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Club Esoteria Texas 1
Texas Blaze
[Siren Menage Amour: Contemporary, BDSM, Cowboys/Western, Menage, Small Town, Public Exhibition, MMF, HEA]
After losing her Master, Blaze Richards’ life spirals out of control until she winds up hospitalized and fired from job as a social worker fighting for children’s protection. Swooping in to rescue her best friend, Jillian, with Gunnar’s help, move her to Texas.
Wyatt Jackson and Levin Taylor, Gunnar and Jillian’s neighbors and co-owners of the Rocking JT Ranch, are involved in a Master/slave relationship while looking for a submissive woman to join their family. Meeting Blaze brings them not only a woman they both want in the bedroom, but also the social worker their ranch, which works with rehabilitating horses and men-in-training, needs.
Will Blaze be able to lay her memories to rest and embrace a new BDSM relationship with Levin and Wyatt? Will the men be able to open their tightknit duo to embrace a third? Will Blaze be able to play rope bunny to her new Masters without melting down?
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Prologue
 
Six months earlier
 
Her Master was dead.
Blaze Richards remained at the grave site long after everyone else walked away. The crowd for the funeral had been huge, so big she wondered where they had all come from. So many men in black or blue firefighter and police dress uniforms. Not just the men he worked with but firefighters and police officers from all over the state, and from neighboring states as well. The simple service her Master had once confided that he wanted had become a public spectacle he would have hated. 
Especially when the television vans showed up, turning her sad day into state-wide news. At least no one had approached her about doing an interview. Yet. 
She wasn’t sure she would be able to talk about the man the rest of the world knew as Shift Commander Andrew Zimmerman without referring to him as Master Z at least once. And that would have brought up all sorts of additional questions and comments she knew she couldn’t answer. Not today. Not anytime soon. What she and Master Z had shared was their business and theirs alone. 
Andy had filled out paperwork naming her his next of kin shortly after she’d moved in with him, so she was able to have a hand in keeping things simple. Or as simple as a funeral attended by what felt like half the city government could be. At least it was over. The post-funeral reception was invitation only, but she still wasn’t sure how she would get through it.
She needed her Master by her side. He was the only one who could keep her calm, focused, and balanced during times of extreme stress, such as today.
But he was dead and buried and no longer in a position to help her.
How was she supposed to smile and be polite while those who knew only the public side of Andrew Zimmerman shared stories of his life and mourned? Though her presence at the gravesite held up the grave diggers from finishing their job, she did not care. Once she walked away, it would be real. Andy, her beloved Master Z, would be gone from her forever. 
She had been lying to herself until now. She had almost convinced herself that Andy had not collapsed from a brain aneurysm while fighting a three-alarm fire, dead before his body hit the ground. But she had seen his body in the casket before the service and witnessed the truth, that her beloved man was dead.
After more than seven years together, she had been certain they would be together forever, even without a wedding tying them together. The gold chain locked around her neck and the matching key on his keyring had meant more to them than any church vows ever could. Too bad Fate, and Master Z’s stubbornness about seeing a doctor about the headaches he’d been having, did not care about her thoughts. 
Blaze wished she didn’t have to go to the reception and be polite with the mayor, fire chief, and chief of police. She would rather head to Club Esoteria to mourn with their real friends. Thinking of the club brought a worrying thought to the forefront of her things to consider. 
Would Master Dominic allow her to remain a member now that Master Z was no longer there to keep her bratty ways under control? They had first met because Master Taurus, one of the club’s previous owners, threatened to cancel her membership if she dared to play with anyone other than Master Z. She had been choosing the wrong dominants, and everyone, but her, knew it. She didn’t think anyone at the club believed they would last this long. 
“Come on, honey. Let’s go home,” Gunnar McNeil said as he stepped up beside her and wrapped an arm around her shoulders. 
“Just a minute.” Pulling Andy’s keyring from her pocket, she singled out the smallest gold-colored key. After working it free from the ring, she held it out to Gunnar and said, “Unlock it, please.”
Gunnar frowned down at her. “Are you sure? You don’t have to take it off right now. You don’t ever have to take it off if you don’t want to.”
“No. We had talked about it several times over the years. This is what he wanted. Please, unlock my collar.”
Shaking his head, Gunnar reached for the small heart-shaped lock that rested just below the notch of her collarbone. It took him only a few seconds to fit the key into the lock and twist. When the small lock popped open, he worked it free from the loops of chain it connected. 
Blaze took a slow, deep breath as she eased the chain from her neck. Taking the lock and key from Gunnar, she piled everything in one hand. 
“Good-bye, Master Z,” she said softly as she stepped to the edge of the grave. 
She turned her palm over and watched her BDSM slave collar, lock, and key fall into the hole to be buried with her Master. Though they had grown apart and become less communicative over the past few months, she still loved him dearly and would miss the loving control he had exerted over her life. 
Hugging the folded city flag that had been draped over Master Z’s casket to her chest, she took another deep breath as she forced herself to turn and walk away. Gunnar moved with her, walking on one side while Jillian, Gunnar’s wife and her best friend, stepped up to walk on the other. 
Tears continued to roll down her cheeks and fall as Blaze allowed the married couple, who had flown in from their home in Texas the night before, to guide her toward the only vehicle left in sight, Gunnar’s big black SUV. 
She was so happy to have her best friend with her during this time, though she never said anything to Jillian about the troubled waters they had been working through. Things had been rough between them ever since Jillian and Gunnar had moved to Texas, but the past few weeks, she and Andy had barely spoken. She had kept herself so busy at work that it had taken a condolence visit from her friends from Club Esoteria to realize it had been months since their last visit to the club. 
Gunnar helped her into the backseat of his ginormous SUV like she was as fragile as a piece of blown glass. He didn’t understand that Blaze Richards was more like the kudzu vine. As long as her heart kept beating and her lungs breathed oxygen, she would grow back. It might take some time, but she would recover from Andy’s death and be back terrifying dominants with her sassy, take-no-shit-from-anyone attitude. 
She slid across the seat so Jillian could climb in beside her once Gunnar hugged her and brushed a kiss on her forehead. Blaze had to look away from the love in Gunnar’s expression. Love that had been missing from her own Master’s expression of late. Once Jillian was in, Gunnar closed the door then climbed into the front passenger’s seat. 
“What am I going to do now?” Blaze asked softly, the question more rhetorical than information gathering. “How am I supposed to go on without Master Z?”
 




Chapter One
 
Six months later
 
“What the hell were you thinking?” Jillian McNeil demanded as soon as Blaze opened her eye from her latest drug-induced nap. 
Turning her head to the right just enough to make out the blurry form of her best friend beside the hospital bed, Blaze licked her lips and swallowed. She immediately regretted that action, as everything on the left side of her face and around her neck lit up with fiery hot pain. When she winced, Jillian stepped closer and grabbed a cup off the rolling table. She then moved in and held a straw to Blaze’s lips. Swallowing the room temperature liquid caused Blaze to wince again, but at least her mouth and throat no longer felt like overdried beef jerky. 
“Who told you?” she whispered. “Why are you here?”
With the one eye that wasn’t swollen shut, Blaze caught the look of stunned hurt that flashed across Jillian’s face as her friend took a step back as if she’d been struck.
“You listed me as your emergency contact after Andy died, remember? And where else do you think I’d be with my best friend in the hospital?” Jillian asked, the pain in her voice causing Blaze to open her right eye again. She had to turn her head a little more to see her friend. “What the hell were you doing going into that house without police backup?” 
Blaze frowned, but only for a second because the change in expression caused knife-sharp pain to flash through the left entire side of her face. It took a moment to remember what she had been doing to earn this trip to the hospital. In her job as a social worker specializing in representing children, she’d been answering a call for help from her ten-year-old client. Her father had apparently shown up drunk and was beating on the mother. She begged for Blaze’s help in protecting her siblings.
She focused on breathing until the pain eased off before answering. “I was trying to get three children out of hell. Did the cops get the father? Are the kids safe? What about the mother?” 
The answer didn’t come from her best friend but from the other side of the room. She stiffened for a moment before recognizing Gunnar’s voice. “The kids are with the grandmother until the mother gets out of the hospital. The husband is missing. When the mother found out what he did to you, she called her mother, who has come to town and is making plans to take them all back to Indiana with her.” 
She relaxed back into her pillow. “Thank God.”
“Question is, what are you going to do now?” Gunnar said as he moved into view. He rounded the foot of the bed and stopped behind the chair his wife now sat in. 
“What am I going to do now? I’m going to get better and go back to work. What else would I do? Not all of us have a hot, sexy billionaire to take care of us.” Blaze winced as she heard the bitter anger she was spouting.
She watched Jillian bite her lip as she glanced over her shoulder at her husband. Tears blurred Blaze’s vision in the next second so she couldn’t see the hurt she knew Jillian was feeling at her caustic words.
“No, you’re not,” Gunnar said, crossing his arms. With that simple move, he reminded her so much of Master Z that Blaze had to glance away. She slowly lifted her arm and wiped away her tears. “Your boss told me you’ve been taking increasingly greater risks since Andy’s death. This time you went so far over the line of legality that you’ve been terminated for cause. While they will be paying the costs of your medical care since you were injured on the job, you are no longer welcome back to the Department of Social Services.”
The loss of the last stable thing in her life hurt nearly as much as losing Master Z six months earlier had. “So, what am I supposed to do now? I have to work if I want to eat, if I want to live.”
She looked to Jillian as she asked the question but knew her bestie wouldn’t have an answer. Jillian had given up her job and sold her business a year earlier when she and Master Gunnar had been going through a rough patch in their marriage. When Jillian dropped her gaze to her lap, Blaze looked to the big man who still reminded her of a modern-day Viking. He was sure to have the answers she needed.
He didn’t disappoint. “You’re moving to Texas. You’re going to let us take care of you until you are whole and healthy and back to your feisty, too strong for your own good self. Once you’re ready to take on the world again, I’ll help you find a job, a place to live, and a new Dominant to keep you from getting too wild. You will then live happily ever after. In Texas.” 
Blaze stared at the man in shock. “Texas? You want me to just up and move to Texas? What the hell am I supposed to do in Texas?”
Gunnar’s expression darkened for a moment. “Language, subbie. For now, you won’t do anything except rest and heal. When the doctors release you, you and Jillian will get on my plane and come to the ranch. I’ve already spoken to your landlord, and he’s agreed to release you from your lease. The contents of your apartment are being packed up as we speak and will be sent, along with your car, to the ranch.”
Blaze stared at the man who had stepped in and taken over her life without being asked. “But … but … you can’t do that,” she tried to argue, though her voice was weak, as tiredness began to roll over her once again. 
“I did. It’s done. Accept it. Now drink some more water and get some rest. Jillian will be back to see you in the morning,” Gunnar said as a nurse pushed into the room and frowned at them since visiting hours had ended twenty minutes earlier. “Yes, ma’am, we know visiting hours are over. We’re on our way out now.”
Before Blaze could argue about Gunnar’s plan for her future, they were gone. The nurse moved about the room without a word, efficiently doing her job. She checked the monitors set up beside the head of the bed and injected something into the IV line taped to Blaze’s right wrist. The woman then stepped up next to the bed. With a touch so light Blaze didn’t feel any pain, the woman wiped the tears from her cheeks. 
“I’ve just given you some pain medication that should help you sleep. Just close your eyes and relax. Things will look better in the morning.”
 Blaze nodded. She was too tired and in too much pain to argue. Closing her eyes, she sank down into the black nothingness that welcomed her with open arms.
 
* * * *
 
“You two still looking for a wife?” Gunnar asked as he glanced over at the man sitting next to him on the front porch a few days later. 
The man’s life partner was providing them with high entertainment as he chased one of Jillian’s goats. Winslow had escaped his pen. Again.
 In the days he had been back on the ranch without Jillian, that damn goat had gotten out at least twice a day. It was driving him and everyone else crazy as the young goat looked for the lady who spoiled him with snuggles and kisses and carrot treats.
Wyatt Jackson didn’t bother to look his way as he said, “You know we are. While your club is great for finding women to share for a night or a weekend, we’re looking for a more permanent relationship. Why? Do you have someone in mind?”
Gunnar drank the last of his beer before he said, “Jillian and Blaze are coming home tomorrow. While I’ve never been accused of being a matchmaker, Blaze needs a strong, steady Dom who doesn’t risk his life on a daily basis. Her last master confided in me not long before he died that he was planning to release her, that he could no longer give her what she needed due to his increasing work commitments. I’m thinking you two might be just the steadying influence she needs. She might also be able to fill that new position of social worker on your staff the state is requiring you to fill. Would you be interested in meeting her once she’s up for visitors?”
He met Wyatt’s blue-eyed gaze squarely. The man was just as experienced a dominant as he was and the Dom-to-Dom staring contest ensued. Their gazes held, but Gunnar refused to back down. 
Wyatt blinked and then asked, “This is the woman who tried to take on a known wife-beater twice her size without backup?” 
Gunnar nodded. “She thinks she’s much bigger than she really is and willing to do whatever she has to in order to prove it to the rest of the world. She’ll stand for a whipping, but she’s not a true masochist. Her last master found bondage, sensual torture, and multiple orgasms the fastest, easiest, best way to help her relax and get out of her too-busy head. And right now, more than anything, she needs to relax, rest, and recover. Not just from her injuries but from the fact that her life as she’s known it is over. I’m bringing her here with the hope that starting over in a new place, with new people around her will help her let go of this death wish she seems to have developed.”
Wyatt nodded, looking thoughtful. “Sounds like a challenge any dominant worth his salt would be interested in taking on. I’d like to at least meet her and see how she reacts to having two men.”
“Gunnar, what do you want me to do with this escape artist?” Levin Taylor asked as he approached the porch with Winslow, the baby goat cuddled against his wide chest, looking much like a human baby. The man was covered with dust and grass, having obviously taken a fall or two before capturing the little goat. 
“Take him to the barn, please,” Gunnar instructed with a chuckle. “Duncan was talking about confining him to a dog crate until Jillian gets home tomorrow.”
The two dominants watched the man turn and walk away, his stride a little stiff and awkward.
“Butt plug?” Gunnar guessed, though he didn’t want to dig too deeply into his neighbors’ sex life. As the owner of a BDSM club, his motto was “Don’t ask if you don’t want to know too much.” 
“New cock cage,” Wyatt answered with a dark chuckle. “The boy does love my toys. Now tell me more about Blaze Richards.”
 




Chapter Two
 
Blaze followed Jillian down the handful of steps from the plane to the tarmac of the private airport. She sucked a breath as extreme dry heat wrapped around her. She’d never flown in a private plane before and wasn’t sure what the procedure was for getting her suitcase. With a sigh, she simply followed Jillian. Despite being sister submissives together inside the club, and girls’-night-out, and lunch as often as they could manage, life had taken them in two very different directions over the last eight years. Truth was, she didn’t have much experience dealing with any kind of commercial travel.
Even when it came to vacations, she had never flown. Not that she had taken a vacation in the last ten years. She had only used her days off when she was forced to. Which was one of reasons she could take a few weeks to recuperate from her last case. Her final check from the city had included months of accrued vacation and sick time, minus the days she’d been in the hospital. 
In the two days before she was discharged, Blaze had met with her supervisor to do paperwork. They closed out or handed her cases off to others and generally finished her career as a social worker for the city of New Bern. Just yesterday, the woman had delivered the personal contents of Blaze’s desk along with her final paycheck, which was safely tucked into her purse. She would use it to open a new bank account here in Texas. 
“Welcome home, Jillian. If you lasses will go ahead ta the SUV, I’ll help the steward with yer bags.” The man’s Scottish burr caught her attention, and had her raising an eyebrow in confusion. The large ginger-haired man wasn’t wearing a kilt. Instead he wore jeans, a snap-front shirt, and cowboy boots, making her curious about how a Highlander would end up in central Texas. 
The man did not give her a second glance, despite the swelling and colorfully healing bruises that covered the left side of her face and neck.
“Thank you, Duncan. I take it Gunnar is caught up with something dire and threatening at the ranch,” Jillian said with a smile as she guided Blaze across the tarmac to where a large silver SUV sat in the shade of a hangar.
“Yes, ma’am. Your Satan’s spawn of a baby goat escaped. Again,” the man called Duncan answered with a chuckle before sauntering toward the plane.
“A Scottish cowboy?” Blaze asked once they were inside the SUV with the air conditioning turned up high. “Two of my deepest fantasies rolled into one. If only he was wearing a kilt.”
“Duncan Stewart. He came with the ranch and is on the advisory board of Club Esoteria Texas. He’s the ranch’s foreman, the club’s head of security, and a serious sadist,” Jillian said with a smirk. “And he does wear a kilt … at the club.” 
“Well, damn, there goes that fantasy,” Blaze said with a sigh as she settled onto the back seat of the SUV. She’d played with sadists before Master Z had entered her life, but had found out she was not a true masochist. 
“Dunna worry, lass,” Duncan said from behind them. “Gunnar is a’ready sortin’ through the dominants linin’ up and beggin’ ta take on a feisty wee subbie such as yerself.” 
The man closed the back hatch before Blaze could respond. 
Blaze looked at her best friend with wide eyes. “No,” she said softly. “No, no, no, no, no.”
“Probably,” Jillian responded just as softly. “You’ve been alone long enough, though I’m sure he won’t pressure you into anything you don’t want to do. Club Esoteria Texas follows the same rules as the original club. Safe, sane, and consensual are our watch words, safe words are in full effect, and we discourage drinking until after play is complete. One big difference is that we don’t have locked-door private theme rooms like they do.”
“Uh-huh,” Blaze said as Duncan climbed into the driver’s seat. “And if I decide I don’t want to play with these dominants Gunnar is choosing for me?”
“Oh, ye will, lass,” Duncan answered, “and from where I’m sittin’, it willna take long before yer hangin’ out in the subbie corral, beggin’ fer a man ta ease yer stress.”
Blaze met the man’s eyes in the mirror. “Not going to happen.”
Duncan chuckled but did not respond to her statement. “Tacos or burgers fer lunch before we head ta the ranch?”
 
* * * *
 
Levin Taylor knelt on the bedroom floor before Master Wyatt, naked except for the cock cage the man had locked on him the day before. The damn thing had decreased by two sizes in the last few minutes since his master had told him the plans he and Gunnar had discussed while he had been busy wrangling Jillian’s baby goat the day before. Plans that included possibly adding a female to their household. 
Though he had many questions piling up in his brain, Levin said nothing. Yet. He would have a chance to speak, eventually. He and Wyatt were partners in every way outside the house. Inside the house, and at the Club Esoteria Texas, Wyatt was Master and Levin his slave in any way the man wished him to be.
Right now, that meant Wyatt talked and Levin remained silent and listened.
“If Blaze were to join our household, things would change,” Wyatt said as he watched Levin begin to sweat as blood filled his cock until the plastic pressed painfully into his skin. “While you will always be my boy, she would be our girl. You will be over her in the hierarchy of the household, and I expect you to punish, and reward, her as a proper dominant does.”
“Yes, Master,” Levin said, hoping the whimper he wanted to voice wasn’t too noticeable. 
“Is that cage getting too small for my boy’s cock?” Master Wyatt reached for the belt around his waist as he walked around Levin and out of sight. He had already pulled off the T-shirt he’d worn since their before-dinner shower, leaving him wearing only well-worn jeans held up by a thick, black leather belt. 
Levin wanted to scream an affirmative answer but bit his bottom lip instead. Master liked to torture him with pain before giving him the pleasure that often blew off the top of his head. He liked whatever Master chose to give him, but after cycling hard to soft and back again too many times to count over the past twenty-four hours, he needed a break. 
He needed to be fucked. 
He needed to come.
He needed to be released from this torture device before the pressure on his cock caused it to bleed.
“How close are you?” Master Wyatt asked. 
“Close, Master,” he answered through gritted teeth. He tried to think of something, anything that would cause his cock to deflate even just a little so he could think past his need.
“You hold back during your punishment and I’ll give you more pleasure than you can handle. Otherwise, you’ll be dunking that monster in ice water and coming to bed still locked up,” Master Wyatt said from behind him as he used the belt to stroke over Levin’s shoulder and down his back.
“Yes, Master,” Levin answered automatically.
He heard cloth moving, and then Wyatt moved to stand in front of him. He was now naked with a cock that looked nearly as angry as Levin’s felt. “Suck it, boy. Take it all, and drink it down.”
Levin licked his lips just before opening his mouth wider as he leaned forward. He took the head of Wyatt’s cock into his mouth and, after dragging his tongue around the head, moved farther down the length. He slowly sucked and swabbed at the skin while breathing in the clean, manly scent of his master. He did not stop until his lips surrounded the root of Wyatt’s cock. The head was in his throat, and he swallowed, which had his master grabbing at his shoulders. 
“Damn, you’re good at that,” Wyatt praised on a groan. 
Levin backed off until only the head of Wyatt’s long, thick cock remained in his mouth. Then he reversed direction and slid back down again. He sucked and swallowed as he traveled back and forth, knowing exactly what would set Master Wyatt off. He used every trick he’d learned during their years together. It wasn’t long before Wyatt’s hands moved from his shoulders, sliding up his neck to bracket the back of his skull. Master held him tight as his hips began to rock back and forth as he fucked Levin’s mouth. 
“Take it, boy. Every drop,” Wyatt growled as his semen pulsed from his cock across Levin’s tongue in a rush. 
Levin swallowed it all down before gentling his touch. Once Master’s seed stopped flowing, he licked the cock clean. His own cock screamed for relief, and he prayed he could get through the next phase of what was to come. Wyatt pulled from his mouth and wobbled as he walked away.
“Hands and knees, boy. Ten strokes to clear the books.”
Levin shifted forward, planting his hands on the floor and shifting his legs wider until he gained the position Master required for punishment. Taking a deep breath, he tried to relax the muscles of his ass and upper thighs. His cock twitched in anticipation, causing the lock to rattle.
“Count them out,” Master Wyatt said as he moved to stand to Levin’s side. 
“Yes, Master.”
Thwap.
“One, Master,” Levin said, his voice rising. Hot pain flashed across the center of his ass, and he closed his eyes as his mind began to separate from his body. 
Thwap.
“Two, Master.”
The punishment continued, some strokes coming one on top of the next, others taking up to thirty seconds between strokes.
Finally, he called out, “Ten, Master,” shocked that he had made it and was still perched on palms and knees. He did not acknowledge the tears that rolled from his eyes, dropping to form a puddle on the floor beneath him. 
Wyatt’s fingers threaded through his hair, letting him know without words that his Master was pleased with his performance.
“Stand up, boy.”
Using the bed for assistance, Levin carefully rose. Once on his feet, he released the bed and shifted into the standing slave position his Master required of him. Right hand holding left wrist at the back of his waist, shoulders back, and head up. He took a deep breath and fought to keep from sliding deeper into the subspace that waited just on the other side of the orgasm that hovered just beyond his grasp.
Wyatt moved to stand in front of him. Levin was a few inches taller than his master, but that did not mean anything in their life together. When a work-roughened hand slid around the back of his neck, he allowed his eyes to meet Wyatt’s silvery-blue-eyed gaze.
“You are such a good boy,” Wyatt said as he pulled Levin’s head down to kiss him. “My good boy.” 
The kiss started hot and went nuclear in seconds as lips mashed together before parting to allow tongues to duel. Levin wanted nothing more than to wrap his arms around Wyatt’s back and pull the man closer until skin met skin from tongue to toes. Instead, he forced himself to remain still, allowing Master to guide the kiss, to take his pleasure in Levin’s submission while giving Levin pleasure in his domination.
“Such a good boy you are.” 
Wyatt praised him after he broke the kiss and took a half-step back. He then pulled Levin’s head down so his forehead rested on Wyatt’s shoulder. Levin focused on breathing as Wyatt reached between them to unlock the cage and ease it from his cock. 
He sucked a sharp breath when Wyatt’s fingers stroked over the sensitive head of his cock before he wrapped his fingers around the base. He began to stroke up and down the length, using Levin’s own precum to ease the way.
“Whenever you want, boy.” Wyatt whispered permission in his ear just before he brushed a kiss on his cheek.
It took only three more strokes for Levin’s balls to pull up and squeeze tight. He cried out when his cock pulsed and semen shot into the soft T-shirt Wyatt held over the tip. His hips canted forward with each shot of fluid. By the time his orgasm rolled through and away, he was a six-foot-four pile of goo, leaning heavily on his partner, his lover, his Master. 
Once Wyatt cleaned him up, Levin followed the man to their bed. He crawled in, careful to keep his still tender ass from pressing against the mattress as he curled up next to his man.
“Now that we’ve cleared the slate and relaxed, what do you think about meeting Gunnar, Jillian, and Blaze for dinner when the woman’s up to it?” Wyatt asked, arranging them so Levin’s head rested on his shoulder.
It took Levin a few seconds to pull his drifting thoughts together in order to respond. “It wouldn’t hurt to at least meet her and see what she’s about.”
 




Chapter Three
 
“She refuses to come down,” Jillian said as she stepped into the living room, unsuccessful in her task of convincing Blaze to join them for dinner. She looked distressed, which made Wyatt’s Dom radar ping with the need to fix things, even though the pretty woman wasn’t in his charge.
Gunnar had shared with Wyatt and Levin while she was upstairs that, in the week since her arrival at Esoteria Ranch, Blaze refused to leave her room, except to make middle-of-the-night trips to the kitchen for food. Wyatt glanced at Gunnar and saw the uber-successful businessman turned rancher was nearing the end of his patience with their injured houseguest.
“May I?” Wyatt asked Gunnar.
Gunnar gave a short nod in response. When Jillian looked like she wanted to argue, her Master used a two-finger wave to call her to his side. “You’re too easy on her, subbie. Let’s give Wyatt a chance.”
Wyatt set his beer down and rose. “Come along, Levin. I might need your assistance.”
Without a word, Levin stood and followed him toward the stairs that Jillian had just come down. 
“Door just across the hall from the top of the stairs,” Gunnar called after them. 
Wyatt raised a hand in acknowledgement. 
“Master?” Levin said when they were halfway up the stairs. 
“Yes?”
“What are we going to do?”
“We’re going to introduce ourselves and convince Blaze to come downstairs and join us for dinner. Afterwards, we are going to coerce her into coming with us to the club. I’m afraid she has settled deep into a dark pit of depression, and we’re going to help her climb out again by whatever means necessary.”
“But what are we going to do?” Levin asked, his voice soft and deep.
“Just follow my lead, boy,” Wyatt ordered, not able to give a better answer because he didn’t have one. Yet. He wouldn’t be able to make plans until he met the woman and deciphered what, exactly, was going on in her head. 
“Yes, Master,” his boy answered on a soft sigh.
Wyatt felt Levin behind him as he crossed the wide hall that ran the width of the house. Their destination was the closed door in sight. Taking a deep breath, Wyatt mentally shifted into the mindset of power and control that defined him as a Dom. Lifting a hand, he knocked briskly three times.
“Go away, Gunnar. I’m not coming down to meet your friends looking like Frankenstein’s monster. I’ll get something to eat later, after you all head to the club.” The soft southern drawl that filtered through the door sent an electrical charge straight to his cock, which went stone hard in less than three heartbeats.
Wyatt reached for the doorknob and wasn’t surprised when it turned and the door opened. She might claim to want to be alone, but Blaze Richards was lying to herself and everyone around her. 
He would not allow that to continue. Lying was one of his big no-no’s.
Pushing the door fully open, Wyatt stepped into the room. He felt more than heard Levin follow. The curtains were open and the blinds pulled up, allowing late afternoon sunlight to pour in. His gaze sweeping the room, he found Blaze huddled in a chair staring out the window. She looked miserable.
“I’m not Gunnar, and you will come downstairs for dinner. We will discuss going to the club for the evening afterward,” Wyatt said, adding a hefty dose of dominant power to his voice. 
The tiny woman jumped to her feet with a gasp. He had just a moment to take in the swelling and colorful bruises on the left side of her face before she raised a hand to try and hide the injuries. She was a pretty little thing, despite the slowly fading bruises. The T-shirt and leggings she wore hung on her, emphasizing her fragility.
“Who the fuck are you two?” 
“Language, pet. I’d hate to have to spank you before we’ve been formally introduced,” Wyatt said, still using his deep Dom voice. The woman’s pain was as easy to read as a neon sign at midnight. 
The woman swallowed hard then whirled to face the window once more. “Go away. I told Jillian I won’t be leaving this room until my face heals. Even then, I won’t be going anywhere with you, whoever you are.”
“Turn around, pet. I’m sure Master Z taught you to look at the people you’re talking with.”
Levin shifted behind him, and Wyatt knew the submissive man was reacting to the dominant energy he was projecting. He was actually surprised Levin had not fallen to his knees by now. It took Blaze a few seconds to respond to the order. Taking a slow deep breath, she turned to face him but kept one hand raised to hide the left side of her face. 
“Hands by your sides, Blaze,” Wyatt ordered gently. “Let us see you.”
 
* * * *
 
Blaze stared at the two men across the room, her gaze flitting from the one giving all the orders to the other, bigger one standing just behind his right shoulder. Both were the three Bs she’d always said a man had to have in order to spark her attention … big, built, and bold. The shorter man seemed to be in charge, giving orders and making demands. She had ignored those same words when they came from Jillian. Gunnar had been harder to ignore when he’d come to her room earlier in the day, but she had. She knew Gunnar would never lay a hand on her in anger, so she felt safe in denying his order to be downstairs for dinner.  
So why did she feel compelled to follow this man out of her sanctuary when her face and body were still a dozen shades of battered?
Slowly, she lowered her hand, knotting her fingers together in front of her bellybutton as she waited for their reaction to her still swollen and colorfully bruised face.
“Good girl,” the dominant one praised with a smile that made her knees weak and her insides shiver with need.
She missed hearing those two words. She missed Master Z. She had to blink several times to keep the sudden tears that filled her eyes from falling and giving away her secret.
She was broken and wasn’t sure she would ever be able to put the many pieces of herself back together again. 
“Who are you?” she asked again, this time without the expletive.
“Much better,” the bossy one said, his smile growing by degrees. “I’m Wyatt Jackson, and this is Levin Taylor. We own the Rocking JT Ranch next door.”
“Uh-huh,” Blaze grunted, still feeling confused about so many things. “And you are in my bedroom because?”
“Because Jillian looked distraught, and as a man, a Texan, and a sexual dominant, it is in my DNA to fix things. So, I offered to fetch you down for dinner.”
His answer confirmed her thinking, though she still didn’t understand why she was capitulating to him. Yes, he was broad-shouldered, narrow-hipped, and wearing cowboy boots, everything she loved in a man, but that was no reason to give in. His dark brown hair was cut military short, and he had the posture of a man who had once served his country. Having lived in New Bern and dealt with military personnel on occasion, she could easily read the signs. This man was former military, a Dom, and, for some reason, wanted her submission, at least on going downstairs for dinner.
She shifted attention to Levin, the silent one. He was a few inches taller and broader than Wyatt, with golden-brown hair that looked overdue for a haircut. His posture was also military straight, but he seemed to take his cues from Wyatt. While he looked concerned, he remained silent as she battled wills with his friend.
“As I told Jillian just a few minutes ago, I’m not hungry, and I’d rather not visit the club until the bruises have faded,” she said, waving a hand from the left side of her face down her body where the other bruises were hidden by her clothes.
Wyatt shook his head. “Not an option, pet. Tonight, you will be coming downstairs for dinner, and afterwards, the three of us will be going to the club. We will show you around the club and get you back into club life. You’ve crawled into a dark place, and we’re here to help you rise back out of it.”
Not sure why she was tempted to give in, Blaze crossed her arms over her chest, pushing her tits up and out. While both men’s eyes dropped to her chest, they rose to her face again a second later. 
Then both men took two steps closer.
“And why would I do that? You two are strangers, and my mama taught me when I was a very small child not to go anywhere with strangers.” Blaze worked to put some snark in her voice, but failed. Instead, she sounded pitifully lost.
“Why don’t we all go downstairs so Gunnar can introduce us properly? Then we won’t be strangers any longer,” Wyatt said with a smirk, though Blaze could tell he was beginning to lose patience. “You have five seconds to get your ass out into the hall.”
“And if I don’t?”
“Then Levin will be carrying you downstairs, and you’ll be spanked for disobedience later tonight at the club,” Wyatt answered easily. “Five … four …” 
Blaze’s eyes widened at his confidence, though she found her body starting to move toward the door. 
“One,” Wyatt said as she was still two steps from the door. 
In the next instant, she found herself lifted into a pair of thick, muscular arms. 
“Hey,” she said, trying to struggle against his hold. Problem was the arms around her tightened just enough to keep her secure, which pressed against several still sore spots. 
She sucked a breath as she immediately stopped moving. Turning her head, she looked up at the big man holding her. “You’re his slave, aren’t you?” 
Levin paused long enough for Wyatt to nod before he said, “It’s complicated, and we’ll explain it all later tonight.”
Levin did not set her down until they reached the living room. As soon as he did, she stepped away from the two men, moving around the table to stand beside her best friend. Before she could say a word to protest their actions, Gunnar took her hand. He led her back to stand in front of Wyatt and Levin. He laid his big hands gently on her shoulders to keep her from escaping.
Bending down until they were eye to eye, he said, “I’m sure they’ve already introduced themselves, but I also know you need to hear this from me. Wyatt Jackson and Levin Taylor are good men and good friends. For the rest of the evening, I am placing you in their care. Trust me, trust them, and, most of all, trust that famous sixth sense of yours. Okay?”
Blaze took a deep breath and released it in a whoosh. How could she reject these men when they had apparently been handpicked by Gunnar? 
Blaze met Gunnar’s dark brown eyes before she softly said, “Yes, Sir.”
“Yay.” Jillian gave a little cheer.
“Now, let’s eat dinner, and then you ladies, and Levin, will need to change into something a little more club appropriate,” Gunnar said. 
Before she could argue that there was no way she was going to wear something skimpy to show off the rest of bruises that colorfully decorated her body, Jillian grabbed her hand and dragged her out of the room. 
“I’ve got an outfit all picked out for you,” she said softly as the two women headed to the kitchen to tell the cook they were ready to eat.
 




Chapter Four
 
 By the time dinner ended, Levin was shifting uncomfortably in his seat. It wasn’t just because of the woman sitting next to him who he wanted to help heal. The plug Master had inserted into his ass just before they had left their house had something to do with it. Master had also promised that before the night was over, the plug in his ass would be removed and replaced with his master’s cock. He could only hope that time would be sooner rather than later.
For now, he’d be willing to wear it all night, if only he could have a kiss from the sweet submissive sitting next to him. She seemed prickly, but he could see the hurt she tried to hide with her snarky attitude. It peeked out every time he or Wyatt, who was sitting on her other side, added something to her plate or picked something up and hand fed it to her.
Jillian watched their interactions with amazement while her husband looked on with a slight smile of approval. Blaze herself seemed overwhelmed and unable to comprehend what was happening. It was as if no one had taken care of the woman in a long time. Much longer than the months since her Master had died.
Which couldn’t be possible, could it? Surely someone had stepped in to help her adjust to life without her Master. 
But then again, if someone had, the woman would not have withered as she had. When Levin picked her up, he was shocked at how light she was in his arms. That was the moment he decided he would be stepping in and taking over her care. With Wyatt’s approval, of course. 
He had exchanged looks with Wyatt over Blaze’s head numerous times throughout the meal, but he couldn’t read his master’s intentions. Wyatt had taken to wearing his expressionless Dom face. Levin would have to find a moment before they headed to the club to share his wanting to take on the tiny woman who needed someone to love and take care of her. 
When the meal finally ended, Gunnar pushed back from the table. “Wyatt, why don’t we retire to the game room while the subbies get ready to go to the club?”
“Sounds like a fine idea,” Wyatt agreed without consulting him.
Levin stood then helped Blaze rise from her chair. Once she was on her feet, he leaned down and brushed a kiss on her unmarked cheek. The action would earn him a stroke or two later on, but it would be worth it. “Don’t bother with makeup, little one. And bring your comb and a hair tie when you come back and I’ll braid your hair for you when we get to the club.” 
Blaze gave him a look that said she wasn’t sure what to make of his soft words. When he smiled and quirked an eyebrow at her, she dropped her chin once in agreement before scurrying from the room. Jillian smiled at him before following her friend at a slower pace.
Once the ladies were out of sight, he looked at Wyatt and shrugged. “Thought I’d try.”
Wyatt stepped closer then wrapped a hand around the back of his neck, pulling him down for a quick, hard kiss. “You did very well, boy. She will need to accept your guidance as well as mine. For now, you need to change. Your bag is in the bathroom under the stairs.”
“Yes, Master.” Levin lifted the hand of his Master not threaded through his hair and kissed the big gold ring his master wore. “I love you.”
“Love you, too, boy. Now go get changed, or you won’t get the pleasure I’ve promised you.” Wyatt released his neck and swatted his right ass cheek.
Hurrying from the dining room, Levin heard the two dominants chuckle as they headed out another door toward the game room at the back of the house. 
 
* * * *
 
“I can’t do this,” Blaze said, even as she allowed Jillian to pull her into a room on the second floor she had not been shown. Granted, she had not ventured farther than her own guest room with its en suite bathroom and the path to the kitchen.
After stepping inside, her eyes went wide as she saw all the colorful silks and satins hanging on one side of the room while black leather pants, boots, and vests occupied the opposite wall. “What…”
“Master set this room up before I arrived. I found your box of clubwear and hung your things on this rack.” Jillian motioned to a corner where clothes Blaze recognized as her own hung. 
“I can’t do this,” Blaze repeated, the shattered pieces of her heart shivering with the sadness that seemed to be growing daily. 
Jillian ignored her and left the room. She returned a moment later carrying a neon blue sports bra and a pair of black boy shorts from her bedroom. “Put these on,” she said, handing over the underwear.
Blaze looked from the clothes to her friend. “I can’t.”
“Sure, you can. Just take off what you’re wearing and put them on. Then we’ll find something to add on top. Maybe your feisty kitty T-shirt,” Jillian said as she stripped off her own clothes and pulled on an emerald green satin thong. A moment later, she began hooking up a long-line bustier that matched the thong.
Not comfortable with her own body anymore, Blaze turned her back on her friend and slowly pushed off the leggings she wore. She moved carefully as she pulled on the panties Jillian had handed her. With a deep breath, which she held, she pulled the T-shirt over her head, wincing as her ribs protested the movement. Her ribs were only bruised, but the doctor said it might take a couple months for her to fully heal. She only hoped Wyatt and Levin understood that when she refused to play with them. 
It took more wincing and biting her lip against the whimpers of pain that wanted to escape for her to wrestle the sports bra into position. Finally her most intimate bits and pieces were fully covered. 
She took a moment to catch her breath and wipe away a stray tear or two before she could face her best friend. Jillian wore a short-short denim skirt with her bustier and was wiping her own eyes as her gentle emotions dealt with the bruises that covered much of Blaze’s body. 
“I’m alive, and he’s in jail, Jillian. Stop worrying.” Blaze reassured her friend. “Now, what am I going to wear on top of this?”
“Hmmm, hang on. Stay right here, and I’ll be right back,” Jillian said as she turned and hurried from the room.
Blaze crossed to a stood that was sitting in the middle of the room, grateful to be able to sit down for a moment. While she waited for Jillian to return, she thought about what Wyatt had said earlier. 
Though reluctant to admit it, she had to agree with him. Ever since Master Z’s death, she had allowed herself to get bogged down in a pit of depression, wallowing in the muck and mire of darkness with no way to pull herself out. 
Would spending the evening with these two men help her find a way out? Or would it just add to her sadness because she couldn’t give them what they wanted, whatever that might be? Though she had scened with more than one man in an evening of play back in North Carolina, that was before Master Z had taken her under his command. 
She wasn’t sure she was strong enough to please two men.
She slowly rose from the stool, unable to hold back a deep groan of pain. Before she could make her way out of the clubwear closet with the intent of returning to her room and hiding, Jillian was back, holding a shirt.
A familiar-looking, pinstriped, snap-front dress shirt. Levin had been wearing that shirt at dinner just a few minutes ago. 
With a snap of the shirt, Jillian held it up so Blaze could ease herself into it. “Levin’s not going to be needing this tonight, and Wyatt didn’t want you wearing one of Gunnar’s shirts.” 
“Okaaaay,” Blaze said as she eased her arms into the sleeves and shrugged it on. 
She had to fold the cuffs up several times before her hands emerged. She then snapped up the front of the shirt. Moving across the room, she looked at her reflection in the mirror and gave a little smile. With the long sleeves covering her arms and the body of the shirt falling nearly to her knees, the shirt covered nearly all of her bruises. 
Then she looked at her face, and her small smile faded. Even though the skin around her eye had healed enough she could open it, the left side of her face was still a colorful mishmash of blues, greens, and purples. And Levin had told her not to wear any makeup.
“Ballet flats or sneakers?” Jillian asked. 
“I’ll get them,” Blaze responded as she turned and slowly headed for the door. “I need to get my comb and a hair tie.”
Jillian followed closely as Blaze went into her room and slid on the first pair of shoes she came to, shiny silvery purple ballet flats that made her smile. A trip into the bathroom for the hair supplies Levin requested and she was ready to go. 
“I still don’t think this is a good idea,” she whispered as Jillian took her hand and practically dragged her out of her room. 
“It will be fine,” Jillian assured her. “Wyatt and Levin will take good care of you. You don’t have to play, with them or anyone else, if you don’t want to. Remember, as submissives, we hold all the power. Now, what’s your safe word?”
“Red,” Blaze answered automatically. 
She stared at her friend, shocked that Jillian had taken on the role of bossy encourager. That had always been her role. The bossy, bratty sub who, once upon a time long, long ago, had not realized what she was really looking for until she’d been placed in Master Z’s care. 
Problem was, at this point in her life, Blaze wasn’t sure she could bow down and be submissive to anyone, even if that was exactly what she needed. 
Knowing she couldn’t get out of what was to come in the next few hours, Blaze forced herself to change perspective. “All right, bestie friend of mine, let’s go see what this club of yours is all about.”
 
* * * *
 
Wyatt smiled when Levin joined them in the media room, wearing only a pair of flip-flops and a pair of black boxer-briefs that hugged his body. His golden skin gleamed from the shower they’d taken earlier, and Wyatt’s cock twitched in anticipation of the evening ahead. He only hoped their playing included at least a little fun with Blaze as they got to know the hurting woman. 
“Damn, you look good, boy,” he said as Levin knelt before him and offered up the tooled black leather collar he wore when they went clubbing. 
“Thank you, Master,” Levin answered, looking up and waiting patiently while Wyatt locked the collar around his thick neck. 
“While we’re waiting for the ladies, put on your jeans for the drive then take your bag, and the red bag sitting by the front door, out to the truck,” Wyatt ordered once the collar was in place. “That way we can go straight home from the club.” 
“Yes, Master.” Levin rose gracefully and went to do his master’s bidding. 
 




Chapter Five
 
Blaze looked around with interest as Levin drove their truck, following Gunnar from the McNeils’ home to Club Esoteria Texas. Despite her injuries, she was looking forward to seeing how this club compared and contrasted with the original Club Esoteria back in North Carolina. She refused to name her interest as excitement, despite the butterflies that flitted around her stomach.
The men of the Rocking JT Ranch had talked her into riding with them instead of with Jillian and Gunnar. She sat between them on the bench seat instead of taking a spot in the back seat. It wasn’t so much that they’d said anything to convince her. Wyatt simply took her hand as they exited the house and didn’t release it until he had helped her into their truck. He then climbed in behind her while Levin settled into the driver’s seat. 
A small sign on the tall privacy fence to the left of the single car entrance was the first difference. The letters of “Club Esoteria Texas” were spelled out in black wrought iron on a white board. Looking around as they waited for Gunnar’s vehicle to pass through the fence, she noted that the wire fence was even taller than the truck they rode in. She also noted bushes growing inside the fence, blocking the view of anyone driving by on the narrow country road. She didn’t recognize the variety of bushes, but she knew that Gunnar would not plant something that would lose its leaves in the winter. 
As Levin drove up to the gate, she noted the guard stand was much larger and had windows on three of the four sides. Two men stood inside, and as soon as Levin stopped, one waved him through while the other made a note on a clipboard. No doubt recording their presence on the club’s property. 
“How does he know you belong to the club?”
Her curiosity won out over her stubbornness. She had always been curious about the workings of the New Bern club but had never felt comfortable asking all the questions that her busy brain came up with. Since she was only a visitor, maybe she could get answers without offending anyone. 
“Besides the fact that we’re following Gunnar inside well before the club officially opens for the evening, there’s a sticker on the front bumper that discreetly announces we are members,” Wyatt answered.
“Plus the guy with the clipboard works on our ranch,” Levin added with a grin.
“Ahh,” Blaze said, trying to brace herself as they bumped their way down the graveled driveway. 
Finally, Levin pulled off the gravel road and parked in the grass next to Gunnar’s SUV. The men climbed out, and then Wyatt held out his hand for her. She slid across the seat before taking a hand and sliding out of the truck. She landed with a small oof of pain. She ignored Wyatt’s frown when she released his hand and walked away as she continued to look around. 
The original club in North Carolina had been built in an old four-story warehouse. This building was a newly built, oversized barn of modern design. Though she couldn’t wait to look around, Blaze forced herself to take a breath and wait. Surely Wyatt and Gunnar had rules for her behavior they wanted to lay down before they went inside. She hoped they hurried up. She wanted to get away from the mosquitoes that had apparently decided she would provide a tasty meal.
Gunnar began. “Jillian, I’d like you to show Blaze around, but I want you both inside before opening time so I can put a club collar on Blaze. Once people start arriving, you’ll hang out in the corral while I get security situated and so forth. Later, you and I will be scening on the back patio, so no alcohol until afterwards.”
“Yes, Master,” Jillian answered, looking pleased and at peace.
Then Wyatt took over. “Boy, you’ll stay with them, and once Blaze has a collar, you two will join me down in the gazebo.”
Levin nodded, looking properly submissive. “Yes, Master.”
Finally, Gunnar turned his attention to her. “Blaze, if you have any questions, we’re always available. Same rules here as in New Bern. Two drink maximum, preferably after scening, red is the club’s safe word, and submissives will be barefoot once they’ve checked in. I’d like you to wear a club collar tonight to be on the safe side. With the club only open a few months, we have a lot of new members that we haven’t had a chance to fully evaluate. Stay with Jillian and Levin and try not to piss any of the dominants off tonight, okay?”
“Yes, Master Gunnar,” Blaze answered, feeling her submissive side strongly push forward for the first time since before Master Z’s death. 
Could she do this? Could she bow to someone else’s will without arguing or showing her bratty, sassy side? 
“Good girl,” Levin said from where he stood beside her.
That soft praise sank in, and her eyes filled with tears. She blinked quickly before turning to Jillian. “Okay, let’s see if this club you’ve built out here in the wilds of Texas is as good as the original.”
The women giggled as they walked away, Levin following like six-foot-four-inch shadow.
 
* * * *
 
By the time they walked around the various semi-private garden areas for outdoor scenes, the secluded area with a half-dozen tiny houses for weekend guests, and finally wandered back toward the main building, Blaze was ready to sit down. It may have been more than two weeks since her beating, but she was still in recovery mode.
“How about a ride, short stuff?” Levin said as he swung her up with an arm around her back and one under her legs when she paused to rest for the third time.
She looked at him as she wrapped her arms around his neck with only a slight wince and smiled. “Thank you.”
“You’re welcome. Now, what are your absolute hard limits? Mine include bodily fluids, blood, and fire near my balls.” 
Blaze couldn’t help the giggle that escaped even as her legs squeezed together in sympathy. “Master Wyatt set your balls on fire?”
“No, he’s not that sadistic. A Domme who asked to play with me decided to wax my balls. Problem was she was a true sadist. She held the candle too close, and the wax was too hot when it hit my skin. I couldn’t wear pants for two weeks and couldn’t ride a horse for a month.”
Both women gasped, and Blaze asked, “What did you do?”
“Duncan loaned me one of his utility kilts until mine came in. After that, I made Master promise never to allow that Domme near me or fire play close to my bits and pieces again,” Levin said with a grin. “Since we couldn’t play for a month, he wholeheartedly agreed.”
Blaze couldn’t help but giggle then dropped her head to his shoulder as her ribs protested the action. “Please, don’t make me laugh. It hurts,” she said as they moved onto the large patio at the back of the barn. 
“But I like your laugh,” Levin said as he carried her through the door Jillian held open. They entered the air-conditioned building and crossed the open space toward the bar.
“Blaze? Are you okay?” Master Wyatt hurried toward them.
“I’m fine, Sir. Just a little tired. I didn’t realize how much of a walk it would be to see everything,” Blaze said as Levin set her down on a bar stool.
The two men exchanged a look before Wyatt turned his attention back to her. “Does this mean you’re too tired to hang out and watch?”
“No, Sir. I just won’t be participating in any 5K runs any time soon, if that’s all right with you,” Blaze answered with a tired grin. 
Wyatt nodded and then waved the bartender over and asked for three ginger ales.
“Hold your hair up, pet. I want to put this on you.” He held up a pink leather strip with a tag on it. Blaze did as she was told, knowing this was the club collar Gunnar wanted her to wear for the evening. 
Once she was properly adorned with the equivalent of the club owner’s protection, Levin held out his hand. “Hairband and comb, little one.”
She pulled the hair supplies out of the chest pocket of his shirt and handed them over then turned so her back was to Levin. Closing her eyes, she relaxed as he carefully combed the tangles out of her long blonde hair before dividing it into sections. By the time other people began arriving and things started happening, he had braided her hair into a long rope down her back. 
Once he finished, she pulled her hair over her left shoulder and examined the weave. “How do you know how to do this?”
“I’ve been braiding horses’ tails since I was ten and showed my first horse for my daddy,” Levin answered. 
“You do great work,” Blaze said, a little awestruck. “You can braid my hair any time you want.”
“Very nice,” Wyatt added his praise as he looked over Blaze’s hair. He then looked them both over head to toe. “But you’re wearing too many clothes. And you still have shoes on. Take care of that, boy.”
Levin nodded. “Yes, Master.”
Reaching down, he slipped Blaze’s shoes off her feet before turning and heading toward the front door. Blaze watched him go, enthralled that a man that big could move with such grace. At the reception area, he must have asked for a basket. A moment later, the woman working the front desk placed one before him. He laid her shoes in the basket then added his sneakers, followed by the jeans he had put on for the drive over. 
When Levin turned and began to make his way back to them, the rest of the club receded until it was just the three of them. 
“He is beautiful, isn’t he?” Master Wyatt asked softly, his breath caressing her ear.
“Yes, Master Wyatt, he is. Very beautiful,” Blaze responded in an awe-filled tone.
“As are you, pet, as are you,” Wyatt said softly.
 
* * * *
 
Walking across the club wearing only the black boxer-briefs Master had chosen as tonight’s club wear, Levin wondered if his cock was ever going to go soft. Maybe, after Master finished whatever scene he was planning. Levin knew better than to question the man’s plans for the evening. Levin’s easy-going personality made him the perfect man to deal with horses, who were often temperamental and stubborn, but it also made him the perfect slave to a man who needed to control everything within his grasp. 
With Blaze still recovering from her injuries and unable to actively participate in many of the evening’s activities, he wondered what Master had planned. But then again, whatever Master Wyatt did to him, Levin was certain to enjoy. 
He always did.
He only hoped Blaze enjoyed their evening as well.
 




Chapter Six
 
Once Levin rejoined them, Wyatt studied the two submissives for a moment before checking his watch. He had agreed to give a Knots for Newbies demonstration in an hour, so they had little time to get to know Blaze and allow her to get to know them. They would also discuss the possibility of starting to build a long-term relationship with the pretty little subbie.
“Let’s go out to the gazebo so we can talk uninterrupted,” he suggested.
“Yes, Master,” Levin agreed immediately. 
“Yes, Master Wyatt,” Blaze added a second later. She sounded tense.
There was something going on with the woman, but he couldn’t tell if it was regrets about coming to the club tonight or something bigger that had nothing to do with BDSM, or them.
Stepping close enough to her chair that he forced her knees apart to bracket his body, Wyatt slid a hand under her braid to cup the back of her neck. Using that to control her, he forced her to look up at him. Their gazes met and locked, and he knew he had her total attention. Levin moved in to stand beside them, his taller, broader body shielding them from the rest of the room.
“What’s your safe word, pet?” 
“Red, Master Wyatt,” she answered, sounding a little breathless but still tense. 
“And when do you use your safe word?”
“When I need a break, whether it’s from too much pain or fear,” she answered automatically, sounding as if her answer had been well rehearsed over the years. 
“Good girl,” Wyatt said before dropping a kiss on her forehead. “Now, would you be willing to spend some time with me and my boy, talking, getting to know one another, and maybe relieving some of that stress that’s got you tied up in knots?” 
Blaze blinked and slowly nodded. “I think I’d like that, Master Wyatt.”
“Very well. Instead of going out to the gazebo, there’s a seating area upstairs that’s fairly secluded, yet visible from the rest of the room. Will you come up there with us?”
Blaze took a deep breath before nodding as she said, “Yes, Master Wyatt.”
“Good girl,” Wyatt said as he helped her down from the barstool. Taking her hand in his, he waved toward his toy bag, knowing Levin would grab it before following. 
They were halfway across the main room to the wide staircase that led to the second floor when a leather-clad man stopped him. Anderson Finch was a good, solid Texas man outside the club, but here, he was known to be a true sadist and hard on the submissives he played with. “What’s this? Your boy not enough for you, so you’re now beating on sweet female subbies, Jackson? From the looks of her, she’s had enough already. If not, I’d be happy to join you and show her what a true Dom is all about.”
Feeling her tremble, Wyatt released Blaze’s hand and wrapped his arm around her shoulders. “I don’t think so, Finch. She a rope bunny, not one of the pain sluts you prefer.”
“She can’t speak for herself?” The other dominant sneered, causing Blaze to press closer into the side of Wyatt’s body even as her trembling grew stronger.
“Not while under my control, she doesn’t. Now, if you’ll excuse us,” Wyatt said as he guided Blaze around the other man.
Gunnar joined them just before they reached the staircase. He exchanged a glance with Wyatt before turning his attention to Blaze. “You okay, subbie?”
Blaze looked into his eyes as she answered softly. “Yes, Master Gunnar. We’re going upstairs to talk.”
“What’s your safe word?” 
“Red, Master Gunnar,” she answered with a smile. 
The big blond Viking studied her for another moment. He then nodded and looked at Wyatt. “I’ll send someone for you in about forty-five minutes.”
Wyatt nodded. “Where do you want us?”
“I was thinking the back patio. Show off some of the outside features,” Gunnar answered as he looked around the club. “Or we can set up the inverted U in front of the stage. Whichever you prefer.”
“Outside sounds good. Now, if you’ll excuse us, I want to get to know this little subbie a bit better before I tie her up,” Wyatt said. 
 
* * * *
 
Tie me up? Blaze froze inside as Master Wyatt’s words bounced around her brain, silencing every other thought she’d had to that point.
No one had touched her in that way since Master Z had died. 
Taking a deep breath, she did not fight for her freedom when Master Wyatt tightened the hold around her. Instead, she went along passively as they headed up the wide staircase to the second floor. She looked around, intrigued by the areas on the second floor that had been set up similar to, yet very different from, the private themed rooms in the North Carolina version of the club. 
Here the rooms appeared to be more like stalls. They had back and side walls, but instead of a wall and door, the fourth wall was a curtain, which could be closed for privacy. Like the original club, each area had a different theme. She smiled, seeing Jillian’s hand in some of the choices, like the room painted bright peachy-pink and powder blue with a rocking chair, a spanking bench shaped like a horse, and an adult-size crib for those interested in age-play. Another area contained nothing but a large pile of pillows in one corner with a portable pillory on the other. These walls were painted to simulate an old-time Middle Eastern harem. She did notice that each room had built-in cupboards, no doubt to hold the condoms, blankets, and other supplies, just like the armoires in the original club. The thing she didn’t see were private bathrooms. That was when she noticed an area at one end of each side of the balcony that had full walls around them with open doors. Peeking in the one they passed, she saw it was a full bathroom, with shower facilities large enough for several people to jump in together.
At the opposite end of the building from the top of the stairs was the seating area with leather couch and two club chairs set around a large wooden coffee table that Wyatt had talked about. She could almost see herself stretched across the low tabletop while one man fucked her mouth and the other filled her pussy. 
Her pussy dampened to overflowing at her mental musings. She froze in place when Wyatt released her and stepped away. She wasn’t sure what to do, so she remained frozen where she was, though she did lift her arms and wrap them around her middle, giving herself a gentle hug of reassurance. Whatever was about to happen, she could handle it.
She would handle it. 
After all, she was Blaze Richards, the feistiest of the submissives at Club Esoteria. 
She watched Master Wyatt move to a shelf on the nearby wall. He pulled two blankets from the pile there and tossed them into the middle of the coffee table. Then he pointed at the fluffy mound. “Kneeling slave position, pet.”
 As Blaze crawled onto the table and took the proper position with her knees spread wide, hands face down on thighs, back straight, and head tilted down, she watched out of the corner of her eye as Levin settled on the couch in front of her. 
“Very nice form, pet, but I prefer eyes on me at all times. When in a group with other dominants, I may call for high protocol, which means no eye contact and no speaking. When we are alone like this, I want to see your eyes, hear your words, and know your thoughts. Especially until we get to know each other better,” Master Wyatt said. 
“Yes, Sir,” Blaze answered softly, lifting her gaze to his.
“I understand from Master Gunnar that you are not new to the lifestyle and not new to bondage, is that correct?”
“Yes, Master Wyatt.”
“You are, however, new to having two men.”
That was not a question. Therefore Blaze remained silent but continued to watch the man whenever possible without having to spin her head like an owl. He walked around the table several times, studying her from every angle before eventually settling on the couch beside Levin.
“For now, you will address me as Master Wyatt. You will address Levin as Sir Levin or Sir. Levin will continue to call me Master, as he has done for the past five years,” Wyatt said as he met Blaze’s gaze squarely. “Is this acceptable?”
“Yes, Master Wyatt,” Blaze answered softly.
“Levin and I are clean and healthy. The club office has our medical reports on file. Gunnar had a club health form filled out while you were in the hospital, so we know you are also free of disease, though a bit battered. Before we meet here next Friday, you will fill out the club’s membership paperwork and the limits and interest forms. I’m scheduled to do a bondage demonstration in a few minutes, and I would like to use you for some basic wraps and ties. Nothing too elaborate and nothing that will cause you any additional pain. A chest harness and some simple arm and leg bindings. Can you trust me, trust us, enough to be bound like that? There will be an audience, and there will be no hanky-panky while we’re on exhibit.”
Blaze blinked. Everything in her demanded she hobble to the nearest bathroom and lock herself in until the club closed. But she hesitated long enough to think. 
Could she allow this man, these men, to control her? Tie her up? Make her helpless and dependent on them? 
Could she trust these two men, who were little more than strangers?
She thought about the calm she always felt when Master Z had tied her up. She had always been able to let go of worries, release stress, and find a place of stillness when he had her bound and unable to move. 
She missed the peaceful, floaty feeling she had not experienced in much too long.
Taking a deep breath to settle her break-dancing nerves, she slowly shifted her head up and down. “I’d like to try, Master Wyatt,” she answered honestly. 
“And once again, what’s your safe word, pet?”
“Red, Master Wyatt.”
He checked his watch before brushing a kiss on her head. “Good girl.”
 




Chapter Seven
 
As he assisted Master Wyatt wrapping a chest harness on Blaze, Levin kept a close eye on the healing woman. She seemed okay, though tense. She didn’t look like she would panic or have an anxiety attack. Then Master Wyatt nodded, and Levin began tying her legs using a soft deep red rope. His tying skills weren’t on par with his master’s, but he was pleased with the finished effect. Blaze’s reaction to being immobilized concerned him, though.
Whenever he was bound, he fully relaxed and slid effortlessly into subspace. He then floated out into a universe all his own until well after the ropes were removed from his body. 
Blaze did not seem to be having the same experience. Instead of relaxing, she grew more tense as they wrapped the ropes and tied the harness around her shoulders and chest and continued down to her waist. But she did not move. Did not fight. Did not even blink when Master Wyatt softly praised her.
The tension in her grew as he tied first her right leg and then her left leg to the stool she sat upon. By the time he finished the last knot, she began trembling. He glanced at Master Wyatt, but the man was busy answering questions from the audience. 
“Breathe, little one,” he ordered when he noticed she wasn’t. 
She pulled in a single breath but did not release it. Her attention seemed to be somewhere far away from where they were currently. 
Instead of continuing the leg ties as they had discussed, Levin leaned down and got nose to nose with the woman. “Look at me, little one,” he ordered gently. 
She blinked, but her eyes remained out of focus. Her mind was somewhere else. When her vivid green eyes grew glassy with tears, Levin cupped her cheek with one hand. “Come back to us, Blaze. Look at me,” he said with a little more force. 
She blinked, her gaze cleared, and she finally focused on him. She then took a deep, shaky breath, laid her forehead on his shoulder, and began to sob. Without consulting Master Wyatt, Levin acted. Scooping Blaze up, stool and all. He then walked away from the patio and headed inside. As he approached one of the doors into the building, a pair of submissive women opened it, stepping out into the evening air. 
He nodded to them as he swept into the building, the woman in his arms tense and stone still as her hot tears splashed on his shoulder and ran down his chest. Everything around them disappeared as his focus remained on getting Blaze to a safe space where he could find out where she had gone. Moving as fast as he could, he headed back upstairs to the isolated seating area they had used before. 
He gave no thought to Master Wyatt or what punishment he might have earned for walking away in the middle of a demonstration. 
He would take a hundred lashes if it meant keeping Blaze safe.
He was not surprised when Master Wyatt joined them before he could do more than grab a blanket from the stack on a nearby shelf. The dominant studied him, making Levin wonder if he would be able to wear jeans the next day or if he should go ahead and break out the kilt he had bought a couple years earlier. 
“I don’t know what happened, but she checked out, and not in a good way,” Levin explained as she continued crying so hard that he was afraid she would make herself sick.
Master Wyatt nodded as they set to work taking off the ropes that bound her. They then settled side by side on the couch. “I had a feeling this might happen,” he said, accepting the woman and cuddling her into his body. “Now we just have to figure out how to bring her out of it and convince her that being with us is a good thing.” 
 
* * * *
 
Blaze thought she was doing okay as Master Wyatt and Sir Levin began tying a harness around her body. Then her thoughts went to Master Z and how he would have done things differently. Though she normally enjoyed being a demonstration dummy, she could not find that place where her brain shifted into neutral. Instead, her thoughts began racing faster and faster, making her dizzy at the spinning sensation as they finished and Levin began tying her legs to the stool she sat upon. The deep red rope reminded her of the blood of the woman whose assailant had then turned his anger on her two weeks before.
But she couldn’t relax. Couldn’t let go of the past. Couldn’t release the guilt of moving on and allowing these two men to bind her. Her thoughts swirled and overwhelmed her, and though her eyes were open, she could not see anything but Master Z’s disappointed expression.
She grew dizzy just sitting there, lost in sad thoughts of the past.
“Breathe, little one,” Levin said, touching her hand. 
That was when Blaze realized she had stopped breathing and her lungs were screaming for air. Taking a deep breath, she released it slowly. Then she forced herself to take another one. And another one. The spinning sensation eased, but she remained unable to focus on anything beyond her thoughts.
“Look at me,” Levin said in a voice that sounded surprisingly Dom-like. 
She blinked, and suddenly her gaze was filled with a pair of worried golden-brown eyes, not Master Z’s deeper brown ones. Her emotions began to once again swirl as fast as her thoughts, and all at once she was in the middle of an F5 tornado emotional shitstorm. 
She began sobbing as every emotion she had not dealt with over the past half-year bubbled up and overwhelmed her. Not just losing Master Z and getting fired from her job but also all the fears that she refused to acknowledge. The fear of moving halfway across the country, of not being able to find a home and job here so she wouldn’t end up living under a bridge somewhere. The fear of remaining without a man who would understand and be able to deal with her needs. The fear of being alone, unclaimed, and unloved for the rest of her life.
All the negative emotional pus and infection bubbled up and out with each tear that fell. By the time her tears slowed and stopped, leaving her snot-nosed and hiccupping, she felt about a hundred pounds lighter. 
“Feeling better?” Master Wyatt asked, his voice soft and gentle.
Where had he come from? Where were they?
Instead of answering the man’s question, Blaze buried her face in his cloth-covered chest, embarrassed at her wild reaction to being bound by these new dominants in this new place. “I’m sorry,” she whispered, though having dealt with an overprotective dominant in the past, she knew the apology would not be enough. 
Lifting her head, she looked around. They were no longer outside on the patio in front of twenty or more people who had been watching the demonstration. They were back in the conversation corner on the balcony where they had begun the evening.
Master Wyatt’s arms tightened around her. “No need to apologize, pet, but we would like very much to know what brought it on. What were you thinking about?”
He reached down and cupped a hand under her chin, gently forcing her head back from his chest and up so he could see her eyes. After a moment studying her, he sighed. “Well, do you at least feel better after your cry?”
She could not help but smile, even as she sniffed the last of her tears away. “Yes, Master Wyatt, I do feel better.”
He nodded then exchanged a speaking look with someone standing behind her. “I think she may finally be on the road to recovery,” he said. 
“So it would seem.” Gunnar’s voice broke into the happier place she was floating in due to the emotional release. “We’ll try the demonstration again next week, if you’re up to it.” 
Wyatt looked back at her. “What do you say, pet? Think you’ll be able to let us tie you up again next week?”
Blaze took a deep breath and nodded but didn’t look away from Wyatt’s probing gaze. “I’ll try, Master Wyatt. Hopefully there won’t be a repeat of tonight. I’m sorry I ruined the demonstration, Master Gunnar.” 
“Shhhh, girl,” Master Wyatt said before brushing a kiss on the top of her head. “Now we’re going to talk, and this time, I need real answers, no matter how painful they are for you to share. Understand?”
“Yes, Master Wyatt. I understand.”
And she did. “I’ll have someone pack your bags and have them waiting for you at the front desk,” Gunnar said before walking away. 
Blaze looked at the two men, who were studying her with serious, solemn gazes. “I really am sorry,” she said.
 




Chapter Eight
 
Wyatt listened closely as Blaze shared all the thoughts that had run through her head—good, bad, wild, and completely inappropriate. As a dominant, his belief was that no topic was off-limits between partners when discussing a scene. As she talked, he found himself falling for her more and more with every word she spoke. Looking over her head at Levin, he could tell his boy felt the same way.
He just wasn’t sure how to move things forward or if he should even try. Yes, his cock had been hard as a cedar post all evening, but would pushing the woman for sex after such a dramatic breakdown during a demonstration do more harm than good in building trust between them? Or would the sexual release be a healing balm for all the emotional rawness she had experienced of late? 
When she was all talked out and lying limp in his arms, he lifted his head and met Levin’s solemn gaze. His partner in life looked as concerned as he felt, even as he continued gently massaging Blaze’s feet. 
“We need to take her home now, Master,” his boy said softly. “We can come back tomorrow night and try again.”
“No, no, no. You were going to scene tonight. Please, go ahead and do it. I’ll see if Gunnar can find someone to give me a ride back to his house,” Blaze said, her words sounding a little drunk and slurry around the edges.
“Hush, pet. Your Doms are talking,” Wyatt said, touching a finger to her lips.
“But…”
“Shhhh,” Levin hissed at her. “The last thing you need right now is a spanking.”
“I agree with you, boy.” Wyatt had to agree. “I’ll make it up to you.”
There was already so much tying them to the woman in his arms, and she didn’t even realize it. Yet. At least Levin did not seem too upset that their evening had been cut short. They had gone through similar emotional scenes early in their relationship as well, so if anyone understood Blaze’s reaction, it would be his boy. 
When they’d entered the lifestyle as a couple, Levin had had a problem with being tied though he took a flogging, caning, or whipping without hesitation. It had taken time and patience to deal with the man’s fear of bondage, but nowadays Levin had no problem being confined in his ropes. 
“All right, little Blaze. It’s time to go home,” Wyatt said. He rose from the couch with her cradled in his arms and headed toward the staircase that would land them closest to the front desk.
By the time they collected his rope bags as well as Levin’s clothing and Blaze’s shoes, Blaze assured him she could stand and walk on her own. He dropped the hand from around her upper back to swat her ass several times. She immediately rolled her lips over her teeth and clamped her mouth shut. Then she dropped her head to his shoulder and snuggled closer to his chest
“Better,” he said, carrying her out the front door and toward their truck. 
After depositing her onto the front seat of the truck, he climbed in, forcing her to slide to the middle of the bench seat. Levin stopped beside the driver’s door long enough to pull on his jeans and shoes before climbing in. Neither man was surprised when Blaze drifted off to sleep between them. 
It took just a few minutes before Levin turned them onto their own ranch road and pulled to a stop in front of their home. 
Only after they were out of the truck and heading to the house did Blaze open her eyes and look around. “Where are we?”
“We’re home, little one. Relax and let us take care of you,” Levin said as he took her from Wyatt’s arms and carried her into the house. 
Wyatt was not surprised to see his boy had the red bag Jillian had packed for her friend slung over his shoulder. Their club bags remained in the truck, but Wyatt didn’t bother retrieving them. He had enough toys in the house to get through the evening. If not, he could always send Levin out for the bags later.
 
* * * *
 
Carrying the still slightly drowsy Blaze into the house, Levin stopped just inside the front door just long enough to toe off his sneakers. He then headed for the master bedroom. He continued through the large room into the attached bathroom and set Blaze on the counter. 
“Don’t move while I get a bath started,” he said, making sure she was awake enough that she wouldn’t topple off the counter to the floor once he moved away. 
She nodded and remained silent as he moved across the room to the tub. After turning on the water, Levin retrieved a pile of towels from the linen closet, which he placed on the floor beside the oversized bathtub, which would easily seat four or more. 
Once the water was flowing warm enough, he began opening the buttons of his jeans. 
“Why didn’t you just drop me off at Jillian’s house? Why did you bring me here?”
Though he had expected the question, Levin paused. He looked from her to the doorway where Wyatt leaned against the doorjamb looking pleased about something.
“Go ahead and tell her,” Wyatt said as he pulled his shirt off. He then stepped back and moved out of view. Levin smiled when he noticed his man’s feet were bare and the top button of his jeans was already open.
With a quick nod, Levin turned his attention back to Blaze. “Let’s get you in the tub, and then we’ll talk about why you’re here.”
Moving slowly and carefully, Levin stripped Blaze out of her clothes. He winced in sympathy when she made small sounds of discomfort as she lifted her arms or shifted in certain ways. Once she was naked, he lifted her from the counter and carried her to the tub, easing her into the still-rising water. After turning off the taps, he finished stripping off his own clothes before stepping into the tub and sitting down beside her. 
Together, they watched as Wyatt entered the room, as naked as they were. The man’s long, thick erection led the way as he crossed to room to join them. Instead of climbing into the tub with them, Wyatt knelt on the floor beside the tub. Picking up her braid, he lifted the end out of the water and wound and tucked the rope of hair so it became a sizeable knot at the base of her skull. He then reached for a washcloth and the bottle of liquid soap. 
As he wet and soaped up the small square, Wyatt looked from Blaze to him and back again. “I’m waiting, boy,” he said, a thread of Dom power laced through his tone. “Tell her why she’s here and not back at Gunnar’s.”
While Wyatt began to wash the silent and complacent woman, she turned her full attention to him. It was time to verbalize what he and Wyatt had not really discussed between themselves. He could only assume that by putting this on his shoulders that Wyatt was good with whatever he said.
He then hoped he didn’t fuck up the next few minutes.
“When Gunnar told us you were moving here, he thought we”— he waved a hand in a triangle between the three of them—“might be a good fit, both at the club and in life. Wyatt and I have wanted to add a woman to our family, and while I’m not sure about him, after meeting you, I’d like to see where things lead between us.”
Levin looked at his man and raised an eyebrow in query. Wyatt dropped his chin with a small smile, assuring him he had guessed right. After five years together, he rarely screwed up these days when guessing what his master thought. 
Once he finished dropping that bombshell, he picked up the plastic cup on the shelf over the tub and began to rinse away the suds that now covered Blaze’s shoulders, arms, and upper body. He ignored the long, thick erection in his lap, breaking the water’s surface. 
“So, what do you think, Blaze?” Wyatt asked when the woman did not react for a full ten seconds. “Would you be willing to see what develops between the three of us?”
Blaze blinked before taking a breath. “Are you sure you want to take a chance on me? I am a broken toy.”
After a glance at Wyatt for permission, Levin pulled Blaze onto his lap. She did not fight him, which was surprising considering what he had just revealed. But when she relaxed into his loose embrace, he understood. She needed them, even if she didn’t want to admit it.
“You might be bent or crumpled, but you are not broken. You’re still here, still breathing, and still have a lot of life left to live. All you have to do is let us take care of you. Can you do that? At least for tonight? Everything else can wait until tomorrow. All you have to do tonight is let us hold you while you sleep, comfort you if you have nightmares, and, come morning, show you that we can be good together.”
While he waited for Blaze’s response, Levin quickly washed up then rose and stepped from the tub. He grabbed a towel and quickly dried off before moving to stand beside Wyatt, who had pushed to his feet. 
Blazed looked them both up and down before nodding. “I think I can do that, but can we take things slow?”
Levin looked to Wyatt to answer this one. “As slow as you need, pet, as long as you continue to move forward out of this dark place you’ve been trapped in. Now, can you find it in yourself to trust us to do what’s best for you for the next twelve hours?”
He could not help but grin like a fool when she said softly, “Yes, Master Wyatt. I trust you.”
The two men helped her climb out of the tub. After drying her off, Levin took her hand and led her into the bedroom while Wyatt jumped into the shower. 
Once in the bedroom, Levin released her hand and went to his dresser. He pulled out a well-worn T-shirt and carefully helped her into it. “Normally this bed is a no-clothing zone, but we’ll forgo that for tonight.”
His heart stuttered when she looked up at him, smiled, and said, “Thank you, Sir.” 
 
* * * *
 
By the time Wyatt emerged from the bathroom, the two submissives were curled up together in bed under the light covers. He strolled over, fighting back a grin when he heard Levin whisper, “Isn’t he beautiful, little one? And just think, that cock is all ours.”
“Eyes up here, subbies,” Wyatt said as he waved up his body toward his face.
Blaze’s giggle set his heart at ease. “Sorry, Master Wyatt. It’s been a while since I’ve shared a bed with a man, and I’ve never been with two. I’m afraid I’ve forgotten naked-man protocol.”
Wyatt couldn’t help but chuckle as he slid under the covers and lay down next to the cute, petite woman who, in the course of an evening, was coming to mean a lot to them both. 
Pulling her from where she lay spooned against Levin, he settled on his back with her head resting on his shoulder. “I don’t mind the looking, pet, but there might be consequences if you don’t show proper respect.”
“Yes, Sir,” she responded snappily as one hand rested on his lower belly before sliding up his torso until her palm came to rest in the center of his chest.
“Now, go to sleep,” he ordered gently. “We’ll talk more in the morning.”  
It took only a few minutes for Blaze to sink back into slumber. Wyatt waited until she relaxed fully in his arms and her breathing evened out before he looked past her to his life partner, who returned his gaze with a wary smile.
“I’ll take her strokes, Master,” his boy whispered after Wyatt lifted his right eyebrow in silent query. 
Wyatt blinked and sucked a shocked breath as a knife plunged through his heart. “Do you honestly believe me to be such a monster that I would punish her now? When she’s all bruised up and hurting already?”
Levin blinked and began rapidly shaking his head side to side. “Of course not, Master. I’m just saying if you feel the need to punish anyone, I’ll take her strokes.”
“Drop the Master and talk to me, Levin. Man to man, not slave to Master. What put such a thought in your head?”
His best friend, lover, and slave of the last five years shrugged and dropped his gaze to stare at the woman between them. “It’s not anything you’ve done or said, Wy. It’s just that she’s so little and vulnerable and hurting. I don’t want her to hurt anymore.”
Wyatt could see tears welling in his gentle giant’s eyes. Lifting his free arm over Blaze’s body, he cupped his hand around the back of Levin’s neck and pulled him closer until they were nose to nose. 
“I love you, Levin. You are my life, and adding Blaze to our family, if we all agree to her joining us, won’t take away from my love for you.”
“I love you, too, Wyatt. Always and all ways.”
“Thank you, boy. Now go to sleep, or you’ll be feeling the bite of my whip tonight after all.”
 




Chapter Nine
 
Blaze woke slowly, feeling less pained and better rested than she had in longer than she could recall. Taking a deep breath, she sighed as the scent of man filled her lungs. She instantly remembered everything that had happened the night before, though she wasn’t sure how she felt about not only her meltdown at the club but also coming home with near strangers, allowing them to bathe her, and spending the night curled in their arms wearing only a T-shirt. 
She thought she was doing a good job of holding still between the two men, but something must have tipped them off to her being awake. The bicep her head was resting upon shifted as the arm curled around her upper back squeezed her gently. At the same time, the hand draped over her middle began to move, sliding up and down her belly, caressing her skin under the T-shirt she wore.
Opening her eyes, Blaze tilted her head back far enough to meet Wyatt’s sleepy gaze. 
“Good morning,” she whispered while trying not to breath too heavily on the man. No one liked a nose full of morning breath first thing after waking up. 
“Good morning,” Wyatt whispered back before lifting his head and brushing a kiss on the tip of her nose. “You slept well.”
“Yes, I did. Better than I have since…” She stopped talking, not wanting to bring memories of Master Z into this place with these men. “Well, let’s just say a long time, shall we?”
A kiss on top of her shoulder had her shifting to look at the big man behind her. “Good morning, Levin,” she said, still whispering.
“Good morning,” he whispered in return. “Why are we whispering?”
Blaze couldn’t help the soft giggle that escaped. “I have no idea. I’ve always felt that early mornings are the best time for whispering.”
“Oh, okay. Well, how about some breakfast and then we can show you around the ranch before it gets too hot?”
Still not sure exactly how she had ended up spending the night with these men, other than because Gunnar was ready to kick her ass to the curb for her hermit-like ways, she shrugged. “I should probably get out of your way and head back to Gunnar’s. I’m sure you have chores and things you need to be doing instead of entertaining me.”
 A sharp smack on her ass had her gasping in surprise and whipping her head around to look wide-eyed at Wyatt. “You are not in our way. You are our guest for the weekend, and we feed everyone three times a day. You will, however, have to get dressed before we head over to the dining hall. After breakfast, we’ll take you on a tour of the ranch and explain why Gunnar thought we would be a good fit, beyond the obvious sexual attraction that has me wanting to do nothing more than roll you over and fuck you until none of us can walk.”
Blaze sucked in a sharp breath as her pussy grew hot and wet. She released it on a sigh at the visual Wyatt’s words left her with. At the same time, she felt Levin’s cock, which had been stiff and pressing into the cleft between her ass cheeks, grow even more. 
When Levin’s hand slipped down the front of her body to cup her mons, she moaned again and shifted against his fingers. But somehow, she moved wrong, and instead of trying to entice the men into making good on Wyatt’s words, she gasped and froze as her ribs protested the movement. 
“Shit, I’m sorry, little one,” Levin said as he slowly pulled his fingers from between her legs, sliding one between her labia and over her hot, wet, erect clit. “I didn’t mean to hurt you, I just wanted to give you a little pleasure.”
“I’m sorry,” Blaze answered automatically as she buried her face into Wyatt’s side. She did not elaborate further on what she was sorry for. 
As if he knew, Wyatt cupped his free hand around her head and held it steady as he shifted around to lay on his side facing her. He then tilted her head back until they were eye to eye. “No apologies, pet. You’re injured, and we shouldn’t forget that. It will be a couple more weeks before you’re ready for any overly enthusiastic sexual gymnastics. For now, roll onto your back and spread your legs wide. Levin is going to apologize appropriately while he and I deal with a matter of strokes not given last night.”
“Mmmm, sounds interesting,” Blaze said as both men moved away and she eased over so she lay flat on the bed. The covers were swept away, but the warning she saw in Wyatt’s eyes had her fighting the need to grab hold of the sheet to hide her less-than-perfect body from their gazes. Instead, she just fisted her hands at her sides.
Watching Wyatt as he crossed to the closet across the room, her eyes widened when he flipped a switch to light the small room. The wall she could see was covered with more implements than she’d ever seen in one place before outside of a sex toy store. Floggers and whips shared space with paddles, rolled-up lengths of ropes in a rainbow of colors, and other implements she wasn’t sure she knew the names of. When he emerged with a length of leather in one hand, her eyes stroked over him, and she sucked in another breath. The naked man was beautiful … and impressively erect. 
“Pet, I’m going to pull you down toward the end of the bed. I want you to stay still and keep those leg spread wide while you enjoy as many orgasms as you can reach while I punish my boy. Do you understand?”
Blaze blinked and nodded. “Yes, Master Wyatt.”
“Good girl,” he said with a smile before turning his attention to the man standing at the end of his bed with his legs parted, hands behind his back, and head dropped so far forward that he was staring at his long, erect cock. 
“Slave, I’m going to give you ten to clear the books and another five because I’m sure you’ll earn them by the end of the weekend. Your job is to pleasure our pet and bring her to at least two orgasms. And no coming for you.” 
The power in Wyatt’s voice had Blaze shivering in response. Her pussy clenched with a want she had not felt since before Andy’s death, and she assured herself it was all right to let herself go with these men. This was what Master Z would want for her.
“Yes, Master,” Levin answered softly. 
“Good boy. Now bend over the mattress.” Wyatt pointed to the end of the bed. “Pet, you just stay where you are.”
Wyatt was demanding her submission, and though mischievously bratty more often than not, she was a submissive through and through. Any thought of arguing bled away and left her body demanding Levin’s touch. She shifted on the bed, surprised that the past few minutes had shot her close enough that she had to fight the temptation to slide a hand between her legs and finish the climb herself.
But that was not her job. Her job was to be still and accept what these two men were about to do to her.
She was so lost in thought she jumped and meeped when Wyatt gently wrapped his hands around her ankles. Blinking, she stared down the bed, seeing him standing behind Levin, who was bent over the bed, resting his wide, muscled upper body on his elbows and licking his lips as he stared at the space between her legs. She swallowed hard as Wyatt slowly pulled her down the length of the mattress until Levin’s breath began to gently flow over her wet centerline. 
Wyatt then took one ankle and, bending her leg, placed it on Levin’s back, just below his neck. The second ankle joined it a moment later. 
“Think you can hold that position, or should I tie you?” he asked, looking at her. “I don’t want to hurt your leg with the belt.”
Blaze shifted her back and hips into a more comfortable position before answering. “I can hold it, Master Wyatt.”
He patted one ankle with a grin that sent a shiver through Blaze’s body straight to her clit. “I’ll hold you to that. And remember, any misbehavior on your part over the next couple of weeks will be punished, eventually.”
“Yes, Master Wyatt. I understand.” 
After giving her a nod, he stepped away and turned so his back was to them. When he returned to take up his position beside Levin’s kneeling form, his mood had shifted, and he was all hard-ass dominant. 
“Well, boy, what are you waiting for? You’ve got a woman to please.” His voice had a rough edge to it as he rubbed a hand down Levin’s back to his ass. 
Levin did not respond. At least not verbally. Instead, he leaned down and gently, delicately stroked the tip of his tongue from her taint between her cunt and asshole up, up, up the center of her groin to the knotted-up ball of flesh of her clit, which he batted back and forth several times, driving her closer and closer to the edge. 
A thick finger sliding into her open, wet pussy was all it took to shove her into the first orgasm she’d had in nearly a year. It rolled over her with the strength of a charging bull, causing her to cry out with the instantaneous intensity. Her hips began to move, canting up to press harder against that magic tongue while, at the same time, she tried to fuck herself on the finger that slid out, only to return with a friend, stretching her channel in the most delicious fashion. 
In the background, she heard smacking. Levin’s breath grew heavy against her pussy as he received and accepted his punishment. He impressed her when he didn’t bite her or cause her pain in response to the pain being given to him. Instead, his tongue batted her flesh a little harder, his fingers fucked her with a little more power, and he kept her orgasm rolling through her. 
When he did take a break to breathe through a pain, it gave her a moment to try to catch her own breath. She was gasping and panting so hard and fast she was certain she would be passing out from it at any second. 
She heard Wyatt when he said, “Bring her down slowly, boy,” but did not understand the meaning until Levin gentled his touch. His fingers slowed as they twisted back and forth while easing in and out. His sucking became gentle licks, which grew lighter and lighter until he finally lifted his head from between her legs, kissed her bare mons, and then rested his chin there. 
“Feel better?” he asked softly. She saw he had tears tracking down his cheeks, but he looked nearly euphoric from his punishment than anything else. 
She was still trying to get her brain to function after he’d blown it up, so she nodded with a grunted “Uh-huh.”
“Would you be interested in a little more fun?” Wyatt asked as he emerged from the closet having returned the belt to its place on the wall.
“As long as I don’t have to jump up and run anywhere,” Blaze answered with a touch of snark in her tone, still feeling a little loopy.
“Oh, no, pet, you’ll stay right as you are, but I want to fuck you while you suck Levin’s cock. The boy took his punishment well, and I want to give him a treat before we head out for the day.”
Blaze nodded. “I could do that, Master Wyatt.”
“Good girl. Now just relax while we reposition you just a bit,” he said. 
The two men worked together, and in less than a minute, she was lying across the foot of the bed, her ass in one corner as she held her bent legs to her chest. Levin stood but did not move closer, keeping his long, hard, angry-looking cock well out her reach. 
“Okay, pet, now can you pull your legs farther apart? Yes, just like that,” Master Wyatt instructed as he gently eased her legs so her knees were on the outsides of her breasts, pressing the fleshy mounds closer together. “Damn, that’s a beautiful sight. When you’re feeling better, I’m going to suspend you tied just like that.”
Blaze could not help the moan that emerged at the image or the gush of fluid that spilled out of her pussy and down over her back hole. Her hips began to move up and down in supplication as she watched Wyatt sheathe his cock in a condom.
A moment later, she moaned as his mushroom head found its way into her pussy, pausing a moment at the entrance as Wyatt leaned over to look her in the eyes. “Are you sure about this, pet?”
“Oh, yes, please fuck me, Master Wyatt. It’s been so long.”
He nodded before his hips begin to press forward. Their moans harmonized as his cock pushed smoothly in, in, in, slowly filling her completely. Once he was buried deep, he stilled, giving her body time to adjust to the intruder.
Closing her eyes, Blaze took a breath and tried to relax when her sore muscles twinged, reminding her that she was still recovering. She opened them again when warm fingers stroked across her cheek before turning her head. She looked up into Levin’s hungry face, still glistening with the remnants of her juices. Her gaze then dropped to the long, thick cock that was just inches from her nose. 
Smiling, she parted her lips and stuck out her tongue in an invitation, which he immediately answered, easing forward until his cock filled her mouth. She closed her lips around the head as she licked at the tip, savoring the drops of precum that covered it. With a soft moan, she moved her head in an attempt to take Levin deeper. 
At that moment, Wyatt moved, drawing her attention back to her pussy. Then Levin shifted deeper, filling her mouth completely as Wyatt pulled back until only the head remained inside. 
The two men moved slowly, one moving in as the other pulled out before then reversing directions. Then hands began to trace over the rest of her body, stroking over her belly, covering her breasts, and playing with her balled-up nipples. 
She had never been the focus of two men before, and it quickly drove her back up the mountain of arousal. Releasing one leg, she reached up and cupped Levin’s balls, rolling and playing them as she continued to suck and lap at his cock. At the same time, she clenched her pussy around Wyatt’s driving cock, determined to give these men as much pleasure as they were giving her. 
She tried to fight, but the slide into subspace was inevitable as her body tightened in preparation. She was seconds from peaking when Levin cried out just before his cock twitched and his seed spurted across her tongue and down her throat. She swallowed every drop automatically even as her body jolted and shivered with her own orgasm. At the same time, Wyatt’s cock grew even larger before his thrusts grew jerky and then stopped as he added even more heat to her pussy as he filled the condom that separated them. 
It took more than a few minutes to recover, but when Blaze finally caught her breath, she was energized and, for the first time in months, excited to start this new day. 
 




Chapter Ten
 
By the time they all recovered, cleaned up, and dressed, they had to hurry to the dining hall before breakfast ended. When Blaze stumbled on the uneven ground, Levin did not hesitate to kneel down and offer her a piggyback ride. She climbed on with a giggle. Once she was comfortably wrapped around his body, he straightened to continue a fast walk to the cluster of buildings, which were far enough from the main house that the main house could not hear the boys in the evenings.
He could almost smell Blaze’s brain burning up with questions as she saw some of the ranch’s residents as they left the building that housed the dining hall and headed across the way to another large one-story building. 
“What is this place?” she asked once he set her down on the wide porch that made up the front of the dining hall. 
“This is the Rocking JT Ranch,” Levin answered simply as he took her hand and led her into the building where they usually ate breakfast with the men who worked the ranch. 
“But they’re just boys,” she said as she looked around at the dozen or so young men and half-dozen adults who were still eating breakfast. 
A black-haired young man who looked about fifteen paused in front of her. “No, ma’am, we’re not boys. Levin calls us men in training. Wyatt calls us pains in his—”
“Don’t finish that sentence unless you want KP for the rest of the weekend,” an older man in a chef’s uniform said as he stepped into the room from the kitchen. 
“Yes, Chef,” the boy said with a grin as he carried a stack of dirty dishes to the kitchen.
“Men in training?” she asked, turning to look at him.
Levin nodded as he led her toward an empty table in the middle of the room. “Let’s get you settled and we’ll talk about it over breakfast.” 
Wyatt had already disappeared into the kitchen, so as soon as he had her settled, Levin crossed to the door to the kitchen as well. 
Chef was plating three breakfasts by the time he joined them in the kitchen. 
“So that’s her?” Chef asked. 
“That’s her,” Wyatt responded simply.
“She’s a pretty little thing, even with the bruises.”
“Yes, she is,” Levin agreed with a grin. “She’s also spoken for.”
Chef looked from Wyatt to Levin and back again before nodding solemnly. “Just be gentle with her. I heard she’s had a rough go of it these past few months.”
“We’ll be as gentle as she wants us to,” Levin assured the cook before taking two plates and heading back into the dining room. He was hungry, but he also wasn’t sure leaving Blaze alone for too long was a good idea. The last thing she needed was for one of the hands to hit on her, or make a comment about her visible bruises.
But he had nothing to worry about. The men and men-in-training who had been eating when they entered had cleared the hall while he and Wyatt had been in the kitchen. Blaze looked to be deep in thought, but Levin was glad to see that whatever she was contemplating didn’t seem to be troubling her. 
“Here, eat up,” he said, setting a plate in front of her. He then pulled two sets of silverware from his back pocket and set them on the table between her and the chair he took on her left side. 
“Thank you,” she said softly, looking over the plate before lifting her gaze to his. “There’s no way I can eat all this.”
“Eat what you can, leave what you can’t. Levin will be happy to clear your plate,” Wyatt said easily as he took the chair on her other side. 
When Blaze looked his way, Levin raised one shoulder in a shrug as he nodded. “What can I say? I’m a growing boy.”
Blaze’s tinkling laughter sent a shaft of heat straight to his cock. 
As they ate, several men approached the table, hats in hands. They directed questions to both Wyatt and Levin, depending on the subject. Blaze was impressed at the patience the men showed as they answered questions, gave advice, even offered to discuss how to build a better credit rating with one hand after dinner that evening. 
 
* * * *
 
Wyatt watched Blaze as they finished breakfast. She looked around, taking in the wall of accomplishments they had begun shortly after opening the ranch to younger cowboys. Nowadays, the county foster care system admitted they had boys from as far away as Austin begging to be placed on the ranch instead of a home in the city.
The long wall of the building had dozens of framed photographs, as well a number of certificates, ribbons, a few belt buckles, and letters from previous residents. Every piece of memorabilia on the wall had a story behind it, a boy whose life had been turned around by spending time on the Rocking JT. 
When Levin returned with an insulated pot of coffee and refilled their mugs, she turned her attention back to them. “So, what are men-in-training, and why do you have so many of them here? And what is the job Gunnar said you had for me? I’m not a cowboy.”
“The Rocking JT is a unique ranch in that not only do we raise cattle, we rehabilitate horses and troubled young men,” Wyatt said. “The foster system can only do so much, and a number of years ago we watched a young man get screwed by the system and knew we needed to do something. We offer young men who are on the verge of trouble a chance to turn their lives around. Our boys learn to take responsibility for themselves, finish high school through our homeschooling program, learn a trade, and grow into men who can walk proudly through the world. We have a 100 percent high school graduation success with a high percentage of our boys either joining the military or getting jobs and staying out of trouble.”
“Sounds like quite an endeavor,” Blaze said as she looked toward the wall again. “And you need me because…?”
“Because the state has decided that we’ve become too good at what we do and want to screw it up,” Levin said, his frustration clearly evident. 
Blaze smiled and nodded. “Sounds like any bureaucracy when they see something that works. So, you need a social worker to run interference to keep the state at bay?”
“The bureaucracy, as you call it, has decided we need to file a number of reports that we’ve not had to file before and jump through hoops to maintain our status as a foster home. We’re cowboys, not social workers, and don’t understand half of what they’re asking for. We also have a number of requests from other organizations wanting to know how we run our program with such success. We need someone who knows how to talk government speak and who would be willing to work up a presentation for other groups who want to try and duplicate what we have done here.”
Wyatt knew he was throwing a lot at her, but they were getting desperate. He could only spend an hour or two a day on the paperwork before his head threatened to explode from frustration. Asking Levin to do complicated paperwork was like handing a gorilla knitting needles and a skein of yarn and asking for a pair of socks. They needed help, and from talking to Gunnar and Jillian, they needed Blaze. 
He hoped they could convince her to step in before the state showed up and dragged all the boys away. 
 
* * * *
 
After hearing what she assumed were the vague beginnings of a job offer, Blaze looked from Wyatt to Levin and back again. “You’re offering me a job as the ranch social worker?”
Both men blinked and quickly shook their heads then changed directions and began to nod at a slower rate. “Not just the ranch social worker,” Levin said. “We also want to see if there can be more between the three of us. Other than just an occasional scene at the club.”
Blaze looked into his golden-brown eyes and saw banked hunger in them. For her as a submissive? Or for her as an equal partner in a triad relationship?
Turning her head, she saw Wyatt’s silvery blue eyes glowing with the same sort of attraction. 
“I’m not sure I’m going to stay in Texas once I’m fully healed,” she said honestly. “Gunnar brought me here so he and Jillian could take care of me while I healed, but…”
“You need to stand on your own feet,” Wyatt said.
She nodded. “Even when I was with Andy, I worked and shared in the decisions, the bills, and everything else. Once he died, I admit I’ve been lost, but I never missed a bill, never skipped a payment, and I did it all on my own.”
The two men nodded then each took a hand and held it sandwiched between both of theirs. 
“And you’re stronger because of that experience. We’re not asking you to be a slave with no wages or a kept woman. We’re offering you a position here at the ranch, one with pay and benefits just like any of our full-time employees,” Levin said, pulling her head back around to meet his eyes. 
“Playing at the club, sleeping in our bed, and being our woman is just a bonus. For us all,” Wyatt added.
Blaze pulled her hands from theirs then sat back, wincing when her side pulled. She crossed her arms over her chest in a move that soothed the pain as she thought about what they were offering. 
Finally, she took a slow, careful breath. “I’d like to think about the job offer. I also need to look into what it takes to become accredited as a social worker in Texas. In the meantime, I’d like to see the ranch and hear more about what all you’re doing here, what the boys experience here, and then I’d like a ride back to Gunnar’s.”
She watched the men exchange a conversation without words before they both nodded, as if their strings were being pulled by the same puppet master.
“I’d also like to ask if I could spend some time with each of you, without the other, over the next few days. I’m hoping that by next Friday when we all go back to the club together I’ll be up for more than just sitting in a chair as a rope dummy. Or is that too many demands coming from the woman you want as your submissive and third?”
The men again held a silent conversation of shrugs and head tilts before they both turned back to face her fully. Finally, Wyatt said, “That sounds like a good plan you’ve laid out. Our only condition is that you don’t make any decisions until after next Friday evening when we’re all together at the club.”
Blaze nodded. “That sounds like a reasonable request.”
 




Chapter Eleven
 
Sunday afternoon, just before the agreed-upon time, Blaze sat with Jillian on the front porch, waiting for Levin to arrive for their date. Before they’d brought her home in time for lunch the day before, she had agreed to three dates. It was decided she would go out alone with Levin on Sunday, Wyatt on Tuesday, and then both men would take her out on Wednesday. 
Sunday morning, she received a very Dom-like text from Levin that brought back to mind some of the texts Andy would send her when she was still learning his preferences. 
Wear a skirt or dress, no panties, no stockings. 
None of the clothes she had fit the bill, so she and Jillian went into the storage building where her things from North Carolina had been placed. It took a couple hours, but the finally found the boxes containing her clothes. The boxes had been moved to her room, where she would go through them and decide what would and would not work in Texas.
So here she sat, in a denim skirt that covered her to mid-thigh, one of her dressier T-shirts with no writing on the front, and strappy low-heeled sandals on her feet. Though she had followed Levin’s no-panties dictate, she still wore a bra, though it was one of the newer ones she’d bought not long before her life had gone to hell. 
“Are you sure you don’t want me to go with you?” Jillian offered as Levin’s big truck came into view. 
Blaze looked at her best friend and braced a hand on her ribs as she chuckled. “Your husband sent me home with them Friday night and now you’re asking if you should come with me on a vanilla date?”
Jillian shrugged. “Gunnar didn’t consult me Friday night. If he had, he would never have allowed you to go off alone with two men you didn’t know. Especially when you were in such an emotional and exhausted state. We may have to call Taurus and have the man give Gunnar a crash course in owning a BDSM club before Friday night.”
“Yeah, like that’s gonna happen,” Blaze said. 
In the next instant both women giggled at the thought of Gunnar being schooled about anything. The man was the ultimate Viking dominant, and no one questioned his authority about anything. 
Ever.
“Good afternoon, ladies,” Levin said as he approached the porch steps. 
“Hello, Levin,” Jillian said as Blaze rose from her chair. 
“Hi,” Blaze responded, grabbing the small purse and ivory-colored pashmina from the small table next to her chair.
“So, what’s the plan?” Jillian asked, sounding entirely too much like an overprotective mother.
“Thought we’d do a movie and early dinner. Don’t worry, mama hen, I’ll have her home before curfew,” Levin answered with a smirk.
Blaze looked at her friend and winked. “Don’t worry. I have my phone if he gets too fresh and I need a ride home.”
The two girls laughed as Blaze crossed the porch and descended the steps, stopping on the bottom one, which put her almost nose to nose with Levin. “Hello, Sir Levin,” she said softly before leaning forward enough to brush a kiss on his cheek. 
“Hello, little one,” he responded, sending a shiver of need through her to settle low in her pelvis.
With that, he took her hand and led her to the truck. Helping her in and securing her seatbelt, he rounded the front of the truck and climbed in. “You okay with this?” he asked as he started the engine. 
Blaze smiled and nodded. “I’m looking forward to our first date. Bring it on, cowboy.”
She turned and waved to Jillian as Levin put the truck in gear and slowly drove away. Her stomach was knotted, and her pussy was dampening in excitement of what the next few hours would hold. 
When Levin began asking typical first date questions, likes, dislikes, favorite movie genre, color, food, she slowly relaxed and allowed herself to answer honestly while asking him similar but slightly different questions. They had a surprising number of interests in common, from liking to read BDSM erotic romance books and mysteries to apples being their favorite fruit and cookies their favorite dessert and sharing their desire to save all the homeless, abused, and unwanted children of the world. 
At the movie theater, she waited while he came around and helped her down. Firstly because he told her to but mainly because she didn’t want to flash her ass as she climbed down from the tall truck. When he took her hand in his, lacing their fingers together, she smiled and sighed with the happy shivers that raced from his touch through the rest of her body. 
After buying tickets then snacks and drinks, she broke off to run to the restroom, needing to wipe up the juice that was flooding her pussy. After using the facilities and drying everything, she folded up several paper towels and stuffed them into her purse after washing her hands. 
Levin was leaning against the wall beside the door when she emerged. “Thanks,” she said as they headed farther down the hall to the theater where their movie was playing. 
Walking up than incline, Blaze turned and started up the side aisle stairs of the stadium seating theater setup. There were only a handful of other moviegoers scattered around the room. “Back row,” Levin said softly as he followed her. 
Blaze nodded and smiled as she continued climbing until she reached the back of the room. Once there, she turned and headed to the middle of the row. Looking over her shoulder, she smiled and whispered, “How’s this?”
“Perfect, as long as no one else decides to join us,” Levin whispered back. 
The lights dimmed just after they sat down and got comfortable. “Here,” he said softly, handing her a thick cloth towel. “Pull up the back of your skirt and sit on this.”
Blaze’s pussy creamed again as she followed his commands. When she tried to cross her legs to keep her wet pussy from overflowing, he ran a hand up her thigh. “Uncross and spread them wide.”
“I thought this was a vanilla date,” she whispered as she moved into position. Pulling up the back of her skirt caused the front to bunch up as well to the point she was afraid to move for fear of everything between her legs being on display. 
“It is … for the most part. But kissing, making out, and maybe more is expected on a first date, isn’t it?”
Blaze met his gaze in the dim light of the previews and smiled. “I have no idea. It’s been a long, long time since I’ve had a first date, vanilla or otherwise.”
“Well, then, I guess we’re writing our own definition,” Levin said. 
He settled into his seat and faced the screen as the opening movie credits began to roll. Flipping up the arm that separated their seats, he took her hand in his and rested them on his thigh.
 
* * * *
 
Though he wanted to make out, and more, with Blaze, it had been a long, long time since Levin’s last first vanilla date. They’d eaten most of the popcorn before he made his first move, resting his hand on her bare thigh and slowly sliding it toward the apex of her legs. The scent of her sex reached him as he stretched his pinkie and stroked it over one puffy, wet lip. 
That simple touch earned him a soft gasp from Blaze, and then she shifted and his finger was pressed more fully against her. He shifted his hand farther between her legs, only mildly surprised at the wet cloth she was sitting on. Stroking his index finger up her centerline, he slid one finger into her wide-open pussy and scooped up her slick arousal. He slowly pulled his finger from her and turned his head to meet her wide-eyed gaze. With a half-smile, Levin lifted his finger and slipped it into his mouth, sucking her juices off. 
“Yum,” he breathed once he pulled his finger free.
Lifting his arm, he slid it behind her back and cupped the back of her head. Controlling her head, he leaned in and kissed her. “You’re delicious,” he murmured against her lips. 
He wasn’t surprised that Blaze returned his kiss in equal parts. They were both hungry for more, but he had planned the date, and things were quickly spiraling out of control. 
Releasing her, he took a deep breath and sat back in his seat, forcing his attention back to the screen. He could not help but smile at the huff she gave when it became clear he was not going to do anything further to her at that moment.
When her hand eased into his lap, finding and stroking up and down his hard cock, he allowed it, for a few minutes. When he was on the edge of throwing her over his shoulder and carrying her out to the truck, where he would fuck her and God help anyone who got in his way, he pulled her hand away, kissed the palm, and then once again held it in hers.
He forced her to wait until everyone else had left the theater before they stood and she straightened her skirt. He stuffed the now soaked towel she’d been sitting on into the empty popcorn container before adding their empty cups. 
After a stop at the restrooms, he helped her into the truck again. Once he was in the driver’s seat, he looked at her. “Where would you like to go for dinner?” 
She shrugged with only a small wince at the movement. “I’m not very hungry for food. Could we get something and go somewhere private for a picnic and maybe some fooling around?”
Levin’s cock, which had finally softened enough to not embarrass him, began to stiffen again when she reached over and placed her hand high on his thigh. 
“That sounds like a great idea,” he said with a grin. 
After hitting the drive-thru at his favorite chicken place, Levin headed the truck toward home. Instead of heading back to the house, he turned down a dirt road and drove to a secluded spot between the Rocking JT and the Club Esoteria Texas property. The clutch of pecan and live oak trees provided plenty of privacy, though at that moment he didn’t care if the world showed up to watch. 
Parking, he pulled the lever and slid the bench seat back as far as it would go. Then he released his seatbelt and turned to the woman who had captured his heart without trying. He needed her close while they ate. “Come here, little one.”
 He shifted closer to the center of the truck while Blaze released her belt then shifted to her hands and knees on her seat. He helped her crawl to where he sat then settle across his lap. She straddled his thighs so they were face to face, belly to belly, and groin to groin. 
She was tense and stiff, so Levin wrapped his arms around her and simply held her. It took nearly a minute before she took a deep breath, released it on a sigh, and relaxed. 
“There, doesn’t that feel better?” he asked softly as she rubbed her cheek along his collarbone. 
“Mm-hmmm,” she answered as she stroked her hands up and down his sides as if petting him. 
“Hungry yet?” he asked a minute later when neither had made a move in any direction. 
“Not for food,” she answered softly. 
Sliding his hands to her shoulders, he pulled her back enough that he could see her face. She had the heavy-lidded sultry look of a woman on the prowl. “What are you hungry for, little one?”
The use of his submissive pet name had her swallowing and dropping her gaze. 
“Answer me,” he demanded, adding a bit of power to his tone. 
“You, Sir. I want to ride your cock, Sir,” she admitted softly as an adorable blush rose to her cheeks. 
“You want to practice your cowgirl skills, eh?” Levin asked. 
He tried to maintain a non-expression as his cock surged to full strength once again. Holding Blaze where she was, he moved them to the middle of the bench seat so they had plenty of room. After shifting her back, he opened his belt and pulled it from the belt loops on his jeans.
“Hands behind your back,” he ordered.
She shifted her arms so they extended straight behind her back. Levin grasped her wrists and folded her arms so they came together to lay hand to elbow with her forearms pressed together. Then he wrapped his belt around them several times before threading the tongue through the buckle and securing it. This position forced her back to arch slightly, pushing her chest up and out in a deliciously tempting way. 
 “Any pain?” 
“No, Sir,” she said, sounding a bit breathless. 
Checking her expression, he saw she looked relaxed, content, and he could tell she was sliding toward subspace. Knowing she’d been in the lifestyle for nearly a decade, he wasn’t surprised that just being bound and dominated was enough to send her to a happy place. 
Reaching between their bodies, Levin opened his jeans. With a bit of wiggling and shoving, he worked his jeans down to midthigh. He sighed when his cock and balls flopped free. Pulling a condom packet from his shirt pocket, he tore it open and quickly sheathed his cock, all under the silent, watchful gaze of the beautiful woman in his lap.
“Ready to ride, cowgirl?” he asked with a grin. 
“Yes, Sir,” she murmured, her gaze still focused on his long, thick erection. 
Wrapping one hand around the base of his cock, he held it away from his body as he slid a few inches down the seat. “All right then, subbie, climb aboard and get to it. But you won’t come without permission, will you?”
“No, Sir, not without permission,” she responded.
 
* * * *
 
It took some awkward maneuvering since she did not have use of her arms, but Blaze was finally able to impale herself on the head of Levin’s cock. She slowly lowered herself over his long, hard length. As she did, she leaned forward, tilting her head slightly and kissing Levin, hoping this was okay. She knew better than to top from the bottom, even in a relatively vanilla situation like this one. After all, Levin was her Sir, not just her playmate.
“Damn, you feel good, little one,” Levin said after breaking the kiss. “So damn tight.” 
She smiled when he wrapped his big hands around her hips and began to guide her up and down his cock. She moaned softly as she arched her hips as she rode him, her pussy clamping down with every movement. At the same time, thanks to their position, her clit rubbed up and down Levin’s lower belly, driving her higher and harder than the fucking alone. 
“Keep moving, little one,” Levin ordered as his hands reached for the shoulder straps of her tank top. He pulled them down her arms then did the same with her bra. Pushing the cups of her bra over the peaks of her tits, he bared her nipples.
Her movements faltered when he pinched her nipples between his thumbs and first fingers. She began panting as the small bite of pain shot a lightning bolt straight to her pussy. Her thigh muscles quivered as she continued moving though with less coordination now that her attention was split between pussy, clit, and tits.
“Sir, please, may I come,” she said with a whimper as her need continued to clamp down on everything from tits to thighs. 
“Hold it, subbie,” Levin said as he cupped his hands under her tits.
He lifted them to his mouth and began to lick and nip and suck at her knotted-up nipples. First left, then right, then left again. At the same time, his hips began to rise to meet her every time she slid down over his cock. 
She was having a hard time keeping up with his faster and faster movements. Finally, he released his tight grip on her tits and grabbed her hips again. He held her still and began to fuck up harder and harder.
Blaze bravely fought her orgasm back as her body tightened enough that she was certain she would have some sore muscles the following day. 
When Levin’s hands tightened on her hips and he growled, “Now, Blaze. Come now,” she screamed as her release raced through her like fire through a field of dried grass.
She leaned forward onto his chest when his body came off the seat and arched. He growled her name as he followed her over the edge into orgasmic bliss. His cock pulsed in her pussy, and she felt added heat as his seed filled the thin latex sheath that separated them. 
When he settled back on the seat, she followed, feeling much like a puddle of goo as she rested her head on his shoulder and their bodies melded so close that even a piece of paper could not slide between them. 
She had barely caught her breath when Levin lifted her off his softening cock and sat her across his lap instead. Pulling a stack of paper napkins from somewhere, he gently cleaned her up before dealing with the condom and cleaning himself up. Then he eased her clothes back into place before setting her on the seat beside him. 
After pulling his jeans up and refastening them, he turned to her. “Lean forward, little one.”
She slumped forward, resting her forehead on the dashboard. He quickly released the belt and soothed the skin of her forearms before moving them around to the front of her body. Once he finished, she slumped back against the seat, feeling well used and strangely lighter. 
“Thank you,” she said, flopping her head against the headrest to look across the bench seat at this man who had melted her brain. “This has been an amazing evening.”
“You’re such a good girl,” he responded with a satisfied smile as he slid back into the driver’s seat and readjusted the seat. 
He turned the truck around, and they rode to Gunnar’s ranch in silence. When she began to compare and contrast dominant styles, she shook her head and scolded herself. Master Z was dead. It was way past time to let him go and move forward. 
When Levin parked in front of the main house, Blaze blinked and came back from her thoughts. Releasing her belt, she turned. “Thank you for a wonderful evening.”
Levin smiled and nodded. “Thank you for agreeing to this. I liked getting to know you away from the club. Damn, we didn’t eat dinner.” He reached for the bag of food he’d hung from the hook just behind her seat so it would be out of their way. 
Blaze could not help the giggles that bubbled up. “Well, our minds were on other things. Would you like to come in? We can reheat the food and eat here, but then you’ll have to go home because I’m sure you have to work in the morning.” 
Levin felt his smile grow wider. “Sounds like a plan since Master also gave me a ten o’clock curfew.”
 




Chapter Twelve
 
On Monday afternoon, a brisk knock at the front door startled Blaze from the email she was writing to the county office that oversaw foster children and the social workers who watched over them. She had spent the better part of the day on the hunt for information, not only regarding the requirements of social worker certification in the state but also whether or not her years of working in North Carolina would be useful in getting a position in Texas. Though she was intrigued and interested in the job at the Rocking JT Ranch, she wanted to cover all her bases and see what other opportunities were available. 
Knowing Gunnar and Jillian were busy with their own work endeavors, which, at this time in the afternoon meant a nap and some private time, she laid her computer aside and went to answer the door. Wyatt’s appearance was an unexpected, but not unwelcome, surprise. 
“Hello,” she said with a smile. 
Wyatt took off his hat, looking a little nervous, which she had a feeling was not a usual occurrence for the dominant, take-charge man. “Good afternoon. I was wondering if you’re available this afternoon for an impromptu and unplanned date? We’ll be well chaperoned, if that’s a concern.”
Wyatt waved toward his large pickup where three teenage boys were watching their every move closely. When the boys saw she was looking in their direction, they tipped their hats and grinned.
She then noted the rather large horse trailer hitched to the back of the truck. 
“And what will be doing on this well-chaperoned, impromptu date?” she asked, feeling a little bit of her bratty side returning. 
Her leg muscles were still a little sore from yesterday’s encounter with Levin, and she wasn’t sure horseback riding would do her any good at that moment. 
“I’m taking the boys to a rodeoing skills class one of the neighbors holds every year and hoped you might like to come along. You won’t have to race barrels or anything,” he added with a twinkle in his eye that made everything between her legs go soft and wet.
“I need to change,” she said, looking down at the long cotton skirt she wore with a snug-fitting T-shirt.
Wyatt’s eyes swept down her body and back up again just before his friendly grin turned predatory. “No, you don’t. Just put on sneakers or boots and grab a sweater.”
Blaze swallowed and nodded. “Okay, give me a minute to finish the email I was writing and grab my shoes.”
Wyatt nodded and turned to face the boys. He must have given them a sign because the next thing she heard was cheering from the truck before he turned back again. 
Blaze hurried through the rest of the email, not allowing herself to worry and debate every word. Once it was sent, she closed down her computer and carried it to her room, leaving it on the small table in the corner she had turned into a desk of sorts. 
After pulling on her cowboy boots and grabbing her purse and denim jacket, Blaze grabbed her phone from its charger and sent Jillian a text letting her know where she was headed. Jillian immediately responded with a thumbs-up, obviously giving her approval for the outing. 
At the front door, Blaze stopped, took a deep breath, and murmured to herself, “You’ll be fine. Just relax and enjoy yourself. He won’t do anything too kinky with three boys watching.”
It took another deep breath and self-assurances that she wanted to get to know him like she had Levin the day before. Their relationship would not be just about sex. It would be about so much more, including a job, if she wanted to join their ranch’s staff. 
Opening the door, she pasted a smile on her face, but it turned genuine a second later when she met Wyatt’s nervous smile. “Thought I’d bolt?” she asked with a touch of snark in her voice.
He leaned in and gave her a quick kiss, which earned them hoots from the boys, before taking her hand. “Just a little nervous is all. It’s been a while since I’ve been on a date with a lady.”
“You and Levin don’t date?”
He grinned as they crossed the porch, descended the steps, and approached the truck. “We do, but it’s things like stopping for a beer after running errands in town or dinner out to celebrate a great quarter or something like that.” 
“Well then, I guess I’m going to have to be more demanding about dates,” Blaze said with a giggle as he opened the front passenger door for her. 
Once they were both settled in the truck, Wyatt introduced the boys as Danny, Pete, and Miguel. The boys had gone silent the moment she climbed into the truck. She smiled and said hello to each boy, who responded in kind. 
“Thank you,” Wyatt said when she turned around to face front again. 
“For what?”
“This is the first time since they got in the truck that they haven’t been chattering like a bunch of girls. Thank you,” he said with a chuckle that had her giggling in response as the boys voiced their offense.
The twenty-minute ride to the ranch where rodeo school was being held was filled with Blaze asking questions then demanding each of the boys, and Wyatt, answer in turn. After Wyatt parked, she tried to stay out of the way as Wyatt and the boys unloaded three horses and saddled them. Once the boys and their horses headed to the arena where a half-dozen other young men and their horses were gathering, Wyatt closed the trailer and then looked at her. 
“Ready for a walk?”
“Shouldn’t we stay here and keep an eye on the boys?”
“We’ll be back before the action starts,” Wyatt said, dropping an arm around her shoulders and turning her away from the arena. “In the meantime, you can tell me everything there is to know about Blaze Richards.”
 
* * * *
 
Blaze allowed Wyatt to guide her away from the arena and toward a grouping of barns and other buildings that all seemed to have a purpose in the running of a ranch. She’d seen many of the same buildings at the Rocking JT over the weekend. 
“Did you always want to be a social worker?” Wyatt asked as they stepped into shade, the temperature difference noticeable. 
“I always wanted to help people,” she answered, “but I can’t stand the sight of blood so the medical field was out. Where I grew up, they wouldn’t allow women into the fire department, the military said I was too small, and my high school guidance counselor suggested social work as a viable option.”
“What about you? Did you always want to be a rancher who saves horses and teenagers?”
“I always knew I’d take over the ranch from my parents but spent time in the Army, which taught me that looking to the future and raising up our young people is the only way to go. And like you, I like helping people. When Levin and I got out and came home after my dad died, we decided to shift the focus of the ranch. I just wish we could help more people, get others to join us in our efforts.”
“And you will,” Blaze said, certain that whatever Wyatt set his mind to he achieved. That was a trait of every dominant she knew, whether directing a scene at the club or in their business, they were always in charge and, in one way or another, successful.
“We will,” Wyatt said, squeezing her gently with the arm that was wrapped around her back. “Especially when we have a kick-ass social worker on staff.”
Blaze chuckled but refused to take the bait he was dangling in front of her. They had agreed she would not make any decisions until Friday evening, though she had already made up her mind. If they were still agreeable, she would leap at the chance to help them.
And if they still wanted her as their submissive, she was more than willing to agree to that as well. Just walking next to Wyatt with his arm around her and their sides brushing against one another had her pussy so wet it overflowed, and not only was her thong soaked but her upper thighs were wet as well. If he were to order her to do just about anything, she would have a hard time denying him. 
Wyatt guided her into a barn, and the scents of hay and horse filled her nose. They were unfamiliar odors to the woman who had never been around animals but one that she thought liked. There were no humans or animals in sight, so she did not fight when Wyatt guided her into an empty stall. 
He backed her into a corner then planted a hand on either side of her head. Looking into his eyes, she saw a hunger in them that echoed in her core, a need that spoke to her, and in response, she leaned up and brushed her lips across his. 
When he sighed, she tilted her head and mated their lips more fully, parting hers to lick at the seam in his. In the next instant, she gave up control as he took over, his tongue slipping in and stroking across every surface it could reach. 
The kiss sent waves of want and need through her body, causing her to lift one leg and wrap it around his thighs to pull him closer. This forced him to move closer, grinding his long, thick erection into her lower belly. When he finally ended the kiss and rested his forehead on hers, they were both panting for breath and the air around them was subtly scented with her juices that now coated her upper thighs. 
Taking her hand, he led her across the stall to a square bale of hay. Grabbing a blanket, he covered the bale before helping her kneel on it. She licked her lips as he slid one hand through her hair and around the back of her head. She gave a small moan when he pressed her face into his groin. A deep breath filled her lungs with his uber-male scent, which had her entire body trembling in reaction. 
His other hand reached for his belt, quickly opening it and then working the fastenings of his jeans. “Suck my cock, pet,” he said, his voice low and gruff. 
Blaze pushed his jeans and briefs down to his thighs, freeing his cock and balls. She giggled when his cock bounced out, hitting her cheek and leaving a smear of precum behind. Leaning forward, she parted her lips and extended her tongue, using the tip to lick across the slit in the head. She savored the flavor as she took the head between her lips, swirling her tongue around it before taking more and more of his length in.
She closed her eyes and smiled in submissive pleasure when he groaned and his fingers dug into her skull. While his hold was painful, the pleasure she felt by giving him pleasure made up for it. She might not be a hardcore masochist, but even she enjoyed a little painful fun-ishment now and then. It was the crops, canes, and whips that left marks and long-lasting agony she did not enjoy. 
She took him all the way in and swallowed, hoping he liked it as much as her old Master had. She then shoved thoughts of Master Z from her brain as she forced her eyes open and tilted her head to look up at the Master who was controlling her movements now. 
He met her gaze and smiled, though his entire being seemed to be tense. “Don’t tell Levin, but you’re even better at this than he is.”
She smiled around his cock as his free hand came and joined the first, holding her head still as his hips began to move, fucking her mouth. She sucked and swallowed as he moved in and out, enjoying the feel of serving this man. 
She gave a moan of disappointment when he pulled out and took a step back. “Damn, pet, you’re too good at that. I almost came.”
Though she thought that was any man’s plan—get a blowjob and then move on—she did not ask his meaning. Instead, feeling a little insecure about what was to come, she moved into a kneeling slave position and waited. 
 




Chapter Thirteen
 
Wyatt took a couple of minutes to simply stand and breathe, trying to regain the control she had so easily stripped away from him as if he were one of the teenage boys he mentored. “Stand up, pet,” he said as he took several more steps backward.
She rose with a grace that had his cock twitching in anticipation. Once she was on her feet, she smoothed her skirt down and stood, waiting patiently for his next command. 
Instead of words, he took her hand and pointed her back to the corner where they had first kissed. It was a dim corner and out of direct view of the corridor.
“Pull up your skirt,” he ordered, his voice a soft, low growl. 
He swallowed and fought for control as she reached down and began to inch her long skirt up, up, up, until the hem hung just below her pussy. As he remembered from Friday night, her legs were amazing, and he couldn’t wait to get between them again. 
Stepping closer, he took the material from her, first from her right hand and then her left. Thanking whoever had put an elastic waist in the skirt, he tucked the material into the waistband so it remained up and out of the way. Then he reached between her legs and smiled at her sopping wet panties. He knew when she blinked that he wore the predatory smile that Levin had compared to a wolf getting ready to pounce on an innocent lamb. 
“How fond are you of these panties?” he asked as he slipped his fingers up her hips and under the narrow elastic.
She shrugged then gasped when he jerked, snapping the narrow elastic. Pulling them free, he lifted the soggy material to his nose and sniffed. “Mmmm,” he breathed before slipping them into his pocket. 
“Ever have sex in a barn, pet?” 
She swallowed hard then slowly moved her head side to side. “Never been in a barn before, Sir, so no, never had sex in a barn.”
“Well, you won’t be able to say that in a few minutes,” he said as he reached into his shirt pocket and pulled out a condom. 
“Do Texans always carry condoms in their shirt?” she asked, her words soft and slurry around the edges, as if she was already sinking into subspace as he slowly unrolled the latex sheath down his cock.
“Not sure about anybody else, but Levin and I do,” he answered simply. 
“Okay,” she agreed easily. “Should I carry them, too?”
He chucked before answering. “Wouldn’t hurt. You never know when you might need a condom.” 
Stepping into the corner, he slid his hands under her ass and lifted her up. Pressing her against the wall, he fit his cockhead into her wet, wide opening and then lowered her. Their sighs harmonized as he dropped her down until he was fully embedded. 
“So damn good,” he murmured as he licked at the spot where her shoulder and neck came together. 
“Mmmm,” she agreed as she wrapped her legs around his back. 
He held her steady against the wall as he began to thrust. The hunger that had been eating at him since they’d left the boys at the arena now roared through and over him, driving him to fuck her faster and faster. 
When she stiffened in his arms, he lifted his head and kissed her, swallowing her screams as she came. A moment later he thrust one last time as hard as he could, burying himself deep as his seed pulsed from his body and filled the condom that separated them. 
It took several minutes before he regained enough strength to straighten from the wall, stagger across the stall, and sit down on the bale of hail, all with Blaze still in his arms. He cuddled her close as they came back to Earth.
Before he could say anything, someone walked by at a rapid pace. Several seconds later, he heard, “Wyatt! Where the hell are you?” 
 “Oh, no,” Blaze said as she quickly rose and pulled on her still bunched-up skirt. 
Wyatt quickly dealt with the condom, wrapping it in Blaze’s torn panties, which he then shoved back into his pocket to be discarded later. After redressing, he made sure Blaze was pulled together before he took her hand and headed them back toward the arena at a quick march. 
They were halfway back when a tall, gangly cowboy jogged up. “Where the hell were you?” he asked. 
Wyatt ignored the question, his sex-relaxed brain taking a moment to shift from loving dominant to ranch boss. “What happened?” 
“Danny got stomped. Thankfully it was a calf, but he’s hurting,” the cowboy said.
Looking at Blaze, he said, “I’m sorry. I think our date just got cut short.”
She nodded. “I’m good, but I’d like to come to the hospital with you, just in case.”
Wyatt nodded, knowing her presence might make a difference as to where Danny landed once the doctors were finished with him. “Thanks, pet.”
 
* * * *
 
It was nearly midnight before Levin heard Wyatt enter the bedroom. He’d been asleep but woke at the sound of his master entering the bathroom and taking a shower. He knew Wyatt had to be tired and stressed but also knew the best remedy was a good orgasm before he fell into bed. 
Levin groaned as the plug shifted. He’d put it in after he’d gone over to the Hewes’ ranch and collected Pete and Miguel, their horses, and the ranch’s trailer and brought them home. The boys were unusually quiet on the drive, obviously worried about their best friend. The three boys were all fourteen, had joined the ranch within a few weeks of one another, and had been best friends ever since. They were the three amigos, three peas in a pod, or three of the four horsemen of the apocalypse, depending on the day of the week. 
Danny had lost his balance and fallen right into the path of a five-hundred-pound calf, who stepped on his left leg.
Levin moved into position, laying over the edge of the bed with his ass facing the bathroom. The room was dark, until the bathroom door opened a few minutes later. 
“Damn, boy, you look good enough to fuck,” Wyatt said as he entered the room, leaving the light on in the bathroom. 
“Thank you, Master,” Levin said as he shifted his hips just enough that his cock wasn’t trapped between his body and the edge of the bed. 
He heard Wyatt approach, and a moment later, a hot hand landed on his left ass cheek, followed by a similar slap to the right. Back and forth, Levin counted ten. Master was feeling lenient tonight. The nightly punishment cleared everything from his thoughts and was a quick, easy way to send Levin sliding into subspace.
“Pull ’em apart, boy. Let me see,” Wyatt ordered gruffly as he moved to stand directly behind Levin. 
Dropping his upper body to the mattress, Levin reached back with both hands and pulled his ass cheeks wide apart. He knew by the breath Wyatt sucked in that the plug he’d placed caught the man by surprise. It was one he’d fashioned himself early in their relationship, with the flange being a small state of Texas. The plug itself had been whittled and smoothed and then lacquered until it was smoother than a baby’s butt.
He pulled in a sharp breath when Wyatt took hold of the flange and then began to fuck the plug in and out of his hole. And then, before he could get accustomed to the rapid pace and irregular rhythm Master was using, the plug was pulled completely out, replaced a heartbeat later by Wyatt’s long, thick length rushing in. 
Levin could not help the groan that exploded from him at Wyatt’s invasion. It felt so good, with just a bite of pain to the pleasure. He sucked a breath when Wyatt paused for a moment with his pelvis pressed hard against Levin’s backside.
By his second inhalation, Wyatt began to move, fucking him hard and fast, long, powerful thrusts that brushed over his prostate with every stroke. His grunts and groans merged with the hungry sounds Wyatt made until their duet filled the room with a symphony of sounds. 
“Master, please,” he said as his balls drew up. 
“Come with me, boy…right…now,” Wyatt ordered as he slammed his hips once, twice, then on the third held his cock as deep in Levin’s body as it could get as his seed pulsed out, coating Levin’s channel.
Levin’s body responded to the command instantly, his seed jetting to the hard wood floor beneath him. He smiled as Wyatt collapsed heavily on his back. His goal in life was to make his Master happy, and at this moment, he knew he had fulfilled that goal admirably.
Wyatt pulled from him then rolled and collapsed onto his back beside him. “Clean up and come to bed. It’s late.”
Levin did not say a word, simply pushed himself to a standing position and wobbled his way to the bathroom where he quickly cleaned up. Taking a wet cloth back to the bedroom, he cleaned his master’s cock and balls then wiped up the puddle of semen from the floor. By the time he tossed the washcloth into the hamper and turned off the bathroom light, Wyatt was in bed with the covers over him but thrown back for Levin to join him. 
“Hard night?” Levin asked as he crawled in and curled up next to the man who held his heart, as well as his submission. 
“Could have been worse if Blaze hadn’t been with us. The doctor wanted to call the police and report the injury as abuse. Some granolahead who didn’t think fourteen-year-old boys should be learning to rodeo. Blaze stepped in and not only assured them he was better off with us but also talked them out of filing a report with Social Services,” Wyatt said, sounding half asleep. 
“We’ll talk more in the morning,” Levin said before kissing his partner, best friend, and master. 
“Mmmph,” Wyatt responded as he shifted so Levin was holding him instead of the other way around. 
“I love you, Master,” he whispered as he closed his eyes.
He was just drifting off when he heard Wyatt respond. “Love you, too, boy.”
 
* * * *
 
By Thursday afternoon, Blaze had filled out the paperwork necessary to become a licensed social worker in Texas. She had also filled out the paperwork required to become a full-fledged member of Club Esoteria Texas. 
What had not happened was any further contact with Levin and Wyatt, except for a text from each of them Tuesday morning. Levin’s said they would pick her up for dinner at their house before heading to the club Friday evening Wyatt’s text said to dress appropriately for being a rope bunny, as they would be trying the introductory bondage demonstration once again. 
When she finished with the club’s paperwork, she found Jillian in the kitchen putting a casserole into the oven. “I need help,” Blaze said with more than a little whine in her tone. 
“Help with what?” her best friend asked after closing the oven door and straightening. 
“What am I supposed to wear tomorrow night? I’m supposed to be their rope bunny again, but I’m also hoping for more since we’ve gotten to know each other well enough. Do I go rope bunny with spandex? Or do I go sexy subbie with silk and satin? And when do I tell them my decision about the job and being in a triad with them? Or do you think they’ve changed their minds now that they’ve had a couple days to think about it?”
Blaze knew she was melting down, but this was one of the most important decisions she had ever made, and she didn’t want to fuck it up. She wanted to be with Wyatt and Levin, but she also wanted more than just a work connection, friends-with-benefits relationship, or a Club-Esoteria-only romance. 
She wanted it all. 
She wanted a relationship with these men that included work, sex, love, and more. It was too soon for her to declare everlasting love, but as she had learned from Master Z’s death, life needed to be lived in the here and now and should not be spent waiting for the right moment, the right situation, the convenient opportunity. 
Jillian gave her a quick hug then led her to the club wardrobe room. She went to the rack holding Blaze’s clubwear and started flipping through the hangers. “I say you show them exactly who Blaze Richards is. Strong, capable, and sexy as hell, though a little bratty.”
Blaze nodded, feeling relieved. “I can do that.”
 




Chapter Fourteen
 
Friday evening, Blaze walked through the front door of Club Esoteria Texas on Wyatt’s arm just minutes before they were to begin their bondage demonstration. They had lost track of time talking over dinner, though the men still had not asked for her decision about the job offer.
The ankle-length skirt made of strips of black tulle turned her black sports bra and boy shorts into something alluring and street appropriate. Black ballet slippers covered her feet. What the boys did not know was that she and Jillian had altered the boy shorts to include a little surprise. They had also watched several videos so Jillian could style her hair into a fauxhawk braid. Gold bands around her upper arms and bracelets on her ankles gave her goth ballerina look a Viking princess twist.
Her bruises had faded to sickly green and yellow, but she felt nearly pain free, strong and well rested, and ready to move forward with her life. 
“Give me your shoes, little one,” Levin ordered once they were inside the club.
“And your skirt,” Wyatt added with a wolfish grin. 
Pushing the skirt over her hips, Blaze wiggled her ass at Levin, who stood behind her as she pushed it down her legs and stepped out of the circle. She squealed and jerked upright when his big, hard hand slapped her ass.
“Ah ah ah, remember who you’re messing with,” he said with a wink as he took her shoes and skirt from her. 
He was dressed in jeans, boots, and a snap-front shirt that nearly matched Wyatt’s. When he did not remove any of his clothing at the desk, Blaze understood that tonight he would be dominating her, which had her pussy clenching with excitement. 
Wyatt snagged her attention when he stepped up in front of her. He held up the thin, deep red leather collar. She saw the silver tag dangling from it was inscribed with the JT Ranch brand. 
“Will you wear our collar tonight, pet?” 
“I’d be honored, Master Wyatt,” she said, reaching up to lift her braid out of his way. 
The tightness in her spirit, which had been with her since Monday evening when Wyatt had dropped her at Gunnar’s front door with a kiss on her forehead, eased once he locked the collar into place using a key that he wore on a chain around his neck. There was another key on the ring, which she assumed went to Levin’s collar, though, when the submissive man rejoined them, she saw his collar was not around his neck. Instead, she saw it wrapped several times around his left wrist.
Blaze looked from Levin’s wrist back to Wyatt for an explanation. “While Levin will always be submissive to me as his Master, tonight, we will both be focused on our roles as your dominants. Therefore, my collar is on his wrist to remind him and not around his neck to announce my ownership of him. You, on the other hand, I wish I could post a sign over your head to tell the world that you belong to us.”
Blaze could not help smiling at the visual even as that tightness eased a little more. At the same time, her heart warmed with the knowledge that these men really did want her in their lives.
“You’re late,” Gunnar said as he approached with Jillian following in his wake.
Wyatt turned and shook his friend’s hand before nodding, giving Levin permission to do the same. The women smiled a silent greeting to each other before turning their attention back to the dominant men they belonged to. 
“We’re here now, so calm down,” Wyatt said as he wrapped one hand around Blaze’s upper arm. “Levin, grab the bags and a stool and meet us on the back deck.”
Blaze noted that Levin did not give his normal answer of “Yes, Master.” Instead, he remained silent, just nodding before he picked up the two bags the men had brought with them. He then walked away, looking nothing like the slave he had been last week. 
Blaze knew that feeling. She felt nothing like the broken woman she had been the last time she had visited the club. When Wyatt began walking, she followed a pace behind and just to his right. She followed him across the club’s main room and out the back door to the patio, where people were already starting to gather for their demonstration. 
When Wyatt looked at her and pointed, she knelt and worked to blank her mind as the men finished setting up the scene. A moment later, Wyatt made the introductions while Levin offered her a hand to help her rise.
“Ready, little one?” he whispered into her ear once she was on her feet.
“Yes, Sir Levin,” she said, smiling up at him. 
“Safe word?”
“Red, Sir.”
He brushed a kiss on her lips and squeezed her hand. “Good girl. You’ll do great. And afterwards, Master has a surprise planned.”
Blaze’s heart jumped as she glanced in Wyatt’s direction. He caught her gaze and gave her a smile and wink before turning back to their audience. 
 
* * * *
 
Wyatt stood back and watched as Levin finished the last knots on Blaze’s left leg before moving to stand behind the woman. She was tied securely, her arms behind her back, her lower legs tied to her thighs. 
Stepping to her side, he touched her fingers and toes and saw they were pink and warm and there were no problems with her circulation. Touching her cheek, he forced her to open her eyes and look at him, showing that she was floating in a happy place cocooned in their ropes. 
The black material of her sports bra and boy shorts showed through the ropes and she was ready for the next part of their evening, though first he had to get the crowd to disperse so they could carry their woman off to be alone. 
“Thank you all for your attention. Master Gunnar will be available in the main club room for anyone with questions. Have a spanking good evening,” he said with a smile. 
The crowd applauded politely before slowly dispersing. By the time Levin packed up their bags, they were alone. 
“I’ll take the bags, and you bring our pet,” he said when Levin straightened. 
“Where are we going?” 
“The pyramid on the far side of the tiny house village. No one knows about it, yet, so we should have enough privacy to take our girl on a trip she won’t soon forget,” Wyatt said with a smile as his already hard cock twitched in his jeans. 
“Okay, little one, time to take a trip,” Levin said as he carefully picked the still bound Blaze up from the stool.
“Mmmm, where we going?” she asked, opening her eyes and looking around. She tried to move but was bound too tightly to do more than wiggle a bit.
“Shhhh, I’ve got, sweetheart. We’re going to find a bit of privacy for your surprise,” Levin said as he brushed a kiss on her forehead. 
“Mmmm, okay,” she said, relaxing into the big man’s arms. 
Wyatt smiled to himself as Levin headed through the few people on the patio and down the path that led toward the site where a half-dozen guest houses had been built. As of yet, they had not opened the houses for weekend occupancy, but he knew it wouldn’t be long before members began requesting to use the weekend accommodations. 
He exchanged nods with Master Gunnar before following a moment later. Reaching down, he shifted his erection into a more comfortable position, smiling as a pair of submissives blinked and then giggled as he passed them. 
He couldn’t wait to see Blaze in flight and then, along with his boy, claim her in a manner none of them would soon forget. 
 




Chapter Fifteen
 
Levin carried Blaze to the clearing where the pyramid was set up. Lights in the trees focused on the pyramid that filled the center of the small area. The pyramid was four heavy metal posts driven into the ground so they came together at the top, which was about ten feet above the ground. This permanent structure had a cap at the top with good-sized welded rings on four sides and one under the peak through which ropes could be threaded in order to suspend someone. Looking at the metal chains with an inverted T-bar at the bottom, he realized that Wyatt must have coordinated with someone to come and prepare the pyramid for their fun. 
“You okay, little one?” he asked as he came to a stop underneath the T-bar. 
“Yes, Sir,” she murmured softly, her head shifting on his shoulder as she lazily looked around. 
“You’ll be even better in a few minutes,” he promised.
She sighed, a happy, relaxed sound that shot lightning straight to his groin. 
When Wyatt joined them a moment later, the man dropped their bags well out of the square under the pyramid. He opened one and pulled out a hanging rig they’d used before. Levin watched as the man grabbed the T-bar and did several pullups on it before dropping again and quickly adding their hanging rig to it. He then repeated the weight test before looking his way and nodding. 
“It’s ready,” he said with a hungry smile. 
“So is she,” Levin responded. “Aren’t you, sweetheart?”
“Ready for what?” Blaze asked, still sounding a little out of it. 
“Ready to fly and take your men together,” Levin said as he brushed a kiss on her forehead.
Blaze looked around before asking, “Fly? Together? Can we do that?”
“Oh, yeah, baby. That’s exactly what you’re going to do. For now, all you have to do is relax and let us take care of everything.”
Levin carried her to the center of the pyramid and shifted her so Wyatt could connect the carabiners attached to the rig to the steel rings they had placed in the ropes just above her shoulders. When he nodded, Levin slowly let Blaze down, ready to tighten his hold if anything went wrong. He saw the scissors sticking out of Wyatt’s back pocket, just in case. 
“Let her go,” Wyatt said from where he stood behind her. 
Levin slowly took his hands away, allowing Blaze to hang free and slowly turn as the chain and rigging took her full weight. 
“Wheeee,” she giggled as she slowly swung. 
At Wyatt’s nod, Levin stepped around her suspended body until they were shoulder to shoulder. The each reached out with a hand and stopped her twisting so they were face to face. 
“Hello,” she said with a bright smile. 
“Hello, pet. What’s your safe word?” Wyatt started the conversation. 
“Red, Master,” she said with a sigh. 
“And where are you now?” Levin asked before Wyatt could.
“Green, Sir. Green, green, green,” she said in a singsong manner. 
Levin leaned in and kissed her, deepening the kiss and continuing until they were both breathless. Then he stepped back and opened his shirt and jeans while Wyatt kissed their woman. 
A ripping sound filled the silence, and he frowned at Wyatt, who grinned back.
“Special panties,” Blaze giggled as he moved around behind her to investigate. 
“Damn, girl. Where did you get these from?” Levin asked, earning himself a dark look from Wyatt. 
“I made them. My su’prise for you,” she said with another giggle. “Well, that and the plug that’s filling my ass.”
Levin ran a hand down her back and between her cheeks, which were nicely spread thanks to the frog-legged position they had bound her legs into. When he reached her pucker, he found a warm circular smoothness covering it. 
“Shit, she does have a plug,” Levin reported as his cock stiffened further and began to throb with the need to fuck this beauty. 
Wyatt reached between her legs, and after slipping his fingers between her lower lips, he traced his way back to the plug as well. “Well, that certainly moves things along,” he said, his voice dropping to a deep darkness that sent additional steel to Levin’s cock. 
Levin stood and stepped back, pulling a condom from his pocket. After sheathing his cock, he moved forward and turned the suspended woman to face him. “I’m going to fuck this beautiful pussy,” he said as he reached down and slid two fingers into her. He waited until Wyatt donned his own condom then added additional lube before he said, “While Master claims that beautiful ass. Is that agreeable to you? And when we’re done, we’ll release you and go back to the clubhouse for a drink while we discuss your decisions.”
“Mmmm, sounds like a plan, Batman,” Blaze said with a giggle.
The giggle abruptly stopped with a gasp when Wyatt moved in behind her. Her eyes widened, and her hips began to wiggle in her bonds, and he could tell Wyatt was fucking the plug in and out of her ass. He continued watching and knew exactly when his Master pulled the plug from her ass, quickly replacing it with his own cock. 
“Ooooo,” Blaze sang as she looked up into his eyes, her own growing wider by the second. “He’s big.”
“Just wait until we’re both in you. Then you’ll know full,” Levin said with a chuckle as he stepped forward. 
Bending his knees slightly, he guided the head of his cock to her wide-open pussy. Rising, he slowly pushed up into her, his own breath stopping at the tight fit. Once he was in her to the root, he looked down into her lust-glazed eyes. 
“Give me a color, little one,” he said through teeth gritted tight. 
His balls were already drawing up. The muscles down his back tightened at the feel of her pussy muscles contracting in waves around him.
“Green,” she breathed before tilting her head to the side as Wyatt began to nibble on her neck. 
Levin nodded his approval but held still, waiting for permission from Wyatt to move. Instead of giving him the nod, he felt Wyatt’s cock through the thin barrier that separated them as he pulled back then eased forward again. 
Then Wyatt gave him the nod. Having to focus on staying on his feet as he slowly withdrew and then reversed course to fill her pussy again kept Levin from blowing too soon. Wyatt then moved out and then in, and it was Levin’s turn again. They kept their movements slow and easy as they slowly fucked their girl together. 
Levin slid a hand between their lower bodies and began to diddle with her clit, which had a near immediate effect. Blaze’s breath stopped, and then the muscles that wrapped around his cock tightened around him to the point he was afraid to move.
And then all hell broke loose as the caveman’s instinct to rut blocked out all other thoughts. He began sliding in and out of her pussy faster and faster. At the same time, Wyatt did the same thing. 
When Blaze rolled over into a second, even more intense orgasm, Levin felt his body follow her over. Three quick forward snaps of his hips and he roared as his body locked with his cock buried fully in her body. He looked over her shoulder at Wyatt and saw his Master was holding in his own screams of release but had indeed found his own pleasure in their woman. 
When his body unlocked and his legs went weak, Levin wrapped his arms around both his subbie woman and his master as he fought to stay on his feet. It took nearly a minute before strength returned to his body and he was able to ease his slowly softening cock from Blaze’s pussy. 
Kissing her lips gently, he smiled down at her completely relaxed expression. “One way or another, I’m keeping you,” he whispered. “We’re keeping you and loving on you forever.”
“Thank you for adding the we,” Wyatt said as he stepped back, obviously quicker in his recovery than Levin, though he did stumble as he made his way to their bags and the wet cloth in a zip-lock bag that was waiting to clean them all up. 
After stripping off the condom and packing it back into the plastic packet it came out of, Levin accepted a cloth and hissed as he cleaned up. 
He then helped Wyatt clean up their girl, who was dozing in her bonds before they set about releasing her from the ropes that looked so damn good on her his cock twitched with renewed interest. 
“Shouldn’t we just take her home instead of trying to talk tonight?” he asked once they were headed back to the clubhouse. 
 
* * * *
 
Blaze’s brain came to life like a light being flicked on. Lifting her head, she looked around, surprised to find they were back in the clubhouse, in the conversation area that she was coming to think of as theirs. Shifting under the fuzzy blanket that was wrapped snuggly around her, she felt cloth between her legs, her shorts having obviously been reconnected again. 
She then turned her attention to the two men who were sitting side by side on the couch, with her draped over their laps. She didn’t want to interrupt their kissing but felt they needed to know she was back with them.
“Hello,” she whispered, causing them to break the kiss that was turning her on just watching it. 
“Welcome back,” Wyatt said with a grin. “How do you feel?”
“Amazing,” she answered with a grin. 
And it was true. The racing thoughts and worries she’d had before coming into the club were quieted, and she was more certain than ever that her decision to be with these men was the right one, as long as they felt the same way. 
“Ready to talk?” Levin asked, looking a little hesitant. 
She bit her lip as she nodded. 
At that, Levin looked to Wyatt, who smiled at the man before standing with her in his arms. After setting her down next to Levin, he moved to sit on the coffee table, facing them. 
“Okay, there are several ways this can go, and you’re the one who has to choose. First, we can continue like we are, playing here on weekends only. Or you can come to work at the ranch, and we keep looking for our third. Or,” he said even as he smiled when she shook her head in response to the first two options, which had her stomach knotting up in rejection, “you become the ranch social worker, play with us here, and allow us to convince you that we are meant to be a lifelong triad.” 
Blaze took a slow, measured breath in and then released it just as slowly. Then she took a second one before she said, “And what if I want option four?”
“And what is your definition of option four?” Levin asked before Wyatt could. 
“We become a full-fledged triad as soon as possible and spend the rest of our lives rehabilitating horses and men-in-training and helping Gunnar run this place, because, I can guarantee you, the Viking Master is going to need all the help he can get once word gets out about this place.” She took another breath and then said, “Or isn’t that an option to be considered?”
She waited impatiently while Levin and Wyatt had another of their silent conversations. Finally, Levin nodded and both men turned to face her. 
“If that’s what you really want, I think we can make it an option,” Wyatt said with a grin while Levin nodded his agreement. 
Blaze nodded with a happy grin of her own. “Yes, please, Master. That’s what I really want.”
“I like that option best, too,” Levin said looking to Wyatt.
Wyatt nodded. “I do as well. And so that’s the option we’ll choose.”
 




Epilogue
 
“We’re going to have to get that new bunkhouse started,” Blaze announced as she arrived late to the weekly meeting of the Rocking JT Ranch board of directors six months later. “Either that or we’re going to have to find another ranch willing to deal with men-in-training.”
Only Wyatt, Levin, and Blaze were present in Wyatt’s office, but after watching the ranch’s operations for two weeks, Blaze demanded they institute this weekly meeting so they were all on the same page when it came to the boys, the horses, and the running of the ranch. 
“How many?” Wyatt asked with a sigh. 
“Three boys. Ten, twelve, and thirteen. They were found living in a tent on the back side of Fort Hood. The boys refuse to be separated, and they don’t have a foster home set up to take three boys that age.”
“When do they arrive?” Levin asked with a grin, knowing their Master would give in, even though they were at capacity already. 
Blaze smiled. “Just as soon as you and I go and get them.”
She watched as the men exchanged a look before Wyatt sighed. He pulled out the map of the ranch so he could figure out where the next bunkhouse for men-in-training would go. At the same time, he pulled the folder of resumes she had begun of cowboys and other volunteers willing to work on their unique ranch and tossed it onto the desk. 
“Thank you, Master,” Blaze said as she rounded the desk to sit on his lap and give him a long kiss of thanks. “I love you.” 
Levin joined in a three-way kiss. When they separated, she looked at Levin and said, “I love you, Sir.”
“Love you, too, little one,” Levin said.
Wyatt then pushed her off his lap. “I love you both, too. We’ll be talking after dinner about this penchant you have for not asking permission before you make these unilateral decisions. Now get going and bring home our boys.”
“Yes, Master,” Blaze said with a giggle as she hurried from the room with Levin on her heels. 
It had been six months since her life had fallen apart and Gunnar had taken over. Just that morning she’d sent Jillian and Gunnar a huge bouquet of flowers and a bottle of Gunnar’s favorite whisky as a thank you for stepping in and taking over her train wreck of a life. Without her best friend’s Viking husband/Dom stepping in, she would not have found her own Texas happily ever after. 
 
THE END
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