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      In this long-awaited next installment, Brianna and Stephan are settling into their new home outside of Le Sueur. The river that runs behind their house provides a peace Brianna had never found in the city.

      It’s been three years since she stood in a courtroom and faced the man who’d held her captive and altered her life forever. Since then, she’d been trying to move on with her life...trying to find her way.

      The move was part of that. Too many people knew who Stephan was—who she was. They needed a fresh start.

      But demons are funny things. They follow you wherever you go. With the help of Stephan and a new therapist, Brianna will have to face the changes in her life and confront her fears.
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      Brianna

      My heart was pounding in my chest as I raced around the house checking to see if everything was perfect. I needed to calm down.

      It had been a little over a month since we’d moved from Minneapolis to our new home, and I was still getting used to the space. That wasn’t what had me frantically looking over every surface, checking to make sure I hadn’t missed anything, though.

      The reason I was plumping pillows and straightening books was because Stephan was on his way home with Lily and Logan. It would be their first time at our new house since we got settled and I wanted it to be just right.

      As the thought popped into my mind, I heard Stephan telling me to breathe. Even when he wasn’t here beside me, I could still feel him.

      I lifted my hand to cover the necklace I wore around my neck. My collar. With the tips of my fingers I traced the infinity symbol entwined with the heart. It was a symbol of our commitment to each other and our relationship. He was my Dom and I was his submissive.

      The muscles in my shoulders began to relax a little and I took a deep, cleansing breath. Everything would be all right.

      I placed the book I held in my hand back on the coffee table. Our new house was bigger than Stephan’s condo in Minneapolis. It had a huge kitchen, something Stephan had insisted on when we were looking for a new home. He claimed it was so I could spoil him with even more delicious meals.

      My gaze turned to the kitchen. Every surface was clean, and everything was in its place. A salad and some cut up fruit I’d made to go with dinner were sitting on the large island that separated the kitchen from the dining room. Stephan had said to keep it simple, and it didn’t get much simpler than roast chicken with salad and fruit.

      The sound of car doors slamming drew my attention and I rushed to the foyer to greet Stephan and our guests.

      Anticipation curled in my belly as I waited the couple minutes it took for them to make their way inside. The door opened and I couldn’t help but smile as I saw Stephan cross the threshold. He closed the distance between us before Logan and Lily had made it through the door.

      The moment he touched me, I melted into him. Warmth surged through me as he brushed his lips against mine and his fingers caressed my cheek. His scent surrounded me, instantly comforting me. “I missed you, sweetheart,” he whispered.

      His eyes were full of love as he met my gaze. “I missed you, too, Sir.”

      “Something smells good,” Logan said, breaking the spell between Stephan and me.

      Over the last three years I’d gotten to know Logan. He didn’t frighten me like he once had. That didn’t mean I was completely comfortable with him, but it also meant I didn’t want to run and hide when he walked into the room either.

      “I made chicken.”

      Lily sighed. “I miss your cooking. It’s not the same without you two in the city.”

      Stephan guided us into the dining room, keeping me at his side. “We’re only an hour away. It’s not as if we moved across the country.”

      “Yes, but I can’t pop in whenever the mood strikes me anymore.”

      Lily was pouting, which seemed to amuse Stephan. “Explain to me again how that’s a bad thing?”

      Logan chuckled, while Lily’s mouth twisted. I knew she probably wanted to say something but was biting her tongue. It was the weekend, which meant she and Logan were playing. If she were disrespectful to another Dom, there would be consequences.

      Instead of commenting, Lily took the seat Logan offered her.

      “I’ll help you bring everything to the table,” Stephan said, placing a hand on my lower back.

      Because I’d kept things simple, it didn’t take more than a few minutes to bring the food into the dining room. Stephan carved the chicken while I got everyone something to drink.

      Stephan held my chair for me, and then skimmed his fingers along my neck, sending shivers down my spine before taking his own seat. He sent me a knowing grin as he reached for the salad bowl and began loading salad onto my plate. I lowered my head and felt heat creep into my cheeks.

      “So, how did the board meeting go?” Logan asked as he piled chicken onto his plate.

      “Good, I suppose. Donations are up, but so are costs.” Stephan let out a frustrated sigh. “I wish I could do more. I don’t like sitting on the sidelines.”

      Guilt nudged at me. Stephan had to resign because he’d saved me. It wasn’t right. I wished there were something I could do to help but considering I still hadn’t completely convinced my childhood friend, Cal, I didn’t have much hope that I could persuade people I didn’t know.

      “I wish I had more time on my hands,” Logan said. “I’ve been working way too much lately. This is the first weekend I’ve had off in over two months.”

      Lily stabbed a piece of lettuce with her fork. “We thought this new position would mean he’d be home more, but so far I’m lucky if I see him an hour before we head to bed.”

      Logan nodded. “I’m hoping once I rework a few things, that I can get on a more normal schedule, but the person who was in the position before me was extremely unorganized.”

      “I’m sure you’ll get it sorted eventually.” Stephan opened his mouth to say more but was cut short when Lily moaned.

      Everyone turned their attention to her. At first, I thought maybe Logan was making her wear a toy or something, but then she shoveled another piece of food into her mouth and moaned again. She was halfway through her second bite when she realized we were all staring at her. “I told you I missed Brianna’s cooking. And with Logan working so much, I’ve been eating way too much takeout. This is heaven!”

      Logan and Stephan laughed.

      “Here I thought Logan had decided to make dinner interesting.” Stephan grinned as he reached for his water.

      Lily met Stephan’s gaze, then looked at me. Since the incident almost four years ago where I tried to watch her and Logan in a scene and I freaked out, Lily was always cautious when discussing play around me. She knew I was fine with her and Logan’s dynamic, but it was Logan doing things to her that was sometimes difficult for me even though I knew everything between them was consensual. Their play tended to be a lot rougher than what Stephan and I did. “My Dom decided to be a little more discreet tonight. I currently have a rather large plug up my bum.”

      The look on Lily’s face said she was quite fine with having a butt plug inserted into her anus. I swallowed and breathed through the anxiety that stirred in my belly. Stephan and I hadn’t had anal sex. We’d talked about it once while going through some of his toys, but I didn’t know if I’d ever be able to do it. I couldn’t say that it would never happen, though. Stephan had worked hard to make me comfortable with a lot of things.

      One of those things had nothing to do with sex. He’d encouraged me to ask questions. “Does it hurt?”

      Luckily, Lily was used to me asking questions that some people might find strange. “No.” She wiggled in her chair. “I wouldn’t say it’s comfortable, but it’s not painful.”

      Stephan reached for my hand and brought it up to his lips. His eyes sparkled with happiness, and I knew he was proud of me.

      After that, the conversation drifted back to things in the city. It was only as we were cleaning up that Logan pulled Lily to his side and cleared his throat. “Lily and I have a bit of an announcement to make.”

      Stephan dried his hands on a towel and reached for my hand. I knew he did that for my benefit. I didn’t always handle news well.

      Logan looked at Lily and then to us. “Lily and I are getting married, and we’d like for both of you to be in the wedding.”

      “Congratulations!” Stephan gave both Logan and Lily a hug before returning to stand beside me.

      Lily walked over to me and took hold of my free hand. “I’d like for you to be in our wedding, but I understand if you’re not comfortable participating. I won’t be upset or anything.”

      Even though I knew there’d most likely be a lot of people, which would be challenging for me, I wanted to be part of Lily’s wedding. She was the first friend I made after Stephan rescued me. She’d helped me so much. “Can I think about it?”

      “Of course.” Lily pulled me in for a hug before releasing me and returning to stand beside Logan. “This is going to be so much fun.”

      I looked over at Stephan, and for a moment, our gazes met and that connection I felt with him had me wishing we were alone. He squeezed my hand, and I knew he felt it, too.

      Lily didn’t seem to notice what was happening between me and Stephan. She was too caught up in her own excitement. “Will you go dress shopping with me?” She didn’t wait for me to respond before asking, “What’s your schedule like this coming week?”

      

      Stephan

      Lily was like a whirlwind. By the time we all called it a night, I was nursing the first signs of a headache.

      As Lily had gone on about the need to find dresses, flowers, invitations, and other wedding stuff I had little to no knowledge of, I could feel the tension growing in Brianna. She hadn’t signaled to me that she had reached a seven, but if I was feeling overwhelmed, I knew she had to be as well.

      Once Logan and Lily retreated upstairs to their room, Brianna and I headed into the master bedroom. As soon as the door closed behind us, I held out my hand. “Come here, Brianna.”

      Her response was immediate. She took my hand and I crushed her against me, enfolding her in my arms. “What number?”

      She didn’t answer right away, but I knew she would. “Five, Sir.”

      I kissed the top of her head, breathing in the scent of her shampoo. “You did well tonight. Lily can get a little carried away.”

      “I never realized there was so much to do for a wedding.” Brianna ran her fingers along the fabric of my shirt. Her touch was so light it almost tickled.

      “Neither did I, but then again, this is Lily. You know how she is when it comes to planning a party.”

      Without warning, I scooped Brianna up and carried her over to the high-backed chair in the corner. It was the same one that had been in her room at the condo. When we’d moved into our new home, we’d discussed her having her own room as she had in the city, but she had no desire for her own space. Given we hadn’t slept apart for almost four years, and that I slept better with her beside me, we combined our things into one bedroom.

      Brianna snuggled into my lap, resting her head on my shoulder and toying with the buttons on my shirt. This was one of my favorite things, something I looked forward to every night, holding her in my arms as she sat on my lap, just the two of us. It was a time for us to decompress and to communicate anything we needed to. Normally, we had these conversations in the living room, but as we had guests, the chair in our bedroom would suffice.

      She traced her index finger along my collarbone sending a jolt directly to my groin. It was an innocent touch on her part, but it didn’t matter. My body knew her and responded. “I want to be in Lily’s wedding.”

      “But?” I could hear the reservation in her voice.

      “I don’t want to have a panic attack and ruin everything.”

      Her nose skimmed the side of my neck as she cuddled closer. Purely on instinct, I held her tighter. “You need to talk to Lily about your concerns. The wedding is four months away. We have time to prepare.” I tilted her chin up so she could look at me. “I love you, Brianna.”

      Her sweet smile warmed my soul. “I love you, too, Sir.”

      I gave her a soft kiss, and then rubbed my thumb along her jaw. “How was your day?”

      “Okay.” She glanced down, a sure sign she’d done something she didn’t think I’d be pleased about. “I spent most of the time you were gone cleaning the house.”

      I frowned. “You cleaned the house yesterday.”

      “I know. I just…I wanted everything to be perfect for Logan and Lily.”

      Several moments ticked by before I responded. While I’d gotten used to how Brianna’s mind worked over the years, I still preferred hearing her explanations directly. It did no good to assume. “Why did you think the house needed to be cleaned again?”

      “I noticed the windows had some spots, so I cleaned them. Then a few minutes later, I noticed some specs of dirt on the stairs. I kept noticing little things and cleaning them up.”

      “Do you think Logan and Lily would have been bothered by spots on our windows?” Brianna’s OCD tendencies had not abated in the years since we’d met. At first, I’d thought they were a learned behavior from her time with Ian. I wasn’t so sure anymore. Then again, the only things she tended to be that way about had to do with cleaning and the space around her being tidy. She never had an issue with her clothes or her hair or anything else for that matter. It was perplexing.

      She hesitated. “No, Sir.”

      I considered my options but decided to let it go for now. “Did you write in your journal while I was gone?”

      “Yes. It’s hard coming up with my five goals.”

      Brianna’s new therapist, Dr. Katlin, had been talking to her about where she’d like to see herself in five years. She’d asked Brianna to come up with five goals for herself. Each day this week, I’d given her the task of coming up with one thing she’d like to accomplish in that time frame. Ones that weren’t sexual in nature, since those types of goals were things we discussed regularly.

      “It can be difficult to set goals for oneself, but you have to strive toward something if you wish to achieve it.”

      “What if I have everything I want?” she asked in not much more than a whisper.

      I kissed the top of her head before resting my cheek on her hair. “It’s perfectly fine to be content with what you have, but we should always be learning and growing.”

      She nodded.

      I glanced at the clock on the nightstand. It was nearly eleven and we had a long day ahead of us. We needed to get to bed. Lifting Brianna from my lap, we walked hand in hand into the en suite bathroom.

      As with the rest of the house, the master bathroom was much bigger in this house than in my condo. It had all the things I’d loved about my condo bathroom, including a huge tub that Brianna and I had already made use of several times since moving in. The other wonderful feature of our new bathroom was our state-of-the-art shower. I could program it so the water was whatever temperature I wanted it to be and I could control the multiple shower-heads with the push of a button.

      I discarded my clothes and turned on the water before directing my attention to Brianna. She preferred jeans and T-shirts, but often wore skirts and dresses because she knew I liked to have easy access to what was mine.

      Pulling her close to my naked body, I reached for the zipper of her skirt and slid it down before slipping my hand inside to cup her ass. The flower covered skirt fluttered to the floor to pool around her ankles. “Did I tell you how much I missed you today?”

      She gazed up at me, her hands gripping my shoulders. “Yes, Sir. You did.”

      “Hmm.” I hooked my fingers inside the waistband of her panties and pushed them down her legs to join her skirt where it lay on the floor. Next, I took the hem of the pretty blue sweater she was wearing and lifted it over her head, leaving her clad only in her bra. I could see her nipples trying to peek out at me from behind the material.

      Her nipples hardened even farther as I rubbed my thumbs over them with the gentlest of touches. She sucked in a breath when I took them both between my thumb and forefinger and gave them each a pinch.

      Grinning, I reached behind her and unclasped her bra, the material falling to the floor, leaving her naked before me.

      I cupped her face and brought her lips to mine. Brianna opened for me, and I dipped my tongue inside. It was the first real kiss we’d shared since that morning.

      I allowed myself to indulge for a couple of minutes before I released her enough to move us into the shower. There was nothing like Brianna naked with water streaming down her body. I loved watching it fall off the tips of her breast and see how it disappeared between her legs.

      She rested her hands on my shoulders, as she looked up at me. “May I wash you, Sir?”

      “You may.”

      She picked up the soap and began working it between her hands. When Brianna was satisfied she had enough suds, she stepped forward. She started with my shoulders, taking her time and massaging the soap over my skin. Slowly, she moved lower, taking care with each part of my body, making sure not to miss a single bit of my skin.

      By the time she reached my cock, it was hard and ready for some attention. She took her time as she always did in that area. After four years, Brianna knew what I liked. She moved her hand along my flesh with exactly the right amount of pressure, and then cupped my balls, rolling them against her palm.

      The urge to kiss her was strong and I didn’t resist it. Tangling my fingers in her hair, I pulled her to her feet and crashed my mouth over hers, taking what I wanted while she continued to pump my erection. I backed her against the tile wall, bringing us directly into the spray, not caring as the water cascaded down my back and shoulders.

      Pinning her against the wall, I circled her wrists with my hands and held them against the tile above her head. Brianna arched against me, silently begging for me to give her more.

      I bent down, so my erection could slip between her legs. My reward was the soft moan that vibrated from deep in her throat. “Are you ready for me, pet?”

      “Yes, Sir. Please, I’m ready.” So different from how things had been at first between us. Brianna had finally gotten in touch with her sexuality and had embraced it.

      Releasing her wrists, I repositioned my hands at her waist and lifted.

      Brianna knew what to do and wrapped her legs around me as I carried her over to the shelf I had specifically designed for this purpose. It was the perfect height with enough room for her to lean back so I could position her however I desired.

      Once she was settled on the tile ledge, my cock found its home as if by instinct. No matter how many times I made love to Brianna, it never got old. Feeling her heat surrounding me was a sensation unlike anything I’d ever experienced in my life.

      I thrust in and out of her, bracing us both against the tile as the water continued to cascade over us. She held on tight, her fingers digging into my scalp. The zaps of pain went straight to my groin, surging me closer to my orgasm.

      Capturing her lips again, I twisted my hand so my thumb could reach her clit. Brianna gasped, and then moaned, digging her nails deeper into my head.

      It didn’t take long for her to be teetering on the edge and I was right there with her. “Come for me.”

      Her entire body stiffened a split second before I felt her pussy contract around my cock. I deepened the kiss, swallowing the beautiful sounds of her climax and thrust three more times before finding my own release.
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      Brianna

      Morning was my favorite time of the day. It was a new beginning, a fresh start. And even if I’d had a bad night, things always seemed brighter in the morning.

      Of course, a lot of that was because of Stephan. Before he’d rescued me, I’d been lost in so many ways. Not just because of what Ian had done to me, but also because of my father and what had happened to my mother. Stephan had helped me find peace again.

      I smiled as I set the table with three place settings and brought the juice and coffee over along with the fruit I’d cut up while the breakfast casserole was baking. Stephan was already at the table, reading my journal entry from yesterday. In addition to coming up with a goal I’d like to achieve in the next five years, I’d also shared some of my fears about having Logan and Lily visit. They’d never stayed in our house before, and even if they were discrete, I knew it was the weekend and they were playing. What if I walked in on something and had a panic attack like I did before?

      Stephan was quiet as he read, taking in everything I’d written. I knew we’d talk about it later. Any questions he had, he’d ask me then and he’d usually delve deeper into why I felt or thought the way I did.

      It’s one of the many reasons I loved him. He pushed my boundaries but was always mindful of what I’d experienced in the past. Dr. Katlin called it desensitization therapy.

      “Something smells good,” Logan announced as he descended the stairs.

      Lily had a huge grin on her face as they made their way to the dining room. “Did you need help with anything?”

      “No, thank you.” All I had to do was get the casserole out of the oven and everything would be ready.

      A few minutes later, the timer went off and I removed the casserole, placing it on the counter. Stephan came up behind me and wrapped his arms around my waist. He ran his nose from the curve of my shoulder up to my ear before taking my lobe between his teeth and sucking.

      My breath stuttered in anticipation as he flattened his hand over my belly and slipped it under my shirt to rub teasing circles right above my belly button. “My mouth is watering already.”

      I thought he was talking about the casserole, but I couldn’t be sure. His voice was almost a purr as he whispered in my ear and all I could think about was what it would feel like if his hand slipped below the waistband of my shorts.

      “Yes, Sir,” I said in barely more than a whisper, not even sure at that point what I was agreeing to.

      Stephan chuckled and released me.

      The entire exchange hadn’t taken more than a few moments, but it left me shaky and trembling inside in the best way. When he touched me like that, I forgot where I was and even who else was in the room.

      Before I could get my wits about me again, he grabbed the potholders and carried the dish to the table. I followed him, but he stopped me before I was able to take my seat. Instead, he placed a cushion on the floor next to him and lowered himself into his chair. Without any further instruction, I knelt on the cushion, taking my place at his feet.

      Conversation floated between plans for the day and the wedding. Stephan fed me in between taking bites of his food. It was incredibly intimate as he held my gaze each time he presented a new forkful to me, taking care that no crumbs fell and that I’d gotten enough.

      No one seemed eager to move once breakfast was over. I suppose that made sense considering there was nowhere we really had to be at any specific time today. Stephan guided my head into his lap and combed his fingers through my hair as they talked. I was content to relax into him and enjoy the moment, letting my eyes drift shut as I listened to the conversation.

      It was almost noon by the time everyone rose from the table and began cleaning up. As I finished putting the dishes into the dishwasher, I noticed Lily was getting a little impatient. She was keeping her mouth shut, but with the way she kept glancing at the front door, I knew she was eager to get going.

      Apparently, I wasn’t the only one who’d noticed. “Think all the bargains will be gone by the time we get there?” Stephan asked.

      “You never know.”

      Both Logan and Stephan laughed, and I couldn’t help but grin. Lily lived for shopping. I didn’t understand her obsession. Sure, I liked to get new things, but I didn’t see the appeal of spending the entire day trying on clothes and shoes.

      Stephan helped me wipe down the table and counters while Logan and Lily disappeared upstairs to their room for a few minutes. When they came back down, Lily had changed into a dress that flowed around her thighs. It was white with yellow flowers and buttoned up the front. It reminded me of summer.

      We all climbed into Stephan’s vehicle and headed into town. I liked Le Sueur better than Minneapolis. It was smaller and quieter. Plus, there were no reporters.

      Stephan drove down main street looking for a place to park. It was a beautiful day and most of the parking spaces were full. He eventually found a place, though, and we all got out.

      Within moments of leaving the vehicle, Lily was pulling us inside one of the shops. Although Stephan and I had been downtown a few times, we’d never been to this store. They seemed to sell a little bit of everything . . . clothes, purses, pictures, and even little statues.

      After about twenty minutes, we moved on to the next shop. And then the next. I don’t think we made it past more than one store without going inside. Lily seemed determined to check out all downtown Le Sueur had to offer.

      We’d just exited our fifth, or was it sixth, shop, when Lily let out a squeal. “There it is!”

      She was looking across the street. It took me a moment to realize she was pointing at another store.

      “Want to be more specific?” Stephan asked.

      “The store I was telling Logan about. They refurbish old clothes. Come on.” She began marching toward the nearest crosswalk and we were left with no choice but to follow her.

      Lily was practically bouncing on the balls of her feet by the time we entered the store. The place was interesting. It wasn’t set up like a normal shop. Instead of having racks of clothes lined up near the door, the first thing you saw were pictures of outfits they’d altered—the before and after. It was almost like an art gallery.

      We moved farther into the store and the racks of clothes came into view. Again, however, it was different. On one side, there were clothes that looked as if they’d seen better days. On the other, was clothes that looked much more polished.

      A young woman, who didn’t look much older than me, strolled across the room toward us. “Hello. Can I help you find anything?”

      Stephan quirked his eyebrow in Logan and Lily’s direction.

      “I’ve heard about what you’re doing with vintage clothing and was wondering if you had anything from the 40’s or 50’s,” Lily asked.

      “Of course. Follow me and I’ll show you what we have in stock.”

      Stephan let Logan and Lily go first while we followed behind at a slower pace. We lingered about ten feet away as the woman showed Lily the altered items they had for sale. I ran a finger over the lace on one of the dresses with my free hand. It was a pretty blue color and looked like something out of an old movie, except the skirt was shorter and the neckline dipped quite low in the front.

      “The blue would bring out your eyes.” The feel of Stephan whispering in my ear had butterflies fluttering in my stomach. He liked to do that a lot as he knew what it did to me.

      “The skirt is really short.”

      A wicked grin crossed his face. He removed the dress from the rack and checked the tag. Without a word, he walked over to the saleswoman, with me in tow. “Excuse me. Do you have a dressing room?”

      “I’ll give you a minute to look around,” she said to Lily and Logan before returning her attention to Stephan. “Right this way.”

      Stephan and I followed her to the back of the store where there was a single door with a long mirror on the front. She unlocked it and held open the door. “Let me know if you have any questions. We do alterations here as well, if the dress doesn’t fit exactly right.”

      Once she’d headed back toward the front where Logan and Lily were, Stephan handed me the dress. “Try it on, then come out and show me what it looks like.”

      I swallowed and took the dress. Even though I knew Stephan would be right outside the door, it wasn’t often I was alone in a public place. On the rare occasions where we went out, I didn’t leave his side. If I had to go to the bathroom, I either went with Lily or Jade or I waited until we were home. It wasn’t always the most comfortable solution, but there was still a part of me that feared getting taken again.

      The door clicked shut behind me and I surveyed my surroundings. It was a small room, no bigger than our powder room at home, with a bench seat, another full-length mirror on the wall, and three hooks.

      I didn’t want to prolong the experience, so I quickly removed my clothes and slipped the dress over my head. It was a little loose around the waist, but that wasn’t as big a problem as the top. The fabric draped over my front and dipped two inches below my breasts, almost to my belly button.

      “Sir?”

      “What’s wrong?” The tone of my voice must have alerted him.

      “It’s too big.”

      “Let me see.” His voice was right outside the door now.

      I reached for the handle and opened the door, revealing myself to him.

      His gaze scanned me from head to toe before turning to catch the eye of the saleswoman. He raised his arm, indicating we needed assistance and she came rushing forward. As soon as she caught a look at me, she went in motion. “Oh, that’s lovely on you. A little big in the waist and shoulders, but nothing a few adjustments can’t fix. Here,” she said, grabbing some pins off a nearby shelf. “I can pin it up and you’ll be able to get an idea of what it would look like with the alterations.”

      I stood frozen, not sure what to do.

      Stephan, however, didn’t hesitate. He guided me out of the dressing room, moved to stand opposite the woman, and took my hands in his so that my back was facing her.

      Luckily, she worked swiftly. In less than five minutes, she’d pinned the shoulders back and put a couple of clips at the waist. “There. Much better, don’t you think?”

      “Much,” Stephan agreed. “Take a look at yourself.”

      I stepped into the dressing room again and faced the mirror. The woman staring back at me looked both sophisticated and sexy at the same time. The extra fabric had been gathered at the waist and shoulders making the V at the front of the dress end two inches higher at the bottom of my breasts. It showed a hint of my cleavage without revealing too much.

      Stephan stepped behind me, resting his hands at my waist. “Do you like it?”

      “I look like Lily.”

      He chuckled. “I’m not sure Lily would look good in this color blue.” Then he tugged me closer, resting my back against his front. “You look beautiful. Sweet and sexy at the same time.”

      I felt the blush heating my cheeks before I saw it reflected back at me in the mirror.

      Stephan turned to the saleswoman. “How long would it take to do the alterations?”

      “For this, it would be about a week. We could have it ready for you to pick up next weekend, if you’d like.”

      He spread his hand wide over my belly, pressing me against him so I could feel how much he was liking me in the dress. “Sounds great.”

      The saleswoman smiled. “I’ll go write up the paperwork while you get changed. Just be careful not to pull out any of the pins or clips.”

      She was off a second later, leaving Stephan and I alone again.

      He closed the door, shutting us both inside the changing room. Before I could even blink, he had slipped his hand under my dress and was rubbing his fingers along the inside of my thigh.

      Anticipation curled in my belly as he continued to caress my skin and I felt myself getting wet.

      Then his hand was gone.

      I opened my eyes, not even realizing I’d closed them, to find him staring back at me in the mirror.

      Without a word, he unzipped the dress and eased it down my shoulders, leaving me in nothing but my bra and panties. I stood there, frozen, not knowing what to do. My body was aching for him, but we weren’t alone. Not really.

      He hung the dress back on the hanger and handed me the clothes I’d discarded earlier. He used the tips of his fingers, the ones he’d used to touch me, over the bottom of my lip several times before reaching for the door, his gaze never leaving mine. “Get dressed. I’ll be right outside.”

      

      Stephan

      When I exited the dressing room, Logan and Lily were waiting for me. Lily had a knowing grin on her face. Logan quirked a curious brow at me.

      I ignored both. “Brianna found a dress, but it needs some alterations.”

      As if on cue, the saleswoman joined us with paperwork she needed filled out. I gladly took it and the pen she offered.

      The door to the dressing room opened while I was writing down my telephone number. Brianna scanned the area searching for me. I met her gaze and a sweet blush coated her cheeks.

      I extended my hand and she rushed to close the distance between us, the dress she’d tried on was clutched to her chest. She laced her fingers with mine and I tugged her against my side. It still amazed me how much joy I felt having her near. It made no logical sense, but I was beyond trying to understand it.

      Ten minutes later we were on our way to the next store. Lily was obsessed. She’d researched every store in Le Sueur. She knew what each carried and even the owner's names. I was so glad Brianna wasn’t like that. She was content to spend her days at home or taking a stroll in the park.

      By the time we called it a day and headed home, I was ready to curl up in bed with Brianna and forget about clothes, shoes, or the way fabric draped. Logan, however, didn’t seem to mind Lily’s shopping. He happily helped carry her bags and gave his opinion when she asked what he thought of a particular outfit.

      We’d had lunch at a little café, but by the time we wrapped up for the day it was dinner time, so I picked up a pizza on the way home. I didn’t want Brianna to have to cook after such a grueling day.

      When we arrived home, Logan took their bags upstairs while Brianna and Lily got plates and drinks for all of us. I carried the pizzas into the living room. By the time Logan made his way back downstairs, everything was ready for us to dig in.

      I sat on the floor with Brianna between my knees as we ate. Lily was still buzzing about our day of shopping. Sometimes I wondered where she got all her energy from because she seemed to have an endless abundance of it.

      Conversation eventually circled back to Logan and Lily’s upcoming wedding. “Do you think you guys could come up to Minneapolis next weekend? I need to start looking for my dress and I need a companion that isn’t Logan.” She sent a very serious look her fiancée’s way. “He’s not allowed to see the dress before the wedding.”

      “Wanting to sneak a peek, are you?” I asked Logan as I leaned back against the base of my chair. Brianna shifted closer, adjusting to the new position. I wrapped my arms around her and placed a soft kiss at her temple.

      He shrugged. “I’m not all that big on tradition as you know. I don’t really see the point.”

      “The point is it’s tradition. That’s all that matters.”

      Logan tilted his head down and gave her a look. It was a warning, but she either didn’t pick up on it or she was outright ignoring it. I didn’t know which.

      “We’ll be spending the night before the wedding apart, too.” She paused. “Which reminds me, I need to set up visits to the high-end hotels in the area. Five months really isn’t that much time, but I have a few places that owe me favors, so we’ll make it work.”

      She’d been going on and on as if she hadn’t noticed the change in Logan’s mood. I did. And so had Brianna.

      Logan stood. “It’s been a long day. I think we’re going to turn in.”

      He reached for Lily and she took his hand. Without another word, they headed upstairs to their bedroom.

      Brianna wiggled, her backside brushing against my cock. There wasn’t anything sexual about it, however. I knew exactly what she was thinking. “Lily will be fine.”

      “You’re sure?”

      “More than likely, Lily knew what she was doing. Even if she didn’t, she knows the rules and the consequences.” I cupped Brianna’s face with my hand and brushed my lips against hers.

      Her wide blue eyes stared at me. “What will he do?”

      I ran my hand down her arm and entangled our fingers together as I answered her question. “He’ll most likely spank her. That or orgasm denial. Logan tends to prefer spanking, though, when Lily loses control of her tongue and he isn’t willing or able to restrict her speech.”

      Brianna thought about that for a few moments and I waited while she processed what I’d said. “Why wouldn’t he restrict her speech instead?”

      The corners of my mouth ticked up. “Given they’re here visiting for the weekend and Lily doesn’t get to spend all that much time with us anymore, I doubt he’ll want to prevent her from communicating with us. That’s why I think he’ll choose something a little more direct.”

      She seemed to consider that, and then lay her head on my shoulder.

      When she didn’t speak for several minutes, I decided to change the subject. “It’s early, would you like to watch a movie?”

      “Can we watch Buffy?”

      I had to suppress a groan. Brianna had recently become addicted to the television show Buffy the Vampire Slayer. I’d downloaded the first season after reading several reviews that had raved about it. We’d watched the first twelve episodes and Brianna had asked if we could get the second season.

      It was a good show. Entertaining. But I was pretty sure Brianna had a crush on Angel and I wasn’t sure how I felt about that.

      Unable to deny her, especially after I’d suggested we watch something. I picked up the remote, brought up Buffy the Vampire Slayer, and settled in for an hour of demon slaying and snarky banter.
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      Brianna

      The best part of waking up was having Stephan beside me. Before him, I couldn’t remember sleeping so soundly. He made me feel safe and protected. I knew he wouldn’t let anything happen to me, so I could let go and relax.

      Of course, it helped that he tended to give me a couple of orgasms every night before we fell asleep as well. That always released any tension I had built up throughout the day. I’d come to realize sex was wonderful. Or maybe that was just sex with Stephan.

      After getting dressed, I went to the kitchen to get breakfast started. It was Sunday, which meant waffles and sausage. I had a routine, so it didn’t take me long to fry up the sausage and mix the batter for the waffles. Digging out my waffle iron, I plugged it in and lined everything up so it would be ready to go as soon as Logan and Lily came downstairs.

      Stephan strolled into the kitchen, freshly showered. He laid my journal on the counter beside the refrigerator, and then began carrying the fruit I’d cut up and the juice to the table. It was then I heard movement coming from upstairs.

      “Should I start the waffles?”

      He paused to listen. “Give them fifteen minutes or so, and then you should be good. I’d rather wait for hot waffles than to have them go cold while we’re waiting.”

      Nodding, I moved the sausage to the warming drawer. I didn’t want them to overcook or get cold while we were waiting, either.

      It was a good thing I hadn’t made the waffles because it took Logan and Lily almost thirty minutes to appear. I was starting to get hungry. We didn’t usually wait this long after waking to eat.

      I took a good look at Lily as she made her way to the table. She looked fine. Normal. That is until she went to sit down. She took more care when lowering herself onto the dining room chair. Stephan was right. Logan must have spanked her.

      Not that I’d doubted him. Stephan knew Logan well. They’d been friends for years and Stephan had trained Logan as a Dom.

      Still. I didn’t like seeing Lily in pain. I worried about her. I couldn’t help it.

      “Is everything all right, Brianna?” Stephan asked, coming up behind me.

      One thing I didn’t do was lie to Stephan. “Logan spanked Lily.”

      Stephan glanced over to where they were sitting. “Is her bottom a little sore this morning?”

      I nodded. “She was careful when she sat down.”

      He wrapped his arms around my waist and kissed the top of my head. “After breakfast you and Lily should talk. Ask her about it.”

      “Yes, Sir.”

      He gave me a squeeze and released me. “I’ll bring the sausages over while you cook the waffles.”

      I was quiet during breakfast. Stephan didn’t push me to talk. He knew I was concerned about Lily.

      Once everything was cleaned and put away from breakfast, Stephan asked Logan if he wanted to walk the property with him before we headed to Richard and Diane’s for Sunday dinner. I knew it was just a way for Stephan to give me time alone with Lily.

      “So, what’s up?” Lily asked almost as soon as Stephan and Logan were out the door. One thing I’d learned about Lily, she was always direct and to the point.

      “Logan spanked you.”

      “How did you know that? Could you hear us?” she asked.

      I shook my head. “No. This morning. When you sat down. I noticed you were . . . cautious.”

      “Ah.” Lily took a seat on the couch and patted the space beside her.

      I took a deep breath and lowered myself onto the cushion, facing Lily.

      She reached for my hands and held them in her own. “Have you ever been spanked before? When you were a kid, I mean?”

      “No. My mom didn’t believe in spanking.” I looked down at our hands and soldiered on. “One of Ian’s friends. He liked to . . .” I didn’t finish the sentence, but I didn’t need to.

      Lily gave my fingers a comforting squeeze. She knew a small bit of what Ian and his friends had done to me, but it was enough. “Do you want to talk about it?”

      Did I? Not really. But I never wanted to talk about it. “I wanted to make sure you were okay. That it was . . . consensual.” It was a word I’d learned from Stephan and then was re-enforced by both my therapists.

      “Everything we do is consensual. I have my safeword and he’ll stop if I use it.” She paused and then added, “He’s proven that more than once.”

      “You’ve had to use your safeword before?” I felt my anxiety rising and did my best to keep myself calm. We were just talking. Everything was fine.

      She nodded. “Not recently, but in the beginning when he was learning, I used it quite a few times. He’d get carried away and focus too long in one spot or tie something too tight.” Lily shrugged. “It happens. But the important thing is that when I used my safeword, he stopped like a good Dom should.”

      Although I’d been with Stephan for over four years, I was still learning, understanding dominance and submission and play. I knew how it worked with us, but it was different for every couple.

      “Have you ever had to use your safeword with Stephan?”

      I wasn’t sure how to answer her question. Technically, I had, but never during sex. Unlike Lily and Logan, Stephan had me use a number scale. He said this way he could better gauge where I was. “Only when something’s happened that’s triggered a memory.” I ran my teeth over the bottom of my lip deciding if I wanted to say anymore. “He’s really good at reading me.”

      Lily chuckled. “Stephan’s always been like that. It’s one of the things that makes him a good Dom.”

      I nodded. It was true. Sometimes he could sense a shift in my mood within seconds. A slow smile pulled at my lips thinking about one time recently when I’d wanted sex but hadn’t been comfortable asking. We’d been sitting in the living room watching a movie. All I did was glance over at him for a moment before returning to look at the screen. A few seconds later, he had me on my back with my arms pinned above my head. We never did finish watching the movie.

      “You’re blushing.”

      I looked up to find Lily grinning, which only made more heat rush to my cheeks. We’d gotten off the subject and I still had questions for her. “Do you like it when Logan spanks you?”

      “It depends.” She sat back on the sofa, making herself comfortable. “If it’s when we’re playing, I like it a lot.” She got a dreamy look in her eyes for a moment before she refocused on me. “But play spanking and discipline spanking are different.”

      The only experience I had with spanking was when I was with Ian and I’d learned over the years that wasn’t the best gauge. I doubted Lily had bruises from the spanking she’d received last night, but I figured it was best to ask. “Do you have bruises?”

      Lily shook her head. “No. He never spanks me that hard.” She paused. “Although, there are some subs who like to be marked like that.”

      My eyes went wide. “Why?” I couldn’t imagine anyone wanting that.

      “Some of them enjoy the pain. Others view it as a badge of honor.” She shrugged. “It’s different for each person.”

      I twisted my fingers together before looking up at her. “I don’t like thinking about you getting hurt.”

      “Logan would never hurt me. Not really. And a sore backside doesn’t count.” She stood abruptly and reached for my hand to pull me up. “While Logan and Stephan are off doing whatever it is they’re doing, let’s get a head start on dress shopping. You have a computer, right? I want to show you this website I found and see what you think.”

      “It’s in our bedroom.”

      She took hold of my hand and we were off.

      
      Stephan

      When Logan and I came in from our walk, Brianna and Lily were no longer in the main living area. He headed upstairs to look for them while I scoured the downstairs.

      I found them both sitting on our bed looking at Brianna’s laptop. “There you are.”

      “We figured you’d be a while, so we thought we’d look at some bridesmaid dresses,” Lily said.

      I strolled over to the bed and glanced at the screen. There was a ball gown style dress with a long slit down the side. It looked rather sexy for a bridesmaid dress, but what did I know?

      Brushing the back of my hand along Brianna’s cheek, I smiled down at her doing something so normal. I loved seeing her like this. It was so simple, but that was the beauty of it.

      “We have half hour before we have to leave, so you two need to wrap things up here.” With that, I left them alone and went to find Logan.

      I ran into him at the bottom of the stairs. “Did you find them?” he asked.

      “They’re in our bedroom looking at bridesmaid’s dresses.”

      He shook his head and chuckled. “She has wedding fever and we still have five months to go.”

      I went to the refrigerator and removed a pitcher. “Water?”

      “Yes, please,” he said and took a seat at the island.

      “You know Lily. She’s in her element planning a big event and this is her wedding. She’s going to go all out.”

      “I know. And I want her to. I just hope I have the stamina to keep up.”

      I set a glass of water in front of him and pulled out a stool. “You keep up with her any other time. Why would this be different?”

      He took a drink before he answered. “I want it to be perfect for her.”

      “I can understand that.”

      A few minutes passed as we sat there sipping our water and looking out at the river that ran behind the house. On warm nights, Brianna and I sat on the deck and watched the water flow. She found it peaceful, and so did I.

      “You and Brianna think you’ll get married?” he asked.

      “I don’t know.”

      Logan turned to look at me. “Never thought about it?”

      “I would marry her in a heartbeat if that’s what she wanted.”

      He raised his eyebrows. “She doesn’t want to get married?”

      “It hasn’t come up. She’s just now getting her feet under her and finding her way in the world. I figure if it’s something she wants to explore, she’ll bring it up.” I couldn’t hide my smile as I remembered some of the stranger conversations we’d had. Brianna had gone from not wanting to ask anything to asking everything. I never knew what topic of conversation we’d discuss from one day to the next.

      No more was said on the topic as Brianna and Lily exited the bedroom and joined us at the island. I tugged Brianna to stand between my legs, resting my hands on her hips. “Are you thirsty?” I asked.

      She nodded, so after giving her a quick kiss I got up and poured her a glass of water.

      “Lily?”

      She picked up Logan’s glass. “No, thanks. I’m good.”

      “Stephan said you guys were looking at bridesmaid dresses,” Logan said. “Find any you liked?”

      Lily hummed. “I’ve got it narrowed down to a few different styles. It’s all going to depend how they look on my bridesmaids.”

      She went on about ruching and cinched waists for a few minutes while the rest of us sat and listened. It was starting to make my eyes glaze over, so I was relieved when I noticed the time. “We need to get going if we don’t want to be late.”

      Since Logan and Lily would be heading back to the city after dinner, they drove separately. It was the perfect opportunity for Brianna and me to talk uninterrupted. I laced our fingers together, resting them on my thigh. “Logan has a friend who’s started a nonprofit and would like my input.”

      Brianna didn’t respond right away. “Does that mean you’ll be going into the city more often?”

      “I don’t know. It depends.” I wasn’t sure how she’d react to the information, although we’d been talking recently about me finding another position. It wasn’t that I had to work, but as time went on I had less and less to do with the foundation my family established. For the past six months, the only thing I did was attend monthly board meetings. That left a lot of extra time on my hands. As much as I loved Brianna and enjoyed our time together, I knew it was best for both of us if I found another job.

      She was quiet for a long time. I knew she was thinking things through. Brianna didn’t sulk like some women. She also didn’t throw temper tantrums when she didn’t get her way. No, Brianna was mulling over her thoughts and feelings regarding what I’d told her.

      When she did finally speak, it wasn’t about my potential new job. “I want to learn how to drive again.”

      I glanced over at her. She was looking at the road ahead, not at me. “Brianna.”

      That was all it took for her to turn in my direction.

      We’d known each other for four years and not once had she indicated she had a desire to drive a car. “Not that I object to you learning to drive again, but what brought that up?”

      “If you’re going back to work, then I want to go back to school. I want to be useful. But I can’t do that unless I can drive.”

      Well, that explained the long silence that had filled the car after my announcement. It wasn’t as if we hadn’t talked about her going back to school over the years. We had. However, it had always been in the abstract. Something far off into the future. Apparently, the future had arrived.

      I couldn’t dismiss the grain of fear that settled into the pit of my stomach. Even though I knew I couldn’t protect her from everything, I still wanted to. My protective instincts when it came to Brianna were always out in full force.

      Logic and reason won the day, however. “All right. I’ll have your car brought to the house. We can begin working on some things in the yard. Once you’re comfortable there, we can try driving on an actual road.”

      The sound of skin rubbing against leather assaulted my ears a moment before I felt her head resting on my arm. “Thank you.”

      I pressed my cheek to the top of her head, my eyes never leaving the road, and took a deep breath. In that moment, I knew my life was about to get very complicated.

      We pulled up to Diane and Richard’s house five minutes later, the conversation still fresh in my mind. I needed to let it go, though. At least, for now. My relationship with Richard had come a long way. He no longer looked at me as if he were waiting for the other shoe to drop. And he was good to Brianna. That was most important.

      He never asked me anymore about being a Dom. Every now and then, I’d see him give me a long, measured look after witnessing an exchange between me and Brianna, but good to his word, he’d kept his opinions to himself.

      Speaking of Richard, he strolled out the front door as I was helping Brianna out of the vehicle. “I hope you all brought your swimsuits. Diane insisted on a pool party.”

      “We’ve got ours,” Lily said as she and Logan sauntered up beside us.

      “We do?” Logan asked.

      “Of course. I knew we were coming today and that Diane and Richard have a pool.” She smiled at my uncle. “It always pays to be prepared.”

      Diane was in the kitchen mixing what looked to be a type of pasta salad. She beamed as soon as she saw us and abandoned her position behind the counter to greet us. She enveloped first Brianna, and then me in a hug. “I’m so glad you’re here. I made a new dessert I want you to try.”

      Once greetings were out of the way, Diane shooed us out onto the back patio so she could finish getting things ready. Brianna had offered to help, but my aunt refused, saying she had everything under control.

      I lowered myself into one of the lounge chairs and pulled Brianna onto my lap. She wedged herself between my legs and rested against my chest. Logan and Lily took up a similar position a few feet away.

      Richard pulled up a straight-backed chair and sighed as he sat down. “It turned out to be a perfect day. Not too hot. Not to cold. Couldn’t ask for anything more in July.”

      “Hard to believe it was ninety degrees last week.”

      My uncle nodded at Logan. “I’d rather have that than the subzero temperatures in winter. The
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