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Dedication


    To holding on and getting through. 






PART ONE AUGUST-BEFORE







CHAPTER ONE – GABE



As a former medic, Gabe Arthur had been in many tough spots. Gabe thrived on any situation that called for the use of his skills and training. But sitting here, waiting for his brother? He’d rather jump out of a plane.
And flying? Not his thing. 
He squinted in the bright sunshine as he rubbed his temples. Seeing his older brother, Cole, always triggered his migraines.
Glancing at his watch, he wished he was home, waking up Ivy, his submissive. He had just returned from a job that took him away for three days. Ivy had a music gala to attend last night, so they hadn’t had time to reconnect.
He thought of calling her and commanding her to orgasm. How delicious it’d be to start her day that way. For him and her.
As part of their D/s, he controlled her orgasms. When she could come, if she could come, how many times she could come, was all up to him. Her orgasms were his. He’d spent hours edging her, learning her body to get to that point. He’d stop and start her, make her masturbate at set times and trained her to come on his command.
And after all that, he added in a cue word and got her to the point where she could orgasm by hearing the word and his tone of voice. His cock pulsed, thinking about it.
His thumb hovered over her number, but the squealing tires caught his attention as a sleek black Mercedes-Benz AMG S 65 stopped at the curb in front of the café.
His brother, a former superstar defenceman, had arrived.
Cole’s towering frame emerged from the car. He stopped to shake hands with people and pose for pics as he ambled over to Gabe’s table at the back of the patio.
“Hey, Shrimp,” Cole said, taking the chair across from him.
Gabe was six foot one. Cole was six foot three. Gabe snorted, hating the nickname. “Hey. I don’t think you can park there. What do you want?”
“Like they’re going to tow me?” Cole flicked a salt packet at him. “Nice to see you, too. Why so rushed? Have to get back to your video games?”
Gabe shook his head, not bothering to reply to his brother. He couldn’t tell anyone about being an elite private security operative for Axis Management.
His brother and his dad rode him hard about being unemployed.
“I don’t game, Cole, you know that.” And even if he did, so what?
“I saw you had dinner at Le Cerf  the other night. How fancy. Did your cash cow girlfriend pay for that?”
Gabe bit the inside of his cheek, getting to his feet. He didn’t need this. Cole should think better about Ivy. After all, she had made his brother a ton of money through Metric, the PR firm she worked for.
“Gabe, no c’mon. Look, she’s coming to take our order now. I’ll have the California lettuce wrap and an orange juice on ice.” Cole smiled at the server. She blushed and looked at Gabe.
Gabe sighed, the chair scraping on concrete as he sat.  “Just a coffee for me.”
“You got it.” The server skipped off.
Cole stared at him and smirked.
Gabe wanted to wipe that expression off his brother’s face. It was the same expression he had when he locked Gabe in the closet when they were kids. Or when he broke their dad’s collectable RC plane and blamed it on Gabe.
“How did you even know about the dinner?”
“She posted about it.”
The pulsing in his temples picked up the tempo. Ivy needed social media for her job, and she loved it. But he hated it, and they had many heated discussions about her tendency to overshare. He didn’t want his life online, and she loved posting all kinds of shit.
The dinner had been a week ago. They had gone with coworkers of Ivy’s to celebrate a new contract Ivy brought to Metric.
“What do you want, Cole?”
“Are you working?” His brother put so much venom in that comment.
“I have some jobs here and there.”
Cole scoffed. “Yeah, maybe you’re content to have a sugar momma, but if you want an actual job, I have something.”
“What, you want me to wash your cars?”
“You’re so funny. Seriously, man, this is legit. Do you want to hear it?”
Gabe sighed. He’d hear his brother out and blow him off later. “Go ahead.”
“How very gracious of you,” Cole said. “A couple of months ago, this charity, Ribbon of Aid, asked me to meet with them.”
“You get approached by a lot of charities.”
“Yes, but this one was interesting.” Cole raised an eyebrow. “They fund excursions to drop off medical aid into places damaged by the environment or war. They want former military.”
“Yeah?”
“Yeah. And I thought of my bro, the army medic. They have a job coming up in a couple of weeks. Do you want in?”
Gabe tried to read his brother’s expression, but Cole’s poker face was pretty solid.
Cole didn’t do anything out of the goodness of his heart. But Gabe wanted in on this. He loved working for Axis Management, but this job he had just come off had been the first in almost two months. The first one since his buddy Jordan died.
Gabe eyed his brother, trying to figure out his angle. The server brought their orders. 
“The pay is pretty good,” Cole said. 
Cole didn’t have to bring this to him. Ever since his retirement from the pro league, his brother had called him more often. Maybe he was trying to be a better big brother.
“C’mon, Gabe. Unless you’re too scared?”
Gabe scoffed. He needed to work; he craved the rush. But since June, things at Axis Management had been slow. Gabe wasn’t sure if they’d ever be the same. They were all recovering from Jordan’s death. He’d battled nightmares for weeks after, but they stopped once he had a job to keep him focused.
“Yes, I want in. Send me the details.”
“If you sign on, you need to do a good job, you know what I mean? It’s my reputation on the line.” Cole bit into his wrap and stared him down.
“I won’t do anything to tarnish your rep,” Gabe said.
“Are you and Ivy coming to Dad’s on Saturday?”
He’d rather skip the weekly dinners. Ivy always asked him why he went when they were so terrible. Gabe didn’t know. His dad had always told him that family was everything, and Gabe clung to that after his mom left. Damn, he was lucky to have Ivy by his side.
His dad would spend most of the evening asking Gabe how much money he had or when Gabe would start his own business or get a job. Gabe shook his head, trying to clear his thoughts. His dad would point out how successful Cole was. How Cole is stronger and smarter than he was as if Gabe’s time as an army medic didn’t count, and to his dad, it didn’t. He didn’t understand why Gabe joined the military.
To get away from you, Gabe had stopped himself from saying many times. Ivy told Gabe to ignore his brother and father, but it was like an earworm he couldn’t shake; their voices were rooted in his brain.
Working for Axis Management helped. One reason Gabe signed on for their Team Stealth as a private operative was the money. The other part was Logan, Quinn and Jordan, Erik and his best buddy Nick. Guys he knew and trusted.
The pay that came with Axis Management would be enough, even for his father, and for the first time in their history together, he was making more than Ivy. She had stayed with him throughout his army years, money never bothering her.
She worked hard to become a senior PR Strategist, and Gabe knew she was good at her job, even though he felt she lied for a living.
Even if Ivy reassured him over and over that money didn’t matter to her, it bothered him that she earned more in the early years of their relationship. And even when she surrendered to him as his submissive, the inequity still bothered him.
“Yes, we’ll be at Dad’s. I got to get going.”
“Glad we had this chat. Don’t worry, I’ll get the bill,” Cole said. His brother waved to a couple of fans who stopped to take a picture of him over the restaurant railing. 
Gabe clenched his hands into fists and exhaled. He wasn’t going to quibble over a buck twenty-five. 
“Thanks.”
He waved bye to his brother and started walking toward their condo, stopping by the bakery to buy Ivy her favourite blueberry scones.
As he entered the lobby of their condo, he waved to their neighbours. He loved this place, minutes from the trendy shops, cafes, and restaurants and ten minutes to the beach. The view of the ocean and the North Shore Mountains was amazing.
Ivy had wanted this place so much. The only reason he had to say no to it was because he couldn’t afford the down payment on his own. In the end, he shared her love for their home and was happy he didn’t stop her from buying this place.
He shook his head, clearing away the thoughts as he unlocked their front door.
“Princess, I’m home.”
“Finally! Come and ravish me already!”
Gabe grinned. Ivy was never shy about what she wanted when it came to sex, and he loved that about her. Putting down the box of pastries on the counter, he kicked off his shoes and strode down the hall to their bedroom.
Her short blonde hair was mussed from sleep, and he needed to run his hands through it. She sat cross-legged, naked on the bed, her phone in hand. Her green eyes lit up as he came closer, dropping a kiss on her pouty lips.
“Give it to me,” he held out his hand.
“I need it!” Ivy batted her eyes dramatically. Her phone buzzed in her hand, and she glanced at it, her expression focused and intense. 
“Nope. You’re off the clock.” He plucked the phone out of her hand and set it on the nightstand.
She squealed. “No! I had to check the feeds from last night’s gala. It got good press, and everyone’s happy. I did my job.”
“You want a cookie?” Gabe smiled at her. 
“No, but I’m hoping you brought home blueberry scones.”
“You know I did.” This woman made him feel like a million bucks, despite what his dad and brother thought of him. She grabbed his shirt pulling him closer.
“I’ve missed you.” Gabe dropped a kiss behind her ear.
“Not as much as I’ve missed you. I haven’t orgasmed in five days.”
“Has it only been that long? We could try for another record. Or you can be good.”
“Where’s the fun in that?”  She returned his kiss with fervour, her sweet taste familiar and needed. 
Her velvet lips met his, her mouth opening for him, urging his kiss deeper. Her hands swept down his abs to the waistband of his t-shirt.
“You are insatiable.” And he fucking loved that about her. His girl made everything better, washed his brother’s voice from his mind with her touch. He threw off his t-shirt.
Their lips met again, and he deepened the kiss, swallowing her soft moans of pleasure. Ivy had opened his eyes to sex being something more than the clinical experience he had before her.
Then there was the kink.
She had no shame about expressing her kinks, and they had a collection of toys that would rival any BDSM club.
When Ivy first asked him to spank her, Gabe balked at her and said he knew nothing about kink.
“Ask Logan,” she had said. He learned that most of his buddies were in the D/s scene. They had seemed so young then, so hopeful.
Over the years, they explored all the kinks until they found what worked for them. Yeah, life was fun, and he had few complaints. 
He broke off the kiss. Sitting beside her on the bed, he reached out and out and traced the delicate gold chain that served as her collar. Ivy would have loved something flashier, a traditional collar with a D ring, but he liked the subtlety of this. He liked that even though she was strong and didn’t need him to take care of her, she was his.
“Come here, Princess.” He turned her towards him, leaving a trail of hungry, insistent kisses from her collarbone to the swell of her breasts. She urged him on, her hands on the back of his neck. 
His mouth came around her large, juicy nipple. Ivy’s moan vibrated through his mouth as he lapped and sucked, tugging at her nipple with his teeth. Her hand drummed on his shoulders, her attempt at telling him to hurry.
His hands roamed over her stomach to her waist. He squeezed her wrist, cueing her to stop it, and bit her nipple lightly.
“Ouch!”
“Impatient, are we?”
“Always.”
He scored her wrist lightly with his nail, enjoying how she closed her eyes against his infliction. Gabe took the other nipple in his mouth, sucking until she squealed with a mix of pleasure and protest.
“Okay! Too much!”
He smiled, flicked his tongue around her areola, and dragged his teeth along her beaded nipple before switching sides.
“Damn you!”
Gabe laughed, squeezing her right breast as he feasted on her left. Her legs opened as he pinched her nipple.
“I call the shots in here, Princess.”
“Yes, Sir.”
Her leaf green eyes were glassy. His hands slid down to her thighs. She spread her legs for him, pushing her hips towards him.
Slowly, he lapped her pussy, the taste of her calming the angst in his brain. Ever so softly, he took her clit between his teeth and pulled oh so gently.
“More! Dammit, more!” Her fingers threaded through his hair.
With the barest of touches, Gabe rolled his tongue over her clit. That was the fun thing with Ivy. She wanted sex; she loved sex, and he absolutely loved being in control of her orgasm.
“Gabe!”
He lifted his head from her pussy, and dropped his hands from her thighs.
“I don’t know if you’re ready, Princess.” He stood, giving her his best Dom glare.
“You know I am!” Ivy clutched his shoulders.
“I’m not sure I’m convinced.” Gabe smiled while shucking off his pants.
“Please feel my pussy, Sir. Feel how wet I am for you.”
“Let’s see. Are you wet and ready?” Gabe sunk one finger into her and then another, and Ivy grabbed his arm, her nails digging into him.
“I am so wet.”
“I don’t know if you’ve earned an orgasm.” Gabe plunged two fingers into her pussy, working them back and forth. “I think I’m in the mood to fuck you and leave you.”
She bit down on her lip and shook her head from side to side, but she gushed at his words, her juices covering his fingers. He knew how much she loved this type of play.
“No! Why?”
Gabe grabbed her and shifted her position so she was horizontal across the bed.
“I heard you posted where we were last Friday,” He grabbed her legs, spreading them as he stepped in between her thighs.
Her eyes went wide, her foot drumming on his back. “Ah! You’re so mean.”
Easing his cock into her pussy, his lips brushed hers. “I can be meaner.” 
Her pussy gripped his cock, inviting him into her warm core further.
He wrapped his arms around her, bringing her almost chest to chest as he drilled into her, deep and fast.
“Sir! Yes!”
Ivy panted, the flush creeping up her neck, so gorgeous. He slowed his pace right now, captured her lips and felt her angst through how her body trembled. She kissed him back as if he was her favourite thing.
He bit her bottom lip. And her pussy clenched around his cock.
Gabe grinned and tangled his hand in her silky blonde hair. With fast and quick strokes, he hammered into her so hard that her hips bounced on the mattress. Her eyes closed, her hands pressed on his back, driving him for more. 
His balls drew tight, fire trailing down his spine. “I’m going to come in you, now, Princess, and you’re going to say ‘thank you,’” Gabe gritted in her ear as his orgasm rolled over him.
“No! Damn you!”
“Going to come right now.”
The release was so good that he trembled. He stayed in her warmth a moment longer, feeling her muscles coil tight. He kissed her as he eased out of her, pulling her against him as he lay on the bed, catching his breath.
His fingers went to her clit, wet and swollen. “Still ready?”
“Yes,” Ivy said.
“I didn’t hear a ‘thank-you?’”
“That’s because I was going to say, ‘Please, Sir, can I have an orgasm?’” she whispered the words into his chest, her cheeks red.
“Were you?”
“Yes.”
“Let’s hear it.” He pulled her hair, tipping her face to him.
“Please, Sir, Can I have an orgasm?”
So damn heady. He kissed her, flicking her clit. Her hips jerked off the mattress.
“Please!” She clutched his arm.
“Open.” He held his fingers covered in her juices to her mouth.
She glared at him, but her velvet tongue slowly glided over his fingers, cleaning herself off of him. 
“Want your vibe?”
“No! I want your cock.”
“Too bad, Princess. I meant what I said. Vibe or nothing.”
She scrunched her face at him. He raised an eyebrow, waiting.
“Yes, vibe, please!”
Gabe reached into the nightstand drawer and set her favourite vibe against her clit. He turned it on.
“Ahh!” Ivy flung her head back.
He increased the speed. Her eyes closed, her brow furrowed, and she grabbed his hand. “God, it’s so much.”
“Do you want me to stop?”
“No!”
Gabe kissed her collarbone, nuzzling her ear. “Babylon.”
Her face scrunched up, her eyes closed, and Ivy screamed.
“Good girl,” he said, kissing her nape. He removed the vibe and brushed the hair out of her eyes. 
“Don’t touch me now!” Ivy said, batting his hands away.
She hated being touched after a scene or sex, preferring to have space for her to come back down to reality.
He stretched as he got off the bed. Ivy curled on her side, a small smile on her face. He was one lucky bastard to have this woman.
Gabe leaned down, meeting her eyes. “Who do your orgasms belong to?”
“You, Sir.”
“That’s my girl. I’m going to make some lunch.”
He slapped her ass, whistling as he strode into the kitchen, hearing her phone ring as he started pulling out pans. 




CHAPTER TWO – IVY


“No luck?” Ivy looked up from scrolling on her phone as she heard the patio door slide open.  
Gabe’s pinched expression and hunched shoulders told her it hadn’t been the answer he wanted. He crossed his arms, his thick biceps rippling, and shrugged. 
“No. Xander says work is coming. I feel so restless.” 
Gabe hadn’t worked for two weeks, and it was wearing on him.  Ivy frowned; she didn’t like seeing Gabe go so hard, but ever since Jordan died, it’s like he needed work as if he could fix what he couldn’t that day in June. 
He ran a hand through his auburn hair, sitting next to her. He brought her legs on his lap. “What are you looking at?” 
Ivy turned her phone to show Gabe the pictures of her cousin Alice’s baby, then a photo of her mom standing on stage in front of the new set at the community theatre. “Wendy looks happy.”
“Mom is always happy,” Ivy said. A wave of homesickness crashed around her for her parents’ berry farm, forty minutes outside Edmonton. 
Reaching for her French-pressed coffee, Ivy sighed. 
When she left their berry farm for UBC, she was determined to make a good life here, and she had. As much as she sometimes missed her family, she wouldn’t want to leave here.
“Must be nice to have a mom.”
Ivy rubbed Gabe’s arm, knowing it was hard for him. His mother took off when he was eight, and his brother was ten. 
“Kiss me?” 
He took her coffee mug, set it down, and leaned down. His brown eyes glowed as his lips met hers. He kissed her slowly, exploring her tongue, tasting her, and she moaned as he bit her lower lip, a promise for later.
Her phone rang beside her, and she broke off the kiss. “Hello?” 
“Hey! Do you guys want to come to Club Bandit with Logan and me tonight? We’re going to try the chair suspension.”
“Hey, Clara.” Ivy loved the private BDSM club, and they hadn’t had much time to get over to it lately. 
“I’ll run it by Sir and get back to you.”
“Okay! Hope to see you tonight.” 
“Bye.”
“What’s Clara up to?”  
“She just asked if we can come to Club Bandit with her and Logan tonight. It’s not usually busy on Sundays, and I have tomorrow morning off.”
“Sounds good.” Gabe placed his hand on her leg. “Can’t wait to torment you, Princess.” His tone dropped, and Ivy squirmed in her chair. 
“Yes!” Ivy leaned forward, kissing him, breathing in his familiar scent. Gabe enjoyed hanging out with his friends, but crowds weren’t always his thing, so when he agreed to go to Club Bandit, it felt like it was something he was doing more for her than for him, and it made her feel so loved. 
“Okay. Nick asked me to swing by his place to help move a pool table or something. You want to come?”
Ivy’s phone buzzed on the table. “It’s work.”
“Ivy, this was supposed to be your day off.” Gabe’s perfectly formed lips frowned. 
“I know. I’ll be quick,” Ivy smiled. “Hi, Flint, what’s up?” 
“Ivy, sorry to pull you in, but I need a couple of hours of your time. News just broke up that Riley Maddison is getting a divorce.”
Riley Maddison was a top ten pop star and her client. “I’ll be in twenty, Flint,” Ivy said to her boss.
“Thanks, Ivy, you’re the best.”
“You could have said no,” Gabe squeezed her hand
“You know I have to go in if something breaks.”
“For you to smooth it out, I know.” Gabe’s tight expression said he knew but didn’t like it. Her stomach twisted in a knot.  
Ivy grabbed the empty coffee cups and kissed him on the cheek. “That’s what I do.”
He followed her inside, and Ivy put the empty coffee cups in the dishwasher.
“Will you only be there for a couple of hours?”
“I don’t know, Gabe. You know how these things go.”
His jaw tightened. She hated seeing that worried expression, but his anger was always just below the surface, and though he rarely directed it at her and never physically, it took little to brush against it. The one place he seemed to gather it and use it was in their play in the bedroom. That was fine with Ivy, and sometimes she pushed to be his target. She liked that she didn’t just give in... Even if she loved being a submissive. She wanted him to work for her submission, and she loved that he had taken control of her orgasms. But for them, their D/s didn’t extend to outside of play or being sexual. Sometimes she wanted more. 
“Yeah.”
“Go hang with Nick, then meet me at Club Bandit.” Ivy wrapped her arms around his waist.
He kissed her mouth so hard it felt like it was going to bruise. “Okay. I don’t like you working so much.”
“But you like working so much.” 
He blinked at her and took her hand in his. “I know it’s stupid to be bothered by it when you never complain about my work.”
“At least you know it.” Ivy kissed his cheek, grinning.
“Do you want me to drop you off?”
Ivy paused, running her fingertips through his just past regulation haircut. His warm brown eyes had lost the tension. Ivy placed her palm on his chest. This man loved her. He knew she didn’t like driving, but she wanted the car, in case she finished later than she hoped.  
“I’ll drive.”
“Okay.”
She let go of Gabe, changed into office clothes, and gathered her work bag. She slipped on a pair of pink pearl-coloured heels and kissed Gabe goodbye.
“See you later.”
“You say that, but will you be there?” His tone stopped her.
“Gabe, you know I will.”
“Yeah, I know, Princess.” He kissed her and held the door open for her. Ivy blew him a kiss goodbye. “Sorry, I’m just restless.”
“Go chill with Nick.”
“Good luck with the crisis.”
“Thanks.” Ivy smiled.
As she heard the door close behind her, she exhaled.
Ever since June, Gabe had been more withdrawn, which is understandable. What happened to Jordan was a terrible thing, affecting Gabe’s circle of friends. She thought he was coming out of his grief, out of the bubble he had himself in, but he seemed to retreat more whenever she had to work, and he didn’t.
Maybe seeing Nick would help, and a play session at Club Bandit would ease some of the tension he’s been storing.
[image: image-placeholder]And try as she might, Ivy couldn’t get out of work until four hours later.  Riley Maddison sobbed in her office for two hours. Ivy patted her back and ushered her into her comfy seating arrangement of yellow and red club chairs and her chaise lounge. Ivy loved that chaise. She spent a lot of late nights stretched out on it. 
“I still love him,” Riley sobbed.
“Of course you do.”
Flint had tapped on the door. “Ivy, we need Riley to sign off on the press release.”
“We’ll do it whenever Riley is ready.” Ivy smiled, holding Riley’s hands. For the next three hours, Ivy brought out her store of candy, kept Riley’s glass filled with sparkling water, and looked at every photo on her phone of her dog, Marley.
“I want Marley. He can have the rights to all my songs I made while with him, but I want Marley,” Riley wailed, clutching her phone to her chest.
“What is Marley’s favourite treat?”
“He loves, loves the organic double-baked bones. I send them to the groomer with him each time he goes.” Riley’s face cleared. “Oh, I am not letting that fucker have anything. Marley needs his treats!”
“Right! I bet Marley loves that bedazzled collar. Does he have any others?”
“Oh, yes!” Riley started flipping through her phone again. “Look, here he is in his Christmas ones.”
Finally, now that she had her client’s emotions on the level for the moment, Ivy grabbed her iPad. “Let’s mention how upset Marley is in the press release. What else should we say?”
It took another hour for Riley to sign off on a release she was happy with.
As Riley left the office, Ivy realized the time.
“Crap,” she muttered. It was her idea to go to Club Bandit tonight. For a brief moment, she considered calling Gabe’s friend Logan and asking him to... what? Run interference for her? Ivy didn’t know.
She rinsed off her face and grabbed an outfit from her work closet. Her car was the only one in the parking lot. 
Driving to Club Bandit, she put all the work stuff in a mental box and shut the lid with an effort. She loved that kink turned off her brain for a while. Gabe could make her a complete puddle. That was the kind of release she wanted tonight. 
The clock on her dashboard read 9 PM when she finally made her way through the black iron gates with the initials of CB stylized on the centre.
She parked her car behind Logan’s motorcycle and hurried, buzzing at the door for the entrance. 
Beyond the double doors of the club, soft, warm light greeted her, the waterfall feature tinkling. Ivy brushed her hand through the water, shrugging off the work events. 
She rounded the corner into the vast space. The golden textured walls shined, somehow making it cozy and elegant. Usually, the club hummed with people, the sounds of leather hitting flesh, the cries of passion, but tonight it felt oddly empty. About twenty people stood in front of the stage. She smiled, seeing Clara tied to a chair and the unmistakable physique of Logan holding ropes in his hand, lifting the chair off the stage. 
No wonder the place was quiet. She spotted Gabe standing next to Nick in the crowd and made her way to him.
On stage, Clara’s eyes were closed, and Ivy could hear her breathing hard. 
“Hi, Princess.” Gabe’s breath tickled her ear. “They are so close to pulling off this suspension.” 
“Clara isn’t comfortable.”
“She’s not far off,” Gabe muttered. 
“I can’t! Let me down!” Clara sobbed.
“Getting you down nice and easy.” Logan did something with the ropes that brought the chair down to the stage floor.
“Yes, I want to do this. I just don’t like heights.”
“Many people don’t,” Logan soothed, a hand on his rope bunny. He knelt in front of her, quickly getting her out of the ropes.
“We’ll get there,” Logan said. “When this suspension happens, it’s going to be epic.”
“Yeah, if it works,” Nick said.
“It’ll work, right, Zee?”
“If anyone can pull it off, it’s you,” the grey-haired goatee owner of Club Bandit said from the front of the crowd. 
The group dispersed as Logan held Clara. Ivy sent her friend a thumbs-up. Gabe draped an arm across her shoulders. 
“Hey Princess, let’s go play.”
“Sorry, I’m late. I tried calling you.”
“Left my phone at home. It’s okay. I knew you would be.” Gabe cupped the back of her neck, and Ivy closed her eyes against his warm touch. Yeah, this is what she needed.
He leaned in and kissed her, and he hugged her to his muscular chest. “I missed you.” He kissed her hard, his tongue twirling with hers, and Ivy closed her eyes. This was her man. This was her Dom.
When he wasn’t stressed, when his nightmares didn’t plague him, Gabe was attentive and thoughtful and made her feel treasured and loved.
“Princess, I have a surprise for you.” Gabe slipped his hand into hers and took his toy bag off a bench.
“Is it a pony?”
“Do you want to be a ponygirl? I’d love to see you with a bit in your mouth, a bridle on your head.” He turned her slightly towards him, stuck his thumb and index fingers in her mouth and stretched her cheeks. “Just like this.”
Her insides went gooey, and she snuggled into Gabe’s arm as her cheeks heated at the thought. “Maybe,” she said around his fingers.
“No, it’s not a pony.” Gabe removed his fingers and spanked her ass, making her squeal. “But I do have plans for you.”
Her pelvic floor clenched at the heat in his eyes.
“Can’t wait, Sir.”




CHAPTER THREE – IVY


“Remember, you said that.”  
Ivy swallowed. The heat in his eyes lit her nerve endings with anticipation.  He guided her past the bar, down the hallway and held his thumb against the scanner to one of the private rooms. 
He tugged her inside, and as soon as the door closed, he grabbed her hands, pinning them above her head. 
“Remember when I had you in that bondage contraption?”
Ivy closed her eyes as the memory washed over her. The memory was so tactile that she could feel the ring's metal around her neck, as it kept her in position, buckles around her feet, attached to a metal platform on the floor. She remembered the sweet erotic humiliation, standing in the club naked, as others touched her body, as Gabe wrote “cum slut” across her chest. He urged her to give in, bringing her to the edge, then he’d tell her, “Don’t you dare come,” while fingering her mercilessly. The fight she had to keep going against the orgasm trembling through her body because the moment she gave in, she’d impale herself on the waiting dildo.
How Gabe’s voice broke when he said, “good girl” to her, his dominant pride seeping into her soul.
God, they were so in sync that night. 
“Yeah.”
“Let’s make another memory, just like that.”
That night had been so special. Ivy couldn’t recall when Gabe had been that open since. These last couple of months had been so tough.
“Sounds perfect.”
His tongue swept across her bottom lip. Ivy moaned, her lips parted for him, and he kissed her with so much force that the coolness of the wall grew warm against her back. Heat radiated through her body. Whatever his plan was for tonight, she was ready. 
“You’re perfect, Princess.” He dropped her hands and stroked his palm against her cheek. 
He took her hand, guiding her across the honey-hued hardwood floor between the two wooden posts. 
Other than the cupboards at the back of the room, next to the sink and the massage table over to the side, there was nothing else in the room except for these wooden posts. The pale textured walls gave the room a warm feel despite its starkness. 
“Love this.” Ivy stood on her tiptoes to touch the dangling chains with her fingertips. 
Gabe laughed. “I don’t want you to stress too much. Let’s adjust that.”
She admired how his biceps rippled as he adjusted the chains, setting them so she wouldn’t feel stress in her joints when she was cuffed between the posts. 
“Thank you, Sir.” Ivy smiled, brushing a hand along his arm. He kissed her hand. 
“Strip for me, Princess.” Gabe stood in front of her, an eyebrow cocked. 
Excitement rolled through her. She licked her lips. “Yes, Sir.”
Ivy kicked off her heels, her bare feet pressed into the smooth wooden floors. She took off her skirt and her nylons. Her fingers trembled as she undid her black silk blouse, meeting his amber eyes. His gaze held hers. She rolled down her emerald lace panties, kicking them off. 
“Help, please, Sir?” 
He stalked slowly toward her like a predator. Ivy shivered from the blaze in his eyes. 
“I told you to strip. You can’t handle that?”
He grabbed the fabric of her silky emerald bra between her cleavage. She gasped. “Sir I...no Sir.” She rasped but couldn’t keep the smile off her face. 
He yanked hard, his knuckle pressing against her breasts. The fabric ripped. “There. Better?” 
She glared at him, throwing the bra across the room. 
He smiled, slow and sultry.
“Careful what you ask for, Princess. I’m in a giving mood.”
His tone of steel arrowed right to her pussy. She shivered slightly as his hands roamed under her breasts. His hands swept over her folds, around her tummy, and over her ass.
He didn’t care that her body was size large, he never brought up her weight, and that was one of the things that made her fall in love with him: his acceptance of her.
“Close your eyes. I have a surprise for you,” he said against her ear. 
Ivy exhaled and kept her hands at her sides. She heard the zipper of his toy bag, and she tried to centre her thoughts as the anticipation buzzed through her. 
She felt cool leather draped around her shoulders against her neck a moment later.
“Open.” 
Ivy brushed her hands along the tails. “Florentines?”
“Yes.” Gabe smiled. “Do you like?”
“They’re gorgeous.”
“Wrists, Princess.” From his pocket, Gabe took out her favourite pair of pink faux leather cuffs lined with faux fur. He slapped the cuff on her right wrist and attached it to the chain from the post. 
“Move your arm.” 
Ivy flexed, seeing how there was too much slack in the chain. Gabe tightened it from the post.
“Comfortable?”
Ivy flexed her fingers and raised and lowered her arm. She had circulation, and it was a comfortable hold. 
“Yes, Sir.” 
Gabe grabbed her left wrist and repeated the process, adjusting the length of the chain until it was precisely the same. 
“Gorgeous.” Gabe lifted the floggers off her shoulders, pulling them across her breasts. 
Ivy licked her lips as he walked around her, slow and steady. He threw the floggers through the air. 
Ivy jumped at the whistling, biting her lip. She jumped as the strands landed on the back of her calves. “Ahh.”
“Yeah, this is going to be good.” 
And then the only sound in the room was leather striking her calves, her back, her ass. Ivy breathed, keeping herself as relaxed as she could, and leaned into the hot blasts of pain.
Leather fell on her back, crisscrossing, falling in rhythm. 
So, so good.
And he threw them again, hitting exactly the same area.
She fell forward with the next bite of leather, the chains holding her taut. Gabe threw again, softly this time, on her back. 
Ivy exhaled, her limbs heavy and infused with warmth.
She heard Gabe step twice behind her, and the leather cracked hard along her sides. 
“Fuck, ow.”
“You love it.”
“Yes, I do!” Ivy yelped out the words as the strand caught her on the shoulders.
As the beat of the floggers hit her skin repeatedly, she closed her eyes, her muscles relaxed, except for her pelvic floor, which was clenched, needy and waiting.
She rocked forward as the tips of the strands brushed against her ass. 
“Ahh! Yes, more!”
The strands caught her across her lower back.
Her skin was hot, and her hands clammy. The pain rocketed through her mind, firing all her nerve endings.
The lashes fell like a steady rainfall, and her usually crowded headspace stopped, coming to a place of stillness.
Only the slap of leather on her flesh. Only her Dom’s voice.
“That’s a good girl. Look how you hunger for my lash.”
She moaned low in her throat, arching back.
And his floggers landed. One, two and three, hard and fast, so hard that it took her breath away. Five, six and seven, making her hiss through her teeth.
“So fucking pretty.” Gabe’s fingertips traced the raised stripes on her back. Ivy shuddered. Walking in front of her, he dropped a kiss on her forehead. “Good girl. I love the marks these have left.” 
Ivy grew warm, loving how he looked at her. Leaning into his touch as his hand glided along her cheek. 
“Now your front.”
“Sir! I can’t.”
“I say you can. Are you wet for me, Princess?”
“Find out.” She wiggled her hips at him, spreading her feet apart.
He dragged the flogger around her shoulder, over the swell of her breasts. “Hold these for me.” 
Ivy opened, clamping her lips over the flogger’s handle. He settled the other between her chin and shoulder. 
“There’s a useful submissive,” Gabe purred. 
Ivy gushed. Gabe made her so happy, and he knew exactly what she needed when he wasn’t stuck in his head.
She sucked in a breath, watching as he went to his toy bag, took something out and strode back to her. 
He smiled, plucking the flogger from her mouth.
“Give me that tongue.”
Ivy stuck her tongue out.
He snapped on a clothespin. “That’s better. Can’t sass now, can we?”
She glared at him, a thrill of delight and desire churning low in her pelvic floor.
“Answer me.”
She swallowed, knowing wetness ran between her thighs. “No, Sir,” she spat out, mumbled and intelligible because of the clothespin on her tongue. 
He took the other flogger from under her chin. Ivy closed her eyes at the relief. 
“And a matching pair.” He opened one clothespin and set it around her areola.
“Fuck.” The damned things hurt.
He took the other clothespin, smiling like the Dom that had his submissive exactly where he wanted her and placed it on her other breast.
Hot damn, they pinched. She’d much prefer nipple clamps.
“Look at my pretty sub.” He trailed his fingers between her breasts, down along her hips, stopping where she wanted them most. “I’m going to see if I can flog off these clothespins.”
Sometimes, she regretted telling Gabe she liked kink. Sometimes. Not now. This is exactly what she wanted.
He stood back and threw the floggers. They figured eight through the air in a beautiful pattern too fast to follow.
Her breath hitched in her throat. And the strands landed on the top of her breasts.
She screamed in delight, in pleasure.
And they came down hard again, the tips hitting the clothespin on her left breast.
“Close enough.” He marched over and took the clothespin off her nipple.
“Dammit!” The blood rushed back painfully to her nipple. 
“Nothing you can’t take, Princess.” Gabe tugged and rolled her nipple in his fingers. He fisted his hand in her hair, half in praise and half too roughly for that and stepped back. 
Her heart danced as the floggers flew. She closed her eyes as the tips landed on her breast.
He struck again.
The leather burned now where it landed, her skin on fire. She knew she was soaked between her legs.
“Sir!” The leather stripe landed right on the tip of the clothespin.
“Got it.” The satisfied look on his face sent a shudder of delight through her.
“Ready? I want to hear, ‘thank you, Sir,’ as soon as I take this off.”
Ivy nodded.
He ripped the clothespin off her nipple.
“Fuck! Thank you, Sir.” Her pussy clenched as drool slid down her face. 
“Good girl,” Gabe said, his hand cupping the back of her neck.
He took the clothespin off her tongue. Ivy swallowed, exhaling.
Gabe massaged her shoulders and kissed her hungrily, his lips gobbling hers. 
The taste of him, against the heated, pleasured pain on her back, left her wanting. 
“I’m going to uncuff you now, and then I want you to stand by the table.”
“Yes, Sir,” she whispered, her tongue taking a moment to form the words. 
He freed her right wrist, took it between his strong hands, and massaged it. “Good, Princess?”
“Yes, Sir.”
He did the same with the left, gliding his hands from her wrist to her arm and shoulder, then he massaged her shoulders while kissing her again, gently this time. 
“Good girl,” he said. 
Ivy smiled and stretched her arms, feeling the heaviness in her body. As she walked across the floor to the table, she felt the heated pain in her back in a good pleasurable way. 
Gabe uncapped a bottle of water and passed it to her. 
“Good girl.” He set the water down on the back table. “How are you feeling?”
“Achy but good, Sir.”
“Great.” His gaze took her all in. He grabbed her right breast in his hand and squeezed. 
Ivy gasped at the
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