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  Hanging On 2: Surreal Neal


  Sophia DiMarco and Drew Snow have everything they could possibly want--wealth, property, and true love. So why do they keep inviting thirds into their bedroom? It's the only way for Sophia to spend time with a submissive and for Drew to scratch his itch for having a man in his bed.


  Neal Purcell isn't looking to tie himself down to anybody again, especially those with money to throw around and a dominant streak. He's been hurt badly, and now he only wants to focus on his career as an up-and-coming chef.


  When Sophia and Drew hire Neal to work at Sensual Secrets, they have a hard time keeping their thoughts on business. Neal figures he's safe from emotional entanglement with a married couple, so he proposes a casual fling.


  Can the three of them overcome the obstacles to find happiness together?
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  Chapter One


  


  Sophia


  


  I had never seen so much body glitter in one place. People had it in their hair, around their eyes, on their lips. Women slathered it across their breasts and chests. Though it did highlight those sexy curves, these people made 80’s glam look tame. Even Drew had glitter down the right side of his shirt from hugging friends and fans.


  I made my way around the room slowly. A few people voiced a greeting, but nobody bothered me. After all, I wasn’t an attraction. I was the wife of an attraction. Even those few who had smiled and nodded didn’t recognize me. They were the types who were hoping I was somebody high up in the network, but I wasn’t in the television business. Besides, the room was too full of food-related celebrities for someone like me to garner any attention.


  And that was just fine. It was sometimes a little lonely, especially when someone from the network stopped me to engage in small talk. They liked to maintain the illusion of a family atmosphere, but I had trouble buying into the false front. While I liked the people I met, most of whom had been instrumental in advancing Drew’s career, there was no substitute for actual family. I come from a close-knit family. I’m very close to my parents and my brother’s family. Since I’d been with Drew, I’d become close to his parents and sister as well.


  I also had a network of good friends, one of whom was here tonight, though I couldn’t seem to find Ginny anywhere. Ginny was Drew’s best friend and business partner. Her wife Lara rarely traveled for these ostentatious events. She was always there to support Ginny in a competition, but she hated glitter and glittery events.


  Those things didn’t bother me, but they didn’t impress me either. Personally, I avoided it because the little metallic flecks always seemed to end up where I least wanted them. After being hugged by the enthusiastic French pastry chef, I had fled to the restroom to remove a stubborn flake from my eye.


  When I was ten feet away from Drew, I stopped to watch. A throng of people surrounded him, both genders drawn by his supermodel good looks and his genuine personality. He was gifted at networking, which awed me a little. After four years together, I still wondered what such a handsome, charismatic man wanted with me. Outside of my comfort zone, I was shy and reserved. I hid behind a veneer of ice.


  Perhaps that’s why we worked as a couple. I had no desire for the spotlight and he liked to regularly bask in it.


  He glanced up, zeroing in on me immediately. The smile on his face shifted subtly, taking on a bit of a sinful quality. He reached through the throng to take my hand, and guided me to his side. “And here’s my lovely wife, Sophie.”


  People murmured greetings, and some of them didn’t mask their disappointment. For some reason, people regularly assumed Drew was single. He always wore his wedding ring, and pictures from our wedding appeared on his website. Our cake was featured on the pastry homepage. It wasn’t like he hid this part of his private life. I pasted on my public smile and tried not to laugh as I gave a polite response.


  He put his arm around my waist and tucked me a little closer than decency dictated. Some of the hangers-on got the message and drifted off. I felt the minute release of some of his tension the moment the crowd shrank.


  “What do you say we get out of here?” He planted a kiss on my neck just below my ear.


  While I would like nothing more than to get him alone—I hadn’t seen him in three days—they hadn’t given away the awards yet. It was the reason I had flown to Atlanta instead of waiting another day for him to return from this string of appearances.


  I laughed. “We can’t leave. You’re one of the guests being honored tonight.”


  He growled and nipped at my earlobe. “How about we sneak away for a quickie? We haven’t had sex for three days. I have a lot pent-up lust to release on you.”


  I did as well, so I scanned the exits, looking for a likely avenue of escape.


  Drew took my hand and led me toward the back of the convention center. “I know the perfect place.”


  I expected him to lead me through the kitchen, which was the place where he felt the most comfortable at any party. However, the path he selected led to a hallway. The banging of cookware and the shouts of voices came from a door on one side. Silence came from the other doors. Two were marked as employee restrooms. Drew hurried past them and pushed through the door at the other end.


  It was a deserted break room.


  “No breaks until after dinner service.” Drew grinned at his genius as he guided me to an alcove in the back. Hooks lined the walls. Some had jackets or bags hanging from them. He brought my hand up and kissed the back. “‘How now, spirit! Whither wander you?’”


  I laughed, a husky sound, at his use of a line from our favorite Shakespeare play. A Midsummer Night’s Dream had been the theme of our wedding. I answered his line with one of my own. “‘Over hill, over dale,’ through airport security, ‘I do wander everywhere.’”


  He shoved me against the wall and kissed me hungrily. I returned his fervent passion, running my hands over his shoulders and down his chest. We had video messaged and had engaged in cybersex, but I had missed the solid, warm feel of him under my hands.


  I cupped his cock through his pants. Hard and ready, he ground against my palm. I loosened his buckle, and he lifted my dress. This was going to be quick and dirty.


  His purposeful caress moved over my hips, but he found nothing. Surprised, he broke the endless kiss. “Did you go commando for me?”


  “Hell, yeah. Do I know you or what?” I finished exposing him and closed my hand around his cock.


  He lifted one of my legs high on his hip as I guided him into my starving pussy. I closed my eyes as I luxuriated in this connection to the man I loved.


  “God, I’ve missed you, Sophie.” He pumped his hips slowly, savoring the moment and taking his time finding a good rhythm.


  “I’ve missed you, too.”


  Drew kissed me again, his strong lips soft with the flavor of his cherry lip balm. Sometimes he wore more makeup than I did. At least he wasn’t into glitter.


  We shut up and gave ourselves over to the feeling of our bodies moving together, getting reacquainted after a three-day drought. He felt so good. I didn’t want to climax too quickly. I wanted this to last as long as it could.


  I felt Drew’s mouth on my shoulder, his teeth scraping gently over my skin and generating a storm of sensation that spiraled down my chest. He closed his hand over my breast through the fabric of my dress and kneaded that softly swollen globe.


  When he pinched my nipple harder than usual, my eyes flew open and I gasped. He was close to losing it, and I knew he was holding on, waiting for me to go over that cliff first.


  Except when I opened my eyes, I became aware that we had an audience. Near the door stood a tall man with a lanky build. The shadows half hid him, so I couldn’t get a great look at his features. I noted the broadness of his shoulders and the slimness of his hips. He was thinner than Drew, younger than both of us, and from what I could make out, he had dark hair and nice cheekbones. He hadn’t noticed me looking at him yet because his eyes were glued to Drew’s backside.


  I whispered in Drew’s ear. “We have company. Don’t stop.”


  Both of us liked an audience. We occasionally played with a third, always a submissive who we often made watch us from some kind of restrained position.


  I lifted the tail of Drew’s dress shirt, exposing his butt a little better. He worked out regularly, and he was proud of his muscles. His body shuddered against mine, and the pace of his thrusts slowed. He knew exactly what I was doing.


  Our mystery man’s gaze lifted. His eyes met mine, and I winked, an invitation to stay and watch.


  I couldn’t quite tell because the room lacked enough light, but I think he blushed. Just then, Drew hit my sweet spot perfectly. I gasped and fisted his shirt tighter in my grip. Forgetting about my desire to prolong our union and the man watching us, I arched against him, and we increased our pace.


  Our visitor stepped closer, in what I think was an unconscious reaction. Too caught up in the way Drew made me feel, I vaguely noted his move. Waves washed over me, hot and cold. I went stiff in Drew’s arms and buried a scream of ecstasy in his neck. Drew’s climax followed mine on his very next thrust.


  He collapsed against me, pinning me to the wall with his greater weight. His chest heaved against mine. When I was able to move again, I ran my fingers through the shorter hairs at the nape of his neck in a soothing motion. I was careful not to mess up his hair.


  By the time I’d gathered my wits, our visitor had disappeared.


  Drew slipped out of me slowly, as reluctant to sever our intimate connection as I was. We fixed our clothes, and then he wrapped his arms around me and delved his tongue between my lips for one last, hot kiss.


  “Three hours, I think, until I can have you in my bed.” He tugged at the waist of my dress and smoothed out some wrinkles. I liked that he always caught details like that. Thanks to him, no bad photos of me had appeared on the Internet. Drew, of course, looked good no matter what, so no bad photos of him were to be found either.


  I grinned. My high heels put me nearly at eye level with him. “You’re seriously going to wait until we’re in bed?”


  He quirked his lips up in a half smile. “Probably not. Hopefully we’re alone in the elevator.”


  “Maybe our friend will miraculously show up in the elevator. We could invite him to participate.”


  Drew grinned. It had been a few months since we’d played with a third. I resolved to scope out all the kitchen staff in an effort to find our mystery man. If he was attractive, I would proposition him.


  


  Chapter Two


  


  Sophia


  


  The award show happened during dinner, which was nice for me. I was famished, and after another hour of looking, I still hadn’t found the man who had been spying on us. To be fair, he had been in the shadows, and so had we. It was entirely possible that I wouldn’t know him if I saw him again, and he wouldn’t know me. Those nervous tells would be absent, and I wouldn’t even have those to go on.


  Thinking about that made me sad. Whether he was submissive didn’t matter. Drew really liked having sex with men, and it had been too long for him. I could meet his needs in an artificial way, but it wasn’t the same as having another man in our bedroom.


  “Sophie? Is everything okay?”


  My musings were cut short by Drew. He’d leaned close to whisper in my ear. I tilted toward him. “I can’t find him.”


  “Maybe he’s not a server. Maybe he’s a chef’s assistant.”


  That possibility hadn’t occurred to me. The man had been so young. Drew had started young, but he’d come from a wealthy family who had financed his dream. This man didn’t strike me as growing up rich. However, Drew understood how people went about hiring kitchen help better than I did. I processed their paperwork and paid them. He and Ginny did the hiring.


  I conceded the point. “Maybe.” That didn’t mean I would stop scoping the place for him.


  We mingled after the award ceremony, which I thought was a waste of time. Beforehand, those who had been nominated spent the time sizing up the competition and psyching one another out. Afterward, some winners gloated. Others behaved graciously. Some were humble. Okay, very few were humble. Those who lost kissed up, commiserated with other losers, or fled the room to hide anger or tears.


  Drew won for an episode featuring my mother’s barbeque sauce. She was going to love that. He thanked her in his speech, but it wasn’t televised or recorded, and that would disappoint her. She liked when he publicly acknowledged co-opting her recipes. The rest of the meal had been pure Drew, but she would conveniently overlook that, and Drew would let her. He was sweet like that. I recorded his speech on my phone so I could send her the video.


  Thankfully, he was also one of those who behaved with grace. He didn’t have a humble bone in his body, but at least he wasn’t a dick to the other nominees.


  Deke Granger shook my hand, congratulating me on Drew’s win, though I had nothing to do with it. I didn’t know what “Deke” was a nickname for, and I didn’t ask. This man was one of the bigwigs in the studio. I knew to be on the polite edge of friendly with him because he could cancel Drew’s show—or push to make him film in another city, which would move us away from our home—at the drop of a hat.


  “Thank you, Deke. Drew does the hard work. I just do the taste testing.”


  “And you keep that sparkle in his eyes. Love will do that for a man, you know.”


  I smiled, but I did not blush. Drew was not shy about his feelings for me, and I had learned to let him have his public displays of affection.


  As if on cue, Drew slipped his arm around my waist and kissed my neck. This was not a possessive display. Deke was short, rotund, and almost seventy. He did not flirt with anybody, much less anybody’s wife. “Hi, Deke. How was Rio?”


  “Fantastic. I worked on my tan, and I found a fabulous sous chef. He’s here tonight.” Deke’s dark eyes lit. “Let me grab him. I wanted to introduce you.”


  I could tell Drew wanted to say it wasn’t necessary, but I also knew he wouldn’t voice that thought. Deke motioned to a server who must have known what he wanted, because the server nodded and disappeared.


  Drew and Deke made small talk while we waited. I paid polite attention and tried to stop Drew’s hands from wandering anywhere indecent. He was skilled at using his mouth and hands to do disparate things. I liked that about him.


  “Ah, there he is.” He reached out and pulled the sous chef closer.


  The new chef was taller than Drew and had a leaner build. He had blue eyes, cornflower instead of icy like Drew’s, and a thick mane of sable hair that fell over one eye. The angular structure of his face matched his build, and I knew instantly that this man had been the one watching Drew and me have sex. More than that, I knew he would make a perfect third for us. I wanted to tie him up and make him squirm. If I listened hard enough, I could already hear him begging.


  “Drew Snow, I’d like you to meet Neal Purcell. He’s a huge fan.”


  “It’s great to meet you, Neal. The sauce on the mahimahi was bold without overpowering the dish. Was that tarragon you used?”


  “It was. Thank you. I’m glad you liked it.” Neal blushed as he shook Drew’s hand, a reaction easily explainable as what happens when a fan meets the chef they idolize. However, the look in his eyes betrayed the real reason he was embarrassed. He recognized Drew from the break room.


  “And this is his wife, the lovely Sophia Snow.”


  I offered Neal my hand, and he took it. What followed was an establishment of roles. My handshake was firm and confident, a display of my Dominatrix side. Neal responded to this, altering his grip to reflect a submissive nature. I liked when a man recognized and accepted the natural order of things.


  As befitting his station, he waited for me to speak. “Neal, at long last, we meet.”


  “Yes, Mis—Mrs. Snow.”


  Drew lifted a brow at me. He’d caught the fact that Neal had nearly referred to me as “Mistress,” a title only a handful of people used anymore.


  Drew doesn’t submit to me. Not ever. We tried that when we first got together, and it didn’t work out so well. Though he’d pretended for my sake, Drew didn’t have a submissive bone in his body. He wasn’t completely Dominant, either, but he didn’t mind topping a sub with me every now and again. It didn’t provide him with the same sense of peace and fulfillment as it did me, but if I set the scene right, we all enjoyed ourselves.


  He’d been around me long enough to recognize when I’d topped someone. It turned him on to watch someone submit to me. I couldn’t tear my gaze from Neal to see if he was titillated by this interaction, but I guessed that he was.


  I wrapped Neal’s hand in both of mine, a sensual caress disguised as friendliness. “You can call me ‘Sophie.’ For now.”


  This time, Drew elbowed me. I’d been so caught up in Neal that I hadn’t noticed Deke giving me a funny look. I released Neal’s hand. Disappointment dimmed his natural glow.


  “Thank you, Sophie.”


  Deke frowned at me and directed the attention back to Drew. “Neal is looking for a good mentor, Drew. His love is Italian and American cuisines, and you know we don’t specialize in that here. He likes working for me, and he’s a wonderful chef, but I can’t keep him for myself.”


  Now it was Drew’s turn to frown. I’m not sure what thoughts were running through his mind, but I understood the situation with crystal clarity. Neal was off-limits. Deke wanted Drew to give him a job.


  This was the part where I was supposed to shut up and let the businessmen do the talking. I didn’t handle the hiring or firing at Sensual Secrets. I was their accountant. As their accountant, I’d just handled the paperwork to end the employment of Drew’s last sous chef. She’d worked for him for six years, but now she wanted to open a restaurant. Ginny, Drew’s business partner, and I had thrown a small going-away party last night. I’d texted Drew that he was down one employee. He’d shifted his staff to cover the gap.


  Still, I found words pouring from my mouth. “We do have an opening.”


  Drew had a sexy frown. That didn’t mean I liked when he turned it on me, which he did right then. The man was damned picky when it came to his kitchen and staff. “I’m willing to grant an interview. Can you be in Royal Oak next Thursday?”


  One of the many things I loved about Drew was that he never contradicted me or argued with me in front of other people. When we argued—and we sometimes did have passionate disagreements—it was always in private. He was partial to making a scene only when it involved showing affection, which I didn’t mind at all.


  Neal nodded. “Yes, Chef.” He handed Drew a card with his information. “Let me know the date and time, and I will be there.”


  He excused himself back to the kitchen. Drew and I took our leave as well. The second the elevator doors closed and we were on the way to our room, Drew addressed a concern I hadn’t considered.


  “Sophie, if I hire Neal, that means he’s off-limits to us. I’m not going to risk losing everything I’ve worked to achieve so that you can have a submissive.”


  I snorted, but not at the restriction. “You wanted him just as much as I did.”


  “Yes, but the fact remains that if either of us comes onto him and there’s even a remote chance that it can be construed as sexual harassment, then we’re screwed.”


  “Did I entice him? Did I speak him fair?” I delivered my paraphrase with a half-smile.


  “No, but I bet the more you beat him, the more he’ll fawn on you.” He ran the back of his fingers down my cheek in a soothing caress. “Seriously, honey.”


  This time, I merely sighed. “I know. Maybe he’ll suck.”


  Drew shook his head. “Honey, Deke is known for finding stunning talent. He wouldn’t have let Neal into the kitchen if he didn’t have impressive skills.”


  Deke claimed credit for having discovered Drew and more than half of the other celebrity chefs. I didn’t argue with Drew’s assessment.


  He took me in his arms and leaned back against the wall. “Just to be clear, he is the one who was watching us?”


  “Yeah.” I felt the momentary pang of regret at losing something that was never mine, but then I let it go. Our bedroom guests were fun. They were toys to amuse us and bring aspects into our sex play that we both sometimes missed with one another. None of them made me feel loved and cherished the way my husband did. I loosened the knot on Drew’s tie. “You’re very handsome, you know that?”


  He dipped his head and gave me a light, sensual kiss—an appetizer. “And you, my love, are strikingly beautiful.” Another kiss, another sampling of delicious things to come. “And I have missed you terribly.”


  “Three days is a long time,” I agreed. It’s funny how I didn’t used to mind him being gone for a week or more. The longer we were together, the more addicted to him I became.


  “Too long.” He had barely vocalized the last word before devouring me with his kiss.


  The elevator dinged as the doors slid open. Unwilling to break away from each other, we stumbled down the hall until we reached our room. I fumbled in Drew’s breast pocket for the key. He ground his hardness against me and moved his lips to my neck. It didn’t make inserting the key into the lock easier, especially when he found that spot toward the back of my neck that made me moan. Loudly.


  With a satisfied chuckle, he broke away and opened the door. “I want you naked and on top of me.”


  I shimmied out of my dress so quickly that I broke the zipper. I stood before him in heels and a black, lacy bra, and I let him drink the sight.


  “Gorgeous. Sophie, you are simply the most amazing woman.”


  I gave him a grin that was equal parts cocky and sensuous. “I’m about to get even more amazing. Now it’s your turn. Strip for me.”


  The room wasn’t a suite, but it did boast a large bed, and that was really all we needed. I sat down on the edge and waited for Drew. He didn’t disappoint.


  He’d already shed his jacket, and now he unbuttoned his shirt. Slowly. Each undone button revealed another few inches of his tantalizing chest. My Drew was ripped. He spent time working out every day. His physique was part of his sexy on-screen charm, and I had fallen prey to it off-screen.


  Next he went for his cufflinks. This seemed to take forever.


  I prodded him, trying to get him to move things along. “Tease.”


  He merely grinned.


  I could have helped with his clothing problem, but I opted instead for providing more motivation. Spreading my legs, I licked two fingers and slid them through my wetness. Drew’s grin slipped from his face, and he licked his lips.


  “Hot. So hot. Keep doing that.”


  With my other hand, I held the lips of my pussy open so that he had a great view, and I continued to play. He won the battle with his cufflinks, toed off his shoes, shed his pants, and dove for me.


  I shrieked and tried to scramble out of his way, but I was too slow. He landed on top of me, trapping me beneath him. He was the only man I trusted enough to pin me like this.


  “You’re not naked.” I pushed at the shoulders of his shirt.


  “Neither are you.”


  Wrapping my legs around his waist, I let him settle closer to my core. “You can keep the tie, but you have to lose the shirt.”


  He growled, but it was a good-natured protest. “You get bossy with me, and you’ll find yourself tied up with my special sauce drying on your clit.”


  That could only happen with my consent. He might be stronger than me, but I had years of martial arts training. My brother owns a training studio, and I teach classes there every now and again. Not that it mattered much. Drew was a lover, not a fighter. He wasn’t into protest games or anything violent. When I worked over a sub, he typically did not stay in the room. It didn’t do anything for him.


  I liked his special sauce. He wouldn’t tell me exactly what was in it, but I had discerned honey and ginger. It was less potent than what I had done to subs, but it did the trick.


  Tugging on his tie, I faked a pout. “Promises.”


  He helped me get rid of his shirt, but instead of turning to lie on his back, he slid down my body and settled between my legs. I widened to accommodate his broad shoulders.


  “Play some more. I want to watch.”


  From the expression on his face, I knew he wouldn’t be watching for long. I grabbed a pillow and stuffed it under my head so that I could watch him without straining my neck. Using my finger, I circled my swollen nub. “Like this?”


  “Harder. Touch your clit.”


  I teased and tormented myself for his viewing pleasure. All too soon, I found myself moaning and canting my hips. I wanted to feel him inside me, but he had other ideas. He lifted my hand from my pussy and licked my fingers. Then he buried his face between my legs. Drew could eat me out all night if I let him. He was a connoisseur of my pussy.


  Little sounds of pleasure vibrated from his throat to my sensitive tissues. He mumbled a few things I didn’t catch, but he lifted his face away far enough to make one thing clear. “You taste so fucking good.”


  I didn’t want to come in his mouth, not tonight. Grasping his head, I pulled him away. “I need you in me.”


  Too horny to protest, he nodded. I rolled him to the side and moved so that he could center his body across the bed. As I climbed on top of him, he ran his hands over my skin.


  “I love you, my Sophie.”


  As I sank down the length of him, my opening widening around his thick cock, I murmured similar words. “For always.”


  Then I leaned forward and rode him until we were both too weak and satiated to move.


  


  Chapter Three


  


  Sophia


  


  Two mornings later, Drew and I slept in. We’d spent the night before at my brother’s house having Sunday dinner. He lived with his lover Evan, and their wife, Alaina. She was legally only married to one of them, but they wouldn’t disclose who. Rumor had it that Zach, Alaina’s twelve-year-old brother, knew, but nobody could get him to spill the beans. Not that it mattered. I have never seen three people more in love.


  They had announced that Alaina was four months pregnant with their first child. That had led to lots of toasts and the consumption of much alcohol. Alaina had watched us, drunk only on the glow of happiness that came from being pregnant with a much-wanted child.


  I’m not sure what time we left, but Drew had sobered up first, and he ended up driving my parents’ home, too. They were over the moon to finally have a grandchild. Everywhere around me, people were having babies. While I was happy for them, I felt no need to join them. Drew and I were having so much fun just being a couple that I couldn’t imagine adding a permanent third party.


  I woke before him and took a shower. By the time I returned to bed to rouse him, he was also up. He’d propped several pillows under himself, and with the way his hair was mussed and the messy sheet covered one leg and half of his naughty bits, he looked like morning sex incarnate. The second he saw me, he bared himself and closed his hand around his hardening cock.


  “You look like heaven. An angel come to deliver some sin.”


  “Sin?” I lifted a brow. He rarely talked like this. “Are you awake?”


  He chuckled, his voice heavy with sleep, and opened his hand to reveal how awake he was. “Come find out.”


  I shook my head. “Not today.” This was not a day I wanted anybody touching me. I had a couple of those on a semi-regular basis. However that didn’t mean I wanted to leave him high and dry. “But if you’re nice, I’ll get the strap-on and deliver some of your favorite sin.”


  The last remnants of sleep vanished from his face. He didn’t often ask for this, but it was one of his favorite things.


  He treated me to one of his patented long, slow grins. “This is why you are the hottest woman on the planet.”


  I returned his smile. “That’ll do.”


  My toys were, for the most part, in the basement where I had a proper dungeon. This toy, I kept upstairs in a special drawer in my closet. Drew asked that I only used it—or anything like it—on him. It didn’t take long to get into the harness and position the dildo so that it hit my pelvic bone in a way that wouldn’t hurt. While I did that, I heard Drew puttering around in the bathroom.


  He found me waiting on the bed, clothed in a fire-engine-red corset, heeled boots that came up to mid-thigh, and a fake dick. I drizzled some lube onto my palm and greased the silicone. He followed the up-and-down motion with his gaze.


  I lifted the tube. “Want some?”


  “Are you going to let me fuck your ass?”


  “Nope.” When I didn’t want to be touched, I truly didn’t want to be touched.


  “Then no.” He sat on the bed next to me and leaned so that his face was inches from mine. His breath smelled minty. “I’ll take a kiss, though.”


  I gave him one. It went on and on. He was a consummate kisser, cupping my cheek as he started, and then slipping his fingers through my hair as things heated up. By the time he pulled away, I was ready to whip off my clothes and let him have me, and he knew it.


  “Change your mind?”


  The fog he generated in my brain took a few seconds to clear. “Maybe tomorrow. We’ll see. Now, you have a choice. Do you want to be on all fours, or do you want to bend over the side of the bed?”


  “Side of the bed. I noticed it’s easier for you to give me a hand job.”


  I laughed as we got into position. More lube, and he was ready for me. I entered him slowly, thrusting in short strokes to get him used to the feeling. It had been a couple months since we’d done this.


  “That feels so good, Sophie. Go fast, okay?”


  For me, fast and hard went hand in hand. I reached around and grabbed his cock, stroking it to the same rhythm I used to pound his ass. It didn’t take long to drive him to the point where he was making those little growling moans that indicated he was about to come. In less than two minutes, he spilled his spunk all over my hand and the sheet.


  He collapsed forward. I went to clean the equipment. This wasn’t my favorite thing to do. Don’t get me wrong—I didn’t mind doing it, and I loved making Drew climax. But it always felt a little off to me. Pegging a submissive was a dominant act. Doing this to Drew just highlighted the fact that I didn’t have all the natural equipment he wanted in a lover.


  I didn’t go back into the bedroom. The bathroom also exited to a sitting room, and I escaped that way. If he’d fallen back to sleep, I didn’t want to disturb him.


  Drew found me about a half hour later, eating a bowl of cereal at the table. He poured himself some, sat next to me, and poked my arm. “Want to talk about it?”


  There was nothing to discuss. Anyone with my life would have said that. As it stood, I had the fairy tale. I had the handsome prince, a beautiful home, a loving extended family, and a successful accounting firm. If my firm became any more successful, I was going to have to open an office.


  I already had three employees. Working for Drew—doing the books for Sensual Secrets—took up very little of my time. I worked there only a day or two each week, and that was mostly to make sure that Ginny didn’t slide back into her old habits. I’d spent over a year cleaning up their financial messes, and I’d automated their ordering and billing systems.


  Drew, my beloved husband, had no trouble with the way I’d set up the business. Ginny, his best friend and business partner, was a fan of scribbling things on scrap paper and forgetting all the details that weren’t directly related to making cakes. If not for her, then I would be able to do that job remotely, as I did with most of my other clients. Drew had converted one of the rooms on the main level of our house into an impressive office. He was very proud of my successes.


  In response to his question, I shook my head.


  “Sophie, don’t be a martyr. Tell me what’s wrong.”


  “Nothing is wrong.” And nothing was wrong. I had no idea why I was in a foul mood. I didn’t want to subject Drew or anybody else to it. They did not deserve it. Being shut up in my office was probably the best thing I could do for either of us. Numbers soothed me. “I think I’m going to work today.”


  My mind went to work, rearranging my schedule to be able to get more done this week than I’d originally planned.


  “I don’t think so. We’re supposed to be at Sabrina’s house by three. You’re going to help me make something to take over there, and then we’re going to spend the day hanging with our friends.” He shoveled a huge spoonful of cereal and fruit into his mouth, which he washed down with a swig of coffee. “So why don’t you tell me why you have a grumpy cloud floating over your head, raining all over what’s been a nice weekend so far.”


  I put my hand over my abdomen and played the woman card. “I’m just not feeling up to it. Why don’t you go and have a good time?”


  He poured himself another mug of coffee. “So whenever anybody wonders where you are, you want me to tell them you’re PMS?”


  “Cramps.” I sighed as I corrected him. “I’m not PMS.”


  “Yeah, like I’m going to abandon you when you’re needy. Bitchy—yes. In pain—no.” He set a refill down for me too.


  “Thanks.” I bought time by imbibing some caffeine. “You can say I need some time to myself.”


  He laughed. “That reeks of drama. C’mon, Sophie. Spill. Is it last night?”


  “Last night?” I frowned, trying to figure out what he was driving at. “What happened last night?”


  Sitting back, he regarded me casually, but I knew him too well to be fooled by his facade. He was rattled.


  “Drew, did something bother you last night?”


  “Nice try, sweetheart. I mean Alaina getting pregnant. Are you thinking you want a baby?”


  When Drew and I first met and he was trying to tear down the wall I’d built around my heart, I’d limited our relationship to mostly sex. One time the condom had broken. It coincided with my period being late, and we’d thought that perhaps I’d been pregnant.


  I shook my head. “Nope. I’m looking forward to being an aunt, but that’s about the extent of my interest.”


  At my denial, he visibly relaxed. “Then what?”


  How to phrase this without making him think I wasn’t willing to meet his needs? I cleared my throat. “It’s been months since we’ve played with a third. Are you tired of having them?”


  He set down his coffee mug, took mine from me, and set it down too, and then he took my hand in his. “I’m not tired of having them, but I can’t handle Livia alternating between trying to move in here and being an icy bitch. And you know why we can’t have Christopher over anymore.”


  Chris had been my submissive for longer than I’d known Drew. So had Livia. Where Livia had become needy and clingy—hating herself and us for it—Chris had become impossible. He pushed bratty to a whole new level. I think he needed a 24/7 situation to truly be happy, and I could not provide that. I was a Domme primarily in the bedroom.


  Drew had finally put his foot down when he realized that Christopher left me drained, but not in a good way.


  “I know, Drew. It’s just that I think you’d like having a man around.”


  He narrowed his eyes at me. “Sophie, if you don’t want to—”


  I cut him off with an assurance. “No, I’m fine with what we did this morning. I just think you need more than a woman with a strap-on to be happy.”


  Drew shrugged. “I’m happy, Sophie. You’re the one in a funk. Maybe you need a sub to boss around and tie up.”


  Perhaps I did. Perhaps this was all in my head. Or maybe Drew was just trying to make me feel better. After all, he was a generous man when it came to me. But before I could think too hard on that, he pounded the table with his fist.


  “This is about Neal, isn’t it?”


  I’d jumped when he’d made such an unexpected, violent gesture. “Neal?” I hadn’t forgotten him, not at all, but I hadn’t been thinking of him. Well, maybe a little. He was handsome, sexy, and we both found him attractive.


  Drew pressed his lips into think lines. “If I hire Neal, that means he’s off-limits. If I don’t hire him, then he’s off-limits anyway. Whenever you bring the possibility of a job into the mix, sex goes out the window.”


  I blinked at his vehement reminder. I knew his opinion on all this. Yet I leaned forward. “You hired me and slept with me.”


  “That’s different. You’re my wife.” He frowned, and I could tell he was close to losing his patience with me.


  “Not when I first started working for you.”


  He waved his hand, dismissing what I’d said. “I knew I was going to marry you.”


  On another man, that kind of confidence would be off-putting, but on Drew, it seemed natural. He generally got what he wanted. “Well I didn’t.”


  This time when he got up, he took our bowls to the sink and rinsed them. Then he drummed his fingers on the marble countertop. Cupboards banged as he opened and closed them. “What do you want to take to Sabrina and Jonas’s? I think Jonas is grilling stuff. Maybe I’ll make up foil packets of diced potatoes. Nobody makes them right.”


  “Sabrina wants you to bring lemonade. She said that Rose keeps asking for yours.”


  I wasn’t sure what he did to make it so good, but I knew what Rose was getting at. She might only be three, but she recognized greatness when it tickled her taste buds.


  He nodded, which was the only response I got on that front.


  “Drew? Are you angry with me?”


  His back was to me. He made several gestures that indicated he was upset, but he only opened and closed more cupboard and drawers, extracting the ingredients he needed for food preparation. Finally, he pulled out a cutting board and settled down.


  “I’m not mad. I know you need your submissives. You know I need an occasional roll in the hay with a man. This just shouldn’t be so complicated. What about that Elysium place that Ellen wants you to buy with her, Sabrina, and Samantha? I bet we could find someone there.”


  I wanted Neal, but it looked like I wasn’t going to get him. “We probably could. We need to check it out anyway. Did you want me to book us a flight?”


  He set to cubing potatoes with amazing speed and accuracy, putting on a show because he knew I liked to watch. “Yeah. I’ll need to look at my calendar to see when we can slip away.”


  The normal devilish excitement that should have accompanied that statement was absent. I think he wanted Neal too.


  


  Chapter Four


  


  Sophia


  


  Sabrina’s house was smaller than mine. When I first met her, I never thought I would have the occasion to say that. She could afford more, but she and Jonas were happy where they were.


  Now that Sabrina had taken a leave of absence from her high-pressure marketing job, she had several projects going on. One of those projects was a new back deck, and so our usual get-together had been temporarily moved to the patio next to the pool. She had a small house out there with a bathroom and kitchen, so it was the perfect place to hang out.


  The pool was gated, so the smaller children couldn’t get in there without adult supervision. The only kid old enough to swim without a lifejacket and an adult within reaching distance was Ricky, Jonas’s nine-year-old nephew. The rest of the kids were under five. Sabrina and Amanda, Jonas’s sister and Ricky’s mother, were in the pool, chatting as they pushed floating babies around in the water.


  A couple of the five-year-olds attempted the dog paddle in the shallow end where Ryan, Ellen’s husband, hung out with Richard, who was Amanda’s husband.


  Jonas and Ellen were two of my oldest and closest friends. They’d literally saved my life. Drew had mended my soul, but I doubt I would be here if it weren’t for them. They also got the credit for taking me under their wings and teaching me to Domme.


  I sat on a blanket set in the shade of a huge maple tree. Ellen was there with her youngest, Emily, who was playing Rose. The children ran up and threw themselves at me, their form of a tackle-hug. Then they scampered away to play on a small climbing structure.


  Ellen hugged me. “Hey, stranger. I haven’t seen you in a couple of weeks.”


  But I had talked to her electronically. “I’ve been busy. Last week we went to Minneapolis. Drew’s sister, Lila, has finished up her residency. She’s thinking of moving back to Michigan. Then Drew did a few appearances, and the network had an award ceremony in Atlanta. We stayed an extra night and had a nice time.”


  Lifting one thick, dark brow, she grinned suggestively. “How nice?”


  I knew what she was driving at. “Not like that. We went out to dinner, hung out with some people he knows there.”


  “Eh.” She had lost interest. “You told me that already.”


  “I know. Did you think I skimped on the details?”


  “I was hoping to live vicariously through you.”


  Ellen had a wonderful husband who was also her devoted submissive. She had everything. I envied her a little bit, but I wouldn’t trade or change Drew for the world.


  I snorted. “I noticed that Ryan is wearing a shirt in the water.”


  “I worked him over pretty well last night. He slept like a baby. I told him he didn’t have to go into the chlorine. I’m going to end up putting antibiotic salve all over him tonight, and he’ll probably get off on the pain. At least he won’t be sunburned.”


  Ryan was a fair-skinned redhead. He was tall and skinny, full of freckles and life. He made an interesting foil for Ellen, who sported a full mane of dark hair and a body with curves that wouldn’t quit. With her striking looks and her confident stance, she attracted attention and commanded a room. I’d modeled myself after her from the start.


  I missed having a sub. That pang led me to glance at Drew, who was chatting with Jonas, probably about the food. Despite his protest that he didn’t need a full-time male lover around, I wondered if he felt the same void when it came to having a man to touch.


  “Have you given any thought to the proposal Lex and Stef sent?” Ellen’s question brought my attention back to her.


  Alexei and Stefano Morozov were the Masters of Jonas’s sister, Samantha. They were also Sabrina’s stepbrothers. Wealthy beyond belief, they had taken up the case for purchasing Elysium. Ellen wanted to. Lex and Stef wanted to invest in the property for Samantha. Drew had consented to buying into it for me, but I didn’t want his money.


  I knew it irked him that I maintained separate accounts and used the money I earned to pay my bills. Though I let him pay for the gas and electric, and several other services that contributed to the upkeep of the house, I didn’t let him pay for my clothes or personal items. Part of me didn’t quite believe I’d married a multi-millionaire.


  The rest of me was terrified of becoming dependent on what may well turn out to be a dream. Even our wedding had been fairy-tale themed. I never wanted to wake up from this fabulous vision, but that didn’t mean I’d stay asleep forever.


  I shook my head at Ellen’s question, but I wasn’t telling the truth. I had given it thought. I’d run the numbers, and this wasn’t something I could afford on my own. Drew would definitely need to kick in a boatload of cash to make this happen for me. Lex and Stef had put together a meticulous proposal detailing the required investment from each party and where that money would need to be spent. Elysium was in need of style and structure updates.


  “It just seems like so much work. I have my business. You have yours.”


  “I sold mine. We closed Friday.”


  The news shocked me. Ellen’s parents had created that club, and it had earned her family an international following in the BDSM community. When she’d inherited it, Ellen had promised to continue the tradition.


  I gaped at her while throwing a nod of greeting at Jonas, who had joined us. “What about the promise you made to your parents when you took over City Club?”


  She considered my question with the appropriate gravity. “They wanted me to uphold our family’s honor and reputation. This way, I’m expanding it. The fetish community has exploded since my parents created City Club. Maintaining the status quo isn’t enough. Plus I’m tired of running it. There’s no challenge anymore. The new owners have a vision for how they want to update it. I want to move on to something invigorating.”


  Telling her that I didn’t have the cash wouldn’t fly. Drew had been vocal about his support. “I’m not sure about this. What if it all goes sideways and we lose everything?”


  She snorted. “It won’t. Lex and Stef wouldn’t pour this much into an investment that isn’t going to be another cash cow. They like huge profit margins.”


  “What did Sabrina say?”


  Like me, Jonas had also married into money. According to him, Sabrina had more money than she knew what to do with. Lex and Stef managed her investments, though Sabrina had the final say and knew exactly what was going on with her money. Unlike Ginny, whose money the Morozov brothers also managed, Sabrina was interested in understanding her finances.


  Jonas sat on another corner of the blanket. Rose threw herself at him, squealing, “Daddy!” and wrapping her arms around his neck. He peppered her face with kisses, which made her giggle and smile, and then she returned to playing with Emily.


  He fielded my question. “Sabrina wants to do it, but she doesn’t want to handle the day-to-day. She’s willing to take on marketing and promotions.”


  I wasn’t sure I wanted to take on a venture this large that could suck up time and attention I’d rather give to Drew. Just then, the target of my affection sat on the grass behind me. With three adults already on the blanket, there wasn’t space for more. He managed to scoot close so that we were touching. My tactile man.


  I threw my response into the distractions Rose and Drew had caused. “I haven’t decided.”


  “Decided what?” From Drew’s sly grin, I figured he already knew the answer to his question.


  “Whether or not I want to buy a BDSM resort.”


  No hesitation on his part. “Go for it. If Stefano and Alexei have checked it out, then it’s a solid investment. And you have great business sense. It’ll be fine.”


  I loved his faith in me. He had enough of it for both of us. Suddenly, I was seized by the enormity of what this man meant to me, of what all the people present had done to help me turn my life around and become a whole woman. I nodded. “All right. I will.”


  Ellen squealed and fell backward in a dramatic and badly faked faint.


  Jonas grinned and rolled his eyes at her antics. “It looks like we got us a resort. I’ll call Lex tonight and let him know he can move forward with the deal.”


  Bits of fear and excitement floated through my bloodstream, taking me by surprise every now and again by surging straight to my heart. I spent the rest of the day having mini panic attacks, and I did not like it.


  When Drew and Jonas called us for dinner, I was knee-deep in conversation with Sabrina about a notebook she used as a shared journal with Jonas. I’d heard of using this method of communication, thought I had never used it myself. I’d never had a real relationship with any of my submissives. Drew did not submit to anyone, and he had no trouble discussing anything regarding sex with me.


  Sabrina had struck me as ultra-uptight from the first moment I’d met her. It had taken me a little time to get to know her before I understood what Jonas saw in her. Once I’d passed that “aha” milestone, I could appreciate why he’d fallen in love with her. She might be uptight, but that stemmed from deep feelings of inadequacy she worked hard to hide.


  “Some things are getting easier.” She twisted the end of a strand of hair around her fingertip. “I like how nothing I put in there is going to lead to a fight. It’s difficult to be honest when I’m only thinking about how my opinion of something is going to hurt his feelings.”


  She was one of those lucky submissives who had a Dom who existed to make her happy. Jonas might be arrogant and dominant, but he never made a move without her in mind. Plus, he was one of the easiest people to talk to that I knew. Something about him invited confidence.


  She was also the only submissive I topped with whom I did not have sex. Every six weeks or so, she would schedule a session with me. I’d work her over and send her home to Jonas. Often she looked like she wanted to ask or say something, but she never did. At least Jonas had found an outlet for her.


  I smiled indulgently. “You can’t worry about that. He needs to know what you’re thinking and feeling. Communication is key.”


  “I know, but…” She trailed off, a wistful expression on her face. “If he said anything to you about me staying home with the kids, would you tell me?”


  Her question took me by surprise, but I gave her an honest response. “I wouldn’t tell you anything he confided in me, the same way I wouldn’t tell him anything you said. I would urge him to talk to you, though. Why would you think he would say anything to one of us and not you?”


  “Hints. Snippets. Bits and pieces.” She shrugged. “Maybe I feel guilty for throwing away everything I’ve worked to achieve.”


  I stared at her. “Did you agree to buy Elysium because you feel guilty for quitting your job?”


  “No.” With a heavy sigh, she peered across the lawn at her husband talking with mine. “Maybe. I think Jonas wants me out of the house more. He said I’m restless.”


  Hearing that made me feel a lot better. I knew they were navigating a rough patch, and I didn’t want to see anything bad happen to their marriage. They were so good together. “See, he does talk to you about it.”


  She shook her head. “I overheard him talking to Ellen. They changed the subject when they heard me coming closer.”


  I truly did not know how to respond to that. Lots of spouses and friends sought advice about the ones they loved. I knew Jonas was in the midst of seeking regular advice about how he was handling being Sabrina’s Dom.


  So I turned it back on her. “Are you restless?”


  She leaned closer. “I think all the sex is wearing him out. I’m not restless. I’ve just never had this much energy.”


  I couldn’t help it. I laughed so hard that I snorted. By the time I was able to regain control of myself, my stomach muscles hurt. Drew chose that moment to call us for dinner.


  As people gathered around, they gravitated first toward Drew’s foil-wrapped surprises. I waited. Drew hadn’t just put potatoes in those packages, but I wasn’t about to tell our friends that he was testing out a new recipe. He’d added turnips. I’d turned up my nose when I saw what he was doing, but Drew had only given me a superior look and continued with his food prep.


  Once the foil was opened, tempting aromas drifted out. Still, I let everybody else try them first. Turnips weren’t something I’d eaten before, and I wanted a consensus before I waded into those new waters.


  Reactions were mixed, which seemed to disturb Drew. He wasn’t used to anything but resounding praise for his dishes. Knowing he’d come for my opinion, I sucked it up and scooped some onto my plate.


  They were okay. As expected, Drew parked himself next to me. With the repairs going on, there wasn’t enough seating, and we were eating picnic-style on the ground.


  He eyed my plate. “Well? What’s wrong with them?”


  I stabbed my fork at what I thought was a potato. “They look like potatoes, but there’s a sharp bite, and nobody expects that when you’re eating potatoes. Maybe if you mashed them with a little bit of cheese?”


  His baby blues lightened to match the summer sky. “Like twice-baked, with a bit of crust on the top. Maybe some bread crumbs. Sophie, you’re a genius.”


  I wouldn’t go that far, but I also wasn’t going to do anything to tarnish his view of me. I kissed his cheek. “I try.”


  We fell silent as we ate. After a few minutes, Drew touched my hand. “Are you serious about buying into Elysium? I don’t want you doing this because you feel pressured. I only want you to do this if it’s what you want.”


  The more I thought about it, the more I wanted to own the island resort. My accounting business was, by most measures, successful. I had a good number of clients, and I worked hard to juggle them all.


  “I’m going to have to hire someone to help me out with DiMarco Accounting, but yeah, I want to do this. It’ll be different. Fun. We can check out what needs to be done next month on our trip.”


  He nodded, and I could see the wheels churning in his head. I thought he was planning out some wild sex scenes, but he wasn’t. “I heard Ellen say that Lex and Stef are willing to loan you money. I don’t want you borrowing money we already have.”


  I refrained from correcting him. He had money. He came from money, and he made a great living as a celebrity chef. I made okay money as an accountant. I wasn’t complaining, but it wasn’t enough to purchase Elysium. I settled for a single-word warning in my best Domme voice. “Drew.”


  He threw the tone right back at me and gave me a firm look to match. “Sophia.”


  “I told you I’m not using your money.”


  When Drew was angry, his eyes darkened to a brilliant blue. They did that now. “Don’t. We’ve argued about this before. It’s our money. Our house. Our cars. Our marriage. We’re in this together. Unless we’re talking about closets or sinks, there is no ‘yours and mine.’ I thought we were past this.”


  He knew we weren’t. I maintained a separate bank account. He was the beneficiary, but he had no rights to the money until I died, not that he’d need it. My savings were nothing to him. Though he’d put me as a joint owner on his accounts, I had never once touched the money.


  “Drew, I don’t want to fight about this.” I especially didn’t want to fight with other people around. I was crazy private about those kinds of things, but Drew wasn’t as cautious.


  “Great,” he said. “Then it’s settled. Move some stocks or whatever around to make this happen.”


  I was not his accountant, investment counselor, or financial manager. He wanted me to have those jobs because he trusted me more than anybody else, but I had refused to be responsible for his money. Losing it would devastate me. That was another reason I didn’t want to use his money to buy Elysium. What if this whole thing did go sideways? Where would that leave his finances?


  Pressing my lips together, I exhaled hard. “I didn’t agree with you.” Enumerating my reservations would have no effect on him. I had been through this with him too many times to count. He was likely to stick his fingers in his ears and sing “la, la, la” at the top of his lungs if I tried to reason with him.


  He grasped my chin between his thumb and forefinger. “I ask very little from you.”


  Not only were his eyes a dusty blue, but the tips of his ears were red and color was beginning to creep up his neck. I’d seen him truly, irrevocably pissed one time in the five years we’d been together. He filmed his show in his kitchen. No matter how many times he declared that the house was ours, I knew the kitchen would always remain his. One of his catering staff had been there to help prepare the food. When Drew filmed, he made several iterations of each dish, keeping them at different stages of completeness so they could be filmed.


  The staff member had taken it upon herself to change out several of the ingredients. He’d pointed out the mistake. Instead of making the change, she had opted to argue. Nobody messed with Drew’s recipes in his kitchen or on his show. He’d lost it, smashing the glass bowls with the wrong ingredients at her feet, and then he’d fired her.


  Right now, he was looking at me the same way he’d looked at her. I swallowed nervously. This time when I said his name, it was a plea. “Drew.”


  “I want you to have this resort, and I want you to use our money to buy it.”


  I wanted to argue. When I put my mind to it, I could be one stubborn bitch, but this man brought out the best in me. I had a deep need to give him what he wanted, and I suddenly couldn’t find it in my heart to refuse him.


  I nodded. “Okay. If you feel that strongly about it.”


  Just like that, the black cloud of his temper evaporated. His brilliant smile returned. “I like when you’re reasonable.”


  


  Chapter Five


  


  Sophia


  


  On Thursday I worked at the Sensual Secrets office. It was a little room upstairs that I’d transformed over the years from the junk-filled storage space to a warm and welcoming office. I used it two or three days each month, and I’d set up areas for Ginny, Drew, and their office manager to do their thing. When I’d first begun working there, Ginny had tried to make me the office manager. I’d refused, but I’d trained her and the current manager, Heidi, because Ginny was a wreck when it came to the business aspect of running a bakery and Drew was only concerned with the savory side of the building. Heidi was a goddess in disguise. She was skilled at managing both Ginny and Drew, and in getting them to do tasks they needed to do but didn’t want to do.


  I could have worked from home, but Drew had asked me to be at the office by two. I hoped for a late lunch, but Drew dashed my hopes as soon as I arrived.


  The bakery and kitchen were separated by a narrow hallway that contained the stairs to the office at one end and a door that was always locked at the other. The older building had once housed a storefront with an apartment in the rear. The storefront was now Ginny’s bakery, and the apartment had been remodeled into a huge catering kitchen.


  He met me there, in the quiet shadows of the in-between place, and blocked me from entering the kitchen. “They’re busy. Let’s not disturb them while they’re doing prep work.”


  Cooking hadn’t commenced, so no wondrous scents wafted through the doorway. I eyed the closed door regretfully. “No lunch?”


  He tilted his head to the side. “You didn’t eat?”


  I lifted a brow and did my best to imitate a haughty food critic. “When heading to the kitchen of the world’s best chef, one does not eat beforehand.”


  He laughed and kissed me. “I’ll make you a sandwich. Head upstairs and get to work. I put some papers on your desk.”


  The space upstairs was set up with four desks. Most of the area belonged to Heidi, who was on vacation this week. My desk was shoved up against hers. I kept mine clean, mostly because I knew Heidi needed all the available square footage. Along one wall, we’d put two more desks. That work area was for Ginny and Drew.


  The stack of papers on my desk wasn’t large. It fit neatly into a regular yellow folder. I opened it to find the documents necessary for us to liquidate some of Drew’s holdings and to transfer that money to an LLC set up by Alexei Morozov for Samantha, Sabrina, Ellen, and me. It was heady stuff.


  I sat down heavily on the padded leather chair. After we’d arrived home from Jonas and Sabrina’s, I had avoided all mention of this topic. I didn’t have it in me to go behind his back and get the money from the Morozovs. That kind of betrayal would put a knick in our relationship that would scab over and never heal.


  Taking money from Drew filled me with a sense of dread. I couldn’t fail at this. I couldn’t lose his hard-earned money and let him down. I picked up a pen and signed my name next to the many sticky tabs marked with an X.


  When Drew brought my sandwich, he found me staring at the last signature page, watching the ink dry.


  He set a plate down on the desktop. “Did you sign them?”


  I nodded without looking up or speaking.


  “Feel like you’re going to vomit?”


  After analyzing the sensations zooming under the surface numbness that protected me from freaking out, I exhaled the whisper of a breath. “A little.”


  “I felt like that when I signed the contract for my first season. Second and third too.”


  He was always so confident. That was one of the things I liked about him. It was one of the qualities that made him impossible to scare away when we’d first met and started dating. I found it hard to believe that he’d ever felt like this. “Really?”


  “Yeah.” He lifted me from my seat, sat down, and put me on his lap. “This is the door to a brand-new future. It’s exciting and terrifying all at once.”


  I rested my head on his shoulder, letting his warmth and strength wash into me. “I just don’t want to let you down. I don’t want to lose your money. I’ll pay you back as soon as I can.”


  He stroked my hair with one hand and parked the other on my knee. “You could never let me down. I’m proud of you for taking this chance.”


  I was glad he didn’t say anything to protest my assurance that I’d repay him. I needed that one point of pride. We stayed like that for a few minutes before I became aware that the hand he’d rested on my knee had inched its way under the hem of my skirt.


  “Are you getting frisky with me, Mr. Snow?”


  He chuckled without a hint of remorse. “Yes, Mrs. Snow, I am. ‘I know a bank whereon the wild thyme blows.’ Are you shocked?”


  Shifting, I straddled him and pulled my skirt out of the way. “I’d be amazed if you didn’t try something. You left early this morning without waking me up.”


  Sitting on his lap like this put my head higher than his. The back of the chair came up to a point below his neck. He scooted down so that he slouched, and he rested his head on the top of the backrest. As I unbuttoned his white chef’s jacket, he slipped his hand up my shirt and cupped my breast. The thumb on his other hand stroked lazy circles on my panties, which were growing moist with my juices. I had his jacket open. Underneath, he wore a light blue Sensual Secrets shirt. At that point, I gave up. His lazy movements meant he wasn’t going to cooperate with clothing removal anytime soon.


  “You are so irresistibly beautiful. I think you grow lovelier by the day.”


  I blossomed under his compliment. Lots of men told me I was beautiful. Drew was the only one I believed when he said it.


  “You’re not so bad yourself.” I tried to joke with him, but my voice had turned husky.


  Recognizing the signs that I wanted him now, he urged me to my knees so he could open his pants. I scrambled off him, shimmied out of my underwear, and climbed back aboard. He was hard, as ready for me as I was for him.


  He positioned his cock at my opening, but when I tried to sink down, he moved, preventing penetration. I tried again, but he grinned, and I realized he wanted to play first. So I held myself over him, close enough for him to rub the crown of his cock around and against my clit. It felt good, but it only increased my need to have him inside me.


  Before long, I captured him. As I drove him deeper, the familiar, erotic feel of him stretching me took over. I became a sensuous creature. Rocking on him, I allowed the pleasure careening through my system to set the rhythm. He helped with his hands on my hips, but he let me have the lead on this ride.


  “Gorgeous.” He caressed my thighs, lifting my skirt when it fell to block his view of where we came together. “I love looking at us. It’s so hot.”


  I loved that he was so enthralled with us. The wonder on his face excited me, propelled me into the stratosphere. Then he circled my clit with his thumb, adding extra stimulation. I went wild. He kissed me, swallowing the noises I couldn’t help but make, and I muffled the sounds of his pleasure the same way. I came hard, my body stiffening as the climax rocked through me. Drew grasped my hips hard, controlling my body until he followed me over that cliff.


  Lying on his shoulder afterward, I might have drifted off. I certainly lost track of time.


  “Sophie? Honey, we need to fix our clothes. I interviewed Neal this morning. He’s amazing. I hired him, and I need you to get his paperwork squared away so that he can start tomorrow.”


  Reluctantly, I lifted away from him. My knees were a little cramped, and he helped me get to my feet. “You didn’t tell me you were going ahead with that.”


  Drew was regularly approached by people who wanted him to hire their friends. Due to our unpopular Midwest location, few candidates actually made the trek to the Detroit area. I hadn’t honestly thought Neal would consent to coming here after he’d called home exciting places like Atlanta and Rio.


  “He came. I let him cook. I need a new sous chef. He’s perfect for the job.”


  I went to the restroom across the hall to freshen up. When I returned, Neal was in the office talking to Drew about turnips. I thought back to my experience last weekend with the root vegetable and didn’t comment.


  Drew held his hand out to me. I took it. He brought me close and planted a kiss on my cheek. “Neal, you remember Sophia?”


  He had a dark tan, but it didn’t camouflage the blush staining circles on his cheeks. “Yes, of course.”


  Where most men would extend a hand to shake mine, Neal stared at the floor, waiting for me to make the first move. I glanced at Drew, but I found him gazing at Neal with a puzzled expression.


  I offered him my hand, which he took. He had a firm grip. I liked that about him.


  “It’s nice to see you again.”


  “Thank you, Mistr—um, Mrs. Snow. I’m happy to have this opportunity.”


  Drew threw a warning look at me, which I caught reluctantly. I liked the way Neal was treating me. I liked it a lot.


  “Neal, look at me.”


  He did, and I was struck by the sincerity in his deep blue eyes.


  “Call me ‘Sophia.’ Okay? Unless we’re in a dungeon, I’m not your Mistress.”


  From the expression on Drew’s face, I could tell he probably wanted me to deliver more of an absolute, but he wasn’t going to pursue it. He kissed me on the cheek again. “Sophie will get you squared away. We’re shorthanded, so I need to get downstairs. Be here tomorrow at two. We have six events to cater.” Then he motioned to my desk, where he’d left a sandwich and pickle slices. I’d forgotten I’d skipped lunch.


  Neal nodded. “I can start today if you need me to.”


  Drew considered it, but he ended up shaking his head. “You need to find a place to stay and get settled in. Sophie can help with that.”


  Without waiting for a reply, Drew left. I wondered what he was up to. He’d warned me away from Neal because he was now an employee, and yet he’d given me an opening to pursue a personal relationship.


  As I turned back to Neal, I noted that he was watching Drew walk away. Drew turned back and winked at me before closing the door. When Neal saw me studying him, he blushed again. “Sorry, Mistr—Sophia.”


  “That’s okay. The man can make an exit, that’s for sure.”


  As he rubbed at his neck, I noted the corded muscles flexing in his arms and back. I couldn’t help but wish I could see him naked. Neal was hiding something spectacular underneath all that clothing.


  “Sit.” I indicated the chair at Heidi’s desk, and he obeyed my order. “Normally Heidi would be here doing all of this, but she’s on vacation.”


  He nodded. “Chef told me. He said you only do the accounting, and that you aren’t here a lot.”


  “I’m not.”


  I kept ready-made files for new hires. During the year, we went through a good number of interns. Working in a high-end bakery or catering service wasn’t easy, and many people couldn’t handle the stress and demand for perfection. I pulled one of them and set it in front of Neal, but then something Drew said occurred to me.


  “If you don’t have a local address, use the one you had in Atlanta.”


  “I’m staying with my aunt. She lives in town. I walked here.”


  That took care of the parking issue. Sensual Secrets’ location in Royal Oak meant that employees needed to use the parking garage. Being within walking distance was a huge bonus for Neal. Drew didn’t pay employees very well until after they’d put in six months and proven themselves.


  “Do you think Chef will change his mind about letting me start today if he knows I’m already settled in?”


  I considered this. Drew didn’t like surprises when he was working. “Bothering him now will only piss him off. He hates training new people, so springing it on him isn’t a good idea.”


  “Understood. Thank you, Mistress.” Neal put his pen to paper and started in on the forms.


  “You can’t call me that.”


  He lifted his gaze, challenging me for the first time. “Why not? You’re a Domme. You deserve that much respect.”


  “But I’m not your Domme.”


  “You’re not Chef’s Domme either. How does that work, exactly?”


  He’d gleaned that much from meeting us twice? I sat on the edge of the desk, parking myself over him and establishing my authority. Submissives could sometimes become unruly when a Domme refused to top them. If he needed an ass-kicking, I had no problem delivering it—as his boss. I wasn’t his boss, but Drew would back me up on this.


  “Neal, that’s really none of your business.”


  He lowered his gaze. “I’m sorry.”


  From the way he bit his lip, I knew he was swallowing another respectful address. I wanted to kiss him. I wanted to tie him up and flog him first, but I wanted to kiss him while Drew watched.


  I backed off, rounding the desk to sit on the other side. “What’s your story?”


  The only indication he heard me was a hesitation in the flight of his pen across the page. “I went to Brazil with my Master. After a year, he released me. He returned to the States, and I stayed there. I always liked to cook, so I put all my energy into that. I met Deke when he came to the restaurant where I worked, and here I am.”


  He delivered his speech with practiced ease. It was fairly emotionless. No chef ever talked about cooking without showing emotion. Drew got excited over the prospect of making breakfast. Sometimes that wasn’t enough to make me want to get out of bed.


  “He stranded you there?”


  Neal shrugged. “Pretty much. I made it work.”


  He was a survivor. I could relate to that. I folded my hands and gave him my undivided attention. “How old were you?”


  “Nineteen.”


  I’d been nineteen when someone who was supposed to love me had destroyed my world. Like me, Neal had built something from nothing.


  “Neal?”


  He looked up, one brow lifted politely as he waited for me to continue.


  “You can call me ‘Mistress’ when we’re alone.”


  He didn’t quite smile, but he looked pleased.


  “If you want, I can introduce you to others in the BDSM community.”


  This time, he shook his head. “I’m not looking to put down roots. I’ll be here until I learn what I need, and then I’ll move on.”


  My heart went out to him. He’d been hurt badly, and now he fiercely guarded his heart. He might be willing to give me the respect he’d accord to any Dom or Domme, but he wasn’t offering anything more.


  Later that night, as I lay snuggled next to Drew, I counted my blessings. I had a wonderful man who hadn’t given up on me when I had done everything I could to push him away. I felt loved and appreciated every single day of my life. I’d found the dream. Not many people had that.


  “Drew?”


  He jerked, evidence that he’d been drifting off to sleep. “Hmm?”


  “I think Neal’s been hurt.”


  He didn’t say anything for several moments. Just when I was about to shake his shoulder, he spoke. “Hurt? What do you mean?”


  “He said he went to Rio with his Master. His Master released him and returned to the US, but he left Neal in South America to fend for himself when he was nineteen.”


  “So you assume he’s emotionally scarred?”


  The way he made it sound, I’d made a leap, but I knew better than to doubt my instincts. “It was the way he said it. He reminds me of the way I used to be.”


  “Closed off? Emotionally unavailable?”


  Coming from anybody else, I would have been upset. Drew had earned the right to call my kettle black. “I offered to introduce him around the BDSM community, but he declined. He said he planned to be here long enough to learn from you, and then he was going to move on.”


  He was quiet, lazily stroking my arm and lower back as he thought. At last, he kissed my forehead. “Honey, I don’t know what you want me to do. There’s no magic that makes someone suddenly get over past trauma. It took time and tremendous effort for me to get through to you. Even then, you dumped me about eight hundred times.”


  “Are you saying we shouldn’t give up on him?”


  The room was dark, yet I sensed the expression on his face as if all the lights were blazing. He was confused. “Give up? What are we trying to do?”


  I wanted him in my playroom, but Drew had prohibited that kind of association. Still, I had to do something to help him. “I think we should extend our friendship. Show him that not everybody is a douchebag. He can count on people who won’t let him down.”


  “You want to invite him to dinner? Maybe we should have a dinner party? I’m not sure I trust us, Sophie. He’s damned attractive, and when you and I decide we want somebody, we usually get them. What if we end up charming his pants off? He could quit and leave, and I don’t want to think about what could happen from there.”


  I didn’t either, and not for purely selfish reasons. I truly wanted to help Neal, and I think Drew did too.


  


  Chapter Six


  


  Sophia


  


  Two weeks had passed since we hired Neal. Drew and I had invited him to several dinner parties, but he always issued a polite excuse. Drew was impressed with Neal’s culinary skill and professionalism, but we were both frustrated by the wall rebuffing our attempts to socialize with him.


  In an unprecedented move, Drew asked Neal to come to the house to assist in filming an episode of his show. It was the first time Neal accepted an invitation from anybody at Sensual Secrets for anything.


  Drew’s kitchen was huge. The open design included two dining areas—one formal and one informal—and a sitting area. The sitting area didn’t have much furniture because Drew had to keep it clear during the filming season for the crew and equipment. Right now, huge lights and screen were set up to capture Drew in this homey atmosphere.


  Every time I saw his show, I couldn’t help but notice all the places we had sex. We weren’t in the habit of running up to the bedroom when we were in the mood, and so we’d fucked on virtually every surface in that place.


  Drew, of course, scoured and sanitized daily. He was fanatical about cleanliness in his kitchen.


  I answered the door for Neal. He was the last one to arrive. Dressed in khakis and his unbuttoned white jacket, he looked every inch the professional chef. The yellow Sensual Secrets T-shirt under his jacket brought out the highlights in his sable hair.


  “Come on in,” I said. “The crew is set up and Drew’s almost out of makeup and hair.”


  He stared at me. “Makeup and hair?”


  I chuckled at his surprise. Drew always took meticulous care of his appearance, and that included cosmetics. “It takes effort to always look that good on camera.”


  He wrinkled his nose. “Nothing could induce me to wear makeup.”


  “Noted. You won’t be on camera, so that’s not a concern. Drew wants to see you. He’ll have a huge list of instructions, half of which he’ll scratch in half an hour and do himself. Don’t feel like it’s personal. That’s just how he operates. He wouldn’t have asked you here if he didn’t have confidence that you are a fantastic chef.”


  He nodded. “Thank you, Mistress.”


  Given his standoffishness, the address took me by surprise. I had only seen him once since that first day, and we’d been in the Sensual Secrets kitchen.


  Hearing it gave me pointy nipples. He had a great voice, and it resonated pleasantly through my senses. I led Neal to the set and left him with Drew.


  I didn’t always stay to watch filming. Despite what the finished film looked like, unless it was a live show, the process was quite boring. How many angles did they need to film of Drew taking a pan from the oven? Given his demographic, just point the camera at his ass. It was a great view, and it’s what his fans wanted to see.


  Ginny was there, as she owned half of everything and produced the show. It amazed me how a person who had to be hounded to pay the bills for her business could run such a tight ship on the set.


  Drew’s partner was a petite woman. She was pretty, with short dark hair that she wore in a pixie cut. She was Sabrina’s younger sister, and the two looked very much alike. She’d been Drew’s best friend since their freshman year of high school. He’d tried to kiss her. She’d nailed him in the balls, established her preference for women, and the pair had been inseparable ever since.


  Today I wanted to see Neal at work. I parked myself in the breakfast nook. All the good views were blocked by cameras and lights, so I had to be content with watching from the wings.


  Ginny sat next to me. “Hey, stranger. You haven’t been to the shop in a while.”


  “I’ve been busy.” The old owner of Elysium had accepted our offer, and the last two weeks had been a flurry of paperwork and meetings with lawyers.


  “I know. Exciting stuff. Lara and I might go check it out after you guys change it up.”


  I nodded. Ginny and Lara played with light bondage, but that was all. I wasn’t sure they’d like Elysium.


  “So, what’s the story with the new guy?”


  I gave her a strange look. Drew shared almost everything with Ginny. I found it hard to believe he wouldn’t have told her about Neal.


  She interpreted my expression correctly. “Not that. I mean, aren’t you guys thinking he’d make a nice third?”


  “No. He’s an employee, and Drew said he was off-limits.”


  Ginny made a knowing sound. “Sabrina said she was coming over later today.”


  Sabrina sometimes came to me when she wanted to be worked over and Jonas didn’t have the time. As a teacher, he had summers off, so I didn’t see her too much until school was back in session. As it was the middle of September, Jonas had gone back last week. With the stress of the sale, Sabrina had asked me to pencil her in for this afternoon. I never turned her down. She was a joy to flog.


  I acknowledged Ginny’s statement with a short smile.


  “You should invite Neal to stay for dinner after the shoot is done. I bet he will. Then he can keep Drew company while you take Sabrina downstairs. Seeing two beautiful women go off into a dungeon has to break him.”


  I didn’t want to break him. “I’m not going to seduce Neal.”


  “I didn’t say you should seduce him. I’m just saying that if you lay everything out in the open, then the ball is in his court.”


  “You have a devious mind, Gin.” It was one of the things I loved about her. “At any rate, I’ll invite him to dinner. We’ve asked before, but he always refuses. Like you said, he and Drew can hang out while I beat your sister.”


  One of the production staff called Ginny over, and I was alone. As things got underway, Drew and Neal entered the kitchen and began prepping the food. Drew shot orders at Neal, and it didn’t take long for me to understand why he liked his new assistant. Neal seemed to anticipate Drew’s commands.


  As Drew listed the ingredients he wanted diced and chopped and measured, Neal had a cutting board out and his hands were already in motion. The two communicated with minimal talk, coordinating their efforts as if they’d been doing this for years. They were stunning to watch.


  It was the smoothest prep I’d ever witnessed. The episode went off without a hitch.


  Afterward the crew stowed their materials, and we were alone by the time Sabrina was due to come over. Neal lingered, cleaning dishes and wiping counters.


  Drew and I had a silent conversation with a look, coming to an agreement. He leaned against the counter opposite Neal. “Thanks for everything today. You did great. If you don’t mind, I’d like to have you here next week for filming.”


  Neal threw his dishcloth on the counter next to the rinsing sink. “Sure. This was more fun than I thought it would be.”


  I was under the impression that our silent conversation had been about asking Neal to stay for dinner. Before Drew could take issue with the fact that Neal thought working with him wouldn’t be fun, I chimed in. “Neal, we’d like you to stay for dinner. Maybe you guys could discuss the menu for the next show?”


  Drew shot me a look. I knew he had all the shows for the season planned out, and he never consulted anybody else about his menu. I lifted my shoulders, but not in apology.


  Oblivious to the looks flying between Drew and me, Neal nodded. “Okay. Dinner sounds good.”


  The doorbell rang. Sabrina was here on time, as usual. The woman didn’t have it in her to be late, and I liked that about her. I headed toward the hallway. “I’ll get that.”


  She looked fabulous. Her dress was striped with monochromatic blues and sheer white. It was loose enough not to chafe when she wore it home, and it cinched at the waist, hugging her curves invitingly. Her long brown hair hung in loose waves halfway down her back. Mostly her face drew my attention. Her gaze was downcast, demure and utterly submissive. On her neck, she sported a slave collar, a thick circlet of woven metal that had an O-ring dangling in the front. She looked happy, even though she was stressed. Taking a leave—whether it was permanent or not—suited her.


  Jonas stood next to her, which was unexpected.


  “Hey.” I addressed him first. “I didn’t know you were coming. Are you staying for dinner?”


  “No. My parents have the kids for the night, so we’re going on a date.”


  I stepped back, inviting them inside. Jonas made Sabrina come inside first, and then he followed her. As I closed the door, I furrowed my brow and caught Jonas’s eye. He never accompanied Sabrina when she came to me. I was essentially Plan B—available to flog her when she wanted it and Jonas wasn’t able to do it.


  “Did you want to reschedule?”


  He shook his head. “If you don’t mind, I’d like to watch.”


  I had no problem with him watching. It would be a new experience for Sabrina, though, and I wondered if she would be able to relax the way she needed with him in the room. “That’s fine.”


  “I might do more than watch.”


  It had been years since I’d shared a scene with Jonas. As my mentor, he’d taught me most of what I knew. “Okay. What kind of scene were you thinking?” I needed to know how much his presence would alter my plans.


  “You do your thing. I won’t get in your way.”


  That put my mind at ease. It was my playroom, but she was his submissive. “Great. Did you want to say ‘hi’ to Drew beforehand? You might not be in a social mood afterward.”


  Jonas nodded. He guided Sabrina to the kitchen in the rear of the house where we found Drew deep in conversation with Neal. Drew had a turnip in his hand, and that worried me. I’d been able to get him to drop the idea since the night of that barbeque party, but now it looked like he’d found a kindred spirit.


  “I love turnips. They have a wonderful bite to them. How about a turnip and carrot slaw? Do you have any jicama? I know a great dressing.” Neal’s eyes were lit with excitement.


  I groaned. “Drew, if you need anything, I’ll be in the dungeon.”


  Neal looked up from the cutting board, interest blazing from every facet of his stance. He eyed Jonas and Sabrina warily. “You’re not going to cook with us?”


  “Not this time. I’m going to flog Sabrina. Make something good because I’ll be hungry afterward.”


  Drew snorted and chuckled. He knew how horny these sessions made me. Generally he made himself available afterward, gladly reaping the benefits.


  My dungeon had a homey feel. Drew didn’t like settings that were dark, and he frowned on too much metal and leather. I wanted items that were easy to disinfect. To that end, he’d gifted me with custom furniture.


  I had the usual items—a Saint Andrew’s cross, a torture bench, a bondage bed—but they weren’t the usual pieces. For starters, the cross was part of the headboard for the bed. My torture table looked like a vintage piece of French furniture. In fact, the entire room looked like it had been lifted from a Provençal boudoir.


  I didn’t care. This was Drew’s taste, and I loved it because I loved him. This room was as much as expression of him as it was of me.


  Jonas had never been in it, though Sabrina had. I could tell she hadn’t warned him because she kept darting her eyes in his direction. The closer we got to the room, the more she checked his reaction.


  Or she was insanely nervous about having him watch. He’d never done that before, either.


  “I want you to take her farther than usual. Put her in subspace and keep her there a while. I want to observe her, and I may join in at some point.”


  I understood what he meant. When flogging a sub, sometimes a Dom or Domme became so wrapped up in the rhythm and power that we forgot ourselves. Domme space was just as seductive as subspace.


  “Okay. You’ll stop me if I go too far?”


  “Yeah.”


  We’d reached the door of the dungeon, which I kept closed and locked. When my brother visited, he often brought his twelve-year-old brother-in-law Zach, who loved to explore the house.


  The moment I pushed open the door and flipped on the lights to reveal the predominantly cream-and-gold decor, Jonas forgot what he was going to say next.


  I turned to Sabrina while he took it all in. “You’re okay with this?” I had to make sure. I loved and trusted Jonas, but I didn’t play around with issues of consent.


  She looked to him before speaking, seeking his consent. I knew they were experimenting with a Master/slave dynamic, but this was the first time I’d seen them actually do it.


  He smiled in reward and gave a small nod.


  “Sir and I discussed this a lot. He left it up to me whether I wanted him here or not. I couldn’t decide until we pulled up in the driveway. I hope you’re okay with this. Sir said you would be, though I thought it was rude to spring this on you.”


  She fell silent, biting her lip, and I knew she had realized her mistake. While she might discuss the issue with Jonas in private, she’d essentially questioned his manners to another person.


  Without being told, she knelt at his feet and fastened her gaze on the floor.


  Jonas pressed his lips together until they turned white. When he looked at me, I saw how hard he was working to hold back his laughter.


  Once he got himself under control—it must have seemed like an eternity to Sabrina—he pushed her hair back from her face. “You have something to say?”


  “Yes, Sir. I’m sorry about that. I explained very badly.”


  Now I had to turn away to keep from laughing. Sabrina may be in the slave role, but she hadn’t misplaced her forceful personality.


  “You did. Try it again.”


  She rose and came to me. “Sorry. You asked if I was okay with this. The answer is yes. I want Sir to take me farther, and this is how he feels comfortable beginning. If you aren’t okay with it, we’ll understand.”


  I was fine with it.


  “Remove your clothes.”


  And I absolutely loved delivering that command.


  She disrobed with minimal movements, folding her clothes and handing them to Jonas. He looked around, and I pointed him in the direction of the wardrobe.


  I positioned Sabrina a few feet from one wall. This gave me a good amount of workspace.


  From our left, Jonas whistled. “This is where you keep the good stuff. Now I know where Sabrina has been getting her decorating ideas for my dungeon.”


  Drew didn’t like seeing all the floggers, paddles, and canes. He’d commissioned an elegant walnut storage unit to be built into the wall with the soundproofing.


  I smiled to acknowledge Jonas, but I didn’t comment. The button to lower the chains was near Jonas. “Press that blue button for me. Hold it down until I say.”


  He did, and I experienced a moment of satisfaction at the glint of approval in his eyes. “Nice. All the bells and whistles, but still a feminine setup.”


  Oh, I couldn’t help it. I laughed as I chained Sabrina’s wrists. Anchors on the floor gave me a place to chain her ankles.


  Jonas positioned himself out of the way, and I got to work. I spent some time warming her up with a softer flogger before I moved on to something with more bite. With Jonas there, I cut loose in a way I didn’t normally do.


  She whimpered and moaned, not fighting the lash for a second. I didn’t take me long to surmise that she was putting on a show for Jonas.


  I thought it was sweet, though from the expression on his face, I wondered if they would need to borrow one of the spare bedrooms afterward.


  Eventually, her body became one with my flogger, dancing and swaying to the rhythm of the sting and thud. I alternated arms, working both sides of my body, and then I picked up a second flogger. It had been a long time since I’d attempted this. I caught Jonas’s eye to let him see that I wasn’t fully confident.


  My mentor nodded and moved to stand behind me, silently conducting me through a quick refresher. I got my Florentine rhythm going, and then I moved closer to my target. The wind created by the falls whispered and sang. Sabrina’s small body quivered in anticipation of something new, and I could see gooseflesh on the heated skin of her back, ass, and thighs.


  Once the falls made contact, she shuddered and surrendered. I concentrated on her back, and Jonas moved around of her front. I couldn’t see what he was doing—and I wasn’t sure I wanted to—but I was pretty sure it involved rough nipple play. She cried out loudly, but not from what I was doing.


  The flogging had moved her into a shallow subspace. Jonas kept her on edge, bringing her back with sudden spikes of pain. Trusting me to do my part, he kept his gaze on her, one hundred percent focused on his slave.


  Every now and again, he leaned close and spoke to her, low words I couldn’t hear. I don’t know how much time passed, but she slumped forward, and Jonas motioned for me to stop. I brought the action to a slow close. I was simultaneously drained and full of energy. Neal could wait in the kitchen because I needed Drew in the worst way. I left Jonas to deliver aftercare.


  I poked my head through the opening from the back of the foyer and motioned to Drew. R&B played over the speakers he’d set up because he liked music in the background. I must have not looked normal because he washed his hands and murmured to Neal, “I’ll be back in a minute.”


  Singing along with an Alicia Keys song, Neal nodded without looking up from the stove.


  I dragged Drew to the front room. It didn’t have a door, but his assurance of only being gone a minute would be accurate. I was ready to burst. That had been one of the quietest, most intense scenes I had witnessed, and I had not truly been part of it. Sharing that experience with two of my best friends had left me all too aware of the hollow, empty space I usually filled with a submissive.


  Right now, I missed all of my submissives. If one had walked through the door, all the reasons I’d broken off those relationships would vanish.


  “Honey? What’s wrong?” The concern in Drew’s wonderful, seductive voice cut through my impending panic attack. I’d forgotten what they felt like. I hadn’t been this close in years.


  “I need you.” I tore at the button on his pants. “Now.”


  He kissed me, crushing his lips against mine savagely. He knew what I needed and what I wanted, and I think he was sorry he couldn’t give it all to me.


  In seconds, my shorts were gone, and his pants were bunched around one ankle. I pushed him toward the sofa, intending to climb on and sail right over that cliff, but Drew had other ideas. He countered my move, proof he’d been working with my brother Danny on defensive moves, twisting me so that my momentum carried us to the floor with me on the bottom.


  We knocked into a table, and something—I didn’t look to see if it was the lamp or the small vase of flowers—banged down on the tabletop. Protesting the move was not on my agenda. I didn’t care how we got where we needed to be as long as we got there.


  One thrust, and he was inside me. “We’ll get you a subbie, honey. Three weeks. At Elysium, they’ll be falling at your feet.”


  I hoped so. “Yours too.” I gasped and wrapped my legs around his waist, holding on as he angled his pelvis exactly the way I liked. “Yes. Oh, Drew, yes!”


  I arched and writhed, arriving at my climax with spectacular speed, light bursting behind my eyes, and a little burn from the rug beneath me.


  He buried his face in my chest and shouted as he came. We trembled in each other’s arms, hugging tightly as we both came down from the unexpected intensity of this quickie. As I lay under him, panting from his weight and our activity, I caught the sight of Neal leaving from the corner of my eye.


  Somehow, having seen him watching us again gave me bittersweet feelings. He was off-limits and I wanted him. I knew Drew did as well. That probably explained why he’d fallen on top of me so readily, no sweet talk or stroking required.


  “I love you,” I whispered.


  He lifted his weight from me and peered at my face. “I love you too, Sophie. Are you okay?”


  I nodded. “Yeah. It was intense. I did the flogging, but she submitted to Jonas. It was beautiful.”


  Tracing his finger along my hairline, his mouth moved with assurances he didn’t utter. We both knew what he was thinking and why he wouldn’t say it aloud.


  The perfect sub was in our kitchen, having dinner with us for the first time. He was emotionally vulnerable. Making a move on him would destroy more than just the evening.


  


  Chapter Seven


  


  Drew


  


  Ever since Neal had been our dinner guest, he’d been warming up to us. I had invited him to help with my next two shows, and Neal had been shocked when he got his paycheck to find out he hadn’t been doing that for free. I don’t know why he thought I’d screw him over or take advantage of him, but I was glad to see that his opinion of us was changing.


  It was the end of the month, so I was at my desk in the Sensual Secrets office, showing Neal how to place orders. He was interested in one day having a kitchen of his own. He had enough sense and skill to make that happen, but I planned to hold onto him for as long as I could.


  Sophia was across the room helping tally the inventory. We were officially closed. The bakery had opened for several hours in the morning to finish off orders, but the catering side was closed and most employees had the day off.


  Heidi and Ginny were downstairs working together, and the place was eerily silent. Days like this reminded me how much I enjoyed the sounds of a fully staffed kitchen. That cacophony was definitely joyful noise.


  When I heard the sound of footsteps coming up the stairs, a corresponding sigh came from Sophie’s direction. That sound meant more information to enter into the computer. She disliked doing inventory, but she was a trooper. Not once had she complained about the fact that Gin and I relied on her to run our business more than we had a right. I really needed to get them a handheld thingy to haul around. That way, they could do their own data entry.


  I shot her a sympathetic smile. Ginny wasn’t the easiest person to work with when she was doing something she didn’t want to do, and she blamed Sophia for making her do this. I frequently argued that spending a half of a day once a month doing this beat spending a week or more every year beating our heads against the wall because nothing was organized and we had no systems in place. Ginny disagreed with me out of sheer obstinacy. Her wife, Lara, was the only reason Ginny had caved to Sophia’s request. Lara was on our side, thank goodness. Ginny was like a sister to me, so when we fought, we didn’t always follow the path of logical discussion. We were more likely to devolve into calling each other names, sticking out our tongues, and telling each other what to do with our respective tongues.


  In all respects, my wife was a goddess.


  But she wasn’t the reason my pants were too tight in the crotch right this minute. Nope. That honor belonged to the man sitting next to me. He was taller than me, had a lankier build, and he was a little younger than I normally went for. Sophie said the birth date on his application put him at just under twenty-four, yet when I looked into his dark blue eyes, I saw the soul of someone much older than me.


  Perhaps I have lived a charmed life, but I’ve noticed I tend to fall for people who haven’t. Sophia and Neal have both had more than their fair share of heartache and strife.


  Part of what appealed to me about Neal was the fact that he seemed to be enamored with Sophia. Whenever she walked into a room, his attention went to her. Even now when he was supposed to be focusing on what I was showing him, his gaze kept wandering to her. The sigh nearly did him in.


  Sophie once told me—when she was explaining to me why I would never be a submissive—that a sub felt a need deep inside. They were compelled to submit, not forced. They wanted nothing more than to please their Mistress or Master. I still wonder about that last one. I felt a deep need to please Sophia, but I attributed that to love. I wanted to see her happy and fulfilled. The only reason I saw to get on my knees for her was to eat her out.


  And she wasn’t being fulfilled.


  Sure, she loved being with me. The sex was frequent and spectacular, but I couldn’t be the submissive she needed to have in her life. On the other side of that coin, no matter how hard she tried, she couldn’t fill my need to be with a man.


  We had spent four years together supplementing our needs by adding a third to the mix. The third was always a submissive, though the gender was open for discussion. Sophia liked being with women as much as I liked being with men.


  Right now, we were both trying very hard to ignore the fact that we wanted to sandwich Neal between us and rub our naked bodies against his.


  I touched his knee to get his attention. He glanced down at the place where I’d tapped him and blushed. “Sorry. Can we schedule deliveries for the whole month?”


  Shaking my head, I clicked on another interface. “When you use fresh suppliers with high standards, you don’t know what they’re going to have. We can pre-order shelf items and meat, but the fruits and veggies have to be fresh. I try to use local products whenever I can.”


  The door to the office was opened. I tended to close it only when I wanted to have a quickie with Sophia.


  “Hey, you sexy bitch. Traffic was lighter than expected, so I’m early.”


  Recognizing Ellen’s voice, I turned my face toward the door. She hadn’t been addressing me. While she was one of Sophia’s best friends, she wasn’t in the habit of calling me a bitch.


  “Hi, Elle.”


  Ryan was present, but Sophia didn’t acknowledge him. He wore a thick leather slave collar, and Ellen led him by a leash attached to a metal ring in the collar.


  “Hi, Ellen. Hi, Ryan.” I broke protocol only because I liked to present opportunities for Ryan to misbehave.


  Ryan looked to Ellen, who shook her head, denying permission. He nodded at me, and then he lowered his gaze.


  “Hi, Drew. And this must be Neal? I didn’t know you were going to be here. Am I interrupting?”


  Neal smiled shyly and bowed his head. “It’s nice to meet you.”


  “You’re fine,” Sophia said. She stretched, treating us all to the enticing sight of her breasts pressing against her sandstone-colored shirt. “I’m ready to shift gears for a little while. Pull up a chair.”


  Ryan scooted the chair from Heidi’s desk so that it was near Sophia. Then he extracted folders from a satchel he carried and put them down in front of the ladies.


  Ellen smiled at him. “Thanks, gorgeous.” She pointed at the floor next to her, and he knelt there. I knew from experience that he wouldn’t move until Ellen told him to. I did not understand why he felt the need to do these things. If Sophia was busy and I needed to wait for her to finish, I’d find something else to do with my time.


  I did not judge Ryan. This worked for them. They’d been married for around twenty years, and they were both blissfully happy.


  I think the part that bothered me was the fact that I knew Sophia wanted a man at her feet. That was the one thing I couldn’t give her. I’d tried, and it hadn’t worked for either of us.


  Sophia and Ellen got to work, discussing contracts and plans for revamping Elysium. From the sounds of things, our vacation there next week would be a working one. Well, it looked like it was up to me to make sure Sophia relaxed and enjoyed herself.


  When my thoughts came back to the task at hand, I realized Neal had been patiently waiting for me. I regarded him thoughtfully. “Does that bother you? We can take a break from this and go help the girls.” If Ginny heard me referring to her as a “girl,” she’d skewer me.


  He shook his head. “Not at all.”


  Ellen treated Neal to a wicked grin. The tips of Neal’s ears turned pink. I wanted to put my arm around him, guide his head to my shoulder, kiss his lips, strip him naked… For Christ’s sake, I needed to stop thinking along those lines.


  As we continued, I noticed that Neal sneaking a lot of long looks at Sophia.


  “What if we opened up the theme to include other mythologies? We could have a coliseum where submissives have to compete in different kinds of games. We could have pony races.” Ellen practically shouted that last part.


  I hadn’t known she was so interested in that genre. I looked at Ryan to see his reaction, but other than the serene smile he’d been sporting since he’d arrived, his expression divulged nothing.


  Sophia frowned. “Then we have to change the name.”


  “‘Caelum’ means ‘heaven’ in Latin.” Neal cleared his throat and appeared amazed at having added his unsolicited opinion. “Or maybe you want to go with something like ‘Sanctum’ because it’s a safe haven for people with unconventional lifestyles.”


  The frown on Sophie’s face changed to a thoughtful one. Ellen peered at Neal with renewed interest. Even Ryan hazarded a glance.


  Finally, Sophie nodded. “I like ‘Sanctum,’ but we’ll have to run it by Sabrina and Samantha.”


  “Sammy’s going to love it,” I said. “She said she wanted to create an area just for people in triad relationships.”


  Samantha was involved with two men I’d known since high school, Alexei and Stefano Morozov. They’d been players back then, but since meeting her, they’d settled into a polyamorous relationship with the love of their lives.


  “I like that,” Sophia said. “My brother needs somewhere he can go with Evan and Alaina, and they’re not into BDSM.”


  Ellen packed her papers back into the folders scattered across Sophia’s desk. “I like it. I’ll call Sabrina and Sam. When you go down there next week, your job is to try to figure out how we can implement the new theme.”


  Sophia got to her feet. “We’ll see. I have to take a thorough look at the financials and how the island is currently being run. I may not have time.”


  Ellen threw a grin in my direction. “Ryan and I have booked a flight for the day after you get back. Samantha, Lex, and Stef are scheduled to be there at the end of this month. They’ll all have opinions. Yes?”


  I wondered at her sudden question, which had been directed at Ryan. He was still kneeling next to her, and I hadn’t seen him move. At her directive, he got to his feet and leaned down to whisper in her ear. His light, red hair stood in stark contrast to Ellen’s midnight tresses. He was at least half a foot taller than her. Though he was on the skinny side, he had a lithe, strong build.


  When he finished, he resumed his spot at her feet.


  Ellen cocked her head to one side. “Ryan has a great idea. He thinks we should have Sabrina develop the new theme, that way she could work it into the advertising.”


  I’d hit on Sabrina once. She’d been the hot senior cheerleader, and I’d been the hot-shot quarterback of the freshmen football team. It hadn’t gone well. She hadn’t noticed, but her boyfriend—the quarterback of the varsity team—had. Stephen hadn’t been a violent person, but he had a lot of friends, and at the time, most of them were bigger than me. Their “talk” had driven home the point that she was off-limits. Then I’d hit on Ginny. That also hadn’t gone well.


  When I’d told Sophie that story, she’d nearly peed herself laughing. Then she’d cupped my cheek and told me that my tenacity and ego were two of my more endearing qualities.


  I added my two cents. “This is something the four of you should do together. Maybe have her throw together ideas for a starting point, but you can’t put this all on her.”


  From the expression on Ryan’s face, I figured he agreed with me.


  So did Sophie. “Yeah. Ellen, be nice when you talk to her. I don’t have time to flog the stress out of her tonight and Jonas has some kind of parent night at his school, so he’s not home to do the honors.”


  “Noted.” Ellen hugged Sophia. Ryan collected everything in his satchel and put the chair Ellen had been using back in front of Heidi’s desk. Ellen came over and kissed my cheek. “See you later.” Then she held her hand out to shake Neal’s hand. “It was nice to finally meet you, Neal.”


  After they had gone, Neal stared at Sophia, not bothering to hide his interest.


  Sophia straightened up her desk. She liked things neat, and Ellen was sometimes chaos in high heels. Glancing up, she found Neal’s gaze zeroed in on her. “Did you need something?”


  “Your friends treat their submissives very well. A couple weeks ago, I watched Jonas carry his sub to the car after you finished with her. The way he talked to her was sweet and patient. Then today, Mistress Ellen was very attentive to her sub. He barely touched her ankle, and she realized right away what he wanted.”


  Sophie rolled a pencil on the desk between her thumb and fingers, but she kept her gaze on Neal. The wood tinkled against the polished surface. “Yeah. They’re good people.”


  “My former Master didn’t mind if his friends…” He broke off, dropping his gaze to his lap and shaking his head. “I didn’t like some of them, and he was into sharing.”


  Moving softly, yet confidently, Sophie rounded her desk and came to sit on my lap, facing Neal. She touched the back of his hand, directly in his line of sight. “Nobody who cares about you would do anything you didn’t want.”


  He looked from her to me and back again. “You truly believe that.”


  I put my hand on her thighs, holding her on me and letting her know I was here for support.


  “Now that you’ve met my friends, have you changed your mind about having me introduce you around?”


  Neal shook his head. “I want you to explain to me how things work with you and Drew. I’ve heard rumors, but I’d rather not go by hearsay.”


  She stiffened when he mentioned the rumors. I knew about them, and I did my best to shield her from the fallout. The vast majority of people knew nothing, but I hadn’t exactly been discrete before I’d met her. I had a reputation for playing with multiple people at the same time. People speculated. Celebrities could be a bitchy group.


  I took this one. “Sophia is a dominatrix. I’m not submissive. When we invite a third party into our bedroom, they’re always submissive.”


  She placed her hands over mine, and I twisted my wrists to twine my fingers with hers. She added more to my explanation. “Drew can top a sub, but he prefers not to.”


  Neal’s gaze landed on me. “You’re bisexual?”


  “We both are,” I said.


  Interest flared in Neal’s eyes. I knew Sophia was rolling hers, and her sharp intake of breath came moments before her exasperated sigh.


  “So am I. My former Master hated it. He used to have female subs rub themselves all over me, and then punish me for becoming aroused.”


  I couldn’t believe he was opening up like this to us. I knew Sophia had to be similarly affected. She huffed her disapproval. “Submissives should only be punished when they misbehave.”


  When I had first met Sophia, I had presented myself as a cocky, knowledgeable submissive. She’d expected certain things of me, and I hadn’t behaved. I knew firsthand that she hated punishing anybody. It was the primary reason we severed ties with Christopher after seriously considered having him move in with us.


  “And what constitutes misbehavior should be agreed upon beforehand.” Neal’s eyes had turned steely, and his lips were set hard. “As should the nature of the punishments allowed.”


  Sophia didn’t seem surprised by this sudden change. “I agree.”


  Neal came to a decision. He knelt at Sophia’s feet. Mine too, since they were right there. “Mistress, I wish to serve you.”


  She put her hand on the top of his head. “You understand that Drew and I are a package deal?”


  “Yes, Mistress.”


  “And that Drew most likely won’t top you?”


  Some tension drained from me. I didn’t mind being forceful, confident, or even alpha, but I didn’t like topping a lover. I didn’t mind when she did it. Actually, I found it really hot. Right now, I was getting wood from watching Neal bow his head to my wife.


  “Yes, Mistress.”


  I knew when Sophie would tolerate an interruption and when she wouldn’t. As long as Neal was behaving, she was fine with me chiming in. I cleared my throat. “We need to discuss limits.”


  “Yes. Neal, sit back in the chair and tell me your hard limits.”


  He obeyed. “No blood. I have a light tolerance for pleasurable pain. I’m not much of a masochist. Too much is a punishment. No broken skin. Occasional blisters are okay. No single-tails or anything with metal. Paddles, crops, and floggers are okay. CBT is fine.”


  Sophia perked up at that one, but I had no idea what it meant.


  “Condoms, always,” he continued, ticking off things on his fingers as he went. “Oral and anal are okay. I’m not partial to canes. Bondage is okay, though it doesn’t do anything for me but provide restraint. Blindfolds and gags are okay.”


  Then he shifted to face me. “I like vanilla too. I’m not always in a submissive frame of mind. That tends to only happen around attractive Dommes.”


  Christ, this man was perfect for us. I struggled to suppress a groan. My cock must have been prodding Sophie’s ass because she scooted forward to give me room.


  “Neal, I’m going to make an appointment for you to get some tests tomorrow. Drew and I have results on file, and I’ll get you copies of them.”


  He looked disappointed that Sophia hadn’t told him to drop to his knees. I moved Sophia to one side and touched his hand. “This’ll give you a couple days to think about things, make sure this is what you truly want. If you change your mind, there are no repercussions. Your job here and anything that happens outside this building are disparate activities.”


  Biting his lip, he nodded. I wanted to close the distance and soothe his poor lip with my tongue as Sophie watched.


  “Yeah, okay. So if I don’t change my mind, when do we start?”


  


  Chapter Eight


  


  Neal


  


  I wanted them to say, “Right now,” but I knew that wouldn’t happen. They’d done this before, and they had their procedures in place to make sure everybody and everything was safe. Working with Drew these past few weeks, I couldn’t help but notice how meticulous he was with the details. Sophia was also very specific in the way she went about doing things.


  “Mistress, do you have any instructions for me?”


  Sophia touched her finger to my chin, and I became aware of the fact that I hadn’t shaved. I wasn’t overly prickly, but I wanted to be perfect for my new Mistress. Perhaps it was a good thing we were going to wait. This way I’d be able to prepare myself the way she liked.


  She peered at me, the overhead light reflecting softly from her dark eyes. One of the things I liked about her was that she didn’t hide her feelings. When she was pleased, her smile was a sight to behold. Anger manifested in the narrowing of her eyes and a quick exhalation. When she was aroused, she licked her lips. I had fantasies about seeing them wrapped around my cock while I struggled not to move my hands from the headboard. I’d never had a Mistress or Master so easy to read.


  “Not yet. I’ll make the appointment now, and I’ll have the results expedited.” Leaning down, she kissed my forehead. Then she was gone, back in her seat halfway across the room.


  Drew studied me, raw desire turning his eyes an even lighter shade of blue. “We’re finished here. Let’s get downstairs and help Gin finish the inventory.”


  I followed him to the door. A glance back showed that Sophia was enjoying watching both of us walk away. She had the same gleam in her eye when she had lifted Drew’s shirt out of the way when I’d walked in on them at the network party. She’d wanted me from the start.


  Inventory didn’t take an extraordinarily long time, though Ginny seemed to think it had. When we closed up, she stumbled dramatically out the front door. Because there was no parking nearby, she and Heidi joined Drew and Sophia as they headed down the street toward the garage. My aunt’s house was in the opposite direction. In all likelihood, I would make it home before they got to their cars.


  Before I turned the corner, I looked to find Sophia and Drew holding hands. As I watched, he leaned down and kissed her cheek. I wished I was with them.


  Aunt Danielle was home alone when I arrived, which was unusual. She was one of those people who always had some kind of event planned. Since her divorce three years earlier, she’d filled every evening with friends or one of those parties where women bought purses, crystal, kitchen implements, or lipstick.


  She was significantly younger than my father, having come from my grandfather’s third marriage. Though she was only ten years older than me, she treated me like I was her kid. The second I walked in the door, she greeted me with a hug and a peck on the cheek. Then she wiped her lipstick from my skin.


  “Neal, what a pleasant surprise. I thought you’d be home later.”


  I shrugged. “We finished early.” A visual sweep of her house showed that it was cleaned up. Fresh bowls of potpourri were in strategic locations, and she looked nice. “Do you have a date? I could get lost for a few hours.”


  There was a club downtown that played music on nights they didn’t have live music. I hoped they didn’t have a band booked. I wasn’t in the mood for a concert.


  “Date cancelled.” She gave a sad smile. “So I cleaned. I thought you and I could spend some time together. To that end, I did not clean your man cave.”


  My man cave was a room in the basement. I had a bed, dresser, closet, and a television. I wasn’t into gaming, but I could claim an addiction to cooking shows. Drew’s was not my favorite, though I’d never tell him that. I liked the competition ones better, and his was all about simple, sexy dishes and flirting with his audience.


  A thrill ran through me as I realized that I would soon have his coy smile directed at me without the interference of a screen.


  “My God, I would have stopped cleaning it out weeks ago if I knew it would make you that happy.”


  Heat crept up my neck. “Sorry. I was thinking of something else.”


  Her grin turned mischievous. I should mention that Aunt Danielle is a slip of a woman. She weighs maybe ninety pounds soaking wet. My dad affectionately refers to her as “midget,” which she doesn’t like. She says it’s a demeaning term for little people. Anyway, she’s one of those people who are too cute for words, and she has a sweet personality to go with it. She was also a forceful storm, blowing through life like a mini-tornado.


  My dad says that her marriage didn’t last because she married a weak man. He maintains that she needs someone who will stand up to her on a daily basis. I wholeheartedly agree, but I also thought she had an undiscovered Dominatrix streak.


  So far, I had barred her from knowing too much about my personal life. She loved me, and I needed her acceptance if I was going to make something of myself. If I told her about the mistakes I’d made, I didn’t know how she would react. I couldn’t take it if she rejected me.


  No, that wasn’t fair. Since Master Geordie had left me in Brazil, I hadn’t confided in anybody. Of course, I’d never told her what really happened. It was best to keep that to myself. She knew I’d been hurt, but she didn’t know to what extent.


  Aunt Danielle deserved a chance. She’d always been there for me when I needed someone. My parents were good people, but Aunt Danielle had always been the person I’d confided in when I didn’t feel I could talk to them.


  “I have a date. Sort of.”


  Her expression morphed. “Sort of?”


  I shrugged. It was a date for sex, but I wasn’t ready for anything more. Dipping my feet back into the pond with Drew and Sophie was the safest way to begin again. They were open and honest about what they wanted from me. With those parameters in place, perhaps the healing could begin. I hoped to come out of this ready to date for real. I was twenty-four. I didn’t want to give up on love yet.


  She tugged on my arm, her eyes round with concern. “Neal, what does that mean?”


  “It means that I’ve found fun and friendship, which is all that I want right now.”


  “Fun and friendship? What the hell does that mean?”


  I should have known she wouldn’t let it go so easily. “I’ll be seeing a couple, a man and a woman.”


  Aunt Danielle bit her lower lip, probably in an effort to warn me away. Finally, she shook her head. “Fun and friendship means sex. You know that, right? Oh, you didn’t answer a personal ad, did you? That’s like asking to be murdered.”


  Putting my arm around her, I steered her toward the back of the house where the kitchen was located. When my head was running at a hundred miles per hour, cooking calmed things down. “I didn’t answer a personal ad. It’s a couple I’ve been getting to know for weeks. She’s incredible. Beautiful, smart, sexy—everything a Domme should be. He’s also gorgeous, intelligent, and attractive.”


  “But not dominant?” She leapt on that. I’d told her that much about Geordie.


  “Not dominant. He’s rather vanilla.”


  “Bisexual?”


  I nodded as I toed off my shoes and kicked them so that they landed near the back door. “She wants a sub and he wants a man, so they’re interested in me. They want to do testing before we commit to anything specific.”


  Aunt Danielle seemed to breathe a sigh of relief. “Just be careful. You’re asking for a heap of trouble when you become involved with your boss.”


  Since I hadn’t revealed names, I started at her warning.


  She snorted. “Oh come on. I’ve listened to you talk about the wonderful Drew and Sophia for weeks. I’m neither stupid nor blind.”


  I thought I’d mentioned them only once or twice. “What do you want for dinner?” I opened the freezer to see what she had on hand. I preferred to work with fresher foods, but Aunt Danielle threw everything meat into the freezer.


  “Don’t change the subject on me.” Pointing to the refrigerator half of the unit, she continued. “I bought shrimp today.”


  “Fresh shrimp? I can do something with that.”


  “I know. Now tell me why you think getting involved with a married couple is a good idea.”


  I set the shrimp in a bowl on the counter, set out another couple bowls, and grabbed for the flour. “I’ll make linguine.”


  Aunt Danielle grabbed eggs, milk, and butter from the fridge. “Neal Purcell, answer my question. You know this is a bad idea.”


  “It’s not a bad idea. I’m not ready to get back on the relationship horse. This association comes with very specific rules and boundaries, and I need that right now. You see—it’s a very good idea. Perfect, actually. They’re not looking for permanence and neither am I. Fun and friendship.” I beat the eggs, milk, and butter together. “Maybe not friendship. I’m not all that interested in that part.”


  Aunt Danielle sighed. “Neal, I worry about you. It’s not healthy to close yourself off to friends and to people who might want more from you than casual sex.”


  I mixed flour and salt in a larger bowl, and then I added my wet goods. “You ignored the part where I said this is all I want.” And the unspoken part where I revealed my determination to never be dependent on anybody again.


  Part of my time in Brazil had been pure nightmare. Months of my life were buried in the dankest reaches of my memory. Living with Aunt Danielle was a temporary thing. I made enough working at Sensual Secrets to support myself, but staying here offered me a chance to save my money. I wanted to open my own place. It was important for me to own my own restaurant.


  One of the main reasons Mistress Sophia attracted me is that I sensed some of the same resistance in her. She rejected her husband’s money and connections. The accounting firm she owned belonged to her. She’d built it from the ground up, resisting Drew’s efforts to install her as the manager of Sensual Secrets. Kitchen staffs were notoriously gossipy, and the one at work was no different. Several marveled at her tenacity. Some thought she was insane to pass up the opportunities Drew offered. One of them hinted that Sophia had resisted buying Elysium because she had needed Drew’s money to do it.


  She’d eventually given in and accepted his help, and that was something I would never do. I would learn the business from Drew, but if he ever offered financial help, I would reject it.


  The bedroom was the only place I would ever submit again.


  I punched the dough, kneading it and my frustrations until they were manageable. Then I rolled it out and cut it into fine strips. Aunt Danielle backed off on her questions, changing the topic to safer things.


  “Your mom called me today. She and your dad are coming for a visit the last week in October.”


  “Yeah?” I smiled. I might not have shared many details of my personal life with my parents, but I liked them, and I hadn’t seen them since Christmas. They’d moved to Arizona when I finished high school, leaving me to pursue my dreams in Boston. Instead I’d met a man who had convinced me that I wanted to belong to him and live in Rio. “What’s the occasion?”


  She grinned, and that mischievous glint appeared back in her eyes. “I think they miss me.”


  


  * * * *


  


  I went for testing the next morning, and I threw myself into work for the remainder of the week. Almost every day, I worked alongside Drew, yet he said nothing that wasn’t food-related. I wished he would give me some sign that our conversation had taken place so that I didn’t feel like such a freak for thinking about it almost every minute of every day.


  Perhaps this was nothing new to him. I knew that he and Sophia played with others, but I couldn’t believe the novelty would have already worn off. Otherwise, why would they continue to invite people into their bedroom?


  On Saturday, we had an early start time. The job was due to be in the delivery van by one-thirty, so we were there at ten. Having a bakery on the other side helped a lot. We used fresh breads and pastries, and those were all made by Ginny’s staff, which left us free to concentrate on the savory dishes.


  As I stirred ingredients into a mushroom sauce that would go over the chicken, I surreptitiously watched Drew. He squatted in front of a low cupboard and riffled through the contents, searching for something. His thighs strained against his pants, and the position pulled the fabric tight against his ass. Sophia hadn’t exaggerated about the appeal of Drew’s backside. I wanted to know what it felt like in my hands.


  My phone chirped. I had it in my front pocket, and the noise startled me. Drew turned to give me a warning look, and I was struck by the perfection of his features. This problem wasn’t new. I could stare at him for hours and never grow tired.


  But I shook it off and nodded my understanding. We weren’t allowed to be on our phones at work. Since I’d cut ties with so many people, and I had yet to establish new connections, I hadn’t expected it to make noise. I’d forgotten it was in my pocket.


  With such a short shift, we had no breaks. Because I wasn’t expecting a text, curiosity burned through me, though it was probably just a wrong number. That had happened before. I’d had this number for a month, and whoever had it before me had left some girl twisting in the wind.


  Drew’s phone must have vibrated—I didn’t hear it—but he pulled it from his pocket and checked his messages. Some of the staff complained about the unfairness of Drew being allowed to check his phone when we weren’t, but I didn’t join in. He was the boss, and a missed message could have us cooking a canceled meal or delivering to the wrong address.


  His expression didn’t change as he read, but when he pointed a look at me, I knew the time had come. Without a word, I checked the text I’d received. It was from Sophia. Test results back. Everybody clean. Drew will show you ours. See you this afternoon?


  Elise, a cute redhead who had been a member of the Sensual Secrets staff for three years, sidled up to me. “Hey, you’d better put that away. Boss man isn’t glaring yet, but I’ve seen him fire people for being on their phones.”


  I slid it back into my pocket and met Drew’s gaze. I gave a small nod, and he turned away, but not before I saw a cocky smile stretching the corners of his mouth.


  After we’d packed everything up, loaded the van, and instructed the serving staff and supervising chef, I went looking for Drew. I knew he hadn’t left because he had to lock up. I found him upstairs in his office, flipping through papers from the fax.


  He looked up when I came in. “Neal. Are you guys done with cleanup?”


  “Not yet. I got a text from Sophia.” It didn’t seem right to use her title with him. I had a feeling that he merely tolerated protocol.


  “So did I.” He got to his feet and shifted uncomfortably.


  Iron fists of oh-shit curled in my stomach. He was searching for a way to back out without hurting my feelings. Besides lust, my feelings didn’t enter into this. At least, I tried to get the iron in my stomach to believe that.


  I fiddled with the hem of my chef’s jacket and shuffled my foot. “You changed your mind.” I nodded. “That’s fine. I understand.”


  Fleeing was my first impulse. I headed toward the door, but Drew closed the distance faster and wrapped his hand around my upper arm. Damn, he had big hands.


  “You’re wrong. I’m just not comfortable talking about it here.” He inhaled deeply and relaxed his grip. “Your job here and that other thing are completely unrelated, and I want it to stay that way.”


  Nodding, I took a step closer. “So, no talking about it here. Got it.”


  His gaze flickered to my lips and back to my eyes. Inches separated our bodies. I’d never been this close to him. If I stuck out my tongue, I could lick his lower lip. We stared at each other, taking slow, shallow breaths, each inhaling the other’s scent, and all I could think about was what he might taste like. I wanted to know the flavor of his lips, the spice of his skin, and to savor his cock in my mouth.


  One of us was going to have to break the spell, but we were both reluctant to move. Finally I could stand it no longer. Grabbing the lapel of his jacket, I collapsed those inches and pressed my lips to his. He went still, I think from shock, but then he put one hand low on my back and cupped the back of my head with the other.


  His lips were strong, and he tasted like hints of the dinner we’d been cooking. Seeking more, I thrust my tongue into his mouth. He tangled his tongue with mine, and I almost died. Certainly, I was in heaven.


  Then he broke off suddenly, shoving himself back and holding a stiff arm between us. “Neal, not here. Never here. And never when Sophia isn’t present.”


  Already I’d made my first mistake. I swallowed. “Sorry. It won’t happen again.”


  He grabbed the papers he’d been handling. “Test results. Look them over. Let me know if anything changes your mind.”


  I glanced at the papers, knowing that I wanted to be with them no matter what. “I need a ride to your place.” Besides, Mistress had said we were all clean. I didn’t have a feeling that she would lie to me. I liked that about her.


  He knit his brows. “What happened to your car?”


  The few times I’d come to his house for filming, I had used Aunt Danielle’s car, or she’d dropped me off and picked me up. “I don’t have one. If I have enough notice, my aunt lets me borrow hers. But she’s using it today.”


  “Yeah.” He licked his lips, and I wanted to think he was reminding himself how good that kiss had been. “Come back upstairs when you’re finished with your shift.”


  When I returned twenty minutes later, I found Drew on the phone. His back was to me, and he stared out a window.


  “He kissed me.”


  Alarm ran through me. Would she put the kibosh on the whole thing because I’d messed up? Or would she punish me for stepping out of line?


  “It’s different because I kissed him back. I thought you should know.” Pause. “Yeah.” Pause. “He doesn’t have a car. I’m bringing him home with me.” Pause. “You think?” Pause. “No, that’s fine. It’s a good idea. I wouldn’t have thought of it, and he probably wouldn’t have either.” Pause. “Okay. I love you. See you soon.”


  He turned to find me waiting in the doorway. I didn’t bother keeping my gaze downcast. Drew liked strong, bold men. Parts of me were submissive, but other pieces could—and had—faced down the unwashed armed and dangerous without flinching.


  “Is she upset?”


  Drew shook his head. “She said she was used to people throwing themselves at me.” He scooped up his keys and his jacket. “I’ll lock up, we’ll get my car, and then we’ll swing by your house. Sophie said you probably wanted to grab a change of clothes.”


  Aunt Danielle was out when we got there, and I was thankful for that. I didn’t want to introduce her to the man who was about to become my casual lover. He waited in the front room while I threw some things into a duffle bag.


  We made small talk, chatting mostly about food and career plans, until he had me in the car and heading toward his place.


  “Sophie won’t punish you, if that’s what has you so nervous.”


  I had thought I’d been doing a better job hiding my anxiety. While I hadn’t been thinking about that specifically, the idea hadn’t left my head. I wasn’t sure if his assurance disappointed or puzzled me more. “She won’t?”


  “No. She wants to have a light intro scene first. You know how Dommes always want to choreograph sex.” He chuckled. “It’s funny—when I met her, she didn’t have a problem diving in and making a sub conform to her rules. Now she says she’s going to take things slowly, get to know your likes and dislikes.”


  I studied him as he drove, delving beneath his handsome exterior. Drew took a lot of flack in the celebrity chef community—at least according to what I’d overheard, but that could have been sour grapes and jealousy—but none of it was deserved. I’d found him to be a hard worker, an exacting boss, and a fantastic chef. Sure he was a playboy, but that shouldn’t negate his other qualities. And I wouldn’t be with him right now if he wasn’t into playing around.


  The frown on his face concerned me. “You don’t want her to take it slow?”


  “I’m fine with that. It’s a good sign. I guess I’m wondering how she’s going to change the rules.”


  I took a chance with a pushy question. “You don’t like participating in the BDSM scenes, and you want to know if it will get better for you or worse?”


  That frown traded places with confusion. “With Sophia, it can’t be anything but great. I tend to skip the S and M parts. Not my thing. I was actually glad to hear that you’re not much of a masochist. If she’s going to flog you or something, which she will do later tonight, I tend to stay away until she’s finished.”


  I didn’t want him to stay away. I wanted him to watch me cherish and obey his wife. This was more complicated than I had anticipated. “Do you want me to set a hard limit of no flogging?”


  He didn’t live too far from Sensual Secrets. As he pulled into the gated drive leading to his palatial estate, he choked and coughed. “Hell no. She wouldn’t be happy if you did that, and neither would you. I may not want to see or do that stuff, but I understand that you both need it.”


  Drew hit the button on his car to open the garage door. Then he put that hand on my knee. Soon I would feel the heat of his palm against my bare skin instead of through the fabric of my pants.


  “Neal, we both want you to be honest at all times. This is supposed to be fun and fulfilling. If it isn’t, you need to speak up. Sophia and I talk openly with each other about what we want, how we want it, and how it went. Rest assured that we will include you in relevant conversations.”


  I wasn’t certain I wanted to have that much honesty and communication. It sounded like a relationship, and I sure as hell didn’t want that. At this point, I felt it was prudent to keep my mouth shut.


  The garage let us into the house through a door leading to the rear of the foyer. I’d seen the door before, but I hadn’t known where it went. The foyer was a tall, wide space with a curved staircase leading to the second floor on one side and the opening to a library on the other. If I went under the catwalk that was big enough to fit half my aunt’s house, I entered an elegant living room that had a massive fireplace on one wall. Everything in this house screamed style and money, yet I found neither Drew nor Sophia intimidating.


  Sophia greeted us in the hallway. She wore a sheer, see-through white shirt that showed a lacy black bra underneath, and a black leather skirt. I knew she would never wear this in public. It was sexy, but in a private kind of way, and I loved that I got to see her like this.


  She threw her arms around Drew and laid a provocative, openmouthed kiss on him. Their bodies molded together, and I was reminded of the first time I’d seen them. It was even more erotic close-up.


  When she pulled away, she grinned up at him. “Feel better?”


  “Hell, yes.”


  “Want to shower?”


  “Of course.”


  She released him and turned her attention to me. “I’m glad you decided to come.” Then she grabbed my chef’s jacket, which I had forgotten to take off, and pulled me to her. She had power over me, an inexplicable force that compelled me to lean down so she could kiss me.


  Once our lips made contact, I lost all ability to think. Being with a dominant did that to me. I squelched my reservations about turning over so much authority to another person. I’d been burned, badly, but not by her. This was sex—nothing more.


  She spread her fingers through my hair, and pleasant shivers ran down my spine. When she bit at my lower lip, I parted to let her deeper. She took the remnants of my control. Where I’d felt fire from Drew, Sophia turned me to liquid.


  Then she released me. I stumbled forward, and she put a hand on my chest to stabilize me. She laughed. I liked the sound.


  “Shower with Drew. I’ll warn you now that he doesn’t mess around in there. He’ll have sex anywhere but in the bathroom.”


  It was my turn to laugh. “He takes his grooming very seriously.”


  “Ha-ha.”


  I whirled to find Drew standing on the bottom step. I thought he had gone upstairs, but he hadn’t. He’d watched Mistress kiss me. Desire blazed in his eyes, and I realized how much he liked watching me with her. He also managed to sport a dry expression.


  Mistress took my hand and led me toward him. “He does. Your job will be to see how far you can push him without touching him. I’m going to watch.”


  Drew shot her a wry look, but he didn’t protest. He’d said they discussed scenes beforehand. I wondered if this was an ad-lib, but I knew better than to ask. I didn’t need Mistress upset with me right now.


  The second floor was just as large and stylish as the first. We passed several guest rooms before making it to their suite. Yes, they had a suite. The doors from the hallway opened to a living room. On one end, they had a huge set of bay windows that overlooked one side of the house. The other end featured a balcony, and I glimpsed a hot tub outside.


  Through opened French doors, I saw a massive bed. The room was huge, and it still dominated the space. Mistress and I followed Drew into there and down a short hallway that had closed doors on either side. I wondered if they were closets or if one of them was a dungeon.


  At the end of the hall, we arrived in a bathroom that was larger than my room at Aunt Danielle’s place. Marble everywhere. They had a huge soaker tub, but Drew bypassed that in favor of a glass-fronted shower. He tapped a button on the outside and water flowed inside. The buttons were numbers, and I guessed at programmable shower settings.


  Drew stripped out of his shirt and tossed it on the floor. Mistress unbuttoned my jacket.


  “I can’t touch him at all?”


  She shook her head. “Nope.”


  Strategies for seduction rushed through my head, all of them hitting dead ends. “How long have you been together?”


  “Four years.” She lifted my shirt up.


  Drew watched the big reveal. I was proud of my body. I ran and lifted weights, so I had great tone and definition. Both of them registered approval at the sight of a shirtless me.


  “And you’ve never once had sex in the shower?”


  Next, she went for the button and zipper on my pants. “Not once. This house has seven bathrooms. Those would be the seven virgin rooms.” She grinned, and I knew she thought I would fail.


  It wasn’t nice to set up my first challenge like that. I’d seen the way he looked at her, and I’d witnessed them having sex more than once. If she couldn’t get him to fuck her in the shower, what chance did I have?


  “What’s the punishment for failure?”


  She slid her hands along the waist of my pants, feeling me up as she pushed them down my legs. I was already half hard, and the way she parted her lips and licked them brought me to full salute.


  “You get a reward for succeeding. Failure means you have to wait until Drew is done grooming to have sex. He can take a while.”


  “Hey.” Drew protested, but he didn’t sound angry. “You like the way I look.”


  He was nude. While I’d been distracted by Mistress, Drew had shucked the rest of his clothes. She sauntered over to him, wiggling her delicious ass as she went, and traced her finger down his sternum, not stopping until she had his cock wrapped in her hand.


  “I love the way you look. That doesn’t make you go faster.”


  He grabbed her hips and ground his cock against her pelvis. “You like slow.”


  I also liked it slow. And fast. Or medium. I wanted him to do that to me. They kissed. I observed, and I barely resisted the urge to stroke myself. I wasn’t sure if Mistress had a rule about that. Most dominants did.


  Drew released her and stepped into the shower. Mistress motioned me closer, and brilliance struck.


  “So I have to get him to have sex in the shower, and I can’t touch him? Any other rules?”


  She shook her head.


  “Great.” I wrapped my arms around her waist and lifted her against me. I think she was expecting a kiss, but I carried her into the shower with me.


  She wiggled, not really struggling against me, and let out a cute squeal of surprise. “I’m wearing clothes.”


  I closed the shower door and set her down. The thing had so many spigots that I had nowhere to put her where she wouldn’t get wet. It even had a rainfall showerhead at one end, where Drew was currently standing. Water ran down his magnificent body as he lifted his arms and rubbed shampoo into his hair. He had his back to us, so I was treated to the sight of his fine ass.


  “I’ll fix that, Mistress.” I noticed that she didn’t start imposing new rules in the middle of the challenge, and she seemed more amused than upset.


  I unzipped her skirt first, thinking she’d probably want the leather out of the spray first. Then I stripped away the rest of her clothes. I’d have time to study her body once it was naked. I threw her wet clothes into the sink and used Drew’s shirt to dry her skirt. When I returned to the shower, Mistress had a cake of soap in one hand and a grin stretching her luscious mouth.


  She handed me the soap, which turned out to be one of those fancy non-soap bars. Luckily, it didn’t smell like a girly product. I liked those scents on a woman, but I didn’t care for them on a man.


  Working in a kitchen was a hot, sweaty job. I washed slowly, running my hands over my body. Drew watched, subconsciously slowing his movements to match mine. Good so far. Mistress stepped back and kept an eye on both of us. I had the feeling she wasn’t going to help me, but she had no plans to sabotage me either.


  That meant she had iron control, or she had confidence that I would fail.


  When I finished lathering up, I did a quick rinse. From the looks of it, Drew was almost finished. This part hadn’t taken him long. Perhaps she meant he took forever grooming himself afterward? I couldn’t think of many things a man had to do after a shower besides towel himself off and get dressed. I didn’t think anybody was going to get dressed.


  I took Mistress in my arms, pressing my slick nakedness along hers. “I would like to kiss you.”


  She smiled, and I knew I’d been right to ask. “You may.”


  I started with an unhurried slide of my lips over hers, waiting for her soft exhalation before I went deeper. Drew had said she liked slow, and I aimed to please. She had great lips—soft and yielding, yet firm and authoritative. Sparks of heat burst throughout my veins. By the time she gave up a sigh, I was ready to beg for more.


  When I delved into her mouth with my tongue, she moaned and wrapped her arms around my neck. I hadn’t been with very many Dommes, but none of them had been so swept away by my kiss before. It was a heady feeling that I struggled to contain.


  I let my hands roam her body, luxuriating in the feel of her smooth skin. Her breasts were small, but her curves went on forever. I wanted to kiss every inch of her, get to know what spots made her giggle and which made her gasp or moan.


  She made little sounds of enjoyment, though she kept her arms firmly around my neck. Breaking away was difficult—she was so enticing—but I managed to do it. Kissing her wouldn’t ensnare Drew and get him to forget that he didn’t like to have sex in the shower.


  The floor was hard tile, so I sunk carefully to my knees. I didn’t mind bruises, but I preferred not to inflict them upon myself. This put my lips even with her bellybutton, which was perfect. Mistress had a sexy navel. I swirled my tongue around it before plunging inside. Navels were a sensitive place, so I kept my foray shallow and gentle.


  She gasped, and it spurred me on. Hearing her do that was fast becoming addictive. Behind me, I heard something drop. I smiled, but I didn’t stop what I was doing. Seeing me on my knees in front of Sophie obviously affected Drew.


  Reaching under her, I lifted her knee and slung her leg over my shoulder.


  “Fuck.” Drew uttered a few more curses, and I realized I’d found his weakness.


  I supported her with one arm underneath, and I used the other to spread her open. One lick, and I was hooked. She tasted divine. I meant to take it slow, but she made that noise again, and control skidded away. Opening my mouth wide, I went crazy, licking and sucking.


  A loud bang shook me from my heightened state. I glanced up to find Mistress struggling to find a handhold. I should have set her on the tiled bench, but I honestly didn’t think she’d react so quickly. From the noises she was making, I sensed she was near climax.


  Drew solved the problem. He shifted her to the side, forcing me to pivot to stay with her, and he leaned her against him. Now that he supported her weight, I let myself get lost in her essence, though I was conscious of his balls hanging inches from my face. Mistress had forbidden me from touching him in the shower, so I tried to forget that temptation.


  She fisted my hair in her hand, pulling—which I liked—and gaining control of me. “Slow down, just a little, and add your fingers.”


  I obeyed my Mistress, and I was happy that she’d instructed me. Insecure women who refused to take control of their pleasure frustrated the hell out of me.


  Sliding two fingers into her, I curved them and searched for her sweet spot. The moment I found it, she let out a long moan and bucked against my face. Drew whispered words to her, but I only heard the sibilance of them, not the substance. I looked up again to find her tossing her head, and her other hand was anchored in Drew’s hair. The heavy-lidded rapture on her face made my dick throb harder. If I watched her for much longer, there was a chance I’d ejaculate on the shower floor.


  She arched, stiffened, and cried out, but I didn’t stop. Not only did the evidence of her orgasm taste even better, but I had not achieved my objective. I lightened the pressure of my tongue and slowed the rhythm of my fingers.


  “Christ.” This strangled oath came from Drew. “Fucking overachiever.”


  Mistress giggled. “I think all chefs must have an oral fixation.” She stroked her fingers through my hair. “You’re doing fine. Drew’s cock is pressed so hard against my ass it might slip in by accident.”


  “It wouldn’t be an accident,” he growled.


  I questioned the wisdom of pushing him to do something he had resisted doing for so long, and suddenly I wasn’t so sure I wanted to win this challenge. Frankly I didn’t know Mistress well enough to give her my blind trust. I tapered off and kissed my way up her body, stopping to worship at her breasts. Now that I was on my feet, I went to kiss her lightly on the lips—I wasn’t sure how she felt about tasting her juices—but Drew cupped the back of my neck and pulled me to him.


  With Mistress sandwiched between us, he licked her essence from my face and tongue. As if that wasn’t enough, Mistress wrapped her hand around my shaft. She alternated dragging her nail over the ridge at the head and pumping her hand up and down. I was so fucking close.


  “Mmmm.” I moaned a warning.


  “Are you close, Neal?”


  “Mmm-hmm.” I tried to answer, but Drew showed no sign of releasing me. I felt his grin as he continued kissing me.


  Light pain shot from my nipple to my core. She’d distracted me with a bite. It did nothing to sate my need, but it did let me get a better handle on my pleasure.


  Drew palmed my ass and squeezed. I was sensitive there, and he negated the work Mistress had done. I thrust into her hand with renewed urgency.


  “Drew,” she whispered. “You’re so bad.”


  He broke off suddenly. “I’m bad? You’re both rotten. It would serve you right if Neal took you from the front and I took you from the rear. You’ve never had two men at once like that, Sophie. Is that what you’re angling for? Because I think I can talk him into it.”


  There would be no arguing. If that’s what she wanted, I would do it in a heartbeat.


  She twisted to face him. “Are we done in here?”


  “Yep.” Drew pushed a button and the water ceased. “This works so much better on a bed.” He opened the door, grabbed towels, and handed them around.


  I dried myself in silence. Neither of them seemed upset or angry, yet I felt I was missing something. Drew dropped his towel and disappeared into the bedroom.


  I knelt at Mistress’s feet, seeking permission to speak.


  She dried my hair with her towel, and then she ran a comb through it. “Neal, if you have something to say, you don’t have to seek my permission to speak. Sometimes I might impose a gag order on you, but not all the time. I like hearing your voice.”


  “Is Drew upset about what just happened?”


  She laughed. “No. I try to entice him all the time. It just makes him very horny instead of regular horny.” She tugged on my hand, urging me to my feet. “I’ve never seen him so close. He was seconds from coming on my back when you stopped.”


  “You’re saying I shouldn’t have stopped?”


  This time she shrugged. “I’m not complaining. I got off on what you did. Drew loves watching me get eaten out. Maybe we’ll get him next time.”


  “But if he doesn’t like having sex in the shower—”


  “He’s never done it in a shower. In an elevator, back room, car, closet, behind the garage at my brother’s house, the family room at a friend’s house, but not in a shower.” She shook her head at his antics, which cracked me up because she had to have been part of them too.


  “Sophia!” Drew shouted from the bedroom. “You’re beautiful already.”


  She slapped a handful of condoms into my palm. “Take these to Drew.”


  I headed to the bedroom, but Mistress didn’t immediately follow. Drew waited for me on the bed, his naked body arranged decadently on his side. His hair was tousled and his cock—this was my first clear view, and good Lord it was thick—lay along his thigh. The sculpted muscles of his physique left no doubt that he worked out daily. I wanted to touch him everywhere with my lips and hands.


  He crooked a finger, inviting me closer. I climbed onto the bed and handed him the condoms. He chuckled and let them cascade from his hand onto the sheet. “Sophia has set the bar high.”


  I looked at the pile. It was more than a single man could use in an evening if he wasn’t concerned about his dick falling off. “She expects us to use all of them?”


  “Yes. She’s insatiable. Now come here and kiss me like you did earlier.”


  That kiss had rocked my world. I arranged myself next to him, our thighs and stomachs almost touching, and I kissed him. No tentative foray, no teasing—I dove right in. He rolled toward me, pushing me to my back, and settled his weight on top of me. Our hands roamed, seeking and exploring, sometimes moving quickly, and other times slowing down to savor a texture or reaction.


  After a while, Drew sat up, kneeling between my legs. Wordlessly, I handed him a condom. From the foot of the bed, Mistress handed him a bottle of lubricant. I had been so wrapped up in Drew that I hadn’t noticed when she’d joined us.


  She lay down on the bed, propped on her elbows, so that her face was near mine. “Do you prefer to be on your back or stomach for this?”


  Between my legs, Drew rolled on the condom and squeezed a dollop of lube into his hand. I wanted to see him when he took me. “This is fine.”


  She kissed me, a brief bout of passion, and then she moved her lips down my neck and over my chest. Then she skipped the good part and got to her knees. Drew captured her lips for a heated moment, and then she sat back out of the way.


  He hiked my legs up to expose my anus. His fingers were gentle as he smeared the gel over and into that muscle. Mistress handed him a towelette, and he wiped away the excess. Then he positioned his cock at my entrance. The pressure almost sent me through the roof. My dick throbbed painfully. I needed to come so badly.


  The moment he breached my opening, tingles shot up my spine. I exhaled a hard moan. “You feel so fucking good.”


  He grunted. The veins on his neck stood out. He pushed all the way in.


  Mistress translated. “He says you feel good too.”


  Drew set a moderate pace, fast enough to keep me on the edge without pushing either of us over too quickly. Mistress sprawled along my right side, her dark, damp hair spilling onto my shoulder. She watched us both, alternating between studying Drew’s face and mine. Desire darkened her irises to nearly black.


  When having sex with two amazing people, it was difficult to not have ADD. Everywhere I looked was hot and tempting. From Mistress lying next to me, stroking herself, to Drew, hovering above me as he thrust harder and faster. My gaze met his, and he ensnared me. I couldn’t look away as pleasure overtook him and he buried himself all the way. His body shook as he thrust one more time and shouted, spilling his seed into the condom. He withdrew and collapsed, rolling to my left side.


  Mistress stroked my hair, moving the locks that were stuck to my forehead. “How close are you?”


  Unable to catch my breath, I panted. “Seconds, I think.”


  Her mouth was around my cock before I finished speaking. I had been about to assure her that I could hold out for longer, but the sight of her lovely lips wrapped around my dick did me in. Lifting my hips, I thrust into her mouth and came. She moaned, swallowed, and sucked harder, draining me of every drop. The edges of my vision went fuzzy.


  When things cleared up, Mistress had her head on my chest. I wrapped her in my arm, letting her know that I was returning to consciousness and that I liked having her close to me. Drew returned to the room, and I figured that he’d cleaned himself up in the bathroom. He’d also fixed his hair.


  


  Chapter Nine


  


  Sophia


  


  Neal smelled good. He gave off the scent of man and soap, a salty, tangy mix that I wanted to rub all over my body. He’d come hard, and I’d let him have some time to enjoy being senseless. I didn’t know if he was into cuddling, but Drew was, and I had grown used to being held after sex.


  Drew had disappeared into the bathroom not long after Neal had come, so I had snuggled into Neal’s solid warmth. His hand came up to hold me closer, so I figured I hadn’t crossed a boundary we hadn’t discussed.


  As soon as Drew came back, Neal’s chest began to quake beneath my head. I looked up to see what he was laughing at, but I only saw Drew, and he just looked good—completely nude and proud of his body.


  Some people giggled after sex. I hoped Neal wasn’t one of them.


  “Something funny?”


  “You said Drew spent a lot of time grooming. At least he waited until afterward to fix his hair.”


  I sat up to get a better view. Yep, Drew had fixed his hair. He had a love for hair gel that I couldn’t seem to change. I liked the tousled look, but he didn’t like feeling less than perfect. I stroked Neal’s thigh. “This is a break. You’re nowhere near the finish line.”


  “Yeah,” Drew agreed as he pushed me back and settled on top of me. “I told you she was insatiable.”


  It was my turn to laugh. “I’m insatiable? Pot and kettle, Mr. Snow.”


  He palmed my breast and skimmed his thumb over my nipple. “You want us both to fuck you, don’t you, Mrs. Snow?”


  I totally did, but we needed to address a small point first. “Drew, Neal thinks I was being mean to you in the shower.”


  “Really?” He peered at Neal. “If I’m injured, are you going to kiss it better?”


  Neal lifted a brow. He had thick brows, shaggy and wild. I liked that they were untamed. He seemed surprised by Drew’s playful question. “Maybe. It depends on where you’re hurt.”


  Drew chuckled. “Everywhere.”


  I poked his side, where he was ticklish. He flinched away from me. “Flirt later,” I said. “Tell him I wasn’t being mean.”


  “She wasn’t being mean.”


  Neal peered at us doubtfully.


  Drew took pity on him. “When she stops trying to seduce me, that’s when I’ll worry. You two were damned hard to resist.”


  “But if that’s one of your limits”—Neal frowned—“then we should respect it.”


  “It’s not a limit. I’m sure one day she’ll succeed. It’s incentive for her to be creative, and it keeps things fun.”


  That seemed to satisfy him. He glanced at me, and I knew he was on board for further schemes. Drew caught the meaning of the exchange. He must have been envisioning what a planned, dual seduction might look like because his cock grew hard against my stomach.


  “Hey,” I said. “Want to do something with that?”


  He canted his hips, thrusting against me. “I propose another challenge.”


  I didn’t know what he had in mind, but from the glint in his eyes, I knew it had to be good. “I’m listening.”


  He looked at Neal, and his grin grew larger. “We make her orgasm six times before either of us get to finish.”


  Drew liked to watch me come. While he had held out that long before, he had been the only one in the room with me, so he hadn’t been just an observer. Neal appeared intrigued. He shifted to his side and propped himself on an elbow, looking to me for permission. I nodded.


  “What happens if one of us fails?”


  I took this one. “Then I’ll spank you until you’re hard again and set you back to work.”


  He pointed to Drew. “What if it’s him?”


  Drew grinned. “I’m not the submissive—you are.”


  I liked the devious way his mind worked. He might not like to top anybody, but he sure thought up great games.


  Neal stroked his lower lip as he thought. I was so tempted to rip his hand away and kiss him again, but I refrained. He’d already misunderstood my motives once today.


  “So there’s a good chance I’m just consenting to a spanking here.”


  Drew scoffed. “Don’t give up so easily.”


  My words to him after the shower must have come back to him. He pushed Drew’s shoulder, rolling him off me. “I’m up to the challenge.”


  “All right, then. Let’s do this.” Drew’s smirk gave me pause. “Let’s start with mirroring. Whatever I do to this side of her body, you do to your half.”


  Though I had played this game with Drew and a submissive before, I thoroughly objected to being the one in the submissive position. I narrowed my eyes at Drew. “Seriously?”


  “It’s fun.” He winked at me. “You’ll like it.”


  “You expect me to lay here and let you do whatever you want to me?” I injected as much dryness into my question as I could.


  His grin morphed into a smirk, and I understood the depth of his cunning. Between the two of them, they could easily give me six orgasms with their hands and mouths—and I had learned how much these culinary geniuses liked my flavor. If I didn’t cooperate, then I could make it difficult for one or both of them to achieve the objective.


  “‘You draw me, you hard-hearted adamant.’” I laced my hands under my head in a casual pose. “Good luck.”


  “‘Do I entice you? Do I speak you fair?’” Drew fluttered the trace of a kiss over my lips. Neal did the same.


  “Yes,” I answered. “You certainly do.”


  Drew traced his fingertips down my ribs, and Neal followed suit. I wasn’t ticklish, but they did give me gooseflesh. Together, they stroked down my body, exploring my stomach and thighs before they scooted down. They massaged my calves at the same time, and I swear I’d never felt or seen anything so erotic.


  Watching them work in tandem was a beautiful thing. So in tune with one another, they barely glanced at each other as they lifted my feet. I groaned as they massaged from heel to instep, and I gasped when they put my smallest toes into their mouths. That Drew would do this didn’t surprise me. He liked my feet.


  But having this done to both at the same time blew my mind. Between my legs, juices flowed. I was ripe and ready, a spring straining for release. Both men caressed my legs, reaching up as far as my thighs, as they savored each toe. By the time they closed their lips around my largest toes, I was on the edge. The sight of two sexy, naked men sporting wood did nothing to encourage my patience.


  I was ready to play dirty. Drew had conveniently left the pile of condoms within reach. I grabbed on and held it up. “Neal, put this on.”


  His attention had already been focused on me, but something in my voice took him from hot to blazing. He released my toe and set my foot on the bed. “Yes, Mistress.”


  Once he was dressed for the party, I settled him between my legs. He hovered above me, holding his weight on his arms. Drew moved to lie next to us. He stroked Neal’s cock as he positioned it at my entrance. “Pace yourself, Neal. This is the first one.”


  He grunted. I wrapped my legs around his hips and urged him forward. Wonderful sensations filled me, like coming home after a long day of work to the aroma of a mouthwatering treat. The only person who’d ever made me feel this way before was Drew. At the time, I hadn’t wanted to have strong feelings for or a connection with anybody. Half of me wondered if having Drew lie next to me and caress my arms and chest was part of the reason I felt so close to Neal. The other half of me just wanted more.


  I closed my eyes and sighed. “Yes, oh yes. Make me come.”


  “Yes, Mistress.” Neal twisted his hips and thrust home. This move made me lose control every time. My eyes flew open, and I gaped at him. He grinned, cockiness seeping from every angle of his body.


  The ability to speak deserted me, and Neal repeated the action. Again and again, he drove it home. Drew wedged his head between Neal and me, plumped my breast in one hand, and latched onto my nipple. The combine sensations were too much, and I didn’t bother trying to hold out. A high, keening wail ripped from my depths, and my vagina clamped down on Neal’s cock.


  A sound—a moan mingled with a grunt—came from a distance. Neal pulled away from me slowly, and without having come.


  “Lay with your head at the foot of the bed. I’m going to put her over you. If we can keep her in this blissful state, she’ll orgasm faster and harder each time.” Drew chuckled, a gleeful laugh that told me exactly how much he was enjoying this.


  He lifted me into his arms, draping me across his lap. I pried my lids open in time to see Neal position himself with his feet near the headboard.


  Drew kissed my forehead. “Ready, darling?”


  I guessed what he was doing, and it puzzled me. While Drew often topped my submissives, he didn’t usually deviate from the script this much. I wondered if the fact that we’d met Neal together—he wasn’t mine before he was Drew’s—had anything to do with his changed attitude.


  His cheeks were smooth under my fingertips. I spent a moment caressing along his jaw line. “I’m good, but have you recovered enough to go again?”


  He snorted, scoffing at the suggestion he wasn’t ready, willing, and able to rock my world. “Have you met me?”


  Turning me over, he placed me facedown across Neal’s abdomen. Two sets of hands positioned me comfortably with my ass lifted and my knees apart.


  “Play with her breasts. They’re very sensitive, especially when she’s about to orgasm.”


  “Yes, Chef.”


  I started at the way Neal used Drew’s title as, well, as a title. It wasn’t the commonly recognized “Sir,” but it did the trick. Drew didn’t miss a beat, so I wasn’t sure he’d caught the evidence of Neal’s submission to him. He slid into my pussy, which was wet and swollen, and not yet sated.


  Turning my face to Neal, I gasped. He’d left me a little more sensitive than I’d thought, and Drew’s slow thrusts halted my descent into relaxation. Neal deftly slipped his hand between my breasts and the wrinkled sheet, cupping my flesh. He kneaded in time to Drew’s rhythm, and at some signal I didn’t see, he zeroed in on my nipple.


  Behind me, Drew thrust home again and again. My second orgasm was small, and I pushed back to let him know I wanted more.


  “Stroke her clit too. She needs a light touch right now.” Drew had amazing stamina and control. He wasn’t even breathing all that hard.


  “Yes, Chef!” Neal’s belly moved beneath mine, and I felt his still-hard cock throb against my hip.


  I was so close to number three. The edges of my vision blurred, and low, guttural moans issued from deep in my throat. At precisely the right moment, Neal twisted my other nipple. Arching my back, I cried out, not bothering to temper my volume.


  Drew pulled out of me, and Neal’s fingers filled my pulsating hole. Unable to remain with my knees under me, I fell forward. The fingers inside me multiplied, both men moving slowly and gently. I wanted them to stop, to give me a break, but I didn’t want to rain on Drew’s parade. He rarely contributed anything significant to a scene. While this wasn’t really a scene—though it looked like we were both topping Neal—it was something we’d planned.


  Even as thoughts of Drew’s new role gave me a temporary reprieve, Drew and Neal hadn’t stopped. With a coordinated effort, they pushed me off the cliff and into orgasm number four.


  They turned me over. I protested with a groan. “How about we take a break?”


  “Are you kidding?” Drew laughed. “I can taste victory.”


  Neal regarded Drew with a mixture of awe and wariness. “What does victory look like?”


  “Three people having an orgasm, all at the same time, and everybody is so sated that nobody can move.”


  Moving already was proving difficult for me. “I think I won.”


  “Not yet, honey, but you will.” Drew handed Neal another condom. “Try for two this time. She’s easier to get there after each one.”


  Neal brightened, and I hoped it was more from the fact he was up next to fuck me and not because he saw light at the end of the tunnel. He rolled the fresh condom onto his cock and turned to me, eyes lowered respectfully.


  “Mistress, may I pleasure you?”


  I liked the way he asked. It was refreshing, and it made me feel wanted. I was so used to ordering submissives to do everything that I had forgotten what eager anticipation and genuine desire looked like on anybody who wasn’t Drew. Suddenly a new wave of energy washed over me. Hello, second wind!


  Parting my legs, I held my hand out to Neal. “I love how nicely you asked. Yes, you may pleasure me.”


  He settled into position and slid into me. That pleasure he talked about burned through my tissues. “Thank you, Mistress.”


  So different from Drew, he thrust slowly and reverently. Drew’s passion burned hot, a fire needing to be fed before it consumed him. Neal’s passion was a steady flame or a comforting blaze.


  As Drew had promised, it wasn’t long before my body gave him what he sought, pulsing around his long cock.


  “That’s four,” Drew said.


  By my count, it was five, so I figured he was counting the two he’d given me as one long one. I heard him moving around the bed, but I couldn’t tear my eyes from Neal’s face, hovering above mine, long enough to see what he was about. When the bed dipped between Neal’s and my legs, I figured things out quickly.


  Drew was a naughty, naughty man.


  Neal’s breath hitched, and he breathed out. “Oh, fuck. There’s no way.”


  “Say something, Neal?” Drew hooked his arm under Neal, interrupting his rhythm as he pressed his cock into Neal’s ass.


  “Yes, Chef. Thank you.”


  Giggling, I smoothed a stray lock of Neal’s silky hair away from his face. “You can do this.”


  “Yes, Mistress. I will try my best. I’ve never been in quite this position before.”


  I let my hand trail down his chest. Drew thrust forward, driving Neal into me. “Is this your first threesome?”


  “Yes, Mistress.” The veins in Neal’s neck stood out. He managed to establish a rhythm that complemented Drew’s.


  Drew loved to fuck a man whose cock or face was buried in my cunt, and I loved watching Drew drive a man to the brink. Given what we’d already done, it didn’t take long for Neal to get there.


  I stroked his face and chest. “I’m close. Put your hand between my legs and play with my clit. That’s it. Circle with your—oh, God!” The pressure built. I was so wet that heat seared me inside and out. I bucked and screamed.


  Drew rode Neal harder, and he, in turn, thrust into me with more force. My fifth orgasm immediately followed my fourth. Neal and Drew’s shouts followed my own, and the sounds came from the other end of a long tunnel.


  I passed out.


  Sometime later, consciousness intruded. The first thing I noticed was the soreness between my thighs. The sheet covering me shifted, brushing against my well-used sex. I am not partial to pain, but this kind of ache made me sigh with the memory of recent passion.


  The sight greeting me when I finally opened my eyes reminded me that more passion was on the way. Neal lay next to me on his back. Drew leaned over him, teasing Neal with light kisses and nips on his lower lip. From the way Drew’s hand moved under the sheet, I figured he had it wrapped around Neal’s cock.


  Neal had his hands wrapped around the slats on the headboard, and from the way he flexed his muscles, his enjoyment of Drew’s ministrations was obvious.


  “Are you starting without me?” Though Drew was breaking one of our rules—we play together or not at all—I wasn’t angry. We’d already compromised on our policy of keeping our thirds out of our bedroom. Somehow Neal belonged here, with Drew and me.


  Drew lifted his kiss-swollen lips from Neal. “You look so beautiful asleep that I didn’t have the heart to wake you. Don’t worry. We’re just messing around.”


  “Messing around?” Neal groaned. “You’ve kept me hard for almost twenty minutes.”


  Drew narrowed his eyes. “You were watching the clock?”


  Neal shook his head and sucked in his breath. I think Drew squeezed Neal’s cock. “No, Chef. I’m estimating. It’s a kitchen skill. But if you care to throw me over your lap and punish me for my impudence, I wouldn’t mind.”


  Though I wasn’t sure whether Neal was topping from the bottom or displaying his sense of humor, I laughed. Drew hadn’t drawn clear boundaries or established protocols—even I was taking it slowly—and he also didn’t care to witness corporal punishments. “As I recall, I owe you a spanking. That wasn’t six orgasms.”


  Neal gasped and turned a little gray. “Oh, sweet lord, Chef. Please adjust your grip a little. Get the whole ball in your hand before you squeeze again.”


  I lifted the sheet to find that Drew did not have Neal’s cock in his hand. He had a handful of Neal’s balls. Neal had listed CBT as something he loved.


  My brows shot into my hairline. In a million years, I never would have thought Drew would consent to administering that kind of pain to another man. “Do you want me to teach you how to do that without damaging his package?”


  Drew narrowed his eyes at me. Macho rolled from him in palpable waves. “He’s telling me what he likes and what he doesn’t like. As I said, we’re messing around. He’ll be ripe for his spanking. I want you to show me how to do that too.”


  “I’m fine, Mistress.” Neal threw me a tension-filled smile. “Chef learns quickly.”


  I was shocked and pleased. Drew had helped me to top subs before, but he’d done it more to help move the scene along than for actual personal satisfaction.


  Trusting that Neal would speak up again if Drew went too far, I concentrated on Neal’s face. “What do you like more, the stretching or the squeezing?”


  “I like when you alternate the sensations, Mistress. I’m not partial to pricking or pins, though I do like the sting of a crop.”


  His preferences were strikingly precise for someone who had recently turned twenty-four. I wondered at the depth of his experience. Most people, even if they dabbled in BDSM earlier, didn’t practice anything hardcore until their thirties or later. Learning at the tender age of twenty, I had been an anomaly in my community. As such, my mentors and my best friends were all ten or more years older than me.


  I stretched, giving both men an eyeful, and then I rolled out of bed. “I’m going to freshen up. When I get back, I want to see you kneeling next to the chaise.”


  Making a sub wait was one of the purest delights there was. I took my time, certain that Drew would keep him on edge. I perused my closet, ultimately selecting a lacy red slip that hugged my curves and accented the small valley between my breasts.


  I returned to find Neal on the floor where I’d told him to be, and Drew relaxing on the chaise. He’d donned a pair of worn jeans and a Sensual Secrets shirt that had a monochromatic version of his face on it. This was the same shirt he gifted to my brother every year for Christmas. Danny absolutely refused to wear Drew’s face on his chest, but Alaina and Evan didn’t have a problem wearing them.


  I situated myself comfortably on the chaise, scooting Drew out of the way with my butt. He sat up next to me, which I found odd. I’d never delivered a spanking with someone plastered to my side.


  “Honey, you might want to stand up for a better angle.”


  Drew nodded and positioned himself so that he leaned against the low arm of the lounge. “This good?”


  “Yep.” Then I turned my attention to my waiting sub. “Stand up and bend over my lap.”


  “Yes, Mistress.”


  With practiced ease, he assumed the perfect angle and posture. I had nothing to correct, so I began by caressing his ass. “Whether you’re getting the blood flowing to the region or just tormenting him between spanks, this is an essential part of the process.”


  Drew leaned forward and joined me in ministering to Neal. This also surprised me. Sure, he’d smacked a sub or two on the ass, but not in a practiced sort of way.


  Without speaking, I showed him how to cup his hand. He was smart enough to figure out the reasons for this, and he also knew where I kept the spanking gloves. I made a mental note to order ones that would fit Drew’s larger hands.


  I started off with several light swats, and then I caressed the area where the sting was centered. The next round of swats were a little harder. Because I didn’t know his threshold, and he’d said that only light pain turned him on, I wanted to be careful how quickly I took him up that slope.


  Red handprints peppered his backside. This next round would test his endurance. I swung five times before air hissed from his teeth.


  I motioned Drew closer. “Will you reach under and give him some pleasure?”


  With a devilish expression gracing his stunning features, Drew knelt down to get a better angle.


  Neal moaned.


  “No coming allowed.”


  And he groaned. I continued alternating spanks with rubs, and Drew leaned his face closer to Neal. I couldn’t hear what he was whispering in Neal’s ear, but I had been the recipient of his bedroom talk. No doubt he was promising all sorts of tantalizing things in an effort to ruin Neal’s concentration. Drew could be a demon when he put his mind to it.


  I resisted the urge to giggle at my devious lover. “Five more, Neal. Count them.” Without waiting for his agreement, I delivered a sharp blow.


  “Five.” Strain already strangled his voice. By the time he counted the last one, I knew he was holding onto the last shred of his sanity.


  Afterward, I had him kneel between my knees and rest his cheek on my thigh. I smoothed my fingers over his temple and through his hair. Drew sat next to me, and slung his arm around my shoulder, pulling me so that I rested my head on him. We stayed like that for the longest time, the three of us clustered together in peace and enveloped in contentment.


  At last, I felt Neal’s lips moving over my thigh. “Thank you, Mistress and Chef. That was incredible.”


  I didn’t get the sense that a spanking would be a deterrent if he chose to misbehave, but I also couldn’t see him being willfully disobedient, not without reason.


  


  Chapter Ten


  


  Sophia


  


  Later that night, Drew and Neal had made dinner together. They’d conscripted me into service as an assistant, so I found myself watching them as I chopped vegetables. They moved around the kitchen in a choreographed dance, sliding past one another though there was plenty of room, and stealing sensual touches as they worked.


  I’d let Neal wear an apron for this, but Drew and I had agreed that he would be otherwise naked. I liked watching the muscles of his bare ass flex as he adjusted his stance or took a few steps. Drew managed to press the bulge in his pants against Neal’s bottom several times, and I grabbed a handful whenever Neal was close enough to me.


  Drew didn’t escape my attention either. Being in the kitchen with those two was a serious test of how far I could go before my libido reached the tipping point.


  Neal was making something, but he wouldn’t tell me what it was. Drew looked like he’d figured it out, though it had taken him a few minutes. He didn’t look worried, so I didn’t stress over it. Even after the turnip incident, I trusted Drew’s taste in food.


  Now that my part was over, Drew finished making tandoori spiced chicken, and Neal wrapped something decadent in a tortilla shell. Between the two of them, I was going to be on my back moaning like a beached whale, the prospect of which I didn’t mind. In my book, lying on my back and moaning was good no matter the cause.


  As Drew plated the main part of the meal, Neal piped the sweet filling he’d put in the tortillas on my shoulder. Then he opened his mouth wide and sucked it off. Tingles took off in all directions. “Mmm,” I moaned. “Keep that up and I might let you put that stuff other places.”


  With a soft pop, he released my shoulder. Then he captured my gaze with his. “If you would allow me, Mistress, I would love to have that privilege.”


  I grasped his face between my hands and brought him close for a kiss. Neal had incredible lips. I found myself swaying toward him, and the short distance between us disappeared as he wedged himself between my thighs. He scooped me up and pressed my sex more firmly against his hardening cock. I wrapped my legs around him, my calves and heels pressing into his naked flesh. Though I surrounded him, he engulfed me with his passion.


  For the first time with a submissive, I didn’t feel the need to immediately reestablish control. I didn’t have the sense that Neal was overstepping his bounds or making a power play. Mews of pleasure sounded deep in his throat as I deepened the kiss.


  A sharp crack rent the air. Dazed and momentarily confused, I broke the kiss and stared at Drew. He regarded me with a raised brow. “Dinner is ready.”


  Reluctantly, I released Neal. “Set the table.” As he turned to follow that order, I caught the sight of Drew’s handprint on his ass, a brilliant relief against the fading pink from the spanking I’d delivered. “Nice. He looks good wearing your mark.”


  Drew shrugged, but I wasn’t fooled by his nonchalant demeanor.


  “Are you okay?” That was our signal for calling a time-out in the scene so that Drew and I could talk about what was and wasn’t working for us.


  “Fine.” He took Neal’s place between my thighs, but when he leaned closer, he put his mouth whispering distance from my ear. “I think we should ask Neal to come to Elysium with us.”


  Visions of the three of us wandering around a tropical BDSM paradise made me slippery and ripe. I could have come with very little stimulation.


  “Okay.” I tried to play it cool, just as Drew had, and he was as fooled as I had been. We shared a sly grin. Our flight left Monday morning, and we both wanted Neal with us. “Let’s ask in the morning. I don’t want him thinking about anything but us tonight.”


  We hadn’t said it aloud, but we both wanted Neal sleeping in our bed tonight, and that was something we’d never before invited a third to do. Drew and I had always utilized the guest bedrooms and clear boundaries. With Neal, we were blurring and breaking through our established protocols left and right, and neither of us wanted to stop.


  The three of us played until well into the early morning hours. I don’t know who fell asleep first, but I do know that all of us had fought it long and hard.


  I woke to Drew spooning me on one side and Neal sprawled on the other. Neither of them stirred, and I took the time to let myself awaken slowly. In the late morning light filtering through the gossamer curtains in the next room, Neal looked young and innocent. The wariness and cynicism was absent from his angular features. I wanted to make him feel safe enough to be that vulnerable when he was awake.


  He shifted, and a shallow frown marred his features. His unconscious mind was no doubt registering the fact that he was in a strange bed. It was a matter of time before it prodded his conscious mind awake. I didn’t know if Neal was the kind who stayed around the morning after or bolted.


  I wanted happiness to be his first feeling of the day. Without disengaging my body from Drew’s hold, I scooted toward Neal. Drew naturally relaxed, releasing my waist and not protesting when his leg slid from on top of mine. Without me in his arms, he’d wake up in a matter of minutes. He frequently complained when I didn’t accompany him on working trips because he maintained that he had trouble sleeping without me nearby.


  The sheet covered Neal up to his waist. I traced a path from shoulder to shoulder, across his chest. His skin was cool, but not cold. I continued my foray, exploring lower and lower. I straddled him and added my lips to the mix. I luxuriated in the texture of his skin—smooth in places and rough where coarse hair sprinkled low in a line down the center of his belly.


  At last, he shifted again, and his eyes blinked open. I glanced up to see him watching me through his dark eyelashes. Because I was kissing near his waist, my breasts were pressed to his cock. It stirred to life under me, lengthening with morning languor.


  I rubbed my breasts over him, moving down so that the soft hairs at the tops of his thighs tickled my nipples. A pearly drop seeped from his tip, and I flicked my tongue over it, gathering up that little treat. Then I explored him with my mouth, wetting him so that he’d slip easily past my lips.


  When I sucked him deep, he gasped, a hoarse, raspy noise issuing from the back of his throat. “Mistress,” he moaned.


  Never had my title sounded so sweet or fulfilling. Reverence dripped from the word, and he meant it with every fiber of his being.


  Next to us, Drew stirred. His hand was on his cock before he opened his eyes, as if he knew exactly what vision he’d find. When his lashes did flutter open, he flashed a sexy smile that betrayed no evidence of having just been asleep. He rolled to his knees and out of my field of vision.


  I watched Neal, whose gaze shifted between Drew and me. When I felt Drew’s hands on my waist, I cooperated, getting to my knees so that he could take me from behind. Blowing Neal had made me slick already, so Drew had no need to prepare me.


  He sank into me, and I moaned around Neal’s cock, which made him arch and gasp.


  “Good morning, Neal. You can’t come until your Mistress does.”


  Neal nodded. His mouth moved to form words, and it took him a few tries to get anything out. “Yes, Chef.”


  Drew knew just how to angle himself, the exact spot to hit. Neither of us meant to drag it out. He fucked me with glorious efficiency, and I came quickly. The sounds I made caused Neal to writhe. He definitely liked the vibrations. At one point he smoothed my hair away from my face, but he didn’t otherwise touch me because I hadn’t given permission, and neither had Drew.


  My husband followed me over that cliff, and Neal came before Drew had finished spurting his seed into me.


  Neal handed me a tissue from the nightstand so that I could spit.


  Later, we had breakfast on the back patio. It overlooked a massive lawn and tennis court. I lounged with my feet on Neal’s lap. He massaged them casually, and whenever he stopped, I played with his manly bits.


  “Neal?”


  He finished sipping his coffee and set down his mug. “Yes, Mistress?”


  “Sophia.” I brought us out of the scene because I wanted to make sure he felt no pressure.


  Neal flinched, and his shoulders tensed. I’d been too abrupt.


  I put my feet on the ground and reached to squeeze his wrist. “We want to ask you something, but I want your head firmly out of sub territory beforehand.”


  That didn’t relax him at all. I glanced to Drew, who was casually slouched in his chair. He finished a bite of toast and licked his fingers. “We’re heading to Elysium tomorrow. You heard us talking about it earlier this week.”


  Neal nodded, but his wary posture didn’t change.


  I circled my fingertips on the sensitive part of his wrist. “We want you to come with us.”


  He hadn’t been expecting an invitation. He sat back, withdrawing his arm from my touch. “I have to work.”


  I smiled tightly. “I’m sure your boss can make other arrangements.” It wasn’t like Neal had been promoted to head chef or anything. Those positions were earned through time and talent. Drew had high standards, and employees found there were a lot of hoops to jump through to gain his respect.


  He shot me a thunderous look that bordered on bratty. “How would my boss explain my absence to the other employees?”


  I hadn’t seen this side of Neal before, but if he thought he could intimidate me, he was mistaken. I opened my mouth to deliver a set-down, but Drew beat me to it.


  He nailed Neal with an icy glare. “Your boss doesn’t owe anybody an explanation. Even if anybody thought to question the coincidence, they wouldn’t be stupid enough to voice anything. If you don’t want to go, then just decline the invitation. Don’t attack Sophie.”


  Neal lifted a brow. “Because she’ll punish me? Do you think I’m afraid of her?”


  I itched to take him down, but I knew that a show of physical force wasn’t what he needed. It would only make matters worse. I rose to my feet, traveled the two steps it took to put me in front of Neal’s chair, and I leaned down, casting my shadow over him so that he could see nothing but my face. His bratty expression evaporated, and he stared at me with wide, wary eyes.


  “I don’t want you to be afraid of me, Neal. However I will not tolerate disrespect. We’re negotiating right now, but don’t make the mistake of thinking you won’t be punished for insolence.” I drew my fingertip down his nose and over his lips. “We’re going to start again. This time, leave your hostility out of it.”


  I didn’t give him a chance to respond. Somebody had trained him very well, yet he had obvious trust issues. Given what he’d been through—and I knew I didn’t know half of the story—I didn’t blame him. I could, however, help him work through those problems.


  Drew and I had a silent conversation for a second, reaffirming that we did, in fact, still want Neal with us.


  I sat down and put my feet back on Neal’s lap. He stared at them, but he didn’t touch them.


  I swigged the last of my coffee. “Neal, Drew and I would like you to come to Elysium with us as our guest. We leave Monday and return Friday.”


  Neal nodded. “Okay, but I want possession of my round-trip ticket. It stays with me.”


  That wasn’t unreasonable. I exchanged a glance with Drew, who indicated with the lift of a shoulder that he didn’t care.


  He pressed his thumb into my instep. “And I’ll need to go home now. I have some things to take care of.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Neal fell asleep three hours into the flight. I didn’t know where he’d stashed his return ticket, but he had it tucked away somewhere. He’d slept at his aunt’s house last night, and we’d missed having him in our bed.


  Drew and I watched him, crashed on his first-class seat. We’d been holding hands and chatting, but now we lifted the arm rests, and I scooted closer. He slung his arm around me, and I snuggled my head against his shoulder.


  Though he’d woken me early to have sex before we finished packing for our eight a.m. flight, I wasn’t tired. The idea of having Neal to ourselves on a tropical island sent my libido into overdrive. If we’d been on a private jet, I would have ordered Neal to strip, and we would have begun our vacation early.


  “I’m glad we invited him,” Drew whispered to me. “This feels different—being with him.”


  Yesterday Drew’s parents had come over, bringing Lila, their daughter who lived out of state and had surprised them with an impromptu visit. We hadn’t talked too much about our night with Neal, and by the time our unexpected guests had left, we had been too exhausted to do more than go to sleep.


  “Yeah,” I agreed. “Very different. I wonder if it’s because he’s only ever been ours together?”


  Drew considered this aspect. “Maybe. Or maybe it’s just him. He’s the first one who has made me look forward to participating in any kind of S&M scene.”


  “We could do that on the island. I don’t think our room has dungeon furniture. We’ll probably have to go to one of the public areas, and I don’t know how he’ll react to that. He might like to watch us, but I’m not sure if he’d want to be put on display.”


  The hand Drew had parked on my hip stroked slow circles through the fabric of the comfortable yoga pants I’d worn for the long flight. “I thought that kind of thing wasn’t up to him.”


  This was a conversation in which we had engaged before. I sighed. “Everything is up to him. He has the ultimate veto power.”


  Drew thought about it, and I was pretty sure it was for the first time. It wasn’t that he’d ignored me for four years. It was more like the information hadn’t been relevant. That had changed. “Like when he agreed to a spanking or when he showed me how to pull on his sac.” Drew nodded as he made sense of what had happened. “Okay, I get it. I’m not sure I understand this new urge I have to do those things to him.”


  I smiled into his shirt, and I knew he felt the move. “You know he gets off on it. The power rush comes from giving him what he wants, but on your terms. Think about how it made you feel to deny him an orgasm and then push him so that he couldn’t stop it from happening.”


  Drew shifted in his seat, and I knew he wanted to adjust himself, something he refused to do in public. This kind of talk was turning him on.


  “You had no intention of letting him get to six,” I continued. “You set him up to take a spanking, and you both knew that’s what was going to happen. He consented because he enjoys the challenge, but also because he wanted to be spanked.”


  With his trademark cocky grin on his lips, Drew leaned over and planted a kiss on my forehead. “I think I’m going to enjoy this vacation a lot.”


  I woke Neal when the captain’s voice came over the loudspeaker to let us know we were about to land. The three of us retuned our trays to the upright and locked position, and we put on our seatbelts. While I didn’t mind flying, I hated takeoffs and landings. Drew held my hand, giving me solid reassurance. On my other side, Neal did the same. I looked over to see whether he was afraid, and he smiled at me, offering similar support. I was flanked by supportive and sexy men. Feeling secure and safe, I relaxed. In no time at all, the wheels were on the runway and we were stopped on the tarmac.


  From here, we transferred to a boat. Elysium didn’t have a large airport, so people wanting to end up there had to fly to a nearby island, and then they had to either charter a noisy passenger plane or a quiet boat.


  I’m glad Drew arranged for a water route. The fresh, salty smell of the ocean invigorated me, as did the tropical sun beating on my skin. I’d brought sunscreen, but mostly for my men. My olive skin rarely burned, though the harsher, more direct rays of the sun near the equator had done the trick before. I slathered some on my exposed skin, handed the bottle to Drew, and turned my attention to Neal.


  “Strip.”


  Neal glanced around, but nobody was in sight. Our short cruise was a private one. Most of Elysium’s customers were wealthy, and some of the locals had cultivated successful businesses ferrying groups of kinky people in well-appointed private boats.


  “We’re the only people on the boat.” I didn’t have to give him assurances, but I did. I saw no reason to expect his complete, blind trust until he’d been with me for a while. That’s how relationships worked. Plus, I knew he wasn’t quite ready.


  Drew made a strangled sound. “Yacht, Sophie. It’s not a ‘boat,’ and don’t let the captain hear you refer to this vessel as one.”


  I did a visual sweep of my surroundings. I wasn’t a seafaring kind of person, and to me it just seemed like a large, luxurious boat. Since I’d been with Drew, he’d spent significant time trying to acclimate me to his lifestyle. He was of the opinion that I should be pampered, and I had grown to like being spoiled by him. Still, I shrugged away the distinction. We’d rented the vessel. It wasn’t like the captain was going to dump us overboard.


  He shook his head with more drama than necessary, and the amused grin on his lips only added humor to his display of mock exasperation.


  Neal snickered at our exchange, and he removed his shirt.


  I poked at his jeans. “These too. Keep your briefs on for now.”


  Lotioning Neal took some serious time. I had to make sure every exposed inch of him was covered with sunscreen, and it all had to be rubbed into his skin to prevent streaking. I began with his shoulders, and by the time I’d made it to his legs, Drew had joined me.


  “You want him to keep his underwear on?” Drew rubbed Neal’s cock through the softness of Neal’s teal briefs. The poor man had been growing an erection the entire time I’d been administering to him.


  “Tropical island,” I said. “We don’t want certain areas to get burned.”


  Drew rose to his feet. Neal was a few inches taller, but Drew managed to dominate the space nonetheless. “Tell me your thoughts on public nudity.”


  A shadow passed behind Neal’s eyes. I stood and put my hand on his arm, letting him know that I was there to support him without imposing my will.


  He stared at my hand, avoiding Drew’s eyes. “If it’s all the same, this is as naked as I like to get in public. However if you want to strip down, I’m good with it.”


  “Neal?” Drew wasn’t going to let him get away with the evasion. All that time spent with a Domme in the bedroom, and he’d definitely picked up on the subtleties. “What’s wrong?”


  He took a breath and seemed to come to a decision. “I don’t want to limit you or Mistress, Chef. I know this place lends itself to slaves with little to no clothing and public sex, but I don’t care for either of those things. I know you don’t share that reservation.”


  “We’d never break your hard limits,” I said softly. “But we need to you be clear about what they are.”


  He nodded and brought his gaze up, locking eyes with me and then with Drew. “I dislike public nudity for no reason. If it’s part of a scene, then I’m okay with it, but if you’re doing it just to show me off, then I’m not.”


  Drew’s jaw flexed, I think more out of surprise than anger. He nodded. “Okay. So you’re good with being naked as long as you’re being flogged or fucked.”


  Neal’s granite expression cracked, and a smile appeared. “Yes, Chef. Would you like me to put sunscreen on your back? I wouldn’t want you to get burned or do anything that might limit your ability to move. Mistress, I would love to help you as well.”


  Though I had the feeling that he wasn’t being completely forthcoming with us, I let Neal change the topic. He was with us for fun and friendship, not to have us pry into his personal life. If we had our way, that would eventually change. For now, I let it go. I let him have a turn at my back when he finished with Drew, and then I presented him with a collar.


  “For the duration of our trip, I’d like you to wear it.”


  Neal eyed the simple royal-blue snakeskin collar. He’d told me that bondage didn’t turn him on, so I had chosen something simple, with clean, masculine lines. It indicated ownership, and it lacked metal rings that would come in handy for tying him up.


  He knelt at my feet. “I would be honored, Mistress.”


  Drew watched as I buckled it on, fierce and possessive pride gleaming from his eyes. Though I’d picked it out, I hadn’t purchased it until he’d voiced his approval. He liked how the color would bring out Neal’s eyes.


  We arrived on the island in no time, and Heather McDougall met us at the dock. Flanked by two men wearing tiny black shorts, she stood out as the leader of the group. The men helped tie up the boat—yacht—and then they leapt aboard and took our luggage.


  I smiled at the tall, dark-skinned woman. I hadn’t seen her in years. Even then, our association had been brief. I was friends with Jonas, and Heather had been buddies with Jonas’s ex-wife, the evil bitch from Hell. There was no bad blood between us, though things could have been awkward if Jonas hadn’t already reestablished a relationship with her.


  Sabrina liked Heather and wanted to keep her as the manager of the resort. Ellen liked Heather as well, but both of them wanted my opinion on her before any decisions were finalized. Samantha had plans to fly down and meet Heather in the next few weeks.


  One of Heather’s slaves held out his hand to help me disembark, but Neal got there first. He stared down the other submissive with a glare that would have chilled ice. Neal might be submissive, but he was no pushover, and nobody was going to touch me without my expressed permission. He lifted me from the boat and set me gently on the dock. Drew received Neal’s assistance as well.


  In all the years I had been a dominatrix, I had never been in this situation. My submissives were bedroom playthings. Even before Drew had come into my life, I hadn’t allowed my subs entree into my personal life.


  Heather held her arms open, and I hugged her warmly.


  “Hey, girl. You are looking even more beautiful than the last time I saw you. Thirty looks good on you.”


  I was twenty-eight. I wondered if she meant I looked good for thirty or if I looked good in general. As I carried on my worried internal monologue, Drew intervened.


  He laughed, the bastard. Of course, thirty was in his rearview mirror, so he no longer thought it was a big deal. “It will in a couple years, anyway. You must be Heather.”


  Her eyes widened. “Sorry. Note to self: Shut up after the compliment.”


  I smiled to let her know I wasn’t angry. “Heather, this is my husband, Drew.” She shook his hand. “And this is our submissive, Neal. Neal, say hello to Mistress Heather.”


  Neal bowed his head respectfully, which was good because I didn’t want him kneeling for anybody else but Drew. “Hello, Mistress Heather.”


  She acknowledged him with the barest lift of her chin. “He’s lovely. Did you want an extra set of chains in your suite? Perhaps attached to the bedpost?”


  “No, thank you. We’d like to freshen up, and then we thought we’d explore the resort.”


  Heather nodded. “I’ll have a guide available for you in an hour.”


  Drew slung his arm around me. “That’s not necessary. We want to see everything the way a guest sees it.”


  That was my business strategy. To that end, I had asked Heather for the most popular suite. Some of the buildings were quite old, and Ellen had mentioned that some of them needed updating. Alexei and Stefano had allotted money to cover renovations, but they hadn’t set foot on the place to gauge the extent of what needed to be done.


  Our suite consisted of a large living room and kitchenette, two bedrooms, and two bathrooms. The wallpaper was old and faded, and the floors needed to be refinished. Though the furniture was serviceable, it was also dated. I took one of the bags Heather’s slave had parked in the bedroom into the bathroom, where I stopped short.


  “Drew!”


  He was there in seconds, drawn by my panicked exclamation. At first, he tried to push past me. “Did you find a bug?”


  I gave him a dry look. He was the one who had issues with creepy-crawlies. My brother had anesthetized me to the sight of spiders and their ilk. He and I had played sadistic insect-related jokes on one another often enough so that our parents had stopped intervening. Once, he’d even put garter snakes in my bed.


  Drew, the love of my life, didn’t scream or make a big deal about insects, but he also was in the habit of calling me to remove them.


  “Why would I call you for that?”


  Not bothering with a pointless protest, he shrugged.


  “Look around.”


  I watched his face, and it didn’t take long for it to assume an expression of comical amazement. “Holy shit.”


  “Yeah. It looks like someone went to a hotel demolition in Vegas and thought they hit the jackpot.”


  Huge yellow flowers sprung from clusters of leaves on the wallpaper. The plumbing fixtures furthered the garden theme. The huge soaker tub—large enough for the three of us—had a swan spout and signet handles.


  I felt Neal behind me. His bare chest pressed against my back. “I’ve seen worse.”


  Looking up over my shoulder, I took in the smile lighting his face. “Really?”


  “Yeah. Not much worse, but yeah. Worse. At least it doesn’t look like a whore’s bathroom.”


  Drew shook his head. “I might have preferred that.”


  “All the suites will need to be made over,” I decided.


  “Themed decor,” Neal said. “People who stay here will want different themes. Dungeon, of course. Pirate, harem, garden, things like that.”


  “No,” I said. “No gardens.” I liked his other ideas. As with his suggestion for a new name, Neal seemed to hit gold whenever he opened his mouth.


  “Garden of Eden,” he argued. “Do a simple, versatile decor in the rooms, and you can change out accent pieces that create the theme.”


  Drew turned a signet and water came out the swan’s open beak. “It’s clean. Just old and worn.” He poked at the feathers on the swan’s open wing. “And dangerous. I think somebody drunk could impale themselves on this.”


  I turned the water off. “We can try it out tonight. Heather mentioned in an email that she has something special planned for this evening. I want to check out the island before dinner, and we all need to freshen up.”


  An hour later, I wore a bikini top and wrapped a sarong around my waist. It matched the blue of Neal’s collar. I didn’t leave Drew out of the palate either. I’d packed him royal blue shorts, and I’d set them on the counter in the bathroom when he’d gone in to rinse off and check his face. He liked to be clean-shaven all the time. I liked the scruffy look on him every now and again, but he refused to look less than perfect in public. My diva.


  I’d let Neal change into a pair of sexy short-shorts that matched his collar. He looked good in bright blue. Very good. I thought about stripping him down and sucking on his cock.


  When Drew came out of the bedroom, he looked from his shorts to Neal’s collar and then to me. “Sophie, I love you, but this is ridiculous.”


  “I think you both look damn sexy.”


  Drew rolled his eyes and disappeared back into the bedroom.


  Neal grinned at me. “Mistress, have you ever topped Chef?”


  I began to shake my head, but then I rethought my answer. “When we first met. It didn’t work out.”


  “That’s why you’re here.” Drew rejoined us, looking resplendent in plaid shorts and pale yellow shirt, and we all exited the room. “Sophie needs someone who always wears what she picks out without arguing.”


  Neal scoffed good-naturedly. “She was right, though. You did look damn sexy in those shorts. They bring out your eyes.”


  For a second, I think Drew considered putting them back on. Instead, he grabbed my hand and twined his fingers in mine. Then he nodded at Neal. “Come on, boy toy. Let’s see what kinds of trouble we can get you into.”


  


  Chapter Eleven


  


  Neal


  


  The shorts were tight. They constricted my balls and forced me to position my manhood straight up so that if I got hard, the tip would peek out of the waistband. I liked the squeezing sensation, and so I didn’t complain. I think Mistress knew exactly what she was doing by making me wear them.


  Whenever we stopped to look at something, she would reach back and absently stroke me until my dick came to life. It didn’t take long. Sophia was a gorgeous woman, inside and out.


  I liked her. I liked her a lot. She respected my limits without question, though I suspected that if I opened myself to her, she would push me. I both craved and feared that eventuality. Thank goodness I’d built in an expiration date for this adventure in ménage.


  The collar was something I hadn’t expected. With or without it, I recognized Mistress as my Domme and Chef as my Dom. I’d never been topped by two people before, and I was looking forward to seeing how it worked out.


  Drew, of course, wasn’t openly topping me. Yet. I had every confidence that he would come into his own while we were on Elysium. It’s funny because when I first saw them together, I had thought that he was the Dom. I had been reluctant to become involved—even though I knew their reputation for playing around—precisely because I didn’t like the idea of multiple subs. Somebody inevitably got jealous, and things went down the tubes.


  I had observed them for several weeks before I realized that Sophia was the Domme and that Chef wasn’t in touch with his dominant side anywhere outside of the kitchen. I also had figured out that they weren’t going to proposition me. The fact they respected me and treated me with professional courtesy meant a lot, and it made the decision to offer myself that much easier. Or less hard. I hadn’t offered myself to anyone since Master Geordie.


  The island was beautiful. The rooms were outdated, but the landscaping had been kept up well. The island didn’t seem to boast anything outside of the usual amenities. The guests were the only points of interest so far. Some were naked, others were engaged in some kind of BDSM or ménage play. Most of them just looked like people on vacation.


  I walked behind Mistress and Chef, watching them hold hands. Drew often paused to kiss her, and though he mostly held her hand, he dropped it frequently to let his hands wander over her exposed skin.


  Sophia didn’t seem to mind. I wondered what she would do if I tried to take some of those liberties.


  The next time we paused at a railing, I moved in next to Mistress. In the large, open area, I made out stations set up. Some had frameworks where a submissive could be tied. I recognized a Catherine wheel that looked old and unsafe. Nobody used this space.


  “This is where you should put the coliseum,” I said. “You can have shops or alcoves that cater to different kinds of kink and an open area for the games.”


  I skimmed my fingertips down her arm and across her back. She responded favorably, softening her body and turning toward me.


  Drew got into my idea, pointing out the area under discussion to better define it. “The field can be used for fairs, demonstrations, or displays. It could accommodate workshops and lessons. We could host kink conventions.”


  Mistress cupped her hand around my dick. “I like it. I’ll ask Samantha to draw up what it could look like.”


  I had no idea who Samantha was, and I didn’t care. I stroked a caress down her spine to the same rhythm she used on me.


  “That’s not going to get you laid,” Drew said. “Frustrated, maybe, but that’s it.”


  Mistress slid between me and the railing, adjusting her grip on my hard-on as she turned to face me. She tilted her head back and grinned. “Kiss me.”


  I gladly obliged. Mistress had great lips, and she kissed with her whole body. By the time she released me, my mental faculties had taken flight.


  Drew eased her from my embrace and put his lips where mine had just been. I watched them, contentment washing through my system. They were right together, and I was honored to belong to them.


  When I thought they’d stop, Drew lifted Sophia onto the top rung of the metal fencing and pushed her wraparound out of the way. Underneath, her electric blue thong, visible under the sheerness of the fabric, matched her top. Drew slid his knuckles along her slit, and she moaned into his mouth.


  He broke away at last, his magnificent bare chest heaving in the late afternoon sunlight. “Kneel between her legs. Lick her until she comes. I’ll hold her steady and keep her from falling.”


  Mistress tasted better than sweet summer melons. I hooked my finger around the crotch of her thong and dove into her warmth. Chef moved in behind me, and I felt his hard cock press against the back of my head. I wanted to take care of him after I saw to Mistress’s pleasure, but I didn’t hurry. Her moans were a music I would never tire of hearing.


  She clamped her muscles on my tongue, and I think the only reason she didn’t squeeze my head was because Chef had her knees on the outside of his hips. He rocked against my head, pushing me into her, smothering me. No matter—I didn’t need to breathe. The suffocation made my head buzz.


  Mistress cried out, and her climax poured into my mouth. I sucked and slurped, licking her clean in my greed for more.


  Chef eased back. I swiveled and seized his cock, pleading for permission with the look in my eyes. He nodded, and I had his shorts around his ankles faster than he could help Mistress down from the railing. With her juices wetting my face, I took him deep into my mouth. My cock pounded, pulsing with need. I was so close to climax it wasn’t funny.


  I breathed through my nose and tried to control my reactions. As I fondled his balls, I tried to think about things that weren’t sexy, but I failed. The only things my mind would hold were Mistress and Chef. There was no room for anything else.


  My orgasm took me seconds before Drew’s semen spurted in my mouth. I don’t know how much time passed, but before I knew it, Mistress was stroking my face and the tropical breeze caressed my cheeks.


  I peered at her, eyes wide with contrition. “I’m sorry, Mistress.”


  She shook her head. “I didn’t prohibit you from coming.”


  “You didn’t give permission.”


  “No, I didn’t. We’ll have to work out a signal for when you’re otherwise occupied and need to ask.” She squatted so that she was nearly on my level. “If your hands are free, cross your fingers, and I will either grant or deny permission.”


  “Yes, Mistress.” The wetness on my shorts was growing cold and stiff. I didn’t for a second think she would let me change.


  I looked for Drew, and I found him leaning against the railing with his eyes closed. His shorts were back in place, and he had a look of supreme satisfaction on his face that gave me no small amount of pride.


  Mistress grinned. “You give quite a blow job.”


  I grinned back. “I’m not bad at eating pussy either.”


  She favored me with a catlike smile of satisfaction. “No, not bad. Drew likes it, you know. He loves to watch you eat my pussy. If I let him, he’d make you do that for hours.”


  My response was instantaneous. “Gladly, Mistress.”


  Drew coughed. “God. I’m hard again.”


  Mistress patted his package. “No time. I’m hungry, and we’ve been invited to a special event.”


  Dinner was unremarkable, which was a little disheartening. The food was good enough, but it wasn’t the delectable decadence I expected from resort eating. Drew and I exchanged several glances over the course of the meal.


  Mistress noticed. She met Drew’s gaze at one point and said, “I know. I know. We’d better start recruiting now. Not many people with that kind of skill want to live on an island resort full-time.”


  I shrugged. “Chefs will go anywhere for the right price. We’re whores that way.”


  Mistress laughed, her entire face softened and lit with joy. Awareness zinged through me, a foreign and unsettling feeling. I could become addicted to making her smile.


  “I thought you guys were just whores for good food.” She closed her hand over mine. “You should see Drew drool over my mother’s cooking. I swear, if he thought he had a chance, he would dump me for her in a heartbeat. He likes her for her recipes.”


  Drew narrowed his eyes. “I don’t have to, my darling dear. Your mother adores me. As long as I’m making you happy, she’ll sing like a canary anytime I want.”


  I waited with breathless anticipation for her to hold my hand, but she gave me a squeeze and let go. Tingles sparked through my skin, and I struggled to keep the conversation light. “I don’t suppose your mother would want to work here.”


  She shook her head. “My mom is anxiously awaiting her first grandchild. Nothing will tear her away from home.”


  I remembered Sophia mentioning her brother before. “When is his wife due?”


  “Five months. I think my mom has already bought a room full of stuff for the shower. She keeps taking meals over there because she thinks Evan and Danny don’t feed Lainie enough.”


  Drew gave Sophia’s stomach a pointed look. “I’d knock you up for that kind of treatment.”


  Mistress blushed and picked at the remnants of her salmon. “Five years. Maybe three.”


  Her brother’s name was Dan, and I had met him once when he’d visited the shop to take Sophia to lunch. “Who is Evan?” I also wanted to change the topic. I would rather the two of them discuss having children when I wasn’t around.


  She didn’t miss a beat. “Danny and Lainie’s husband. They’re a triad.”


  Suddenly I found my red potatoes extra interesting, though the rosemary and thyme drizzled over them were too sparse to lend much flavor. This new information threw the rumors about Drew and Sophie into sharper relief, and I understood what they were doing. They were looking to add a third person to their relationship, only they hadn’t found the right one yet.


  Sophie’s reluctance to have children likely stemmed from the fact that she wanted to wait until she felt her relationship was complete.


  She abruptly disappeared from my side. When I looked up, I found her nestled on Drew’s lap, her arms draped loosely around his neck, and they were staring one another in the eyes. If I hadn’t been so close, I wouldn’t have heard Drew’s heartfelt declaration.


  “You and I are forever, Sophie. I’d never leave you, not even for a better cook. I love you with every cell in my body.”


  Through her blush, she beamed, and I basked in the glow on the edges of their devotion. Whether my theory was right remained open for further thought, but one part of it bit the dust. Sophia did not feel she was missing anything in her relationship with Drew. I’d never seen her look so radiant, so blindingly happy. Love blazed from him too, and for a moment I beat back the sharp point of jealousy.


  I didn’t want what they had. It was rare and impossible to find—for me, anyway.


  Though I wasn’t hungry, I finished my potatoes. It was likely that I’d need the energy later. Mistress hadn’t been kidding when she’d described Chef as insatiable.


  After dinner, we made our way to an amphitheater nestled in a hillside and hidden from view. We walked past it twice before finding the right path to take us there. It was empty. Most of the resort was bereft of people.


  “Signs,” Drew growled. “And ‘you are here’ maps. This place isn’t very large, but guests should always know where they are and how to get where they’re going.”


  “I’ll put that on the list,” Sophia said. She grabbed my hand and tugged me in the right direction.


  I hadn’t been about to get lost, but I was curiously happy at the contact, especially because she didn’t let me go. She walked along the path, flanked by Drew and me, holding our hands in hers.


  Drew smiled at me over her head, and I felt heat traveling up my neck. A blush was imminent. I hoped it wasn’t too visible in the light of the setting sun.


  She selected a bench near the front. In true amphitheater style, the benches were made from stone. They had been worn smooth from years of sliding butts, but they were still hard and uncomfortable.


  In a surprise move, Mistress sat me next to Drew, and she took her place on my other side. Spotlights came up on the stage.


  “Lights on the steps down to the seats,” Drew said. “And replace the stone with wood. That has to be better.”


  I snickered. “It won’t be worse. I can see where sitting here for too long might aggravate someone with back pain or joint problems.” Master Geordie had suffered from sometimes-debilitating back pain. He’d said it was from a messed-up disk, and he’d enjoyed many massages delivered by my hands. After he’d abandoned me, I had tried to turn that skill into an income, but things hadn’t worked out. It seemed I was too attractive, and people didn’t want to pay for the use of my hands.


  Mistress looked around. “Maybe we offer outdoor cushions, something washable that can be sprayed down with disinfectant.”


  The crowd here filled up the first three rows. Outliers, couples who wanted a little more privacy, could be found sitting back from the rest, but there weren’t many of them. Nobody occupied the upper tiers, where bulky shapes in the darkness revealed that things were being stored in the unused space. They were covered with tarps, but I didn’t think Sophia would approve of using an open area like this as storage. It should be packed with people.


  “You could employ acting troupes to entertain guests by acting out erotic novel plots. They wouldn’t have to actually have sex. With the right staging, it would be easy to fake.” I didn’t know where that idea came from. Like the name “Sanctum” that Sophia had loved, it just came rolling out of me. Being around the both of them seemed to inspire me and make me think that anything was possible. Sitting here with them, I could see their dreams coming true, and I could picture being the head chef in my own restaurant.


  Mistress snuggled her head against my shoulder, and I looped my arm around her back to make her more comfortable. “I like it. We could have the exit path designed to offer places where people can blow off some steam if they can’t wait until they get back to their rooms. Maybe a garden with flowers and spanking benches.”


  It was a beautiful description. I liked how she saw the world. I envied her ability to look on the bright side of things. She was unspoiled by circumstance. Her vision was fresh, her perspective artless and pure. She’d lived a charmed life, and it reflected in her rosy view. With her, I could believe my dreams were going to come true.


  Sophia reached over and pounded Drew’s thigh with a closed fist. I jumped at her controlled violence. The impression I had of her so far didn’t encompass anything sudden or unkind, and I hadn’t thought her capable of delivering a blow without warning.


  Drew flinched. “Jesus, Sophie. What was that for?”


  “A better cook? I’m pretty damn good, mister. Who fixed the sauce for your Hawaiian chicken dish?”


  “You are pretty good,” he acknowledged. His fingers twitched, and I wondered whether he was resisting the urge to rub his thigh. “But you get your recipes from your mother.”


  She lifted her head from my shoulder and snorted. “You get your recipes from my mother and from yours. What’s the difference?”


  When I looked down, I caught her grin. She winked at me. “He likes to pretend that I don’t hit hard.”


  This was where I smiled. “You hit perfectly, Mistress. I am looking forward to experiencing more of that with you.”


  Drew gave in and massaged his thigh. “There’s no winning this. I gracefully admit defeat.”


  I laughed, both because I thought they were funny and because I was relieved to know that my original assessment of Sophia had been correct. She wasn’t the kind of Mistress who doled out punishment without reason and informed consent.


  With a wry twist to his lips, Drew regarded me. “Keep it up and you’ll spend the evening kneeling between my legs making me feel better.”


  That didn’t sound like a bad way to pass the time. Though I stopped laughing, the smile on my face grew. Sophia put her head back on my shoulder, and the woman who had met us at the dock came onstage.


  Mistress Heather looked like the sort of woman who would put my balls in a vise and leave them there all day just because she could. Once that would have appealed to me, but now I didn’t trust anybody enough to let them take those kinds of liberties.


  Except maybe Mistress and Chef. They were growing on me. Every minute with them took me a step closer to thinking I could take chances I knew I would come to regret.


  The lights went down everywhere, and five spotlights centered on Mistress Heather. She stood like a goddess, her regal bearing hushing the sparse crowd. She had no need to speak—her presence demanded attention.


  She spread her arms wide, and four of the spots zoomed to other locations. The illumination directed our attention to four slaves, two men and two women. Each had been stripped, spread open, and bound. Several of them quivered under the lights, and I recoiled. Bondage like that had never appealed to me. I did not like being put on display at private parties. I couldn’t imagine what it would be like to do this in front of a crowd.


  To be fair, there wasn’t much of a crowd. I hope Mistress and Chef got a deal on this place, because it didn’t look like it was currently making a profit. I had every confidence they could turn it around.


  “These slaves are for sale. Their next three hours belong to the highest bidder.”


  Scantily clad slaves made their way down the aisles, distributing programs to the various dominants in the audience. Mistress opened it up, and I saw that it contained short biographies of each slave, as well as their limits and preferences. It seemed each slave came with a set of toys and tools, and only those implements could be used on them.


  I knew a little about selling oneself to strangers, and I wholeheartedly agreed with the way they’d set up the rules.


  “Play rooms are available as part of the package. No slave may be taken to a private room.”


  Mistress frowned. She looked from the pamphlet to the various slaves. At last, her gaze landed on Drew. “I’m not sure about this.”


  Drew shrugged. “It’s a fantasy. The play rooms are monitored, so I don’t see the harm.”


  Her frown didn’t fade.


  “Mistress, each slave has stated what they want. The Doms who purchase them agree to abide by those limitations and preset scenarios. My concern is the money. Where is it going?”


  Sophia examined the small print, but her expression didn’t change. “Good question.”


  “The auction will begin in fifteen minutes. You may use that time to inspect the offerings.”


  As she spoke, several beefcakes appeared on the stage. Each muscle-bound hunk of sexiness wore tight leather pants and no shirt. Their chests gleamed in the reflected light, and I guessed that they had been oiled for the occasion. I didn’t have long to wonder about their purpose. Each took a position next to a bound slave. They were guards. I breathed a little easier to know that those up for auction wouldn’t be mistreated while prospective Masters and Mistresses were “inspecting the offerings.”


  Mistress sprang to her feet, threw another furrowed brow in Drew’s direction, and headed for the stage.


  Drew rose to his feet reluctantly and pulled me with him. “Come on. Sophie with her panties in a twist is never a good thing.”


  “I don’t blame her,” I said. “None of this has been run by her first.”


  As we followed in Mistress’s wake, Drew blew out a breath. “We’re scheduled to sign papers at the end of the month, so we don’t technically own it yet.”


  When she was angry, Mistress walked with an extra firmness to her step. It made her curvy ass sashay from side to side a little more. “You think that’s going to stop her?”


  “No,” Drew laughed. “When Sophia has her mind made up, she’s stubborn as all get-out.”


  We made it up the steps in time to hear her speaking to a bodyguard standing near a bound woman. “Can I touch her?”


  Up close, the man looked even larger and more imposing. From the way he reacted to Mistress’s authoritative tone, I surmised that he was a submissive. “No, Mistress. You may look, but you can’t—” He broke off and his hand flew out, grabbing the wrist of a nearby man. “No touching, Sir.”


  The would-be inspector narrowed his eyes at the bodyguard, but he did not challenge him. Mistress watched the altercation with her lips pursed. I knew she was not impressed with the setup. She might approve of vulnerability in a submissive, but she didn’t like the fact that these slaves were put in this position. They should be in a roped-off area or behind glass.


  Whirling, she beelined for Mistress Heather. I glanced at Drew, noting the worry lines forming around his mouth. He managed to stay at Mistress’s elbow, grabbing her arm to slow her progress. Once again, I trailed behind them. He spoke into her ear, but I wasn’t close enough to hear what he said.


  Mistress Heather smiled a greeting at Sophia. She couldn’t have missed the alarm radiating from Sophia’s body, but she didn’t seem affected by it. She opened her arms in greeting, and I was struck anew by her regal bearing. Though she was almost as tall as me, she seemed larger. Her build befit a taller woman. I could see her easily forcing one of the bodyguards to his knees. Yet for all that, she was shapely and attractive. The red-orange dress she wore mimicked the dancing of flames and highlighted her creamy, milk-chocolate skin. Someone had twined fabric of similar colors into the tight braids cascading down her back.


  Sophia ignored the friendly gesture. “Heather, please explain to me what is going on.” Though she phrased it politely, there was no missing the fact that it was a command.


  Mistress Heather hugged Sophia anyway. “These four submissives asked for this experience. You’ve seen the pamphlet?” At Sophia’s nod, Mistress Heather continued. “All precautions have been taken, and none of the slaves will be left alone. The monitors will be with them at all times. Discreetly, of course.”


  “Even after the auction?”


  Mistress Heather nodded.


  This seemed to mollify Sophia somewhat. Stiffness eased from her spine and shoulders.


  Drew also relaxed, but he still kept a vigilant eye on Sophia. “What happens with the money?”


  Though Drew had asked my question, Mistress Heather directed most of her answer to Sophia. “The money is used to pay for the rooms, the toys, the outfits, and the monitors. Any extra will go into a fund for upkeep and maintenance.”


  Sophia regarded Mistress Heather with a neutral expression on her face, and the manager slipped a few pegs in my esteem. I would never disrespect or defy her, but until she had my Mistress’s stamp of approval, she was nothing in my eyes.


  “I’m not sure I’m crazy about this scenario.”


  I wandered away. No order had been given requiring me to stay close to Mistress or Chef, and nobody called after me to correct my behavior, so I kept going. All the slaves had their wrists bound above their heads. The rope was attached to a chain that disappeared into the rafters over the stage. Shackles, spreader bars, and chains moored to the stage floor kept their feet in position. Other than that, the slaves wore minimal clothing. The women were dressed in lacy panties and bras, and the men wore leather shorts. Nothing was truly left to the imagination.


  Searching face after face, I found that none of the slaves were afraid. Each had that look of anticipation and fear that slaves had when they didn’t know exactly what was about to happen. Dominants found it sexy the same way I was drawn to a firmly set jaw.


  I stopped at the last one, a woman who kept her eyes downcast. Whenever a prospective Dom got too close, her guard intervened. He let them close enough to sniff her hair, and one Dom knelt to sniff her pussy, but he didn’t let them come into actual contact.


  The slave never once lifted her gaze. She had been trained by an exacting Master, and she was probably looking for more of the same. Geordie had been exacting. Mistress was not. She had demands and rules, but she didn’t try to obliterate my identity. Some of that may have had to do with the boundaries I’d set, but I honestly couldn’t see her ever going that far.


  That meant a lot to me.


  “Do you want her?”


  Mistress’s voice pulled me from my thoughts. Aunt Danielle had remarked several times that I had moments where I appeared dark and brooding. Since I had been brooding, I wondered if it had shown on my face and if Mistress had misinterpreted it for an interest in the slave on display.


  I shook my head. “Thank you, Mistress, but I don’t want anybody except you and Chef.”


  She put her hand in mine and tugged me around to face her. She wore a curious expression, and I had the feeling of being dissected by her for the first time. Perhaps I had been wrong about how exacting she could be. Drew had said that Sophia wanted to ease into the dynamic. Perhaps her lack of demands meant she was taking her time?


  “Neal, if you want her, I will get her for us.”


  Behind her, Drew let loose a long stream of air, and I figured that he liked girl-on-girl action. It held no appeal for me. I bit my lip, torn between giving Mistress an honest answer and getting a second woman for Drew.


  At last, I made my decision. No lies. “I do not want her, Mistress. I came over here to see what was going on, to make sure the slaves here truly wanted to be here. You were upset, and I wanted to do what I could to help.”


  She slid her arms around my neck and brought me closer for a kiss. The glide of her lips over mine made me tingle. She kept it light, a reward, perhaps, for being concerned about her feelings.


  We stayed for the auction. The actuality of it was quite uneventful. With so few people in the audience, only two of the slaves were purchased. I felt bad for the two who hadn’t garnered a single bid. To be publicly unwanted had to suck big time.


  Mistress followed the male and female who had been purchased to a nearby building. From the outside, it looked like a swanky house. Dual staircases curved up to a large verandah. The double doors of the entrance had been flung open. Light and music spilled outside, but the sound of voices was muted.


  “There’s nobody here,” Drew said, voicing my thought. “Sabrina is going to have to work miracles with the marketing.”


  Sophia shrugged. “Once it’s remodeled, she can publicize that and the fact it’s under new management. Ellen and Jonas are known in BDSM circles around the world. It’s not an insurmountable task.”


  I remembered Ellen from Sensual Secrets and Jonas from the time he’d brought his wife over to be flogged by Mistress.


  The slaves were led to different rooms. One disappeared into a private room with his new Master and the monitor. The female slave’s Master chose a room that had a glass wall and a dungeon theme. He buckled leather cuffs onto her wrists and ankles, then he used snaps to attach them to the wall. Her naked body, which was sexy enough, but not in comparison with Mistress’s, faced the Dom. The small crowd that had gathered on our side of the glass had a clear view. Once he started flogging her, Mistress rolled her eyes and pushed her way out of the crowd.


  When we were out of earshot, she shook her head. “He’s harmless. Not much of a sadist. He knows what he’s doing. I think he knows her. They must have an exhibitionist thing going on.


  She ran her finger down my chest. “Drew, I think we should see if there’s an open room here and try out the facilities.”


  Drew nodded. “That’s an excellent idea. I want to flog him.”


  Mistress whipped her head around and regarded him open-mouthed.


  With one finger, he pushed her jaw shut. “You can teach me.”


  I didn’t need to be consulted on this new development. If I had a problem with it, then I had a safe word I could use.


  The private rooms, it seemed, lacked the panache of the exhibitionist rooms. A monitor had unlocked the room and left us inside. It featured a cheap hotel bed, a spanking bench, an old Saint Andrew’s cross, and various places to attach bondage gear. The red-and-gold color scheme complimented the dark wood of the floors, but its heyday had long ago passed.


  Mistress pursed her lips at the decor. “In the morning, I’m going to have Heather take me around to see the rest of the rooms. For what we’re going to be charging, accommodations like this are a rip-off.”


  Drew sat on the bed, a licentious grin curving his sinful lips. “Our room isn’t much nicer. I sent someone for your bag of tricks.”


  Sophia jumped on him, flinging her arms around his neck and straddling him. He held her so that she didn’t bounce and fall to the floor.


  “You are the most awesome husband in the world.” She peppered his face with kisses. “What would you like to do with Neal first?”


  He shrugged, but I could tell it wasn’t the real deal. He had definite ideas. “The cross. A blindfold and a gag. And that thing with the plastic plates.”


  She cupped his face in her hands. She had done the same thing with me, but on Drew it seemed different. Where it calmed me and showed her possession, with Drew, it just looked like a loving gesture.


  “This is what you want?” As she had done with me, she was making sure he truly wanted to top me.


  He nodded. “I want to make him come with the flogger. I’ll probably need your help.”


  Hearing him say that made me hard. Though nobody had told me to, I sat down on the bed next to them. Mistress kissed Drew, and when she finished, she leaned over and kissed me. As she plunged her tongue into my mouth, I felt Drew’s hand caressing my dick through my shorts.


  When Sophia pulled away, Drew groaned and pushed me onto my back. “That is so fucking hot, Sophie. I could watch you guys kiss all day. No, scratch that. You’d have to take fuck breaks.”


  She laughed and rolled so that they flanked me. “Sounds like a plan.” Together they stripped me of my modest covering. I was already hard, and neither of them bothered to untangle me from the fabric. I hissed through my teeth as they scrunched my cock, enjoying the pain spreading through my lower regions.


  A knock on the door didn’t pause the action. While Chef answered, Mistress raked her nails up my chest and twisted a nipple. “Clamps,” she whispered. “You’re going to make a lot of noise.”


  “Kneel on the floor,” Chef said.


  “Yes, Chef.”


  Mistress released her hold on my nipple, and I scrambled to obey. We hadn’t established protocols for how he wanted me to kneel, so I chose the position that let me rest my ass on my heels. I spread my knees apart and linked my hands together behind my neck.


  “Nice posture,” Mistress said. “Now kneel up. No rest for you.”


  “Yes, Mistress.” I preened under the force of her compliment.


  Chef took something out of the bag, and I recognized a vise. It had a hole in it, so my cock would not be squeezed, but my balls were about to be tortured. They knelt in front of me, and Mistress talked Chef through the process of threading my cock through and positioning my scrotum.


  Mistress tapped the front, and the whole thing rocked. “Turning this knob controls the force of the squeeze. It has a safety feature that won’t let you squish him flat, but you can cause some serious pain with it.”


  Chef went to turn the knob, but Mistress halted him with her hand on his wrist. “You should experience it first so you know what he’s feeling.”


  He narrowed his eyes at her. “You’ve used these things before?”


  She nodded.


  “You don’t have balls to test it on.”


  Mistress lifted a brow. “I have breasts.”


  The image of Mistress testing a vise on her breasts made a drop of pre-cum leak from the tip of my cock.


  Chef scowled. “The flogger?”


  “I’ve flogged you,” she said. “You know what it feels like. You’re familiar with the paddle and the crop too.”


  His scowl disappeared, replaced by his signature cocky grin. “Okay, then you squish his balls.”


  She turned the knob. At first, I felt nothing. It didn’t take long for the constricted feeling to begin—like a good stretch of my ass and inner thighs. I closed my eyes to enjoy the sensation. Hands caressed my chest and back. A tongue licked the tip of my dick and swirled around to dab at the sensitive underside.


  My legs trembled with the effort it took to stay still.


  Mistress nibbled at my lower lip and then soothed the stings with the heat of her tongue. She wrapped her hand around my cock and squeezed until I moaned, then she backed off a bit on the pressure.


  Chef came around behind me. I felt the solid warmth of his bare chest against my back, and then silk slid across my face. He pulled some hair as he tied the blindfold into place, and pleasure shot straight to my core.


  “I’m going to tie you to the cross now, Neal.” Mistress whispered in my ear, her honeyed tone promising so much more than a little bondage.


  Drew helped me to my feet and guided me into place. Mistress’s delicate hands wrapped the leather cuffs around my wrists and ankles. I remembered watching that slave be bound like this, only she had been facing out. Mistress meant to let Chef practice on my backside, which could take more than my front side.


  Both of them touched me everywhere. With my sight gone, I was unable to focus on anything except the sensations they made me feel. By the time they finished, I was a quivering mess, forced to rely on the cuffs to stabilize me.


  Drew tugged on my ear. “Neal, what’s your color?”


  “Green.” My voice came out a little wobbly. If things progressed well, it could become slurred and unintelligible.


  One firm smack landed on my ass. From the size and the lack of sting, I guessed that Drew was trying his hand at spanking.


  “Cup your hand a little more. Otherwise this’ll hurt you more than it’ll hurt him.”


  “Should he be counting?”


  “Nope. He should be enjoying.”


  Another blow came, this one centered on my left cheek. It was better. A slow warmth radiated outward. The next hit the same spot, intensifying the feeling. I wished somebody would gag me. That little ball between my lips freed me to make noises I otherwise kept inside. Chef had mentioned a gag earlier, and I’d seen one in Mistress’s bag, but now that I was blindfolded, I couldn’t see whether it was in the lineup.


  I decided I liked not knowing.


  My wandering thoughts were brought back by several more well-placed smacks. Drew had learned a thing or two watching Sophia. He varied the location and intensity, keeping me on edge and forcing me to abandon any guessing strategy.


  Mistress stood to my side. She didn’t touch me, but the sweet scent of her perfume and musk permeated my senses. The scent of a woman—wet and ready—had always held a special fascination for me. It had driven Master Geordie nuts, and he’d tried to punish that reaction out of me, but it hadn’t worked.


  Sophia smelled even better than the average woman. I could fall asleep between her thighs, inhaling her unique scent all night long.


  Her hand slid between the worn wood of the cross and my body. She wrapped her palm around my dick and pumped it along my shaft. Chef’s tempo accelerated, but Mistress’s did not. The discrepancy increased the tension. Between the plates of heavy plastic, unable to draw up, my balls throbbed.


  I might have moaned out loud against my will.


  Mistress tightened the vise a little more. That time I definitely made noise. Sweat trickled down my neck and beaded along my back.


  The erotic spanking stopped. I slumped against the cross, glad for the smoothness of the much-used wood.


  “You’re so very handsome,” Mistress whispered near my ear. “I want to send you to subspace, and then I’m going to bring you back, and we’ll use you until you can’t move anymore.”


  That sounded good to me, except I had to warn her. “Mistress, deep subspace is difficult for me to achieve. I usually go lightly.”


  Something cold moved over my ass, penetrating the heat of the sting on my skin. Ice? We hadn’t discussed cold play. I’d never considered it before.


  The cube moved under me and clanked against the vise, sending a wave of pain through my balls that would have sent me over the edge if the device hadn’t been preventing me from coming.


  The next thing that moved over my skin was softer and room temperature. I recognized the falls of a leather flogger as they trekked up my calves, over my thighs and butt, along my back, and up my arms.


  Breath quivered from my chest. You can always tell someone who is good with a flogger from someone who has no clue by how they begin. When they start in right away, it’s a jarring experience, almost a punishment. The slow build changed everything. I knew that Mistress wasn’t going to rush things, and I also knew that both she and Chef were watching for my reactions. This flogging was about me, and once again with these two, I felt cherished and appreciated.


  The first few licks of the falls were light. Mistress concentrated on my upper back, further sensitizing my flesh before she moved down my body. By the time she made it to my calves, an area nobody had ever attempted to flog, I was relaxed and high, a feeling I usually achieved only after a long session.


  We hadn’t been at it that long, maybe fifteen minutes? Who knew anymore? Certainly not me. Like everything else, time floated away.


  Harder blows registered vaguely in my consciousness. The alternating thud and sting sent me deeper and deeper. I heard someone moaning loudly, sharp sounds of pleasure that kept me from sliding into senselessness.


  Eventually even that didn’t work. My mind took flight. I roamed high above me, lofty and free. Cares and concerns fell away, and the weight of my existence ceased. I was everywhere and nowhere, and I really liked it.


  


  Chapter Twelve


  


  Drew


  


  Marks from the flogger streaked a brilliant red across Neal’s backside, covering him from his upper back to his calves. Sophie had taken Neal’s warning as a challenge, and she’d broken through his doubts to send him to a place he claimed to never have visited.


  I’d seen her do this to subs before, but she’d always been angry, working out her aggressions in a way that was mutually beneficial to her and her submissive. This was different. For the first time, I saw the need to give on her face. She was doing this because she wanted to take Neal places he’d never been. I couldn’t claim to understand what Neal was feeling, but I was beginning to see why Sophia liked being a Domme so much.


  It was a rush. I’d helped her top people before, but I hadn’t enjoyed it. I hadn’t felt connected to them or to the act. The power of making someone come or watching them make Sophia come had always turned me on, and now I’d found something else just as powerful.


  I had no illusion that this would happen with another person. Neal was special, and that’s why I’d wanted to spank him. I had wanted to make him come from spanking, but Sophia had said the vise would prevent that from happening.


  Watching Sophia flog him had been amazing. From the intensity of her concentration to the depth of his peace, it had been a highly charged event. I wanted both of them right now. I wanted to turn him around and flog the front of him, but I doubted my ability. After all, Sophia had trained for years to be as good as she was. I’d never wielded a flogger except in jest.


  “I want you to teach me how to use everything he likes.”


  We knelt on either side of Neal’s sprawled form. Sophie and I rubbed a soothing lotion into his skin, each of us taking the nearest leg. She’d removed the vice from his balls before we’d taken him down from the cross.


  She smiled. I loved her smile. I would do almost anything to elicit one from her. I loved everything about her, especially the fact that she was encouraging me to explore this new need I had to top Neal. The wonderful woman I’d married had always been supportive of me.


  “Okay. I’m not sure I’ll have time while we’re here, but I’ll teach you.”


  “I also want to fuck you.”


  The corners of her mouth turned up, and I was reminded of the first time I’d met her. She’d been a hot-shot Domme, and I’d pretended to be submissive. She’d enchanted me from the start.


  “Okay. We need to let him come out of this slowly, so we can’t move him until then.”


  “Great.” I nodded. “That should give us time.”


  Leaping across Neal’s semi-conscious body, I was careful to land on Sophia so that I knocked her flat.


  She giggled and pulled a pillow out from under her back. I tossed it to the floor, yanked up her skirt, tore away her thong, freed myself, and sank into her welcoming warmth. She wrapped her legs around me, and we established a fast rhythm. She met me, thrust for thrust, as horny for me as I was for her.


  It didn’t take long for Sophie to come. It never did after she delivered a flogging, but this time was even faster. She’d been primed and ready for so long.


  Beneath me, she slowed as spasms rocked her body and squeezed my cock. I hiked up one of her legs and slung her knee over my shoulder, opening her up even more. I swiveled my hips, aiming for and hitting her sweet spot every time.


  She writhed and shouted, crying out my name in that desperate way she had when she wanted to fight the coming orgasm because it would rob her of her precious control. I held her wrists down, using my weight to press them to the mattress. She knew she couldn’t win, and she knew the surrender was always worthwhile.


  The moment her second orgasm broke, her body stiffened. She went completely silent, not even breathing. I thrust deep twice more, but my grip on my control was tenuous at best. I came as her body shuddered and went limp beneath me.


  “I love you.” I murmured the words as I collapsed on top of her hot, sweaty body. Having effectively sent her to the same place she’d sent Neal, I didn’t expect a response.


  She trembled, and I stroked her hair.


  “Shhh, honey. Relax and enjoy.” I eased my weight from her, rolling to the side, which put me halfway on top of her and half on top of Neal.


  All was silent for a few minutes.


  


  * * * *


  


  On the way back to our room, I carried Sophie’s bag of tricks over one shoulder and supported Neal on my other side. She walked by my side, reaching out to stroke my arm every now and again. We made slow progress. Neal wasn’t one hundred percent awake, and Sophia walked like she’d been thoroughly fucked. I didn’t bother to conceal my pride.


  “Sore?”


  She giggled. I loved when she did that. “Pleasantly so.”


  “What’s the plan for when we get back to the room?”


  She cleared her throat. “I told Neal we were going to fuck him until he passes out again.”


  I looked from him to her. It seemed to me both of them were on the verge of passing out again. Though I thought I hid it well, the night had been seriously intense. I probably wouldn’t last much longer. No matter. We were here for four more days.


  By the time we made it to the elevator, Neal was alert. We hadn’t dressed him for the walk home. His collar provided all the covering he needed. I know he had said he didn’t like nudity for no reason, but he hadn’t protested the state of affairs.


  It could have something to do with the dearth of people at the resort. We encountered only one other couple, and that didn’t happen until we entered the building housing our suite. So far, I was not impressed with this purchase. It was going to cost millions to upgrade the facilities. I didn’t think we’d see a return on our investment for at least five years, perhaps longer. I made a mental note to call Lex or Stef. Before we spent any more money, we needed to get the investors together for a sit-down meeting about this place.


  Normally I would just trust my buddies to steer me toward a sound investment, but this time more was at stake for them than money. Their submissive, the love of their lives, was growing restless and bored, and they were taking steps to make sure they didn’t lose her.


  While I could appreciate and understand that sentiment—I would do anything to keep Sophia happy and by my side—that didn’t mean I wanted to throw away millions of dollars.


  “Mistress?” Neal blinked at Sophia, as if seeing her clearly for the first time. “Are you all right?”


  Next to me, Sophia sighed, a sound of pure delight. “More than all right. Perfect. I can’t imagine anything better than being with the two of you.”


  I was startled, not by her declaration, but because I shared that sentiment as well. I felt a little guilty for thinking that way. I’d married this woman, promising to love and cherish her for the rest of my life. I had every intention of doing that, and it was unsettling to find that adding a third to our relationship improved this perfection. I mean, I thought we’d already achieved that.


  I didn’t love Sophie less. I didn’t want to be with her less. I wanted us to be with Neal more, and I wanted her to want that too.


  It seemed she did. We were on the same page. I think. She and I definitely needed to have a discussion. I slotted that in ahead of the one I planned to have with Lex and Stef. Sophia was more important. Always.


  I took a closer look at Sophia to see what had prompted Neal’s question. She looked tired, but happy. Smudges showed under her eyes, but she wore a sated smile.


  The elevator doors slid open. Neal scooped Sophia into his arms and carried her to the room. I trailed behind them, enjoying the view of Neal’s sculpted ass. Was I jealous that he was carrying my wife?


  I should have been, but I was not. She looked right in his arms, as right as she looked in mine. I let them into the suite. It was on the tip of my tongue to order Neal to strip—an order I’d heard Sophie give quite a few times to different subs—but I checked myself. The only thing left for him to take off was his collar, and I liked the way it looked on him. Sophia had good taste in everything.


  He put her down and headed toward the bathroom. I figured Sophia had given him a few minutes alone.


  I went to her and put my arms around her. “Are you up for more or do you want to go to bed?”


  An impish grin played on her lips and wrinkled her nose. “To bed, definitely, but not to sleep. Did you want to take him while he’s taking me?”


  “Actually, I want us both to take you. At the same time.”


  When I’d first met Sophia, she hadn’t been too keen on the idea of anal sex. While she’d been willing to give, she hadn’t ever consented to being on the receiving end. I was the only person she’d allowed that privilege. She liked it, but only with me.


  She’d never let me fuck her that way when one of our thirds were present, and I’d never asked. In her mind—and in mine—it was a dominating position. I was essentially asking her to let me top her while we both topped Neal.


  Instead of answering, she glanced at the closed bathroom door and worried her lip with her teeth. “We’ve never done that before.”


  “I know. It’s a huge step. If you’re not ready or willing—”


  She cut me off with the shake of her head. “I think this is something we’d have to discuss with Neal first. We’ll have to sit down as equals and talk about it. Honestly, I don’t know if I want to do it. I mean, I’ve never really considered it.”


  I planted a kiss on the tip of her nose. “Put it on a shelf and think about it later. Tonight I’ll have Neal while he’s having you.”


  She kissed me, a soft exploration that spoke as eloquently as any verbal declaration of love. By the time Neal returned, I had her half undressed. He moved in behind her and helped finish the job. This time I picked her up and carried her into the bedroom. I set her gently on the bed, and Neal and I worshipped her body with the glide of our hands and lips over her smooth, fragrant skin.


  I knelt between her legs and slurped her essence. I loved when Sophie dripped with cream. It slicked over her thighs. When I came up for air, Neal bent forward from his position next to her hip, and he buried his face between her legs.


  The first time I watched somebody go down on Sophia, it rocked me to the core. No matter what I had planned to do or how long I had wanted to draw out the action, that sight brought me to a screeching halt. Even watching her masturbate didn’t make me have to fight an immediate urge to come.


  I groaned and grabbed a handful of his hair. Jerking sharply, I brought his head up. He gaped at me in surprise—I think I glimpsed a bit of naughtiness as well—and I kissed him. I ground my lips against his, punishing him for unknowingly challenging my control. He responded to my brutality by softening into the onslaught.


  We tangled tongues. I liked that he participated in the kiss. In my experience, most submissives did not. They let me kiss them, but they did not kiss back. There was something extra sexy about being kissed back, about knowing I affected him as much as he affected me.


  Sophia’s musky flavor mingled with Neal’s tart sweetness. For a moment, I lost myself in him. Sophie’s moan brought me to my senses. I looked down to find her watching us, pumping her hips against her hand and the fingers she inserted into her swollen pussy.


  I pushed Neal’s face back down. “Take care of your Mistress.” I didn’t watch to make sure he followed through. If I did, I might spill in my shorts.


  The condoms were in Sophie’s bag. I hurried to the main room of the suite and grabbed a handful. When I returned, I saw that they’d changed positions. Neal lay on his back, and Sophie rode his face.


  He had his arms under her legs, holding her up and probably buying himself some room to take an occasional breath. One hand spread across the cheek of her ass, grasping and seeking, but she blocked his reach with the way she was positioned. His cock, purpled and throbbing, stuck straight up from his nest of curls.


  I’d intended to give him the first condom, but now I changed my mind. It would take too long to get everybody moved. I rolled one on and slapped on some lube. Climbing onto the bed, I pushed his legs up and apart, and I smeared the excess lube on his hole.


  He moaned as I entered him, relaxing to ease my way. I stroked his cock with one hand and planted the other on the bed to keep my balance. He was tight and hot, gripping me differently from the way a cunt sucked at me. I was close, so damned close. I resolved to hold off as long as I could, luxuriate in the sight of Sophie with her head thrown back, her mouth open in a silent cry.


  She faltered in her rhythm, and Neal took over before I could tell him what to do. This was an important moment for Sophia. Messing with the rhythm could derail her orgasm. She made a series of high-pitched squeaking sounds, and then she fell backward. I let go of Neal’s cock to catch her. He lifted her ass and moved her down. We set her on her stomach on top of Neal, her head cradled on his shoulder.


  And I pounded into him even harder. Every time I slid my hand to the angry tip of his cock, I gave a little twist. The lube had rubbed into his skin, making him even softer and more sensitive, but now my touch would be abrasive. Desperate moans tore from his throat.


  He was pinned beneath Sophie and coming apart. Two more thrusts and another jerk, and I roared as we both came. I directed his ejaculate away from Sophia. Nobody came on her or in her but me. We’d all been tested, but she and I had a strict policy about nobody but me coming on or in her.


  


  * * * *


  


  Sophia woke me the next morning with the soft glide of her caress over my cheek. I opened my eyes to find her smiling down at me.


  “Good morning, handsome.”


  I smiled sleepily. “Back at you, beautiful.” My voice was hoarse from sleep.


  “Mind if I go for a ride?”


  My cock responded before my brain did, probably because that’s where all the blood was rushing. She took into account the vote below my belt and climbed aboard. Next to us, Neal slept solidly. Briefly, I wondered if he’d want to join in when he woke up. Then Sophia slid me home, and I ceased to think about anything else.


  Her gentle rhythm took us on a winding path to the climax, but it was a pleasurable experience. The deep blush of her pussy hinted at the fact she was tender from last night. I’d pounded her hard after we’d flogged Neal, and she’d fucked his face with abandon.


  I licked my finger and circled her clit, keeping the pressure light.


  “Yes,” she said. “Oh, Drew, yes.”


  We came together, a rolling orgasm that swept over me again and again. She snuggled on top of me, and I traced a path up and down her spine. “I love you.”


  I felt her smile into my shoulder. “I love you, too.”


  “What do you have planned for today?” I wanted to talk with her about Neal.


  She groaned. “I have to meet with Heather, look through the books, tour the rooms.”


  “That will take all day.” I frowned. That was not how I had pictured the day unfolding.


  “It’s a working vacation. I have to work. This place is in sad shape.”


  “Can I help you?”


  She thought for a minute, and then she nodded, a small movement against my skin. “You and Neal can check out the excursions. Sabrina and Jonas said some weren’t bad. They liked the windsurfing lessons and the snorkeling boat tour. I don’t want to get rid of the fun stuff.”


  Spending the day with Neal sounded nice, but I would have preferred to have Sophie there. Plus we had established a protocol where we didn’t have sex unless the other person was present. Working with Neal’s hotness by my side was difficult enough. At least I had food creation to distract me. Here, the island’s charm only highlighted his sexy qualities. And if he got on his knees for me, I might come on his face, even without physical contact.


  “Can I tease him?”


  “Yeah,” she said. “You’ll both be ready to burst when you see me. You can fall on me like studs in heat, and we’ll see who gets where first.”


  I wanted to laugh at her description, but I was too upset that she wasn’t going to be with me for the day. With my job as a celebrity chef, I spent a lot of time on the road. Since Sophia owned an accounting business, she wasn’t able to travel with me as much as I liked. I disliked spending my days apart from her, and I hated the nights. There was nothing worse than being stuck in a faraway hotel room imagining my wife in our bed and all the things I wanted to do with her.


  Neal groaned and rolled away from us. I didn’t know if we were disturbing him or if he always woke this way. When he’d slept over the night before last, he’d awoken to find Sophia’s mouth on his body. He sat up and stayed there with his feet planted on the floor and his head between his knees. The marks on his backside were gone, a clean slate for a new flogging.


  I threw a questioning look at Sophia. “How can he have a hangover? We didn’t drink.”


  She slid off me and went to sit next to Neal. She stroked a path next to his spine. “Neck hurt?”


  He shook his head, but he didn’t say anything.


  “Neal.”


  I heard the warning in her tone. I wondered if he recognized the danger.


  “Back off, Mistress.” He pushed her arm away.


  There had been derision and disrespect in his tone. Nothing triggered Sophie’s Domme instincts like a bratty sub. In three seconds, Sophia had him bent over the side of the bed with his arm pinned behind his back and her knee pressed into his lower back. She grabbed a handful of his silky hair and yanked back on his head. He looked a little stunned. No doubt he hadn’t expected the beautiful naked woman in his bed to throw down like that.


  I chuckled and rolled onto my side to better enjoy the show. “Neal, did you know that Sophie teaches martial arts in her spare time?”


  She also disliked subs who were constantly bratty. Neal had acted like this once before, though he’d stopped quickly. I hoped this wouldn’t happen again.


  He didn’t say anything through his clenched teeth. His chest heaved and his obstinate gaze was pointed at Sophia.


  “What do you need?” She asked the question calmly, surprising us both with her gentleness.


  “To use the bathroom.” He tried for a growl, but she’d calmed him more than I’d thought possible. The snarl fell from his features, and his body relaxed the slightest bit.


  She squeezed a handful of his hair, pulling it harder. “Tell me what you need.”


  A sheen coated his eyes. I felt for him, and I wondered if I should intervene. Mentally I ran through a list of his hard limits. He’d said that too much pain was a punishment, and I wondered if she was crossing a line.


  “Discipline.” This time, he managed the growl.


  She dropped his head and backed away. “You have a half hour to see to your personal needs, and that includes eating something. Then I will discipline you.”


  Neal lumbered to his feet, a furious shade of red staining his chest and his lips pressed together. He nodded.


  “Use the other bathroom. In thirty minutes, I expect to find you kneeling and holding the instrument you’ve chosen. My bag is next to the sofa.”


  He left the room, and I turned to her with more questions tumbling from my mouth than I could utter. Nothing that came out made sense.


  “Subdrop. We did things that pumped him full of endorphins and serotonin. He needs us to set him back on an even keel. From the way he answered me, he’s been through this before.”


  I pointed to the door Neal had so thoughtfully closed. “So when he behaves out of character, that means he needs discipline? He said he doesn’t like discipline for the sake of it. That was a hard limit.”


  “No, he said that too much pain was a punishment. That wasn’t a limit, but a warning against us going too far.”


  “How do you know this isn’t too far?”


  “I’m taking my cues from him,” she said. Opening a drawer, she selected underclothes. “Dominating somebody isn’t an exact science. I’m going on intuition and body language. When he tells me that he needs discipline, I have to think he was asking for it. If he had said cuddling, we’d all still be in bed.”


  I snorted. “He’s not going to ask to cuddle.” Neal might swing both ways, but he had a definite masculinity about him and a vulnerability he tried fiercely to hide.


  She took my hand and led me into the bathroom. I got the shower going. Once we were both under the warm spray, she slipped her arms around me.


  “Some subs get clingy after a scene. You’ve seen it happen.”


  I had. Livia had asked to become our sex slave on multiple occasions, going so far as to beg and plead. It had always happened after a scene. I hated clingy people, and I had been in the habit of leaving the mess for Sophia to clean up. Now I saw her behavior in a new light, and I realized that once again I was letting Sophia clean up a sub’s emotional mess.


  “Are you going to spank him?”


  She was in the process of lathering up her hair. “If he chooses a paddle. Whatever it is, it won’t be erotic. We need to give him time to put last night in perspective. It’s probably a good thing that you’re just going to hang out today. Try to get him to talk about last night if you can.”


  I watched the suds break free of her hair and slide down her slick body. As alluring as she looked all wet like this, sex in the shower had never appealed to me. I harbored too much fear that she’d slip and fall. The idea of anything happening to Sophia terrified me, and terror didn’t make me horny.


  We finished up and for the first time ever, I hurried my ritual. I liked my hair fixed a certain way, but Sophia frequently said she liked when I left it alone. Today was as a good day to test that theory.


  I found Neal alone in the kitchenette eating a banana and sipping coffee. He wore jeans, leaving his chest and feet bare. Droplets of water glistened from his hair and the middle of his back. “Where’s Sophie?”


  He nodded at the patio, and I looked through the sliding glass door. She was sitting on a chair facing the ocean. A breeze acted as nature’s blow dryer, tugging at the ends of her wet hair.


  I poured myself a mug of java. “Thanks for making coffee.”


  He grunted.


  “How are you?”


  He shoved the rest of the banana into his mouth and pitched the peel into the trash. “That’s really not something you should ask until afterward.”


  While I recognized the fact that he wasn’t new to being a submissive, and I was definitely new to topping him, I didn’t react well to his tone or the fact that he had yet to look at me. “You really do want a punishment, don’t you?”


  He exhaled a long breath. “Discipline. It’s not the same thing.”


  “How so?”


  He shot me a long-suffering look and unbuttoned his jeans. Wordlessly he selected a paddle from Sophia’s bag and threw his jeans over the back of the sofa. Then he knelt with his knees spread, his head bowed, and the paddle on his upraised palms. I had the urge to take that thing and paddle his ass for ignoring me.


  The heavy glass slid open, and Sophia entered. She rinsed out her mug and gave me a kiss on the cheek, all without seeming to notice the naked man kneeling next to the sofa offering her a paddle to use on him.


  “How is discipline different from a punishment?”


  She spread her hands as she thought. I loved watching the wheels turn in her head. It got her Italian heritage going, though where her father and brother talked with their hands, she and her mother both thought with theirs.


  Finally she settled on a relaxed position. “It isn’t really, except in the mind of the people involved. A punishment is delivered for violation of a rule. Though it’s agreed-upon, it’s the purview of the Domme to decide and deliver. Discipline…it shows you care.”


  One could argue that punishment showed caring. I decided to chew on the idea for a while because Sophia had work to do.


  She stood in front of Neal, inspecting him and his choice. “How many?”


  “Seven, if you please, Mistress.”


  She took the paddle. “Bend over the arm of the couch. You’re going to need leverage. This is going to hurt. I want you to count.”


  Last night, she hadn’t asked him to count. She’d wanted him to enjoy it. Today she wanted his attention focused on the act, not the sensations. It still didn’t settle my question.


  She swatted him hard, also a difference from the night before because she hadn’t warmed him up. He counted seven. By the time she finished, his ass was a fiery shade of hot pink, though I doubted it would linger for long or bruise.


  “There is some arnica on the counter in my bathroom. I’m going to make breakfast. I want you on the sofa, lying down with your head in Drew’s lap.”


  He left and she turned to me. “You’re right. He does need some cuddling, but we can’t force it on him. Do you want an omelet? I noticed fresh veggies in the mini-fridge.”


  “Sounds delicious.” I sat on one end of the sofa and grabbed the TV remote. In several interviews, people have asked me if I do all the cooking. Since I happen to be married to a great cook, I happily answer that I do not. I loved having Sophie cook for me almost as much as I loved cooking for her.


  Neal came out a few minutes later—still naked—and sprawled on the sofa with his head in my lap. I let him be for a few minutes, the wet from his hair soaking into the cotton of my shorts, and then I began stroking his hair back from his temples.


  He closed his eyes, let out a stuttering breath, and all the tension seemed to melt from his bones. I glanced over, caught Sophia’s eye, and gave her a thumbs-up. The stiffness in her shoulders vanished too, and I realized her nonchalant demeanor had been a front.


  My heart ached for both of them.


  As we were finishing up our omelets—stellar, by the way—I noticed that Sophie’s mind had turned to business matters. That meant she frowned and pursed her lips and checked the calendar on her phone.


  “Mistress, is anything wrong?”


  She shook her head without looking up. I took her phone away. She knew I hated when she was on that thing during meals, so she didn’t protest.


  I fielded Neal’s question. “Sophia is working today, so she’s already thinking about all the shit she has to do. The inside of her brain is now one huge to-do list.”


  He opened his mouth, probably to protest, and then closed it again. He took a sip of his orange juice. “What are Chef and I doing today?”


  “You guys are checking out some of the excursions. And how about dropping protocol until tonight? I need an honest assessment of what is worth keeping, what needs to be overhauled, and what needs to be discontinued.”


  “Okay.” He frowned. “That’s not what I pictured happening.”


  Sophia carried her plate to the sink and rinsed it off. “You don’t have to if you don’t want to. You can spend the day however you want. If you want to hang out at the beach and ogle all the people, you can. If you want to veg here, you can. It’s your vacation.”


  I took my plate over, intending to do my own dishes, but she took it from me. “Honey, I’ll do those.”


  “I’m here. It’s fine. Kissing and teasing are allowed. No sex or coming until I get back tonight.” The hiss of the water covered the volume of her voice, so I knew Neal hadn’t heard.


  “Are you renegotiating our terms?” We had arrived at some pretty rigid rules that we’d put firmly in the “non-negotiable” column.


  She looked up at me, and I almost drowned in her big brown eyes. “Just with Neal. He’s going to need physical contact, and if you’re experiencing the same feelings I am, keeping your hands off him is going to be very hard. I’d rather you not spend the day trying to contain your feelings or feel guilty. For some reason, I’m okay with you fooling around with Neal when I’m not there. It just…he just fits us.”


  I agreed with her, but I was still surprised that she would change things. “I had planned to talk to you about him.”


  “Agreed,” she said. “We do need to talk.” She glanced at Neal, who was still working on his omelet. “Tonight, after he falls asleep.”


  After she’d given us both thorough good-bye kisses and left, I tossed Neal’s jeans to him. “Put these on. You’ll need a shirt and shoes too. We’re going riding.”


  


  Chapter Thirteen


  


  Drew


  


  He bought a sombrero. Sitting astride the large roan horse, he looked like a model trying to be a cowboy. The jeans and boots looked good on him, as did the faded marigold shirt. The sombrero should have given him a ridiculous appearance, but it managed to make him look like hotness incarnate. While he didn’t give off a cowboy vibe, he did radiate sex. If a passel of photographers had been tailing him, I wouldn’t have been surprised.


  The surly, grumpy man who’d mouthed off to my wife that morning was gone. Back was the affable, quiet man with a slow grin and quick reflexes.


  “Relax your knees,” I said. “Or you’re going to be really sore, and not for the right reasons.”


  The horseback riding excursion had been canceled due to lack of interest, but I managed to secure a guide for a private tour. I liked it better this way. I got to have Neal all to myself, and I could ask the guide anything and not have to worry about how the guests might react.


  “What’s on the other side of the island?” I raised my volume so that the guide would know I was talking to him.


  Sutter turned around, almost swiveling 180 degrees in his saddle. “Last owners cleared a bunch of land about five years ago, but they started squabbling and the contractors quit. Nothing ever got built.”


  “Where do the employees live?”


  “They stay in the main building for three or four months, then they go home for a month or two. Some come back, most don’t. Those like me who do business with the resort live on nearby islands. You can’t bring a family here.” He turned back, laughing as if I had suggested that Elysium was appropriate for children.


  That did get me thinking. If Sophia was going to be an owner, she was going to need to visit often. The same went for Sabrina, Ellen, and Samantha. While Sophie and Sam didn’t have to worry about little ones, Sabrina and Ellen had families, and I knew neither of them would want to spend all that much time away from their kids.


  “Sutter, how much land was cleared?”


  “Ten, twenty acres?” He shrugged. “I heard they were going to put a mansion up there, and then I heard they were going to expand the resort. Lots of rumors, no building.”


  I added looking into building a few houses and apartments to my list. When I talked to Lex and Stef, I would press for that as a condition of proceeding with the sale. Being in business had taught me a lot, but one of the biggest lessons was that the service industry ran better when employees were happy and turnover was kept to minimal levels.


  Sutter dropped us by a waterfall. He placed a wicker basket on a rock, tipped his baseball cap, and said, “I’ll be back in an hour to collect you.” Then he looked at Neal. “Maybe two. I’ll make a lot of noise, scare away the tigers and birds.”


  Neal dismounted easily and looped the horse’s reins around a low tree limb. I did the same, catching him as he went to walk toward the pool at the bottom of the falls. “Have you ridden before or not?”


  “A couple times. Enough to learn the basics, not enough to have mastered them. Why? You wanna buy me a pony?”


  I couldn’t tell if he was teasing me or if he actually wanted a horse. Part of me wanted to offer his heart’s desire, but I wasn’t prone to making impulsive purchases. Buying Elysium for Sophia had been the first impetuous thing I’d done, and the process was not yet complete, so even the rashness of that decision was up for discussion.


  I gestured toward the picnic basket. We’d taken an abbreviated boat tour already that morning, and we’d been riding for almost an hour. “How about I buy lunch?”


  He seemed content with my response. “Then skinny-dipping?”


  I shook my head. “We’d better keep our clothes on.”


  “Right,” he said. “That arrangement you have with Sophia.”


  The whole morning we’d been together, he hadn’t once referred to her by her title, and I was glad. It meant he wasn’t in a submissive state of mind. I admit I liked it while we were having sex, but sometimes I wanted to be with him as an equal.


  I perched on a rock near the falls. The crash of water echoed through the small clearing that housed the wide stream. Neal sat next to me. For a little while, we watched the water and listened to the sounds of the forest.


  “How did you happen to fall in love with Sophia?”


  The question startled me from wherever my mind had wandered. I needed to eat. The falls were loud, and I motioned Neal away from them. Sutter had put the basket a nice distance from the water. The view was perfect, but the sound was a little muted, more conducive to conversation.


  I handed Neal a plate. “I fell in love with Sophia the moment I first laid eyes on her. It was meant to be.”


  He chuckled at my matter-of-factness. “You believe in love at first sight? Are you sure it wasn’t lust? She is seriously gorgeous.”


  I agreed with his assessment of her looks.


  “And completely unaware of it.”


  At this, I shook my head. “She knows she’s a hottie. It just doesn’t affect her. She’s not vain. That’s my job. And yes, I believe in love at first sight, or at least recognizing the person you’re meant to spend eternity with and accepting the fact.”


  The basket contained a pair of elegant sandwiches, fruit, water, and wine. Neal uncorked the wine. “And she felt the same way?”


  “Nope. Sophia is a cynic of the first order. She treated me like a spoiled rich playboy, which is how she saw me at first.”


  Neal eyed me speculatively. It could be that he’d made the same assessment. “What if she had turned out to be a bitch?”


  “Then I wouldn’t have been so attracted to her. I’ve been with my share of women who were spoiled and rich, who used me and wanted me to use them. Sophie wasn’t like that. She tried to be, but she wasn’t. Her heart is too big for her to be a convincing opportunist.”


  He took a healthy bite of his sandwich, chewing a lull into the conversation. The food was good, and I was hungry.


  “That’s what I like about her too. She’s a fantastic Domme, but she’s kind and caring at the same time. So many dominants are hard, calloused around the heart.”


  When I’d met her, Sophie had been more than calloused—she’d been scarred. “Well, she’s had some tough breaks. She knows what it’s like to be hurt, but I think you do too.”


  He halted mid-bite. “What makes you say that?”


  “You have a wariness about you, a way of trying to stay one step ahead. You look at people like you’re trying to size up what they want from you. Sophie used to be like that.”


  He resumed eating. I poured him some wine.


  “And then this morning—you knew you were experiencing subdrop, but you tried to take care of it by yourself.”


  I handed him the wineglass. He twirled the stem between his fingers, watching the rich liquid coat the inside of the glass. “My old Master, Geordie, he hated when I dropped. I found that if I didn’t let myself get too deep into subspace, then I didn’t drop. Last night I let down my guard, forgot about what would happen. It’s been a long time since anybody got me to that point.”


  I may not have recognized what had been going on, but I knew about the concept on an academic level. Hanging around with a bunch of dominants didn’t leave one in the dark about those things for long.


  “He’s the one who took you to Brazil?” At his nod, I continued. “Tell me about him.”


  As he swirled his wine, I wondered what thoughts swam in his head. Many emotions washed over his face—from wistfulness to bitterness. Finally, he sighed.


  “Master Geordie was exciting. He was older than me, wealthy and worldly. He swept me off my feet and showed me how wonderful it was to give myself over to a Master. I loved him, and I thought he loved me.”


  My chest constricted as I sensed a very bad end to this story. I was right.


  “I was nineteen, had a year of college under my belt. He convinced me to leave everything. My dad tried to talk me out of it, but my decision was made. I wanted to go to Rio with my Master and serve him.” Neal looked up, his gaze meeting mine. “I wanted nothing more than to make him happy.”


  Since I felt the same way about Sophia, I knew what he was talking about, but I knew better than to interrupt.


  “Things were fine until he brought a woman home.” Neal’s eyes took on a faraway look, sadness mixed with regret. “I thought he knew I was bisexual. Why else would he bring her into our bedroom?”


  I felt a little sick. More than one story that Sophia, Ellen, or Ryan had told me came back with a haunting reality. Neal had a few scars, but no more than anybody else. I hoped he’d achieved them the normal way—falling off his skateboard or getting checked in hockey.


  “We argued afterward.” He shook his head, but he didn’t go into detail. “The next morning, he sent me on an errand. When I returned, he’d packed up and moved away.”


  That wasn’t what I’d expected to hear. It was vindictive and cruel, not at all how a Dom should behave. “He punished you for finding the woman attractive?”


  Neal sipped more wine. “He tried. I objected, called a time-out so we could talk, and that’s when we got into a huge fight. Not only did he have a problem with the fact that I find women attractive, which he said was cheating, he also accused me of not being a true submissive.”


  “Because you wouldn’t let him walk all over you.” Sophia prized strength and independence in her submissives, and I wholeheartedly agreed. It was difficult to respect someone who had no backbone. “That’s amazing. What did you do after that?”


  He shrugged, but I could see the weight of the world holding his shoulders down. “The apartment had been rented. He didn’t pay the rent, and two days later, I was out on the street.”


  I struggled not to react. The anger running through my veins had no place in his life, and I had no right to react vehemently while he was sharing the outline of his painful past. Sophia had been devastated when I’d found out she’d been raped, almost as if me knowing had been worse than the actual event. I’d been angry at the fucker who hurt her, but showing that emotion would have alienated her and chased her away.


  Knowing a little of Neal’s story—that he started off washing dishes in a kitchen—made this easier to hear. I knew this was the low point. “For how long?”


  “Not sure. On and off for a few months. Summer in Rio is warm, so it wasn’t too bad. I ended up working in two different kitchens. One was a breakfast place and the other focused on dinner. I kept busy, worked my way up, and soon I was cooking.”


  “That’s when Deke found you.”


  Neal laughed. “Yeah. At first, I thought he was stalking me. He showed up for every meal and kept asking to meet the chef. After four days, he finally told me who he was and asked if I’d be interested in working for him in Atlanta.” He lifted his deep blue gaze and nailed me with a meaningful look. “And he introduced me to you and Sophia.”


  The significance of the way he was looking at me combined with my need to bring Neal into our lives in a more permanent way. I know I should have waited to ask him this, but the words tumbled out. “Neal, I want us to take Sophia at the same time. Have you done that before?”


  He shook his head.


  “Neither have we.”


  His brows lifted. “What made you decide you wanted to try it?”


  I shrugged. Telling him that having him in our lives had changed everything probably wasn’t the best way to keep him close. He’d been hurt, and he was definitely slow to give his trust. We had a lot to prove to him.


  “Does Sophia know you want to double-team her?”


  “Yeah. She said she’d think about it.”


  He took a deep breath and let it out. The leather collar around his neck rose and fell with the movement. Something in me constricted at that physical sign that he belonged to us. It was the same feeling I got when I looked at Sophia’s hand and saw her wedding rings. The constriction was also in my pants.


  “If it’s what she wants, then I’m willing, but I wouldn’t try to coerce or pressure her. It’s a lot for a woman to handle, and Dommes can be really touchy about positions that strip them of power.”


  I snorted. “She’ll be in charge either way. I don’t see where having her between us diminishes that.”


  “As long as she sees it that way. I hate the idea of hurting or disappointing her.”


  I hated it too. Moving slowly, I leaned forward and kissed him. I meant to be tender, and it started out that way. This was the first time in a long time that I’d kissed a man without Sophia around to watch. It was different, knowing that she consented and approved. I was free to enjoy the bliss that was Neal.


  When I pulled away, he regarded me with passion soaking his irises. “Were you supposed to do that?”


  “Yeah. Sophie said it was okay.” I cupped his cheek and zoomed in for another one.


  “She said you were highly tactile.”


  At this, I paused. I wasn’t “highly tactile” with anybody but her, and now, it seemed, with Neal. I wanted to feel his skin against mine. “With the right person.” That’s all I would concede.


  I took his wineglass and set it aside with mine, not caring if they tipped over and spilled into the grass. Then I eased him onto his back and stretched out next to him, propping myself up on an elbow. I played my hand over his chest, feeling his dips and planes through the soft cotton of his shirt. Every time I dipped lower, he caught his breath, but I was committed to keeping my explorations above the belt.


  He followed my lead, though I wasn’t topping him, and explored my upper body. Then he snaked his hand around the back of my neck and pulled me to him. Our tongues met, danced, and everything exploded. I found myself on top of him, touching, tasting, grinding my cock against his. He clutched my ass in his hands, groaned, and held me close.


  Wrenching myself away, I broke it off. I rolled onto my back and lay next to him, panting and trying to slow the beating of my heart and the throbbing in my pants. Next to me, Neal lay in a similar predicament. He slipped his hand into mine, and I held it. We stayed like that for the longest time, basking in a sense of togetherness, not moving until we heard Sutter making his noisy approach.


  


  * * * *


  


  We met Sophia at the main dining hall for dinner. Sometime during the day, she’d visited the suite to get a change of clothes. When I saw her standing on the wide dais of the entryway, my heart skipped a beat or two.


  Surrounded by Greek columns and pale marble, she stood out in stunning relief. Her rich, dark hair cascaded over her shoulders. She wore a red silk dress that wrapped around her body, highlighting her curvy hips and long legs. Thin straps held it up, and the dress definitely needed the assist because it dipped down almost to her navel. I fought an urge to hook my finger in the low vee and expose it.


  And I knew for a fact that she wasn’t wearing anything under it.


  The stone bench that Neal and I shared was hard and cold against my ass, and even that didn’t save me from popping a boner at the sight of my lovely wife.


  “Damn,” he muttered. “Please don’t ask me to stand up.”


  “That’s what your napkin is for.” I stood as she approached, never tearing my eyes from the vision coming in my direction. When she reached me, I took her hand, kissed the back of it, and then I pulled her into my arms. “You are unbelievably beautiful. I missed you.”


  Then I kissed her, not bothering to temper the passion rising in my belly. If she let me, I’d lay her across the table and show her how much I had missed her.


  She moaned, making a high-pitched protest sound of pleasure that meant she wanted me but wasn’t going to let me grope her with people watching.


  Reluctantly I released her. She slid onto the bench where I had been. Neal scooted over to make room, but he didn’t get too far. She greeted him with a scorching kiss that made me want to skip dinner. Having both of them naked right now would sate a more important appetite.


  I sat on her other side and unfolded a napkin onto her lap.


  She grabbed my hand, entwining it in hers. “How was your day?”


  “Good,” I said. “The excursions are fine, thought we might need more of them if we can boost attendance.”


  Glancing around the dining room, she didn’t seem surprised to see it less than half full. “Bookings have fallen off sharply in the last year. I’m thinking we should close it over the winter as we upgrade everything. That way we can build it up as new and improved.” She chewed an ice cube, a sure sign of stress. “Though it’s still a gamble. Right now, this place is bleeding money. The cost of training new employees is almost as much as the electric bill.”


  A server brought the first course, a Greek antipasto. How creative. Sophia dug in, obviously starving.


  Neal watched her, amusement making his mouth quirk up on one side. “Did you skip lunch?”


  “Yes,” she said through a mouthful of food. “Heather and I were so intent on what we were doing that we forgot to eat. By the time I realized that, it was time to get dressed and come see you guys. Now I want to hear the details of your day.”


  I told her everything, including my idea about building apartments so that staff could live on the island with their families. She was receptive to the idea.


  “We could post signs and make it clear that some of the excursions are to remain PG. Samantha already talked about having an area for people in plural relationships.”


  Neal didn’t say much until I was almost finished giving Sophie a rundown of our activities. After he’d eaten his lamb, he sipped his wine. “You’ll need a school, a store, restaurant. If you expect people to live here year-round, then it’ll have to be more than an apartment complex. You’ll need to build a town.”


  I was rich, but not that wealthy. Exchanging glances with Sophia confirmed that she was on the same page.


  She frowned. “I’m not sure about this, Drew. The deeper into it we get, the more it sounds like a money pit.”


  “I’m going to talk to Lex and Stef tomorrow. We all need to get together and discuss this after we have contractors bid on the various projects.”


  She leaned her head on my shoulder. “So you’re not married to this idea of buying this place if it ends up being more than we wanted to bargain for?”


  I kissed the top of her head. “Nope. I want you to be happy. If this place is going to give you migraines, then we’ll walk away.”


  She relaxed a lot after that, but from the way Neal became more and more tense, I figured she was doing something to him under the table. When she reached over and massaged my cock through my pants, I caught a little of Neal’s problem.


  Growling, I nipped at her ear. “Honey, this isn’t the kind of place where I have to wait until I have you alone to take you up on that offer.”


  Her husky laugh let me know how much she wanted me. She turned toward me and thrust her tongue into my mouth. I met her passion with equal fervor. It wasn’t enough, so I pulled her onto my lap and slid my hand up her leg. I didn’t want to expose her, but I wanted to see her come apart in my arms.


  Neal scooted closer. He lifted Sophia’s leg and put it across his, holding it there so she could relax and enjoy what I was about to do to her.


  She was wet, and I parted her nether lips easily.


  “Drew.” She sighed my name, and I worked two fingers inside.


  She was hot, and the way she was sitting made her exceptionally tight. I knew it wouldn’t take long to push her over the edge. Her sweet spot was primed and ready. I rubbed circles over it, and it grew beneath my careful touch.


  Her grip on my shoulder tightened, and she buried her face in my neck. Juices gushed over my hand, and her sizzling little pussy convulsed around my fingers. I slowed down, drawing it out as long as I could.


  Gradually, she released my shoulder and adjusted the angle of her head so that she could breathe. I withdrew my hand. Neal took it before I could grab a napkin and sucked them clean. The sensual act made my dick pulse harder, and I struggled against the urge to shove his head in my lap.


  Sophia must have read my mind. She eased herself from her perch, halting Neal when he tried to slide back into his original seat. “No,” she said. “I want to watch you give Drew a blow job. Kneel under the table. Consider it part of your dessert.”


  As she spoke, our server returned with dessert. I wasn’t too interested in the baklava. Ginny made baklava during the high school graduation season. It was a feast for the senses. The stuff on the table in front of us didn’t look half as interesting, and that assessment had nothing to do with the sexy man kneeling between my legs.


  If the server noticed Neal, she didn’t say a word. To her credit, she remained professional the entire time. A glance around the room showed that our behavior wasn’t out of the ordinary. At another table, three men had tied a woman to their table. Their dessert had been served on stomach. Around the room, barely clothed slaves sat at attention next to their Masters or Mistresses.


  I unzipped my pants and lowered them enough to expose myself. Neal was already in position. He had his lips around my dick before I was finished. Sophia sat next to me in the place Neal had so recently vacated. She put one arm around my neck and scratched her nails through my hair, sending shivers down my spine.


  Her other hand went to the back of Neal’s head, twisting into his longer locks in a way that made him moan around me. It felt so good, and I had no chance of holding out for long. I was tinder waiting the flame of my lovers, and they delivered an inferno. I came with a shout that was louder than I intended, but I had no control over my volume.


  Sophie pulled me to her, and I slumped against her until my bones solidified and I was able to sit on my own.


  “Thank you,” I said.


  Neal kissed my cheek. “You’re welcome, Chef.”


  


  Chapter Fourteen


  


  Sophia


  


  Spending the day with Heather had been exhausting. I had forgotten how needy she could become whenever anyone challenged her authority. Though she had been accommodating, promptly getting me whatever files I needed, she had hovered over me the whole time. The only reason I wasn’t sacked out with a pint of ice cream was because I had two sexy men waiting to rock my world.


  Neal popped up again on my other side, once again sandwiching me between him and Drew. I thought about Drew’s proposal that they have me together. The idea appealed to me, which I found funny because I’d always rejected the concept out of hand, and Drew had never brought it up before. Up until now, we hadn’t even considered him taking me anally with a submissive in the room.


  As I caressed Neal’s thigh, inching closer to the bulge in his crotch, I decided that I wanted to experience that with them. Not at Elysium, though. I would wait until we got back home to have that talk.


  After what Drew had done for me and what Neal had done for Drew, dessert had lost its appeal.


  “Let’s go back to the room,” I said. “I want to tie Neal to the sawhorse and do wicked things to his man parts.”


  Neal was on his feet before I finished speaking. He had his hand under my elbow, pulling me up with him. “Yes, Mistress. That’s an excellent idea.”


  Back at our room, Drew assumed the mantle of a Dom. It made my belly do flippy things, not that Drew hadn’t cornered that market. He could do it with a suggestive look or by strutting across the room.


  “Strip.”


  Neal shed his clothes at a leisurely pace. Looking closely, I saw how his hands shook with anticipation.


  The room didn’t have many BDSM amenities, but it did have a spanking bench and a padded sawhorse. I pointed to one end of the sawhorse. “Bend over, darling. Wickedness is about to commence.”


  “Yes, Mistress.” He settled himself comfortably.


  Drew had watched me secure these leather cuffs before. He buckled them around one of Neal’s ankles while I took care of the other. I pulled him back a bit so that I could easily access his cock and balls from the side, and then we bound his wrists. The sawhorse was a little short. Neal’s head hung off the other end more than I would have liked, but scooting him back more would put the edge of the sawhorse into a tender part of his stomach, and he’d just eaten.


  I extracted a crop, a paddle, and floggers from my bag. I knew Drew wanted to try his hand at flogging Neal, but I wanted him to practice on inanimate objects first. He might be looking to inflict pain on Neal, but I knew he didn’t want to inflict the wrong kinds of pain or do anything that would permanently damage Neal.


  Drew knelt next to me. “I want you to peg him while I fuck his mouth. No blindfold. I want to see his eyes. I want to force him to be here with us, to know the face of the people giving him this pain and pleasure.”


  That was a powerful sentiment, and I shared every bit of it. I nodded. “I’m going to do some CBT first. I need to deflate his hard-on so that I can get a cock ring on him.”


  Drew laughed, a deep, melodic sound that I loved to hear. “Torturing his cock and balls won’t deflate anything. He wasn’t kidding when he said he liked it.”


  I lifted a brow. “Is that what you guys did today?” Shit, I sounded jealous. I hadn’t meant to come off that way. I was jealous of the fact that they’d been able to enjoy a boat tour, a horseback ride, and a picnic next to a waterfall while I’d been stuck inside going over numbers with Heather.


  He matched my eyebrow lift. “No. We made out a little and held hands, but that’s all. Nothing happened below the waist, and since neither of us has breasts, nothing much happened there either.”


  I laughed. Drew was good at working me, a master at knowing what to say or do to improve my mood. I kissed the tip of his nose. “I love you.”


  “Back at you, babe. Should I go get your harness and wash a couple of those lovely packaged dildos you brought along? Speaking of which, we should stock those in every room. Toys should come standard, like a mini-bar.”


  “Yes.” I answered his first question, not his suggestion. After my day, I wasn’t sure we’d be purchasing Elysium. I dug a stainless steel ring from the package I’d squirreled in one of the zippered parts of the bag.


  Neal waited patiently with his head hanging down and his eyes closed. I scoped out his cock to find it at half-mast. Without any preamble, I smacked his balls with the flap of the crop. Contrary to what Drew had predicted, he lost his semi-erect state. Neal reacted to the scene and the situation as much as to the torture. Under the right circumstances, or if he had seen me coming, he might have gone the other way.


  I squirted some lube onto my hand. “Have you ever worn a cock ring before?”


  “Yes, Mistress.” He grunted. “I can hold out for hours with one of those.”


  “Great. It’s going to be quite a while before I let you come.”


  I slathered the lubricant over his softened penis. He took regular, even breaths, and I knew he was trying to control himself. In the D/s relationships that I’ve seen that lasted, the submissive and the dominant always look out for one another’s pleasure. In the ones I’ve had, I looked out for the sub, but they didn’t have much care beyond their next orgasm. Neal was different. With him, I knew my efforts were appreciated for more than what I could do for him at any given moment.


  Like Drew, he cared about me and what I wanted. It was a rare thing to find in a man.


  Drew came out of the bedroom carrying a mass of straps. He surveyed my work, watching as I tightened the ring. “Damn, that looks painful.”


  “Real men can take it,” Neal said.


  I was too busy laughing at his show of humor to respond. Drew twisted his lips wryly and slapped Neal’s ass. Neal’s cock elongated and hardened.


  “Thank you, Chef.”


  “Yes,” I said, taking the harness from him. “Thank you.” I put it on because it would take too long to do later, when the moment came. Drew helped me into the contraption, lifting my dress over my head to free me from that kind of entanglement. Or he just wanted to look at my boobs. They weren’t large, but he found them fascinating anyway.


  I tapped Neal’s sac with the flap of the crop. This time he anticipated the sting. Drew watched, his hands folded in front of his crotch.


  “Grab the paddle,” I mouthed. “Slap his thighs and his ass lightly.”


  Drew did as I suggested. Together, we formed a team, moving in synchronicity. The steady blows were punctuated by Neal’s moans. When his skin was a beautiful shade of pink, I motioned for Drew to stop.


  I lifted Neal’s head to check his pupils and his pulse. He tried to focus on me, but he couldn’t do it for very long. “Feeling good, darling?”


  “Yes, Mistress. Thank you.” With a nod to Drew, I let him know Neal was fine. Then I nipped at Neal’s lips and kissed away the sting. “I’m going to fuck you with a dildo, and Drew is going to fuck your mouth. Do you remember your safe signal?”


  He nodded and held out three fingers, showing me that he was still coherent and aware.


  I rose to my feet, and Drew grabbed me. He kissed me hard, releasing a torrent of passion that drugged my intentions right out of me. With Neal’s back end facing us, he couldn’t tell what we were doing. Drew bent me over the back of the sofa. I planted my feet for leverage and braced my palms on the cushions. He entered me, filling me with his wide cock.


  With my world upended, I gasped and lost myself to the wonderful sensations he unleashed. He thrust into me three times, and then he withdrew. When I peeked around to see what he was up to, I realized that he planned to have Neal suck my juices from him.


  I approved of his plan, but now I wanted completion. The orgasm from dinner seemed so long ago. As distant as it was for me, it was even more so for Neal. I hadn’t let him come at all today.


  So I squeezed more lubricant onto my hand, rolled a condom onto my fake dick, and prepared his entrance. On the other end, Drew lifted Neal’s head and guided his cock into Neal’s mouth. Neal moaned, and Drew shuddered.


  Pressing slowly forward, I forced the dildo through the tight ring of muscle. Neal did his best to relax and exhale. The dildo Drew had brought me was thicker than I would have chosen by myself. As I worked it into him, I watched Neal’s hand to make sure I caught the moment he flashed a warning sign.


  It never came. I timed my thrusts to match Drew’s rhythm. By the time he came, my pussy throbbed with want, and I knew Neal was desperate. I shed the harness and the dildo. Drew and I freed him from the cuffs and helped him to stand.


  His purpled cock bobbed, the blood trapped by the ring sitting snug around his base. I couldn’t wait. I hooked an ankle behind his knee and pushed him to the floor. He controlled his fall. Drew tossed me a condom. I wasted no time tearing it open and rolling it onto him.


  Then I straddled him and sank home. He was the salve I needed. I rode him hard and came fast. He grabbed my hips to stabilize me, but when I thought he would come, he didn’t. Instead he flipped me onto my back and kept going. His hands were everywhere—stroking my skin, tweaking my breasts, hiking my knees up for a better angle.


  The sounds ripping from my throat did not sound human. I’d made them before, but only with Drew. I lost all sense of the world. My vision went black, though my mind did not desert me. I clutched his arms and shoulders, scratching with abandon as Neal stoked the fire inside me, transforming it into an inferno.


  I came apart, shattering with the force of a thousand explosions.


  When my wits returned, I found myself in bed, nestled between Drew and Neal. We were all naked. The two of them chatted amiably, discussing the merits of kale.


  My legs were bent, and I needed to stretch.


  “Welcome back, honey.” Drew kissed my cheek. “I love watching you pass out.”


  “Mistress, thank you for allowing me to pleasure you.” Neal kissed my other cheek.


  “Take your cock ring off,” I murmured.


  “Chef already did,” he said.


  I stretched gingerly, half from not wanting to disturb the way we were snuggled together, and half because my muscles had been so relaxed. My slow movements took the sheet down below waist level. Hands moved over me and crossed me so that the men could caress each other. I joined in the fun. We kissed and touched, arched and moaned, bodies rubbing in a sensual slide.


  I was turned on my side. Drew lifted my leg and thrust into me. I welcomed his cock home, and canted my hips to better receive him. Reaching back, I found Neal’s hardness, and I enveloped it in my palm. He pumped into it, but the position proved awkward.


  “Mistress,” he said. “Let me.”


  I wasn’t sure what he had in mind, but I wanted him to come, so I breathed consent. He moved closer, sealing himself to the small of my back. He thrust against my back and the curve of my buttocks. The three of us cried out in succession. I went first. Drew and Neal followed.


  Later I got up to get a glass of water, leaving them asleep in our bed. Drew tiptoed out after me, and I poured him a glass as well.


  He sat on a chair at the dinette set. “He came on you. On your back.”


  “I know.” It was the first time we’d let something like that happen. I hadn’t thought of the consequences at the time.


  I took the seat next to him. “Does it upset you?”


  Drew scratched at the pale stubble on his chin. “No. If it was anybody but Neal, it would. He’s different.”


  Drew had said that before. I agreed with him, but I didn’t know if we were on quite the same page. He had already asked me to do things with Neal that didn’t follow our rules. I looked out the sliding glass door. Lamps lit the path that led from our building toward the beach. Some were broken and needed to be replaced. Rather than sigh at the sad state of the resort, I pushed it from my mind.


  “I think he’s smitten with you,” Drew said. “I can’t tell you how many questions he asked about you. He also opened up and told me some things about himself. Did you know he was homeless when he was in Brazil?”


  I hadn’t known. It wasn’t in his official biography, sanctioned by the network. So far, Neal had stuck to that script. “How long? I thought he had been there with his former Master.”


  “Dirty bastard brought home a woman one night, got pissed at Neal for being bisexual, and then left him. He sent Neal on an errand and disappeared while he was gone. He didn’t say how long he had been on his own. There were some things I think he wasn’t ready to share.”


  My heart thundered in my chest, grief and horror clashing to form a knot of anger. “I knew there was more to his story than he let on. He’s so reserved, like he’s always on the defensive.”


  Drew closed his hand over mine. “He reminds me of how you used to be.”


  I stared at Drew’s hand and the way it enveloped my smaller, darker one. “You want more from him than a fling, don’t you?”


  “Don’t you?” He threw the question back at me, and I nodded. I wasn’t going to pretend that Neal didn’t mean more than either of us had intended.


  “He’s not like anyone else.”


  Drew pulled me onto his lap, holding me close. “It’s weird. I’ve been perfectly happy with you, but now that he’s here, I feel like everything’s complete. Like it was meant to be.”


  My darling husband was a certifiable romantic. I didn’t share his sentiment, but I didn’t dismiss it either. Being with Neal did feel right. “Are you thinking that you want to ask him to date us?”


  He rested his chin on my shoulder. It scratched against my skin, prickly proof of his physicality. “I honestly don’t know what to do next. Flings are easy. Scenes are easy. This is going to be complicated. We have to be in agreement about this, Sophie. No matter what, I don’t want to lose you. I don’t want to jeopardize what we have. You’re part of me, and I never want to be without you.”


  I lifted his chin and brushed my lips against his. “I love you, Drew. I don’t want anything to happen with us either, so we’re in agreement on that. I think we should take it slowly with Neal. We should ask him if he wants to pursue a relationship with us, and then we take things from there.”


  He buried his face in my breasts. It was a comfort thing, but it was also a matter of time before they triggered his sex instinct. I was too tired and still a little sore, so I thought it best to distract him.


  “Hey, let’s talk about how you’re a Dom now.”


  The breath of his chuckle tickled my nipple. “It’s funny because I never saw myself in this role. Something about Neal brings it out of me. It’s what he wants, so I want to give it to him. I can’t say that I’d like to top anybody else. Just him.”


  I laughed now. “You’re so full of shit. You’ve been trying to top me for years. Alpha is in your nature. Now you’re adding elements of bondage and sadism, and you’re making it official.”


  Technically he hadn’t made it official. I was hoping he would choose this moment to embrace his inner Dom.


  He lifted his head. Light from the lamps outside glinted from his pale blue irises. “You’re absolutely right, but you don’t always let me top you.”


  “I give you sex whenever and wherever you ask for it. Think back. When is the last time I turned you down?”


  “That doesn’t make you submissive, honey. It just means you’re as horny as I am.” He lifted me up by the hips, turning me so that I straddled him. “Like now. I bet you’re imagining me in tight leather pants, wielding a flogger, Neal strung up with those chains you had installed in the basement ceiling, and you’re sopping wet.”


  I hadn’t been imagining it, but now I couldn’t get that image out of my head, and I was no longer tired. “I’m on the other side with another set of floggers. We’re double-teaming him.”


  Drew’s breath brushed my lips. “And then he and I double-team you.”


  As he kissed me, he circled his finger around my clit and explored my wetness. I thrust against his single digit until he was done teasing. He positioned his cock at my entrance. I lifted enough to let him slide in. Since I was on top, I set the rhythm. He stabilized my hips and helped me grind myself into him the way I wanted. Tension swirled in my core, building tighter and tighter. Drew flicked my nipples, rolling them in his fingers and licking them with his hot tongue, and he sent me over the edge. His warm semen bathed my insides with comfortable familiarity. There was something about being filled by him that fulfilled and soothed my soul.


  I slumped on top of him until we both cooled. It wasn’t until I lifted up and let Drew slide out of me that I noticed Neal seated at the table.


  He was clothed in cotton sleep pants, and in the half-light, his collar formed a dark slash around his throat. His eyes glittered with a harsh light. “I’ll never give you complete control over me.”


  I was taken aback by his vehemence.


  He unbuckled the collar and threw it on the table. I stood the rest of the way, intending to reach out to him. He held up his hand. “This is one of those talks where we’re all equal. I think you should both get dressed.”


  Drew sensed my panic, but he, as always, remained calm in the face of the storm. “It’s the middle of the night. Don’t you want to wait until the morning?”


  Neal shook his head. “I learned the hard way not to sleep on things like this. People have a way of deciding your life for you.”


  Two minutes later, with Drew wearing sleep pants similar to Neal’s and me clad in a long shirt and loose shorts, we gathered at the small table. I poured water for Neal.


  “We don’t want to have complete control over you,” I said as I set the glass in front of him. His behavior was curiously different from what I’d expected. I knew I’d rocked his world as much as he’d rocked mine. Sex that good should have a mellowing effect. Mixed with a little sleep, and it seemed to ignite Neal’s aggressions.


  “I heard you,” he said. “You want to be my Mistress and Master—full-time. I can’t do that.”


  Drew shifted in his seat. “We said we wanted to date you, make this a relationship instead of a fling. We didn’t say we wanted complete control.” He glanced at me. “Maybe in the bedroom, but that’s kind of what you find attractive about us.”


  Neal didn’t react to Drew’s easygoing charm. He scowled. “I work for you. When we started this—not even a week ago—you said that we would keep this separate from work.”


  “And I meant it.” Drew seemed to take Neal’s hostile tone in stride.


  Inside my chest, my heart and stomach were doing floppy, twisty things that hurt. The small, round table had two chairs. I dragged another over from the desk. Over the years, I had become adept at controlling my tells. When I was nervous or anxious, I’d perfected the art of radiating calm.


  This time was different. I played with the hem of my shirt, picking at the fold in the smooth fabric. I couldn’t get the thought out of my mind that something wasn’t right.


  “Relationships bleed over into the work environment. Feelings weren’t supposed to be involved.” Neal didn’t share my problem with anxiety. His fists were on display, sitting on the top of the table. “This wasn’t supposed to get messy.”


  “But feelings are involved,” Drew said. “That’s not a bad kind of mess.”


  “We care about you,” I added. Neal turned his icy glare on me, and that gave me the courage to continue. I hated being challenged. “When we first chose to do this, I think we all based that decision on attraction. As we’ve come to know you better, we both feel more connected to you than we have with anybody else except for each other.”


  Drew cleared his throat. “We’re not asking you to give up anything you haven’t already given up. Control in the bedroom, mostly. Neither Sophia nor I are interested in a 24/7 lifestyle.”


  I reached across the table and rested my hand over his fist. It didn’t relax as I had intended, but he didn’t shake me away, and I found comfort in that. “Neal, everything is open for negotiation. We’re not asking for the keys to your life, just whether you want to have dinner with us.”


  He blinked and curled his lip derisively. “A date. You’re serious?”


  “Yeah,” Drew said. “A date. Look, Sophie and I aren’t looking to rush into anything. We recognize that what we’re doing is unconventional, but we feel too strongly about you to just let you go, and we respect you too much to pretend we don’t both have feelings for you.”


  I wasn’t sure if Drew’s assurance took some of the steam out of Neal’s sails, or if he’d even heard what Drew had said. He removed his hand from underneath mine, his temper tightly contained, roiling just beneath the surface. Something more was going on than this.


  He clenched his teeth. “I want time to think about it.”


  I nodded. “Of course. Take all the time you need.”


  


  Chapter Fifteen


  


  Neal


  


  To say I was stunned would be a severe understatement. I liked Sophia and Drew because I’d thought they had ethics. Priorities. That included preserving their marriage. Having an occasional or ongoing fling with me was one thing. For them, inviting a third person into their bedroom was like dining out. They did it once in a while for fun, but the real food events happened at home, between the two of them. I mean—holy fuck—I had just heard them reaffirming their love for one another.


  Anger surged through me for a variety of reasons, none of which I wanted to discuss right then. The suite where we were staying had two bedrooms. One was small and the other was massive. I stood. “I’m going to sleep in the spare bedroom.”


  Sophia rose to her feet, facing me like an avenging angel. Her sable hair was a mess, the fullness—a sign of a well-loved woman—had been beaten down with finger tracks. Somehow she managed to remain beautiful. If anything, the dishabille accentuated her striking loveliness.


  Her dark eyes flashed, pummeling me with a boatload of feeling. I was taken aback by her emotionality. Master Geordie almost never displayed emotion. He had moods—happiness, playfulness, discontent, anger—but that wasn’t the same as showing he had feelings.


  “Sit down, Neal. This is a conversation, not a negotiation and not a role-reversal. You can’t just throw down a couple of angry statements and leave. You haven’t heard a word we’ve said. You’re mad about something, and you’re using this to push us away.”


  Months of being on the street and almost a year of selling myself taught me to never back down. Placing my hands on the table, I leaned toward her, intimidating her with my stance. She might be the Domme, but I was bigger and physically stronger. Though I kept him in my periphery, I didn’t worry about Drew. If it came to it, I could take him.


  “Can’t I?”


  “No. We haven’t actually had a conversation yet.”


  Drew settled back in his chair, relaxed and unconcerned.


  “We’ve talked enough.” I tried to leave, but Sophia blocked my path. Damn, but she could move fast.


  “Neal, I understand that you’re upset, but you can’t run away in the middle of things. Nothing’s been settled.”


  In my mind, enough had been settled. I had let them both know that they would never be in a position to control my life. I’d made that mistake once, and I wasn’t going to make it again. Rich people had a way of treating the poor like we were property. I might like to feel owned in the bedroom, but even that was limited. I had initially ignored my attraction to these two precisely because I didn’t want to put myself in a weak position.


  I clamped my jaw together, grinding the words between my teeth as I spat them at her. “As far as I’m concerned, it’s been settled. I said I’d think about it.”


  “And I want to know why you’re angry.”


  I put my hands on her arms, intending to set her aside so that I could pass.


  “I wouldn’t do that.” Drew didn’t make a move. If anything, he sounded bored.


  “Neal, let’s put aside the proposition we just made and talk about what’s really wrong.”


  My life was none of her business. I gave her a gentle shove, but she didn’t move. Most people automatically moved their feet to counter the momentum of the top half of their body. Sophia did not. She brought her arms up and chopped them down sharply on my forearms, breaking my grip.


  Now her jaw was set hard, matching mine. “If you get physical with me, I’ll get physical right back.”


  “She means it,” Drew said. He looked a little more concerned, but he still didn’t make a move to come save his wife from the pissed-off sub.


  Losing my patience wasn’t something I did very often, but when my temper got the better of me, I usually did something I later regretted. Like now. I shoved Sophia out of the way. I didn’t use enough force to knock her down, not if she kept her feet under her.


  I can’t recall exactly what happened next, only that I felt weightless, and then I was facedown on the floor. Sophia’s knee pressed into my spine, and I vaguely remembered Drew saying something about Sophia teaching martial arts classes. I hadn’t fought her yesterday morning, so I’d chalked her success up to having taken a few self-defense classes.


  “I practice with my brother,” she said. “He doesn’t go easy on me because I’m a girl. Do you have more moves than that? Because I certainly do.”


  As the surprise of what she’d done wore off, my anger returned. “Get off me.”


  “I will, but you have to promise you’ll stay and talk.”


  “I have nothing to say.” That was the truth. The first thing manipulative people did was to get close to their victim, weasel through their defenses.


  “I have questions, and I want answers.”


  “Fine,” I grunted. My return ticket was still hidden in my luggage. I had checked it before coming out here to see what they were up to. Having an escape at my fingertips made a difference.


  She eased away, and Drew helped me to my feet. His icy blue eyes penetrated the haze surrounding me, and I realized that I’d mistaken his calm demeanor for complacency. He was pissed, but he’d trusted Sophia to take care of the situation. I couldn’t imagine trusting somebody that much.


  “While I know Sophia is perfectly capable of taking care of herself, seeing somebody put his hands on her makes me very angry. Never put your hands on her again.” He shoved at my shoulders, pushing me back down into the chair I’d recently vacated. “That’s twice that she’s had to subdue you. It’s in your best interest to talk with us about what the hell is going on with you.”


  Sophia sat on one side of me, scooting her chair closer, but not close enough to make me feel closed in. Drew remained in his position on my other side.


  She folded her hands on the table in front of her. “Neal, did you really have subdrop this morning, or is something else going on?”


  Subdrop messed with my head, but so had Master Geordie. I wasn’t sure which parts were due to coming off that natural high and which parts were due to my life experiences. It wasn’t so easy to separate those things in my head. I pressed my lips together as I thought, but it didn’t help me arrive at any conclusions. “I don’t know.”


  The stare she leveled at me never wavered. She was going to wait until I threw her something she felt she could work with.


  Exasperation drove me to comply. “It was a little bit of subdrop. I sometimes get a headache later, or I get restless.”


  “Or irrational?” Drew scowled at me. Of the pair, he had less patience with the conversation, and he wasn’t bothering to hide it.


  Well I had news for him. Out of the three of us, I had the least patience for this conversation. I shrugged off his question. “You want an apology?”


  “No,” Sophia said, though a glance at Drew showed that he probably did want one. “I want the truth. Why are you so angry? Nothing has changed. If you hadn’t overheard Drew and me talking, then you wouldn’t know anything about the fact that we want a deeper relationship with you. We had no plans to spring it on you, and we definitely don’t want to move faster than all three of us are comfortable moving.”


  She’d thrown me the meat, now all I had to do was make a sandwich. “It’s just that you’re married. You have this long-standing relationship, a past, a history, you’re planning to spend the rest of your lives together. There’s no room for a third party, and I don’t want to be some afterthought or long-term sex toy or worse.”


  Shit. I’d said more than I had intended.


  Sophia winced. She looked a little like I had pushed her. Drew’s frown spoke volumes. I just didn’t know what it said.


  “You’re not an afterthought,” he said. “Maybe when Sophie and I got married, we didn’t plan to bring someone else into this, but life is constantly changing the recipe on you. I won’t pretend to have the answers or the ability to predict the future. Right now, we know that we like you a lot, and we want you to be a bigger part of our lives.”


  I felt a gentle touch on my wrist, and I looked down to see Sophia’s fingers resting there. Not grasping or holding, just resting, offering strength and reassurance.


  “Thinking you’re a threat to our marriage, which you aren’t, isn’t your real problem. It’s nice that you’re concerned, but there’s something else going on, Neal. You’re angry for another reason.”


  I liked the way she said my name. The word rolled from her tongue, a caress and a warning wrapped in a dulcet package. “Yeah,” I agreed. “Coming on this trip was a mistake. I wanted to work for Drew and learn his style of cooking. I wanted to submit to you and Drew. I wanted to have scenes and go home afterward to the solitude of my own home. I don’t want an emotional entanglement. When I’ve learned what I can and I leave here, I want to leave with fond memories and no regrets.”


  “No emotional entanglements,” Drew said, echoing my statement. “That’s one of the saddest things I’ve ever heard. Emotional entanglements are what makes life worth living. It’s the salt and pepper, ginger and cinnamon. It’s flavor and color, texture and sound. Without it, you have nothing.”


  His eyes met Sophia’s, and they shared a moment of silent connection. The air was heavy with the weight of what was passing between them.


  I understood his sentiment, but I didn’t share it. “I prefer my life on an even keel, the appropriate ingredients measured out and the spices used sparingly.” I was sleeping with a married couple. He couldn’t argue that I’d left out the seasoning completely.


  The storm in his eyes grew fervent. “You leave no room for surprise or discovery.”


  “That’s how I like it.”


  “That’s boring, not at all how I cook.”


  I ground my teeth together. “It works for you, not for me. Newsflash: I’m not you. I don’t want to be you.”


  Sophia held up her hand. “Enough, you two. While I love metaphors as much as the next person, I’m genuinely afraid you’re going to change the subject and start debating spanakopita recipes. I’m hearing Neal say that he likes things the way they are. Drew, honey, we have to respect that. Neal, you can stop freaking out and getting mad because you think we’re going to ask more than you want to give, and you don’t have to pretend to think about dating us. It’s clear that’s not what you want right now.”


  She looked sad, like the words hurt to say, but I was relieved that she’d weaseled out of me what I wanted even though I had initially been less than forthcoming.


  “Thank you,” I said. “I’d still like to sleep in the spare bedroom.”


  She couldn’t argue with that, but I could tell she wanted to.


  


  * * * *


  


  The next morning, I got up at the crack of dawn. In reality, I’d barely slept at all. Though I had insisted on being alone, I found myself lonely. More than that, I was plagued by demons—guilt, anxiety, and sorrow. I knew I’d leapt on both of them unprovoked. I hadn’t wanted to talk about what was bothering me.


  Truthfully, I did want to date them. I wanted it very badly. Wanting it scared the crap out of me. The last time I’d felt this strongly about anybody, I’d found myself alone and destitute, with too much pride to call my parents and ask for money. I would have died in Rio before I returned a broken loser. While I wasn’t quite broken, I was dented and cracked, used and damaged goods.


  I didn’t want to stay in the suite and wait for Drew and Sophia to get up. In a turn of cowardice, I didn’t particularly relish seeing either of them. I knew I’d hurt them both. While I’d hated doing it, they’d left me with no choice. I couldn’t expose myself again.


  After scrawling a hasty note, I went windsurfing. Drew and I had watched for a little while yesterday morning, but neither of us had wanted to get out on the water. He’d merely checked out the equipment and talked to the proprietor of the excursion.


  I’d teased him about not wanting to mess up his hair. He’d given me a curious look, and that’s when I noticed that he’d foregone any kind of product. The breeze had ruffled his straight blond hair, making him look ten times sexier. I’d run my hand through the softness and told him how much I liked it. He’d preened under the praise.


  I charged the board and equipment to the room.


  After a short lesson, I went out on my own. I’d windsurfed before, though it had been a couple of years since I’d been out on the ocean. The skill came back quickly. I liked the warm, salty breeze whipping through my hair and the splashes of water that soaked my clothes and stung my eyes.


  I stayed out there until wind carried away my worries and the sun blazed high in the sky. Then I returned my rented board and walked along the beach. More people were out today, and the sandy strip was littered with their bodies. Some were nude. Many tried to make eye-contact with me. Without the collar Sophia had given me, I found myself becoming a person of interest, and I didn’t care for that. Five propositions later, I decided I needed to go somewhere else.


  Though I dreaded going back—mostly because I didn’t want to face Sophia and Drew after the way I’d overreacted last night—I went. Eventually I would have to see them. If this all fell apart, Drew was still my boss, and Sophia was still my boss’s wife.


  The building housing our suite was situated about a five-minute walk from the beach. It was part of a cluster of buildings that featured a freshwater pool and lounge chairs in a central square. As I picked my way through the maze of chairs, many of which were occupied, I heard someone call my name.


  I looked to find a familiar face, one I hadn’t seen in three years. I couldn’t recall his name, but he was around my age. He wasn’t someone I’d known very well, but I remembered how I knew him.


  “Neal? I thought that was you.” He peeled himself from his chair and came toward me. His light brown skin gleamed in the sun. Sans sunglasses, he squinted up at me, the hard look of the streets in his eyes. “Yeah. I saw you yesterday with a couple. You here with them?”


  Jaxon. He went by Jaxon. I doubted it was his real name, but it was the only one I knew. I slapped palms with him, gripping hands in a show of camaraderie. “Jax. What are you doing here?”


  He shrugged. “Some Daddy wants to pay for me to come here? Whatever. It’s a change of scenery.”


  I didn’t want to tell him about Sophia and Drew because I knew he already thought I was here as a paid companion. “That’s great. I’m not into that scene anymore. I’m cooking full-time. This is just a vacation with friends.”


  His entire demeanor shifted. He lost the hard glint, and his entire posture softened. “Me neither. I’m here with a Daddy, but he’s mine, ya know? He’s good to me. He got me off the streets, told me I was worth more than I’d ever get selling myself. It’s, you know, a relationship.”


  We talked for a few more minutes before his lover called to him from the pool. The older man eyed me suspiciously, probably thinking I was trying to hit on his much younger piece of ass. I slapped palms with Jax again and waved at the old man. Jax slipped into the water and wrapped his body around his lover. The smile on his face was genuine, and that’s not an expression I ever saw on Jaxon’s face before. Perhaps that’s why I hadn’t immediately recalled him. That look was transformative.


  I wondered what Sophia and Drew saw when they looked at me?


  I entered the suite quietly. From the door to the larger bedroom, I heard Sophie calling to Drew. “Honey, hurry up. You look fine, and I’m hungry.”


  Though it could have been a suggestive line, it wasn’t. Her direction was laced with impatience.


  She came out of the bedroom wearing a strapless sundress that hugged her curves. It had some kind of red floral print. I liked her in red. It looked good against her olive skin and dark hair.


  She stopped short when she saw me. A tentative smile curved her lips. “Neal. You’re back. Have you eaten? We were just about to head to the restaurant for lunch.”


  I wanted to kiss away the uncertainty. Instead, I shook my head. “I grabbed a bagel for breakfast, but that’s all.”


  She looked me up and down, her eyes traveling with sinful indolence. “Go jump in the shower. You have ten minutes. Drew should be ready by then. Wear shorts, no shirt.”


  “Yes, Mistress.”


  Tension left her body at my use of her title. It looked like nothing had changed, just as they assured me would happen. Ten minutes later, I joined Mistress and Chef on the balcony. They both took a few moments to study me. I’d dressed in a pair of red jockey shorts that matched Mistress’s dress, and though she hadn’t mentioned it, I’d put the collar back on.


  Chef was the first to move. He crossed the short porch and locked his lips on mine, taking me prisoner with a dizzying and possessive kiss. When he ended it, we were both breathing hard. He grabbed the hair just above my nape and pulled until I looked into his eyes.


  “Thanks for leaving a note. We would have worried otherwise.”


  From the expression on Sophia’s face, I think they had worried anyway, and that made me feel like shit again. She linked her arm through mine and steered me toward the door. “Let’s eat, gentlemen, and then we’ll play.”


  The meal turned out to be huge—we were all famished—so we went for a walk afterward. We ended up in the playhouse. The curved staircases leading to a verandah actually contained people, as did some of the lounge chairs on the uncovered porch.


  “Looks like more people got here,” I said.


  Sophia nodded. “Sunday and Monday are the slower days. We’ll have to price the rooms a little less expensively for those nights. Still, the resort will only max out at about forty percent capacity, and this is the season when things are supposed to pick up. They’re not.”


  Drew put his arm around my waist, splaying his hand over my hip, and pulled me closer. “We’re here to tour the facility, and you’re going to model some of the amenities for us.”


  I didn’t know what that meant until we got to the first room. The playhouse wasn’t technically open to the public until six in the evening. No doubt they’d cut back the hours because they couldn’t afford to pay monitors. I mentioned this to Sophia, but she merely shook her head.


  “If it’s always open, it loses some of the mystique. Keeping the hours limited makes it a feature, a special night.” She inserted a key into the lock and opened the door. We went inside, and she locked everything back up. “Take off those shorts.”


  Drew took a double ring from a zippered pocket on his cargo shorts. I recognized the device. One ring would nestle against the base of my dick. It was a cock ring. The other would require my dick being bent in half to slip through again. It would be uncomfortable when I wasn’t aroused and blissfully painful when I was.


  I shed my jockey shorts. Drew tucked them into his pocket, regarding me with a sexy twist to his lips. He handed me the double ring. “Put this on.”


  “Yes, Chef.”


  The device had a quick-release button, and for that I was grateful. Having one of these permanently stuck did not appeal to me.


  Mistress watched, no doubt noting how I handled myself. When I finished, she checked the fit, running her fingertip over my flaccid, bent member. I trembled as blood tried to rush to my cock. It throbbed.


  She glanced up at me. “Comfortable?”


  “No, Mistress.”


  “What’s your color?”


  “Green,” I assured her.


  “Great,” Chef said. “Let’s have a look around.”


  We wandered through a few rooms—two different dungeon setups, a doctor’s office, and a room full of pillows.


  Mistress observed the pillows with a puzzled frown.


  I spoke up. “A harem scenario, I think.”


  She nodded. “Hmm. This can’t be sanitary.” She picked up a pillow. It had water stains on it, the kind silk gets when it has been cleaned the wrong way. “Ugh. Drew, we are definitely shutting it down if we buy this place. Anywhere people are going to have sex needs to be a place that can be sanitized and cleaned.”


  We wandered the building, which I realized was an old plantation house. Whoever had remodeled it hadn’t bothered to try to make it fit with the ancient Greek theme. Considering that it was a place full of themed rooms, I guess it wasn’t meant to fit in. They could have at least matched up the architecture. No matter. Once Mistress took it over, she would make everything work.


  We wandered for a while longer. None of the rooms had anything out of the ordinary—as far as BDSM was concerned—that I could find. Finally, Mistress stopped at one. She stared at an hourglass-shaped bench that curved up a few inches at each end and tapped her fingernail against her bottom lip.


  “I’ve always wanted to try one of those.”


  Head tilted to the side, Chef stared at it. “What is it?”


  “A low-maintenance lover.”


  We both gave her a dry look.


  “You attach a dildo or vibrator to it—depends on the model—and ride until you can’t move anymore.”


  Chef opened a cupboard to the left of the door. “Looks like vibrators.” He opened one of the packages and wiped it down with the disinfecting wipes that were also in the cupboard. Then he tossed the wipes to me. “Clean that thing for your Mistress.”


  “Drew,” she protested, “I don’t have to do it here.”


  He hooked his arm around her waist. “Oh, honey, you can’t tease me like that. I want to watch, and so does Neal.”


  I wiped the surface extra vigorously. Yes, I did want to watch her masturbate on the device. I wanted to kneel at her feet and take care of her when she finished. Then I wanted to lick her clean and fuck her until we were all drained.


  “It’s nice and clean, Mistress.”


  Chef slid the attachment into place and unrolled a condom over it. “It’s ready, Sophie.”


  Mistress stood between us, looking at the machine. Impulsively, I leaned down and kissed the curve of her neck. She sighed and tilted her head to give me better access. I took advantage of it.


  On the other side, Chef took possession of her mouth. His hand disappeared up her dress. I stroked up and down her arms and licked a path down her spine. She shivered and moved her hips against Chef’s hand.


  We primed her, taking her to the point where she moaned out loud. Then Chef guided her onto the device. The hourglass shape made it conform to her body. She sank down on the vibrator. Chef reached under the machine and turned on the power.


  As she tested out her rhythm, Chef led me to a padded spanking bench. I knelt on the lower level and rested my upper body on the higher level. I didn’t know if he would spank me or not, and he didn’t do or say anything to give me a clue. He buckled cuffs around my wrists and calves.


  My cock throbbed against the restriction of the double ring, sending pleasurable bouts of pain through my balls and up my spine. The bench put me in the perfect position to watch Mistress. Her mouth opened in the O shape she got when she was really enjoying herself. She undulated against the vibrator, moving her hips in a sinfully delectable motion.


  “She’s so hot.” Chef murmured in my ear. His body was bent over mine, owning my personal space and crowding me against the bench. He nipped my lobe and licked the place on my neck that made me tremble. “I could watch her fuck that thing all day.”


  I gulped and nodded. She was definitely hot and giving off so much heat that I was being scorched.


  Chef ground his cock against my ass. “Maybe not watch.”


  I heard his zipper unknitting, and I exhaled an unsteady breath. He rubbed lubricant into me, and then I felt the familiar pressure of his hardness seeking entrance. My cock jumped and throbbed, fighting its restriction. I exhaled, and did my best to relax. However the combination of the show Mistress was putting on and the feel of Chef was too much. He breached me, forcing his way past my defenses. It smarted, but I think it hurt him more than it hurt me.


  Mistress gripped the edges of the curved platform and rocked back and forth. She watched Chef fuck me, and she slowed to match her pace to his.


  “Neal, you look positively gorgeous,” she said. “You’re in such exquisite agony.”


  “Thank you, Mistress.” Unable to make myself coherent, I grunted the words.


  She lifted her gaze, meeting Chef’s, and they both sped up. Chef reached under me and caressed my cock. Just when I thought I would die, he pressed the quick release, freeing me. Blood rushed in, and I was instantly hard.


  I gasped at the pins-and-needles sensation. It felt so good and so bad at the same time. Immediately my mind floated away, hovering just above my body. Bliss rolled through me. Mistress threw her head back and let out a long, low moan as she climaxed. Chef slammed into me and shouted his release.


  Though I don’t remember having an orgasm, when consciousness returned, Chef was cleaning semen from my leg.


  Mistress stroked my hair back from my face, caressing near my temple. “Shhh,” she said. “You’re safe. You’re all right. I’m here. I’ve got you.”


  I looked up at her, at her soft dark tresses falling over her red dress where it covered her breasts, and didn’t speak. Hot tears leaked from my eyes. It tried to stop them, but I couldn’t.


  When Chef finished cleaning me, he situated himself on my other side, the warmth of his thighs and hip cradling my body with affection. He stroked my shoulder and arm, adding to Mistress’s calming effect.


  The room lacked a bed, and so the three of us sat on the floor in silence. They didn’t press me to talk about what had happened, though they both made it clear they would listen if I had something to say.


  


  * * * *


  


  For the rest of the trip, neither of them brought up the idea of something more permanent between us, and I was thankful for that. When Master Geordie had wanted something that I hadn’t wanted to give, he used to find some way to throw it at me or wear me down until I gave in. The fact that my decision was being respected—and nobody seemed inclined to retaliate—made most of my anger evaporate.


  After my experiences with neediness and subdrop the mornings after a scene, I spent the rest of the trip rising before they did. Each morning, I left before they were awake, spending several hours on the water fleeing from my past and running from the future.


  When I arrived home, Aunt Danielle was waiting for me. She leaped on me the moment I got out of the car, forcing me to drop my bag. Thank goodness I didn’t have anything breakable in there.


  Drew had been called into work. The chef who had taken charge for the five days he’d been gone had come down with a nasty case of the flu. Sophia had dropped him at Sensual Secrets, and then she’d taken me home.


  Sophia stood behind the trunk, my smaller bag slung over her shoulder. She looked beautiful, a goddess in jeans and a pink jacket.


  “Hi,” Aunt Danielle said as she eyeballed Sophia.


  They hadn’t yet met, so I introduced them.


  “It’s good to meet you,” Sophia said. “Neal has told me about you.”


  I noticed that she stated a careful truth. I had told Sophia about my aunt, but I hadn’t talked about her all that much. It was another way I was keeping her at arm’s length.


  “Yeah,” Aunt Danielle said. “I’m sure.” She knew me pretty well, so she knew I hadn’t said jack to Sophia.


  Things were growing awkward, so I took my bag from Sophia. My intention was to herd her back into the car. She had other plans.


  She stepped around me and beamed a friendly smile. “Drew and I are having some people over Sunday afternoon. We’d like it if you could join us.”


  Aunt Danielle looked at me, speculation and curiosity bubbling in her eyes. “I’d love to. Neal can bring me.”


  I crushed her plans. “I’m working Sunday.”


  Sophia had her phone out. “If you give me your email address, I’ll send you directions to our place. People will start arriving around four, but we won’t eat until closer to six.”


  The telepathic messages I sent to Aunt Danielle telling her to beg off were not received. She gave Sophia the information.


  When she was gone, I glared at Aunt Danielle. “I don’t want you going there.”


  She did not find me at all intimidating. “My baby nephew spent a week vacationing with those people. I wouldn’t be doing my duty if I didn’t get to know them better.”


  “Don’t do this.”


  She shrugged away my concerns. “I promised my brother that I would look out for you. Nothing you say or do is going to make me go away. I know you, Neal. I know how your time in Brazil has changed you, made you try to hide who you really are inside. Everybody thinks you’re this wonderful chef who came out of nowhere, but I know where ‘nowhere’ is.” She got in my face, or as close to my face as somebody a foot shorter can get. “You’re not the kind of person who sleeps around, and you give your heart entirely too easily. I want to get to know these people before you’re too far gone.”


  How wrong she was about me. I’d slept around plenty, and I’d charged for the privilege, sometimes commanding a thousand dollars a night.


  “Aunt Danielle, you don’t know anything.”


  “No,” she said. “Because you won’t tell me anything. Now I’m going to find out for myself.”


  The whole thing didn’t sit right with me. I spent the night pacing in my room, tossing and turning in my bed that was suddenly too large and empty.


  The next day, Saturday, was my first day back at work. I thought I’d walk into questions about where I’d been and why I’d been allowed to take a vacation so soon after starting the new job, but nothing of the sort happened. Nobody even looked at me funny.


  I found Drew in the back of the kitchen, bent over a printout of the catering order. He tapped his fingers on the counter, and I couldn’t help but wonder how long it had been since he’d touched Sophia. Had she kissed him good-bye at the door and bade him have a great day at work? Or had she pushed him toward the exit, thinking about the piles of accounting awaiting her now that she was back from vacation? Or had she made sure he left sated and ready to face the day?


  If I didn’t banish that line of thinking, I was going to go insane.


  “Hey, Chef,” I called. “What are we doing today?”


  He looked up slowly, and I caught the barest hint of smoke in his pale eyes. Then I remembered the title I’d unofficially bestowed upon him.


  The look faded, and he went back to perusing the paper. “Grilled salmon. Go ahead and get those filleted.”


  He turned to one of the other cooks and gave different orders. Around us, the kitchen was springing to life. Shouts and chatter filled the air, punctuated by the hiss of water and the clank of pans hitting one another and the stoves.


  Things were happening the way they normally did, and flames of anger flared in my chest. After the week we’d spent together, Drew gave not one sign that things had changed between us. No special smiles or secretive glances. Not a word or touch. It’s what I asked for, but now that I was experiencing it, I found myself discontented.


  After the crew had picked up the catering for the grilled salmon brunch, we began prepping the order for that evening, chicken cacciatore and mahimahi. We started in on the lunch break rotation.


  On mine, I found Drew. He was glowering at vegetables on a cutting board. A glance down showed the cause of his dissatisfaction. The knife work wasn’t up to his standards.


  “Did you know that your wife invited my aunt to your house for dinner tomorrow?” My question came out more aggressively than I’d anticipated.


  His glower didn’t change. “Jenny,” he bellowed.


  The buxom brunette arrived at his side, wiping her hands on a towel. “Yes, Chef?”


  “Tell me what’s wrong with these.”


  She cocked her head to the side and looked. “Too little?”


  He sighed. “How long have you been with me?”


  “Six weeks, Chef.”


  “You’re still cutting your pieces in different sizes. They won’t cook evenly. Redo it.” He swept her first attempt into a nearby trash can. When he looked at her, he radiated patience and dominance. How had I missed that before? “Do it right this time.”


  He left the other end of the ultimatum unsaid. Drew was patient with staff, but he didn’t tolerate sloppiness, and those who couldn’t meet his standards didn’t stay for long.


  He turned away from us both, completely ignoring me.


  I went after him. How dare he walk away from me? “Drew, did you hear what I said?” Again, I unloaded my temper into my tone.


  Now he faced me. “Tomorrow?”


  I nodded.


  He pursed his lips thoughtfully and made a sound that said he found the idea interesting. Then he turned away again.


  I clamped my hand on his arm. He froze, and the muscles under my palm tensed. “Without me.”


  “I’m sure she included you in the invitation.”


  “She did, but I have to work until six. It starts at four.”


  “So come by after.” He directed a pointed look at my hand.


  I got the message. Drew might have drawn a distinct line between our personal and professional lives, but he would always play the dominant role. “I don’t have a car.”


  “So I’ll leave a car for you.”


  The idea of him leaving a car for me triggered a sense of panic, and that feeling always morphed to anger or resentment. It was better for survival, but I was beginning to feel like a hostage to that emotion, especially because Drew didn’t deserve to be my target. “I don’t want your car.”


  Drew sighed. “Look, Neal, I don’t have time for this now. First, this isn’t something we should even be discussing here. Second, instead of rejecting all of the solutions I’m offering, just say you don’t want to come. It’s not required.”


  I didn’t have anything to say to that. My irritation ceased to exist.


  “Now go take your break and let me get back to work.”


  With the anger gone, all I had left was panic, and so I said the first thing that popped into my head. “Okay, leave the car. I’ll come by after work.”


  If he smiled in triumph, I didn’t see it.


  Later that night, Sophia picked Drew up from work. He gave me his car keys, and as they left, Sophia winked at me. I wanted to fall to my knees and beg for her attention, for the kiss I hadn’t given her when she’d dropped me off at my aunt’s house.


  Drew might be all business at work, but Sophia didn’t share his reservations. After all, she was only my boss in the bedroom.


  I felt a stabbing in my chest at the thought of not seeing my Mistress or Chef again. My emotions were contradictory, frustrating me to no end. Still, I downloaded a copy of A Midsummer Night’s Dream so that I’d know what the hell they were talking about when they peppered those quotes into conversation.


  


  Chapter Sixteen


  


  Drew


  


  Neal was trying my patience. After freaking out at the prospect of having a larger role in our lives, he had the nerve to get upset about Sophia inviting his aunt to our house—and he had the audacity to try to grill me about it at work.


  Part of me wanted to strip off his pants and give him the discipline he was so vigorously courting. Surely one of those double rings that bent the penis in half would mellow his in-your-face hostility. He might be larger than me, but if Sophia had taught me anything, it was that dominance was in the personality. I’d never considered myself dominant before, merely alpha, but now I saw that the distinction lay only in my mindset. Neal was definitely an alpha, but under the right circumstances, he was also submissive.


  I wondered how Sophia would have reacted if he’d challenged her that way, and then I shook the thought from my head. This was my place of business. He and I had agreed on keeping it separate from our casual relationship, and I needed things to stay that way. My personal life was nobody’s business.


  The rumor mill at the network thought they had the real scoop on my relationship with Sophia. I’m sure they were waiting for me to divorce her, or for her to grow tired of my alleged affairs and leave me. That would never happen. I’d promised to love and honor her until death, and I kept my promises.


  Sophia had never invited anybody to the family dinners she had the last Sunday of every month with her family. The first time I attended one had been an accident. She’d broken up with me when I was across the country, and I had flown home to call her out on it. I had arrived at her house to find her mother at the stove. After I’d set Sophie back on the right path, her father had interrogated me to make sure I was good enough for his little girl.


  Yep, I’d married a woman who still had her father wrapped around her finger. As long as I made her happy, David DiMarco liked me. I intended to keep things that way.


  Did the fact that she’d invited his aunt shock me? Hell, yes. She hadn’t mentioned it, though the opportunity to talk hadn’t presented itself between the time I had rolled into bed last night and the time I had to get up this morning.


  There hadn’t even been time for sex. I liked morning sex, especially when I hadn’t been able to indulge the night before. Sometimes my work schedule made me feel like a monk.


  Coming to work and seeing Neal hadn’t been easy. He looked damn sexy in his white jacket. It made his hair seem darker and his eyes bluer. The cut accentuated the broadness of his shoulders and the slimness of his hips. And that ass…


  My eyes were drawn to his pouty lips. At least, they had been until I realized he was actually pouting. That was not attractive.


  When Sophie picked me up, we held hands as we walked to the parking garage. Sensual Secrets had dedicated parking for three vehicles, and frequently those went to the catering vans. Tonight my car was parked in one, and I’d given the keys to Neal.


  I smacked a kiss on Sophie’s cheek as I opened the passenger door for her. She hated driving in the evening, so I always did the honors. “You invited Neal’s aunt over for dinner tomorrow?”


  “Yeah,” she said. “I didn’t think she’d come, not with Neal glaring at her the whole time.” She got into the car, and I closed her door.


  As I backed out of the parking space, I said, “He can be intimidating when he wants, but it’s hard to intimidate someone who knew you before you were able to walk and talk.”


  “He said he’s coming? For sure? I figured he’d talk her out of it.”


  I grinned. “I left him my car. He’d better come.”


  She reached over and put her hand on my shoulder. Pressing down, she tested the amount of tension I’d gathered over the course of the day. “If I’d known he was going to make you so tense, I would have had the masseur waiting for us.”


  Tilting my head to the side, I stretched out my neck muscles. “It’s nothing you can’t handle.”


  “Mmm.” A catlike grin curled her lips. “Naked massage. No sheet. Can I tie you down?”


  “Nope. I want my hands free to wander.”


  I thought she might let her hands wander to other parts of me, but she just squeezed my shoulder and set her hand back on her lap. “Drew? When are you going to come out of the closet?”


  “The closet?” I had no idea what she meant. I was openly bisexual. “What closet would that be?”


  “The one where you get all tingly when Neal calls you ‘Chef’ in place of ‘Master.’ If you want him to be honest and face his feelings, then you also need to be honest.”


  I didn’t think I had been dishonest, which I guess wasn’t the same thing as being honest. “What do you mean he needs to face his feelings? It seems to me that he faces them pretty regularly. He’s carrying around a lot of angst.”


  She pursed her lips. “His reactions on our trip were not normal. After he dropped—and I’m not sure he actually dropped—those two times, he started avoiding us after a scene. It’s very difficult to provide proper aftercare when the sub gets up early and heads to the beach.”


  Neal had done that for the last three mornings we’d been there. I hadn’t thought much of it. He liked to windsurf. It was his vacation too. “You think he was avoiding us? Why would he do that?”


  She gave me an exasperated look, and she didn’t bother to temper the drama of her sigh. “Drew, you said it yourself. He reminds you of me. When we first met, I avoided situations with you that would expose me or make me emotionally vulnerable. You didn’t give up on me, and we can’t give up on him. He’s hiding some serious pain.”


  Now that she said it, everything made sense—his mood swings, the defensive behavior, the way he insisted on behavior protocols that he didn’t actually like. Sophia had been exactly like that when I’d met her. She’d pushed me away at every turn.


  “Damn,” I said. “You put me through hell. I’m not sure I can do that again.”


  She took my hand in hers. “He’s worth it, honey. You showed me that. Don’t lose faith. We’ll do this together.”


  With Sophie by my side, anything seemed possible.


  


  * * * *


  


  At home, Sophia fed me some soup she’d made. I didn’t bother analyzing the flavors. Like most people, I just enjoyed good food. There was no need to figure out the ratio of cumin to coriander. While I chowed down, she sat across the table and grinned at me. I recognized the grin.


  “What?”


  “Want to learn how to use a flogger?”


  “Will you flirt with me and say, ‘Yes, Chef’ a lot?”


  She laughed so quickly that she snorted. She had a cute snort. “You’re not going to practice on me. I set up a mattress for you, and I dug up a set of velour sheets from the bottom of a closet I cleaned out today. Whatever possessed you to buy velour sheets?”


  I had no idea where those had come from. “Must have been a housewarming gift. I’ve never used them. I prefer silk or cotton.”


  “Well, you’ll get plenty of use out of them now.”


  I did want to learn to flog. When Sophia had prevented me from flogging Neal, I had understood her reasons for doing so, but the lack of experience had smarted.


  Watching Sophia was art in motion. She was a graceful dancer, all sensual curves and wicked intent. Downstairs in our dungeon—I’d already shifted my thinking about that room, from hers to ours—she set me up in front of a wall where she’d propped up a mattress and covered it with the sheets. They did not look familiar at all.


  “You’ve watched me for years. Do you want me to break it down, or do you want to try it first and have me correct you?”


  “Try it first.”


  She moved out of range. I gripped the handle loosely, the way I’d seen her do. I knew the importance of a relaxed grip. Then I whipped the falls at the mattress. They tangled around my arm, and I looked down in dismay.


  “It’s not as easy as it looks,” I said, hopping on that comment before she could utter a word.


  “I know. Before you master this skill, you’ll hit yourself in some pretty uncomfortable places.”


  My dick twinged—not in a good way—at the thought I might hit it. Perhaps I should wear a cup in addition to the safety glasses she’d made me put on. “Do you think Neal would like that?”


  She pursed her lips and inhaled. “I’m not sure. Once he got into subspace, he took some pretty hard hits.”


  “You don’t hit hard,” I teased. She punched my arm.


  The first time I’d been alone with Sophia, she’d tied me to the bedpost and flogged me. It hadn’t been anything but annoying. The whole time, I’d stared at her, watching her sexy body move, picturing her naked and underneath me. Once she figured out that I was neither a submissive nor a sadist, she’d asked me how I’d been able to take the flogging without it denting my libido. She hadn’t loved my response.


  “When your balls are the target, every hit is hard. We can ask him, but if you’re going to learn to do that, you’re going to need to aim better.” She pointed to the sheet. “First, though, you have to hit the sheet.”


  Hit the sheet. I’d show her what hitting the sheet meant.


  She saw my intention the second it registered on my face. Taking a step back, she held her hand up in the universal sign of “back away.” “Drew, you’ll never learn the flogger if you don’t practice.”


  I was a faster runner than Sophie. We’d jogged together several times, and her fast pace matched my slow one. She zigged toward the door. I zagged and beat her there. I captured her in my arms and pinned her body to the wall with mine.


  “Practice later,” I said. “Hit the sheet now.”


  I didn’t bother with the preliminaries. I devoured her lips and plunged my tongue into her mouth. She met my aggression with some of her own, and before I came up for air, she had my jeans around my ankles.


  I tasted her neck and worked on her jeans. We fumble-stumbled to the massive, four-poster bed she kept in the dungeon. The steel frame was bolted to the floor, and it featured strategically placed metal rings where ropes or snaps could be attached. It wasn’t my taste, but it did the job.


  We fell onto the bed, which always had fresh sheets, and twisted around one another’s bodies to strip away the rest of our clothes. I touched her body, discovering anew my favorite places. No matter how many times we were together like this, it always seemed like the first time. I knew that kissing the bend inside her elbow made her suck in her breath, yet the wonder of her reaction struck me each time.


  Taking my time, I explored her. I dipped my tongue into her navel and turned her onto her stomach so that I could kiss a path up her spine. She moaned and writhed, arching into me, and the scent of her arousal whetted my appetite for the kind of dessert only she could provide.


  I slid up her body and turned to lie on my back. “Ride my face, Sophie.”


  “‘And even for that do I love you the more.’” Wasting no time, she positioned herself over me. Both of us played with her pussy, circling her clit and massaging her tender pink tissues. The sounds she made grew louder and more insistent, and I guided her hips lower until her pussy was sealed against my mouth. I licked and sucked, fingering her until she shouted and bathed me with her essence.


  Then I positioned her on her hands and knees and took her from behind. She started out bracing herself on her palms, but soon she put her head down and used only her elbows to prop herself up. I clasped one of her shoulders, holding her for leverage as I thrust into her. I aimed for her sweet spot, and judging from the high-pitched squeaks she made, I hit it each time. When she came again, convulsing around me, I couldn’t resist. That sweet heat shot up my spine. My balls lifted, and my climax crashed into me.


  


  * * * *


  


  Sophia’s family was very Italian. Both of her parents were first-generation Americans. Though neither one spoke anything but English, they both placed a lot of importance on traditional values. Family came first, always.


  Perhaps that’s what made them so accepting of the fact that both of their children chose to embrace alternative lifestyles. Sophie’s brother, Daniel, lived as part of a triad. He’d married his high school best friend and the woman of his dreams. The three of them were very much in love with one another. Sometimes I envied their arrangement, not because I wasn’t content with Sophia, but because they didn’t have to go outside of their bedroom to fulfill all of their needs.


  At first, sharing Sophia with subs hadn’t been a big deal. I had spent years sleeping with couples, and I didn’t see a distinction between what I had done and what I was doing.


  But now that we’d met Neal, my opinion on that had changed. He completed us. I didn’t just want to date him, I wanted him to join our family.


  I might not be Italian, but my family was the most important thing in my life. Sophie came first. Our extended family came second. I loved them, but I worshipped my wife.


  I think that’s why her father liked me so much. I didn’t hide my feelings for Sophia or pretend she wasn’t the nucleus of my world.


  Anna and David, her parents, were the first to arrive. My parents had a standing invitation, but they were in Mexico this week.


  I answered the door to hugs from both of them. I took Anna’s bags from her. She always made pies, and we started with dessert. Sophia’s family was huge on dessert.


  Walking through the foyer and hall behind Anna, I noticed that she was thinner. Sophia’s mom had always been a plump little blonde. She was charming and pretty, the quintessential grandma type.


  “Anna, you look fabulous.”


  She turned without stopping, throwing a beaming smile over her shoulder. “Thank you, Drew.”


  David smacked my shoulder. He was a large man. I wasn’t small, but he dwarfed everyone I knew, including his son. “Watch it, Snow. That’s my wife you’re ogling.”


  I don’t think the fact that we had a rotating third person in our bedroom sat well with David, not that we discussed it. I know he’d mentioned it once to Sophia, and she’d set him straight about what was his business and what wasn’t.


  Still, I wasn’t going to hit on my mother-in-law. I gave him the stink-eye. “You’ve lost weight too.”


  “We’re on a diet,” Anna said. “Portion control. I only brought two pies. That gives everybody one big slice.”


  In the kitchen, David patted his stomach. “When Anna was pregnant, I gained weight too. Anna aims to keep Danny and Evan from becoming unhealthy. Alaina, on the other hand, she says doesn’t eat enough.”


  Anna frowned. “She’s eating for two, and yet she looks like she’s eating for a two-year-old.”


  Sophia entered the kitchen using the back stairs. She’d been cleaning up the dungeon. I hadn’t practiced much last night, and she’d put me through my paces this morning. My shoulders and back were sore from swinging the flogger. I’d been so focused on finding a rhythm and hitting my target that I hadn’t hit the sheets with Sophie this morning.


  “There’s my little girl.” David swallowed Sophie in a tight hug.


  Anna was next. Her short stature couldn’t swallow Sophia, but she managed to exert a motherly dominance. Sometimes I wondered about David and Anna’s relationship, but Sophie had assured me that her parents were very vanilla or very good at hiding their activities. If they didn’t want people to know, then people didn’t need to know.


  We chatted for a little while. Anna put on an apron—I kept one just for her—and started emptying the cupboards of the ingredients she wanted. If she couldn’t find something, I told her where it was. I’d long ago learned that my kitchen was Anna’s when she was over and in the mood to cook. I wanted to have her on my show, but I hadn’t been able to charm her into it yet.


  Alaina came next, flanked by Evan and Danny. Zach, her twelve-year-old brother, trailed behind. While he technically wasn’t David and Anna’s grandchild, he was the closest thing they had to one, and they’d assumed the role wholeheartedly.


  Anna descended on the towheaded boy, enveloping him in her arms. He was nearly her height, and though his bleach-blond hair didn’t match hers, they did look like they could be blood relatives. She kissed his cheeks and fussed over him.


  When she let him go, David shook Zach’s hand. “Congratulations on making the basketball team. Hard work is always rewarded.”


  He blushed and mumbled a thanks. I felt like I had missed something.


  “I didn’t know you were going out for basketball,” I said. “Congratulations.”


  “Yeah. Poppa and Danny helped me practice and get into shape. I hadn’t played before.”


  Daniel could have been Sophia’s male twin. He was the masculine version of her, not as pretty, but definitely handsome. He was my height—five eleven—and we shared a similar build. Our main difference lay in coloring. Danny had an olive complexion, and dark hair and eyes like Sophia and their father.


  Evan was the quiet one. Sometimes I wasn’t sure I knew him too well. He was slightly taller than me, broader shouldered, and built. He was seriously hot. If Danny hadn’t scooped him up, I would have tried to talk Sophia into some kind of fling with Evan.


  Alaina, the woman they’d both seduced and married, was tiny. Though she had a curvy figure, she couldn’t have been more than an inch or two over five feet. She had brown, shoulder-length hair that shone with red highlights in the sunlight. If I had to describe her in one word, I’d go with one that emphasized her mind. She was smart. Funny and cute, but very intelligent. She could speak knowledgably about pretty much any topic.


  She looked tired. Bags hung under her eyes. I saw that Anna noticed them. She led Alaina to the seating area on the other side of the kitchen.


  “You’re not getting enough sleep,” Anna said.


  Alaina laughed, but it was a tired one. “Night sweats wake me up. Having two heat factories lying beside me doesn’t help. I took a nap.”


  I glanced over at Sophie, who rolled her eyes. Now that Alaina was pregnant, Anna had taken that as permission to go into motherly overdrive.


  Daniel seemed oblivious, or maybe he was just used to his mother’s fawning. She definitely heaped attention on her children, and that included me. While I enjoyed a close relationship with my mother, she’d stopped fawning over me once I hit fifth grade and informed her that I was not a child anymore. She’s a psychologist, which is how she had a professional association with Alaina, so she had taken it in stride. If either of Anna’s children had tried to cut the cord like that, she hadn’t listened.


  Danny picked at the foil covering the pie. “What kind did you make? I call dibs on this one.”


  David smacked his son’s hand away. “One slice per person. Your mother is on a diet.”


  “I don’t see how that affects me.” Danny grinned mischievously. “Unless I get her portion.”


  “Touch that pie and you’ll see exactly how it affects you.” David didn’t follow up with a grin, and though Danny had a strong martial arts background that his father didn’t share, I didn’t believe Daniel would win against his father in a fight.


  “No pie for me,” Alaina said as she rubbed at her side. “You can split my piece with Evan.”


  “And me,” Zach chimed in. “I’m a growing boy.”


  Before there could be anymore arguing over the pie, Sophie said, “I’m expecting another guest. Two, actually. One should be here any minute, and the other won’t be here until dinner.”


  I didn’t think Neal could get out of work in time for dinner, but I did not contradict my wife. There were some things a married man just did not do. I’d set aside some food for him before the masses could inhale it.


  Daniel lifted his brows. “Another guest? Who?” Then a realization dawned on him and he scowled at Sophia. Daniel didn’t bother to hide his disapproval of our lifestyle. He’d been under the impression that hooking up with me would rein Sophie in, not reinforce aspects of her sex life he didn’t like. He’d mellowed over time, but he hadn’t changed his mind.


  I answered for Sophie, who I knew would say something to fan the flames. She and Danny often found it fun to push each other’s buttons. “An up-and-coming chef. He’ll eventually have a spot on the network. Right now, he’s training with me. His aunt should be here soon, and he’ll stop by when he’s finished working.”


  That mollified Danny a bit. He turned his smirk on me. “Competition?”


  I didn’t think of Neal as competition. He was an excellent cook, but he was still developing his style. There was enough room on the network for the both of us. I shrugged. “We’ll see.”


  The doorbell rang. Sophia went to answer it. Most of the family gathered at the seating area around Alaina.


  Danny moved closer to me. “Seriously,” he said, lowering his volume. “Who is this guy to you?”


  I lifted a brow and tried to affect the most condescending expression I could manage. “You assume we’re after the guy? How narrow-minded of you.”


  His expression turned dark. I almost laughed at how similar he and Sophie looked when they were pissed off. “Drew, inviting those people to a family event is crossing a line.”


  I agreed, which was why we’d never invited our thirds to interact with us socially. Neal didn’t fall into that category. “Look, he’s a great chef, and he’s not from around here. He has no friends, and his aunt is his only family in the area. Surely you can’t begrudge him a little time spent in the bosom of your wonderful family?”


  Danielle came in with Sophia. She was a pretty little thing with hair a few shades lighter than Sophie’s and the same deep blue eyes as Neal. Now that I was seeing her in my kitchen, I was struck by her similarities to Alaina. She was more Danny’s type than mine.


  She shot me a friendly smile and brought over something packed into a plastic bowl. “Hey there. I made tabouli. It’s not as good as Neal’s, but it’ll do.” She stuck her hand out to Daniel. “I’m Danielle.”


  “Daniel,” he said, accepting her hand.


  “No,” she said. “Danielle.” She emphasized the “elle.”


  Danny laughed. “I’m Daniel. You can call me Dan if it’s easier.”


  “It’s nice to meet you, Dan. You’re Sophia’s brother?”


  Sophie chimed in. “He’s older and married.”


  I coughed. “Let me introduce you to everybody.” I took her to the seating area and did the honors.


  David eyed her with open speculation, as did Anna, but neither one said a word. They were all cordial, but not overly friendly. I mentally kicked myself for not protesting when Sophie said she’d invited her. Asking an outsider to these meetings was like throwing an innocent to the wolves. I felt protective toward her. She was Neal’s family, and that made her special to me, even if I barely knew her and wasn’t sure she liked me.


  Anna got up and headed back to the kitchen, towing Sophia, Zach, and Daniel with her. I pointed Danielle toward the sofa, seating her in the place Anna had vacated. I leaned against the arm of the sofa, ready to spring to her defense. I didn’t think they’d attack her—they weren’t mean—but they also didn’t accept people into their fold who hadn’t proven themselves.


  “Hi,” she said to Alaina, smiling in that plastic sort of way people adopted when they were uncertain of the social situation. “So, did I hear right? You’re Dan’s wife?”


  “I am,” Alaina said. She let go of her side and reached for a glass on the table in front of the couch. “Evan’s too.”


  Danielle looked at Evan, confusion crossing her features. Seated on the other side of Alaina, he smiled and waved. Such reactions were normal, and for the first time, I wondered if I would soon be in that boat.


  To her credit, Danielle seemed to get with the program rather quickly. “So you landed not one, but two hot younger men? Wow. I am impressed.”


  Alaina laughed, a husky chuckle. “I didn’t do anything. They landed me.”


  “Yep,” Evan agreed. “We had a plan and everything. She was a challenge.”


  Alaina slipped her hand into Evan’s, and they exchanged a significant look. It was very sweet and full of love.


  Danielle turned back to me, but she nodded her head in their direction. She didn’t say anything, but she lifted her brow in a silent question that I had no trouble understanding. She wanted assurances that our intentions toward Neal were noble. I answered with a small nod.


  She blinded me with a brilliant smile, and I saw her resemblance to her nephew at last.


  “So what do you do?” David asked.


  Danielle turned back to him. “I’m a massage therapist. I work through a physical therapy center. Most of my clients have been through some kind of trauma.”


  David nodded thoughtfully. “Why did I think you were a chef?”


  I stood and took a seat on a nearby chair. “Her nephew is a chef. He’ll be here later. Right now, he’s working at Sensual Secrets.”


  Leaning close, David whispered, “Is he going to bring some of Ginny’s treats?”


  “Not if he values his life,” I said. “Gin has her orders ready for tomorrow morning. Heads will roll if someone touches her merchandise.”


  “Damn.”


  I caught Alaina rubbing her side and her neck. I lifted my chin in her direction. “Lainie, are you okay?”


  “Just a little sore,” she said.


  “Somebody hit her car two days ago. The doctor said it’ll take a week for the aches and pains to go away,” Evan added. He put a hand on her neck. “Want me to rub it, honey?”


  Alaina shook her head. “That doesn’t make it feel better.”


  “An anti-inflammatory would help,” Danielle said. “Alternate heat and cold until the swelling goes down.”


  “I’ve been doing that.” Alaina said. “I’m pregnant, so I can’t take much for it.”


  David rose to his feet. “I’ll get you some ice. You sit there and take it easy.”


  I hadn’t heard about the accident, and I was glad Alaina was okay. “What happened?”


  She sighed. “I was coming out of the hospital. Somebody wasn’t observing those big yellow arrows painted on the road that direct the flow of traffic. They went the wrong way and plowed into my car. On the plus side, I’m getting a new car.”


  Concern and anger rushed through me, but I squelched anything I might have said about the other driver. “I’m glad you’re okay.”


  “Thanks. The other guy got his leg pinned and had to be cut out.”


  “Then they gave him a ticket,” said Evan. “Idiot bastard.”


  Danielle leaned forward, her eyes blazing with somber intensity. “Once, when I was in high school, I was cutting diagonally across the student parking lot and this car came out of nowhere. She was doing at least forty-five. I shot out from behind some parked cars and hit her. We were both at fault. My car slid all the way down hers, caving in her driver-side door. I had a tank, and she had a Dodge Daytona. It had one of those peace-sign steering wheels, and she was a real big girl, tall, with huge boobs. They had to cut her out of the car because her boobs got stuck in the peace sign.”


  The outrage we all felt that could have cast a pall over the entire evening lifted. After three seconds of stunned silence, we all burst out laughing. Across the room, the rest of the family joined in.


  


  Two hours later, we were in the middle of dinner. Food littered the long table in my kitchen that could seat twelve comfortably, and more took up space on the nearest counter.


  Daniel and Sophia were over there, arguing about how to cut the pie pieces fairly. I didn’t think either of them was interested in fairness as much as they wanted to make sure they ended up with the biggest piece.


  Danielle looked at them and shook her head. “My brother and I used to fight like that. He’s fifteen years older than me, but I came out bossy and knowing how to do everything better than him, so the age difference didn’t really matter.”


  I knew Neal’s father was alive and well. “You guys get along better now?”


  She shrugged. “We still argue, mostly friendly disagreements, some are more serious. He wants Neal to go back to college. I think he should stick with cooking.”


  “I agree.” I had attended college for two years. My calling had been cooking, and when I’d told my parents that I wanted to attend culinary school instead of a university, they supported my dream. “It’s good he has you to support him. This business is hard enough without having to fight with your family to get them to understand why you want to spend hours and hours sweating in a kitchen. Sometimes the future a parent wants for a child isn’t the one they want for themselves.”


  Across the table, David shot me a warning look. Daniel and I had bonded over many things, but one of the issues that reinforced our camaraderie was the fact that we’d both abandoned college to follow our hearts into careers our parents hadn’t envisioned. For Danny, that was running a martial arts studio. His father hadn’t approved of that decision, though he hadn’t stood in Danny’s way, either. It was still a sore subject.


  “I just want him to be happy,” Danielle said. “Neal’s different from the rest of us, and he’s still searching for his bliss. I want him to find it.”


  The doorbell chimed. Sophia abandoned her fight with Daniel. “I’ll get that.”


  I chuckled at her enthusiasm. The look Daniel gave me matched the one that had just vanished from his father’s face.


  David got to his feet and hauled his wife with him. “It’s late. Anna and I should go. I have to get up for work in the morning.”


  I didn’t try to stop them. Denying who Neal was to us would be a lie, and forcing them to socialize with Neal before either of them was ready would be disastrous. Sophia would be disappointed, but she would eventually see the wisdom in it.


  On the way to the front door, we passed Sophia and Neal at the bottom of the steps to the second floor. They were kissing on the lips. It wasn’t anything too bad—just a firm press of closed mouths—but I had to hold her father back. The sight triggered my libido, which seemed to always be boiling just below the surface, especially when either of them were around, and that made it harder to stop David from trying to kill Neal.


  This wasn’t the first time he’d caught one of his offspring in a liplock with someone unexpected. He’d only yell at Sophie, but Neal’s physical well-being was in jeopardy.


  “It’s not what you think,” I said.


  Sophie did her best to push Neal behind her, but he was resisting her efforts. He took up a defensive stance in front of her.


  David tore his gaze from Sophia to direct his rage at me. “I have high blood pressure as it is, Drew.”


  “I know.” I hadn’t known, but his temper was legendary, so it didn’t surprise me. “Let me explain. Sophie and I are both in love with Neal.”


  To his credit, Neal didn’t flinch. Like a cheetah, he kept his attention on the threat and ignored everything else.


  David’s eyes boggled. “You’re looking for what? My blessing?”


  Anna tugged on his arm. “They’re adults. They don’t need our blessing.”


  Sophia managed to get around Neal. She probably found it ironic that he was trying to protect her when she’d proven twice that she could take him. “Dad, Mom, I’d like you to meet Neal.”


  Speechless, David said nothing. Anna stepped forward, but she didn’t offer her hand. “Neal, please don’t take this personally. It’s a lot to process. Perhaps next time we’ll sit down and have a chat. For now, I need to get my husband home before he says something he’ll regret.”


  With that small speech, they were out the door. I wanted to shake Sophia for doing things this way, but I bore an equal share of the blame. I had done everything in my power to get Neal here tonight.


  


  Chapter Seventeen


  


  Sophia


  


  I stared at the closed door, flabbergasted by my father’s behavior. Sure, he’d blown up when he’d caught my brother kissing Evan when he was supposed to be dating Alaina, but this was different. Or the same, really.


  If he could accept the fact that Danny wanted to be married to two people, then why couldn’t he accept the fact that I wanted a polyamorous relationship too?


  Drew put his arms around me. “Honey, I’m sorry. We shouldn’t have sprung this on your dad. Your mom took it better, but not great.”


  By this time, we’d attracted the attention of everybody in the kitchen except Zach. No doubt he’d found his bliss in the game room. We weren’t much for gaming, but Drew’s original decorator had insisted that every bachelor pad needed one, so instead of insisting on something he’d actually use, he’d installed one. At least something besides the pool table was getting some use.


  Danny shook his head, offering no support or sympathy. Alaina came up on his left side and slipped her arm around his waist.


  To his right, Evan studied the situation. “You’re going to need to talk to them, and it’s not going to be an easy talk to have.”


  Neal scowled. “Mistress, you set me up.”


  I felt like shit. I had set him up. I hadn’t meant to. I hadn’t done it maliciously. The kiss had been an accident. He’d come inside, and we kind of just fell into one another’s arms. Drew hadn’t been upset by it. If I was reading him correctly—and I usually did—he had found the image arousing.


  “I’m sorry, Neal. I didn’t mean for this to happen. I thought they would have been gone by now.” Or even if they hadn’t left, I had planned on introducing him as Drew’s newest protégé. Having my father catch us kissing had not been on the agenda.


  Alaina whispered something in Daniel’s ear. She looked like she wanted a soft bed and ten hours with nothing to do.


  Danny said, “We have to get going. We’ll discuss this later.”


  I nodded. Putting off talking about this with my disapproving big brother sounded like an excellent idea. I hugged Alaina good-bye. “If you need anything, let me know. I’m not working tomorrow.”


  Danny squeezed the back of my neck. “Great. I’ll see you at the studio at four.”


  I twisted out of his hold before he could get a lock on me. He was one of the few people I couldn’t beat in fight, mostly because he was the one who’d taught me everything I knew about self-defense. “Five.” I countered because I wanted to. I could have made it by four, but I didn’t want him to think that he was in charge of the conversation.


  Evan hugged me, as did Zach, who had emerged from the game room upon threat of death. They no longer threatened to leave him here because he wouldn’t have minded staying.


  Danielle had waited in the kitchen, thank goodness. We found her cleaning up the leftovers.


  “You don’t have to do that,” Drew said, skating around the island counter and removing a dish from Danielle’s hand. He wasn’t being nice—he was particular about who cleaned his kitchen and how they went about it. Our housekeeper had been with Drew for seven years, and she was only allowed to touch or assist with certain things. He’d tried to impose rules on me, but once I’d moved in with him and insisted we keep our finances separate, those rules had vanished.


  The man badly wanted a joint checking account that I actually used. He wanted it so badly that he even encouraged me to think of his kitchen as my own, which I was actually beginning to do.


  She ceded the dish to Drew. “It’s the least I could do after you saved my little nephew from being massacred by your father. He’s a big man. Neal’s tough, but I don’t think he stood a chance.”


  I scoffed at that. My father had been pissed at me, not Neal. “He’s a teddy bear, not a threat.”


  Drew, Danielle, and Neal all looked at me like I’d lost my mind.


  Neal ran his hand down my hair, a soft caress one might give to a child or a crazy person. “A bear, maybe.”


  I smacked his hand away. And shot him a don’t-fuck-with-me look.


  Danielle came to him and pulled him down for a tight hug. Then she kissed his forehead. “I’m going to take off now. I think you’re in good hands.”


  She gave me a similar farewell, and Drew walked her to the door.


  Facing Neal, I apologized again. “I am sorry about what happened. I didn’t think anybody would see us.” Feelings swirled through my head. “I don’t want to hide our relationship. Drew doesn’t either. We’ve always been discreet, and we’ll keep things that way if it’s what you want, but know that Drew and I—”


  He put his hand over my mouth. “Please, Mistress, don’t say it. Not again. I’m not ready to hear it.”


  While I understood and would respect his limit, doing so made my heart ache. Drew had blurted out to my father that we both loved Neal. We hadn’t discussed him using that term, but it fit. Once I thought I’d never love anybody, and now here I was, in love with two men.


  Drew came back and assessed the situation with a keen eye. “How about some dinner? I put away a plate for you. I’ll warm it up.”


  Neal’s hand dropped away from my mouth, but not before I’d kissed his palm. I might not be allowed to say it, but I could show him my feelings.


  I looked over at Drew, but my gaze landed on the untouched pie on the counter. My brother had snagged the other one and smuggled it out without me seeing. To be fair, my attention had been elsewhere, and I grudgingly admitted that it belonged to him.


  “At least he didn’t take both of them,” I muttered. “Let’s start with pie. My mother makes the best pie in the world.”


  Drew grinned. “Don’t let Ginny hear you say that. She’s very competitive.”


  “Says the man who’s trying to get her to make pies on his show,” I scoffed.


  “It would make a great Thanksgiving special. I could have your mom and mine, both of them talking about traditions and family.” He worked as he talked, heating Neal’s dinner and cutting three generous portions of pie. “And Ginny would be fine with it because she gets a cut of the profits.”


  “What kind is it?” I asked. My mom hadn’t let us near them, which was the only reason there was any left. We usually started with dessert. She was trying to change our habits, weed out our love of desserts, but her efforts were destined for failure. Danny and I weren’t the only ones who would mount a rebellion. I’m pretty sure Zach was firmly on our side.


  Drew set the pieces down on the table. We still had a good amount of cleanup to accomplish, but that could wait until after pie.


  “Apple cinnamon,” he said. “It’s cool. If you want it heated up, you’re going to have to do it yourself.”


  My mom’s pie was good at any temperature. I sat down with my piece and dug in. Neal slid in next to me and moaned in orgasmic bliss as he savored his first bite.


  “Sophie,” Drew said as he set down a plate of food in front of Neal, “did you know that Alaina was in an accident?”


  That had been news to me. Though we’d been on vacation, that was the kind of thing I expected to get a phone call about. “No. My parents looked surprised too.”


  The corners of his mouth turned down. “I wonder why nobody said anything.”


  “Maybe they didn’t want people making a fuss over Alaina. She looked exhausted, and you know how my mom gets when she thinks somebody needs her loving care. Lainie has all she can handle with Danny and Evan.”


  Drew slid into the seat opposite me, which put Neal, who was at the end of the table, between us. “They did say she was fine. Still, it was odd for them not to say anything. I mean, your brother texts you pictures of squashed bugs and videos of snakes giving birth. You’d think he’d slip something significant in there somewhere.”


  Danny texted me pictures of grosser things than that, but I didn’t often share those with Drew. From the time we were little, we’d engaged in a rivalry where we each tried to out-yuck the other. It was fun, but it was our quirk.


  “I’m meeting him tomorrow, so I’ll beat it out of him then.”


  Neal had been following our conversation while eating. We hadn’t expected him to participate, not the way he was inhaling his dinner. He hadn’t reacted much to anything, not that I expected him to—he didn’t know my family yet. Now his brow furrowed. “You’re going to beat your brother?”


  “Maybe,” I said. “Unless he’s distracted, he usually wins.”


  Drew pointed his fork at me. “Not easily. You definitely make him work for it.” He beamed proudly.


  “My brother owns a martial arts studio,” I explained to Neal. “We both learned martial arts from our grandfather, but Danny took his training a lot further than I took mine.” I put my hand over his lightly. “I devoted my attention to learning other skills, like how to use a flogger.”


  “You’re very good at it,” he said. He removed his hand from under mine. His plate was empty. He set his fork down.


  My attempt to squelch the pang caused by his rejection was unsuccessful. “Neal, I wish you would talk about what’s bothering you.”


  “You kissed me with a houseful of your family nearby.”


  I opened my mouth to apologize again, but he wasn’t finished.


  “You kissed me, and I let you.”


  Jesus! Was this what I made Drew feel like all those times I’d broken up with him? Regret burned in me for two reasons now.


  “And I liked it. All you have to do is look at me, purr at me in your Domme voice, and all of my reservations vanish. I submit to you way too easily. For so long, I’ve avoided situations that required true submission. When I first hooked up with you two, I figured I’d fake it and have fun, but that’s not what happened.”


  His voice came out strong, and his soothing cadence washed over me. Pain simmered just under his surface. I wanted to hold him until it was gone, but I knew that he needed space right now.


  “And you.” He turned to Drew. “You weren’t even pretending to be a Dom. You just did it, and you did it well. It never occurred to me to fight it, and that scares the hell out of me. After being with Master Geordie, I swore that I’d never give anybody power over me like that again. I promised myself, and here I am, doing it again.” He shook his head. “And not with one dominant, but two.”


  My heart, bruised and battered, went out to him. “Oh, Neal. I know what it’s like to be betrayed by someone you love. You want to curl up and hide. You build a wall around your heart and you don’t let anybody inside. Breaking it down is terrifying. I know. I’ve been there.”


  He shook his head. “You can’t possibly understand.”


  I looked to Drew for support. I’d told this story before in group therapy as a way to help other women who had been in my shoes, and it never got easier. Drew reached across the table and took my hand.


  “When I was nineteen, I was raped by my boyfriend. I’d known him since I was seven years old. He was a close friend of my brother. I trusted him. I loved him, and he raped me. When Drew met me, I was hard and cold. I had no intention of falling for him, but he was patient. I gave him every reason to head for the hills, and he refused to give up on me.”


  Something cracked in his eyes, and I wondered what Geordie had done to Neal. I felt anger, rage at this man. I was furious that I couldn’t track him down, tie him to a rack, make him feel naked and vulnerable, and then abandon him.


  Drew took Neal’s other hand, holding us both, trying to absorb the remembered pain. “Neal, I don’t know what you’re going through, but that won’t stop me from being here for you. I know it’s hard to believe, but you can trust us. We don’t expect you to take our word for it, though. If you let us, we’ll prove it to you.”


  Neal nodded. It was barely there, almost imperceptible. In a quiet voice, he said, “When we were on Elysium, why didn’t you get mad at me for leaving all those mornings?”


  I swallowed. I hadn’t been mad. “You needed space. You asked for it, and we gave it to you. I want you to be happy, Neal. That’s important to me.”


  “You’re allowed to do what you want to do,” Drew said. “It’s a relationship. We want that with you.”


  Neal considered our assurances. “I’ve only ever been truly happy as a submissive. It’s also what’s made me the most miserable.” Neal lifted his gaze, capturing first Drew’s and then mine. “I want to submit to you. I want to be yours.”


  All the aches in my heart healed. I couldn’t stop the huge smile that plastered itself on my face. “We want that too, but not at the price of your happiness. Communication is important. Don’t be afraid to let us know what you’re feeling.”


  Drew rose. “When I come back, I want to see you kneeling at your Mistress’s feet.”


  I had an idea where Drew was going, and I approved.


  Neal slid from his chair and crawled until he was next to me. When he was closer, I guided his head to my lap, and he snuggled against my leg. I ran my hands through his silky hair, down his neck, and over his shoulders. Something about having a strong man at my feet made me feel even more feminine.


  He hadn’t declared his love, but he was willing to give me his devotion and affection. It would do for now. Experience had taught me that emotional scars don’t heal all that quickly.


  “In my dungeon, I have chains in the ceiling. I’m going to string you up, stretch out your body so that every nerve ending is awake, alive, anticipating what I’ll do next. I’m going to blindfold you, but I’m not going to use a gag. I’m going to make you gasp and moan, beg and lose control.” I whispered these promises to him. With every word, he grew simultaneously relaxed and more tense.


  Stroking the indented line at the top of his spine, I continued with my verbal caress. “Everything I do to you will be slow and gentle, whether I’m giving you pleasure or pain.”


  On my leg, he shuddered.


  “Are you getting hard yet?”


  “Already there, Mistress. Kneeling at your feet, feeling your touch, and hearing your voice is enough.”


  I felt rather than heard Drew’s return. He stood behind Neal with a collar in his hands. It was the same one he’d taken off on Elysium. Though his rejection of that symbol had hurt, I hadn’t made an issue of it. The collar only had meaning if he wanted to wear it.


  Gently, I cupped his cheeks and guided his face so that he could see me. “Neal, we’d like to put our collar on you, this time it’s symbolic of our relationship, not a vacation accessory. We’re not asking for a formal ceremony or for that level of commitment, but we’d like something more permanent and meaningful than a fling.”


  Drew stood behind me. He reached out and stroked Neal’s lower lip. “Putting this on means that none of us are seeing other people. Sophie and I aren’t interested in spending time with other submissives, and we hope having a Mistress and a Master is enough for you.”


  Neal stared at the collar, longing and trepidation warring behind his eyes.


  I wanted to reassure him, but his conflict wasn’t something I could solve. “We only want you to wear it when we’re here together. When we’re not in a scene or if you’re not feeling like you want to be submissive, then you’ll take it off.”


  That seemed to help him fight off his reluctance to take the next step.


  “If I say no, then what?”


  I stroked the hair at his temples, smoothing it away from his face. “Then I hope you won’t leave. Drew and I want you whether or not you feel ready to commit or take things to the next level.”


  He sat up tall and let his hands drop to his thighs. “I want it.”


  Drew handed it to me and let me do the honors. I buckled the leather collar around his neck. We had purchased it for Neal, and I liked the way it lent him a bad-boy kind of look. If he ever consented to taking things to a more permanent level, perhaps to moving in with us, I wanted to get him something more formal.


  I glanced up at Drew, and I could tell by the expression on his face that he wanted something more ceremonial. So did I, but I knew that if we made a huge deal out of it, Neal might give into his fears.


  “Stand up, Neal.” This needed to be sealed with a kiss.


  He rose to his feet in one lithe motion. Drew placed one hand on the back of Neal’s neck and slung the other around his waist, and he pulled him in for a kiss. He plunged his tongue into Neal’s mouth, mastering him. Neal made a sound of helpless pleasure and grasped at Drew’s shirt.


  Drew abruptly tore himself away and spun Neal to face me. Neal leaned down, and I took him prisoner with my kiss. He made more of those little moans in the back of his throat. I was aware of him bending his knees so that his height was even with mine, and then he wrapped his arms around me and lifted me from the floor.


  When I broke the heady kiss, Neal set me down. “Mistress, thank you for this collar.” Then he turned to Drew. “Chef, thank you for this collar. Or would you prefer if I called you ‘Master’?”


  Drew scratched his cheek as he considered. “I think I prefer ‘Chef.’ It’s one nobody else uses.”


  I thought it was a wise decision. We didn’t want to give Neal any reason to think of the man who had abandoned him in a foreign country.


  “Neal, let’s get you into the dungeon.”


  “And naked,” Drew added. “It’s a crime to cover up that much sexiness.”


  I reached around and grabbed a handful of Drew’s ass. “Then you’d better get naked too.”


  He put his arm around my waist and steered us toward the stairs. “After you, hot stuff.”


  In the dungeon, Neal stripped down until he wore only his collar. Drew and I worked together to buckle leather cuffs on his wrists and attach them to the chains. We didn’t move as if we’d practiced this a hundred times because we hadn’t. Drew rarely helped me tie up a submissive, and when he did, he merely followed my instructions.


  For the first time, I was sharing the dominant spot in the bedroom.


  With Neal stretched out and forced to rise off his heels, I gave myself time to just look at him. The position emphasized dips and planes of the muscles cording his body. I reached out and ran my fingertip up the long muscle in his thigh.


  “Drew, can you get a blindfold?”


  He selected one that was technically a high-quality sleep mask. They fit snugly, contouring to his nose so that he couldn’t peek.


  Drew and I stepped back and gazed upon what was now ours. He put his arms around me and kissed me hard on the lips. “This feels right, Sophie.”


  I wholeheartedly agreed. “Let’s flog him. You take the back, and I’ll get the front.”


  Though Drew hadn’t spent all that much time practicing, he had a natural talent and good aim. Once he’d gotten into the swing of things, so to speak, he had impressed me. Still, I took the front side because my aim was better. If I hit his cock, it would be because I wanted to.


  I started first with light hits to his pectoral muscles. I worked my way down his chest to his stomach, where I whirled the flogger in a circle. The falls brushed his skin with tiny stings. I wanted light impact play, something to send him soaring, not something to take him completely out of his mind.


  When Drew added his flogger, he tried to match my rhythm. Neal gasped and moaned, swaying back and forth. The chains kept him centered, and we’d cranked them high enough so that he couldn’t dance too much. We needed our target to stay where we aimed.


  I stopped when his skin was a nice shade of pink, and Drew halted as well. He rolled his shoulders, and I grinned. Stamina would come with time and practice. We’d only flogged Neal for about twenty minutes.


  I planted a kiss on Neal’s collarbone. “How are you, darling?”


  “A little buzzed,” he said. His words weren’t blurry. I took that as a good sign.


  Drew matched my position behind Neal. Together, we touched him. Our hands roamed, exploring every inch of skin. We memorized the smoothness of his abdomen, the narrow trail of hair leading to his erect cock, and the sprinkling of freckles that cascaded down his arms. Neal trembled under our tender ministrations, and when I gathered his balls in my hand, he whimpered.


  “Do you want this?” I knew he understood my intention.


  “Yes, Mistress,” he whispered. “Oh please do it.”


  After making sure his testicles were in a good spot, I twisted his sac.


  He licked his lips. “More, please, Mistress. Harder.”


  I twisted a little more. He moaned, and a pearl of pre-come seeped from his tip.


  “There?” I asked. I hadn’t done this with him before. One day I would be able to gauge what he needed by his reactions, but that day hadn’t arrived.


  “Yes, Mistress,” he grunted. “That’s perfect. Thank you.”


  I held it for a little while. Drew drizzled lube over a line of anal beads. Slowly, I released Neal’s sac. Tension drained from him as I did so, and I noted his reaction. Perhaps the next time he got persnickety with me, I’d tie him up and twist his sac.


  Drew knelt behind Neal. “Breathe out.” As Neal exhaled, Drew inserted all five beads.


  I selected one of my favorite vibrators, dragged a chair closer to where Drew was now kneeling in front of Neal, and sat down. Seeing Drew blow a guy was a treat. I’d seen him lick and tease, but I’d never seen him make a man come that way.


  He took Neal’s cock in one hand and cradled his balls with the other. Neal sucked in a breath as Drew took him into his mouth.


  “Oh, Neal. If you could see what I see, I think you’d lose control.”


  He was game to play with me. “What do you see, Mistress?”


  “Your Chef is kneeling in front of you. His lips are closed around your cock, and his head is bobbing back and forth. I’ve never seen him suck a man before. Now I see why he likes watching me have my pussy eaten. It’s hot.” I started the vibrator and slid it along my slit.


  Drew released Neal’s cock. “And your Mistress is sitting in a chair watching us. Do you know what that buzzing sound is?”


  “No, Chef.” His voice came out with a huskiness to it that told me he was close.


  Without answering, he resumed sucking Neal’s cock.


  Neal rose high on his toes. “Oh, God.”


  I surmised that Drew had yanked out one bead. I slipped the tip of the vibrator inside my pussy. I answered for Drew. “It’s a vibrator. I’m going to come on it, and then I’m going to make you lick it clean.”


  Neal pumped his hips into Drew’s mouth, a small motion due to the way we’d restrained him. “Yes, Mistress.” He muttered another exclamation as Drew removed another bead.


  I watched Drew play with Neal as he sucked his cock. He pushed the beads in and out, drawing them slowly and timing them to distract Neal from his impending orgasm.


  After not a very long time, Neal gasped, asking for permission to come. “Please, Chef?”


  Drew took pity on Neal and released his cock. The throbbing shaft was slick with Drew’s saliva and purple with need.


  I took the vibrator from my pussy, turned it off, and held it to Neal’s lips. “Lick it to my satisfaction, and I’ll give you a reward.”


  He sucked at it hungrily, devouring my essence. When I judged that he’d done enough, I turned it on and held it to the dip in the ridge on the underside of his cock. He shuddered and threw his head back, howling at the riot of sensation.


  “Don’t come.”


  His chest heaved with the effort. Playing with the settings, I teased him mercilessly. I leaned close and licked his earlobe. “Imagine having one of these strapped to your cock while I spanked you. Would you like that?”


  “Yes, Mistress. Oh, for fuck’s sake, please let me come!”


  I turned off the vibrator and helped Drew get him down. Then we removed his blindfold and led him to the bed.


  “On the edge, Sophie. I want him to fuck you while I fuck him.”


  I lay the way Drew had asked, with my legs dangling off the side. My feet rested on the bed’s frame. Neal rolled on a condom and bent over me. He kissed a line beginning just above my pussy and ending at my left nipple. I writhed under his attentions as he alternated breasts. Finally I could stand it no longer.


  “Now, Neal. I want you inside me now.”


  With a slight adjustment to his hips, he slid home and stayed there, buried inside me. He stayed that way while Drew entered him.


  “Fuck her to my rhythm,” Drew ordered.


  He didn’t bother with slow. My husband wanted this man too much to fool around anymore. We were all hovering at the brink.


  Drew came first, slamming into Neal so hard that it shook the bed. I dug my nails into Neal’s shoulders. “Come with me,” I commanded, and he did. We fell over that cliff, shouting as we flew.


  


  Chapter Eighteen


  


  Sophia


  


  Neal stayed the night. I woke up to two men loving on me, and I really liked it. We made breakfast together around lunchtime and were about to head back to bed when Daniel called me.


  “Hey, can you cover my classes today?” His voice sounded tight.


  It had been a long time since he’d asked me to cover more than a class here or there. Tiny alarms went off in my head. “What’s wrong?”


  “Can you or can’t you?”


  My brother had always been there for me. We might annoy one another, but I knew I could count on him for anything, anytime. “I can. Are you going to tell me what’s going on? Danny, you’re scaring me.”


  He was silent for several seconds. “I don’t know. Lainie is having more pain, so we’re taking her back to the doctor for some more tests.”


  Car accidents were tough things. Sometimes problems took a few days to show up. “Give her my best and let me know how it goes okay? And if you need anything else, just call.”


  “Thanks, Sophie. I’ll talk to you later.”


  Drew and Neal regarded me intently. Drew stepped forward. “What’s going on?”


  “I have to cover Danny’s classes. Alaina is having more pain, so they’re taking her to see the doctor.” A glance at the clock showed that I needed to shower now. I had just enough time to get there. “I need to take a shower.”


  “I hope it turns out to be nothing.” Drew pulled my hips close to his. “I don’t think you need to shower now. You’re just going to get sweaty again.”


  “I smell like sex, and in an hour, I’ll smell like stale sex.” I pushed him away and kissed Neal’s cheek. “You two can continue to have fun without me.”


  Neal caught me in his arms. “I’ll shower with you, Mistress. I have to get ready for work.”


  “All right, but showering only. No sex.” I guided his lips to mine.


  In the shower, Drew soaped up my body while Neal washed my hair. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the pampering. “Neal, are you coming over after work?”


  He finished rinsing the shampoo away and worked conditioner into my tresses. “I’m usually beat after work. I won’t be good for much.”


  Drew detached a shower head and aimed the spray at my breasts. “You could sleep here. We have a big bed.”


  Neal made a noncommittal noise. “Aunt Danielle texted me. She wants to talk, probably about you guys.”


  I reached back and stroked his thigh to let him know I understood. “Perhaps tomorrow, then. Let Drew know. He can give you a ride.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Growing up, Daniel’s studio had belonged to our grandfather. When he’d retired, he’d sold it to Daniel at a price well below market value. He’d been so happy that the business was going to remain in the family. Over the years, things had ebbed and flowed with the economy, but Danny managed to make a decent living.


  For several years, he and I had run a self-defense support group for women who had been victims of rape or abuse. That’s how he’d met Alaina—we’d hired her to run counseling sessions before and after each class.


  About three years ago, I’d stopped teaching self-defense. Danny had stepped up, written more grants, and still offered the class. It didn’t meet tonight, so I’d be covering classes with which I was less familiar.


  The first thing I did when I got there and unlocked the place was to look over his schedule. He had eight sessions scheduled, and his place could run two simultaneously. I saw that he had an assistant coming in. That left me with two beginner level and two advanced classes. At least I’d see if I was still in the shape I thought I was in.


  The beginner classes went as they usually did. Full of mostly small children, the lessons were basic. I held the padded gloves while they practiced punching. As each little face came close, I found myself struck at how cute they were. I’d never been one of those people who mooned over babies. The sight of children had never before given me pause.


  Now I thought about Drew’s face when he had put his hand over my abdomen and said he wouldn’t have a problem knocking me up. Did he want kids? What about Neal? He didn’t look like he was ready to think along those lines yet. I shook the thoughts away.


  I wasn’t ready to think along those lines. Yet.


  The first advanced class was fun. I knew some of the kids who had been with Daniel for multiple years. I even remembered some of the parents.


  The second advanced class had one of those shit-headed kids in it that made me see all the cute faces of the younger kids through a new lens. He started the class with a challenge to my authority. I knew Danny didn’t put up with this kind of crap, and I certainly wasn’t going to take lip from a sixteen-year-old.


  He was a good-looking kid, built in that slim way teen boys cherished before they either bulked up or grew a gut. He had short, dark hair clipped close to his head and a cocky smile. I didn’t like the way he looked me up and down.


  I selected him for a demonstration. He came at me, strutting with such confidence that I was surprised he didn’t fracture his ass. He was taller than me, and I used his height against him. In two moves, I had him flat on his back.


  He lay there, gaping at me.


  “Take a second and get your wind back,” I advised. “And then we’ll try it again.”


  With all the swagger of a young man who thinks he’s hot, he got to his feet and walked toward me. I read the intention in his eyes, and I had him on his knees the second he was within reach. I leaned down and whispered in his ear. “I can do this all day. You have two choices. Treat me with the respect I deserve, or continue being an ass and I’ll continue kicking yours.”


  He made a good choice.


  At the end of the night, as I was getting ready to lock up, Danny came in. He looked like shit. I’ve seen my brother in all kinds of conditions, but rarely have I seen him look this bad.


  I abandoned stacking the chairs parents used when they watched practices. I ran across the room and grasped his upper arms. “Danny? What’s wrong?”


  He shook his head, and then his face crumpled. He threw his arms around me and buried his face in my neck.


  Terror thundered through me, though I managed to put my arms around him. My big brother almost never cried. I’d seen it happen twice since he’d achieved manhood. The first time was when I told him that his friend had raped me, but even those had been angry tears. The second time was at our grandfather’s funeral.


  Tears welled in my eyes. “Danny, please tell me what’s wrong.”


  “Lainie,” he choked. He had my shirt in his fists. “The baby. We lost the baby.”


  I don’t know how long we stayed like that, but I held him until his sobs subsided. We both limped upstairs to the place that had once been his studio apartment. With the two sofas and the huge TV left behind, it had a distinctive man-cave feel.


  I led him to one sofa and brought him a glass of water.


  He looked up at me. “Sophie, I don’t know what to do.”


  My lips still trembled. I wiped away the wetness under my eyes and offered the only advice that came to mind. “Be there for Alaina and Evan. Mourn together. Try again.”


  Danny shook his head. The lamplight gleamed in thin stripes on his deep brown hair. “This was the sixth one. The doctor said we’d be risking her health if we tried again.”


  I hadn’t been aware of the other five pregnancies. I sat heavily on the couch next to my brother and rested my head on his shoulder. A shoulder, it seemed, that was carrying far more weight than I knew.


  He hadn’t said a word to me, and that hurt. However right now was the wrong time to point that out to him. I squeezed his wrist. “I didn’t know.”


  “Nobody knew.” He leaned his head against the back of the sofa with his eyes closed. “Every time, she insisted on waiting until the second trimester before we said anything to anybody. This was the first time she made it to four months.”


  A response from me was unnecessary. Danny needed to talk.


  “One of the first things she said to Evan and me when we decided to get married was that she wanted kids. We didn’t have to think about it. Kids with Lainie? Hell, yeah. We both wanted that. But now…” He put his hand over his eyes. “The one thing she wants more than anything in the world, and we can’t give it to her.”


  Now that he’d broken his silence, words poured forth. He told me about all the other times, visits to an endocrinologist, tests and more test, and the bliss of finally getting to the second trimester.


  I sat next to him, snuggled against his side, and listened as my brother, the man who’d been my rock for so many years, let loose the pain in his heart. I had little else to offer him.


  Several hours later, as we sat in silence, Danny slapped my thigh hard.


  “Ow!” I punched his arm and scooted to the other end of the sofa. “What the hell was that for?”


  “Mom called me last night to vent about your hedonistic lifestyle, and I had to defend you.”


  I was surprised he’d defended me, and I said so.


  He snorted. “Do you know what Lainie said to me on the way home? She said that you and Drew were in love with Neal, and I, of all people, should understand what it’s like to be in love with two people.”


  “He’s different,” I said. “Drew and I have agreed we won’t see submissives anymore. Just Neal.”


  “Great,” Danny retorted. “Anyway, Mom settled down after I agreed that you’d gone about introducing him to us rather badly. She’s willing to forgive you, but you’re going to have to call and apologize. I know how hard humility is for you.”


  He was back to teasing me. That was a good sign.


  “I’ll call her.”


  He got to his feet. “I have to go home. I’m only here because Lainie made me come. She said I had to talk to you about last night. I don’t see why I couldn’t wait, but I wasn’t going to argue with her. They gave her some pain pills, but she wouldn’t go to bed until I left.”


  I hugged him. “Tell her I love her, and that I’m here if she needs me. I’ll be over tomorrow with some comfort food.” Alaina didn’t really have family. Her mother had passed away, and her father was a dickhead. Her brother was twelve, and though he was likely to be sensitive to her upset, she probably thought she had to hold it together for him.


  That left me for the sister role, and it suited me just fine. She was a decade older than me, but so were Ellen and Jonas. Some people said I had an old soul. It certainly had enough scars to accelerate the aging process. Whatever the reason, we’d formed a tight, sisterly bond, and I was going to be there for her.


  Danny helped me lock up, though I told him to go home. I was removing the till from the register—Danny sold bottled water, snacks, and assorted merchandise—when a pounding on the front door startled me. Or scared the shit out of me. Adrenaline injected my system, and my heart went into overdrive. Through the reflection on the glass, I made out two tall figures.


  At that moment, Danny turned off most of the lights in the studio, throwing the shadows into sharp relief. It was Drew and Neal. Puzzled that they would show up like this, I hurried to the door and unlocked it. The bell tinkled as they came inside. Daniel liked to have distractions around so he could teach his more advanced students to filter environmental stimulation.


  Drew yanked the door before I could push it open. His brows were drawn together, and his lips were pressed ominously. Lots of people thought Drew didn’t have a temper. They were wrong. He had seemingly infinite patience for all sorts of things, but once his fury was activated, get out of the way.


  It seemed I was squarely in his path. Drew wasn’t violent or mean, but he definitely appeared that way.


  He advanced on me, pushing me back against the glass panel next to the door and caging me with his arms. “I expected you home two hours ago! Where the hell is your phone? Why aren’t you answering it?”


  My phone was under the merchandise counter, and I hadn’t checked my messages since my short dinner break. “Drew, calm down. I haven’t checked my messages.”


  Telling someone who is pissed off to calm down is not on the top ten list of the wisest things I could have said.


  Ice crystals formed in his cloudy blue eyes. “Calm down? For fuck’s sake, Sophia! I called all over looking for you. Nobody has seen or heard from you.”


  And so he’d driven here looking for me. Damn, but he was handsome when he was angry.


  Neal clamped his hand on Drew’s shoulder and pulled him away from me. “Drew, look at her.”


  Drew turned his fury on Neal. “I am looking at her.”


  Neal didn’t seem impressed. Likely he’d worked with more than one temperamental chef. “Then look closer. She’s been crying.”


  Drew whirled, inspecting me with a ferociousness I hadn’t seen before. “Who made you cry?”


  “I did.” Danny stood off to the side in the doorway leading from the foyer to the rest of the studio.


  One look at him drained Drew’s anger. I watched it flow out of him, replaced by concern. Judging from Drew’s reactions, I didn’t look half as bad as Danny.


  “What—”


  I tugged on Drew’s arm, cutting him off. “Dan, go home. I’ll finish up here.”


  Now that my men were here, Daniel probably felt it was no longer his duty to make sure I made it safely to my car. He nodded and turned, and then my brother was gone.


  Drew faced me.


  “Alaina had a miscarriage. It’s apparently her sixth. Danny’s not taking it so well.” I felt hot tears welling in my eyes.


  Drew pulled me into his arms and held me too tightly. “God, Sophie. I’m sorry. When you didn’t call, I got worried. And then you didn’t answer, and I got really worried.”


  Neal embraced me from the back, sandwiching me between the comfort they offered. “When he called me, I made him come get me to go looking for you.”


  “I didn’t mean to worry you.” My tears came in earnest now. I’d held back for Daniel’s sake, focusing on comforting him in his time of need. I sobbed, hiccupping for my brother’s loss and the pain I hoped he’d never feel again.


  They held me, my men, while I let loose my emotions.


  When I finished, they took me home. We left my car in the parking lot. Neal climbed into the back seat of Drew’s SUV, and he held me for the drive home.


  As I rested my head in the crook of Neal’s arm, I began to make plans for the next day. “Drew, I’m going to see Alaina tomorrow. I was thinking she’d like some of your sweet potato soup.”


  “Sure,” he said from the front seat. “I’ll make some for her. Neal, how about some of that linguine you made today? Alaina loves pasta.”


  “Yeah,” Neal said, pressing a kiss to my forehead. “No problem.”


  “And I’ll make pie,” I said. My mother had taught me all her secrets, but I disliked making the crust, so I almost never made pie.


  “Make three,” Drew said. “And leave one home. Your brother is a wolf around pie.”


  I laughed, a small chuckle in the somberness of the moment.


  Neal chose that moment to slide his hand up my stomach and close it over my breast.


  I looked up at him. In the flash of the passing streetlights, I saw his grin. “Speaking of wolfish, you’re taking advantage of a woman who is sad.”


  His grin morphed into something tender. “I want to make you happy.”


  Tilting my neck back, I stretched my body so that I was close enough for a kiss. “Being with you makes me happy.”


  “Neal,” Drew interrupted, “am I taking you to your aunt’s house or our house?”


  I wanted him to come home with us, but he’d asked for space, and we needed to respect his wishes. I didn’t say anything, and I hoped the nearness of my body proved too much temptation to resist.


  “Your house,” Neal said.


  His lips met mine. Tenderness and love flowed through me. I couldn’t tell whether they originated with me or with the both of us, and I didn’t want to analyze it. I moaned louder than I meant to.


  “Save it for when we get home,” Drew said. “Otherwise we’re going to get into an accident because I keep watching the two of you instead of the road.”


  I broke it off, but I didn’t move away from Neal, and when he slid his hand up my shirt to better play with my breasts, I let him. He experimented with pinching and rolling my nipples, and I found it was difficult not to squirm. My breasts were sensitive. They could take a lot, but they needed the right kind of stimulation first. Neal was good at providing the right kind of stimulation.


  As Drew pulled into the garage, I let loose with a series of kittenish squeaks. My breasts felt swollen, and my pussy throbbed with jealousy.


  The SUV came to a halt and the motor went silent. Neal abandoned my nipple and slipped his hand down the elastic waist of my martial arts uniform. He petted my pussy lips through my panties.


  The door next to Neal opened, and Drew stood there, passion turning his eyes a darker blue. “I see you two decided to start without me.”


  “We won’t finish without you,” Neal said. “If we’re going to do this commitment thing, then I think we also need to revisit the rule about neither of you being with me unless the other one is present.”


  “Agreed,” Drew said. “Now hand her over. We’re going to do this in a bed.”


  They were talking about me as if I was a submissive. “Hey, I get a say in this.”


  Neal lifted me and placed me in Drew’s arms. I could get out of this if I wanted, but I didn’t want to. Being coddled like this felt nice, especially coming after the sympathetic heartache I felt for my brother and his loved ones.


  Drew kissed the top of my head. “Yes, you do, honey. You can say whether you want Neal to make love to you first or me.”


  I kissed a line up his neck and nipped at his earlobe. “At the same time.”


  He’d begun carrying me into the house, which was two steps up from the garage. He faltered. Neal’s arms came around us both.


  “Careful,” he said. “I can’t have you damaging my Mistress.”


  Drew set me down slowly, letting my body do a sensual glide down his. He tilted my face until I met his gaze. “Are you sure?”


  “I’m sure.”


  He kissed me, and his hands played up and down my back, holding me closer. Neal pressed his chest to my back and lifted my hair to kiss the sensitive spots on my nape. I shivered in their arms. Drew broke away to trail hot kisses down my neck. I let my head fall back against Neal’s shoulder, and I tangled each of my hands in their hair to keep them on track.


  “Neal,” I breathed. “Are you okay with taking me at the same time as Drew?”


  He ground his cock against my ass. “More than okay, Mistress.”


  Somehow we made it up the stairs and to our bedroom. Clothing did not. It littered the floor, marking our path from the garage door to the bed. We touched and tasted one another. I couldn’t tell where I left off and Neal or Drew began.


  When I couldn’t wait any longer, I pushed Neal onto his back and straddled him. Drew held Neal’s cock as I lowered myself onto it, then he pushed me forward. Neal’s hands never stopped moving. He rolled my nipples, caressed my thighs, and ran his thumb in circles around my clit.


  “Mistress,” he whispered. “You are unlike anyone I’ve ever met. Beautiful, inside and out, sexy, caring—utter perfection.”


  “Yes, she is,” Drew said.


  I felt the bed dip behind me, and then Drew’s fingers were at my back entrance, smearing lubricant. I looked back over my shoulder at him. “You’re going to give me a big head.”


  His grin said that he didn’t mind. He positioned his cock at the tight ring around my anus. “Relax, honey. I’ll go slow. Once I’m in, you set the pace.”


  I found it hard to believe I could set the pace from my position. Still, I did as he’d directed. Drew pressed forward. Fullness. Glorious fullness. I’d never felt so alive, so vital and sexy. New colors revealed themselves to me, and my head buzzed.


  Neal and I both moaned.


  I rolled my hips, testing out this new position. Both men slid in and out, a slight movement, but I was so stretched, so sensitive that it was all I needed. I went faster, still keeping the circular motion small. Tingles shot from my pussy and my ass clear to the top of my head and the tips of my toes.


  I became a sexual being. I went faster and widened the bucking of my hips. Drew and Neal both gripped me, matching the timing of their thrusts to the rules I unconsciously set with the way I responded.


  “I’m going to come,” I said, a warning because I wasn’t sure I’d be able to keep this up until they both came.


  “Go ahead, honey,” Drew said.


  I could have smacked him for treating me like I was asking for permission. Handcuffs and revenge, I decided. Neal would help me. I sensed the bits of mischief he was keeping under wraps. Those thoughts and more zoomed in and out of my head. The walls of my pussy convulsed, battered by the waves of my orgasm.


  They didn’t stop, though why I thought they might was beyond me. Both of them had stamina. The tide of my climax turned the dynamic of our interaction. Drew became the Master.


  “Move her hips for her,” he commanded Neal. He hooked one hand over my shoulder and pounded into me. “Oh, God. Sophie, Neal—you both feel so fucking wonderful.”


  At his exclamation, I realized he could feel Neal moving in me. Beneath me, Neal writhed and moaned. His eyes glittered brightly and sweat coated all of us. We slid against one another, slick with the efforts of our exertion. Moans fell around me, and I lost all sense of where each had originated.


  My orgasm had never subsided. It pulsed with new life, taking me places I’d rarely been with anyone except Drew. I screamed as another took me, and I was silent when the third carried me away.


  


  Chapter Nineteen


  


  Neal


  


  Drew and I limped to the bathroom together, carrying an unconscious Sophia between us.


  “I love doing this to her,” Drew said. “She deserves this kind of bliss.”


  “Yeah,” I agreed. The more I got to know Sophia and Drew, the more I liked them as people. They were more than a beautiful couple. They were both intelligent and generous, bighearted and very, very human.


  Sure, Drew was a little full of himself, but he had every right to be. He had accomplished so much in ten short years, landing a popular cooking show and achieving celebrity status. More than that, he was a good man. He adored Sophia, and I think he meant it when he said he loved me.


  Sophia had a reputation among the network movers and shakers for being arm candy. I see now that she didn’t feel the need to share her wonderfulness with anybody but those for whom she cared. She was the brains behind the numbers, and the television industry had a lot of important numbers—mostly those related to money. And seeing her with her family made me realize just how much love she had to give. Her despondency over her brother’s grief was a real, palpable thing. She loved him, and she hated to see him suffer.


  Drew and I were both tired. It had been a long day. We rinsed Sophia and ourselves in the shower, and then we turned in for the night.


  I had avoided sleeping in their bed for much of our vacation. More than subdrop, I had feared the familiarity that came from sharing this kind of experience. No more. Sometime this weekend, probably because neither Sophia nor Drew had pushed me or questioned my decisions, I had come to trust them.


  And I admitted to myself that my feelings for them were edging toward something permanent and lasting.


  I woke with Sophia nestled against my back, her breasts pressed tantalizingly close. Her leg was tangled in mine. If she moved her thigh up any more, she’d be squishing my balls, which she did very well.


  Drew was asleep on the other side of her. I lay there and listened to their even breathing. I had known these people for two months, and in that time, they’d completely changed my perspective on the world. I had been jaded, hiding the discarded trash that I believed made up my soul. Together, they’d encouraged me to look inside and figure out that my scars weren’t trash, and they weren’t anything I should hide.


  I had to tell them the truth about how I’d spent my time on the streets of Rio.


  With a sigh, I rolled from bed. I used the en suite bathroom instead of sneaking off to a guest room. I no longer craved that separation.


  Sophie happened to come in as I was getting dressed. She blinked blearily at me, and then a smile spread across her face. “Good morning. I’m so glad you’re still here.”


  She wore not a stitch of clothing. I let my gaze linger over her long legs, the curves of her hips, the dark triangle decorating her mons, the dip of her navel, the smooth expanse of her skin…I wanted to drop to my knees and worship her the way she deserved.


  “Speechless?” She came closer and kissed my cheek. I hadn’t shaved. “Mmm. I like the scruffy look on you. Very sexy. Don’t shave on my account.”


  I liked that her orders were temporary. She wasn’t into giving permanent rules just because she could.


  “Yes, Mistress.”


  I left to give her privacy. I found Drew sitting on the edge of the bed, facing the wall of glass sliding doors. He’d opened the curtains, or Sophia had, and he stared out over the sculpted landscape of his yard.


  I sat next to him, noticed that he’d donned boxers. “You have a lovely home.”


  He smiled briefly. I noticed that he had about the same amount of beard growth that I did.


  “Sophie likes the scruffy look.”


  “On you.” He chuckled, a sound that was husky with the rustiness of his unused voice. “She doesn’t care for it much on me. Sometimes I let it grow a little because she’s ticklish when I rub it over her stomach and thighs.”


  “I think it’s sexy.” I ran my fingertips over his stubble. It was soft. “It would feel great tickling my balls.”


  That got a little more of a chuckle out of him.


  I couldn’t help myself. I leaned over and brushed my lips against his. I wanted—I needed—to know that he still felt the same way about me. I wondered when I’d stop expecting the world to come crashing down, but then I cut myself some slack. I’d just arrived at the point where I was open to admitting tender feelings.


  He lapped at the seam of my lips, requesting entry. I opened, and he deepened the kiss. It was sweet and hot, full of promise. I felt it spread through my body like a summer breeze.


  When he ended it, he kept his hand on my cheek. “Neal, Sophia and I have talked about it, and we want you to move in with us. We want to be a triad with you. I don’t know what kinds of rules or whatever that means as far as your submissive status goes, but Sophia says we can work that out as we go along.”


  “Drew!” Sophia stood at the end of the bed, her hands fisted on her hips. She’d gotten dressed in jeans and a red shirt that had frills over the chest area. It made her boobs look larger, which I didn’t particularly like. I preferred her natural assets. “We said we were going to wait until Neal was ready.”


  I wasn’t ready. I couldn’t even consider that proposal until I’d told them everything. I eased away from Drew and crossed to the sliding door. I stood there with my arms crossed over my chest.


  “Neal, please don’t feel pressured,” Sophia said. “We are serious about wanting to be with you, but there’s not a time table we have to follow. We can go as slowly as you want.”


  “There are things about me that you don’t know,” I said.


  Drew nodded. “We’ve only known each other for a couple of months. We don’t expect to know everything about you, and we don’t expect you to know everything about us. There’s still plenty I don’t know about Sophie.”


  “Important things.” I stressed the point. If I didn’t say something now, give them a chance to bail, then I would take this secret to my grave. And if either of them ever found out about it, they would feel betrayed and hurt, and it might adversely affect our relationship.


  Sophia sat next to Drew. “We’re listening.”


  I swallowed. I faced the vastness of Drew’s lawn. How large was his property? Shaking away that off-topic moment, I plunged into my confession. “When Geordie left me in Rio, I had nothing. No money, no possessions, no place to stay.”


  I was proud of myself for eradicating his title. He didn’t deserve it.


  “I didn’t speak Portuguese, and I couldn’t find a job. I starved for almost a week, and then I started turning tricks. I did that for about six months before I landed a job washing dishes in a diner. The rest of the story you know.”


  I left out the details, of how I’d hated myself and how I’d lost any sense of self-respect, but Drew and Sophia were smart. They could fill in those details if they wanted.


  They weren’t saying anything, and I took that as a bad sign. I’d leave quietly. Just as I made up my mind to exit, I felt two pairs of arms encircling me. Sophia came around and slid between me and the glass. She rested her cheek against my chest.


  Drew had us both in his arms. He kissed my collarbone through my shirt. “Sophie still keeps a separate checking account.”


  “No, honey. I closed that out yesterday.”


  They stared at one another over my shoulder, significant things passing in the air between them. I waited for him to say something about me being a whore.


  Sophia ran her palm over my cheek. “I’m sorry you had to go through that. We’ll never leave you high and dry.”


  I reeled from the weight of what wasn’t being said. I had to give them a more specific way out. “I’ll understand if you’ve changed your minds.”


  Sophia narrowed her eyes. “Neal, does it look like we’ve changed our minds?”


  Drew pinched my ass. “The only way this doesn’t work out is if you decide to leave. I’ll warn you now that leaving still won’t make me back off.”


  “Yeah.” Sophia giggled. “I dumped him at least four times, and he still got me to marry him. Drew definitely doesn’t take ‘it’s not working out’ for an answer.”


  Feelings swelled in my chest, centering around my heart. This moment felt so surreal. “I think I’m falling in love with you guys.”


  “Drew, did you hear that?” Sophia asked. Her voice cracked with similar emotion.


  “Yep,” Drew said. He raked his teeth down the back of my neck, sending shivers to my core. “Sounds like we have some more convincing to do.”


  Sophia lifted the front of my shirt and took my nipple between her teeth. “Then we’d better get started.”


  She pushed me back until the edge of the bed hit my knees, forcing me to bend. I landed hard, bouncing once before she was on top of me.


  “He’s wearing entirely too many clothes,” Drew said as he lifted Sophia’s hips and attacked my jeans.


  I did the same with her jeans. The three of us rolled and tugged at clothing until we were naked. Then Sophia straddled me. Drew lined up my cock so that it slid between her honeyed folds, teasing her clit. He masturbated her that way for a little while. She closed her eyes and enjoyed it.


  I ran my hands along her thighs, over her hips, moving up until I cupped her breasts. She made little sounds of contentment, rolling her hips as I rolled her nipples. “God, Sophia, you feel fucking wonderful.”


  She opened her eyes and looked down at me, a sly smile curling her lips. “Drew, Neal needs some love from you.”


  Drew pressed the tip of my cock until it nestled against her opening. She sank down on me, and he straddled my face. His hard cock nudged my lips, and I opened for him. He fucked my mouth and she rode me hard. I was surrounded by them, consumed. We blended together, our pleasure and affection knitting us into one being. It was surreal, yet so real. I never wanted it to end.


  Later, as I made linguine and alfredo sauce for Sophia’s sister-in-law and Drew made sweet potato soup, Sophia set a notebook on the opposite side of the counter.


  “Neal, this notebook is for communication. I know you have a lot of baggage and things you haven’t told us, and this is a safe place for you to tell us about what you’re thinking and feeling. Nothing you put down in here can be used against you in any way. If you’re angry or upset, if a scene didn’t work for you and you don’t feel comfortable talking about it, write it down in here and leave it where Drew or I will find it.”


  I eyed the blue cover of the spiral-bound paper. Geordie had never given me anything like this. He’d never encouraged me to talk about my feelings, and he’d hated when I’d had an emotion or a reaction he didn’t like.


  I knew Sophia and Drew weren’t like that. They wanted me to be happy, but they weren’t going to punish me if I wasn’t.


  But I wasn’t sure I could accept the journal. “I never agreed to move in here.”


  “No,” she said. “But you have agreed to date us. We’re dominating you, and we’re sleeping together. Whether you move in today, next week, or next month, we need a way to make sure we have open lines of communication.”


  I thought back to my time on Elysium. I had freaked out and left them every morning, and I’d blacked out during a sexual encounter. They’d been understanding even though I hadn’t been forthcoming about the reasons behind my angst.


  I rolled my dough into the perfect thickness for linguine. “Intense scenes have a way of breaking me down, making me feel too vulnerable.”


  Next to me, Drew peeled and chopped sweet potatoes. “Sometimes it’s easier to write about it than to talk about it.”


  “One month,” I said. “I’ll move in with you in one month.”


  Sophia squealed. She flew around the counter and threw her arms around my neck. I couldn’t touch her because I had flour all over my hands. She peppered my face with kisses, and when she finished, Drew smacked one on my lips.


  “Great,” he said. “That’ll give us time to get a bigger bed.”


  Love swelled my chest, a lightness that felt more incredible than anything Mistress and Chef had done to me. I could get used to feeling this way.


  


  Epilogue


  


  Sophia


  


  The new season of shows had officially kicked off. For me, that meant another round of parties where people fawned over Drew and I watched. This time, though, I had Neal by my side. Soon he’d be in the center of an adoring crowd, but for now, he was all mine.


  One month, Neal had said. That date was quickly approaching. It would be here in less than forty-eight hours. I gripped his arm and pulled him closer.


  “Are your things packed, or should I hire a moving service?”


  He treated me to a soft, slow grin. “Mistress, given the fact that I spend pretty much every minute I’m not working at your house, why would you think I have anything left to move?”


  I shrugged. His clothing was split between my closet and Drew’s. We were going to have to remodel so that the master suite had spaces for three people. “Furniture?”


  “I have a bed in my aunt’s basement. Did you want me to bring my own?”


  He had that teasing glint in his eye, a side of him that he’d been showing more often. I liked it. On impulse, I rose to my toes and gave him a peck on the cheek. “The bed Drew is having made is supposed to be delivered tomorrow. It’ll be set up by the time we return.”


  Patches of a blush began a journey up his neck. It contrasted with the whiteness of his shirt. “There was nothing wrong with the old one, you know.”


  “The old one didn’t have good places to tie up a submissive. The new one does.”


  “Mistress…”


  I’d found that Neal did, in fact, like bondage. It intensified the scene and helped him get to subspace. Through the writings in his notebook, we had explored his feelings with regard to bondage. He hadn’t wanted to turn over that much power to anybody, and so in his head, he’d convinced himself that it didn’t do anything special.


  We didn’t tie him up frequently, but when we did, we always made sure to leave enough time for proper aftercare. Neal needed to be held, reassured, and loved.


  I smiled up at him, feline possessiveness no doubt making it a little feral. “Yes, Neal?”


  He shook his head, but his eyes shone brilliantly. “I love you.”


  I wanted to do more than kiss him.


  Drew appeared behind Neal. “You two look good enough to eat.”


  My husband had been in New York for two days, and then he’d been scheduled to fly down to Miami for this party. Neal had held down the fort at Sensual Secrets, and he’d kept me company in bed. He and I had flown down to Florida to meet Drew at this party.


  Tomorrow, we were going to drive to Samantha’s house to meet with her, Stefano, and Alexei about Elysium. We’d lowered our offering price, and the owners had countered. The updates we needed to make would cost more than twice what we’d budgeted for them, and that money had to come from somewhere.


  I cupped Drew’s cheek. “I’ve missed you.”


  Neal studied Drew’s lips hungrily. “I’ve missed you too, Chef.”


  “I know a place,” Drew said. “The employee break room should be clear until after dinner service.”


  I giggled and glanced at Neal. “I think I’ve heard that story before.”


  “He’s right,” Neal chimed in. “I was only there that day because I’d forgotten to hang up my jacket. I ended up throwing it over the back of a chair.”


  We followed Drew to the location he’d selected. It was deserted. Drew pushed Neal against a wall and me against Neal. He locked his lips onto Neal’s. Sandwiched in the middle, I watched them tangle tongues for a few seconds, and then I massaged Drew’s cock through his pants.


  Neal’s hands roamed Drew’s body as I unzipped Drew’s slacks. Together, we lifted out his cock. Neal lifted me, and I guided Drew inside. He fucked me hard and fast, frantic after our time apart. Neal swallowed my moans with his kisses, though he didn’t get them all because he alternated between serving Drew’s demands and mine.


  Stiffening in Neal’s arms, I came. Drew’s climax followed. He slipped out of me and collapsed against us, squishing me into Neal’s body.


  Before long, Drew staggered back. He dropped onto a folding chair. “Neal, I want to watch you with Sophie. Make your Mistress come again.”


  “Yes, Chef.”


  Neal kissed me, trailing his hot mouth down my neck. He shoved aside the bodice of my dress to access my breasts, and he whirled so that he held me up against the wall. I groped him, fondling him through his slacks. When I could stand it no longer, I grabbed a handful of his silky hair and tore him away from my breast.


  “Now, Neal. I want you inside me.”


  “Yes, Mistress.” He opened his fly as he spoke. I climbed on him. He reached between us to guide himself home. We no longer used condoms for this. He was ours, and we were his.


  He filled me. I looked over his shoulder to find Drew stroking his own cock back to life. As Neal fucked me, Drew rolled on a condom. He approached quietly.


  “Freeze, Neal.” I gave the order so that Drew could get where he needed to be.


  Drew reached between us and gathered some of my juices to use as lubrication. “We’re all going to come at the same time,” he said.


  “Yes, Chef.” The veins in Neal’s neck stood out. I wasn’t sure he could make it. Heck, I wasn’t sure I could make it.


  I made no promises.


  Drew slid into Neal, who closed his eyes to savor the connection. Drew—Neal’s “Chef” and my husband—set the pace for us all. I came first, my pussy walls convulsing a climax from Neal. He groaned and buried his face in my neck as his semen bathed my insides.


  “Looks like I owe you a spanking,” Drew grunted. He thrust several more times, and then he came too.


  “Yes, Chef.” Neal’s tone was reverent and thankful. “I’d like that very much.”


  “Mmmm,” I added. “Your cock ring is in my purse.”


  Drew grinned wickedly. “Let’s put it on him now.”


  Once the deed was accomplished and our clothes were fixed, Drew took a closer look at Neal. “You’re wearing your collar.”


  The blue snakeskin barely showed above the bow tie encircling his neck. That one was his dress collar. At home, he usually wore the black leather.


  Neal nodded. “Always, Chef.”


  Drew pulled Neal close, embracing him hard. He pulled me into the hug as well. “You belong to us.”


  Emotion gripped me so tightly that I couldn’t speak. I stayed in the arms of my men, basking in their love.


  


  


  


  THE END
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