see the day ...” she said as she conspicuously sauntered up to the front of our table swinging her long black hair over her shoulder.

“Janice,” Luke said, a threat in his voice.

She ignored him and continued, “That you would find ‘the one’ and actually tie the knot. You must be very special,” she said to me, the word “special” dripping with sarcasm. “You should know,” she said, “that none of us last for long. I don’t suspect it will be any different with you.”

Luke swayed toward me and brought his face close to mine. “I’ll take care of this. And Jane ... I love you.” I picked up on the cue and rose to leave them alone.

I hated Janice for barnstorming my wedding. I could have hit her. Instead I strode right in front of her and then rocked back to say to Luke, “Yes, please take care of it.” 

I saw the shards of abject hatred her eyes hurled in my direction.
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Chapter Two
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Just before I cut across to the house I looked over my shoulder. Luke had snatched Janice by the upper arm and was escorting her over to the beach. By the time they had disappeared down the stairs, Parker and Allison had joined me at the door.

“Shall I bring out the hors d’oeuvres?” one of the servers asked.

“Yes, right away,” Parker said.

Once we were in the bedroom I said, “Give me a sec while I use the bathroom.” I went in and carefully removed the butt plug. Maneuvering out the widest part made me yelp, but it was a relief to finally be free of it. I sat down on the toilet to pee and buried my head in my hands. Why had she decided to show? Why the hell had he invited her in the first place? Would he ask her to leave?

I finished up in the bathroom and returned to the bedroom.

“What was that all about?” Allison asked.

I sat down on the edge of the bed and grabbed the corner of the bedspread to cover myself. I felt exposed enough emotionally, and my nakedness with my girlfriends threatened to push me over the edge. 

“Ex-girlfriend. That’s all I know. After her little scene you know as much as I do.” I lay back in bed and let out a long exhale. “I do know that he invited her to the wedding. I can’t imagine what he was thinking. He said he wanted her to see how happy we are. I’m guessing she was the one calling the apartment repeatedly a while back. I figured it had to be an ex-girlfriend, but all Luke said was that he would take care of it and the calls stopped. Oh my god, do you think he’s seen her since we’ve been together?” I rolled onto my side and pulled my knees into a fetal position. I had no desire to rejoin the wedding or unearth myself from that spot. I considered telling Parker and Allison to turn off the lights and shut the door.

“I can tell you this: he wasn’t happy to see her. That was evident,” Parker said.

“Do you want me to check out what’s going on?” Allison said.

“I don’t want to budge. I want this day to start over. Oh fuck, scratch that. After tonight I will never again saunter naked through a large group of people. I want this all to be over. Right now. Can we just send everyone home?”

“No, Jane. Sit up,” Parker said, grasping my hand and pulling me to a sitting position.

“Why do you always have to be so damn pragmatic?” 

Luke opened the door and Parker and Allison quickly took their leave.

“I’m sorry about that. I thought she might come but I didn’t think she would make a scene. She promises to behave herself.”

“You didn’t ask her to leave?” I was fighting back tears.

“It’s going to be fine.”

“She’s still in love with you, Luke. Why invite her in the first place?”

“Because I thought if she saw us together she would be able to move on.”

“She was the one making the phone calls?”

“Yes.”

“Did you go and see her?”

“When are you talking about? When I was in Japan? No, of course not.”

“Have you seen her since we’ve been together?”

“Honey, let’s not talk about this right now. They’ve started serving the hors d’oeuvres and we still need to have our wedding pictures taken.”

“I have so many questions and you keep putting me off. Fine. You want her to see us happy. I can pretend to be happy but don’t think for a minute that bringing your ex-girlfriends around is going to be something I can live with. Clearly she’s not over you and I am left wondering how over her you actually are. Why display the picture? Why invite her? How did she get your new number in the first place?” I put my hand up and added, “I know, I know, you’re not going to answer.” My shoulders slumped and I just wanted to crawl under the covers and go to sleep.

“Janey, look at me, please.” 

I reluctantly peered up at him. “I’ve never asked another living soul to marry me. I never considered asking Janice to marry me and she even hinted around about it. I promise you now—and you know I keep my promises—to answer any questions you have about Janice later. Right now, though, let’s make this the night we’ve been looking forward to. Come here, baby.” He wrapped his arms around me, and I straddled his lap, snuggling in close. Lifting me up off the bed, he carried me through the house and out to the reception.

“Only You” played as the waiters passed trays of food around the party. I saw Janice sitting with Sandy and Allison and hoped they were getting the story from her. 

Luke gently lowered me to the floor and then held me in his arms for our first dance as husband and wife. As he deftly guided me about the hardwood dance floor that temporarily hid our pool, I wondered again about this man who had swept me up into his life. I had never been much of a dancer, but his strong lead made me Ginger Rogers to his Fred Astaire. Our grand waltz had me giggling with happiness. Luke remained a man of mystery and I longed for the keys to understand him. I hoped that someday soon he would truly let me in. 

Halfway into the song I stopped thinking altogether, reveling in the strength of our connection, losing myself in his eyes and his strong body that moved me along at his whim. 

After the song ended Luke rounded up Parker, Marcello, and my mother for pictures. My mother avoided eye contact as we made our way onto the beach. The sun hung low on the horizon, leaving the sky dusky pink. The photographer arrived shortly. Luke knew what he wanted and the picture-taking session was over quickly. My mother refused to put her arm around my waist so I figured our pictures would come out looking odd. Mother’s attitude aside, I was glad to have a break from the party during that time.

We walked back to the pool area and as we got closer, Janice approached.

“Can I speak to you for a minute?” she asked.

“Uh, sure,” I said, wrapping my arms around myself. I didn’t really have anything to say to her but curiosity compelled me.

We came to stop, allowing the others to pass. I saw Janice and Luke exchange a look but was unsure what that glance meant. 

“I’m sorry for the ... intrusion,” Janice said once we were alone. “Things ended rather abruptly for Luke and me and I haven’t quite recovered.”

“Oh,” I said. “I don’t know what to say. I honestly don’t know what he was thinking inviting you.”

“I think he thought if I saw you for myself it would help.”

I hated that I liked her. I actually felt sorry for her. “Did it help?” 

She surprised me by saying, “Not so much. I don’t think there’s any help for either of us.”

I bristled at her presumption and marched back to the reception.

The rest of the wedding was fairly uneventful. My mother avoided me from then on, as did Sandy. After the sun set, a slight chill was in the air, and Luke presented me with a robe to cover myself. Robed in blue silk with the softness of an embroidered dragon against my back, I sighed in utter relief to be covered to mid-thigh.

We danced together several more times and then treated our palates to amazing Italian food from Marcello’s Ristorante. 

As the guests finished their dinners, Marcello stood, clinking his champagne glass with his fork. “If I may have your attention, I would like to make a toast ... to il mio fratellino—my little brother—and his beautiful bride, may you be as happy forever as you are today. I’m proud of the man Luke has become and his choices in life, most especially his choice in a bride. Jane, I hope you will be like family to me as well. Thank you everyone so much for coming to celebrate Luke and Jane’s wedding.” He lifted his glass and said with gusto, “Salute!”

I enjoyed the toast but found it odd that the wedding was the first time I had met Marcello—he was supposedly such an important person in Luke’s life.

Most of the guests echoed, “Salute,” drank their champagne and prepared to receive their slices of cake.

Luke had chosen a traditional three-tiered, white wedding cake, capped off with a clothed bride and groom. The irony was not lost on me. I felt slightly annoyed by the fully dressed bride but she also made me laugh. A traditional cake to go along with our crazy wedding? 

Luke deserved some credit, though. He had the decency to feed me my first bite of cake without mashing it into my face. He did take a dollop of frosting and cover my lips. Leaning forward, he tickled the frosting ever so sensually with his tongue. In spite of an urge to laugh aloud, I finally submitted and joined him in sharing one of the best and tastiest kisses ever.  

Other than Janice’s intrusion at the beginning of the reception and the fact that I had to prance around nude, the wedding turned out wonderfully. That is, until I no longer could avoid dancing with Marcello. His strong lead felt like steel compared to Luke’s. I didn’t mind being led, but his considerable, hard cock pressed up against me left me feeling exceedingly uncomfortable.

“I can’t wait until later,” he said after our dance ended.

“Later?” I said. “I don’t think so.” I pulled myself free from his grip and furrowed my brow.

“You might want to watch how you speak to me,” Marcello said. He looked directly into my eyes as if he could will my obedience.

“I think you’ve mistaken who you’re speaking to,” I said, and went in search of Luke.

I pulled him away from a conversation with his friend Jim and said, “What does Marcello think is going to happen later? He’s an extremely rude man and very disrespectful of you, I might add.”

Luke laughed. “Of me? I don’t think so.”

“He kept rubbing his cock against me the whole time we danced and then he tried to talk to me as if he were you. That is disrespect, if you ask me.”

“Well Marcello certainly has his ways and it might serve you well to be nicer to him.”

“Nicer to him? You must be joking.”

“I’m not.”

I stood there with my mouth open. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “What about protecting me? Wasn’t that part of your vows?”

“When you require my protection, you will have it. Until then, be reverential of my friends and acquaintances.”

“I’m going for a stroll,” I said, taking a step toward the beach. 

Luke clutched my hand and pulled me back toward him. “Jane, you still need to throw the bouquet.” 

I flounced off toward Parker’s table to retrieve my flowers as Luke summoned all the single women. I hoped Sandy would catch the bouquet. It would make her happy, and perhaps she could leave my wedding with one positive memory. As the women gathered behind me, I glanced over my shoulder and I noticed where Sandy stood. I also noted that Marcello loitered off
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