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  Dedication 



To my people who made themselves smaller for love, how's that healing journey going?








  
  Trigger Warnings


Listen, we all know that we are bad bitches who love to read about the darker side of romance. But mental health is important, especially in a book that is heavy on emotional damage. 
If I missed one, PLEASE email me at vicravenauthor@gmail.com so I can add it to this list.
Take care of your brain, it's the only one you get, and fixing it is expensive.
Full List of Trigger Warnings for Wild Obsidian: Recover
-Narcissism
-Emotional abuse (from previous relationship, not on page)
- Fire play
-Psychological play









  
  Also by


If you’re ready for more darkness, more healing,
 and more of the characters you love, tap below.
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  Chapter 1

Brin


Divorce is messy. Especially when you poured everything you had into your marriage and they walked away. Like it was the easiest thing to do, like you didn't matter, like you were at fault.
Divorce is even harder when you are both members of the same club, with the same friends. No one knows what to do, how to act, and no one is sure how to play. At least with me. He has come through this messy situation mostly unscathed.
I'm sitting at the bar watching the crowd and trying my hardest not to watch as Clint works over a pretty little Sub. I'm not jealous. She can have him for all I care. 
But I am frustrated. I gave him everything; my body, my mind, my voice. 
But it wasn't enough. I wasn't enough.
I turn back to the bartender and pretend to be unbothered as I order my drink. Rook slides my glass over to me with practiced ease, and I nod my thanks. 
I don't even know why I'm still here tonight. It's demo night at Obsidian, and I already gave my demo on fire play. The Bottom and I work well together, and everyone loves watching the danger and safety of fire play. 
Something that Clint initially loved about me, my love of fire. But once he got his hooks in me, my choices stopped mattering, my dominance was smothered, my demos became less and less.
At first, I didn't realize what was happening. It was a slow burn over the five years we were together. He would plant seeds when I was tired or drained. Do you really want to demo tonight? Then as time went on, it was, look how well your students are doing, you can sit back and relax. Finally, they don't need you to demo, they've got plenty of people who teach better than you.
Then the gaslighting started. Brin, you are a submissive. Brin, let me take control for a while. Brin, you love it when I dominate you.
I didn't realize what was happening at first. He wasn't obvious about his need for attention, his need for the spotlight. But looking back, it was classic narcissistic behavior.
And I fell right into it. 
I thought I knew better. My father was a narcissist, and I swore that I would never allow anyone to treat me the way that my father treated my mother–and then I married one.   
It's been six months since the divorce, and I am slowly coming back to my old self. It's been an amazing process if I'm being honest with myself. I feel like I've been transformed. 
But I also realize how far I fell and how much further I have to go to climb back to the surface. 
I really should take advantage of the offerings tonight. I've wallowed long enough in my stupidity. I grab my drink and start wandering through the club, careful to avoid Clint's station. 
I've stopped at a rope demo, and I watch as Jason ties up a new student. She looks like she's in heaven. I watch as he lays down rope after rope, turning her from a gorgeous woman into a masterpiece.
"Like what you see?" a voice whispers in my ear. It's heavy on the Scottish brogue and it's panty-melting.
I turn my head slightly, just enough to see who came up behind me. Though there aren't many Scotsmen at Obsidian, it's always a good idea to check.
"I'm not interested in playing tonight, Lock," I tell him. And I'm not. At least not his kind of play. 
"I wasn't suggesting that we play, Firebug. I am simply asking if you like what you see."
That's the thing about Lock. His favorite type of play is the mindfuck, the psychological dominance. Something that I don't really need after coming out of a five year relationship where I was mindfucked every day. 
"Yes, I like what I see," I say as I turn back to look at Jason. "But I'm not one for rope."
"Why is that?" he asks. I feel like he's gotten closer, but he's still not actually touching me.
"The loss of control isn't something I'm interested in." I keep looking at Jason and his student, watching as he ties a knot right at her clit. "No matter how erotic it can be, it's never been a thing for me."
"Yet you gave him your submission, unearned." He steps back, his warmth leaving with him. 
"You know nothing about what happened," I snarl at him. I turn to face him fully now, and I really wish I hadn't. Shaggy black hair is swept back from his face, showing the silver at his temples. His dark grey eyes speak of thunderstorms at sea. 
"I know that you turned yourself into something that should never have existed. I know that you took yourself apart, piece by piece, until you fit who he wanted you to be." He steps in closer to me, still not touching. "And I know that he left you high and dry when he was done breaking you apart." 
His words land like blows on my already shattered heart. 
He steps back again. "Did I leave anything out?"
I want to hit him. I want to yell and rage. But I can't. He's right.
"When you are ready to take those pieces back, ready to be the Firebug you were before, call me."
Lock steps back and disappears into the crowd, leaving me fuming. He’s not wrong, but fuck if I need the reminder of everything I gave up for what I thought was love. 
I continue to watch the rest of Jason’s demo, watching his Sub slip into subspace as she swings in the harness that he’s made for her. 
That should have been my first warning that I wasn’t a Sub, that never once did I slip into subspace for Clint. That I never willingly settled into submission. But I thought there was something wrong with me, that I wasn’t doing it right. 
Lock is right. I let him break me into something that shouldn't have been in the first place. 

      [image: ]It's been a couple of days since demo night at Obsidian, and Lock's words are still banging around my head. I wish I could be mad at him, but I can't. He's right. 
I let Clint tear me apart, even going so far as to hand him the tools to do so. 
But something that Lock said is screaming at me the loudest. Do I want to be the Firebug I was before? Or do I want to be a fucking Phoenix?
Thankfully, I've been in my shop all morning, cataloging inventory, filing orders, and doing general shop work. The busywork is a great distraction, and it's easy enough to do so that I don't get bogged down in the shit of my brain. 
I'm getting ready to break for lunch before I take over the forge from Jordan. 
I still can't believe how lucky I got when I moved here seven years ago. The shop behind Jordan's forge was leaving because it was too hot, and I was looking for a place that I could run my glassblowing shop. 
A match made in heaven or, with how hot it got in the forge, hell.
Jordan and I split the fuel bill, and I didn't have to buy or build a forge. It was a win-win for both of us. The only part that sucks is that we have to split the forge. Not a deal breaker for me, I'm a night owl by nature, so I have no problem coming in later and working into the night.
I text Jordan that I will be back after lunch. I don't wait for a response. That woman will work until Damien pulls her away from the forge and forces her to eat. The three of us became fast friends, and they sponsored my membership to Obsidian when I asked if there was a kinky club in the area.
A couple of years ago, when Jordan was pregnant, she had to step away from the forge. It was quiet on the other side of the wall when she took a couple of months off to finish out her pregnancy and have Chance. 
Now, though Damien takes care of Chance when Jordan is in the forge. He gets his estimates and work done for his logging company in the afternoon while Jordan mans the front of her shop. It works out perfectly for all of us. There are even times when I take Chance for the morning so Jordan can get some work done and Damien can do what he needs to do. 
It wasn't always like this, though. Clint hated that Jordan, Damien, and I helped each other out. Looking back, I can see it was abuse. That he was trying to keep me isolated
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