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Max didn’t want to leave Alex lying in the bed, but he had to go. He turned and gazed at her beautiful body with its smooth flawless skin. Something stirred inside of him whenever he looked on her lying there with the covers drawn back. He leaned over down, kissed her buttocks, then trailed his lips to her back, pushed her hair gently aside and nipped at her neck. 

Alex stirred and gave out a soft moan of pleasure as she laid nude beside him with his thoughts of last night rushing through his head. 

He thought about how she’d turned and laid on her stomach when he’d fucked her from behind, his favorite fantasy position when she’d called him Master. She even wore a blindfold and allowed him to use his black ribbons to tie her hands, but not her ankles. She’d laid on her stomach first, then up on her knees as she took the position of submissive whenever he’d have to say goodbye to her. It was becoming more and more difficult to leave as each day past. 

Alex became his submissive to reinforce his mindset whenever he had to deal with men where he’d have to make important decisions and tonight would be one of those times.  

Knowing what Max needed mentally had become her new job. His mind set had been very important when making decisions about his many companies, and she worked with him to reinforce his Alpha status especially in the bedroom. 

The bedroom had been where it had been most important for them to maintain a healthy marriage. Their sex life had been the center of their success as a married couple because Max had to be away because of his position as owner of the Blackstone companies. There was no one left in the Blackstone family to run the company, well almost no one but Jonas, and Max wouldn’t trust Jonas to go around the corner.

When Max had made love to Alex earlier that night, when she’d been lying on her back, legs splayed waiting for him to take her, Max crawled between her legs, sucking her clit, bringing her to orgasm, and she’d moaned, “When you make love to me, Max, my joy is surrendering to you.” She’d cup his face with her fingers, and he’d kiss her hard, their tongues entwined, he’d suck it down, at the same time burying his cock deep inside her opening.  

In the bedroom, as the Master to Alex’s Submissive, Max found his strength to leave Alex because he’d never wanted to. He could be happy for the rest of his life with his family and inside Alex’s body day and night.  

Max placed his hands between her legs, and with his finger he’d pushed in and pulled out of her pussy, smelled her arousing scent which had his cock throbbing. She’d respond each time and let him satisfy himself in whatever fashion he wanted because she belonged to him and he belonged to her. 

Alex had worn his collar signaling that she’d been his slave in the bedroom—a thin platinum necklace with a heart and key that said mine on the back of the heart, and underneath mine, it read—if found, return to Maximillian Blackstone.

Max wore his collar, but not tonight. It had studs and was bulky, and had been placed in a drawer in their playroom to be worn when he’d returned to Alex from one of his never ending business trips.  

****
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“Why are you still here? I thought after you hid those bodies, got my wife involved with your craziness, you’d leave, and head back to wherever the fuck you go when you can’t deal with life. Alex hasn’t gotten over that last shit you had her mixed up in. She gets nightmares and you’re the blame for that,” Max barked.  

“You mean she isn’t tying you up and flogging you the way you like her too.” Max reached for a glass and threw it at the cabinet. 

“Damn you, Jonas. You’ve been nothing but a distraction for Alex and a reminder of all that shit in New York.” Jonas turned to face Max. 

“Alex wants me here. Ask her. She’ll tell you.”

“I want you gone. This is my house and I need you to fucking leave soon.” 

“I’ve never heard you use those words to me before.” 

“What the word fuck? Then get used to it.” 

“No. The words where you tell me you don’t want me around your family anymore. It’s just me and you left. We are all that remains of our family.”

“Look around. I have a family, and you, where is your wife and children?” Max walked to the foyer and called Alex’s name. When he didn’t hear anyone, he marched back to where Jonas sat in a leather chair peering out of the window.  

“Where’s Alex and the kids?” Max marched up to where Jonas sat and glanced over at Jonas, then aiming his eyes in the same direction, watching what Jonas appeared to be looking at— the snow and a doe and a fawn.  

Max had dropped his satchel, sauntered through broken glass, reached for a glass in the cabinet of the large room to pour himself a drink. “What have you been doing all day? Don’t you think you should get to Seattle and see your wife and children?” 

“I have no wife, only children. Crystal left me,” Jonas replied. Max furrowed his brow and drank his Scotch without ice. He held on to the empty glass and sat on the sofa across from where Jonas sat. Jonas never met his eyes, he kept looking out at the fallen snow. “How can you live out here?” 

“Easily. You should try it.” It was the sound of Max’s voice that made Jonas shift his body to face him. 

“Did I do something? You’ve been unforgiving and offensive since you walked in here.” 

“The question should be, when have you done anything that wasn’t destructive to yourself and Alex and to my family. I almost lost Alex last time. My children had no mother for months. How could you of all people ask me what have you done? Where do you want me to start?”

Jonas stood, his jaw tightened, he glared at Max, and Max never turned away. “Don’t make me the fall guy. You’re as much to blame as anyone.” Max turned his face away. “What is it, Max? Say it. Tell me how you feel about me once and for all.” Max rose from the chair and headed to the cabinet where he’d moments earlier poured a drink.  He reached for a bottle where he kept his Scotch. The bottle emptied by him a minute before. 

Max reached and unscrewed the bottle and poured more liquor into the same glass and then put it to his lips, and drank it until it was empty. Then he glanced over where his twin brother sat and with all the courage it would take he said, “I want you to leave, tomorrow.” 

That must have caught Jonas by surprise because he sprang from his seat. “Where the fuck do you want me to go?” 

“I don’t care, Jonas, I don’t give a fuck where you go. You’re grown. When you wanted to open those clubs you didn’t consult me.” 

“You know why I did that. No one would hire me after I got out of the service, not even a seven eleven. I was too nervous and had all these pills the VA doctors forced on me. They said if I didn’t take them I could never function as a man. I could never have a life, so I took them and those same pills made me worse. It was those fucking pills which had me hallucinating and addicted to them.” 

I open those bondage clubs because it gave me peace. Those clubs were good enough for you because of your sleeping problems. It was because of me that you have Alex. I see it served its purpose. I served my purpose and now you want me gone out of your life. So you don’t have to be reminded of your complicity in all of this. When Alex serves her purpose, will you kick her out too?” 

“Don’t you fucking bring Alex in this or drag me in,” Max roared. 

“You’ve done enough on your end. It wasn’t me who hired that freak Robert to watch her.” Max walked close to Jonas, his eyes blistering with anger as they narrowed, and his jaw tightened. Jonas knew that look and he stepped away from Max, and Max poured himself another drink. 

Now he was calm and he could tell his brother what he needed to say. “You have to go Jonas because I don’t want you around my children.” 

“You mean you don’t want me around Alex.” 

“Whatever the fuck way you want to put it. You need to leave. When I return, I don’t want you here.” Max practiced those words a hundred times, he didn’t think he could ever say them to Jonas, but he did, and it took three glass of Scotch without ice to get those words out. Inside Max’s heart filled with pain, but he knew he had to get it out. He had to get Jonas away from Alex before something worse happens.

It was the hardest thing he’d ever done. Jonas was his younger brother and identical twin. If it hurt him it must have been like a hammer crushing Max’s heart too.  

Jonas turned like a zombie, stiff, and walked back to the chair facing the floor to ceiling windows. He stood against the frosted glass watched the snow fall and the deer running aimlessly in the yard. 

“I’m sorry, Jonas. There was no other way for me to say this.” He placed his palm on Jonas’s shoulder and he felt Jonas tremble. Jonas turned to face Max without an expression. Max didn’t need to read Jonas’s face. He read his body language, and he knew Jonas’s mind.  

“Did you tell Alex and the children?” Jonas’s voice low and subdued.  

“No. I’m leaving that for you because I have to shower and dress and leave again. I thought my family would be here.” 

Jonas with his blue eyes stared into Max’s face. It was like looking into a mirror. The only difference had been the clothes. Max wore black suits and white shirts. Jonas, when he wasn’t imitating Max, wore black shirts, black leather coats, and black jeans.  

“Didn’t you promise Alex that you’d cut back on your traveling. I told you I could help out.” In his own way Jonas couldn’t bring himself to accept what Max wanted. However, he had little choice now. 

“I don’t want you to help out. Can’t you see that? I don’t want you replacing me. You’ve done enough damage as it were. I can’t send you to meetings in my place because since you’ve come from New York, and all that shit that occurred there, you’ve acted as if you’ve lost it. I’m afraid that you’ll say something, or heaven forbid do something once again to put my entire family in jeopardy.” 

“I’ll never say anything to anyone.” Jonas glanced up at Max as if he was still that little boy who Max had to tell that their parents and all their immediate family had died in a plane crash. After Jonas came back from Afghanistan, he was never the same. He came back with all his limbs, but his mind wasn’t quite right.

“Look, Jonas. This is the hardest thing I have to do, but I can’t let you destroy my wife and my family. You’ve done enough damage. And I’ve done enough trying to clean up behind you everywhere you’ve gone. I don’t want to discover that you’ve gotten my wife into any more of your sordid shit. We have children.” 

“I won’t do that again. I’ve learned my lesson, Max. Please give me another chance,” Jonas pleaded. 

“I’ve given you all the chances I can give and you’ve cost everyone more than you will ever be able to pay back.” Max picked up his satchel and trudged out of the room leaving a broken Jonas with his head low. He hadn’t had a drink in over a year, but he needed one now. He needed to think about what he’d do next. 

Jonas pulled his coat and hat from the closet and placed on a pair of boots, and after the boots were secured, Jonas shrugged his arms through his warm coat. He’d go for a walk. Maybe when he’d have enough time to think, he’d come up with a solution. He sauntered out the door to the back of the house, passed by the servants quarters, and then down a trail that he’d used many times before, but never in this kind of blistering cold weather. 

The snow was falling, Jonas raised his face, closed his eyes, walked, and walked. Through the trees, in a circle and then back to the lights of the large home he lived in with his brother, Alex, and their children. It had gotten dark now when he came in and went straight to his room on the other side of the house. 

He didn’t see why he had to leave. He didn’t take up much space, he’d been there to keep Alex company, and to protect her. Max had been hardly ever home when he swore to Alex that he would be. But Jonas had always been there helping out with the children. Taking them to school, to soccer, skiing, and skating practice. He even bought horses for them to ride with him in the summer.

Just what the fuck did Max expect him to do? He wondered, after entering his room and lying on the bed, Jonas fell asleep, when he woke the house was dark except for his room where he began packing to leave.  
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Chapter 2
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“I’m leaving, Alex.” Alexander Blackstone turned, faced the right side of the bed where Max had slept each night whenever he was home, and not on a flight out of the country, or when they found that they needed rest more than they needed the assurance of being inside each other’s bodies. 

Her hands reached for her eyes wiping away the deep sleep and blurred vision from being awakened in the middle of a dream. The dream that she’d been safe and at home in Maximillian’s arms, their children resting in the rooms down the hall. 

Blinking to focus on the handsome sexy figure standing before her, she couldn’t understand why Max had been wearing jeans and a leather jacket, and not his usual attire a dark suit, white shirt, whenever he traveled. 

Max always flew on his private jet dressed in a black suit and white shirt with his ties in his satchel to use when the occasion called for him to wear one which was most of the time. But why was he dressed in casual clothes? It was too late or too early for her brain to work so she didn’t think about it. She sighed as she did when Max would leave, and she’d turn on her back for him to kiss her.  

As the figure leaned over her, she placed her palm through the open shirt and felt Max’s hard chest or so she thought.

Alex relaxed only when she knew Max had returned to her, but he wasn’t returning, he was leaving, and she felt an emptiness that had accompanied his departures. He’d said that he would stay home more, but he hadn’t kept his promise. She’d forgive him this once since he’d been through so much with her lately taking the attention away from their children. 

Narrowing her gaze, still not quite awake, she whispered in a throaty sexy voice as she massaged and raked her fingers through the fine dark hairs of his muscular chest. “Give me a kiss,” she whispered. Her eyes hadn’t adjusted to the darkened room. “You know where I want it before you go,” she murmured with closed eyes pulling the covers down to reveal her thighs. 

She felt the bed dip next to her.  

“I’m leaving. I thought you should know.”

“What do you mean you’re leaving? I thought you were supposed to leave last night,” she said finally comprehending what he’d said. “Where did you sleep? In the basement again?” Alex questioned. “Not in the basement, Max? You promised me. You spend too much time in that basement. I thought you wouldn’t sleep there overnight without telling me. You know I miss you when you’re not near me. I was in the middle of this dream.” She smiled.  

Alex reached for his hand, he leaned in to kiss her, and she placed her palm on his face rubbing it over his stubble. 

“You haven’t shaved. That’s not like you. What are you worried about this time? No, don’t tell me. I thought you said you would sell off all those overseas holdings.” 

Alex placed her finger over his mouth stopping the few words from falling from his lips.  “I know, you never worry. You just handle it. Give me a kiss before you go,” Alex uttered, still trying to navigate the dim lit room, feeling tired from running around all day shopping with her children, and making love to Max almost every night since she’d returned from that harrowing kidnapping experience in New York. 

Wondering how Max could keep up the pace of traveling, seeing to her, she couldn’t fathom where he’d gotten his energy. He had meetings in different cities, flying home at night, making love to her, then flying out again, and this time to Hong Kong. She didn’t want him to go for obvious reasons, but there was no way to stop him. 

Maximillian Blackstone was a singled minded man who appeared to be in control of everything. However, Alex knew the true Maximillian Blackstone like no one ever could, or ever will, and still she didn’t know him fully or completely. 

Who does know anyone that well? 

His twin brother Jonas Blackstone was another animal entirely. He and Max identical twins, Alex knew Jonas better than any man she’d met, even Max. Jonas was the opposite of Max. Jonas wasn’t as outgoing or confident unless he was posing as Max, which he did quite often, and most of the time at Max’s insistence and to his determent. 

Max had enlisted his wayward brother to represent him on more than one occasion, especially when he didn’t want to sit in on a meeting. And that’s where Jonas shined. He out Maxed Max. If he’d been graded on his impersonation he’d gotten an A and Max a B for being himself.  

Jonas had never been secure in his own skin and Alex knew that. She knew him too well. He was more at home pretending to be Maximillian Blackstone instead of Jonas Blackstone the army veteran, a man so damaged, and so fucked up that he knew how dangerous he’d been to Alex and his brother.  

Alex wrapped her arms around that handsome man’s neck, the man she thought to be her husband, and met his warm lips with a soft kiss, which caused him to capture her lips with his, and what was supposed to be a friendly goodbye kiss from Jonas, became something much more—heated and blistering. A kiss that could sear a woman’s soul.  

Before his tongue entered her parted lips, Alex pulled away. “I need to brush my teeth if this is what I think it is.”

“I don’t care and he aimed his tongue into her open mouth.  

Her eyes opened wide, as she sucked his tongue because the hard heated kiss had felt different from the one Max had often offered her lately on leaving. Max’s kisses had been quick and smooth. This one was much more. 

Startled, Alex pulled back. Sitting up, then leaning reaching for the nearby lamp to turn it on, she stammered, “What? What are you doing in my room, Jonas? You know you shouldn’t be here. Where’s Max?” Alex frowned and her smooth brow furrowed. She felt repulsed and then she relaxed. 

“I think Max left last night for the airport. I came to tell you that I’m leaving.” Alex sat breathing hard and calming down.

“Why didn’t you tell me it was you?”

“I thought you knew,” Jonas insisted.

“You thought you could kiss me that way and I would want and approve of you doing this? You are wrong Jonas. I don’t love you that way. I never could so get that out of your sick mind.” 

Jonas lowered his head, looked wide eyed like a fearful child after getting a scolding from his mother for stealing money for candy. “I’m sorry, Alex. Please don’t tell Max.”

“I would never do anything like that. I know you didn’t mean to do it. I blame myself more than you. I should have known the difference in you and Max. Not only that, if I’ve done anything to make you think that I would betray Max with you, then it’s my fault.”

“You’ve never done anything and I’ve over stepped my bounds. It’s me. I fell in love with you and I shouldn’t have. It’s my own stupidity and need.” 

Jonas’s head rose and the shame remained in his eyes. When he stood tall once again, his eyes couldn’t meet Alex’s. The weight and the fear of Max finding out what he’d done would be lifted from his shoulders after Alex assured him that Max would never find out. 

When Alex reached for his hand he knew that they could put this lapse of judgment behind them. Jonas took a deep breath and lifted his head and shoulders.  

After Alex recovered from the initial shock of Jonas kissing her, she questioned him, “Going where? Where are you going, Jonas? You know you don’t do well without Max telling you what to do. I thought you were going to see Crystal and your children before you made a decision to leave here. You said that you would try for a reconciliation. You know she loves you.”

“I love her, too, but it’s obvious that we can’t live together, or maybe it’s me who can’t get it together where someone would want to be with me for more than a day or a month.” 

“Why are you beating yourself up Jonas? We love you. Max and I love you.” He turned and gave Alex a hesitant smile.

“I know you love me, Alex, in your own way, and so does Max, but as far as Crystal is concerned it’s over. I’m the father of our children and that’s where it ends. Too much have happened for me to even pretend that I’m a sane man anymore. The army, New York. I can’t forget that even if you can. You’re good for compartmentalizing, Alex. I wish I could be like you and Max. 

“I didn’t want to tell you, Alex, but Crystal found someone else. She and the children are better off without me. That’s what Max said.” Jonas once again had a forlorn look in his eyes. He had a habit of staring and thinking.  Alex had noticed that Jonas had been partial to staring blankly, and each time he did that she’d called it to his attention, and suggested that he see a therapist that could help him. He’d taken her advice and that hadn’t happened for some time, until now. 

He snapped out of it in a few seconds. 

Jonas had admitted to Alex that these were the side effects of drugs, and had something to do with the meds he’d been on since he’d had his breakdown after returning home from Afghanistan. 

“Everyone is better off without me. I have a way of fucking up everything I touch. Look at all the shit I caused in New York. All the people who died because of me. And I managed to get you into all kinds of shit.”

“That wasn’t all your fault. But things have a way of getting fucked up whenever you’re around. I must admit,” Alex joked and smiled. Jonas sat when Alex pulled him close. Then she raked her fingers through Jonas’s curls when he sat near her. Then Alex took Jonas’s face in her hands. 

“Jonas Blackstone, you are the kindest, outrageous, handsome, and one of the best men I’ve met and that includes your brother whom I love with a passion. If I wasn’t married to Max, you would have been my first choice, if I hadn’t met Max before you. But then if I hadn’t met Max when I did, I never would have had the pleasure of your love. We’ve been through a lot together. You and I have a bond that can never be broken. Not the same as Max and I, but an unspeakable bond that unites us in ways no one can understand but us.” 

Alex placed her palms on both sides of his stubble, handsome face, smiled, leaned in, and gave Jonas a brief soft kiss on his lips. 
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Chapter 3
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Their eyes locked. “If you ever need me... I know I shouldn’t say that after New York, but I have to. You have your family here with us, and I belong to that family even if I’m the wife. If you ever need me, call me, Jonas,” Alex whispered into Jonas’s mouth, and pulled her lips away. 

“You can’t lead me on, or lie to me, Alex. I know what you’re doing. You and I know that there is no one like my brother, and there can be no one else but him for you. Even if you’d met me first, then when he came along, you would have left me to be with him.” 

Alex’s brown eyes brightened and a gigantic smile crossed her lips. What Jonas had said was the truth, and he knew Alex was trying to make him feel better about himself. 

“Where are you going, Jonas? I need to know. Someone should know. Have you contacted your doctors?” 

Jonas never answered, he rose attempting to head for the door after giving Alex one last closed smile, but Alex placed her hand on his wrist and gave it a tug. “Don’t go far and call or text. Maybe even face time with me. When you get where you’re going, I’d like to know if you’re okay, and where you decided to move to.”

“I’m thinking about Florida. Hitchhike to Miami. Maybe take a bus and see how the other half lives.”

“I know how the other half lives and I would caution against it. Why don’t you take one of the cars? You will need it where you’re going,” Alex cautioned. 

“I have money to buy a car if I wanted, more money than I will ever spend, or need. Max placed money in my account. He still thinks if he gives me all my inheritance that I’ll blow it on a pretty woman.” Jonas aimed a wide smile at Alex. She knew that Max knew Jonas almost as well as she did.” Max had to get Jonas out of more trouble involving women than either one of them cared to think about. 

“I let my license expire,” Jonas said, placing his hands in his jean pockets when he was nervous and didn’t want to answer any more questions. Alex knew that Jonas hadn’t let his license expire. That was just to placate her, and he would do as he set out to do no matter what Max had said, or what she warned him not to do. 

It was time she stopped coddling him, she thought, and let Jonas be Jonas.

Now that was a scary thought.  

“Do you think Florida is a good place to move to since it’s not far from New York?” Alex questioned, not wanting to say goodbye where she felt this time she wouldn’t see him again. 

“It’s far enough. It’s crowded and I can get lost there. I’ve been to San Francisco and made a mess out there, too. I’ve just about made a mess everywhere I’ve gone. I’m getting older now. If I can’t be marriage material, then maybe I can be a good father, or at least slow down and try.” 

Jonas’s mouth tightened and he bit his bottom lip and his eyes wandered.  

“The therapy appears to be working and with the meds I’m on, I think I’m stabilized. We’ll see.”

“You’ll make it, Jonas. You’ll be fine. I have faith in you.” 

“You might be the only one. Max has given up on me. Don’t give up on me, Alex. You’re all I have.” 

“We are your family. My children and Max and I. You will always have us.” Jonas took a few steps and leaned over, and kissed Alex on the forehead as if he couldn’t leave, afraid to make that step that would take him out of the security of Max’s home.  

Pulling away, Jonas stared down at Alex and held on to her hand as if it was connected to his. He didn’t want to let go. Maybe he thought that if he did, it would sever the ties and dissolve the feelings Alex had for him. Forever. He would never forget her, and how they’d bonded because of their crazy love-hate-love relationship.

His love for her, and her hate for the things she offered to do for him in the name of love. 
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Chapter 4
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The weather had been ruthless all day and night with the wind rain and snow, but now that Jonas was leaving Montana, it still didn’t let up with the wind and snow. Jonas knew driving had been out of the question anyway, and since there was a local bus station in the nearby town he opted to take the bus.

Alex’s driver dropped him at the bus station inside a local store. 

After buying a ticket to Miami, Jonas boarded, placed his backpack overhead and settled back in his seat to watch a movie. No doubt that he would watch many before the bus pulled into Miami. The seat next to him had been empty, and he thought that he’d be able to relax without having to talk to anyone. 

He didn’t like small talk, the usual about the weather, and his name. Maximillian had made a name for himself with all the land he owned and the ski resorts. If you were traveling through Montana you’d see that Blackstone name imprinted everywhere. 

Just when the bus was due to take off, and Jonas sucked in a sigh of relief, a man wearing jeans, Goose-down coat came running, spotted the only empty seat left, and plopped down next to Jonas. 

After the man sat down in his coat and scarf, he introduced himself, looked around and proudly stated that he was going to Florida. After relaxing the man turned to Jonas, “Where you going in Florida?” the man with the heavy coat and boots questioned Jonas after looking him up and down searching for a friendly face. Jonas didn’t give him what he’d hoped for. Jonas wasn’t friendly and neither was he distant. He just wanted quiet and peace.  

“We have a long way to go. Just trying to make a friend before we travel over two thousand miles. It’s better to be friends because that’s a long way to be this close and not talk.” He extended his hand to Jonas. “Names Grayland.” 

Jonas took his hand with a hard handshake. “That’s some kind of handshake you’ve got there.” Jonas looked him over. When the man with the brownish thick hair shrugged off his coat and then hat, Jonas glanced at him. He had been smaller than Jonas thought, nevertheless, he had wide shoulders. Kind of stocky and tall. Maybe six feet. “You don’t talk much do you?” 

“Not much. The names Jonas.” He extended his hand in hopes that would be the end of the conversation. Jonas turned to look out at the passing scenery.

But like the man said, two thousand miles was a long way not to talk to anyone, especially someone so close. 

After a thousand miles and stops at more bus stations than he could count, Jonas reevaluated his idea to travel by bus. He’d made up his mind quick as he’d been known to do and followed his mind. 

“I’m getting off at the next stop. The man turned to him, “Is it something I did?” 

“No you were what I called a sterling passenger. When I didn’t want to talk you didn’t. You respected my wishes and my space. I just don’t think that this kind of travel is for me. I... I should go to the local car dealership and buy a car.”

“You can do that? Just buy yourself a car, pay cash?” 

“Yes. Do you know the name...Blackstone?” Jonas didn’t know if he should use his last name, but the guy put up with him and gave his full name. He thought the neighborly thing to do was to tell him his. Jonas had never been neighborly, he’d just been a loner. Maybe a change would do him some good, he thought. 

“You’re not telling me that your name is Blackstone. The Blackstone. I’m Jonas Blackstone and the name you saw plastered on buildings from the west coast to the east coast that has the Blackstone name is because of my brother Maximillian.”

“But just because he’s rich doesn’t make you rich.” 

“I’m not as rich as Max, but I can buy a new car if I want. Do you care to take a ride with me?”

“Fuck yeah, if you let me help you drive.”

“Sure. I was hoping you said that. Since we’re going to Miami, what kind of car do you think I should get?” Jonas questioned. 

“You’re asking me?” 

“Why not?” Jonas laughed. 

“What about a convertible? I’ve always fancied driving a convertible corvette?”

“Let’s go get that yellow corvette.” When the bus stopped at the next station the two friends climbed off the bus and in less time it took for paperwork, Jonas had a yellow corvette headed for Miami, Florida.  

“I never knew people who could buy a car just like that. My family worked our horse ranch and barely had enough money left over after breaking horses to buy a car with all the money between us.” Grayland turned to Jonas, “What are you planning on doing once you get to Miami?” 

“Just lie on the beach and chill. Maybe open a bar after I get bored sitting around. And you, what are your plans?” 

“Get myself a job of some kind. Anything is better than doing what I’ve been doing. I’ve broken my back, legs, and arms. That weather in Montana just about killed me. If the horses didn’t the weather would, so I packed it in and told my mother that I’d rather die in the sun than get broken up by a horse, and have her to take care of me.” Jonas glanced over at Grayland. 

“When I’m ready, what do you say you come and work for me?” 

“Do you know anything about bars?” Jonas asked. 

“Only that I can drink anyone under the table on a Saturday night.” 

“Well, you’re hired my friend. At least you can recognize when someone has had too much to drink,” Jonas chuckled. Grayland made Jonas laugh, and that had been in short supply lately. 

“Are you serious, Jonas?” 

“Don’t I look like a serious man?” 

“Sometimes,” Grayland said, raising an eyebrow and smiling.

As Grayland drove into Miami, Jonas glanced over and asked, “Where are you staying?” 

“I have a sister. She left the ranch to go to college and never came back. She’s my older sister.”

“And you’re how old, Grayland?” 

“Twenty-five. My sister is forty-five. That makes her too old for you. And she has a husband.” 

“Well the age doesn’t put me off, it’s the husband.” The two had a laugh and before they drove up to Grayland’s sister’s house, they exchanged phone numbers. “I’ll text you if you haven’t found work, and maybe you can manage my bar for me.”

“Is that a promise, Jonas?” 

“A promise. I’ll be in touch.” Jonas helped Grayland take out his two pieces of luggage from the corvette, they smiled, shook hands before Grayland brought Jonas in for a hug. “I’ll be seeing you, my friend,” Jonas said clearing his throat. Jonas had never had a friend before. Only Max his brother and Alex. Max was more of a brother than a friend. Max watched over him and told him when he’d fucked up which was all the time. That wasn’t a friend’s job. He considered Alex a friend because she never judged him. Max was more of a protector. He’d protected Jonas since he’d gotten out of the army and proceeded to get into all kinds of trouble.  

Jonas only had the men in his platoon who were friends and brothers. They watched each other’s back the way Max watched over Jonas, but there were only two men left out of his sixteen band of brother’s when their deployment was up. 

He’d lost touch with the other man.  

After stepping into his corvette, he turned to see Grayland ringing the bell and then a woman in her early forties, or who he thought was Grayland’s sister, opened the door and gave him a big hug before ruffling his hair like Grayland was a little boy. 

When they disappeared into the house, Jonas turned on the motor and zoomed off into the direction of the beach. He’d rented a house on the beach before he’d left Montana, but never revealed that to Alex for fear she’d tell Max. He wanted to stay off the grid for a while and then when he’d settled down, he’d let them know where he lived. Maybe have them up to visit with the children.

That was his plans, but as the adage goes, the best laid plans of mice and men tend to go astray.  

Pulling into the driveway of his newly rented home, he glanced around, heard the ocean waves as his corvette came to a stop in front of this beautiful one story place. It appeared larger than he’d wanted and now he had to hire someone to clean it which he didn’t want to do, but it became necessary when he entered and saw that it was enormous and there was no way he could manage the place alone. 

Jonas didn’t bother to ask about the square footage, he didn’t know or cared at the time about things like that, he just wanted to get away, and get as far away from Maximillian. He had a lot to prove to Max and Alex, and there was no better place or time than to do it in Miami.  

After taking his backpack out of the car, he did a walk-through of the house to see where everything was. 

The fridge was empty and he had to get some groceries. He’d been tired and searched his phone for a Pizza delivery and found it. But in the meantime it would be Pizza and cola. Jonas hadn’t drank liquor in a year, and he wasn’t about to break his months of sobriety. He’d sworn off alcohol. 

When he mentioned to Max that he’d be leaving and had plans to open a bar, Max warned him about being around liquor. 

“You haven’t been free of all that shit that went on at your Bondage Club and now you want to open a bar? Are you out of your fucking mind, Jonas?” Those words were bitter in his ear and worked to fuck up his mind, but he’d been determined to prove Max wrong.  

“You of all people, Max, should have some confidence in me. I’ve gotten in trouble not because I drank, but because I opened those bondage clubs. I can’t see how that should have affected you?” 

“It affected me because you got Alex involved in your fucking shit. I could have lost her because of you. I don’t blame her I blame you. She was only trying to help my poor confused brother.” 

“I’m not confused, Max. I know what I want to do. I have to make a place for myself and I can’t do that with you cleaning up behind me.” 

“For fuck’s sake, Jonas, I have always cleaned up your mess. I can’t have a life because of you. I have a family and what did you do? You had a chance with Crystal and your child, but you fucked that up by getting into all kinds of shit in New York. Do you know what I had to do to get you out of that mess? Do you realize I could have lost the mother of my children with your criminal behavior?”

“I didn’t set out to do this. I know I’ve done somethings in my life, but I never killed anyone except in war.” 

“You never killed anyone? Then why did you enlist in the army and reenlist. You had money you weren’t like the other men in your platoon who got themselves killed because they didn’t have another choice. You had everything, and you managed to fuck that up, and that’s why I want you to leave before you fuck up my family.” 

Those were the last bitter words coming from Max’s mouth last week. Jonas felt as if Max had been in this house with him. 

Jonas plopped down on the sofa and flicked on the large television hanging over the fireplace. What the fuck do they need a fireplace in Miami for anyway? He thought. Jonas chuckled. This had been the second laugh he’d had in a long time. Just as he flicked the channel and kicked off his shoes, the bell rang. 

He opened the door to see a young blond man, eighteen or nineteen, standing holding a pizza box and a large bottle of cola. Pulling the money out of his jeans, he handed him a generous tip along with the price of the pizza and coke. When the teen thanked him and turned to walk away, Jonas asked, “Do you live around here?” 

“In the area but not these homes. My family can’t afford the rent.” 

“Do you know the name of the nearest supermarket that delivers?” 

“Sure.” He wrote the name of the market for Jonas. Then the delivery guy said, “This is a lot of home for one man. Are you expecting your family?” 

“I’m single.” 

“Oh, a bachelor. Dude you’re in the right place. The beach is crawling with beautiful women looking for a handsome dude with money.” 

“I’m not looking for anything or anyone. I came here to rest.”

“Well good luck.” Jonas dismissed what the guy said, and carried the pizza and cola to the kitchen, ate his pizza and watched the sports channel until he fell asleep. It had been the first time he’d slept this peacefully in months. Maybe even a year. 

For some reason he couldn’t sleep at Max and Alex’s place. Maybe it was the children and all the animals around that had him anxious. Maybe it was Max with his judgmental eyes and words that made him uneasy all the time.

He no longer had to look at Max, but he wished he could see Alex. Maybe facetime with her and the children, he thought. 

When Jonas woke it was to a loud scream, “What the fuck?” He said and dashed through the house, through the patio doors, and into the garden to see a man arguing with a young woman. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 5


[image: ]


Jonas peered over a hedge and got a clear view of a young beautiful woman about twenty-five with long dark hair. The man she’d appeared to be arguing with had to be in his late thirties or forty. Jonas couldn’t be sure in that dim light. The forty-something man had been attractive with grey on the sides of his temples that Jonas could see. 

He could see that the man had the pretty woman by her arms shaking her. Jonas didn’t know what to do, but he’d learned to mind his own business unless the man was trying to harm her, but it didn’t look like that was the case with the two of them. 

When the argument died down, Jonas headed for the house and into the bedroom for a shower. After his shower he listened for noise, but there were none so he fell across the California King bed and slept until the sun peeked through the shutters.

After coffee Jonas dressed and went for a walk on the beach. When he looked in front of him he was coming face to face with the same woman he’d seen across the hedge. As she neared him, she smiled and then stopped. He kept walking. 

“Thank you.” 

Jonas stopped, turned, and said, “Were you talking to me?” 

“Yes.” They were facing each other and Jonas could see that she was a stunning dark haired beauty, and much younger than he thought. She had to be no more than eighteen but she looked at a glance as if she was twenty. 

“Did you have a problem with your father last night?” 

“He’s not my father. He’s my lover.” 

“Oh. I’m sorry.” And Jonas started to walk away. 

“Don’t be sorry. I saw you staring at us and was glad that you didn’t intervene. I didn’t mean for it to get out of hand, but sometimes he wants me to do things that I don’t feel like doing.” 

“I know what you mean.” Jonas was just being polite. He didn’t want to know exactly what it was she didn’t want to participate in. He’d been around and he’d known the signs and saw them. A young woman and older man. The woman getting involved with a man because of his money. And he looked as if he had enough to command her attention. 

This man had to be like Jonas, although the woman didn’t know the kind of man Jonas was. He was handsome and rich. However, Jonas wasn’t as old as the man, and he didn’t have this beautiful woman to call his own and in that way Jonas envied that man.  

“Do you really know what I mean?” She glared at Jonas with amber eyes, flicked her dark silky long hair to the side. “Care to go for a swim.” 

“Not now. I’m not dressed for an early morning swim.” 

“I didn’t mean now. Tonight. What about tonight? My name is Brooke, and yours?” Jonas paused before he would give his name. 

“Jonas.” 

Brooke inched closer to him. “Jonas. That’s it?”  

“I don’t like to give my surname.” 

“You’re not a fugitive are you?” 

“No. I don’t think so. I haven’t had time to check.” Brooke chuckled.

“I like you. You make me laugh. So will you swim with me tonight? Should I say skinny dip?”

“Won’t your boyfriend mind?” 

“He’ll be busy tonight.” 

“What time?” 

“Nine o’clock is good,” Brooke said. 

“Then nine it is.”  Jonas and Brooke stared at each other for a moment and a smiled crossed their faces at the same time. Then Jonas turned to jog away and for some unsuspecting reason he shouted, “You’re beautiful.” He knew nothing about this woman, but she captivated him. Was it her youth, not really, because he had many young women before her. Maybe it was her apparent innocence combined with a boldness. Or maybe she’d reminded him of someone he’d loved dearly.  

Jonas trotted away, proud and confident, anticipating what tonight would bring. 

Time wasn’t passing fast enough so Jonas decided to get some chores done. He needed clothes for the warm weather and he needed groceries. Instead of getting them delivered he decided to go to the market. 

On leaving the market, he passed a strip mall and there on the outside, a large sign: For Sale or Rent.  Jonas drove into the mall and looked around. It was just what he needed. Large enough for a club. Not the kind he once had, but more of a bar that served drinks and maybe food. He wrote down the number and called from his car. 

“I’m inquiring about the property at this strip mall. It says for sale or rent.”  

“I’m the owner’s secretary and I manage some of his properties. Let me see.” She paused a moment as if she was checking which one Jonas wanted. “The property belongs to Mr. Cartwright and it’s not for rent. He’d like to see the whole complex sold if you’re interested?” 

“I have to get back to you.” And Jonas hung up. He had to think about it. Was he going to be in Miami long? It all depended on Brooke. He’d been attracted to her the minute he saw her standing almost nude with her boyfriend.  

After returning home, he had time to consider whether he’d purchase the property or not, on his drive along the beach highway. However, he needed some extra money. The money he’d gotten from Max had to go only so far, and it didn’t include making any more investments. He had to leave his club in New York because it had been overtaken by some shady characters, like the lawyers he’d hired to go over his books and receipts. They’d failed to pay the taxes and everyone who could get a piece of his Bondage club after the IRS got their portion, got more than their share. 

Jonas never thought anything over and it appeared he never learned his lesson. He called the only person who he thought could help him. This time he wasn’t asking Alex for her help after she and Max got him out of the last shit-storm he gotten Alex and himself in. This time it would be different. He just needed a little advance because he knew he could make the bar profitable. It was small enough for him to control, and he could lease out the remainder of the property. 

Jonas scrolled through his phone looking for Alex’s number and hit the green button. 

“Alex, can you talk?” 

“Oh Jonas. I was thinking about you. I miss you and the children miss you.” 

“What about Max. Does he miss me?” 

“He loves you Jonas.” 

“That’s not what I asked. Does Max miss me?” There was a long silence. 

“I guess you answered my questioned. I called because you’re the one person who never let me down and believed in me.” Another long pause as Alex wondered what Jonas was ready to ask her and she’d been ready to tell him no. But could she ever tell him no?

“I need some money.” 

“Sure, Jonas, how much do you need?” She’d failed that test. 

“I don’t know but you can’t tell Max.” 

“I said that I would never do what I’d done before. You of all people know just how destructive it was to hide things from him.”

“You don’t have to hide from Max, just don’t tell him. Don’t you have money?” 

“I’d almost forgotten I’d received money from my mother after her death. Yes, I do.”

“Would you consider lending me something? I don’t know how much it is until I speak to the owner, but I want to buy some property here in Miami Beach. I can’t go on asking Max and have him scrutinize everything I do. I’m thirty-five fucking years old. And Max is a controlling fuck. You know that Alex.”

Alex did know, and that’s why she empathized with Jonas. “I’ll lend it to you.” 

“Don’t worry, Alex, you’ll get it back with dividends.” 

“I’m not worried, Jonas. I just worry about my family and you’re part of that family. I don’t want anything to happen to you. I need you to be alive and happy. Then I’m happy.” 

“Another thing, Alex. I met someone. Her name is Brooke. I’ll fill you in on it, but right now I have a date to meet her on the beach. Call you tomorrow and tell you all about her and tell you when and where you can wire the money.”
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When Jonas hit the red button, he glanced at his phone looking at the time. It’s time to meet Brooke, he thought. He’d never been this anxious before. His heart raced and hammered in his chest. Brooke wasn’t his type. Young, maybe twenty but he doubted it, inexperienced or so he thought. 

Jonas quickly shrugged on a white tee with a pair of cargo shorts, and wore nothing underneath. They were going for a swim in the nude, why the fuck would he need to wear his boxers? That would only take up more time dressing and undressing. He had plans when he called the nearest restaurant and pre-ordered food. He didn’t know what she ate but he knew she didn’t eat much. Maybe sushi so he ordered that and a steak for him. To be safe, he let the chef decide on another dish. Jonas had asked for expert help. “What would a young woman eat if she were to go to their restaurant?” 

The manager said that he’d send something extra with Jonas’s order and considering the price of the food and delivery, he’d add an extra meal if he could get Jonas as a recurring customer. It would be well worth it to the restaurant and to Jonas. Jonas thank the chef and they ended that call. Jonas checked his phone again. “A few more minutes.” He didn’t want to look too eager.  

Smiling, he thought about seeing Brooke in the nude, Jonas shook his head as a wide smiled crossed his face. He liked that adventurous nature of Brooke. Young women were always adventurous. He’d forgotten that since he’d turned thirty five.

Brooke had suddenly become his kind of woman—beautiful, young, and not afraid to take chances. She may not have been his type in the beginning, but he would spend the time finding out if he’d been wrong about her, and try to fashion her into his type.  

Jonas’s pure woman had been Alexander Blackstone a perfect Dom to his brother, a loyal friend and confidant to him. Always up for a challenge, never wavering when he needed her, but she was his brother’s wife, and he’d wished he could have met someone like Alex because he would have been stable by now. Not floundering and always in trouble, looking for that perfect woman who could have calmed him. 

Alex would have provided the anchor he’d needed to navigate this crappy lonely life he’d found himself in. 

Jonas thought that maybe Brooke would be the one to save him from himself. Since she was young, sexy and adventurous. Maybe he could make her into what Alex had been to Max. Maybe Brooke would become his Alex, his Dom and he’d never have to look at another woman for his desires again. 

The way Max found everything in one woman, Jonas had hoped for that too. Youth, beauty, and sex. Sex with the right woman who knew how to push all his bottoms was the key to Jonas. He needed sex. All kinds of kinky sex. That’s what Jonas hoped for dreamed and fantasized about. 

One woman to satisfy his every desires.  

Was he looking for a woman like Alex? The answer was hell yes. Jonas always wanted a woman like his brother, Maximillian, and now he thought he’d found her. 

When he closed his gate and strolled down the path to the beach, he met Brooke strutting and facing him. Jonas stood smiling in the moonlight. He stood under a large florescent lamp that dotted along sections of the beach. Then he stepped away from the light to meet Brooke as she ran with a blanket draped over her shoulders, and into his arms. 

He could only guess what was under the blanket, it made his heart race, and his balls tingle. She smiled when she opened the blanket under the brilliant moon shining down on the ocean and the two of them. Brooke stood looking at Jonas with a sexy closed grin showing off an amazing tanned body. She stepped back. Large breasts, pink nipples, and a small waist. Her thighs were toned. That much he knew from the beginning when he felt her hips and legs against his. But that wasn’t what caught his attention. It had been her hairless mound. 

Jonas ran his tongue over his top and bottom lip, salivated, then swallowed.  

Jonas’s erection grew painfully hard as he stood focused on Brooke’s amazing young body. He reached for Brooke, and brought her into his arms, then he whispered breathlessly in her ear. “Fuck me but you’re an amazing beautiful woman. He couldn’t keep his cock from twitching, as it thumped against her soft skin. 

“You look pretty amazing yourself,” she replied looking up into his eyes when she placed her palms under Jonas’s shirt and rubbing her hands up and down his chest. Jonas reached and brought the tee over his head then tossing it to the ground. “What gym do you work out in?” She questioned as she rubbed and palmed his hard muscular arms.  

“We can talk about that later. We came here to swim, not talk about how I got these muscles or my tattoos.”

“I like a man with tattoos,” Brooke said, dipping her head to kiss the one on his chest. He wanted to stay on the beach and fuck her but Jonas thought that he should be a gentleman. He didn’t want to scare her off. Not when he thought he’d found the right woman for him.  

Jonas winked at her and stepped out of his shorts, kicked off his flip-flops, snatched the blanket from Brooke’s shoulders threw it to the ground, and turned and ran into the surf. 

“Fuck. It’s cold. I didn’t know it would be this cold.” He shivered and Brooke pushed him down into the waves. “I thought Miami would be hot,” he said taking her down with him as she laughed when she fell on top of him.

“Miami is hot, but the water is cool. Now you’re not going to pussy out on me are you?” 

Jonas glanced at Brooke, rolled her over on the sand, as the waves moved over them.  He’d been called a lot of things but never a pussy. Looking into her brown eyes he took her mouth hard. His tongue dipping inside her soft fleshy mouth. Then he pulled back. 

“I’m not a pussy. I eat pussy for breakfast, dinner, and supper. I’m planning on having pussy for supper.” He glanced down at Brooke and placed his hand between her legs feeling her clit ready to finger fuck her, but decided against it. Everything in due time, he thought. He needed to take his time with Brooke even though his cock didn’t feel the same way. His dick had been ready to explode.  

Then he pushed her into the water before he stood and reached for her wrist, hauling her up to face him. “Let’s swim and then we eat,” he chuckled.

****  
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They swam until Brooke had gotten tired and started back to the lights, and Jonas swam behind her. When they reached the shore, Jonas helped her out and said, “I’m hungry. What about supper. You can have whatever you want. I ordered
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