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ABOUT THIS BOOK

TANNER NEWSOM

Lucan McCallister was an unexpected, and unwelcome, intrusion at the party Sienna hosted for her best friend’s husband, Christian. After our fists did the talking, Lucan made some threats. McCallister’s threats prompted me to move in with Sienna.

My feelings for Sienna grew. 

I wanted to devour her. 

To possess every inch of her, inside and out. 

To own her completely. 

Nothing short of that would be acceptable.

I knew I’d do everything within my power to keep her safe.

As the threat begins to close in, my gut tells me Sienna is in more danger than anyone could guess. When things take a dangerous turn, it isn’t just Sienna’s life that is put at risk. Mine is also on the line. 

Will I be able to ensure we both survive?
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SIENNA HODGESON

After my ex, Lucan McAllister, arrived unwanted, and unwelcome, at a party I hosted for Latisha’s husband, Christian, Tanner and Lucan traded blows. Before Lucan left, he issued some threats. The saying every cloud has a silver lining was true in my case. Lucan’s threats led to Tanner moving in with me.

The more I got to know Tanner, the more my heart belonged to him. 

He made me feel safe. 

Secure. 

Happy. 

But when the dark threat relentlessly pursues us, Tanner takes evasive action that could’ve ended both of our lives in the blink of an eye. 

Tanner will stop at nothing to see to my safety, and our happiness. 

Will it be enough to thwart the threat, so we can live in peace?
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TANNER
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When Sienna stumbled out of bed, and weaved her way into the bathroom, I was already awake. I’d been savoring the feel of her warm body as she laid up against me. Boy, she really was busting. Hearing her go made me want to go, so I threw the covers off. On my way to the bathroom, I heard her finish, but when I entered, she was still sitting there with her eyes closed.

“Have you taken up residence on the toilet?” 

She jumped at the sound of my voice. Her eyes sprung open, and her face immediately turned crimson when she locked eyes with me.

“No,” she answered hurriedly with a croaky, sleep-infused voice. 

I wasn’t leaving. When she realized that, she pulled off some toilet paper, quickly wiped, and got up before she flushed. 

“Turn the shower on,” I suggested as I bit back a grin. “I’ll join you in a second.” 

She hurried passed me to the shower, opened the glass door, and reached in to turn the tap on while I began to empty my bladder. She’ll learn not to embarrassed. Nothing is to be kept from me. I finished up after she’d stepped under the water, flushed, then joined her. She’d just taken the shower sponge off the tap where it normally hung when not in use. 

“I’ll take that,” I said as I held my hand out. 

She frowned, but put it in my hand. I pumped some shower gel on top of the sponge, ran it through the water to create a bit of a foam, then slapped it against her chest. Her quick intake of breath told me it was cold. 

When I started to rub the sponge over her collarbone, she looked up at me with a confused look on her face. Has no one washed her before? I slowed down, determined to make this a salacious experience. Not only for her enjoyment, but for mine, too. My dick was already twitching from the carnal thoughts invading my head. 

We’re going to try out her pretty little butt plug, today. I wonder what Latisha gave us as a prize for the musical chairs? I still haven’t unwrapped my plug. Something green would be nice. It’ll match her eyes.

Drifting a little lower, I ran the sponge over one breast. Both of her nipples were already taut; partly from the cold, and partly from the streams of water that rained down on them; but when the scratchy surface of the sponge slid over one tip, it hardened and lengthened right before my eyes. I couldn’t leave the other one unattended. 

Once the sponge dragged over the top of both, they were hardened little points. They begged for my lips to wrap around them, for my tongue to lash them, for my teeth to bite. I knew the spasm of arousal from a sudden nip would go straight down between her legs, and she’d feel a pulse in her clit.

My hand slid the sponge down underneath both breasts. Once I’d circled them, they were both equally as slippery. One hand continued down her stomach while I used the other to knead her soft mound. My fingers indented before they slid off altogether. 

I switched hands to knead the other one, and used my thumb and forefinger to pinch and tug on her extended peak until it slipped from my grasp. Her slight inhale of breath signaled her growing arousal. 

Can she cum just by breast play alone? I was determined to find out, but not right now. Now was the time for me to build her lust to a level of excitement that would make her nice and creamy for me. Then leave her hanging, I almost chuckled.

Switching hands again, I slid the soapy sponge from one hip to the other. “Turn around, put your hands on the tiles, and spread your legs,” I directed. 

She turned immediately, and placed her hands shoulder-width apart while she separated her legs the same amount of distance. My lips curled up in a pleased smile that she missed. Good girl. She’d followed that direction without even a hint of a question.

As I slid the sponge from one side of her shoulder to the other, Sienna leaned her forehead against the tiles. She’s loving every second of this. With the unexpected arrival of Lucan last night, I knew she’d dated douche bags. He didn’t strike me as one who would make sure anything was pleasurable for anyone else, except himself. Bastard doesn’t know what he missed out on. Lucky for me.

Even over the sound of the shower running, I heard the uptick of her breath as I moved the sponge down to the top of her ass. Sliding it between her cheeks, I pushed it all the way through, and ensured it rested on her clit. I pressed upward, then moved my hand in a small, circular motion. The sponge was too scratchy to glide over the top of it, but that didn’t mean I couldn’t raise the level of her need. My chuckle couldn’t be contained when I was rewarded with a moan of desire.

Satisfied she was now needy, I moved down the inside of one inner thigh. The sponge skated over her as I moved it slowly up and down. I made sure it didn’t quite touch her bare pussy on each upward stroke. Then I worked on the other side before I worked my way down the back of her legs as far as I could reach. I crouched down to wash over both of her calves, then lifted one foot at a time to make sure I hadn’t missed an inch. 

When I stood back up, I looped the string of the sea sponge over my wrist, placed both hands down on top of her shoulders, and turned her around. She caught my grin before I managed to hold it at bay.

“Rinse off,” I directed. 

Frustration was the only emotion I saw in her eyes. Good. She wants more. She stood beneath the shower rose, and used both of her hands to wash the bubbles down until they slid to the floor, and disappeared into the grate along one side. She reached a hand out to grasp the door. 

“Where do you think you’re going?” I asked with a raised brow.

“To get dry?” she questioned.

“Think again,” I grinned down at her. After I pumped more gel onto the top of the already soapy sponge, I handed it over to her. “You can return the favor,” I winked lewdly. 

Her lips curled up in a wide smile while her eyes glistened, full of mischief. They dropped down to my cock when she slapped the sponge against my chest. Her face registered her surprise at finding my appendage already half erect. 

Does she think she’s the only one who gains pleasure from washing her? Today is going to be a day of learning for her. I hope she’s going to find all of it pleasurable. I think the butt plug may face some initial resistance, though. Rules may be another topic to face some opposition.

She washed over my chest, and used her free hand to slip through the bubbles left behind like she was committing the shape of my muscles to memory. Her hand slid down through the foam, and her fingertips bumped down over my abs. 

When she reached my groin, she looked up, and locked eyes with me. The sponge continued through over my balls, while her other hand wrapped around my thickening shaft. The erotic slip of her palm over the head of my cock with each upward stroke had me hard in under a minute.

The pointed tip of her tongue licked across the bottom edge of her upper lip right before she lowered down to her knees to wash down my upper thighs. I lifted each foot, one by one as she approached my ankle. When she finished the second one, I turned around for her to wash the back of my legs. 

When she reached up to the lower curve of my ass, she got to her feet, her movement as nimble as a dancer. The sponge traveled over both cheeks before one hand spread over my left one. I felt her attempt a squeeze of my cheek, but she couldn’t get enough grip, and her fingers slid off. I felt the sponge slide from one side of my back to the other, all the way up to my shoulders. 

She stood close enough to mold herself over my ass, her luscious tits pressed hard up against the bottom of my shoulders. She reached around with her left hand, and wrapped her fingers around my stem. I stood underneath the water, and allowed rivulets to cascade down the front and back of me at the same time. 

Once the bubbles washed away, her grip on my shaft gained more friction for a few seconds. Sienna released her hold. I almost thought about demanding she continue, but she walked around in front of me, instead of turning me the way I’d done with her. 

From the playful look in her eyes, I guessed what she wanted to do next. Sienna dropped down to her knees, confirming my thoughts. She leaned forward, wrapped her fingers around me, again, and began to pump up and down my stem. Her beautiful sea-green eyes flicked up to lock on mine.

“I’m not going to stop you, but remember, you should ask first.” 

Her brows inched up. “I have to ask all the time?”

“You have to ask all the time, what?” I raised one brow.

Her eyes almost dropped, but she caught herself at the last minute. “I have to ask all the time, Sir?”

My lips stretched in a grin. “Yes, you do.” 

Her brows drew together in puzzlement. “Can I suck you?” she asked hesitantly.

“Can you suck what?” I prompted. 

The puzzled look on her face dissipated. “Can I suck your cock ... Sir?”

“Yes, you can suck my cock,” I grinned down at her for asking without a question lurking in her tone. “Do you remember what I told you?” 

Another frown appeared on her forehead, then just as quickly disappeared. “About my arms around my back?” When I cocked a brow, she blushed. “Sir,” she added.

“Yes, holding your elbows. You’re such a good girl.” 

A smile automatically grew on her lips when I praised her. But then she balked, and her smile slowly began to wane. What’s going on inside that head of hers? My brows drew together. I was about to ask her, but she stuck her tongue out, flattened it on the underside of my stem, and licked me from root to tip. 

Every thought inside my head vanished. My sole focus was directed on how good her tongue felt, with her eyes still locked on mine. They only left mine when her mouth engulfed the head of my dick. The vibration of her hum along my stem sent a shiver of need I’d never felt before up the length of my spine, while my balls tightened. 

The fluttering of her tongue almost drove me wild, and I released a moan so long and deep, it encouraged her to double her efforts even further than she had the first time in her dining room. Fuck me. 

The last time someone had sucked me so fiercely was when I’d visited the club after I threw Crystal out on her ass for cheating on me. Although I could have directed her to, Max hadn’t even sucked me. That didn’t mean I didn’t occasionally benefit from our arrangement; she just hadn’t sucked me. Sienna’s mouth was like sticking my dick in a heated vacuum hose that had been switched on. 

Lifting one hand, I placed it on the top of her head, then threaded my fingers through the weight of her wet hair. After two more simple strokes, my hand followed the curve of her skull, and my fingers wrapped around a chunk of her hair when I clenched them into a fist. I didn’t grab as hard as I normally would. Sienna wasn’t used to that sort of treatment, but I fully intended to condition her, so she’d learn to love it.

Rocking my hips, I pulled her head in to meet my pelvis. I encountered some resistance when the head of my cock hit the back of her throat. Her gag reflex also kicked in, so I pulled back a little before I tried again. 

Sienna lowered down until she rested her ass on her upturned heels, which stretched her neck. Good girl. On the second thrust, my cock slid down her throat to the hilt. Her nose touched against my pubic bone while her chin rested against my balls. Fuck her throat is so fucking tight. 

My free hand pressed up against the front of her neck. She felt so damned tight, I was sure I could feel my cock down there with the palm of my hand. My fingers spread a little around one side of her neck, while my thumb circled around to the other. 

Even though an urge to squeeze raced through me, I didn’t. Withdrawing so Sienna could take a breath, I used the handful of hair clasped in my fist to control how much of my cock she could have, and varied how rapidly, or slowly, I fed it to her.

With the next flex of my hips, my cock slid back down her tight throat. I appreciated her warm depths surrounding me longer the second time around. Once I withdrew completely, Sienna coughed. Strings of her saliva floated on the breath she expelled that still connected us. 

When she’d regained her breath, I removed my hand from her neck, and added it to the fist that had trapped her hair. I plunged down on every second thrust until my lust grew to the point of no return, and my labored breath gusted in and out. 

On the next lunge, I stilled. My balls tightened and tingled, and my shaft thickened with the first jet of release while my loud moan echoed around inside her bathroom. After two more powerful streams shot down her throat, I pulled back, leaned my head back against the tiles, and closed my eyes to completely enjoy each burst that now coated her tongue. 

After the pumps reduced to nothing, I withdrew, and unwound my fingers from her wet hair while I tried to regain my breath. Opening my eyes to slits, I watched Sienna swallow. 

When she moved her arms back around, she flexed her fingers, and rolled both of her shoulders. Her brow creased, and her face pinched with a wince. She must be stiff, and sore. She’s probably never been asked to put her hands behind her. 

She lifted one hand, and used a finger to swipe up a small amount that had trickled out of the side of her mouth before her tongue came out to lick it off. 

Putting my hand out, I waited for her to place hers in, so I could help her to her feet. Once she stood upright, I cupped one side of her face, leaned forward, and captured her mouth in a deep kiss.
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SIENNA
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Blowing Tanner in the shower had made hornier than hell. My inner walls rippled with a regular rhythm, which only increased my desire to feel his cock fill me. That wasn’t going to happen, though, and knowing that increased my frustration. He’d need time before he could get hard, again. 

Sliding the door open, I stepped out onto the mat, and reached for my towel. When Tanner turned off both taps, and followed me out, I stepped off to one side, pulled his towel off the rail, and handed it to him. We dried in silence. Once we were finished, both of us hung them back over the rail at the same time. 

Tanner followed me out of the bathroom, and into the robe. Before I could settle on what to wear, Tanner leaned in front of me, and plucked a hanger holding a full, pink skirt off the rail. Then he removed a color-matched blouse off another hanger, and handed both items to me. I guess this is what I’ll be wearing. 

I didn’t know how I felt about having my clothes picked out for me. With a frown forming on my brow, I turned around, and made my way over to the foot of the bed. Tanner joined me within moments.

Both of us dressed at the end of the bed. Thankfully, the skirt Tanner had chosen was longer than the one I’d worn for the party last night. I should have chosen this one instead of my black mini! When Tanner picked his belt up off the bed, my heart rate climbed. 

I hope he’s forgotten. I wasn’t keen on feeling the sting of the leather connecting over my butt, especially with it being warm after a hot shower. I was sure the heat would make it sting more. But when Tanner just draped it over one shoulder, and didn’t push it through the loops of his jeans, I knew ten strikes were coming. Fucking hell. With a raised brow, Tanner confirmed my thoughts.

“We have some punishment to deal with,” he declared.

“I know,” I answered dejectedly, then hung my head.

“Let’s get it over with.” 

Releasing a sigh of defeat, I dragged my feet on my way out to the dining room. Tanner followed until we reached the table. I stood aside. He drew a chair away, placed something on the table, then sat down. 

Oh, my God. I recognized the wrapped prize from the orange game; they’d all been wrapped with the same wrapping. I guessed that’s how Latisha knew which ones were for what game. He recaptured my attention when he clapped one hand down on top of one powerful thigh. 

“Lift your skirt up, then lay over my lap.” 

He drew the belt hanging down over one shoulder, off, and folded it in half while I flipped my skirt up, and moved to one side of him. He widened the stance of his legs, so I could distribute my weight equally. I reluctantly laid over them. My buttocks tensed as I waited for the first slap to connect. 

“If you relax, it won’t hurt as much. Don’t forget to count aloud.” 

Relax? How can I relax knowing what’s coming? I tried, but didn’t succeed. When the first strike hit, my ass stung like hell. 

“One,” I choked out as I clenched my buttocks even tighter. 

The second one hurt more than the first when the leather landed in exactly the same place. 

“Two,” I squeaked as I jolted forward on his lap. 

By the time I’d reached ten, tears streamed down my cheeks. My ass stung so much, it felt numb, but it throbbed like a bitch at the same time. I’ll never be sassy to him again, I vowed when I got off his lap. I’m going to avoid his belt like the plague! 

When I released my hold on my skirt, the material falling down over my butt made it hurt more. I had been contemplating rubbing my throbbing cheeks to try to ease the sting, but there’s no way I was going to do that now. 

Fuck, my gluteus maximus feels like it’s bruised all over, and in deep. How in the hell am I going to sit down? It was lucky all of my chairs were well-padded.

“Why don’t you make us a coffee,” Tanner suggested. “We have some things we need to discuss, and some prizes still to open.” 

There was only one on the table. I wonder where the other two got to? I made my way over to the kettle in the corner, flicked the switch on, and retrieved two mugs out of the cupboard.

“White with one, right?” I asked as looked over at Tanner, just to make sure. 

When Tanner raised that damned brow of his, I felt my face heat. Fuck it. When am I going to remember? “Sir,” I added.

“I’m pleased you remembered how I have my coffee,” he smirked. “Yes, please.” 

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Tanner get up, then he disappeared while I put coffee, sugar, and some milk in his mug, and put a little cold water in mine. When he returned, he placed the two missing ‘prizes’ next to the one that contained his butt plug. 

I’m going to kill you, Lattie, I silently vowed. Her voice rang out inside my head. 

“You’ll love it.” 

Yeah, sure I will, I thought sarcastically. 

Wait. I stopped to think. How can she know whether I’m going to love it, or not? Holy shit. Does Lattie use butt plugs? My eyes widened with that thought. Then I thought about all the hidden treasures that were unwrapped during the adult version of pass-the-parcel. Does she know how to use all that stuff? Is that why she’s always popping into the adult store when we go out shopping?

When the kettle clicked off, I filled the mugs. Once I’d stirred Tanner’s, I gave mine a token stir just to mix the hot and cold water before I threw the spoon into the sink, and took both mugs to the table. 

I sat gingerly on my seat, and my eyes narrowed a fraction while I grimaced. Tanner pulled his plug over, and started to unwrap it. When he grinned, I almost groaned. That grin revealed his intentions. I hope I’m fucking wrong. I picked my mug up, and took a sip of coffee as Tanner turned the box around.

“It matches your eyes,” he joked, and I almost choked on my coffee when I saw the green crystal in the end. Tanner picked his mug up, and took a mouthful. “Shall we see what else we have to play with?” All I did was look at him as he picked one wrapped prize up. “I’ll open this one, you can open the other.” 

He slid it over in front of me. I dreaded what I was going to find. Tanner opened the one he had while I reluctantly tore the wrapping off the one in front of me. For fucks’ sake. A black, three inch, USB rechargeable, silicone curved bullet, with remote. Effective for up to ten meters? I flicked a look at what Tanner’s had revealed. 

His looked the same. He turned the box around for me to read the front. A black, three and a half inch, battery-operated bullet, with remote. That one’s effective for up to ten meters, too? Oh, my God. Latisha’s even taped the damned batteries to the top of the box! Twelve intense functions of vibrations? Shit, how many has mine got? I looked back down to read the front of my package. Twelve intense functions of fucking vibrations! 

Tanner chuckled as he reached over to grab the one in front of me, then he slid both of them to the end of the table. But I noted he left the plug on the table in front of him. I knew at some point through the day I was going to have that stainless-steel plug up my ass. 

“We have some things to discuss,” he began. “First, I want to know about this Lucan bloke. How much of a threat does he pose?” Tension filled my body. Fear wasn’t too far behind. “I can see by your body language, and the look in the depths of your eyes, that you’re scared of him. And with the immediate reaction you had when he unexpectedly turned up at the party last night, I can only draw one conclusion. Is he the one responsible for putting those cigarette burns on your breast?” 

My eyes widened, and my brow inched up in surprise. “How did you know the burn marks were from cigarettes ... Sir?”

“Because I’ve seen them before, too many times to count. Some sadists like to dish out that sort of pain on submissives who are masochists. They want the type of pain burning cigarettes leave.” Holy. Shit. I gulped. “I’m not one who will dish out that sort of pain,” he reassured me.

I breathed a huge sigh of relief. That’s exactly where my thoughts had gone. Now he’d met, and found out more about the person who’d put them there, and he wasn’t turned off by them, he’d unwittingly addressed the elephant in the room. There was nothing left for me to hide.

“You know I was with Lucan for a couple of years.” 

Tanner leaned back, and gave me his full attention with a curt nod. For some reason, just looking at him calmed me. 

What’s the simplest way I can describe my relationship with Lucan? I’ve already told him my only other long-term relationship involved domestic violence. 

“The reason I got so involved with protecting Pixie and Skye, is because of him ... of what he did to me. I knew the signs; I was just lucky I didn’t have a child also at risk.” 

Tanner’s jaw moved, and I knew he was gnashing his teeth. 

“So, now I can put a face to who was responsible for those scars. We have an asshole criminal lawyer who enjoys dishing out physical abuse on his unsuspecting partner,” Tanner summarized. His brow creased as his eyes held mine captive, and I knew he was thinking. I was half expecting his next question. “Was anything ever reported?”

“Not as much as what should have been,” I answered cagily as I broke eye contact with him for a moment in shame. 

When my eyes lifted back up to his, the masseter muscles at the sides of Tanner’s jaw hardened and relaxed over, and over. I felt compelled to tell him what was reported. 

“I’ve had a broken wrist, twice, a couple of cracked ribs, the burns, of course, split lips, and black eyes, but I just used makeup, and wore sunglasses to hide those. The broken and cracked bones required a hospital visit.” 

Tanner placed an elbow on the table, and tapped the tip of his index finger against his bottom lip. He still hadn’t broken eye contact. 

“And you excused them by ...” he urged.

“By saying I was clumsy,” I shrugged. “I know I should have at least told the emergency department how it happened each time I had to go to hospital to have bones set, or x-rays taken. I’m sure they suspected the cause, though. But when you’re in that situation, it’s difficult. Especially with him being a practicing criminal lawyer; one who had gained a reputation for getting his clients off serious offenses. I’m sure he could have talked his way out of being held responsible for my injuries.”

“What happened to make you finally leave?”

“Latisha.” Her name was all I needed to say after her display last night when she dealt with handy-Andy, but I elaborated. “She’d had enough of me making excuses for him. I stayed with her and Christian for quite a while before I rented the house next door to Pixie.”

“Hmmm,” Tanner hummed as his fingertip still tapped against his bottom lip. His eyes locked on mine. “How is it the asshole didn’t find you, then?”

“Latisha signed the lease documents. I never changed my address on anything. Any mail I received, went to their place. She’d bring it around to me.”

“Let me guess,” Tanner stated. “This house is in your name?” 

I nodded. “And I changed my driver’s license. I didn’t think, after all this time, that he’d bother trying to find me. He’s got buddies in the police force. I know some of them owe him for favors he’s done for them, and he’s involved with a lot of under the table deals, but I don’t know the specifics.”

“Ahhh. Okay. Under the circumstances, I’m going to suggest I move in with you. At least, in the short term. Now he knows where you live, I don’t want to leave you alone in case he decides he wants to make good on the threat he issued last night.” The first thing that popped into my head was thank God. Then a smile grew on my face. “You appear to like that suggestion,” he smirked.

I tried to play it cool, but failed miserably. “Yes,” I nodded as my smile widened even further. 

When I felt heat infuse through my cheeks, I dropped my eyes. Tanner chuckled quietly.

“Now that’s been decided, let’s move on. There are many things we need to discuss. First ... something for breakfast. I’m bloody starving.”
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Chapter Three
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TANNER

*****
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While Sienna cooked us both some breakfast, I sat and watched her from the stool I’d sat on. My elbow rested on the counter top, and my chin rested on top of my closed fist while thoughts raced through my mind. First thing tomorrow morning, I’ll put things in motion. That asshole isn’t the only one who has connections and favors to cash in. I won’t allow Sienna to live in fear.

She smiled when she brought the cutlery over, and set them out in front of me, and the empty stool next to me. Once she brought the plates over, she carefully settled on the vacant stool to eat. She never once complained about how sore her ass was.

“Scrambled eggs cooked to perfection,” I complimented after I swallowed the first mouthful. 

Sienna smiled when I looked over at her. When her cheeks changed color, I knew she was delighted she’d received my approval. That’s a good sign. “I’d like to talk with you while we eat, but I don’t wish for you to reply with your mouth full of food, okay?”

“Hmm, hmm,” she hummed, and nodded, while she chewed the food she’d just put in. 

I could have timed that better.

“I need you to understand your worth to me,” I began, and her brows drew together. “Although you will have to abide by the rules I make, which I expect you to obey, with repercussions if you don’t,” I added as my brow twitched upward, “it isn’t necessarily the particular rule that is important. The important factor is that you follow them; that you listen to, and respect, what I set out, the directions I give you, even if only for a particular day, or even a few hours.” 

Sienna’s throat rippled as she swallowed her food.

“Do you mean like the example you told me ... about texting you hourly, or using ...” her eyes drifted over her shoulder to the table, and I knew exactly what she was looking at when her forehead wrinkled. It was difficult to hold in my chuckle. “... the butt plug for an hour?” 

She remembered. Good girl.

“How are you to address me?”

“Sir,” she immediately answered while her face colored.

“Good girl. Yes,” I answered her question with a soft smile.

“Oh, okay.” 

Although she sounded like she’d understood what I’d said, she wasn’t that keen on experiencing the plug. That was certainly evident in her green depths. She’s guessed my intention for the day. I’d intentionally left the plug separate from the bullets we’d unwrapped for that very reason.

“It’s not as daunting as it looks, Sienna.” Her eyes shifted from the table to look me in the eye. She snorted, then immediately looked nervous. “No one has ever fucked your ass, right?”

“Right ... Sir,” she mumbled, then blushed even darker as she focused on pushing her food around on the plate with her fork.

“Why not?” 

Her eyes darted straight back to mine while her red face darkened a deeper shade.

“Because I was told it was an exit point, not an entry point, Sir.” 

Laughter rumbled through my chest.

“Does that mean you’d asked about it, and been refused?” 

Her face couldn’t get any redder.

“Yes,” she admitted, then she broke eye contact. 

“Sienna, look at me.” When her eyes locked back on mine, I continued. “Just to make it clear ... I very much consider your ass to be an entry point.”

“I guessed that,” she confessed as her eyes darted back over to the table for a second time.

“Eat,” I directed with a grin before I put more food in my own mouth. Once I’d swallowed, I brought up another point. 

“I want to reiterate how important remembering your safe word is.” She nodded while she chewed, but she broke eye contact almost immediately after she’d gained it. “I know I touched on this the first time you accepted my unorthodox invitation, but I need to drive it home. It’s too dangerous if you can’t remember your word at any time we may be in my playroom, or at the club.” 

As soon as I mentioned the club, her head turned toward me. Her green eyes filled with anxiety. 

“The club?” When I nodded, she paled a little. “But I thought we were only going with me as a visitor, to see what goes on?”

“Correct,” I reassured her. “If, however, you like what’s going on, and want to revisit the club with me on another occasion, you have to remember your safe word. Do you still want it to be crop?” 

After she thought about it for a moment, she nodded.

“Yes. I still want it to be crop, Sir.”

“Okay; crop it is, then. You already know I expect open, and honest communication...” I paused, and waited for her response.

“Yes.”

“I want to know every thought that flits through your pretty head. Whether it’s one you think I’ll like, or dislike; I still want to know.” 

She fiddled with her fork. Her fingers moved around the long handle like she was twirling a baton, which made the fork turn in a circle on an end tine.

“Like ... I don’t really want that plug put in, Sir?” 

Laughter burst forth as I nodded.

“Yes, like that,” I answered, then shoved another forkful of egg in my mouth. 

I used my fork to point down at her plate. She took the hint, and put more food in her own. Silence ensued for a minute while we chewed. I need to explain how things are supposed to go. I swallowed the mush in my mouth. 

“I know I’ve told you I did things ass about face with you, and a discussion should have taken place beforehand.” She nodded when I paused. “All interaction is to be done in a safe, sane, and consensual manner – which was sorely lacking that night I first invited you to sample what you’d been watching. That’s another reason you need to remember your safe word. In all dynamics at the club, the submissive is to have one to use, including the sadists, and masochists. Before we visit next Saturday, I’m going to have to confess my short-comings to my partners. They’re going to be livid with me for the way things went down with you, especially as I’ve broken all the rules I’ve imposed at the club. They’ll be angry with me ... not with you,” I specified. The last thing I wanted was for her to be scared she would bear the brunt of their animosity on her visit. “Now, you don’t seem to have any physical limitations that will impede any play we’re involved in. Is there anything I need to know?”

“No; I’m fit, and healthy ... Sir.”

“No medical issues I need to be aware of?”

“No, not that I know of.”

“Good. Just a few more questions, then we’ll be done ... when I don’t put a blindfold on you, I expect your eyes to be on me, at all times; whether we’re alone at my house, or at the club if you’re willing to return after your initial visit. Eyes are expressive. If, for some reason, you don’t verbally communicate things to me, your eyes may tattle on you. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Sir,” she nodded.

“If they do tattle on you, you know that will earn you a punishment, right?”

“I expected that because you said ‘tattle’, Sir,” she answered with a half-smile. 

“So, why don’t you tell me what went through your head when I mentioned returning to the club after your initial visit? After I just got through telling you, eyes are expressive. Is your ass not sore enough?” 

I pinned her with a stern look, and one brow raised. Her shoulders slumped in defeat.

“I don’t think I’m going to return to your club after next Saturday night, Sir.”

“You’ve already made a decision you’re not going to return? I don’t think you should jump to conclusions, Sienna,” I said calmly, and ensured I kept my irritation at bay. 

How can she make her mind up without knowing what goes on in the club? She’s not even willing to give it a chance? A little doubt crept in about whether or not a relationship with her could work if she was going to draw baseless conclusions. 

“It’s better if you keep an open mind about what you’re going to see. If your opinion remains the same afterward, we’ll have to discuss the ‘why’, okay?” When she nodded, I had to remind her to verbalize. “Use your voice. Perhaps that will encourage you to become more open ... and honest ... with your thoughts, and feelings.”

“I’ll try to keep an open mind, Sir,” she mumbled.

“One more question, then I’ll stop the inquisition.” She still had the half-smile on her face as she nodded. “This has been in the back of my mind since you first came to me. It doesn’t bother me, but it might bother you. If that’s the case, we may have a problem.” She was looking worried, now. “I need to know our obvious age gap doesn’t bother you.” 

Her brows shot straight up to her hairline.

“No, Sir,” she answered in surprise. “I hadn’t really thought about any age gap, actually.” She neatly placed her cutlery down on her almost empty plate. “I’m twenty-six,” she offered up.

“Okay ... I guessed there were fifteen years between us, but it’s actually fourteen ... I’m forty.”
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SIENNA

––––––––
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TAKING THE EGGS, CREAM, and butter out of the fridge, I opened the cupboard to select a bowl, and swung by the pantry to get the bread. Scrambled eggs on toast should do the trick.

Once everything was mixed, and the toaster was on the counter, I slid four slices of bread in. Tanner had perched up on one of the stools on the other side of the short L shape. When I looked over at him, he had his chin propped up on one fist, and seemed to be deep in thought as he looked straight through me. 

Wonder what he’s thinking. Oh, God. I hope he’s not thinking about Lucan. Ever since he’d shown up at the party, he’d kept popping into my head. My jaw clenched. After two years, I didn’t think he’d bother looking for me. What a mistake that was. 

I knew what Lucan was capable of. But now I have Tanner moving in. Lucan’s not going to be expecting that. I hoped like hell he wasn’t going to show up. But that was sort of like trying to wish upon a star. If he does, and Tanner confronts him, or tries to keep me away from him, he’ll go ballistic. I felt sick.

I stirred the eggs one more time before I collected some knives and forks from the drawer. Tanner’s blue eyes sought mine as I made my way through the kitchen. Just his attention focused on me brought a smile to my face when I placed the cutlery down on the counter top. It was silly, but every time the thought of Tanner moving in crossed through my mind, I felt all gooey, and hot and bothered at the same time.

Returning to the stove, I stirred the eggs, again, then turned the stove off, and reached up for some plates. Once breakfast was plated, with buttered toast, I brought them over, and placed one down in front of Tanner, and set the other down in front of the stool I was about to sit on. 

Shit. The stools aren’t cushioned very much. I almost released a groan knowing my ass was going to be smarting. I carefully sat on the stool. Although it still hurt, I could bear it – if I didn’t wriggle.

“Scrambled eggs cooked to perfection,” Tanner stated with a smile when I looked at him. 

I felt my face heat. Why do I feel shy, and pleased? It’s not like it’s a gourmet meal, or anything. But the fact Tanner had complimented me made me feel happy. 

“I’d like to talk with you while we eat, but I don’t wish for you to reply with your mouth full of food, okay?” 

Great. I’ve just stuffed a load of egg in my mouth. I almost rolled my eyes, but stopped myself at the last minute. I didn’t want to earn any more of his belt. My ass was throbbing enough.

“Hmm, hmm,” I hummed as I nodded, and chewed what was in my mouth.

“I need you to understand your worth to me.” What does he mean by that? My brows drew together while I tried to decide whether that was a good thing, or a bad thing. “Although you will have to abide by the rules I make, which I expect you to obey, with repercussions if you don’t,” he emphasized with a stern look. 

The throb in my ass got stronger. Yep. That’s the sort of repercussions he’s talking about. And it’s certainly not something I’m keen to repeat. I made sure I paid attention to what he was saying. 

“It isn’t necessarily the particular rule that is important. The important factor is that you follow them; that you listen to, and respect, what I set out, the directions I give you, even if only for a particular day, or even a few hours.” 

I swallowed what was in my mouth, and made sure there was nothing left in it.

“Do you mean like the example you told me ... about texting you hourly, or using ...” Turning my head around to look over my shoulder, I focused on the plug that still sat in its box on the dining room table. I couldn’t stop the slight frown that creased my forehead. Tanner looked like he was about to laugh at me. “... the butt plug for an hour?” 

Tanner smiled. I think he was pleased that I’d remembered what he’d said to me.

“How are to address me?”

“Sir,” I answered while I felt my face heat.

“Good girl. Yes,” he answered with a smile.

“Oh, okay.” 

That plug taunted me. I wasn’t looking forward to having that up my ass.

“It’s not as daunting as it looks, Sienna.” 

My eyes sought his, and I snorted. Fuck. I almost panicked. Is that going to earn me another punishment? 

“No one has ever fucked your ass, right?” 

Even though I’d already indicated I hadn’t done that on the checklist I’d filled out, he asked me straight out.

“Right, Sir,” I mumbled in reply. 

Goddamn it. I wished my face didn’t heat up so much. I dropped my eyes down to my plate, and used my fork to idly push some egg around.

“Why not?” he asked, surprising me. 

Jesus Christ. “Because I was told it was an exit point, not an entry point, Sir.” 

Tanner burst out laughing.

“Does that mean you’d asked about it, and been refused?” 

Double fuck. I thought about telling a little white lie. Tanner’s words rattled around inside my head. “Open, and honest communication.” There’s no way out of it. I have to tell the truth, even if it’s going to embarrass the hell out of me to admit it.

“Yes.” 

I made a big thing out of looking at my plate just to avoid looking at him.

“Sienna, look at me.” I lifted my eyes up to his, feeling foolish. “Just to make it clear ... I very much consider your ass to be an entry point.”

“I guessed that,” I admitted, then flicked another look over at the plug on the table.

“Eat,” he said with a grin before he put a forkful of food in his mouth. Once he swallowed, he continued. “I want to reiterate how important remembering your safe word is.” I nodded after I’d intentionally put a large amount of egg and toast in my mouth. I looked up at him, then back down to my plate. “I know I touched on this the first time you accepted my unorthodox invitation, but I need to drive it home. It’s too dangerous if you can’t remember your word at any time we may be in my playroom, or at the club.” 

Wait. What? My eyes immediately swung around to look him in the eye while my heartbeat ratcheted up a notch. Anxiety begun to knot in the pit of my stomach. I thought he said I could visit the club with him as a visitor?

“The club?” I choked out. When he nodded, I felt sick thinking about what he’d implied. “But I thought we were only going with me as a visitor, to see what goes on?” 

I’m not going to do anything sexual in a club full of people! That thought was truly intimidating. I might admit to being a voyeur, but I’m certainly not an exhibitionist.

“Correct,” he agreed softly. Jesus. I felt a little light-headed after I put a lid on my anxiety. “If, however, you like what’s going on, and want to revisit the club with me on another occasion, you have to remember your safe word. Do you still want it to be ‘crop’?” 

Revisit the club? No way. I only agreed because he said I could just be a visitor. I thought about my word. I still thought it was appropriate given how we met. Or how I became a voyeur to be more precise.

“Yes. I still want it to be crop, Sir.”

“Okay, crop it is, then. You already know I expect open, and honest communication ...” he paused, and waited for my acknowledgement.

“Yes.”

“I want to know every thought that flits through your pretty head. Whether it’s one you think I’ll like, or dislike; I still want to know.” 

I started twirling my fork around on one tine. He wants open, and honest.

“Like ... I don’t really want that plug put in, Sir?” 

Once again, Tanner burst out laughing before he nodded.

“Yes, like that.” 

He shoved some more food in his mouth, and pointed down at my plate with his fork. I wasn’t really hungry any more, but I put more in, and chewed slowly. The silence was deafening while we ate, which only increased the knot in the pit of my stomach. 

“I know I’ve told you I did things ass about face with you, and a discussion should have taken place beforehand...” When Tanner paused, again, I nodded to indicate I’d heard what he’d said. “All interaction is to be done in a safe, sane, and consensual manner – which was sorely lacking that night I first invited you to sample what you’d been watching. That’s another reason you need to remember your safe word. In all dynamics at the club, the submissive is to have one to use, including the sadists, and masochists. Before we visit next Saturday, I’m going to have to confess my short-comings to my partners. They’re going to be livid with me for the way things went down with you, especially as I’ve broken all the rules I’ve imposed at the club. They’ll be angry with me ... not with you.” Why is he pointing that out? What if they treat me with contempt because of the way we met? “Now, you don’t seem to have any physical limitations that will impede any play we’re involved in. Is there anything I need to know?”

Holy shit, he’s thorough. “No; I’m fit, and healthy, Sir,” I mumbled.

“No medical issues I need to be aware of?”

“No, not that I know of.” 

Unless he counts a thumping heart as a medical issue. I think I’m scared to visit his club. I had to remind myself I was just going to be a visitor to calm myself down.

“Good. Just a few more questions, then we’ll be done. When I don’t put a blindfold on you, I expect your eyes to be on me, at all times; whether we’re alone at my house, or at the club if you’re willing to return after your initial visit.” 

Pft. Not likely. But I kept that to myself. He didn’t need to know I had no intention of going back. I felt a little uneasy that I was hiding that from him. So much for open, and honest communication, Sienna, I chastised myself. 

“Eyes are expressive. If, for some reason, you don’t verbally communicate things to me, your eyes may tattle on you. Do you understand?” 

Oh, I think I understand perfectly. If my eyes give me away, I can expect more of his belt. Nope. Not going to happen. “Yes,” I nodded.

“If they do tattle on you, you know that will earn you a punishment, right?” 

My lips curled a little. “I expected that because you said ‘tattle’, Sir.” 

Why does he keep repeating that? He pinned me with a stern stare that made me feel uncomfortable. 

“So, why don’t you tell me what just went through your head when I mentioned returning to the club after your initial visit?” Oh, fuck me. “After I just got through telling you, eyes are expressive. Is your ass not sore enough?” he asked with a raised brow.

My shoulders slumped. “I don’t think I’m going to return to your club after next Saturday night.”

“You’ve already made a decision you’re not going to return? I don’t think you should jump to conclusions, Sienna. It’s better if you keep an open mind about what you’re going to see. If your opinion remains the same afterward, we’ll have to discuss the ‘why’, okay?” I nodded. “Use your voice. Perhaps that will encourage you to become more open ... and honest ... with your thoughts, and feelings.” 

“I’ll try to keep an open mind, Sir,” I mumbled in reply.

“One more question, then I’ll stop the inquisition.” Thank God there’s only going to be one more. “This has been in the back of my mind since you first came to me. It doesn’t bother me, but it might bother you.” Where’s he going with this? “If that’s the case, we may have a problem.” Fuck. A feeling of dread weighed down the food in my stomach. “I need to know our obvious age gap doesn’t bother you.” 

My eyes widened in surprise, creasing my forehead.

“No. I hadn’t really thought about any age gap, actually.” I was still reeling from that question while I placed my knife and fork down on my plate. “I’m twenty-six,” I informed him.

“Okay ... I guessed there were fifteen years between us, but it’s fourteen ... I’m forty.” 

Jesus. He’s forty? He doesn’t fucking look it. I’d have guessed maybe early thirties. Certainly not anywhere near forty. I was in awe, but his age still didn’t bother me. 

Will his partners think it’s weird that I’m so young compared to him? Oh, shit. If it’s on his mind, what about Stacy, and Hannah? I was thankful they weren’t going to be there next Saturday night, otherwise I’d worry myself to the point of throwing up.
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TANNER
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After I’d helped Sienna clean up after breakfast, I sat at the table, right in front of the plug I’d unwrapped. Her shoulders slumped when she turned around after she’d dried her hands on the towel looped over the handle of her stove, and saw where I’d sat.

“I’d like you to go get your lube.” 

Without a word, she dropped her head, and made her way passed me. I had to bite the inside of my cheeks to stop my grin from reaching my lips. When she disappeared into the hallway, I opened the box, and took out the plug she was dreading so much. She returned, and put the tube of lube down in front of me. 

“Thank you.” I got off the chair, and slid it a little further away from the table. “I’d like you to hoist your skirt up, then bend over, and place your hands down on the seat of the chair.” She only hesitated for a fraction of a second before she did as I asked. But her whole body tensed. “Breathe in deep, then slowly blow it out. I want you to repeat that twice.” While she concentrated on her breathing, I flipped the lid open on the tube. “Spread your legs apart, so your feet are in line with the chair legs.” 

She shuffled them over the floor until the inner sides of her feet leaned on the outside of the chair legs. I squeezed a large blob on my fingers. When I put the cold blob straight on her ass, she jumped forward, and her hole puckered in as she clenched her cheeks. 

“Relax, Sienna. I’m not going to just shove it in.” 

My fingertips slid up and down across the top of her opening, so she got used to being touched there. When I noticed her cheeks begin to relax, I pushed the tip of my middle finger in through her tight, wrinkled hole. As I expected, her cheeks clenched, and her anus tightened as she tried to deny me entry. 

I left my middle finger inserted up to the first knuckle, and slid my thumb down through her slick folds until I felt her pebbled clit. Moving the pad of my finger in a slow circle around it eventually took her mind away from the intrusion of my finger in a place she’d thought of as only an exit point. Until I came along. When her breathing changed, my thumb slipped through an increased amount of juice that oozed from her entrance. 

Asserting a little pressure on my middle finger, I inched it in to the second knuckle. Although her anus initially clamped to stop my progression, it didn’t take as long for her to relax while I continued to manipulate her clit. She’s getting so fucking wet. 

My cock twitched to life behind the zipper of my jeans. When my brain fast-forwarded to the end of the day, with an image of my cock firmly seated inside her ass, my stem thickened. Whoa. Down boy. 

Once my finger was inserted to the hilt, I reached out with my free hand, and picked up the plug. When I ran the tip of it through her slick lips to coat it with her own lubrication, she hissed in a short breath from the cold of the stainless steel. 

She was wet enough I didn’t need to add any of her lube. My thumb kept up my ministrations while I withdrew my finger until just the tip remained. Sliding the tip of the plug up to her asshole, I moved my finger to the side, and stretched her puckered hole enough to put the tip of the plug in next to my finger. 

I removed my finger at the same time I inserted the plug further in. She’s going to tense up when I push this in. My thumb quickened in speed, then casually flicked across the tip of her clit just to see her body jolt from desire, and to take her mind off what was to come. Her breaths were ragged, and I noted her hands gripped the padded seat of the chair, now, instead of just resting her palms down on the top. 

Applying continuous pressure, the plug began to stretch her puckered hole wider. She started to tense up, but I persisted with the slow and steady pace until it was seated. The pretty green crystal was the only thing that remained to be seen once her hole retracted just above the base. 

I’d already decided I wasn’t going to allow her to cum, yet, so I took my thumb away, leaving her clit swollen, her cunt needy, and her body screaming for a release. When I flipped her skirt back over to cover her butt, she emitted a small groan of irritation which made me chuckle.

“Up you get,” I directed. When she stood up, and turned around to face me, her face was flushed pink with arousal. “Now, that wasn’t so bad, was it?” 

The flush on her face started to darken, and her eyes focused around the area of my belly button. She needs a bit of a reminder to look at me, and to answer when I ask a question. Before she knew what was happening, I reached around her with my right arm, and used my hand to smack her hard on the ass. 

“One; look at me. Two; when asked a question, one expects an answer, so use your voice.” 

Her eyes cautiously slid up my body until she looked me in the eyes. 

“It stung,” she eventually answered. 

I choked down my chuckle, and kept an impassive look on my face. 

“I’m sure it did, for about two seconds,” I replied with a grin.

I took a step to bring me close enough to almost touch along the front of her body. My left hand slid up between her thighs until my palm cupped her pussy. Fuck. The heat that radiated from her was irresistible. My fingertips slid between her swollen folds; her crème was so slick it was easy to slide two fingers up inside her. 

“How about now?” I grinned. “How do you feel having my fingers inside your cunt with that pretty plug seated in your ass?”

“Full,” she mumbled while her face turned a nasty shade of red. 

I knew she was about to break eye contact when she half-blinked. 

“Eyes on me,” I reminded her before she had the chance to look away. 

I finger fucked her until her juice covered both digits, and began to drizzle down the base of them onto my palm before I withdrew them. Her lids looked heavy, her mouth parted, her breaths became shallow, and fast, and her green irises darkened with her climbing lust. 

Her eyes flicked down, and the area between her brows creased when I held my fingers up in front of her face. Then they flattened in recollection. After she regained eye contact, her mouth dropped open. 

“Good girl.” 

I slid both fingers inside her mouth. When her lips closed over them, her tongue roamed up and down, sliding between, and around them to lick every drop of her crème off them. I hadn’t needed to remind her. 

Once she was done, I slid my fingers out of her mouth, leaned forward, and took her mouth in a scorching kiss. A shudder raced through her whole body when I ended it. 

“I have to go, and get some things from my house. The only time that plug is to be removed is if you have to use the toilet. If you do, it’s to be cleaned, and reinserted. Understood?” 

She looked confused for a few seconds, then nodded. My mouth opened, but before I could remind her to use her voice, she verbalized her answer.

“Yes.”

“Yes, what?” I gently coaxed. 

There were still a few things we needed to discuss. One of them was to address me properly, at all times. Unless, of course, we were around any family, or friends who were unaware of our predilection. She’d still need to use the correct title around my friends, and step-sisters. Stacy, and Hannah were required to use the correct title with Zeke, and Jarret, too. But none of us used them in front of my mother, and step-father.

“Yes ... Sir.” 

“Good girl,” I praised. “I’ll be back soon. I’ll need to bring my car, too. Do you think you can move yours over, so I can put mine in the garage when I return?” 

“Yes ... Sir.”

I lowered my head to touch my lips against hers. “Very good,” I whispered along them, then smiled when the corners of her lips curled up.
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SIENNA
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AFTER I WIPED ALL THE counter tops, and stove down, I dried my hands on the towel that hung from the handle of my oven. When I turned around, Tanner had sat back down at the dining room table, right in front of that damned plug. Oh, my God. He wants to put that in now?

“I’d like you to go get your lube,” he stated, confirming my suspicions. 

Fuck. How much is it going to hurt? With my head down, my feet dragged every step to my bedroom. I pulled out the drawer that contained my toys, and grabbed the tube of lube. Shit. It doesn’t feel like there’s much left in here. Is it going to be enough? I bloody hope so. 

Tube in hand, I retraced my steps back to the dining room. Tanner had taken the plug out of its packaging, and had just left it sitting on its base on the top. I put the tube down on the table, right in front of him, unable to take my eyes off the item that was going to end up in my ass. It was like being unable to take your eyes off an accident. It just seemed to draw, and keep, my attention.

“Thank you,” Tanner acknowledged as he got up off the chair. 

He pulled on the back of it to move it further away from the table. The ball of anxiety started to increase through my stomach. 

“I’d like you to hoist your skirt up, then bend over, and place your hands down on the seat of the chair.” 

A moment of hesitation made me balk. Until I remembered his belt. Then I flipped my skirt up over the small of my back, exposing my behind, leaned over, and put my hands out exactly like he wanted. Every muscle inside of me drew tight. I couldn’t stop the tension from running rampant. I was stiffer than a bloody surfboard. 

“Breathe in deep,” Tanner instructed, “then slowly blow it out. I want you to repeat that twice.” 

I closed my eyes to concentrate on taking in as much air into my lungs as possible before I blew it out in a long, steady stream. 

“Spread your legs apart, so your feet are in line with the chair legs.” 

Using a heel to toe, sideways motion, I shuffled my feet along the tiled floor. My legs parted, and the inside of both feet rested against the outside of the chair legs. When a large blob of cold landed straight on my asshole, my eyes sprung open, my body jumped forward, and my cheeks clenched together. 

Fuck that’s cold. I didn’t even hear him flip the lid up on the tube. From the amount I felt, I knew there was quite enough left in it. It’s probably empty, now, though. 

“Relax, Sienna,” Tanner said smoothly. Relax? I wonder how he’d feel if the roles were reversed? “I’m not going to just shove it in,” he added. 

That somehow soothed, and agitated me
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