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When genetically enhanced soldier Ryan Lopez learns his beloved wife Thea has betrayed his team by spilling Program secrets to the media, he takes responsibility for her punishment the only way he knows how—seducing her until she begs for release. But the more he takes control of her body, the more he tests both their limits, and realizes he’s never fully understood his wife’s dark desires. It will take every bit of Ryan’s enhanced strength to prove to them both that the woman he loves is also his conquered match.
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Chapter One

 

Thea adjusted the slide under the microscope and closed one eye to look again. Cells looked good. Strong. When implanted, they wouldn’t kill the baby. Her baby hadn’t been so lucky. Her hand idly rubbed her own lower abdomen. Her bottom shifted on the leather lab stool adjusted for her petite height. At her exam a few days ago, Doctor Wise said she was healed. Could commence normal activities. Code word for sex.

Hah, as if that was going to happen. This was the first day she’d even been able to muster getting out of bed and coming to the lab. She’d wanted to bury herself under the covers and hide. Bury herself as she’d had to do to her dream of holding a baby with her eyes and Ryan’s smile.

The glass slide under the microscope’s high-powered eye was suddenly seen through a blurry wet curtain she tried to blink back. Just breathe.

A disturbance in the lab had her spinning on her stool. The leader of the Program, Shep, stalked toward her with Ryan hot on his heels. They’d found out. It had only been a matter of time. She swallowed back her apprehension, stood and plastered a smile on her bold face. The one she’d worn like a mask since the age of fourteen when she’d discovered the best way to deal with boys ogling her newly very curvy body and long black hair was to be a queen to their jester. Never let ’em see a moment of doubt.

“Thea,” Shep roared.

“How can I help you?”

Ryan skidded past Shep and came to a stop in front of her. He grabbed her wrists. “Tell him you didn’t do it, Thea. Tell him.”

His eyes were wild, desperate. An invisible fist squeezed her heart with regret at having hurt her husband. “The mere fact that I don’t need to ask to what you refer, means something.” She swiveled to Shep. “Yes. I went to the press.”

Ryan’s hands dropped off her as if she were a pan straight from the oven. She deliberately didn’t glance his way. “Will you arrest me?”

“If only I could,” Shep said. “But how the hell can we charge you with treason when we weren’t on any official government record book?”

She released a breath she hadn’t realized she was holding. Treason was punishable by death. And though there had been moments in the past few weeks after losing the baby when she’d thought death sounded easier, she wasn’t ready to get off this crazy ride yet.

“Don’t breathe too easy, Thea. If it were up to me, I’d put you in stocks in the middle of the quad and let my soldiers have at you,” Shep said, with no inflection in his tone other than unadulterated anger.

Her head spun to see Ryan’s reaction. Her husband was still staring at her as if he didn’t know her. And in some ways he didn’t. Hell, she barely recognized the woman who’d betrayed her military family by going to the media with their story.

“Since public stockades are now frowned upon, I’ll have to think of something else,” Shep said. “But don’t think you’re getting off lightly.” He started to say something, but Ryan spoke up.

“Give her to me.”

Both Thea and Shep turned to him.

“Leave her punishment in my hands,” Ryan said. His Adam’s apple bobbed. “I will make her sorry she ever dared to expose the Program to the public.”

Shep made a noise something like a snort. “No offense, Lopez, but how can we believe that you’ll do anything to punish your wife? Everyone knows how head over heels you are for her. She has you wrapped around her little finger.”

“I swear, Shep. Thea’s gone too far this time. I’ll give her the consequence she deserves.”

Something in Ryan’s expression translated to Shep, who pursed his lips then nodded. “Fine. I trust you to take care of it. I’ve got enough on my plate handling the media inquiries. Keep her out of my sight, she’s not to leave the campus for at least two weeks.”

“Yes sir.”

Shep walked away, and as soon as he was out of the lab, Thea stepped back to her microscope.

“Where do you think you’re going, Thea?”

She froze and looked at her husband, who used a tone she’d never heard from him before. Well, at least not when he was speaking to her.

No fear. No doubts, she reminded herself. “Back to work,” she said with a toss of the long black hair Ryan loved. He spent hours after making love to her, wrapping her hair around his wrist and stroking it. His hair was nearly the same shade. If she’d managed to keep their baby alive inside her, there was no doubt their child would’ve been born with the same raven scalp.

“Didn’t you hear Shep? You’re on lockdown.”

She snorted. “Surely that doesn’t mean no work.”

“That’s exactly what it means. You’re under my direct supervision as of this moment, and you go where I say you can go.”

“That’s ridiculous.”

Ryan’s black leather boots remained planted firmly on the white ceramic floor tiles. He stared her down, waiting for her to acknowledge his stance. “We’re going back to our house. Now.”

He obviously wasn’t going to give on this. Fine, she could bend. “Just let me clean up my workstation.”

He shook his head and locked a hand on to her upper arm. “Your colleagues can take care of that.” At his mention of colleagues, Thea glanced around to see her three lab mates studiously peering into microscopes or computer monitors, pretending to ignore the drama in their normally boring lab. The news would be all over campus by the end of the day. Thea Lopez was the traitor who told the media about the Program. Shep confronted her in the lab.

“But…”

“Now, Thea.”

Looking around, she weighed her options. In one corner she had her coworkers, all loyal to the Program and now possibly seeing her as a traitor. In the other, her husband, practically blowing steam from his nostrils he was so pissed. And, ding
ding, angry husband for the win. She put on a good show of annoyance at having to leave.

She huffed and walked with him to the exit. All the while, his hand guided her arm like an immovable cuff. They emerged from the air-conditioned building out into the steamy sunshine of Maryland in June. Thea sneezed. She always did after moving from manmade light into God’s blinding light. Ryan usually snickered and blessed her, but today he said nothing, just kept marching toward their house. Their home of the last four years that they’d hoped to raise their child in.

The idea of being locked in the confines of the brick walls for an extended amount of time made her want to bolt. Now that she’d finally gained the energy to leave their bed, she didn’t want to remain in the home where she’d already started shifting furniture in the second bedroom to make room for a crib.

“Ryan,” she said, looking over at her beloved husband. “I’m sorry.”

He didn’t respond. His resolute profile remained locked, staring straight ahead.

For the first time since going to the press, doubt crept into her belly, causing an uncomfortable lurch that threatened to come up her esophagus. “I am sorry, I swear.”

Finally, he slowed his gait and looked down at her. “Are you? Or are you sorry you were caught?”

Ouch. Okay, she probably deserved that. By going to the press, she’d betrayed not only her husband, but his team and everything he’d spent his whole life working toward. But she’d had her reasons, if only he’d give her a chance. She could explain. An unfamiliar lump formed in her throat and tears welled in her eyes. If only she could go back a few days and talk to Ryan before talking to the press. But she’d been sad, so sad, and Ryan had treated her as if she were made of porcelain, too scared to talk about their loss.

Would she go back if given the choice? If she could reverse time, surely she’d go back five weeks to the day she miscarried and do something different. Stay in bed with her legs elevated or remember to take her prenatal vitamin, maybe. But that was crazy thinking. The doctors had assured her it was nothing she’d done. Her body had simply seen the genetically enhanced baby as a virus and expunged it. No, not it. Her. It had been a girl. Against Ryan’s concerns, she’d begged to know the gender of their dead child.

“What are you going to do to me? Feed me bread and water? Lock me up? Beat me?” she asked as they stepped into their tiny two-bedroom house on the compound.

He turned with a look she’d only seen once before on his face, the day she’d finally agreed to marry him after leading him on a merry one-year chase.

Desperation and dominance. A scary combination.

“Don’t tempt me. I’ve never hit a woman, and I certainly won’t start with you.” The small foyer’s creamy yellow walls seemed to squeeze in on her husband’s wide shoulders.

She released a breath. She hadn’t truly believed Ryan would ever lay a hand on her in anger, but she’d pushed him to the edge of control. Given that he was a genetically enhanced soldier, he’d probably kill her if he ever lost his physical temper with her.

Ryan stalked away from her, and then spun to face her. “They all laugh at me, Thea. My friends. They think I’m a wuss and let you wear the pants in the family. And I’ve been able to shrug it off, because I know how it is between us. You like to think you’re in charge and I’ve been content to let the illusion stand, because where it counts we have an equal partnership.”

She opened her mouth to speak, but shut it after his eyes glinted dangerously.

“But I’m done.”

She nearly vomited. What did he mean done? Was he done with her? She’d never be done with him. It would kill her if he left her. She’d known it was a possibility when she’d told a reporter all about her life in the Program, America’s top-secret military compound for breeding enhanced soldiers, but she’d been in a grief-fueled rage, uncaring about anything other than her own agenda. With a few weeks’ distance, she owned her mistakes and alienating her husband had been the biggest one.

“I’m done letting you have the power in the relationship. From now on I decide.” His palm slammed the wall, missing a wood-framed wedding portrait by inches.

She stared at him, not sure how to handle this. Ryan had always left decisions up to her. Whenever she asked his opinion about movies or dinner, he shrugged and told her it was her choice. So she’d stopped asking. “I knew you wanted pizza last night. Why didn’t you say something? I didn’t need Chinese takeout that badly,” she burst out, unable to keep silent. It went against her nature to not talk.

“You think I care about dinner last night?” he asked with narrowed eyes. “Jesus, Thea. I don’t give a shit about food. You can eat shrimp lo mein every night of the week for all I care.”

“Then what…”

“I was talking about sex, and our careers and our living situation, but mostly about sex, dammit.”

Oh.

“When we were first matched, I was so happy to be done playing games. No more lying to strange women about my job or excuses of why I could never stay the night or invite them to my place. I was happy to have a woman who knew what I was and where I worked. But no, you had me panting after you for a year, sneaking into my apartment at night, like I was your dirty little secret.”

“Everyone knew we were a match,” she protested. “It was hardly a secret.”

“And yet you kept me craving you, chasing you, doling out your favors when you decided you wanted sex. I thought things would be different when we married, but nothing’s changed. I’m still never sure where I stand with you.”

“What are you saying? You’re going to take me whether I want you or not. That’s rape.” The look on his face actually had her stepping back and mentally measuring the short distance to the door.

“Screw you, Thea.”

She tossed her head with a carelessness that was at total odds with her actual emotions. “What then?”

There was a long pause. She bit her lip, waiting for his sentencing. “I’m using the only option open to me. You’re going to have to beg, Thea.”

She swallowed.

“Turn around.”

She stared at him a beat before obeying. In a deft move, reiterating he was a highly trained special ops warrior, he slid plastic zip ties around her wrists, binding them behind her back. Not tight enough to hurt, but enough that her breasts were thrust forward by her arm position.

“Thea Lopez…” His husky whisper tickled her ear. “You have the right to remain silent. Anything you say can and will be held against you.”

 

A wild laugh looked as though it were about to bubble out of her plump lips, but he glared at her, trying to convey he meant business. She’d gone too far and he didn’t know if he’d ever be able to fully trust her again. God knew all his friends and colleagues viewed her with suspicion and hostility.

He was in the awkward position of protecting her, when he really wanted to lash out at her also. How could she have betrayed him like this? But then he looked at her. Really looked at her and saw what no one else bothered to see. They saw the bold, daring woman. He saw through the façade to the woman who needed to prove herself, who challenged herself to always win.

“Walk to the bed,” he said. He held his breath, sure he’d have to carry her to the bed, but she surprised him by toeing off her shoes and walking into the bedroom. He stepped to the kitchen and grabbed what he needed and then made his way to the bedroom.

When he entered, she was facing the doorway, the backs of her thighs inches away from the bed. Without a word, he stalked to her and cut her blouse off, straight down the middle with the kitchen shears he’d grabbed. Her bra went next.

He cut carefully and specifically so the clothes fell off her body, not getting caught on her bound wrists.

He didn’t dare look her in the eye while he was cutting, but when he was finished and she stood topless in front of him, he chanced a glance to see how she was handling it.

Fire practically danced in her eyes. Still defiant, thank goodness. If there’d been tears, if she’d broken too soon, he didn’t know what he would’ve done. Broken too, most likely. But he couldn’t. He owed it to his wife, their marriage, to give Thea what she needed, what she deserved. She deserved a strong man to love her, but one who would push back when she went too far. And going to the press to spill his secrets was miles outside of far.

He reached to unhook the metal loop on her narrow charcoal pants and pushed them off her hips, taking her panties with them. “Sit,” he ordered.

When she was perched on the bed, he knelt and pulled each pant leg off, taking a minute to caress her ankles and arches of her feet.

She raised an eyebrow but remained silent. He took a breath. His wife was handcuffed and naked on their bed. He’d fantasized about this since the day he’d met Thea four years ago. His cock woke up and made its presence felt.

“Scoot back,” he said and waited until her back rested against the royal-blue nest of pillows. Her legs crossed at the ankles. He’d remedy that. With a quick turn, he headed to the closet and pulled out a box he’d bought long ago, but never thought he’d have the opportunity to use. He dug through it to unwrap the black restraints, which strapped easily to the bed. He left the nipple clamps and butt plug. For now.

“What is that?”

He was pleased there was a slight quaver in her voice. He was getting to her. Little Miss In-Charge was going to get a deserved dose of her own medicine.

He stalked to the bed, tossing his booty on the mattress. Quickly he sliced through the plastic zip tie that held her wrists and replaced it with the softer black nylon restraint then secured it to the bed. He repeated the process on her other wrist. Her legs lashed out, but he dodged with speed, attesting to his athleticism. Thea could never best him physically and he’d never before used his superior strength and speed against her, but he was going to need every advantage to deal with his hotheaded wife.

He held her ankle still and waited until she’d settled down. No matter how mad she was, he’d never do anything to her body without consent. “Ready? I’m going to do your ankles now.” The silence in the room was tangible and heavy as they both waited for her answer. Finally, she nodded and relaxed her leg, allowing him to tug it to the corner of the bed. He didn’t have to ask for the other leg. She stretched it to the opposite corner.

“What will you do to me?” she asked.

He leaned over her belly to lick a path from her navel to one nipple. He bit gently. “You’ll have to wait and see.”

“I had no idea you were into bondage.”

“I never was before. You make me want to dominate you. You’re the first woman to present a challenge.” And he was pissed as hell at her. It was going to take all his self-control not to lash out in anger. It was about the sex, he reminded himself. Sex and domination. And maybe a lot of punishment.

“How long have you had that little box of surprises hidden in your closet?” Thea asked.

He shrugged. “A few months. I’d planned on surprising you, but…” He didn’t want to mention the elephant in the room quite yet. He’d never tied her up or dominated her because she’d been pregnant. He’d worried it could harm the baby. Joke was on him, because he’d treated her as if she were made of glass for the too-short four months of her pregnancy.

She visibly swallowed. “I’m surprised you invested money in the fancy toys.”

“What do you mean?”

“I’ve seen you and the guys train, Ryan. You can take down an enemy in seconds and have him restrained with nothing more than the lint in your pocket. I would have thought you’d be more creative when it came to restraining your helpless little wife.”

Holy shit, was she implying… “You wanted me to dominate you?”

Her mouth curled into the wickedest smile he’d ever seen. “I’d watch you train and race home the second it ended, hoping to catch you before you showered. I hoped your adrenaline was still revved.”

He needed to sit.

“But you never did. You gave me polite kisses and went to shower, and then you waited until dark to make safe love to me. Don’t get me wrong. It was hot. Hot, but safe.”

Who was this woman on the bed? How had he gotten it so wrong?

“Now that you finally have me here? What are you going to do?” She arched off the bed as much as the restraints allowed.

“I’m going to pleasure you without letting you come, an hour for every article that resulted from your indiscretion. Last search had seventy legitimate news articles. You’re lucky I’m not counting Twitter mentions. You wouldn’t come until you turn forty.”

“Go for it. Do you worst.”









Chapter Two

 

She took a deep breath and forced her eyes to stay open, watching her husband’s every move. The pillows against her back kept her at an awkward angle, but the discomfort was easily ignored. Her fear had morphed into something more. Something…seductive.

When Ryan had bound her wrists, every nerve ending in her body woke up, both terrified and exhilarated that he was, at last, going to be the man she wanted. The man she’d only seen fully the day she’d agreed to marry him.

He was correct, she had toyed with him for a year, wondering how long it would take for him to get fed up waiting for her to acquiesce and take what he wanted. One year, as it turned out. She shivered, remembering the day he’d charged into her lab, wrapped an arm around her shoulders and physically guided her out to his car, where he’d driven them to a county government office to get married. “Shut up and just say yes,” he’d ordered. And she had.

After the brief official ceremony, he’d taken her back to the car then taken her in the backseat. It was a side of him she’d wanted to see, but one he tried to keep contained. She didn’t know why. She loved when he got macho and aggressive with her. It was a side he showed other soldiers, but never her, except that once. And right now.

“Stay with me, Thea.” He towered over her, staring down at her nude body on the bed. He kneeled next to her and lowered his lips to the expanse of skin between the curves of her breasts and the base of her neck. She squirmed from the ticklish sensation then started squirming as the tickling morphed into tingles that shot straight to her breasts.

Ryan’s tongue moved lower to circle her nipples. The wet heat made her moan, and then when his hot mouth moved to the other nipple, the air-conditioning of the house felt cold on her tender bud. She thrashed against the mattress slightly and Ryan pulled away.

“Uncomfortable already, hon? I’ve barely gotten started.”

She didn’t respond and gave him a narrowed-eye stare. He was pretending to be unaffected, but she could see the sheen of sweat on his forehead, not to mention the huge bulge in his pants. She wanted that. Now.

But according to him, her punishment was to keep her on edge. She wouldn’t be getting his cock anytime soon.

Ryan caught the direction of her stare and smiled evilly. “Want a piece of me, do you?”

She nodded. No point in trying to hide it. Unless he was going to prolong her torture, the more she begged. “Or you could go back to my nipples. Either way.” She shrugged, as though indifferent to whatever he wanted. Her nipples, his penis, it was all good. If she were being really honest with herself, she wanted his pants off and his erection buried deep inside. But she refused to break first.

Everything Ryan did to her reverberated right back to him. He loved touching her breasts as much as she loved him touching them. He probably wanted to be buried in her as much as she wanted it.

Or maybe not, since she never expected what he did next. Ryan turned his back to her and untied his boots, tossing them into the corner. She hadn’t noticed he still had them on. She’d been so distracted earlier when he’d dragged her home, she hadn’t reminded him to leave his shoes in the front hall, as she always did.

With his boots off, he stood and tugged his shorts down, leaving him in the athletic boxer briefs she bought for him, because there was nothing sexier than his rather large package wrapped snugly in the sleek black fabric. The material could barely contain him, it almost looked painful. He reached a hand between the elastic waistband and his skin and adjusted his erection to point up, ensuring she got a nice glimpse of his shaft.

The muscles between her thighs clenched with desire. “What are you doing?” she asked as the mattress depressed at her right side as it took Ryan’s weight. He sat back on his knees and started to stroke himself.

“I’m taking the edge off,” he said. “I won’t get very far with you if all I can think about is fucking you.”

A needy noise escaped the back of her throat. Ryan never used words like that around her. He’d said it was the result of too many hand-to-back-of-head slaps from his mother. She’d taught him respect for women, and most of the time, Thea loved how darn polite he was, but hearing the F-word come crudely out of his mouth was hot. Especially knowing that she’d driven him to lowering his rules.

His hand moved faster up and down his thick shaft and the muscles in his forearm flexed with each stroke. She wanted it to be her hand on his cock, but she kept her eyes wide and her pupils locked on the sight she’d never seen before. Again, one of Ryan’s rules for respecting his wife. No jerking off in front of her.

She’d thought when they first married he didn’t do it anymore since they were having daily sex, but three months into the marriage, she’d accidently walked into the bathroom to see him doing the deed. He’d been embarrassed so she’d stepped out, never mentioning how hot she’d thought it. Now she could see she’d done the wrong thing. She should have stayed in the bathroom and watched, maybe even fingering herself to show him how okay she was with masturbating.

Her momma didn’t raise any fools. Ryan was giving her a second opportunity. She turned her head and moaned, while trying to touch him with any part of her body. Her mouth would be best.

He halted his strokes and looked at her. “You want this?” She nodded frantically. He blinked and froze for a second and then walked on his knees up the mattress to straddle her neck, angling his cock to feed it into her mouth.

 

Heaven. His cock had gone to heaven and he might die from the pleasure. Her wet mouth suckled him tighter until his balls drew up and he knew this would be over soon. He closed his eyes and concentrated on the pleasure. He was using his wife like he’d never used her before. Fucking her mouth, not really caring whether she got off. In fact, the entire point was that she not get off.

A muffled sound had him opening his eyes and looking down to make sure she was okay, that he wasn’t suffocating her. Her eyes were closed and she looked fine. Better than fine. Damn, it was the hottest thing he’d ever seen. From his viewpoint, he couldn’t see any of her nude body, only her bound arms, but knowing she was naked and tied to the bed had him picking up his pace and holding his breath against the blinding pleasure.

When her teeth scraped his shaft only to be replaced by her tongue, he fisted the base and stroked once, then twice, then game over. He shot deep down her throat, not worried about whether she’d wanted to swallow it or not. Thea wasn’t squeamish about stuff like that. And if he was going to truly dominate her, he needed to own his instincts, and his instincts screamed for him to take his pleasure then concentrate on hers.

As soon as he’d finished, he shifted off her to stand next to the bed. They stared into each other’s eyes, each taking gulps of air. “Need water?”

She nodded. He left for the kitchen and returned with a sweating, icy-cold bottle of water. He unscrewed the cap and knelt to lower it carefully to her mouth. He only let her have a little. He didn’t want this game to end too quickly if he had to untie her to use the toilet.

But, since he had all the cold water… He grinned down at the bottle in his hand then smirked at Thea. Her eyes widened, almost as if she knew what he planned. A yelp turned into a squeal escaped her as he drizzled a tiny bit onto each of her nipples then spilled a little into her navel.

He leaned down to slurp it out, trying not to remember that a few weeks ago her belly had started to show swollen signs of the baby inside. Now her abdominals were as flat and taut as ever.

Before he could let the sadness overwhelm him, he stood and stretched. “I’m gonna go rinse off.” He turned toward the bathroom before turning back to laugh at her shocked expression. “Oh, did you think I forgot about you? Don’t worry, I have something for you.” He returned to his box of sex toys and pulled out a vibrator shaped like a silver wand. He turned the setting to the lowest, glad he’d planned ahead and put batteries in. Then he placed the tip against Thea’s clit, just enough so she’d feel it, but not enough to make her come. “Be back in a few.” He slammed the bathroom door on her shriek of annoyance.

He should have done something like this years ago. Thea was spitting mad, and he couldn’t wait to gentle her. He figured five minutes with the vibrator would get her ready for what was coming next.

* * * * *
 

“Nipple clamps,” she said, sucking back a curse of fear mixed with curiosity. Ryan had once joked around about piercing her nipples but she hadn’t taken him seriously. Perhaps she should have noted his reaction better.

He nodded and gently screwed the silver ring with a bead on her engorged nipple. When she gasped, he paused. “Too tight?”

She shook her head.

“That’s a good girl, breathe through the pain.”

She was breathing all right, but it wasn’t because of the pain. When the ring clamped on to her nipple, a heat of sensations flew down her belly straight into her pussy. The pussy that no longer had a vibrator at it. When Ryan had been in the bathroom, she’d scooched her butt down, trying to gain more leverage with it, but it had tipped to the side, sending annoying vibrations down her left inner thigh. She hoped Ryan noticed it soon and put it back where she wanted it.

But he was too busy fastening the other nipple ring on to see that her hips were flexing, desperate for some relief. When both rings were in place, Ryan hovered to plant a gentle kiss on each breast, then sucked a nipple deeper into his mouth, tugging until the pleasure bordered on pain.

“Ryan,” she cried, throwing her head back into the pillow.

“Quiet, or I’ll gag you,” he said.

She didn’t doubt it. This Ryan was not the husband she’d known for four years. He was someone darker, sexier. She loved it. Not that she didn’t love her normal Ryan, but she could totally handle this Ryan coming out to play every so often. She hoped she didn’t have to resort to drastic measures in order to make it happen again.

She compressed her lips and stared at him with wide eyes. She wanted to be fully present for whatever he did to her body next. Ryan scooted down the bed to kneel level with her knees.

”Tsk.” He shook his head, looking down at where the vibrator now annoyed her thigh, far from where she wanted it. “You were greedy, weren’t you, Thea?”

She nodded slightly, not sure whether he liked that she’d been greedy, or was upset with her for disobeying.

“I kind of want to spank you for disobeying, but you look so gorgeous all tied up for pleasure. I think I’ll save your punishment for later.”

His face came within inches of hers. His harsh whisper was a kiss on her lips. “Do you like that, Thea? Does the anticipation of a spanking get you going?”

This time she bobbed her head vigorously. It was the right answer. The smile on Ryan’s face was pure sexual deviltry.

“I can see I’ll have to hold it in place,” he said and moved into position, grabbing the vibrator and putting it in direct contact with her clit. Tremors shot up through her as her entire brain filled with two thoughts, two places. Her nipples and her vagina. Okay, technically three places, but Thea wasn’t counting mathematically right now.

Despite her legs being tied to opposite corners, she used the few inches of give she had to lift her knees and spread her thighs wider. She needed more. Ryan was careful to hold the vibrator with the lightest touch to her skin. And seriously, what setting did he have it on? Negative one?

“Ryan,” she pleaded.

“Need more?” he asked.

“Yes, more,” she said, not caring that desperation laced every word.

He pushed the buzzing device harder against her, exactly where she needed it. “I’ll give you a little more,” he said.

The pleasure was building. She could be close. It wouldn’t take much more, but then he pulled back, almost to the point the vibrator wasn’t touching her anymore.

Whaa?

“Sorry. I’m not sure you deserve your orgasm yet. What do you think? Have you been a good girl?”

Umm. She wasn’t sure how to answer. If he meant had she been a good girl who deserved an orgasm for letting her husband truss her up? Then yes. She was a good girl. But what if he was looking for a bad girl? A bad girl who’d done something so wrong, she could barely think about it without having to swallow back tears. Luckily, Ryan answered, saving her the wrong guess.

But first he turned the vibrator off and tossed it on the bed in the wide space between her ankles. She could almost imagine the vibrations against her clit.

“You’ve been bad, Thea.” There was no trace of a teasing smile on Ryan’s handsome face. “Seriously, why would you go to the press?”

“You know why.”

He pursed his lips and looked away for a minute. “I could make a guess, but I want to hear it from you. I’m learning today that I’ve been wrong about a lot of things by making assumptions based on false data.”

He knew exactly how to tug at her heartstrings. As a scientist and lab researcher, words like assumptions and false data were her language.

“Tell me, and maybe I’ll reward you with an orgasm,” he said.

She’d tell him, but not because of the much-desired orgasm. She’d tell him because he deserved to know. Because he was her husband and hadn’t deserved her betrayal. She hadn’t meant it to be a personal attack on him, but on the organization he served. Oh, who was she kidding? She’d wanted to hurt Ryan. A tiny irrational part of her blamed him for the miscarriage. If he weren’t a genetically enhanced soldier…if he weren’t a member of the Program. If, if, if. It wasn’t a pretty side of her, but there it was.

“I was…angry,” she finally said, feeling a bit ridiculous having this discussion naked and tied up. She wished she could sit up. But then Ryan ran a large, calloused hand down her thigh to her calf. It was comforting and tantalizing all at once. She settled back into the mattress. “After I lost the baby, I was grieving. But when Doctor Wise told me my body would never carry an enhanced baby to term, or any baby, I kind of lost it.”

He compressed his lips and his dark eyes were like two lasers boring into her. It was the same kind of non-emotion he’d displayed when she’d miscarried. She’d taken it for indifference, but now she wondered. He’d held her all night as she’d cried and mourned for their lost child. He’d remained so stoic, she’d assumed he was holding her because he loved her, not for any emotional attachment to a barely developed fetus. Or for the lost possibility of ever making a baby together.

His hand kept running up and down her thigh, now closer to her inner thigh than outer. She swallowed over the lump in her throat and blinked back tears. Didn’t work. Her husband’s handsome face blurred.

“I was angry at everyone, but mostly this stupid place. I blamed the Program for losing the baby. If they didn’t demand a perfect enhanced future soldier, maybe I would’ve been able to carry the baby to term.” She released a cross between a sob and a laugh. “Stupid, I know. Doctor Wise told me it wasn’t the Program’s fault and I should be grateful they’d let me stay on even though I couldn’t breed.”

For a brief second, Ryan gripped her thigh hard enough to leave five oval bruises. “I’ll kill her,” he said softly. His heated words faded the ugly bruise on her heart that still blamed him.

“I wanted to also, but then I thought of a better way. And that’s when I came up with the idea of going to the press. Doctor Wise is so darn proud of this place. I wanted to hurt her.”

Ryan stretched his large body out next to hers. His warmth heated every cold place inside that never thought it would be warm again. “You should have come to me. You still should never have gone public. I would’ve protected you.”

She turned her head so they lay nose-to-nose. “I wasn’t thinking rationally.” Understatement of the year.

He didn’t respond. They lay inches apart with their bodies side by side in silence.

“Now what?” she finally asked.

He leaned an elbow into the mattress and propped his head up. “We finish this. And maybe by the end, you’ll remember we’re a team. You’ll know to always come to me.” He shifted, crossing an arm over her chest and kneeled to hover over her. “You’ll understand that you’re mine.”

He nipped at her lips with his teeth then stood off the bed and undid the restraints at her ankles. He followed up by loosening the tension at her wrists enough to allow her to roll onto her belly. Her arms crossed at the elbows and her face buried into her forearms, essentially blinding her. It wasn’t the most comfortable position she’d ever been in, but she could manage. Especially because her backside was totally exposed and she was feeling vulnerable.









Chapter Three

 

God, that ass. He had daily fantasies about her perfect, curvy ass. Always had. He rarely held Thea’s hand, instead preferring to wrap an arm around her waist and take advantage of his hand’s location to cup and grab at her butt when the opportunity presented itself.

Now he had her tied facedown on the bed, and he couldn’t seem to look away from her. It was made for his hands. Each cheek, a perfect handful with extra padding for squeezing.

He sucked back a breath, with more adrenaline pumping through him than when about to break down the door of a suspected enemy, guns blazing. He had a lot of plans for that butt today, but first he had to get a good squeeze out of his system.

“Ryan.” Thea laughed when his palms cupped her cheeks and squeezed. Hard.

“Sorry, couldn’t resist.” He backed off to his magic box of tricks and found a tiny black rubber butt plug. He frowned down at it, thinking he could lube it up with what was dripping off his cock into the boxer briefs he’d put on after his quick shower. He hadn’t lost his erection since starting this thing with Thea, but she’d probably appreciate an over-the-counter lube in her virgin ass. He’d stuck a finger in occasionally during intercourse, but never anything the size of this plug.

After preparing it, he carefully placed the wet, gleaming plug at her back entrance and started to push.

“Relax,” he ordered as it encountered resistance in her tight passage.

“Sorry,” she said, her voice muffled. “I…wasn’t…expecting it.”

“Well expect it now.” He’d nearly asked if she was okay with it, but stopped himself before he fell back into the bad habit of catering to her every whim. This was his day and this afternoon, her body was his to own. He wanted the plug in her, and that was where it was going.

When it was seated deep inside, he sprinted to the bathroom for the floral-scented lotion Thea used on her body after the shower. He squeezed some in his hands and got to work massaging her whole body, starting at her toes. He kept the pressure intense, making sure to stop at her ass and swipe a finger even lower to her wet slit every so often. He didn’t want her to mistake this massage as something relaxing and put her to sleep. He wanted her on edge, ready at any moment for his cock to penetrate her.

Finally, he finished with her lower back and moved on to her shoulder blades. His left ring finger was starting to ache. He’d broken it a few weeks ago sparring against a rogue punching bag, taking his pain at Thea’s miscarriage out at the innocent black leather. The bag had retaliated by bouncing back unexpectedly, snapping a finger. Ironically, his ring finger.

Broken, scraped fingers were an occupational hazard in his line of work. He was used to working with at least one body part out of one-hundred-percent commission, but it still was a bitch when things ached.

He rubbed the knots out of her shoulders and kept his hands moving lower until they squeezed between her breasts and the mattress. He cupped her breasts, pleased at the hardness of her nipples still clamped between the silver rings. His knees straddled her lower back, putting the sensitive underside of his cloth-covered cock in direct contact with her spine. Using her breasts as hand grips, he flexed his hips, practically growling at his need to fuck her.

He’d better keep the boxers on if he had any hope of keeping this going. “On your knees,” he said and swung his leg over her body, so he knelt at her side. He assisted her, bending each leg at the knee and tucking them under her. Her whole body practically rested on her breasts pushed into the mattress, arms above her head, tied to the headboard.

The view was more gorgeous than the paintings Thea had taken him to see at the National Gallery last year. Arms tied, butt in the air all plugged up. Goddamn, he needed to get off soon. He slipped a finger in the elastic at his waist and tugged the underwear off, then he scooted onto the bed directly behind Thea.

He reached for the vibrator that had fallen to the side. No lube necessary now. Thea’s cunt was glistening and practically dripping from her desire. He flicked the power button and slid it into her passage.

 

The vibrations nearly sent her tumbling forward. Her weight rested on her crossed-over, tied-up arms, so she tucked her knees more firmly under her and concentrated on squeezing the vibrator and keeping it deep inside her. Every time she relaxed her muscles, it slipped out a little. The only problem was every time she did a Kegel to keep the vibrator in, it also squeezed the butt plug deeper.

To say she was filled to capacity was an understatement. She struggled to breathe with all her passages packed tight.

This more than met her fantasy. Except…where was Ryan?

“Turn your head, Thea.”

With difficulty, she turned to the right, resting her ear on her arm, and was treated to the visual of her naked husband standing at her side, fisting his cock.

Her lower muscles contracted unconsciously, bringing both dildos deeper. She couldn’t tear her gaze away from Ryan’s swollen, hard cock and his big hand sliding from base to tip. When he came, he was going to shoot on her face. The dirtiest part of her that never imagined liking such a thing, craved it.

A needy noise escaped her. He worked himself faster. His chest heaved in time to hers and it was a race to the finish line. Until the bastard used his left hand to pull out the vibrator in her vagina, never stopping jerking off with his right.

His left hand came down on the crown of her head, holding her in place. Forcing her to watch him come. The only way to stop was to close her eyes, but she wouldn’t, couldn’t look away.

“Thea, I’m going to come,” he said harshly. Barely a second later, come shot out of his penis, but he turned so it landed on her shoulder, not her face. God, was she disappointed he hadn’t come on her face?

He’d barely caught his breath when he unclipped her wrist restraints from the bed, but left the cuff on each wrist.

With a deft move that showed he’d done this before, though never in a sexual situation, he pulled her off the bed to a standing position. The loose part of the wrist restraint went wrapping around her wrists, binding them together tightly in front with a lead almost like a leash.

He gave her a tug and she jolted forward.

“To the bathroom.”

“Ryan…”

He looked over his shoulder. “What?”

“The…butt plug?” He didn’t mean for her to walk with it in, right? She was going to waddle like a duck. Apparently, her husband had a thing for ducks, because he gave her restraints another tug, forcing her to shuffle behind him to the bathroom.

He turned on the shower to hot. Silence reigned as they stood chest-to-chest, bare feet on the cold white tile floor. Methodically, he stripped her of all her symbols of bondage. First the wrist restraints, then the butt plug. Finally the nipple clamps. She hadn’t realized how hard they’d squeezed until he lapped at her swollen pink skin, soothing and drawing her under his spell.

He jerked his head and indicated she should step over the tub ledge into the shower. He followed her in and reached for the showerhead.

Ryan’s tall body overwhelmed the confined space. Thea practically flattened her side against the cold tile of the shower stall. He took control of the showerhead and rinsed her off, starting at her hair and moving down to her feet. He took extra care to wipe away any traces of his semen from her shoulder.

“Spread,” he said, and lifted her leg by the underside of the thigh until her foot rested on the corner ledge of the tub. He stepped into her space, pressing his front to her back. His forearm wrapped around her chest until she was barely standing on her own. Most of her weight was supported by him.

His hand holding the shower wand also reached around her front, but lower. Much lower. With her foot balanced on the shower ledge, her pussy was wide open for the stream of hot water Ryan angled to hit her clit dead-on.

“Keep still, Thea,” he warned in her ear when her butt wiggled in reaction to the overwhelming pressure of the water. Between his hard body caging her and the showerhead, she was a pool of nerve endings with all of them seeming to end at the juncture of her thighs. She wasn’t sure how he could see to aim the water exactly where she wanted it most. In fact, he couldn’t and the nozzle slipped and touched her all over, occasionally targeting her damp, tortured passage.

Ryan had promised seventy hours of denying her an orgasm and so far they were only one hour in, maybe two, and she couldn’t take it. She’d break any second and beg, plead, cry for relief. Her orgasm was so close and yet so far away.

He whispered dirty, naughty words in her ear in his deep voice and she writhed her backside against him, but his forearm kept her locked against him only able to move in inches.

“Your pussy’s so wet. You want my cock in you, don’t you?”

She nodded frantically. She wanted to turn around. Desperately. She’d turn and put her other foot on the ledge and lower herself onto the erection that was burrowing in the cleft of her ass. But Ryan was still playing his teasing games and she didn’t think her orgasm was coming in the shower.

“Please, Ry. Please. I’m so close.” If only he’d keep the shower head right…there! But no, it stopped on the magic spot then kept sliding around, hitting her everywhere but where she needed it. She started struggling against him in earnest.

“Thea, calm down.”

He loosened his grip enough to let her turn to face him. “I can’t calm down. I’m in agony,” she said.

He leaned to shut off the water, but didn’t respond. His stoic face gave nothing away. Maybe he was caving. She didn’t know. In silence, he stepped out of the shower and wrapped a faded blue towel on his lean hips then spread the larger one out for her to step into. He wrapped her like a burrito and swung her up into his arms for a quick trip back to their bedroom.

He settled them both on the bed with her wrapped in the towel, cozied onto his lap. She relaxed back into his body, knowing he’d support her. For long minutes, neither said a word. They sat, breathing in a relaxed rhythm. One of his hands rubbed a figure eight pattern on her arm, the other held her tightly around her waist.

A drop of water fell onto her shoulder. She shook her damp head slightly, but then another drop fell in nearly the same spot. She stretched an arm to wring out her hair, but turned slightly in the process.

“Ryan?” The water droplets came from her husband’s eyes, not her wet hair. Every muscle in her body slowed to the speed of a line of cars on the highway on a holiday beach weekend.

He didn’t respond. Couldn’t respond from the look of it.

“Oh, Ryan.” Her own eyes got blurry from unshed tears. “I’m okay, Ryan. Really. Please don’t cry.” She reached for him, but he shifted out of her way.

“I’m not okay,” he said and bent his head to his knees, hiding his face. His shoulders shook with emotion.

The world stopped, spun a degree on its axis, while Thea registered her stoic, in-control husband was sobbing. Absolutely losing it. With a cry, she wrapped her arms around his back and yanked him to sitting so she could straddle his lap and hold him as hard as she could.

He was much physically stronger and she worried her fierce hug didn’t register with his body until gradually his arms came around her and his face burrowed into her neck. They sat wrapped around each other crying, unleashing all the hurt and pain of the past few weeks.

It took some minutes before their sobs subsided. Words of comfort and love began to flow between them like rain running down a glass window.

“I tried to be brave for you,” he said, his voice a brush of a feather against her cheek.

“I thought you didn’t care.”

“I loved our baby.”

“I know. Me too.”

Finally, Ryan raised his head to smile sheepishly at her. “No more punishments. For either of us. If Shep asks, I’ll tell him you were punished enough. Which is pure truth.”

“We both were punished,” she said quietly and tightened her arms around his neck even more.

His lips pursed and he cocked his head. “Yeah, we were.”

“Now what?”

He glanced down and yanked the towel out from between their entangled bodies. Then he leaned in to connect their lips in a gentle kiss. He tasted salty like the tears they’d both released in the cathartic burst of emotion. Their tongues tangled, lazily at first then picking up into a fast rhythm that had Thea matching her hip thrusts to the dance of tongues.

She wrapped her legs tightly around his waist and brushed her nipples across his chest. He’d had to shave his chest hair for a mission, something about taping a weapon on. The sparse hair was growing back and it scratched at her chest in the best way possible.

Her hips undulated and she used her leverage to maneuver his cock to point up between their bodies.

Ryan pulled back from the kiss to give her an almost shy smile then lowered his mouth to plant tiny kisses along her chin line then down her neck. She cocked her head to the side, giving him easier access. Meanwhile, his hands grasped her upper rib cage, holding her close to him, but his thumbs stretched to finger her nipples. Nipples that were still a bit tender from the clamps he’d latched on earlier.

“I want you inside me,” she whispered.

His head came off her neck. “I’m still in charge here, hon. I’ll take you when I’m damn good and ready.”

She didn’t respond. Simply swiveled her hips, ensuring that her damp pussy rubbed every inch of his shaft.

He groaned. “Good and ready may be right now.”

“Yes,” she whispered and leaned in for another kiss.

His big hands grasped her hips and easily lifted her up a few inches then lowered her slowly down onto his cock. She sucked back a breath as he filled her. The vibrator she’d had in earlier was nothing compared to the sheer heat and size of her husband filling her.

With entwined arms, they sat for a moment, not moving, just savoring the feel of being joined. When Ryan leaned down to kiss her, open-mouthed, tongue on tongue, the move shifted his cock deep inside, reawakening all the day’s pent-up, unfulfilled passion. Thea knew she couldn’t sit still another second. Using her legs for leverage, she rose and lowered down, picking up the pace rapidly until she was digging her nails into her husband’s back and using him to get herself off.

He let her. He flexed his hips and let her rub herself on his tight, flat belly until the orgasm he’d denied her all day was finally hers. She collapsed against him, with him still buried inside and tried to catch her breath.

“My turn?” he asked with a chuckle in his voice.

She nodded with her cheek pressed against his chest. The lazy lull of satiation kept her dazed then surprised when Ryan thrust hard against her and simultaneously used his greater weight to push her back on the bed so he rose over her in missionary position. He scooped her legs by the backs of her knees and spread them wide with his forearms as his palms planted on either side of her head.

Then his hips began to piston in hard fast strokes, hitting her clit every time. Her breasts bounced in time with his thrusts. She was helpless to do anything but lie back and take it. An orgasm began building immediately back up.

Sweat glistened on his forehead and his eyes closed tight, blocking her from seeing into his eyes. She kept hers wide open, not wanting to miss a second. The mattress rocked under her back and the overhead light shifted in her vision.

When he bent to take a nipple between his teeth, she broke. Wave upon wave of blinding pleasure radiated throughout her body. Everything Ryan had done to her body had been worth it, since it led to this pinnacle of delight. Quite simply it was the best orgasm she’d ever had.

“That was the best. Ever.” Her arms flopped at her sides and her legs were as wobbly as if she’d spent the day jumping on a moon bounce.

Ryan chuckled. “You say that every time.” He collapsed at her side with some of his limbs trapping her against the mattress.

She turned her head as much as she could manage since her brain was still spinning. “I know, but that really was.”

“I’ll have to keep trying to top it.”

“You do that.”

Outside the window, the sun was setting and inside their bedroom, they were going to need to flick on a light soon if they were going to see each other. But neither moved yet. They lay together not talking, not really touching, just existing in the same space. All the pain and tension of the last few weeks had gone into hiding. They both knew it would eventually rear its ugly head. The pain of losing their baby would always be a dark spot in their lives. Only this time, they’d be a team conquering their grief together, not two individuals lost.

With great effort, born of determination, Thea slid out from under Ryan’s leg and rolled to lie on top of him. His arms came around her waist.

“Love you,” she whispered against his chest.

“Back ’atcha.”
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