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      Violet laid her hands on the firm basketball of her abdomen, stroked there to soothe, and perhaps to soothe herself as well. “He’s fine, daisy-girl,” she murmured. “Your daddy’s tough. Toughest, strongest cop around. Smart and fast, and he wants to meet you more than anything. He’s fine.”

      “Violet?” The front door closed and she heard the movement of booted heels through their small kitchen and the sitting room. “Where the hell are you?”

      “Just like a police chief,” she called out, turning away from the back screen porch view of the Florida marsh. “Too lazy to do her own detective work. I’m out here.”

      Sarah peered out, her face wreathed in a smile. “Hey, why wear the chief hat if you can’t order minions to do the shitwork?” But when she focused on Violet’s face, her blue-gray eyes narrowed, proving that the Chicago cop who’d become a small town police chief still had well-honed investigative skills. “What’s the matter?”

      “Nothing,” Violet shrugged. “Just mommy hormones fucking with my head. Mac had a fairly big drug bust going down today. I haven’t heard from him yet.”

      “You know how those things go. The wrap-up onsite can tie you up for hours—”

      “I know. Really, I know.” Violet sighed, rubbed her hands over her stomach again, then laughed at herself. “It’s like a Buddha’s bald head. I keep rubbing her for luck.”

      “Well, here, I’ll add a rub.” Sarah cupped the cocooned life beneath Violet’s pretty gauze maternity top and stroked gently. “He’ll be fine. I wouldn’t want to be the thing standing between Mac Nighthorse and seeing his daughter come into the world. Come on. We’ve got plenty to keep the mommy hormones occupied.”

      “Oh yeah?” But Violet could now hear the sound of other car doors closing, women’s chatter and laughter. While it did make her feel better, a part of her remained coiled tight, wanting to send them all away and closet herself in worry. But Sarah wouldn’t let her. Her friend slid an arm through hers. “Come on, Tinkerbell.”

      “You’re only brave enough to call me that because you know I won’t throw down with you while I’m carrying the little alien here.”

      “And you’re not armed,” Sarah added with a grin. “Hey, I didn’t know they sold maternity tops in the adolescent section of Sears.”

      “Just wait, beanpole. When this kid pops out, it’s on.” But Violet let herself be led by the tall, blond-haired woman who’d been her friend since they’d met at an Illinois gun show and discovered they were both in law enforcement.

      Since she’d found out she was pregnant, Violet had been doing desk duty, though. Today she was off, and Sarah, visiting Tampa from Lilesville, had organized a baby shower. While men typically weren’t invited, Violet found herself almost desperate for Mac’s presence. As his Mistress, she had tied him up, flogged his broad shoulders, caned his beautiful ass and made him beg to brush his mouth over just the arch of her foot. But when he was away like this, everything inside her begged for him. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad if he hadn’t almost died in the line of duty nearly two years ago, but she still had a hard time shaking it when he was going into a potentially deadly situation like this operation.

      Well, she needed to. This is what they both did, damn it. Get a grip. Go do girl things, or he’ll laugh at you when he gets here, you worrying like some civilian wife. Of course, since she’d married Mac, she’d developed a much greater respect for those civilian wives. It was indescribable, letting the center of your world walk out your door every morning, knowing that, as tedious as police work could often be, the odds were still greater than for most that you might not see him alive again.

      “There she is!” As she came into the living room, she was amazed to find, in such a short period of time, the room had been transformed into a party. A festive tablecloth decorated with a stroller pattern was tossed over the coffee table. Several trays of gooey hors d’oeuvres, perfect for a pregnant woman’s appetite, were spread out next to plastic tumblers for punch and sodas. A pile of gifts had been mounded on the sofa, several larger ones off to the side. And the room was filled with the small circle of women she now counted as her closest friends.

      While Sarah had been in her life the longest, Violet’s best friend—before Mac— had been Tyler Winterman, a fellow sexual Dominant who’d considered it his responsibility to give Mac the once over before approving his pairing with Violet. Fortunately, murder hadn’t ensued. A smile touched her lips, remembering.

      However, in the past year, Tyler had fallen to matrimony as well. Marguerite was taller than even Sarah. With silky white hair and pale blue eyes, as well as a lean, riveting figure, she was striking enough to cause traffic incidents. Remarkably, Marguerite was also a Dominant. Tyler’s courtship of her had been an intriguing and volatile example of the odd pairings created by the D/s preference.

      Marguerite ran a tea room, and her employees, Chloe and Gen, had also become favored friends of Violet’s. Though not active in that lifestyle, they were apparently more aware of their boss’s preferences now. Violet had heard that Chloe was dating Brendan, a former submissive of Marguerite’s, which her woman’s curiosity hoped she’d hear more about while they were here.

      She was delighted and surprised to see Lauren in the group. The pediatric surgeon was another leggy blonde, but since Violet barely hit five feet, she’d learned to tolerate that any friends she had over the age of puberty were going to be taller. Lauren lived on an island off the coast of Florida with her artist husband, another submissive, who was a friend of Tyler’s. So once she met Josh’s wife, Violet had secured her friendship for herself.

      Looking around the small assembly, seeing the effort they’d put into it, she determined to put aside her fears. If there was one thing a cop knew, worry did nothing but steal away the present moment, which was always too short. She lifted a brow.

      “Should I be worried? I know the tastes of this crowd, and the baby may be too young for some of the gifts you’ve brought.”

      “Now, they make St. Andrews’ crosses in all sizes.” Lauren tucked her tongue in her cheek. “And I did have it fitted with monogrammed fleece restraints.”

      “Oh, God…” As Violet rolled her eyes, they shepherded her to a chair, considerately making sure she was close to the food. Chloe, her eyes sparkling under a mop of hair, brought her a cup of punch, as a piece of celery obscured with gouda cheese and smelling of a heavenly spice was tucked into her other hand. “Let’s just hope you don’t arrest us all for corrupting a minor in the womb,” she said.

      “I think that deed’s already done, given whose womb the poor kid’s in,” Sarah rejoined. “Can you imagine what she’s witnessed in that bedroom in just these past few months? Or the kitchen, this living room, the dock outside…” She dodged Violet’s swat, laughing. Then Lauren reached her. Bending down, she kissed Violet’s mouth warmly in welcome, cradling her face.

      “You look beautiful,” she pronounced, with both the eye of a doctor and a friend. “Pregnancy agrees with you.”

      “Well, we’re only agreeing once, that’s for sure. I’m not going through the bionic bladder and ankles thicker than my waist again.” Violet squeezed her wrists fondly.

      “Everyone says that,” Gen remarked. “My sister said it, and she now has five. Her green footprint is the size of the Jolly Green Giant’s. I told her she can stop now, before her offspring consume all the resources in the greater Florida area.”

      Violet laughed and reached over to take Gen’s hand. As the oldest of the group, nearing forty, Gen was likely present to help Marguerite keep Chloe’s younger antics firmly in hand, though she didn’t seem above joining in the fun.

      “How is Josh?” Violet directed her next question back to Lauren.

      “Oh, he’s lovely.” Lauren’s smile softened, her eyes reflecting her feelings for her husband as clearly as a lighthouse beacon. “We’re staying at Tyler and Marguerite’s, so he’s sculpting in that workshop Tyler converts for him whenever he comes to stay. He’s started a whole new line I think you’ll like.” She cocked a brow. “Want a preview?”

      “Absolutely. Tell us your favorite piece.”

      “Well, I guess none of you are going to run off and give the idea to a competitor,” Lauren decided.

      “Unless they pay us enough,” Gen put in.

      Lauren rolled her eyes, but then crossed her legs in the chair she’d taken, thinking. “Okay, my favorite piece. It’s a bronze, where the male nude is on his stomach, hogtied.”

      “Ankles and wrists chained and wrapped together,” Marguerite added, at Chloe’s curious glance.

      “Right,” Lauren nodded. “You can see every muscle straining, because it appears his Mistress has commanded him to keep his head up, his eyes on her. She’s squatting on her stilettos, wearing nothing but them, right in front of his face. Josh made her hair long, so it’s curling down over her body, naturally hiding everything he most wants to see. She has one hand gripping the man’s hair, and her other hand is sliding down the inside of her thigh, just hinting at what she might do next to torment him…and I better stop there.”

      “I wonder where that idea came from?” Marguerite arched a perfect brow, crossing her ankles in the short sundress and sitting back on the sofa behind Chloe, who had snugged down in front of her like an ebullient younger sister.

      “I can’t imagine.” Lauren’s eyes twinkled.

      “Well, I’ll definitely come see the pieces before they’re shipped off, because I know I won’t ever be able to afford any of it,” Violet said.

      “Just depends on whether Mac shoves some drug money under his vest.” Sarah sat down on her chair arm with a soda and stroked a hand over Violet’s auburn curls.

      “Let’s see if we can save him some money. Come open some of this stuff before I decide to keep my gift.” Gen pushed a gift wrapped in yellow, with a tassel of pink and blue ribbon on the top, toward her. “This one is somewhat from Marguerite and me, because she came up with the idea.”

      “No, Gen did all the work, so she gets 100% of the credit,” Marguerite amended.  “Tyler and I found you something different.”

      When Violet reached forward, she found herself stuck. The chair she’d been pressed into was Mac’s recliner, and of course with its deep seat intended for his long, rangy frame, she was now off balance for pushing herself forward over her belly. “It’s like watching a Weeble,” Sarah noted, but gave her a helpful push in the lower back that propelled her to the seat edge, with Chloe and Gen tugging on her hands.

      “If you ever get pregnant,” Violet threatened, “I intend to make fun of you the entire time.”

      “Justin won’t let you,” Sarah sniffed. “I’ll tell him any teasing might upset the unborn child’s aura.”

      “Yeah, right. I don’t think being a Wiccan priest makes him brain dead. Plus he knows I’ll just pistol whip him if he tries to stop me. Fuck his aura up three ways to Sunday.”

      “Just don’t get his face,” Chloe protested. “You wouldn’t want to mar a work of art like that.”

      “Forget the face. It’s what he carries around in those pants that should be insured.”

      Sarah leaned over and shoved at Lauren. “Hey, no lusting after my husband. I’m not going to allow friend-adultery-by-proxy here.”

      “That doesn’t even make grammatical sense,” Gen protested.

      “You all understood well enough.”

      “Hey, if you’re going to marry a moveable feast, you can stop the snacking, but nothing’s going to stop the salivating.” Chloe’s nostrils flared and she took a dramatic inhale. “One whiff of the guy—he even smells fuckable…”

      There was a chorus of giggles, drowning out Sarah’s teasing threats. Violet interrupted them as her fingers came in contact with a blanket so soft it felt like the down of angel wings. “Oh, my. Gen, this is beautiful.”

      The crocheted baby throw was a soft white. In the bottom right hand corner a satin and velvet motif of two teddy bears faced one another inside a large heart. There was a monogrammed “V” and “M” on the outside of each bear. A baby bear slept in the center of the heart. The card read: “Made with love, given with love.

      “Oh, Gen. Come here.” She gave the attractive brown-haired woman an enthusiastic hug as Marguerite looked on with quiet approval. “We’ll treasure this. And it’s perfect. I can wrap her up to keep her warm when we go sit on the dock at night.”

      Gen smiled. “I’m so glad you like it. My friend Maryde helped me with the embroidery work. And I thought it would bolster you to have something nice and appropriate, to brace you for Chloe’s gift.” She thrust it at Violet as Chloe made a noise of protest.

      “What I bought might not be as sentimental, but I think it’s perfectly appropriate for the occasion, and the recipient.”

      Chloe’s wrapping paper was a pattern of laughing cherub babies somersaulting through a blue sky with white clouds. Some were whimsically holding their toes. Inside the paper was a big case of diapers, on top of which had been taped a flatter, slim package.

      “Hey, everyone needs diapers, and on a cop’s salary…” Chloe was defending her choice, and Violet waved down the catcalls.

      “She’s absolutely right. On our salaries, I was considering just holding her over the dock edge until she was potty trained, but Mac pointed out that was likely against environmental regulations.”

      Violet opened the slim package, lifted an infant pajama set. An object wrapped in it fell into her lap with a rattling sound, but when she lowered her gaze to it, they all burst out laughing.

      It was a baby rattle, but one shaped like a tiny flogger. The rattler was in the handle, and the straps made a slapping noise as they were jostled back and forth. When she raised her gaze to the pajama set, she found it was a pretty lacy thing with pink fabric and white lace cuffs. However, in the center of the shirt was a small female devil, one with long eye lashes and a tall pitchfork twined with flowers. Beneath the depiction, words were printed:

      I like spankings.

      “I have completely incorrigible friends,” she decided, as the women giggled and passed the items around. Even Marguerite’s normally somber expression looked at pains to remain that way.

      “Here, these are safe. These are the ones Mac had us pick up from the station earlier this week.” Sarah directed her to the pile.

      The next package revealed a wonderful contraption, a pouch-like seat in which the baby could be placed, and the seat hung in a doorframe. Sarah opened the card. “It’s from Terry at the precinct. She said to tell you this is a Johnnie Jumper, and it’s great for when you're showering or somewhere else where you want the baby close, but don’t want to lug a portable crib.”

      “Maybe when you go to the club. You could take her to The Zone to provide early education.” Lauren lifted the tiny flogger rattler in thumb and forefinger and flicked it. “Okay, baby V, this is the proper way to strike Daddy’s butt to make it flex in just the right way—”

      “You are sick, demented, twisted. What is it about baby showers and bachelorette parties that can turn a group of otherwise mature women into overly hormonal teenagers?” Violet lunged for her awkwardly and a couple of the women caught her before she overbalanced, though they were all laughing so hard they almost upset the table. Violet secured the tiny flogger rattle, however, and collapsed back into her chair, trying to look at all of them sternly. “If she can hear you, she’ll come out needing therapy. No child wants to know anything about her father’s backside.”

      “Normally that’s true,” Lauren agreed, “but that’s one hell of a backside.”

      “One hell of an everything,” Marguerite offered thoughtfully, her mind obviously dwelling in pleasant areas. “Combine that with the fact he likes to be on his knees to a woman as often as possible, and he’s damn near irresistible.”

      Violet was all too aware that Marguerite was in a position to have seen Mac naked and on his knees quite often, since they did a great deal of their play over at Tyler and Marguerite’s. Since she knew Marguerite was completely absorbed in Tyler, it didn’t bother her, but she managed a glare for form’s sake now.

      “On his knees only to this particular pregnant woman, thank you very much. Does Tyler know you have this obsession with my husband?”

      “No obsession.” Marguerite tilted her head, the blue eyes glinting. “Just happy to work him out if you’re too tired to keep him in proper training. Least I could do, Mommy.”

      “I’m getting my gun,” Violet decided.

      “No, no—not until you see what she and Tyler gave you.” Chloe pushed it at her.

      “You realize that biblical adultery includes thinking about it, right?” Violet demanded, even as she settled back, accepting the next gift.

      “Well then, every girl who’s been exposed to that husband of yours is going straight to hell,” Sarah observed.

      “I think it’s a medical condition,” Lauren said practically. “God won’t hold a medical condition against you, else He or She wouldn’t have created a man that fine. Of course, you’re a fine one to talk, Sarah. You probably have ten traffic accidents a week in that one-stoplight town of yours, when Justin just saunters across the street to pick up a morning paper.”

      “Justin does not saunter,” Sarah defended.

      “Oh, he sooo saunters. That sexy ooze of motion.” Chloe got up and demonstrated, to a new wave of giggles and shouts of laughter. “Can you imagine coming into his shop? He says, ‘What may I do for you today, ma’am?’ and three illegal acts run through the head of every customer, whether she’s eighteen or eighty.”

      Violet elbowed her exasperated friend. “Sarah took care of that. She’s put up a sign outside that says ‘Beware: Proprietor guarded by cop wife, aka woman with gun.’”

      The girls cackled again while Lauren screwed up her face. “Ooze of motion? That makes me think of pustules. Open the gift, Violet. Christ, and we didn’t even bring alcohol. Think how out of control we’d be if we had.”

      “They’d probably be raiding Mac’s underwear drawer,” Violet responded dryly.

      “That’s a thought,” Chloe crowed, but Gen yanked her back down to the sofa.

      “Behave,” the woman reproved, with a smile playing around her mouth.

      “You’re assuming he wears any,” Violet set them off again. While their banter continued, she turned her attention to the tastefully wrapped small box. The wrapping paper was a series of ducks marching back and forth in haphazard patterns, complimented by a soft blue bow. She wasn’t surprised by the endearing packaging. Marguerite’s tea shop regularly hosted little girls’ tea parties, and though Marguerite herself couldn’t have children, it was obvious she enjoyed being with them. Violet removed the wrapper, revealing a velvet pink box inside. She cracked it open.

      “Oh my…”

      It was two silver bracelets. Each bracelet looked like a pair of overlapping angel wings, the feathers detailed out perfectly.

      “There’s an inscription,” Marguerite put in, as the women craned their necks to look into the box.

      Violet tilted the bracelets. Inside the band of one, she read “My daddy”. The other one read “My husband”.

      It reminded her that when she’d met Mac, he’d worn a pair of slave bracelets given to him by his first Mistress, Lisette. Even after he and Lisette had amicably parted ways, he wore them at the clubs to designate his submissive status, because nothing else about Mac Nighthorse suggested he played that side of the field. But Violet hadn’t needed the bracelets to know. The first time she’d touched him, she’d known, because that essential part of him, underneath the tough cop exterior, had called to her nature as a Mistress. She’d loved every minute of removing his shields and getting him to surrender to her fully.

      He’d put Lisette’s bracelets away out of respect for his new Mistress, but of course Marguerite understood the significance of providing her a replacement set, tailored to their specific relationship.

      “We had Mac come by the house one day for a measurement, so they should fit his wrists perfectly, and won’t interfere with the bracelet you gave him,” Marguerite added.

      “These are absolutely beautiful, Marguerite.” Violet blinked. Damn mommy hormones. Despite her diminutive size, she was known as the most intimidating state trooper in her division, but now she was in danger of becoming a puddle. If she had any ability to move with grace instead of like a bowling ball knocking over pins, she would have hugged the woman. Of course, Marguerite wasn’t much on hugging and touching adults that way, so it was probably a relief. Which was why it was a shock when Violet found the woman had come to her. Sliding her cool arms around Violet’s back, Marguerite gave her a warm hug, a press against her cheek.

      “Now you can make those other ones disappear,” she murmured in Violet’s ear, winning a smile. While Lisette was a friend to both, they understood the possessiveness of being a Mistress. Lisette would have understood it as well as either one of them.

      “This is just so marvelous.” Violet shook her head. “Where did you get them?”

      “Another one of Tyler’s friends.” Marguerite took her seat, shot a smile at Lauren. “You know how he likes to patronize the arts. Her name is Laura, and she’s an exceptional silversmith and artist. But I think it’s time to open Sarah and Justin’s. I’m sure they found something even more wonderful.”

      “You’re just sucking up, because we haven’t raked your husband over the coals yet,” Sarah threatened, but handed Violet her package, a shoebox-sized package. This one had a silver wrapping marked with tiny mice dressed as babies. They held rattles and displayed varying comical expressions, from bawling displeasure to fist-chewing contentment.

      “I know you didn’t wrap this, because the corners are perfectly overlapped and you thought to put it in a box. It’s a good thing your husband runs an erotic shop that specializes in wedding gifts.”

      “Justin only helped me wrap it,” Sarah sniffed.

      “Correction, she tried to wrap it, and he was so horrified he rewrapped it,” Lauren pointed out. “Weren’t we going to talk about Marguerite’s husband?”

      “Absolutely…” Chloe sighed. “I work in paradise. I get to see him every day.”

      “You seduce him into the tea room with free dessert. If he gets a weight problem, I’m taking it out of your ass,” Marguerite noted darkly. “And the dessert out of your paycheck.”

      “It’s totally worth it.” Chloe slid an arm around Marguerite’s calf, since she was back to sitting on the floor next to her crossed legs, and squeezed with affection. “The least you could do is leave your door cracked in the morning when you spend the night above the shop, so I can see him naked.”

      “Just consider it an employee benefit,” Gen suggested.

      “I’ll replace your healthcare with it, since you obviously don’t value that perk,” Marguerite rejoined sweetly.

      “Since I’m the pregnant one,” Violet interjected, “and therefore inviolate, I can get away with saying it. After Mac, Tyler is the finest man that has ever been crafted. If only he didn’t have a head like a rock…”

      “Hey, as long as other parts are just as hard—” Chloe spluttered as Gen put a hand over her mouth and Marguerite gave her a fond swat on the head. Her relaxed expression said she had no problems with the admiration, however. As Violet knew from being close friends with Tyler, he had an unexaggerated universal appeal to any straight woman. Also, as one of the most exceptional Dominants she’d ever met, he had an uncanny way of winning over any submissive he chose. But there was only one woman he’d wanted to keep, and it was the woman who was a match for him in all ways. Violet knew that when The Zone—the fetish club many in this room had attended—indicated that a public room was going to be used by Mistress Marguerite or Master Tyler—or thank the gods, both—the bartenders stocked up, expecting a standing-room-only crowd.

      When she opened Sarah and Justin’s gift, she found a little wooden rack of police issue revolvers. Smaller than the real thing, and made of molded plastic, like toys. The rack bore the badge number Violet wore, the other side showing Mac’s detective shield.

      “They’re containers,” Chloe realized, crouching by the table. “Oh, how cool. This one holds baby oil, this one lotion, this one”—she lifted it, squinted at the end— “freaking cool. This one has a sifter at the end. It’s for baby powder.” She pointed to the labels on the rack. “And look, it says ‘to protect, serve and freshen.’”

      “You’re insane.” Violet looped an arm around Sarah and squeezed. “Now I’m sure you picked this one out.”

      “Well, Justin knew it should be a gift that reflected both of us. His creativity and my special handcuff-you-if-I-don’t-get-my-way charm.” Sarah smiled. “Seriously, we found it in this catalog of police-related gifts, and thought it would be perfect. Though we worried it might feel strange to point even a toy gun at your child.”

      “I don’t know about that. When she’s going through the terrible twos, it might relieve some frustration.” Violet laughed. “Stop that tantrum now, or I’ll powder you.”

      The final gift was the largest. As her friends positioned it on the floor and pulled the paper away, a foolish grin wreathed Violet’s face. It was a collective gift from the whole of her division. An enormous basket, filled with every conceivable item the baby might need. Baby wipes, thermometers, spoons, bowls, bibs, extra socks…it might take days to go through it all.

      “The card is from Crystal, at the dispatch desk,” Sarah read. “She says some of the things might not seem as practical as others, because Hank, Rick and a couple other of the guys came with her. She said, ‘it was worse than taking two toddlers to a candy store’. Apparently they had differing ideas as to what a baby might need.”

      “No, it’s perfect. Look at these ribbons.” Violet oohed over a brace of baby hair bows and lace-edged socks. “It will be fun figuring out which ones Hank picked out and which ones Crystal did.”

      “I think he went because he has the hots for Crystal, and it’s the first time in ten years he’s been able to get that dispatch desk out from between them,” Sarah pointed out. “He probably had a diabolical plan to ravish her in a big pile of stuffed animals at Babies R Us.”

      “Good luck on that. I think she had her uniform made out of body armor and surgically adhered to her skin years ago,” Violet chuckled. “But then again, we use Hank as a blood hound when the dog’s on vacation. He’s hard to shake off the scent.”

      As the women cleaned up the wrapping paper and Gen offered to make up some coffee, Chloe turned on the television to find a suitable music station on cable. Now that the gift giving was done, Violet remembered she’d intended to take care of some special business today. She met Marguerite’s gaze, and in silent understanding, the woman came to help her up, with Sarah’s assistance. “Sarah, I need to talk to Marguerite a couple minutes, okay? Can you keep everyone entertained while we’re on the docks?”

      “Sure,” Sarah said, but before she could turn away, Violet’s brow darkened and she swung toward the television.

      “Chloe, stop.” The sharp command made the girl freeze before she could turn the channel. “Rewind that.”

      Sarah turned with her as Chloe scrolled back on the news program she’d been bypassing.

      “…drug deal in the downtown area has been broken up, but not without cost to local police. There are two bodies on scene, and at this time, we are waiting to find out who the casualties are and what has happened…”

      Violet was not a fainter. She’d stood toe to toe with perps when they took a shot at her, and hadn’t lost her cool. Which was why the black rush covering her eyes, making her sway on her feet, had to be happening to someone else. This was ridiculous. It was preliminary information only. It wasn’t him, no matter that the tears welling up in her eyes, the sobs choking her throat, told her it was. Oh God, oh God…not again, I can’t lose him again…

      There were gasps and sounds of women scrambling, something knocked over. She was caught in someone’s arms. Marguerite’s she realized, Sarah a close second. As they eased her down to the couch. Lauren’s voice was there, calm, professional, the doctor staying collected in crisis. She was having everyone else move back, and sending Chloe for a cool washcloth. But it was Sarah’s voice that brought things into focus.

      “Dammit, Violet, stop being such a damned girl. Wake up, snap out of it.”

      She blinked back the black haze, which turned to gray. Focusing on the worried faces around her, she saw all were standing back as instructed except Sarah, admonishing her, and Marguerite, whose hand Violet had retained in a death grip. Lauren was checking her vitals and then taking the wet washcloth from Chloe to lay it on her forehead. “Sarah…” Violet turned her gaze to her. “I’m sorry, but…oh, God…”

      Sarah dropped the tough routine, apparently understanding she wasn’t dealing with the normal Violet, and took her other hand, cupping her face. “Sweetie, they don’t know anything yet. He’s going to be fine. You know him. The Oak, remember? That’s what they call him. The casualties are likely the dealers. You know the fucking media. If it was a cop they’d be screaming it on every station right now. They’re just drawing out the suspense to up the ratings. If I had my way, I’d shoot every one of those camera-toting idiots. Just settle down, now. You’re upsetting the daisy-girl. She’s wondering why her mommy is freaking out.”

      “You’re right, I know. God, I feel like such an idiot.” Even as her eyes couldn’t stop leaking and she felt fury take her. Where the hell was he? Why didn’t he call? She was pregnant, for Chrissakes. Why hadn’t she told him he had to do desk duty at the same time she did?

      Because she wasn’t a weak-willed, candy ass, and what they did for a living helped people, it made a difference. And he was okay, dammit. She accepted nothing less.

      “Okay.” She nodded, squeezed their hands. “I want to get up, let me get up.”

      “Easy now,” Lauren counseled, but they helped her to a sitting position. Marguerite’s hand stroked her back in reassurance. She turned her attention to her. “I think you and I were going to go outside and talk.”

      “Why don’t you all do that right here? The rest of us will go in the kitchen and get the coffee ready. You can come get us when you’re done.” Sarah squeezed her shoulder and rose, glancing at Lauren for confirmation. The pediatrician nodded.

      “Marguerite, just call out if anything seems amiss. You too,” she glanced at Violet. “Don’t worry about overreacting, okay?”

      “Okay.” Violet didn’t know if she was talking about any symptoms she might experience in the next few moments, or the television program, which Chloe had shut off, but either way, it helped. She drew some steady breaths, and then realized she was still holding Marguerite’s hand. “Oh, I’m sorry.”

      Rather than letting her draw away, Marguerite simply tightened her grip, reinforcing the affection before letting her go. “It’s okay.”

      She noticed Marguerite didn’t reassure her that Mac was fine, probably because Marguerite understood better than most that, all too often, things didn’t turn out fine at all. However, the somber, steady gaze didn’t borrow trouble either. Marguerite’s expression was neutral, the tranquil surface of a slow moving stream, and Violet drew strength from that pale blue gaze. Many people made the mistake of thinking Marguerite was cold, but no one who’d won the rare chance to get close to her did.

      “What did you need to ask me?” She prodded Violet gently before Violet could get distracted by the call of the silent and dark TV screen again.

      “Oh, well…” Violet shrugged. “You know Tyler’s already agreed to be Daisy’s godfather.”

      “And he was tremendously honored. He’s already setting up an investment fund to cover her college tuition to an Ivy League school.” A smile played around her serious lips. “So one less worry.”

      “Wow.” Violet knew enough about Marguerite’s scant sense of humor, and Tyler’s personality, to know it was likely true. It gave her a moment of shock. “Yeah, that would be one less worry. I’ll need to talk to him about that. It’s overly generous.”

      “No.” Marguerite shook her head. “We won’t have children of our own, Violet. We thought about adopting, but because of…well, how things are with me, my memories, and Tyler’s…we thought we might not be best suited to the day-to-day raising of a child. So we enjoy our children charities and mentoring. Don’t talk him out of it. He would love to do it.”

      “I’m going to just stand outside, paint myself gray and become one of those fountains,” Violet decided, taking the tissue Marguerite offered her. “Okay. I’ll raz him the requisite amount, but leave him be about it. Send him the world’s biggest thank you card. But here’s the thing. I don’t know if Tyler told you, but the way we’ve worked the jobs is that I’ll be home for the first six months, but once she’s weaned off breastfeeding, I’ll go back to the job. Mac’s going to take 0-6 years, then when she enters school, I’ll go to part-time for 6-11 years, and he’ll go back to work. We want her to have a full time parent at home until she enters middle school.”

      “Sensible, and admirable,” Marguerite observed, though she kept studying Violet carefully, either because she sensed something momentous coming, or was keeping tabs on Violet’s color.

      “We hope so. I think he’s really getting a charge out of the idea that his only job will be taking care of the two of us for awhile. I mean, he’s worked on the job since he was eighteen. But on the other hand, I’m a little worried about him. He was really torn about it. He wants me to have a career, because I’ve only been doing it a few years, whereas he has twenty years under his belt. However, staying home, while I go out and risk my life, is brutally hard on him. I know it doesn’t make sense, but I think somehow, when he’s out on the job too, taking similar risks, it’s easier on him.

      “So if something happens to me”—she met Marguerite’s gaze—“I need to know she’ll have a mother. I want you to agree you’ll be her godmother, the same way Tyler’s agreed he’ll be godfather. I know what you just said, about you not being suited and all. But you’ve faced down nightmares no one should have to. The person that’s made you, that’s why I know you’d be the best mom for her. You’ll fight for her like a tiger, but teach her to appreciate the gifts every day brings, and how fleeting those gifts can be. And if something happens to me,” she repeated, “Mac and Daisy will really need you both.”

      As Marguerite said nothing, Violet knew she was thinking it over in that quiet way of hers. However, as the minutes stretched out, Violet cocked her head. “You know, there’s a rule that says a woman in her last trimester gets everything she wants. I’m pretty sure it’s a state statute.”

      The taller woman relented at last, with a somber nod. “All right. I’m honored, Violet.”

      Violet squeezed her hand. After a moment, though, Marguerite dispelled the weighted air between them with an arch look. “But I’ll only do it for a price.”

      “A price? Mercenary.”

      Marguerite’s blue eyes twinkled. “Two prices, in fact. One, you must do everything you can to make sure that nothing happens to you. Tyler would be devastated to lose you.” Her tone softened and her knuckles brushed Violet’s cheek in a rare gesture of affection. “I might miss you some as well, even if I was bequeathed the care of Mac.”

      “Bitch.”

      Marguerite smiled a true smile then, warming Violet’s heart. “Second price. Tyler has a birthday coming up. Once you’re more flexible physically, you have to help me figure out how to get him chained to a wall. I have a very special present for him.”

      “Do I get to watch?”

      “No.”

      Violet pursed her lips. “Double bitch. Fine, then. Done. But I want video.”

      Chloe poked her head out of the kitchen, her face wreathed in smiles. “Violet, your cell phone’s ringing. And the display says it’s Mac.”
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      The wrap up of the messy bust did take awhile. Two dealers going to the morgue, three cops going to the hospital with fortunately minor injuries. Still, all in all, it had been a long day. Violet could tell as Mac’s motorcycle pulled into the driveway and he dismounted, pulling off his helmet and rubbing a hand over his curling hair. Her party goers had cleaned up, enjoyed coffee and sugar and carbohydrate overload with her and then headed out with hugs and a few tears. Not all of them hers. Such rituals made her glad she was female, particularly if her gender had gained her the prize coming down their front walkway.

      When he turned, she noted the cut along his cheek, the bruised eye. And he was moving a bit stiffly. But he hadn’t been one of the hospital casualties, so he’d apparently just gotten into a bit of a scrap during the melee.

      She thought she had herself under control, but she couldn’t help but stand back behind the sheer panel of the window and drink him in like a hard shot of whiskey to bolster herself. That straight nose contrasting with a rugged, resolute face. Nothing pretty about Mac Nighthorse, but he was pure sexuality on the hoof. Over six feet, broad shoulders, body built like a football player’s, though it was his steadfast nature under pressure that had given him the nickname Sarah had recalled. The Oak. Gray eyes under dark slashes of brow, his silky hair a white, black and silver mix. He noticed everything around him with the alertness of a lifetime cop. His attention to detail made him a liability to criminals, but a joy to a wife with an endless supply of sensual demands. He was all hers, in a way most—except those who’d been at her shower today—wouldn’t expect. He’d had a lifetime of holding the reins, commanding operations, protecting and serving. And yet in their quiet world, he served and protected her, while she held the reins, on her irresistibly powerful, sexual submissive. Maybe that was one of the reasons she had such a hard time letting him out of the house. He was one of a kind.

      She made herself move, come out on the front porch to meet him. He’d stopped to get the mail and now he looked toward her, his eyes crinkling with his heartstopping smile. “Hey, sugar. How was your girl thing?”

      “You’re going to love the gifts.” She’d managed to stay together on the phone, and of course he’d been on scene and talk had to be short. But she knew he’d known. He knew everything about her, heart and soul. It was in the way his eyes covered her now, taking it all in, understanding enough to wait until she pushed the door open with her toe, inviting him home.

      As he stepped in, she reached up toward his face. He laid aside the mail. He’d read the cues right and wouldn’t touch her until she said he could, but she could tell the big hands were itching for the privilege. She’d been initially concerned, like most women were, about the changes in her body from pregnancy, but he’d quickly dispelled that worry, cherishing each change as if they made her all the more sexy to him. She smoothed a finger over the cut, the bruise.

      “And who dared to touch what belongs to me?” She pitched her voice low. She watched carefully, wanting to be sure he wasn’t too tired out from his day, but his silver eyes glinted in pleased response.

      “One of the dealer’s girlfriends. I was trying to subdue her without breaking her damn neck. It was tempting.”

      “No, it wasn’t.” She cupped his face, a familiar exasperation filling her. “You’ve always had trouble putting a girl down. You’re lucky one hasn’t killed you by now.”

      He shrugged, but then she couldn’t resist any more. She caught hold of the shoulder harness for his gun to lift herself on her toes and put her mouth over his. Oh, God…the male heat of it, along with the taste of blood, perhaps lingering from his cut, despite the fact he’d washed up. He was wearing a black T-shirt and matching jeans, his badge still clipped to his belt, and it dug into her distended belly. She missed pressing herself flush up against him. Those damn hormones had their uses, however, for now they funneled up like a cyclone in her lower belly, demanding him.

      “Mistress,” he groaned against her mouth, “Let me touch you.”

      “Just my waist,” she managed, and closed her eyes when his fingers took the liberty of sliding along her pregnant belly, caressing, before he found her hips, dug in. The answering raging need from his body told her just how close today had been, no matter that he said it all went okay. On a normal day, he might come home tired, and she’d sense it, backing off and giving him time to just be her husband. Eating dinner, telling her about his day and watching some cable sports, easing into flirting banter that might become lovemaking. Or just a restful falling into dreams, wrapped in his arms, his hands spanning her belly as he spooned in behind her, his breath teasing her cheek, her ear. But the instant response, the erection he now rubbed with erotic disobedience against her swollen abdomen, told her how much he needed, that he’d been too close to the line between life and death today. She could hope it wasn’t him directly, that he’d just rubbed elbows with someone who’d had a brush, but even then, it was still too close.

      She pushed him back with the flat of her hand, though it took a few seconds for him to react, because he wasn’t always malleable, her slave. One of the things she liked best about him. “Go get a shower,” she ordered. “Ten minutes. Then come back to the bedroom and kneel at the foot of the bed until I tell you otherwise.”

      “Sugar—”

      “Obey me, Mackenzie,” she said, and the bite she put in her voice was sharp, because she had a tsunami of need tied up in her as well. The way she’d felt when she heard the news program, hormones surging with the knowledge of how close he could come, every day he walked out the door… Was she going to be able to get past this unbalanced reaction, hold it together until she had a normal perspective again, which was difficult enough to manage? Sometimes she teetered so close to the edge with these hormones, she was sure she was going to knock him out in his sleep and chain him on a tether in the basement. She could get Tyler and Marguerite to help her, she was sure.

      He released her but, because he was her husband as well as her slave, he put a gentle hand along the side of her face. A brief touch only, then the fingers slid away, knuckles caressing her mouth. The love and desire in his eyes was tempered by tenderness, a reassurance she wasn’t sure she could handle right now. She took it in both mental hands, though, as he walked into the house. He offered her a pleasurable view of his tight ass in those jeans as he moved down the hallway, the breadth of his shoulders and ripple of back muscle as he removed the harness and pulled the shirt over his head, tossed it in the hallway laundry.

      “Stop,” she said abruptly. When he did, she was sure he knew already what she wanted, but he would wait until she commanded it. “Take it all off right there.”

      “I was going to use the outside shower.”

      “I know.” She cocked her head, leaned against the front doorway as he looked at her over his shoulder, slanting a wry grin at her. “Ms. Ford loves when you slip out to the shower naked. She’s our only neighbor in view. You don’t want to be unfriendly, do you? In fact,” she considered him, head to toe in just the jeans, her gaze lingering on his erection, held behind straining fabric, “keep the shower door open when you wash. And take a particularly long time with your cock and balls. Not enough to come. That’s for me.” She told him the obvious, just to see the flush build in his cheeks, the fire in his eyes. “But give her something to fantasize about tonight. Then come back to the bed. I’ll be watching from the window.”

      He nodded, then bent to untie his boots, toe them off. Followed by the socks and the jeans. She’d been telling the truth to Chloe, unbeknownst to the younger girl. Often she didn’t permit Mac to wear any underwear, loving the knowledge that when the fabric shifted over his ass or cock, it was sliding against bare, muscular skin. Knowing that when he was having a busy day at work, it wasn’t enough to distract, but when things were uneventful, he was very conscious of that state of undress.

      He was long, sweeping planes of muscle, scattered with some scars, incurred in the line of duty. Her gaze lingered on them, unpleasant memories but part of what made him the man she loved and admired so much. He was terrifyingly fearless, had worked undercover in drug rings for years, and then immersed himself in Homicide for a few years after that. Since the near fatal shooting, he’d been working a variety of cases in both areas.  He was an asset everywhere he went, because he was as tenacious and unflinching as a pit bull. But she could make him flinch. And beg. And come like a horny teenager, in a hundred different ways.

      She grasped the power of that, let it bolster all the terrible worries of earlier in the day, and moved into the house to position herself at the lower level window, where she could see the outdoor shower positioned beneath the upstairs porch. He left the door open as she required and proceeded to wash with the soap and shampoo he’d brought down. That gorgeous, muscular body—chest, legs and arms layered with a light dusting of coarse dark hair, making him look like the sensual animal he was. He washed his hair as well, then lathered up his hands and went to work on the heavy cock and testicles, the crease of his ass, just as she’d required. Slow, circling rubs that had her lips pressing together and moisture trickling between her thighs. His gaze stayed on the marsh view, as if oblivious to her attention or Ms. Ford’s, but the increasingly turgid state of that erection said differently. She was throbbing with need, her fingers itching to ease herself, but she was willing to deny herself for a different form of satisfaction.

      When he at last turned off the shower, she went to their room and stripped herself, maneuvering onto the bed and laying out the items she wanted, relaxing, at least in a surface way, while everything thrummed beneath. She ran her hands over her engorged breasts, the ones that had fascinated him in typical male fashion ever since the milk started coming in, preparing for Daisy’s arrival. Then down over her sensitive belly, to the mons she could no longer see but she could feel, the lips slick against her fingers. He came in when she was like that, idly twitching a nipple with one hand, the weight of the breast in her palm, her other hand working between her legs.

      He swept her with his gaze of course, but then went to his knees by the bed. He was still somewhat damp, drops of water on his neck, beads glistening on his chest hair.

      “I didn’t tell you that you could look at me, Mackenzie.”

      “No, Mistress.”

      “I also didn’t tell you that you could touch my stomach when I said to put your hands on my waist.”

      “It’s kind of hard to avoid it, Mistress.”

      She narrowed her gaze at him. He was angling for punishment, obviously, and she was more than happy to deliver. With one bare foot, she pushed the harness, cuffs and collar off the bed. “Put those on.” Then she pushed the other item off. “And that inside you.”

      His gaze flitted up, startled, but then back down. It was a sizeable, lifelike dildo that would go into the back fitting of the harness, to hold it inside. It was the largest one she had, the one she used when he was most disobedient, or when she most needed to feel her reins taut on him.

      She waited to see if he would try to get out of it, knowing from his body language he was struggling. In about two more seconds she would tear into him. But anticipating the timing of her patience, he began to put everything on.

      A collar, the inner pronged kind, fitted to hold his neck snug and make him feel the bite of those teeth. The strap running down the back attached securely to the harness he worked around his hips. She’d already well-lubricated the dildo, but even so, as he put the harness on and positioned the phallus he had to work it in, his lips parting, fist going to the floor to brace himself as he strained at the awkward angle. Usually she put it in, but she wanted to watch him struggle to do it, see his hips leave his heels to twitch and gyrate, impaling himself.

      “Sugar—”

      All the way to those soft silicon balls, Mackenzie,” she breathed. “God, I could come just watching you. And if you don’t hurry and get it all on, that’s exactly what I’m going to do, make you watch only.”

      With a grunt, he slid it the rest of the way in, and then his trembling fingers worked the front of the harness, cinched it in hard enough to cause a guttural groan from his lips that shuddered through her.

      “Tighter. I want that cock staying deep in your ass, reminding you who you belong to, next time you let a girl nearly take you down.”

      A groan, and he found the tightest fitting his muscular waist could accommodate. His cock was leaking, making her lick her lips, craving the salty taste. He put on the cuffs last and she propped herself on her elbows.

      “Come here. Put your wrists behind you and turn away from me.”

      “Violet, I want to touch you. Need to touch you.”

      God, it was that vulnerable side that could break her, because she understood the knife edge of what he wanted, versus needed, even better than he did. And he was probably the same way about her.”

      “That’s up to me. You forget to call me Mistress again and I’ll make you leave that dildo up your ass until tomorrow morning. Come here. Now.”

      He complied, and she relished the way he walked. Now his stiff, awkward gait was because of the movement of the dildo against his prostate, evoking pleasurable gasps from his lips as he managed a shuffle, at odds with his normal, graceful predator’s movements. When he reached her, she swiped her fingers over the tip of his cock, earning a jerk, and licked her fingers while his hungry eyes watched. He looked like he wanted to devour her alive, his fists clenching. When her eyes went deliberately there, he made a visible effort to release them, hold them loose at his sides.

      “Turn,” she reminded him.

      He did, though his gaze swept over her naked body, making her tremble. When he completed the turn, she closed her hand on one wrist, then the other, though he briefly caught her fingers with his, a needy gesture she didn’t punish. She wanted him, too. She locked the cuffs together, binding his arms behind his back, and teased the base of the dildo, earning a hard shudder, another gasp.

      “Mistress, please—”

      “Don’t make me gag you, Mackenzie. Turn back to me.”

      When he did, she ran her hand liberally over his distended cock, purring in approval. “You would have liked the conversation at my party. Seems all those girls would like to fuck you. In fact, I think I should have had you there. Stretched you out on the table like a party favor.” Her gaze slanted up to his face. “Keep your eyes down.”

      When his lashes lowered, she indulged a look at the taut face, the twitching jaw muscles, the cords standing out on his powerful neck. “I wouldn’t let anyone fuck you, though. Just play with you, pleasure themselves with touch and taste.”

      “Anything you want, sugar,” he managed hoarsely, testing her again. She suppressed a smile. “What’d you all talk about?”

      “The usual.” She let him get away with it a bit. “Work, family, the comparative size of our husband’s dicks.”

      “Who won?”

      “Tyler, as always.” She didn’t miss a beat as he made a noise halfway between a resigned chuckle and a growl.

      “Mistress, you’re killing me here. I want to move in your hand. I want to fuck you. I want to spill my come on your belly, those beautiful large tits of yours.”

      “You want to mark me, because that alpha brain of yours has to have its say, even when your cock wants me to keep you in your place. God, I love you, Mackenzie.”

      His gaze snapped up to hers, briefly, and this time it held. She stopped her stroke of his cock, managed to get up to her knees with some trouble, but then brought her mouth to his again, a hot, needy kiss. He pressed hard against her, but with his hands bound, he had to pretty much let her do as she wished, tunneling her fingers in his hair, biting his lip, tangling with his tongue, feeling that huge organ prodding her belly, wanting in.

      Then, gasping herself, she pushed him back a pace. “Your turn, Mackenzie. I’m going to lie back down, and you convince me why I should allow you inside my pussy, since you’re doing your damndest to get punished.”

      She eased back to the pillows, watching him consider that, consider her motives. She blessed that harness and dildo as he awkwardly maneuvered back down the bed, but then she closed her eyes as, with perfect balance, he bent over and placed his lips on her foot.

      Detail-oriented, as she said. He suckled on each toe, ran just the tip of his tongue up the inner arch of her foot, teased her ankles. He mixed nips of his teeth with clever flicks of tongue, the pressure of lips, and he took…his…time. Never staying too long in one place. With his hands behind his back, and that phallus shoved up his ass, he had to be careful with his balance, but that just made his moves even more carefully planned, methodical and slow. Ohhh…he’d moved up her ankle to her calf. He knew her knees were ticklish, so he was careful there. The man had the firmest, warmest lips, and the brush of his neatly trimmed beard was like a slightly coarse fur glove, gliding over her skin. She was free flowing now, and when he closed over one of those trickles of desire, a few inches above her knee, it took all she had to not loosen her thighs. Instead she crossed her ankles, made him work for the privilege.

      Light flicks against her skin, suckling, a bite here or there. He used all the persuasion he had in that mouth to get her to spread her legs. She reached down, managing to graze her fingers over his hair, curl some of it around her fingers and tug. His enormous cock was sliding along the edge of the bed, like some distended beast, waiting for a chance to join in the play. She wanted to taste him again, put her mouth around the meat of that monster, feel him pulse against the demand of her tongue, the snap of her teeth. But for now, this was what she wanted more.

      Relenting at last, she eased her legs apart and he worked his way up, up. She quivered as he reached that heated opening and then waited, as he knew he should, though she felt the puffs of heated breath like a bull waiting to charge. She idly played with her nipples some more, squeezed her breasts, brought them together and knew he was watching her out of the corner of his eye, over the mound of her pregnant belly. Thinking of what the women had teased her about earlier, she couldn’t help thinking.

      See, daisy-girl, this is the way you tease a man to raging…until he can’t think of anything but wanting you… There was no more incredible rush, particularly when she was doing it to the man she loved more than the whole universe, ten times over.

      “Now, Mackenzie.” She spoke with soft firmness. “And since I can’t see you down there, I want to hear how much you like eating my cunt.”

      “It would be my pleasure, Mistress,” he said, those silver eyes flashing at her. Then he bent to the task. She arched up, despite her weight, and he easily put a shoulder against her, holding her steady so she didn’t roll as he went down on her. That tongue slid like butter between her labia, working in and doing a sensual undulation that had her crying out. He nosed her clit, alternating between tongue and lips to manipulate it, then covered her completely and dove deep again, making loud, suckling noises of desire as he licked and drew on her, raw, primal sounds that proved how drenched she was. She imagined her fluids smearing his lips, making them glisten.

      Oh…her body shuddered, so close. She wanted to come. She could, and then make him suffer, not give him any release, punishment for what he had and hadn’t done today. While all of it had been commensurate with who he was, who she loved, she had to remind him he belonged to her like this, so he would always take as much care as possible.

      And conversely, she knew sometimes it was in his devotion he reminded her of the same thing, before she went out on a job. They were the perfect pair of meshed pieces, two parts of a whole, and now, in this second, she didn’t want to be anything less.

      “Come onto the bed,” she whispered.

      This time she helped with his balance as he put one knee up and then the other. Turning her body, she rose, and took his arm, maneuvering him. Her hand closed around his cock so when she pushed him forward and his body came down on the mattress, that hard organ was at a more comfortable angle. Didn’t get stubbed, she thought with a smile, but a tight one, for her body was heavy with need.

      There was a time he would have resisted being this vulnerable with all the strength of a wild animal. She would have had to employ more restraints. Sometimes he was still like that, for sometimes it was hard to let old demons go. However, even if he felt too helpless, he would do nothing to resist her now, anything that might strain her fragile body. Pregnancy did have its advantages, though she admitted she enjoyed their more spirited bouts as well.

      She held him there, a hand on his lower back, just out of reach of his bound hands as she ran her fingers over him, over the taut buttocks. Loosening the harness, she began to work the plug in and out, fuck him with it as his buttocks clenched and he resisted the movement she was trying to create. He was such a large animal, the body lying diagonally across their king-sized bed still close to the edges at the head and the feet.

      She forced him to give in to the movement, making it a command. “Pretend you’re fucking me, Mackenzie. Show me how you want to fuck me.”

      His hips lifted and lowered, helpless not to obey her, and her mouth dried up at the sight of it, the powerful haunches rising and lowering, going faster as she went faster, his hard cock sliding against the bed, a friction that began to be so rapid she was afraid she might give him a rug burn on the coverlets, but he obeyed her pace, even as he groaned. “Mistress…don’t let me come…outside of you. Please.”

      “So you’ve learned who your Mistress is? Who owns this ass? This cock?”

      “You do. Goddamnit…you do. Violet…please, sugar…”

      The strangled desperation told her she’d waited for the right second. In one movement, she pulled the dildo free and unlatched the cuffs. “Roll over, Mackenzie. You better not come until I do, or there will be hell to pay.”

      He rolled, and as he did, he caught her waist. Using all that magnificent strength, he lifted her over him so she could straddle him, and brought her down on his cock, taking it in deep, so deep, so hard…oh, God, yes. She closed her eyes at the pleasure of it, nearly screamed when he held one hand anchored on her hip but reared up to capture a breast with the other. He put his lips over it, suckling the hypersensitive tip, her swollen abdomen pressing into his hard, flat one.

      She hadn’t told him to do any of this, but sometimes, she got so lost in all of it, she couldn’t remember if she’d spoken aloud or he’d simply heard the demand of her body, so loudly he responded as if it came from her lips. But even through the maelstrom of desire, she caught his hair in her hand, yanked his head away from her and met him eye to flashing eye. “I need you too much, damn it. Don’t you dare get yourself killed. Never, you hear me? If that means you have to punch a damn high school prom queen in the face, you drop her like a brick, you hear?”

      Oh, hell. On top of the desire, the earlier feeling rose, and her tears were spilling down her face. “Don’t stop…please…”

      “No, I won’t, sugar. I’m here. Feel me. I’m here.” He brought her down hard then, earning a keening gasp that darkened his silver gaze, tightened his lips, but his other hand remained cradling her face, his thumb catching every tear on that side. “I love you, Violet. You are everything. Fucking everything. Sshh, I’m sorry, I should have called as soon as those damn cameras showed up. I love you, sugar…”

      She slid her arms around his shoulders then, and he banded his around her ample waist. He began to rock in and out of her in earnest, the broad shoulders flexing, biceps hardening, the lower back working it, pistoning his cock, which might not be as large as Tyler’s but was still more than any woman would expect, and was perfect for her. Her tissues caught on fire and she started to release, a full body orgasm that tingled like electricity through her nipples and the veins through her breasts, down through her lower belly, below the sweet cushion of liquid in which the daisy-girl tumbled and played.

      Oblivious to the carnal goings-on, but perhaps enjoying the rock-and-roll, baby-in-a-washing-machine tumble that was likely resulting. It made her think of Chloe’s wrapping paper, the cherubs tumbling through the heavens, holding their toes.

      Learn to roll with the pleasure, sweet baby. That’s what it’s all about. Because life is often too short to worry about how rough the ride will be. And if you’re anything like your mommy and daddy, you’ll find the rougher it is, the better you like it.

      It made her smile through her tears and pleasure both, as she clasped her arms around her husband’s back. She cried out as he released with her as well, giving the gift of himself, his full surrender. Everything she demanded of him, and more than she’d ever expected to be given.

      After they’d cooled, and Mac held her in his arms, dozing in that endearing state of male post-coitus, due to the mind blowing sex as well as the demanding work day, she traced his brow, the firm lips. She’d stripped everything off him, so they lay here, bare flesh to bare flesh, the breeze from the marsh coming in the screens of the now open windows to play on their skin. Running her hand down his flat sectioned stomach, she tangled in the trimmed hair, closed on his cock.

      His hand came up, closed over hers. Without opening his eyes, he mumbled, “Best leave that alone. That belongs to my Mistress and she’s a scary woman.”

      “You don’t seem that scared of her.” Violet smiled as he opened one silver eye and glanced down at her.

      “Well, sugar, that’s because I think she has a soft spot for me.”

      “Hmm…” She ran her fingers over his wrists, now wearing the bracelets Tyler and Marguerite had given them, as well as the linked bracelet she’d given him long ago.  “I like these.”

      “Me, too.” He brought them up to eye level as he cupped her face with both hands, lifted his head to take her lips in a sweet, lingering kiss. Then he pulled back, just far enough to gaze at her, eye to eye. “But I’ve still got work to do.”

      “How’s that?”

      “Well, I only got so far.” His gaze swept down her body, stopping for a moment on the new baby blanket she’d spread out for him to see, and then he’d tugged up on her legs to keep her from getting a chill. “I wanted to put my mouth on every inch of that beautiful belly, spend more time with those amazing breasts of yours. Then turn you over and work my way down your spine, your pretty ass…all the way back to your feet. With my Mistress’s permission of course. And if I remember, you kind of like it on all fours right now, with me coming in behind you…”

      Violet felt her body tighten, and was amazed to see his cock beginning to twitch, his eyes to spark. In a tender gesture, he tangled one set of fingers with hers and stretched their joined arms in an upside down V over their heads, the palm to palm point swaying back and forth in some unheard melody, except by them. “I’ll give you anything you beg for, Mackenzie, you know that.”

      Despite the humor she tried to inject in her voice, she felt something more intense as he rose up on an elbow, bringing the linked hands down to rest on her hip. As he stared down into her face, it felt like when he’d kissed her feet, as if he was memorizing the feeling, the vision, against the day when it might not be there for him to look at or touch. A possibility they would forever know was too close for both of them. But perhaps that was what made them savor the time they had together so much more fiercely.

      “Just as I’ll never deny you anything,” he responded. “Not as long as I have the pleasure of serving you, Mistress. Let me serve you now.”

      And she did, letting herself be swept away by the love they shared, in the unique way they shared it.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Ready for more?

        

      

    

    
      Find more free vignettes and friends to share them with at The JWH Connection, a Joey W. Hill fan forum created by and operated for fans of Joey W. Hill.

      For even more free content, check out StoryWitch.com for free excerpts from all of her books, and buy links when you’ve just got to have more Joey!

      Also, be sure to check out the latest newsletter for information on upcoming releases, book signing events, contests, and more at this link.
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