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  AUTHOR’S NOTE


  


  


  I frequently get requests for more stories about certain characters. Unfortunately, the characters don’t always agree with that. I know it’s weird, but it’s the blessing-curse of being a writer. Meanwhile, I thought it would be interesting (and hope you do, too) to visit some of our friends from the Suncoast Society during one of their private house parties.


  While the books in the Suncoast Society series are standalone works which may be read independently of each other, the recommended reading order to avoid spoilers is as follows:
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  Chapter One


  


  An e-mail sent out by Ross to specially selected members of the Suncoast Society munch group:


  


  November 20…


  


  Dear Friends,


  


  Seth and Leah would like to invite you and your significant and non-significant others to a kinky Christmas/Holiday/ (insert your preferred choice here) Jingle-Your-Balls Party. (Or, if you’re into CBT, a Nutcracker’s Party.)


  Dress up (or down!) for the holidays and a sexy night of festive unwrapping of people…eh, or whatever decks your halls—or submissives.


  Santa might even show up with a sack full of presents for the naughty boys and girls. (Come on, we know you all aren’t innocent!) Extra goodies for whoever comes up with the most interesting way to hang something off a submissive…or of suspending a submissive, for that matter.


  


  The event takes place Saturday, December 17th.


  RSVP to Ross before Monday, December 12th. Directions and gate access code will be sent to those who RSVP on Tuesday, December 13th.


  


  Arrive after 6:00 p.m.


  Dinner will be at 7:00 p.m.


  Stay and play until ???


  


  There is a heated pool and a hot tub. If you’d like to use them, bring a towel and a bathing suit. The towel is mandatory, but the suit is optional.


  Please bring a side dish to share, and beverages of your choice. There will be a main barbecue dish provided, beef and chicken.


  


  House Rules:


  


  1)Please arrive in non-fetish attire. The neighbors are very vanilla and we do not want to upset their peaceful world.


  2)Dress for a sexy holiday barbecue and if you want to change (or strip) after dark for sexy play, that’s okay, too.


  3)Don’t bring uninvited guests. We usually say yes if you want to add someone, but please ask first. And please don’t talk about the party to anyone not on the guest list.


  4)NO drugs. No smoking inside (outside on lanai ONLY in designated area).


  5)Alcohol is allowed, but you must bring your own and play responsibly.


  6)Please leave the parking spaces near the house free for people bringing play furniture. If you wish to bring play furniture, please coordinate with Ross, Seth, or Tony.


  7)The house is on a septic system, so no…


  Chapter Two


  


  As dusk fell, the three men stood in Seth’s front yard and surveyed the results of their efforts.


  “I can’t believe it’s been almost four years,” John quietly said.


  The other two men nodded.


  Before them, an elaborate Christmas display filled Seth and Leah’s large yard. Lights, inflatables, wire animals, and Christmas trees—anything imaginable.


  The front door opened. Leah, Seth’s wife and slave, stepped outside, followed by Tony’s wife, Shayla, and John’s fiancée, Abbey. Shayla and Abbey had helped Leah put up the decorations in the house, except for the Christmas tree.


  That was something Leah reserved for only her and Seth to do.


  The women walked down to join their men, who’d just spent the past two days setting up the display. This coming Thursday was Thanksgiving. Seth had wanted the display up and ready to throw the switch before Thanksgiving dinner.


  “It’s beautiful,” Leah said as Seth slipped his arm around her shoulders. “I love it. Thank you.”


  He kissed the top of her head. “You’re always welcome, sweetheart.”


  They didn’t set the display up for the public. Their small gated community of large, secluded lots wasn’t exactly accessible by just anyone.


  They still put up the display for Kaden. Because it had been his obsession, his love. And by putting it up, in some small way it kept his spirit alive for them. Made his death just a little bit easier to contemplate.


  Shayla and Abbey had joined their respective men, everyone falling quiet as they revisited their memories of Kaden.


  It was Seth who finally broke the silence. “You know he’d be bummed out at us feeling bummed out, right?”


  “Yeah,” everyone else quietly said in unison.


  “Dinner’s ready,” Leah said. “Let’s go eat.” She patted Seth’s chest. “Then you can start working on putting up the Christmas tree.”


  Seth gave her a mock groan. “Slavedriver.”


  “You should know, Sir,” she teased right back.


  The men sent their women back into the house while they picked up a few stray items and packed them away in the mountain of plastic tubs and boxes much of the display was usually stored in.


  “How is she, really?” Tony asked Seth.


  “That first Christmas and New Year’s was the hardest,” Seth said. “It’s never going to be ‘easy’ for her, but we’re long past the worst.”


  “I’m not going to lie to you,” Tony said. “I’m glad you stepped up. I would have helped out because Kaden asked me to, but you have no idea how glad I am you were able to take care of her. I thought Kaden was overreacting…” He trailed off.


  Most of their close friends had said something similar.


  Before.


  They’d all thought Kaden was overreacting at the time, underestimating Leah’s ability to cope in the wake of his death and not knowing her full past history of self-harm.


  Those who saw her at her worst, at her weakest in the wake of Kaden’s death, however, no longer doubted why Kaden had pushed Seth so hard and set up things the way he had. Making sure all Seth had to do was follow Kaden’s explicit instructions in the days and weeks immediately following his passing.


  “I’m glad she had you there for her,” John said as he grabbed a pile of plastic totes to carry to the garage.


  “I’m just glad I had her there for me,” Seth said.


  


  * * * *


  


  They ate on the back lanai, at the table next to the pool. The beautiful thing about autumns and winters in southwest Florida, they could venture outside without wilting from the heat and humidity, or freezing to death. Seth loved the house, backed up against a wooded nature preserve. Quiet, peaceful.


  Except for when they threw kinky parties, of course. Fortunately, the way the house was laid out on the property, and due to the large size of the lots, their neighbors remained blissfully unaware of those activities. There were fifty homes in the development, each with a five-acre, wooded lot.


  It afforded them a lot of privacy.


  “Sully, Mac, and Clarisse are going to drive up Friday night, and then spend the night here after the Christmas party, too,” Leah told Seth. “I called them after Ross sent the invites out. That gives them plenty of time to line up a babysitter, and no excuses to miss the party.”


  “Good,” Abbey said. “They don’t get down as much as they used to. I’ve missed them.”


  Shayla giggled. “I heard Clarisse joking at the last munch they were at, that if either of her men get her pregnant again, she’s going to engage in a little bit of nonconsensual medical play with the two of them.” She made a scissoring motion with her right hand. “Vasectomies.”


  “I heard her, too,” Leah said. “And she wasn’t joking.”


  “I’m glad Tilly’s not here to toss in her two cents’ worth,” Tony said. “She’d probably offer to help.”


  “And since she’s a nurse, she probably could,” John said.


  “I never thought I’d see the day Tilly considers you one of her best friends,” Seth said to John.


  Abbey proudly smiled up at her fiancé. “All she needed was to get to know his non-SAM side,” she said.


  Tony reached for another dinner roll. “I’m just glad Derrick finally booted Lydia from the club for good. He was too nice to her for too damn long. Between the way she got snotty with you that night at the club, then that damn stunt she pulled with Cali, Max, and Sean, she’s lucky Tilly didn’t go after her and kick her ass.”


  “Tilly wanted to,” John said. “Landry and Cris overruled her.”


  “Prison orange is not her color,” everyone said in unison, followed by laughter.


  


  * * * *


  


  Once their friends had left for the evening and Leah and Seth were alone again, he pulled her close in the front yard as they stared at the lit Christmas light display.


  “How are you doing, love? Honestly.” He still sometimes worried about missing something, overlooking a sign, and having something bad catch him unawares.


  She rested her head against his chest, her arms around him. “I’m okay,” she said. “Honestly. I’m sad, but it’s not the bad kind of sad. It’s always going to hurt, and I’m always going to have times where I cry sometimes, but I can think about the good times now without crying.”


  He breathed a sigh of relief. “Good.” He nuzzled his face against the top of her head and tried not to think about one of the conversations he’d had earlier with John and Tony while they worked out in the yard.


  One of those “just in case” kind of scenarios.


  If something ever happened to him. If he wasn’t there to anchor Leah.


  One of the contingencies Kaden hadn’t prepared for, so certain Seth would always be there for her. But having been through this once with Leah, he understood all too well the risks.


  Seth knew he needed plans of his own in place to keep her going in case anything ever happened to him. He’d already talked to Landry and Cris, Mac and Sully, Ross, and a few others. Tony and John would spearhead the effort, Tony having also seen it up close and personal when they lost Kaden.


  Not that Seth expected to need those kinds of plans for decades, or longer.


  But Kaden probably once thought that, too.


  “I’m not as fragile as everyone thinks I am,” Leah quietly said, startling him.


  He pulled away enough he could look down into her green eyes. Multicolored lights from the display cast her features in a variety of shadows of different shades and angles, a complex picture. “What?”


  She sadly smiled. “I probably wouldn’t have survived losing him,” she said. “Not without you. But on the other side of it, as much as it hurt, and seeing how our friends stepped in… I promise, if I have to go through it again, somehow, I’ll make it through it.”


  She pulled him close once more, jabbing him in the ribs with a finger. “But I forbid you from putting me in that situation, Sir. So it’s moot, anyway.”


  He chuckled. “Getting a little toppy from the bottom, are we, love?”


  “In this case, yes, Sir.”


  “Well, I promise to do my best not to put you in that situation.”


  “Good. Now can we stop thinking about depressing stuff and focus on the fact that it’s going to be Christmas soon?” She stared at the yard display. The various blowups filled the air with a soft, ever-present whirr of electric fan motors.


  “Who’s playing Santa, anyway?” Seth asked.


  “Scrye.”


  “Oh. He is the perfect Santa.”


  “Tilly and Loren have already started putting together kinky gifts for his sexy sack of fun, as they called it.”


  “I’m afraid to ask.”


  “So am I, which is why I let Tilly have fun with it. At least this crowd is hard to shock.”


  “True.”


  She reached down and patted him on the ass. “How about we go back inside now and continue our party discussions there?”


  “You can’t fool me. You don’t want to talk.”


  She untangled herself from him, casting a smile at him over her shoulder before she headed for the front door. “Guilty, Sir.”


  He smiled, taking in the yard one last time. He’d snapped hundreds of pictures of the last two years of Kaden’s displays and tried to emulate them as much as possible.


  More for himself than Leah. He wanted the illusion that maybe if he looked hard enough now, he might catch a glimpse of his friend’s smiling face somewhere in the multicolored chaos of the huge display.


  It was a small delusion he allowed himself, one that had helped him fill the aching void in his heart.


  


  * * * *


  


  By the time Seth checked to make sure all the doors were locked and the lights were off, he found Leah lying in the middle of their bed.


  Naked.


  She crooked a finger at him. “I want to tell you what I want for Christmas. And my birthday.”


  He smiled as he stripped his shirt off. “Getting toppy from the bottom again, are we?”


  “Maaaybe.”


  He crawled onto the bed to join her. “And what, pray tell, do you want for Christmas and your birthday, love?”


  “I want you to be happy,” she said. “I want you to relax and understand that I’m at peace, and I’m happy. I want us to enjoy this holiday season without you stressing to the max over me. Can you do that for me?”


  Leah truly was as tough as nails in many ways. People who never saw her slave side, who only had experiences with her as the iron-willed woman who ran her charity events with clockwork precision and the harshness of a Paris Island drill sergeant, never would have imagined the level of personal hell she went through both as a child and then with Kaden’s death.


  Stretching out next to her, he let his index finger trail down her body, lazily circling her navel. “Am I that bad?”


  She rolled onto her side to face him. “It’s not a bad thing. I’m not complaining. Yes, it’s been tough. I won’t bother trying to lie about that. This year, I want this to be our Christmas. He’s always going to be in our hearts, in our thoughts. Never far away. He knew what he was doing. He wanted us to move on and be happy with each other. And that’s what I want, too. I don’t want you feeling guilty for it, either. I’ve made peace with it. He wouldn’t have orchestrated everything he did if he wanted us to feel guilty. He practically ordered us to go on and be happy.”


  Seth pulled her into his arms. “I sometimes wonder if he was more worried about you or me after he left.”


  She snuggled into his embrace, a perfect fit. “Why’s that?”


  “Because without him in my life anymore, if it wasn’t for you, quickly drinking myself to death would have looked like a pretty attractive option.” He pressed his lips against the top of her head. “What was so spooky is I think he realized it even when I didn’t at the time.”


  Reaching down, she cupped his cock and balls in her hand and gently squeezed, immediately drawing interest from him. “This is the kind of thinking I meant, Sir,” she said. “I want us to spend this season focused on the now, on the future. Filled with joy.”


  She always did have a way of distracting him. He rolled her onto her back, his body stretched out along hers and pinning her to the mattress. “You do, huh?”


  A sultry smile lit her face. “Well, being filled with your cock works for me, too.”


  He knew before he reached down and slipped his now-stiff cock into her that she’d be wet and ready for him. She always was when they made love.


  More perfection he couldn’t have ever imagined coming into his life.


  Soft matching gasps escaped them as he slowly thrust inside her, taking his time, no rush at all. He realized for the first time that in the past couple of months, she’d only asked once for time in the playroom to help her out. And that had come after they’d spent the day tidying up the garage, memories of Kaden heavily hanging over both their heads.


  Other than that, yes, recently she had seemed far more…steady.


  Centered.


  Anchored.


  He paused to raise her arms over her head, pinning her wrists to the bed and getting a little hip grinding from her in the process.


  He smiled down at her. “Patience, love.”


  “Patience yourself. I’m horny.”


  He took a hard, deep thrust, holding still buried all the way inside her as she whimpered in frustration. “If you want a spanking, I’ll give you one. You don’t need to top from the bottom to get it.”


  She stuck her lower lip out at him, a gorgeous, playful pout. “Wasn’t.”


  “Were. And remember what happens to naughty girls. They get tied to the coffee table with a vibrating egg up their pussy that’s not strong enough to get them off.”


  He felt her pussy flutter around his cock. Hell, sometimes he wondered if he might not be able to talk her into coming. Unfortunately, he usually didn’t have the patience to try that, because by the time he thought about it, he was already balls-deep inside her.


  And, to be fair, tying her up like that was more foreplay than punishment. Seth had discovered his own inner sadist who liked to come out and play with her. He might not have started out enthusiastic about the thought of becoming Leah’s Dom and Master, in terms of the mechanics of the dynamic, but going on five years into it, he’d realized it was now second nature to him.


  He didn’t have to hold back with her. He didn’t have to worry if he was taking too much control.


  She wanted it that way. Loved it. Craved it.


  And he was happy to give it to her. For the first time in his life, he felt fully in control, and not just of her, but of himself. Of his fate.


  He felt at peace despite the ache that would forever shadow his heart.


  Dipping his head, he latched onto her right nipple, sucking and teasing it, grazing it with his teeth, pulling moans from her. Then he repeated it with her left, back and forth until she squirmed under him, trying to rock her hips against him and unable to gain any traction.


  Raising his head, he looked at her, unable to stop smiling. “Someone’s horny.”


  “Duh. Sir,” she added. “Please?”


  He took pity on her, mostly because he couldn’t hold back much longer. He started thrusting again, slowly at first, grinding his hips against hers, hitting her clit with every stroke. Looking up at him, her gorgeous green eyes glazed over with passion, it struck him he was happy. Life was good. Their future promising.


  Living in the now was the way to go.


  “Come on, love,” he whispered. “Come for me. Be my good girl.”


  Her lower lip caught under her teeth, her hips rocking in time with his strokes, matching his pace. He knew she was close, so, so close. Finally, he heard her gasp and felt the muscles of her pussy clench around him as she tipped over the edge.


  “There you go,” he said, speeding up his strokes, feeling his own orgasm exploding from his balls and filling her.


  When he relaxed his grips on her wrists, she slipped her fingers through his and squeezed. “Love you, Sir.”


  He nuzzled the hollow of her throat, kissing her there, working his way up her jaw to her lips. “Love you, too, love.”


  A playful smile curved her lips. “So will I get my Christmas wish?”


  “Of course you will.” He rolled off her, cuddling with her, spooning his body along hers. “You know I can’t say no to you.”


  Chapter Three


  


  “I keep thinking I forgot to tell Katie and Jason something,” Clarisse said as she stared out the back window of Sully’s Jag. It was Friday evening, and they were heading south on I-75 to Seth and Leah’s house. They’d be spending Friday and Saturday night with their friends, a welcomed mini-vacation for the three of them.


  Sully glanced at her in the rearview mirror. “Considering the epic novel’s worth of instructions you left them,” he drawled, “I don’t think so. They managed to raise their own daughter just fine. I’ve written books shorter than the notes you left them.”


  “I think they can take care of our two rug rats,” Mac added.


  “Three,” Sully said. “Don’t forget Bart.”


  She leaned as far forward as her seat belt would allow. “I’m sorry. It’s just we don’t get to do this very often. All three of us going off together at the same time without the kids.” The men shared a glance she knew all too well. “Stop it,” she warned. “I’m allowed to be a nervous mother.”


  “The first time around,” Mac joked, glancing back at her from the passenger seat. “Not the second. Tad’s almost two, sweetheart. And Eddie’s almost four. They’re going to have a fun weekend at Aunt Katie and Uncle Jason’s and come home spoiled rotten. You know that.”


  Jason Callahan had been Sully’s partner before Sully’s forced retirement due to being shot in the line of duty. Jason still worked on the force, but the Callahans were godparents to the triad’s two sons and loved taking every opportunity possible to spoil them rotten in preparation for whenever their own daughter eventually blessed them with grandchildren.


  “Won’t be long before Eddie’s in preschool,” Clarisse said as she settled back in her seat and stared at the road. “I feel a little guilty spending time away from them.”


  “Stop,” the men said in unison.


  “You’re a fantastic mom,” Sully added. “This is our weekend. Adult time.”


  They hadn’t yet disassembled their home dungeon but knew they were close to that point. Either they’d have to turn it into a bedroom for one of the boys, or Sully would have to move his home office into that room so one of the boys could have his office. They’d have to “vanillafy” it either way.


  It gave a whole new meaning to the word “childproofing.”


  With two young sons in the house, their more active playtime had been curbed and restricted, anyway.


  Even Bart had been forced to give up his favorite chew toy, an old butt plug he’d stolen from the triad.


  “This weekend,” Sully said, “is about us. We’re going to play, we’re going to have fun, and we’re going to enjoy ourselves without any guilt. Understand, pet?”


  “Yes, Sir.” The answer came automatically. It always did, their M/s dynamic never far from the surface, even around their kids. As far as anyone else thought, they were just teaching their kids good Southern manners.


  That Sully was Clarisse’s husband was irrelevant to the trio. Sully owned both of them, heart and soul, Clarisse and Mac, both. They were his slaves first and foremost in their hearts.


  And that was the way they wanted it.


  


  * * * *


  


  It was after dark when they pulled into Seth and Leah’s driveway at their home south of Venice. With the extensive Christmas display lighting up the yard like a carnival, it wasn’t difficult to spot the house even if they hadn’t been there before.


  The couple walked out to greet them while Sully and Mac unloaded their luggage from the car.


  Leah wore her leather play collar. She engulfed Clarisse in a hug when her friend emerged from the car. “I told Seth I was sure you’d back out. I owe you an apology.”


  “They wouldn’t let me,” Clarisse said. “I’ve been ordered to enjoy myself this weekend.” With two young children, Clarisse didn’t always make it down for their girls’ days as much as she’d used to.


  “Rob told me he gave Laura the same order,” Seth said. “Their friends are keeping Molly for them tomorrow night so they don’t have to race home early.”


  They got their friends inside and their things transferred to the guest room they’d be using that weekend. Then they all relaxed outside by the pool, the women—and Mac—now naked except for their collars. Clarisse sat on the pool deck between Mac and Sully’s chairs, the men each resting a hand on her shoulders. Leah sat in Seth’s lap.


  Mac, a couple of years recovered from his attack by Clarisse’s ex, had a pass from Sully not to kneel unless he felt up to it.


  “So what’s left to do for the party tomorrow?” Sully asked.


  “Honestly? Not much,” Seth said. “We’ll fire up the grill a little after six and get that started. Tilly and her guys will be here around five with some play furniture and to help us rearrange stuff.”


  “So whose ass is getting beaten tonight?” Leah teased.


  Clarisse looked up to see Sully considering it. “I’m thinking pet’s,” he said. Sully stroked her hair. “She hasn’t had a good scene in too long.” He wrapped his fingers around her hair and tugged, tipping her head back and sending a flood of need straight to her clit. “Have you, pet?”


  “No, Master,” she whispered. Forced to relax and focus only on the moment, she was remembering how much peace filled her when Sully and Mac took over and took charge like this.


  It was nice being able to let go.


  “Does my pet want a good scene tonight?” Sully asked.


  “Yes, Master.” Oh, she badly wanted it. Needed it. In the early days, when she’d first joined the men, she hadn’t understood why Mac enjoyed scening with Sully.


  But the longer she’d spent with them, not only did she understand now, but craved it as well. The bliss of subspace, the heady afterglow of a well-beaten ass, all of it. Sully never went as heavy on her as he did on Mac the masochist, but it always had the same effect.


  And she loved it.


  “I’m thinking Mac and I will be co-Topping you tonight,” Sully said. “The Master and Sir show. What do you say?”


  Leah giggled. “I’m thinking we’ll be turning up our TV tonight when we go to bed so you don’t have to worry about how much noise you make.”


  “You might be making some noise of your own,” Seth told her.


  Leah grinned. “Even better.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Sully and Mac hadn’t been as close to Kaden as others in their group had, such as Tony and John. Living a hundred miles to the north in Tarpon Springs, they hadn’t been around as much during the last days and in the immediate aftermath of Kaden’s death.


  Plus that had been during Mac’s recovery from the attack he’d suffered. And then Clarisse got pregnant and had Eddie, and then…


  Life happened.


  In retrospect, Sully regretted they hadn’t been able to get down here as often as they’d wanted, but he was glad Clarisse had become friends with Leah and the others. It had done her a world of good to spend time with them, while he and Mac took care of first Eddie, then Eddie and Tad, while Clarisse had some well-deserved “girl time.”


  It kept her focused and anchored on the present instead of the past. Of what Bryan had done to her, to her parents.


  To Mac.


  And what she’d done in return.


  After a casual dinner of delivered pizza and some more conversation, Seth and Leah bid them good-night with their blessings to use as much of the house as they wanted—as loudly as they wanted—for their play time. They’d even put a sticky note on the playroom door with the code for the automatic lock—1218—in case the door accidentally got closed.


  Sully planned to take them up on their hospitality.


  He pulled Clarisse into his arms, grabbing and squeezing her ass as he kissed her. “Ready to play, sweetheart?”


  She smiled up at him. “Yes, Master.”


  He glanced at Mac. “Please take our toybag into the playroom, slave.”


  “Yes, Sir.” Mac hurried to do it.


  They’d come a long way from the days when Mac was still in physical therapy, Sully and especially Clarisse hovering around him, praying he remained on his feet and ready to catch him if he fell. Now, other than the occasional pain during cold weather, or when he tired himself out too much while out on the boat, you’d never know Mac had nearly died in a vicious attack at the hands of Clarisse’s ex. He’d caught Mac by surprise on the boat at the marina, beating him with a hammer.


  It’d taken nearly a month after the attack, and seven surgeries to fix the damage, before Mac finally opened his eyes in the hospital and started the long road back to them.


  Sully never took a day for granted, determined to live life to the fullest with these two people he loved, and now their children, as well.


  He reached up and fisted Clarisse’s long, black hair, gently tipping her head back, lowering his lips until they were a hair’s width over hers.


  “Hands behind your back and legs apart, pet.”


  She immediately complied.


  “I’m going to stripe that gorgeous ass of yours tonight,” he whispered. “Going to strap you down to a bench and work you over.” He dropped his other hand between her legs, one finger easily sliding over her clit and inside her pussy to find her wet. “You want that, don’t you?”


  “Yes, Master,” she whispered.


  “After we do that, Sir and I are going to fuck our sweet little pet at both ends. You want that, too, don’t you?”


  She softly moaned. “Yes, Master.” When the two of them topped her together, Sully was Master, and Mac was Sir.


  Double her pleasure, double the Doms.


  “Tomorrow night, I’ll beat slave’s ass. But tonight I want to take my time with you. Make you whimper and cry and beg for more.”


  Her nipples stood tightly peaked, inviting. Using her hair to control her, he leaned down and sucked first her right, then her left nipple into his mouth, drawing more moans from her, taking his time.


  And taking his time was exactly what he wanted to do tonight. While finding time to make love, all three of them together, wasn’t difficult if they planned properly and made sure to wear the boys out with a trip to the playground or beach earlier in the day, finding safe time to scene was more difficult. Sometimes it came down to swapping out turns going on the boat, or one of them taking the boys over to Uncle Tad’s to visit with him. And then only two of them could scene together.


  Clarisse was always good about trying to maneuver the free time so Sully could scene with Mac. Clarisse enjoyed it for play.


  Mac the masochist sometimes needed a hard play session to reset his emotions and get his brain back on an even keel.


  Tonight Sully wanted the two of them to focus on her, give her what she’d long gone without. Once the boys were both in school, it would be easy to find time during the day to play. Until that happened, they’d have to make full use of rare weekends like this.


  He pulled his finger from her pussy and touched it to her lips, which opened immediately, sucking his finger in.


  “Such a good girl for me,” he said. “Such a very good girl.” She laved her tongue over his finger as if it were his cock.


  His cock quickly hardened in response of wanting that, right now.


  Leading her out of the bedroom by her hair, he took her into the playroom and closed the door behind them. Even though he heard the soft sounds of TV playing in Seth and Leah’s bedroom, he didn’t want to push their hospitality too much.


  Although Sully had brought a ball gag for her, too. And one for Mac for tomorrow night.


  And they’d both get plenty of use, he was sure.


  Chapter Four


  


  Sully put Clarisse on her knees next to the spanking bench, where Mac had already draped a towel over it. Mac had neatly laid their implements out, along with the leather wrist and ankle cuffs Clarisse wore when they played.


  Moving quickly, Mac helped Sully get the cuffs buckled around Clarisse’s arms and legs before helping her to her feet and onto the bench. There, they quickly clipped the restraints to the bench, making sure she was settled and secure.


  They blindfolded her then slipped the ball gag into her mouth, buckling it behind her head.


  Thus helpless and ready, Sully stroked her back, trailing his fingers all the way down to her ass.


  “I think I know someone who’s been wanting a good, hard scene, don’t I?” he asked.


  She gave him the hand signal for yes.


  Sully snapped his fingers at Mac and had him kneel at the end of the bench, between her legs, and start licking her pussy.


  Clarisse let out a needy moan. Arching her hips, she tried to get as much contact as she could with his mouth, wanting more.


  “Don’t let her come yet,” Sully warned as he squeezed her ass cheeks, hard enough to leave behind impressions from his fingers in her flesh.


  Being careful not to whack Mac in the head, Sully started spanking Clarisse bare-handed, alternating ass cheeks, until she squirmed and whined and moaned on the bench with every stroke.


  Reaching over, he pulled her hair, forcing her head back. “How are we doing, pet?”


  She flashed the sign for yes.


  “Good girl.”


  Releasing her hair, he walked over to the implements and picked up a flogger. Then he leaned in and whispered in Mac’s ear. “Go play with her nipples now.”


  Mac stood and walked around to the other end of the bench, where he leaned in and started to do just that, rolling and tweaking her nipples. Sully swung the flogger, a lightweight one that wouldn’t hurt anyone unless you nailed them in the eyes or balls, or snagged a piercing. He swung it hard, reddening her ass even more, knowing it would give her a nice, warm glow and help her sink more deeply into subspace.


  Every few strokes or so, Sully would stop and reach between her legs, fingering her pussy and making her moan some more.


  She wasn’t a masochist, and he knew it. He enjoyed taking her just up to the edge, close enough she could see over it but not far enough to make her code from pain. Just the fact that she’d become so eager to please him was a huge turn-on for him.


  After a little while, he put the flogger down and reached for a riding crop. Her body tensed as he presented the implement, stroking it up and down her spine before stepping into position. Placing one hand in the middle of her back, he laid the crop against her ass cheeks, drawing out the anticipation for her.


  Mind fucks like this were another fun part of scening with her.


  He flicked the riding crop in the air just behind her, not striking her with it, but making a zwhip sound in the air, loud enough she could hear. She flinched, drawing a smile from him.


  Laying it against her flesh again, he lightly stroked it up and down her ass, her thighs, back up again. This time when he lifted his hand, he flicked it across the globes of her ass, lightly, enough to make her jump under his palm but not enough to hurt her.


  He repeated this several times, knowing it amped up her tension, making her wonder when the real smack would arrive across her ass.


  Just when he felt her marginally relax, he smacked her with the crop, hard enough to make her yelp around her ball gag, the sound of which stiffened his cock in his pants. Using the flapper end, he lightly slapped her pussy and clit with it, just enough to make her moan with need around the ball gag.


  That stiffened his cock even more.


  He worked back and forth, light smacks on her ass, and on her pussy, increasing the force of the strokes on her ass until she had a sweet little rhythm going, whines of pain mixed with moans of pleasure.


  When he stopped, she gasped, her body still arching back into what she thought would be the next stroke against her pussy.


  After putting aside the crop, he grabbed her ass, squeezing it. “Oh, don’t worry, pet. We’re not even close to being done yet.”


  From the tone of her responding moan, he knew she’d slipped deeply into subspace. She arched her back as much as the restraints would allow, trying to press herself against him.


  Sully switched to a leather strap a few inches wide and mounted onto a wooden handle. A little stingy but mostly thuddy. It was more noisy than anything, a warm-up toy when he used it on Mac, but a perfect step up in festivities for Clarisse before he started in with paddles, and then canes for the big finish.


  With the strap he could easily go after the sides and backs of her thighs, her calves, her upper arms and shoulders without worrying about injuring her. And still Mac teased her nipples, alternating between rolling them between his fingers and pinching them, hard, amping her pleasure even more.


  The men had both shied away from breast play with her while the boys were still nursing, despite her trying to get them to do it. Sully knew that was a kink for some people, but neither he nor Mac had a lactating fetish. Clarisse had decided she only wanted two kids, although he and Mac hadn’t gone for vasectomies yet. He wanted her to have the option, if she chose, for more.


  Because it wouldn’t hurt their feelings if they tried one more time for a girl.


  The truth was, no matter what their dynamic, neither he nor Mac would ever deny Clarisse anything. She—and their boys—were the center of their universe, their reason for living.


  Sully had considered himself damn lucky even before Clarisse entered their lives. But when she joined them it was like a missing part neither man had realized wasn’t there clicked perfectly into place.


  Being able to sneak little times like this into their schedule made life that much sweeter.


  He finished with the strap, pleased with the way her flesh had nicely reddened under the strokes. Most of that would fade, but she’d still have a couple of marks here and there on her ass tomorrow, marks she would smile over as she stared at them in the mirror in the morning.


  He picked up an acrylic paddle. Not one of her favorites, because it was a little on the stingy side, but he wanted an implement he knew he couldn’t harm her with. Because he needed his left hand free for the vibrator, which he also picked up and carried over to where she lay bound to the bench.


  “All right, sweetheart. We’re going to step things up and work our way toward the big finish. How are we doing?”


  She gave him their hand signal for okay, a green, for him to keep going.


  “Good girl. You’re so beautiful all strapped down and red-assed for us.”


  He flicked on the vibrator and pressed it between her legs as he laid several light smacks with the paddle against her ass cheeks.


  She screamed against the ball gag, her orgasm hitting her, amped up by the stingy impacts, rocking back and forth and trying to both escape the swats while keeping her clit in contact with the vibrator.


  “Poor, poor pet,” he teased. “Get paddled or get to come. Such a problem.” He held the vibrator in such a way that she had to back up against it, sticking her ass out even more, a perfectly beautiful target for the paddle. By the time he stopped about five minutes later, she was sobbing both from pleasure and pain.


  He switched the vibrator off and laid it on the small of her back. “Don’t move. Don’t let that fall.” He swapped out the paddle for a heavier wooden paddle, which he laid against her ass cheeks so she could feel its surface.


  “You need a few nice, hard swats with this before I finish you off with the cane, don’t you, pet?”


  She tearfully mumbled around the gag, “Yes, Master.”


  His cock throbbed. He knew he’d have a wet spot on the inside of his briefs when he finally unzipped. “Do you want several hard swats with the bigger paddle, pet?”


  “Yes, Master.”


  “Such a good girl.” He laid the paddle right against the crease between her ass and thighs, where the implement would get maximum coverage. Making her wait, he finally drew back and delivered a fairly heavy swat, not the heaviest he could muster, but not sandbagging, either.


  She arched away from it, howling, sobbing.


  “Pet, do you want me to continue?”


  “Yes, Master,” she mumbled, taking deep, hitching breaths as she relaxed on the bench again.


  He laid the paddle in the same place, waiting, then smacking her about the same. Another moment for her to react, process. He didn’t even have to ask her before she returned to her position.


  She wanted this. She didn’t like the process of it, but she loved the afterglow, having gone through it. She wasn’t only doing it for him, but because she liked serving him, submitting to him, enjoyed hitting deep subspace and the freedom it brought her mind even for a short time.


  A safe, cathartic place she knew she had complete control over. Even if she was his wife and slave, if she ever safeworded, he would immediately stop and she knew it.


  That she never did, unless she got a leg cramp or something, made him love her even more. Because he knew the level of trust that took for her to have, especially considering what she’d been through before she met him and Mac.


  “Two more, pet. Then to the cane and the big finish. Okay?”


  “Yes, Master.”


  This time he swung hard, her head coming up as she howled around the gag. Beside her, Mac whispered in her ear, comforting her, encouraging her, saying the right things to keep subspace swirling through her, to keep her wanting to take it from them.


  Needing to take it from them.


  Because Mac knew from his end of things what it took to keep him there, too.


  “One more, pet. One really good, hard one. It’s going to hurt, and it’s likely going to make you cry. Do you want it?”


  “Yes, Master,” she tearfully mumbled around the ball gag.


  He wanted to fuck her then, but laid the paddle against her flesh, across the back of her thighs. His other hand, he rested on her lower back.


  The backswing…and then the smack.


  She screamed, but even before she could start to process the pain, he’d grabbed the vibrator and pressed it against her clit. Her scream turned into a moan, her head dropping down again as she arched her back and tried to hump the vibrator.


  “Such a good, sweet pet,” he cooed. “Taking your strokes for me like that. Such a beautiful pet. Good pets always get rewarded.”


  Another reason she liked the scenes, because the pain made the orgasms that much stronger. She’d admitted it to them after she’d made the connection herself.


  In fact, sometimes she had difficulty in reaching orgasm unless one of them pinched her nipples or smacked her on the ass. She might coast the edge forever, unable to make it over, until one of them tipped the scales in her favor.


  He loved it. He loved being able to control that for her, that she had the trust in them to let them do that for her.


  Once he knew she’d worked her way through that orgasm, he switched the vibrator off again and laid it on her back. She lay limp on the bench, catching her breath while he swapped out the paddle for a rattan cane.


  “Last round, pet,” he said. “I want to leave you with marks for tomorrow. Do you want that?”


  “Yes, Master,” she mumbled around the gag.


  He felt badly that they hadn’t been able to work more play into their lives, other than the occasional quick over-the-knee, barehanded spanking, in the past few months. It was something she’d missed, something she’d wanted.


  “Pet, in the future, if you want marks, make sure to tell me or Sir, okay? We’ll figure out how to make it happen.”


  “Thank you, Master,” she tearfully mumbled.


  Marks were, to her, a badge of honor, a sign of ownership.


  A tangible reminder of her place, her safety, their love for her.


  Her trust in them.


  “These will hurt, pet. This is a cane. Are you ready?”


  “Yes, Master.”


  “I won’t make you count them.” Sully tipped his head to Mac, indicating for Mac to join him at the other end of the bench and take the vibrator. Mac reached under her with it, clear of the cane’s path and ready to flip it on at Sully’s mark.


  “Ten good, hard cane strokes, pet,” Sully told her. “Do you want them?”


  “Yes, Master.”


  “Okay. If you can’t take them, give me the hand signal and I’ll stop. But it’ll only be ten. No more. I promise.”


  He held her down with a hand across her back. With his right hand, he laid the cane across her ass, rubbing it up and down over her red flesh, before deciding where to lay the first stroke. Before he raised his hand, he nodded to Mac and mouthed, Now.


  Mac switched the vibrator on as Sully landed a hard stroke. Clarisse’s cries were mixed with pleasure and pain, a delicious sound that, from the smile on Mac’s face, Sully knew would earn her a fucking like she hadn’t had in a while when they got done. Mac reached over with his free hand and caught the underside of her collar with it, keeping her from throwing her head back as Sully spread out the other nine cane strokes. He lost count of how many orgasms she’d had by the time he’d finished and set the cane aside.


  Sully pointed to her head. Mac handed him the vibrator and walked around to unfasten the ball gag. Sully unfastened his slacks, shoving them and his briefs down and sliding his cock deep inside her.


  So wet, so hot, her pussy still contracting from the remnants of her last orgasm.


  Mac also shoved his jeans and briefs down, feeding his cock into her eager mouth, grabbing her hair with one hand and cradling her chin with the other.


  With his free hand, Sully reached around her with the vibrator. “Okay, pet. You get to come as long as you can until we finish. Enjoy your reward.”


  She was soon trying to hump herself back and forth on the bench between the men. For his part, Sully was having a hard time holding back. He was hard and ready and she felt sooo damn good like this. Mac fucked her mouth, taking over and sliding his cock deep into her throat as she moaned her way through a rolling series of orgasms.


  This. Is. Heaven.


  


  * * * *


  


  This is fucking heaven!


  Already, the pain in Clarisse’s ass was fading as Sully and Mac fucked her at both ends. She loved it when they did this, her freshly beaten ass deliciously chafing against the material of Sully’s slacks. The vibrator made sure she didn’t stop coming as they used her, filling her, fucking her, owning her.


  Sure, there were plenty of times in bed either she or Mac played the center of the spit roast, but this was more. This was special. This was letting go and pushing herself through the pain to the beautiful endorphin-filled region of subspace.


  And orgasms.


  Lots and lots of orgasms.


  She would definitely be sore tomorrow morning, but in allll the good ways.


  The really good ways.


  They picked up a rhythm between them, Sully’s strokes shoving her deeper onto Mac’s cock as she did her best to lick and suck at Mac’s shaft. Hard to do while moaning through her own orgasms.


  But she was determined to try.


  Mac exploded first, his balls pumping his cum into her mouth, making her moan again as she swallowed, loving doing that for him. Then Sully finally let loose, filling her pussy with his cum, finally switching the vibrator off and setting it aside.


  Sully snapped his fingers and she suspected what was going to happen next, sending a thrill through her.


  Sure enough, Mac’s cock was withdrawn from her mouth. He knelt between her legs, his hands on her thighs and spreading them even more, his mouth licking and sucking Sully’s juices from her pussy, his tongue coaxing yet another orgasm out of her.


  Sully walked around to her head, offering her his limp cock. She opened, licking him clean, hoping to get him hard again for a second round until he chuckled, stroking her hair as he pulled out.


  “Only one for you tonight from me, pet. Sorry. It’s been a long day and I’m tired after that drive. But slave can give you another one, if he wants.”


  From down at her pussy, Mac let out a hungry moan, which reverberated through her whole body.


  Oh, yeah. He’d get horny again, and quickly.


  She squirmed on the bench as Mac’s tongue dipped deep inside her, licking Sully’s juices from her and making her own flow even more. After a few minutes, Mac stood. Sure enough, he started fucking her, hard and fast.


  Sully knelt in front of her and removed the blindfold. With his hands in her hair, he smiled at her, grey eyes twinkling. He stroked her cheeks with his thumbs.


  “Our sweet little pet will go to bed tonight well fucked and well beaten and thoroughly worn out. I want this to last you for a while until we can schedule another weekend together like this.” He pushed one thumb into her mouth and she sucked it, laving her tongue over it like she had his cock.


  Mac started slapping her ass and her eyes dropped closed as one last, small orgasm rippled through her.


  “I knew I’d get one out of you,” Mac grunted before a few last, hard, final thrusts, his cock buried deep inside her as he fell still.


  Sully’s eyes playfully creased at the edges. “Slave, you know our rule. You have to clean up our pet.”


  “Yes, Master,” Mac said, breathless. “I just need to catch my breath.”


  Sully fucked his thumb in and out of her mouth. “Then you get to clean Sir’s cock, too, don’t you?”


  “Mm-hmm.” That was a “rule” she absolutely loved. Even if she didn’t get off while one of them fucked her, Mac—or sometimes Sully, depending on his mood—went down on her and licked her clean, ensuring at least one, if not two or more orgasms. And she returned the favor.


  “Such a beautiful, sweet pet,” Sully whispered, placing a tender kiss on her forehead. “Our perfect pet.”


  She felt Mac withdraw, followed almost immediately by the feel of his lips on her pussy and clit. Her eyes fell closed as he quickly got her off again and she moaned around Sully’s thumb in her mouth. Then Mac stood and Sully moved aside so she could lick Mac’s cock clean.


  After the men released her from her restraints, Sully scooped her into his arms. She was grateful to lay her head against his shoulder as he carried her out of the playroom and back to the guest room, where he laid her out in the center of the bed. After stripping, Sully stretched out next to her, cradling her against him.


  Her ass felt like it was on fire, but she knew the delicious pain would fade until it was little more than a dull ache in the morning.


  Mac joined them a few minutes later after gathering up their toys and wiping down the bench. Then the three of them snuggled together, Clarisse in the middle, Mac spooned along her back.


  There were times, in the dark days in the hospital after the attack, when she prayed for Mac to open his eyes, that she worried these tiny, sweet treasures of time would never happen again. That Mac might not come back to them.


  That there might always be an emptiness beside them in their bed, waiting, always waiting for Mac’s return.


  He’d surprised them and the doctors both, making a full recovery, faster than most people predicted.


  Nuzzling the back of her neck, Mac kissed her. “Good night, pet. Love you.”


  “Love you, too, Sir,” she said.


  Sully kissed her. “Good night, pet. Love you.”


  “Love you, too, Master.”


  She felt the men exchange a kiss over the top of her head. “Love you, slave,” Sully said.


  She knew Mac was nuzzling his forehead against Sully’s. “Love you, too, Master.”


  She didn’t care if the world didn’t understand what they had. She had two men she knew would—literally—kill for her. Men she would—also literally—kill for. A family.


  This was perfection, peace, a heaven on earth she once never believed in.


  Anyone who didn’t like it? Well, in her book, they could go take a flying fuck, as far as she was concerned.


  Fortunately, most of their friends were in the lifestyle. Or if they were vanilla, they’d long ago come to terms with their unique dynamic, the vanilla end of it, at least, and never questioned it.


  Despite having this weekend alone with her men, she missed their sons. She’d joked about having her men neutered, but the more she thought about it, maybe they could have one more. Eddie looked just like Sully. Tad looked just like Mac.


  She’d love the chance to see if maybe they could have a girl.


  Being an only child, she’d often wished—before Sully and Mac came into her life—that she’d had siblings to lean on.


  Then again if she had, maybe she never would have met Bryan, and she never would have escaped to Florida and met Sully and Mac.


  Maybe just one more. If she did decide to have another baby, she didn’t want to wait too long. She wanted them all close in age. It was something she’d waffled about for the past several months.


  Muddying the waters, she knew if she said she wanted another baby, the men would agree without hesitation.


  That wasn’t the answer she wanted. She wanted their real thoughts on it.


  When she’d finally admitted to her friend Raquel back up in Ohio the kind of relationship she had with Sully and Mac, Raquel had been horrified. It had taken hours of explanation to make her see the abuse Clarisse had suffered at Bryan’s hands and the consensual BDSM poly dynamic Clarisse had with Sully and Mac were nothing alike.


  And the fact that Clarisse was the happiest she’d ever been in her life hadn’t been missed by Raquel, either.


  Clarisse’s Uncle Tad had been more than pleased by her decision to be with the men.


  Maybe one more. Maybe this time we might have a girl.


  Or I might be stuck in a house with five men.


  Urgh.


  Not like it was something she had to decide that night.


  Closing her eyes, she settled in to sleep.


  Chapter Five


  


  After a leisurely brunch Saturday morning, Clarisse, Mac, and Sully helped Seth and Leah prepare for the party.


  Tilly and her men, Landry and Cris, arrived after five that evening, bringing with them a couple of folding spanking benches on loan from others for the evening.


  Essie Collins and her three men, Josh, Mark, and Ted, arrived a little after six, bearing a corn casserole that smelled heavenly, along with a couple of store-bought cheesecakes in different flavors and two bottles of wine. The men stepped out onto the lanai to chat with the others while Essie hung back in the kitchen with Tilly, Leah, and Clarisse.


  Leah and the other women had quickly grown to love Essie, who, with her guys, had become integral members of their close-knit social circle.


  “I saw the latest episode of your show,” Leah said. “The house in Osprey? I don’t know how you guys manage to turn that kind of chaos into a livable home without the use of a flamethrower.”


  “It’s not always easy.” Essie leaned back against the counter. “In fact, it’s never easy. My mom was an exception to the rule because she wasn’t a hoarder. My dad was. And the cases we get that you don’t see on TV…” She shook her head. “It’s sad.”


  Tilly reached for one of the bottles of wine Essie and her men had brought, a chilled moscato. “I’m not driving tonight, so I’m going to crack this open right now, if you don’t mind. I love moscato.”


  “Knock yourself out,” Essie said. “We brought them to be drunk. Drank? Drunken.”


  “Consumed,” Tilly said with a smile.


  Essie cocked a finger at her. “Yeah, that.”


  Leah handed Tilly a corkscrew while Clarisse turned and retrieved four wine glasses from the cabinet.


  “Oh, none for me, thanks,” Essie said.


  The other three women turned to stare at Essie, eyebrows almost identically arched in disbelief.


  Essie’s face reddened. “What?”


  Tilly tilted her head to the side as she studied Essie. “Since when do you turn down a glass of moscato?”


  The red in Essie’s cheeks deepened.


  Clarisse’s eyes narrowed. “No!” she whispered as a smile slowly creased her face.


  Essie put a finger to her lips, her own smile slowly appearing as her other hand came to rest on her still-flat belly.


  Tilly put down the bottle and corkscrew as she swooped in to hug her. “Congratulations!” she whispered. “Why the secrecy?”


  “I promised the guys they could announce it tonight. We haven’t even told Cali and her guys yet. I went to the doctor yesterday and she confirmed it.”


  The other women took turns hugging her.


  “How far along are you?” Clarisse asked.


  “About six weeks. The guys have already started planning the nursery.” This was the poly quad’s second Christmas together.


  “So fess up,” Leah said. “Accidental or intentional?”


  “Accidental, but I’m not going to complain. Apparently we’re so lucky at beating the odds we need to start buying lotto tickets. My doctor said sometimes the pill just doesn’t work.”


  Tilly snickered. “Well, it’s having to do three times the work.”


  Essie’s three men, brothers, had more than proven their devotion to her. Mark, her legal husband and the youngest of the three, had been a missed opportunity from high school. When they reconnected just after the death of Essie’s father, Mark’s two older brothers, Josh and Ted, had both fallen for the woman, too.


  Fortunately for Essie, they hadn’t made her choose between them.


  Essie playfully smiled. “True.”


  “The good news is,” Clarisse said, “with three of them helping you out, there’s no excuse for you to have to change all the diapers.”


  Leah pulled a bottle of apple juice out of the fridge and held it up to Essie, who nodded. Leah poured Essie a serving of that into a wine glass while Tilly finished wrestling with the bottle of moscato and got it uncorked.


  Once they all had glasses, Tilly held hers up in a toast. “Here’s to a healthy baby,” Tilly said. “Better you than me.”


  “You never wanted kids?” Clarisse asked.


  Tilly snorted. “I have Landry and Cris. I have two kids.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Essie’s revelation kicked Clarisse’s thoughts back to the previous night.


  Not like I have to decide this weekend.


  Yes, she’d joked about having her guys neutered.


  But…


  They were great dads. So what if it cut into their nakey time, their play time? They were a family first and foremost.


  She sipped her moscato.


  Then again, I have enjoyed running the boat.


  When she was pregnant, both her men forced her to cut back on her time on the water, despite her and her doctor telling them it was okay. She’d soon be getting some free time back during the day when the kids were both in school.


  Do I really want to throw another baby into the mix?


  Clarisse sipped her moscato. No, tonight wasn’t the night to ponder that. “So tell us about the Kinky Karoling,” she said to Tilly. “Rumor has it it’s going to be a blast.”


  Tilly was just about to tell them when Tony and Shayla walked in the front door. “You’ll find out soon enough,” Tilly said with her trademark smirk as she went to see if they needed any help bringing their things inside.


  Leah turned to Essie. “So I guess I shouldn’t start asking you about when we can plan your baby shower?”


  “All I know is I hope it doesn’t mess up FetCon.”


  Clarisse snorted. “You sure you want to go to FetCon pregnant? There are some guys who have a massive pregnancy fetish. You might find yourself followed around all weekend by drooling men.”


  “You mean besides my own drooling men?”


  “Exactly.”


  Essie stroked her tummy again. “I know I want to try to maintain as normal a life for us as we can until this little guy, or girl, arrives. At least at FetCon there’s nothing weird about a woman with three men. It’s one of the few places we don’t have to worry about people giving us strange looks if I’m just being myself around them.”


  “I know what you mean,” Clarisse said. “Trust me, you get used to it, and over it. Especially when you realize you have extra sets of hands to help out with midnight feedings and diapers. That’s when you’re able to say, you know what? I don’t give a crap what other people think.”


  “True.”


  “How’s your mom dealing with things?” Leah asked Essie.


  “We haven’t even told her about the baby yet. We’re going over tomorrow night for dinner. We’ll tell her then.”


  “I meant how’s she dealing with you being with them.”


  “Oh, better than I thought she would. I think she’s just so happy to have me back in her life, and to have her life back, and her house back, that as long as I’m happy, she’s happy. You wouldn’t believe the change in her. She’s like ten years younger. Looks it, too. Her house is gorgeous. She’s an amazing housekeeper. It’s the only reason she was able to fight back my dad’s hoarding for so long.”


  Shayla walked in with a casserole dish in hand. “Where does this go?”


  Leah cleared her a place on the counter with the other food and helped her unwrap it and find a serving spoon.


  Tilly returned a moment later, rubbing her hands together in an evilly gleeful way. “Are we going to sit out here in the kitchen and talk all night, or are we going to have some fun?”


  Tonight she was dressed in a sexy Mrs. Santa outfit, a short red velvet skirt with fuzzy white faux fur trim, and a matching red velvet top, also trimmed in white faux fur. She wore a Santa hat to top it all off, with black, knee-high boots.


  “Let’s go join the party,” Leah said.


  Chapter Six


  


  “Did I hear Cris and Landry right that you helped Tilly with some of tonight’s festivities?” Tony asked Shayla as they pulled up to the gate at Seth and Leah’s shortly after six. He punched in the gate code and waited for it to swing open before pulling through.


  “Just the songs, Sir. I am a writer.”


  He smiled. “Did she prep a new round of kinky carols?”


  “You could say that. Seth gave her a list of the holiday songs he can play on his guitar, and she and I collaborated.”


  “I thought the term was conspired.” He grinned.


  “You could call it that, too,” she agreed. “She said the old ones were getting a little threadbare. She wanted…” Shayla seemed to be searching for the right word.


  “Raunchy?” he suggested as he made the final turn toward their driveway.


  “Yeah. That. Well, raunchier.”


  “Some of those ditties have been making the rounds since Derrick first opened Venture,” Tony said. “It’s about time they got an update.”


  After he parked in the driveway, Shayla went on inside, carrying the broccoli casserole they’d brought, while Tony wrangled their gear and a folding spanking bench out of the trunk. Tilly walked out to help.


  “Need any assistance?”


  “Nope, I’ve got it.” He grinned. “I hear you’ve been planning.”


  “Duh. It’s a great year to be alive.” Her smile faltered. “Eh, you know what I mean.”


  Tony straightened. “You have every right to be celebrating, Tilly. Don’t let the past impose on your fun.”


  “I’m trying not to.” She ran her hands up and down her arms. “I’ll go make sure Shayla got inside okay.” She turned and hurried inside the house.


  He didn’t blame Tilly for her mixed emotions. With what they went through with Landry, Tilly could have easily joined the widow’s club with Leah.


  Not exactly a club anyone wanted to be a member of. Landry had been good for Tilly, forcing her emotionally back from the brink she’d teetered on ever since Cris left her.


  And he wouldn’t deny he was glad to see Tilly and Cris had seemed to create a new dynamic that worked for them. All three of them.


  He personally wasn’t poly, but he didn’t begrudge that to his friends who were. Especially when he’d seen poly relationships last longer than some of his monogamous friends’ relationships.


  It’s not all about the kink…


  Once Tony got the equipment and their bags inside, he sought out Seth and the others on the lanai. The party was just getting started, some people not having changed clothes yet. He’d had Shayla bring a cute little short, sparkly, slinky black dress to wear. They likely wouldn’t scene much tonight, waiting until they returned home for the bulk of their fun.


  But he loved watching his friends scene. Especially at private parties. The creativity, the fun, the different techniques—even the sexiness.


  Hey, if it wasn’t for voyeurs, everyone might as well stay home and get freaky in their own bedrooms.


  He also loved teaching, loved helping people grow their skills, watching as they took what they’d learned from him and developed it into new directions. He’d learned as much from his students and friends as he’d given back. Maybe more.


  On the lanai, Seth already had the grill fired up, with a large London broil and a couple of chickens cooking. After saying his hellos and fishing himself a can of soda from a cooler, Tony found a place to sit.


  “How many are we expecting tonight, Seth?” he asked.


  Seth lowered the grill’s hood and laid the tongs on a piece of foil next to it. “Ross said probably forty, based on the RSVPs.” He smiled, dropping his voice after a glance toward the kitchen. “I’m glad she talked me into having it.”


  “Leah?” Tony asked.


  “Yeah. I wasn’t sure if I wanted to have a big one last year, and I just…” He shrugged. “That’s why we had the dinner, but not a party. I—” Seth silenced himself as Leah and the other women joined them on the lanai. Tonight, Leah wore a short leather miniskirt, flat sandals, and a gorgeous red-and-green bustier. Her formal leather play collar was locked around her neck, and she wore her hair long.


  Both of them looked so different now, happier than…before. Even a year after Kaden’s death, melancholy hovered over them.


  And now that he had Shayla, Tony no longer felt the slightest bit envious of Seth having someone like Leah.


  Tony was every bit as lucky a bastard as his friend, now that he had Shayla as his wife and slave.


  Fortunately for him, Seth had taken care of Leah. Who knows what might have happened if he’d been forced into that role—which he would have done for Kaden and Leah’s sake—when he met Shayla?


  It wouldn’t have been fair to anyone.


  Point. Moot.


  The doorbell rang, likely meaning one of their newer inner-circle members who didn’t realize that on a party night they were welcomed to walk right in. Leah went to answer it and returned a few minutes later with Gabe and Bill.


  Another success story. The man had come a long way from Tony’s first encounter with him, when Bill, a Charlotte County detective, was investigating Laura’s brutal attack a couple of years earlier. Tony had taken point gathering their friends together at his house in Sarasota, where Bill questioned everyone to see if they could shed any light on the investigation.


  And in the process, Bill had found his way into the fold, so to speak. A member of the widow’s club, he’d found love after first meeting Gabe at a munch, then partnering together at a beginning rope class the next weekend. Both of them had been shocked when they ended up assigned to a joint task force together, and had come a long way in their respective paths to healing. The light in their eyes, the blatant love for each other, he felt honored to have witnessed it unfold firsthand.


  It’s nice to know we make a difference in a good way.


  Chapter Seven


  


  Gabe eagerly looked forward to the party. With their jobs, she and Bill didn’t get out to the club as often as they wished they could. And sometimes, investigations interfered with their personal plans to attend private parties. Everyone in their group of friends knew they were always a last-minute cancellation possibility. Fortunately, everyone understood how it was the nature of their jobs and didn’t begrudge it when they had to cancel.


  Bill was still a detective with the Charlotte County sheriff’s department, and Gabe worked as an investigator for the FDLE, stationed at their Sarasota office.


  Not exactly careers that lent themselves to spending a lot of time in public at a BDSM club. Although Gabe’s former supervisor from Miami was, surprisingly enough, a member of Venture. That interesting little factoid had come to light after she revealed to him she was applying for a transfer due to her relationship with Bill.


  Which became their marriage.


  At least the private parties they attended afforded them the ability to relax with their friends and be themselves without feeling self-conscious.


  Well, Gabe was the self-conscious one, although not as bad as she had been. Bill didn’t give two hoots what anyone else thought of him, or her, or their dynamic. He never tried to force Gabe to do stuff she wasn’t comfortable with even though he had gently tested and expanded her boundaries over their time together.


  And because she loved and trusted him, it was easy for her to let go to him, to let him lead her places she never thought she’d go.


  Knowing he would always be there for her, holding her hand, leading her forward.


  Now when she looked back at her past, she didn’t recognize the woman she’d been even a couple of years ago. It felt like a lifetime away. Bill’s patient, loving persistence had easily shattered her emotional walls.


  Gabe even had a growing Hello Kitty collection in her office, and she didn’t care if anyone teased her about it.


  That, alone, was one of the most freeing feelings.


  After arriving, they rang the front bell and Leah came to let them in, hugging them both. “Glad you could make it! Rule number one at one of our private parties, you never have to ring the bell. Just walk in. You’re family.”


  She showed them where to put their side dish they’d brought, where they could stash their things, and led them out to the back lanai where others were gathered and talking.


  Someone had put music on, a modern, jazzy number, just loud enough to provide ambiance and help cover their voices in case any of the neighbors could hear.


  Gabe felt slightly naked despite her tunic and leggings. Bill had gently talked her into locking her sidearm in the trunk of his car. She’d thought he would put his foot down and tell her to leave it home, but he’d pleasantly surprised her. His was also locked in there, even though he’d had it in the car with them for the relatively short drive up to Leah and Seth’s.


  Bill curled an arm around her waist, leaned in, and gently nibbled the side of her neck. Her eyes fell shut as his hand slowly rose up her back, until he twined his fingers in her hair and lightly tugged.


  “Shut off your brain,” he whispered against her flesh, just behind her ear. “Tonight and tomorrow, you’re all mine. You’re blocked out on PTO today and tomorrow.”


  “You’re still on ca—”


  He tugged a little harder while nipping the shell of her ear.


  “Not until tomorrow afternoon. Tonight I’m not on call. Shutty offy the brainy.” The grip on her hair grew tighter. “Who’s my good girl?”


  “I am, Daddy.” The words fell from her lips without hesitation.


  He was her safety, her dead-certain anchor in a world of ugly chaos. They didn’t do age play, but their dynamic was based more on comfort and nurturing and sensual play than on sadism. He was her higher power, the only thing in the world that could make her forget the brutal realities of her job for a few blessed moments.


  “Yes, you are.” He brought his other hand up and turned her chin, forcing her to look him in the eyes. “Tonight, you belong only to me. The State of Florida has no claims on your time or attention. Understand?”


  “Yes, Daddy,” she whispered.


  Subspace set in as the tension melted from her, a physical sensation, like water rushing down a drain. He’d also made her leave her work phone in the car. He carried her personal cell in his pocket, which her office would call if there was an emergency and they really needed her.


  “Such a good girl for me.” His hazel eyes picked up the multicolored lights decorating the yard outside the lanai, filled with love and cheer and sexy promises of a night of fun.


  Her submission to him had finally given her the freedom she’d yearned for all her adult life, the freedom she’d unsuccessfully sought and mistakenly thought she’d had.


  The freedom to be herself, to nurture herself, to open herself to being loved and cared for.


  As he loosened his grip on her hair and slid his arm around her waist again, the world slowly came back into focus. Their friends, the music, everything else had faded out as she’d stared into his eyes.


  He smiled down at her. “Tonight we have fun and enjoy ourselves. Got it?”


  She returned his smile. “Yes, Daddy.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Bill knew all too well how hard it was for Gabe to let go of work and just be for a few hours. All the way up until it was time to leave for the party, he prayed he wouldn’t get a call from work asking him to catch a case.


  Gabe needed this downtime and, frankly, so did he. Tonight was a test run for her, a taste of what was soon to come. They were taking ten days off from Christmas till just past New Year’s, a cruise to Mexico. There, Gabe wouldn’t have any choice but to fully let go of the outside world. They wouldn’t be able to be reached by phone, and if he had to change the password on her laptop to keep her from trying to get onto the Internet and access her work e-mail, he damn well would.


  He was actually shocked she hadn’t burned herself out yet at her job. But she loved what she did, and she hadn’t expressed any desire to quit yet.


  That made nights like this even more important. They’d had countless hours of conversations. He felt blessed and terrified at the level of trust she had in him, her way of using him as her mental eraser, so to speak.


  Tonight, he wanted to keep her present and focused on them, not on what was going on in the greater world at large, stuff she couldn’t control. He wanted her to relax and remind herself that nothing would fall apart if she was out of contact and not obsessively checking her e-mail on her work phone or her laptop.


  Most of their play was wrapped up in their actual dynamic, with sensual play, and sex, an integral part of it. She did enjoy forced orgasm play accompanied by rope bondage, another safe way for her to let go and give herself to his control, but he never took their impact play any more severe than bare-handed smacks, or moderate swats with soft implements. Never any pain.


  She’d had enough of that as a child.


  What she had in him was trust, and he never wanted to do anything to shatter that. He’d been patient with her in the beginning, understanding that chasing her would only drive her away. He hadn’t been sure at first if she’d come around and come to him, but she had. Showing up unexpectedly one night on his doorstep after she’d had a cathartic visit with her abusive grandmother, the cause of most of her adult issues.


  That her grandmother hadn’t even known Gabe, or been able to have a coherent conversation with her due to advanced Alzheimer’s, had finally been the last thing to flip Gabe’s switch and make her realize she had control of her life.


  And when her grandmother died three months ago, he’d been so proud of Gabe wanting to go up for the funeral, helping arrange and even paying for it.


  She’d literally outlived the demon from her past.


  He’d been there every step of the way with her. Even though they were partners in life and in their relationship, Gabe willingly gave herself to him, let him take her firmly in hand in the bedroom, never for punishment, just in love and fun.


  Bill slid his hand down Gabe’s ass, down to her upper thigh, and up again.


  She tipped her head onto his shoulder. “I’m not wearing panties, Sir,” she whispered.


  “I know. Just checking.” He patted her on the ass. “I think it’s warm enough for someone to lose the leggings, too, isn’t it? Your tunic’s long enough to cover your ass.”


  Even in the dim light he knew her cheeks now bore a delicious pink flush. “Yes, Sir.”


  “Good girl. Go do it, please.”


  She walked back inside, a spring in her step.


  Tony stepped over. “Did you bring your rope bag?”


  “Oh, yeah. And the Hitachi. She’s going to be a well-cummed girl by the time I drive her home tonight.”


  “I’m sure most of the ones here will be. By the way, Seth arranged a birthday cake for Leah. Her birthday’s tomorrow. She didn’t want Ross putting that in the invitation, but Seth’s pulling the Dom card and wants to surprise her with a cake. Quietly pass the word around that there’s a card everyone can sign. Loren will have it when she gets here.”


  “Gotcha.”


  Tony moved on to talk to someone else.


  Of everyone there, Bill knew he himself probably best understood what Leah had been through. Although totally different circumstances, and his wife had lingered only for a month after a stroke during routine gall bladder surgery.


  At least Leah had gotten to say a final good-bye to Kaden, and had Seth there to lean on.


  He’d had to go it alone.


  Trying to shake himself out of his thoughts, he caught sight of Gabe returning, barefoot and sans leggings.


  As she sidled up next to him again, he ran his hand down her ass and then up under the hem of her tunic while she stared up at him with those beautiful brown eyes of hers.


  “Much better, sweetheart,” he said, patting her on her bare ass.


  “Thank you, Sir.” She snuggled against him. The mild night wasn’t predicted to get below seventy-two degrees. Seth and Leah had their house open to the lanai, and the windows opened, too, except for the ones at the front of the house.


  No reason to advertise their party to the neighbors. Not that they could easily see, between the long driveway and delightful cacophony of Christmas decorations and lights in the yard.


  “Are we playing tonight, Sir?” she asked.


  He grinned. “You’ll just have to be a good girl and wait and see, won’t you?”


  “Yes, Daddy.”


  He knew if he slipped his fingers between her legs, he’d find her wet already.


  Hell, they’d brought towels with them. Maybe there would be a dip in the hot tub or the pool in their future before the night was over.


  The night was young, and there were plenty of opportunities to be had.


  Bill caught the glimpse of headlights sweeping past the front window, and Tilly dashed by.


  “Can I help?” Gabe asked.


  “Nope, thanks, under control,” Tilly said as she flew toward the front door.


  “She looks like a woman on a mission,” Bill said. “I sure wouldn’t want to get in her way.”


  Chapter Eight


  


  “Tilly’s texted me five times in the last ten minutes, asking where we’re at,” Loren told Ross.


  He grunted. “She’s lucky I love her.”


  “Well, Sir, I did warn you the tire looked low when we got in the car.”


  “Yes, you did.”


  Ross didn’t have to look to know Loren wore a playful, knowing grin. “Tell Tilly we’ll be there when we’ll be there,” he said. “Unless she wants to deal with Seth as to why we haven’t picked up the cake.”


  After changing the tire himself—a call to AAA reported at least an hour delay before someone could arrive—and running back home to change clothes and wash his hands, they still had to stop by the grocery store and pick up the cake Seth had ordered and paid for.


  “Yes, Sir.” He heard her giggle as the tone for a sent message chimed from her phone.


  “And that’s five for ranting to Tilly in text about how I didn’t listen to you about the tire,” he grumbled. “Which I know you did.”


  Loren outright laughed. “Yes, Sir.”


  She didn’t sound worried. Of course, she knew she had no reason to be worried. Yes, he’d give her five hard swats, more for the aggravation than anything, but she’d gladly take them without complaint.


  Heck, she’d taken a lot worse than that over the years at his sadistic hands and gleefully asked for more.


  “You’re lucky I don’t turn you over to Tilly and let her swat you,” he said.


  Another giggle. “Oh, please, Sir. Don’t do thaaat.” More giggling.


  “You could have at least tried to sound serious.”


  Loren and Tilly weren’t just best friends, but partners in crime. No way would she give Loren hard smacks on the ass unless Loren asked for them.


  “I could get Landry to do it,” Ross said. “He’s a sadist.”


  Loren snorted. “Yeah, and I’d ask Tilly to tell him no.” She stuck her tongue out at him.


  “Damn bratty slaves,” he grumbled, not even a fraction seriously.


  Loren eased her hand onto his thigh. “Don’t worry, Sir. I’m sure those five punishment strokes will hurt a lot and be very painful.”


  “Now you’re just being sarcastic.”


  She squeezed his thigh. “Would Sir like a blow job to make things better?”


  “Blow jobs always make things better. You know that. Not until we get there, though. We’re late enough as it is, and I don’t need to add a blow-job-distracted car accident to the list of reasons for Tilly to be irritated at me because we’re running late.”


  Loren giggled. “Yes, Sir.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Tilly practically flew out of the front door when they pulled up in the driveway and parked. “Dude, what the hell?” she asked as he opened his door and climbed out.


  He pointed at Loren. “It’s her fault.”


  Loren’s jaw gaped. “Mine?”


  “Yeah.” He smiled. “I’m playing the Master card, slave.”


  Loren pouted. “Yes, Sir.” She stuck her tongue out at him.


  “I don’t give a flying rat’s fart if it’s the fault of aliens,” Tilly said. “Please tell me you got the cake!”


  “Yes, we got the cake.” He walked around to the backseat where the sheet cake safely sat in its box. “Where do you want it?”


  “I unlocked the side door of the garage. Loren, go on in and distract Leah. Make sure she doesn’t come out to the garage.”


  “Gotcha.”


  Tilly led Ross around the side of the house, opening the door for him and then opening the door of the refrigerator there in the garage. The middle shelf had been cleared of drinks and was ready for him to slide the box into position.


  Tilly let out a sigh of relief as she closed the door, then hugged him. “Thank you. Sorry I’m so wound up.”


  “You’re lucky I love you.”


  She smiled. “Yeah, yeah.”


  “That’s yeah, yeah, Sir, to you, missy.”


  She stuck her tongue out at him and shooed him toward the side door. “Go on. I’ll lock it behind you.”


  He stepped out, heading back to their car so he could get the rest of their gear.


  “Damn, bratty slaves,” he muttered. “You’ve got to love them.”


  He also loved these private parties. They weren’t just friends, but adopted family. Years earlier, he’d even served as Tilly’s protector just after Cris left, ensuring she didn’t do something like try to kill herself in the aftermath of the way he’d left.


  Had someone told him back then how things would turn out now, he would have told them they were fucking nuts.


  I guess we’re all a little fucking nuts.


  Ross grabbed their bags and headed inside. He knew the plan was for Tilly and Loren to make the rounds with the card on the sly so everyone could sign it for Leah, without Leah knowing it. The past couple of years, with her birthday so close to Christmas—and close to the anniversary of Kaden’s death—she’d begged off any kind of acknowledgement of it.


  Last year, she’d let Seth invite a few of them over, the oldest, closest gang, for a not-so-surprise cookout. She’d handled it well, but now, Seth wanted more.


  This year, Seth was determined to give her a birthday party, whether she liked it or not. What Leah didn’t know, and Seth had confided in him, was that Scrye actually had Seth’s birthday present for Leah in his bag, along with the X-rated gag gifts Tilly, Loren, and the others had gathered to hand out to the attendees.


  Seth had scoured shops and websites until he’d found exactly what he wanted, a matching set of engraved silver bracelets that Leah could wear in any vanilla situation, but that would also serve as day collars for her.


  Once Ross got their things into the house, he joined the others out on the lanai and greeted everyone. When shaking Seth’s hand, the other man arched an eyebrow, to which Ross gave him a quick nod, prompting a smile from Seth.


  “Glad you finally got here,” Seth said.


  “Sorry. Flat tire. Next time, I need to listen to Loren when she tells me a tire looks low.”


  Seth smirked. “You’ll never live that one down.”


  “Nope. Probably not.”


  Ross made the rounds. He already saw a lot of Essie and her guys, when they visited Essie’s mom, who lived directly across the street from him and Loren. But some of their friends he only got to see when they came out for the private parties like this.


  It was sure to be a good night, already off to a cheery start despite the initial delay.


  If that was the worst thing that happened tonight, he’d still call it a resounding win. The house was already filled with the sounds of laughter and people chatting.


  Just the way Kaden would have wanted it.


  Chapter Nine


  


  Jenny couldn’t wait to get to Leah and Seth’s. She knew Mike had been conferring with Seth, Tony, Askel, and some of the other rope experts over the past couple of weeks.


  She also knew he’d been practicing some new shibari techniques, because she came home early from book club one night and found him in the middle of the living room floor, tying up one of their pillows while watching TV.


  They’d been settling into their new dynamic for a little over a year now. With Mike fully over his worries about hurting her, he’d embraced a slightly sadistic streak with a strong penchant for rope bondage and forced orgasm torture.


  And she wasn’t about to complain. Their twenty-six-year marriage was stronger than ever, with their rejuvenated sex life fully taking Jenny’s mind off the fact that their son now lived in Tampa full time, where he attended college.


  No more empty-nest syndrome. Not with Mike in control.


  That was just how she liked it, too.


  It wasn’t time for dinner yet when they arrived, so they took their time settling in and greeting everyone before Mike smiled at her and crooked his finger in the way that always immediately made her wet and horny.


  Sure enough, he quickly tied her up in a rope harness that made her breasts stick out and rubbed between her legs, against her clit. He also tied rope gauntlets around her wrists and ankles, but left her unrestrained for the time being.


  “What’s the plan now, Sir?” she asked.


  He grabbed a towel and slung it over his shoulder before picking up the bag holding the rest of his rope and implements. “Now we’re going out to the lanai and wait for dinner.”


  “Aaannd?”


  “Aaannd you’re going to find yourself tied up and hand-fed dinner.” He waggled his eyebrows at her. “For dessert, I’m sure I can come up with something for you.”


  Now that he’d taken full control of their dynamic, she loved where he took her. Compared to some of their friends, he didn’t even blip the sadistic end of the scale. But he’d found his own ways to torment and tease her, ways that pleased both of them.


  All she cared about was the dominance, the control. Being able to let go to him and know she could trust him.


  Especially in bed. Although the longer they did this, the more their dynamic had quietly bled into other areas of their life in ways she hadn’t even expected until the realization struck her. Especially when they were alone, going out to dinner or shopping. Calling him Sir felt easy and natural, and it was calling him by his first name that had started feeling awkward.


  One time a few months into their new dynamic, when their son, Mikey, had come home from college for the weekend, she’d let a Sir slip while in front of him.


  The shocked expression on Mike’s face had mirrored her own emotions upon the realization of what she’d said, but their son had simply shaken his head and smiled.


  “I don’t want to know what you all are doing with me gone,” he’d said.


  And that had been that.


  One of the loungers on the lanai was free, and Mike spread the towel out on that after lowering the back so it was completely flat. After she lay down on it, he used the wrist and ankle gauntlets to quickly immobilize her, hogtying them to the rope harness he’d already put on her.


  Even worse, now she was hornier than ever but with Mike apparently happy to sit there and chit-chat with their friends, she knew he would drag out her pleasurable torment for hours tonight.


  She couldn’t wait.


  


  * * * *


  


  Askel backed his truck into the parking area left free for him in front of Seth and Leah’s garage.


  “That’s good,” Mallory said, helping guide him. “I wish Chelbie could have made it.” Her best friend’s parents had opted to go visit out-of-state relatives and offered to pay for her to go with them. Mallory couldn’t blame her for missing the party, even if they were both bummed out by it.


  “I know, sweetheart. Me, too.” He shifted into park and shut the engine off. “If you will take the food inside and ask a couple of the guys to come out and help me, that’d be perfect.”


  “Yes, Sir,” Mallory said as she unbuckled her seat belt.


  Askel had already opened the topper and tailgate when Tony, Seth, Rob, John, and Bill emerged from the house. “We can take it around the side of the house and into the lanai that way,” Seth told him. “I kept a spot open in one corner.”


  “Perfect.” They helped him unload the heavy wooden glider swing frame. While it had supported many people throughout the years, none of them had been sitting on a swing in the process. He’d ordered it from the manufacturer after careful research. It was the perfect portable bondage suspension frame, able to easily support six hundred pounds of weight. Even better, it quickly assembled and disassembled with nuts and bolts.


  When the sales rep had asked him over the phone why he didn’t want a swing to go with it, he’d told them he already had one, he just needed a frame.


  They’d bought the fib.


  He’d actually got the idea from another rigger who had a similar frame.


  Kel had sanded, stained, and sealed this one with a black stain that looked gorgeous in photos. They’d get it assembled on Seth’s lanai, position two layers of MMA mats under it for safety, and let the riggers amongst them have fun with it.


  He was looking forward to trying Max and Sean’s new bondage frame, which they’d said they were bringing with them tonight for everyone to try out. Kel couldn’t wait to get Mallory strapped down to it and start playing with her.


  And considering he’d been teasing Mallory for the past three days without letting her come, he knew she was looking forward to it, too.


  After they unloaded the wooden frame and moved the pieces onto the lanai, Kel quickly reassembled it with the other men’s help. After it was ready, he rigged a suspension ring to it with both a carabiner and rope and gave it a test swing with all his body weight before pronouncing it open for business.


  His friend Scrye, who he knew would be playing Santa later, stepped up with his wife, June, for first crack at it.


  Kel went in search of Mallory and found she’d already changed into the short, sexy dress he’d told her to wear for the party.


  Well, dress in that theoretically it was one piece of fabric that draped her body, even though the shimmery, sheer piece left her breasts exposed and barely covered her pussy and ass.


  Which was exactly the effect he wanted.


  He pulled her in for a kiss. “Thank you for changing without me asking.”


  She smiled. “Oh, I plan on being a very good girl tonight.”


  “That horny, huh?”


  Her lower lip caught under her teeth as she eagerly nodded.


  He patted her on the ass. “Good girl. I’ll be right back. I have to get the rest of our stuff.” He headed out to the truck, retrieved his gear bags, and locked the vehicle.


  Mallory had come so far in their time together, no longer obsessing about her weight. He loved her ample curves, the way her flesh responded to him and what he did to her on a daily basis.


  His perfect life partner who loved playing in the shadows with him.


  He’d been teasing her with more than just orgasms. He planned on doing a play piercing on her tonight, a temporary corset lacing up her back with needles. He didn’t do those kinds of things at the club, unless it was for a demo. Too much risk of some idiot accidentally getting in the way or bumping her afterward. These kinds of things he either did in the privacy of their home, or at the smaller private parties like this where people would know to be careful.


  But tonight was about fun. And by the time he finished decorating his goddess, she’d be a living piece of Christmas art.


  And a damned horny one, too, most likely.


  Chapter Ten


  


  In a moment of weakness, and without properly considering the possibilities, Cali had agreed to play bottom to her two men for the Christmas party. The private parties were always a little wilder than club play, because people could get as sexy as they wanted with their play, as long as they didn’t disturb the neighbors.


  They’d no sooner arrived at Seth and Leah’s that Max and Sean pulled Cali off to the side in the living room, where no one was currently located, and had her strip.


  “Can’t we at least go say hello to everyone, first?” she asked as she started peeling off her dress.


  Max wore an ear-splitting grin. “Oh, we will, sweetheart,” he said. “First, we have to get you appropriately attired.”


  “I’m afraid to ask,” she said as she stood there totally naked.


  “It’s a Christmas party!” Sean shook his head. “Duh.” He unzipped the large duffel bag he’d brought with him and pulled out what looked like miles of tinsel in various colors.


  “Uh, holy crap,” she muttered.


  Now she understood the evil gleam in Max’s eye when he’d packed their Violet Wand kit.


  The tinsel would light up her life.


  Literally.


  The men used the strands of tinsel to tie a chest harness that made her boobs stand out. Max also bound her hands behind her back, the tinsel holding her arms securely against her sides. Then Max produced a vibrating egg, turned it on with the remote control, and held it in front of her.


  “Guess where this is going, babe?”


  “I’m guessing not up your ass.”


  He chuckled. “Oh, you’re so cute when you realize you’ve been suckered. Spread ’em.”


  She did, knowing she’d end up on the winning end of things by the time the evening was over. Hopefully with a very sore, red ass, and a very well-fucked pussy. Her two switchy men never failed to keep her satisfied.


  He slid the vibrating egg inside her, drawing a gasp from her as he took his time and let it linger over her clit for a little while first. Then he used more tinsel to form a makeshift harness around her hips and between her legs, making sure the egg would stay in place and that her clit would be chafed by the stuff.


  He grinned and handed the remote off to Sean. “Get the game started.”


  Her eyes widened. “What?”


  “Oh, this is a reverse Easter egg hunt,” Max said as Sean scampered away, giggling like a maniac. “Everyone’ll already know where the egg is. Your job will be to find the remote control.”


  “Son of a bitch,” she muttered, getting even wetter. Everyone here at the party was a friend of hers, so that didn’t bother her. And if she got tired of their game, she’d simply call it, and it would end.


  But her friends, most of them sadists, or at the very least submissives willing to throw her under the bus, would likely be playing a game of keep-away with her all night long.


  No doubt changing the vibrator settings, too.


  “They’re not allowed to lie and say they don’t have it if they do,” Max told her, still wearing that silly grin. “But they are allowed to pass it around, sometimes back to the same person. Your job will be to figure out who has it.”


  “Or?”


  He leaned in, sucking on her left nipple, making her gasp. “You don’t get to come until we go home,” he said. He sucked on her right nipple. “You’ll get to stay nice and horny and worked up until we get home and fuck your brains out.”


  Dammit. He was right about that. While she enjoyed the vibrating egg, it wasn’t enough to get her over the edge without help, although it intensified the hell out of orgasms when it was inside her at the same time.


  And it would keep her horny.


  He produced two nipple clamps, with little plastic red and green Christmas balls hanging from them. He clipped first one, then the other, to her nipples, making her moan and increasing her torment.


  From out on the lanai, she heard a woman laugh. Then Shayla stuck her head around the corner, spotted them standing there, giggled, and disappeared again.


  Well, there went Cali’s first suspect. Shayla wouldn’t have it right now because it’d be too obvious.


  Cali stared up at Max.


  He was loving the fuck out of this.


  “Hope you remember this night next time I’m in charge,” she warned.


  His grin widened. “I’m counting on it, sweetheart. Oh, almost forgot.”


  He leaned over and pulled out a tiger-print Santa hat and settled it on top of her head. “There you go.”


  She rolled her eyes up in her head. “This is borderline humiliation play. You realize that, right?”


  “Take it or safeword,” he said with an evil grin.


  Hmph. Challenge accepted.


  And he damn well knew it.


  


  * * * *


  


  Sean fought the urge to let out a nearly demonic cackle as he returned to Cali and Max. This was going to be so much fun, watching Cali trying to figure out who had the remote control.


  She scowled at him. “You remember how mean I get if I’m denied for too long, right?”


  “Of course, sweetheart. Don’t worry. We won’t leave you hanging.”


  “And we still have playtime yet,” Max said. “I brought the Doom.”


  That was their nickname for the latest incarnation of their play frame. The modular frame was easily disassembled for storage and transport, yet sturdy enough to comfortably hold up to four hundred pounds. They’d brought it with them tonight for their friends to try out and give them feedback.


  The men’s sadistic sides loved being able to work phrases such as “this could be your Doom” and “meet your Doom” into their sales pitches and ad copy for the device.


  “Just wait until we get you up on that,” Sean told Cali.


  “Who said she was getting strapped to it tonight?” Max asked.


  Sean’s eyes widened as he looked at Max, who wore a pleased grin.


  “Aw, dammit,” Sean muttered.


  Max leaned in, grabbing Sean by the chin. “I remember someone telling me I was on top this weekend, didn’t they?”


  “Yes,” Sean said, his cock already starting to swell and throb. No telling what Max would have in mind, with the freedom to do stuff to him here at Seth and Leah’s that they normally couldn’t do at the club during their play.


  “So get naked,” Max said. “I have decorations for you, too.” He reached into his bag and pulled out a Feeldoe, shaking it at him. It was like a strap-on, except Cali inserted one end of it into herself before going to town with the business end.


  “And this is for you later.” Max dropped it back into the bag.


  Both men had been on the receiving end of the Feeldoe plenty of times, usually with the other man getting a blow job from the recipient.


  Sean’s cock throbbed even more. He loved the goddamned thing. Especially when Cali stuck the vibrating bullet into its base and turned it on.


  Cali let out a gleeful hoot. “Hot damn, Sean’s the sandwich filling tonight.”


  Sean started unbuttoning his shirt. “Could have warned me,” he said.


  “What’s the fun in that?” Max asked, holding up a butt plug in one hand and tube of lube in his other. “You should probably go put this in now, too, by the way. And hurry up. You don’t want to miss any of the reverse Easter egg hunt.”


  Chapter Eleven


  


  They were ready to eat a few minutes after seven. So far, everything was going well. Seth felt relieved to see how much Leah was smiling, laughing. Genuine, not a practiced mask or a forced act to placate him or anyone else.


  I guess I should relax.


  He’d wanted to make tonight as perfect as possible for Leah. For them.


  He watched as poor Cali made her way around the crowd while her men fixed their own plates of food, as well as one for her. She was asking everyone about the remote to the vibrating egg inside her. Glancing around, Seth spotted John and Abbey watching Cali from the other side of the lanai, John wearing a gleefully sadistic grin on his face.


  Seth shook his head, chuckling. It was fun to see Gilo’s toppy side come out like this. He’d known, from his friendship with the man, that Gilo was a switch. Until meeting Abbey, Gilo hadn’t had a partner with whom he could let the Dominant part of himself be free around others.


  While intellectually Seth understood switching, personally it wasn’t something he “got.” Especially when people switched with their own partners.


  Everyone’s got their own thing.


  Tilly was a prime example of that. Everything she’d been through, it was no wonder her personality had flipped from slave to the extreme opposite end of the Dominant scale. But with balance restored to her life by having Landry and Cris, she was like a new woman, always smiling now, a force of nature to anyone she even suspected might be fucking with someone she considered a friend or adopted family, but a fiercely loyal and loving friend to everyone else.


  Leah brought Seth his plate of food. “Here you go, Sir,” she said.


  He kissed her as he accepted it. “Thank you, love.”


  Her smile in response never failed to warm his heart. She thrived on taking care of him. Long ago he’d learned to accept it, that it was who she was. She needed to take care of him. It gave her a purpose, gave her joy, and kept her focused. He’d found his own ways to make sure she was his partner and not just his slave. Together, Seth and Leah managed the estate Kaden had left to them, had improved upon it. They’d also almost finished school, both of them going for business degrees to help them keep wisely managing their assets.


  With a life as blessed as his, he had no complaints.


  Well, one.


  That Kaden wasn’t there to share this with them.


  “Go make yourself a plate of food, love,” he told Leah before she could flit away. “And I want you to actually eat it.”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  She would take care of all their guests to the exclusion of her own needs if he didn’t order her.


  Mike already had Jenny trussed up in a festive mix of red and green rope. She lay on one of their loungers, her head in Mike’s lap while Mike hand-fed her, an adorable tableaux.


  Mark Collins made his way over to Seth and leaned in. “Would you mind if I made an announcement while everyone’s eating?”


  “Sure. What’s up?”


  Mark smiled and humped his hands over his belly in an unmistakable gesture.


  Seth grinned. “Congrats. And be my guest.”


  This night is just getting better and better.


  Mark rejoined Essie and his brothers, speaking with them briefly before turning to the group and raising his hands. “Hey, everyone, if we can have your attention for just a minute, please.”


  Everyone quieted down and focused their attention on him.


  Mark’s proud grin lit the night as brightly as the lights in the yard. “We’ve got a little announcement to make, and we wanted to tell you all first, since you’re all like family. We haven’t even told our own parents yet.”


  The way the men all flanked Essie, Seth couldn’t miss that regardless of which brother had done the deed, all three men would be taking a fatherly role.


  Mark continued. “Looks like we’re going to be having a baby late next summer.”


  Applause exploded, pierced by happy female shrieks of joy. All the women, who from some of their knowing smiles Seth suspected had already been sneaked the news by Essie, pushed through to gather around the poly quad and give their congratulations.


  Well, except for Jenny, who was now struggling to sit up and apparently fussing at Mike to untie her so she could go hug them.


  Seth held back, content to finish his food and watch from a distance. He’d let everyone else swarm them for now, and then congratulate them privately later on. His eyes automatically skimmed through the throng, searching for Leah.


  Then he found her, just stepping back from giving Essie a hug and returning to her seat at the table on the lanai.


  And was that a wistful look on her face?


  Mindful of the scowl he knew he now wore, he returned his focus to his plate and schooled his expression. He was happy without kids. Maybe one time in the past he would have wanted them, but not now.


  Now he had Leah, and his life was as complete as it humanly could be. He and Leah hadn’t had any recent discussions about children. He hadn’t thought it necessary, considering what he knew.


  Maybe I should revisit that, just in case.


  There was nothing he’d refuse her if it was in his power to give it to her.


  


  * * * *


  


  Laura snuggled against Rob’s side again after taking their turns congratulating the parents-to-be. The two of them shared a lounger on the lanai, sitting sideways on it, balancing their paper plates on their knees.


  “That should make things even more interesting for them,” Rob joked.


  “Shh.” She’d never trade her husband for the world, but she’d be lying if she denied having just a scotch of envy for Clarisse, and now Essie, who both had multiple men to help out with their babies.


  Having a paramedic for a husband meant not only was Laura a relatively new parent, she was effectively a single parent for stretches of time, in addition to running her business and writing.


  Fortunately, they had close friends who’d been able to help her out. Didn’t hurt she could take Molly to work with her at the fishing tackle and dive shop she owned. It wouldn’t be long before Molly was old enough for preschool, and then Laura could get back to something resembling a normal schedule for her.


  Right now, going out on the boat for weekend check-out dives wasn’t always practical, and she didn’t like shuffling Molly off on friends any more than necessary. They had two other instructors who could do the open-water dives, and that usually was enough. In a pinch, sometimes she had to ask Carol to babysit for her if someone turned up sick, because Molly was far too young to take out on the boat yet for those kinds of dives.


  Although she had been out a couple of times with just her and Rob, near-shore afternoon pleasure trips, usually on a weekday when Rob was off rotation. Family time, just the three of them and the peaceful, quiet water.


  Bill Thomas made his way over to them, pulling up a chair to sit while he ate the rest of his food. “So how are you two doing? And how’s that beautiful little baby?”


  His wife, Gabe, was still chatting with the parents-to-be. “She’s wonderful,” Laura said. “When are you two coming over for dinner again? Don’t make me put out an APB on you. Molly misses her Aunt Gabe and Uncle Bill.”


  The detective smiled. “Schedule it with Gabe. She’s the one who controls the social calendar.”


  Laura remembered the first time she’d encountered him, while she was still in the hospital, just awake from her coma following the attack and scared out of her mind, suffering from total amnesia. He’d been the detective assigned to catch her attacker.


  Never in her wildest dreams would she have imagined he’d not only become a close personal friend, but one of their kinky friends as well.


  “Will do,” Laura said.


  “You two going to play tonight?” Bill asked.


  Rob took over the answer. “Later, once the frame is free.” He smiled down at Laura. “I’ve been wanting to work on my suspension techniques. No better time or place than tonight. Seth, Tony, and Kel are going to help me.”


  Laura felt a thrill run through her. She knew what that meant. Rob would get her suspended…


  Then the fun would begin. She’d heard about Max and Sean’s newest bondage frame and had hoped to talk Rob into letting her try that, but suspension…


  A delicious shiver ran through her. “Thank you, Sir.”


  Rob’s smile widened. “Oh, you thank me now. You just wait.”


  “Looking forward to it, Sir.”


  Chapter Twelve


  


  June patiently waited while Mark quickly tied her, easily hoisting her up one-armed so she could grab onto the ring and hold it while he secured the suspension ropes. Since he was playing Santa tonight, they were scening early and getting it out of the way so the frame would be clear for others.


  She didn’t have to teach again until after New Year’s, meaning tonight’s play could go as far as her husband wanted to take it without worrying about marking her.


  And she damned sure was looking forward to it. No matter how many times she’d assured him he could spank her and not worry about bruises on her ass or upper thighs, he’d refused to do it unless she had a break from teaching for several days after. She would simply wear black yoga pants or tights while teaching yoga and gymnastics. No worries on her part.


  Mucho worries for Mark. She hadn’t even cared if she did the shoots for his bondage rigging books fully nude and with her face visible, but Scrye the guy was far more cautious in their private life than anyone ever dreamed. She knew her friends wondered how she dealt with her large, bouncy bear of a man, but the truth was he was a slowly lumbering teddy bear compared to some of the hyperactive heathens she had to deal with in her gymnastics classes.


  She far preferred teaching yoga, but since her sister ran the gymnastics academy, it wasn’t like June could flip her a bird and tell her sayonara, sucker, and walk away from it.


  Since Scrye put family above all else, it wasn’t worth the battle on both sides of the fence to give up teaching gymnastics yet. Their two girls were in college now. It was time for them to have their life, and she wanted it, dammit. She envied Mike and Jenny, freely able to explore the BDSM lifestyle and carve out their niche.


  “Okay, babe,” Scrye said, both hands under her, ready to catch her. “Put your weight on it.”


  She lowered herself until she felt the slack go out of the rope, then let go of the ring. Scrye pulled his hands away and she arched her back, letting her arms and legs stretch, sending herself lazily spinning in a circle.


  Which she knew wouldn’t continue for very long. Scrye made a few subtle tweaks to the suspension ropes, adjusting the height and angling her hips slightly lower than her head to make it more comfortable for her. Then he grabbed another piece of rope, caught her left foot, and bent her leg back at the knee. Working fast, he tied her ankle to her ass, immobilizing her leg. Her arms next, under her and behind her back, and then her right leg.


  Fuzzy edges along her mind started to cloak her in subspace, something that she hadn’t experienced in far too long. With her knees spread wide, Scrye reached between her legs, sliding a vibrator into her pussy.


  “Enjoy, baby. I know it’s been a while.” He switched on the vibrator.


  She closed her eyes, basking in the sensations, knowing the swing was coming and ready for the hard, stingy smack of the paddle against the inside of her right thigh.


  Here we go…


  The orgasm hit her, making her arch her back in the ropes even more as Scrye alternated hard, stingy swats from the paddle with fucking the vibrator deep inside her pussy.


  He knew how to keep her going. He laid the paddle on her stomach and started tormenting her nipples, pinching them hard the way she loved. After a few minutes, he grabbed another piece of rope and quickly rigged it so the vibrator would stay in place, giving him both hands free to use on her.


  Which he did. Bare-handed swats, the paddle, an even stingier cane—she relished every stroke, every electric jolt of pain rushing through her, swirling and mixing with the pleasure, enriching it as she flew.


  She loved the pain, loved the endorphins it brought, loved the deep subspace it drove her into.


  It could have been five minutes or five hours she writhed in the comforting confinement of the ropes before she felt Scrye step between her legs. He untied the rope holding the vibrator in place then removed the vibrator and set it aside.


  The next sensation was his cock filling her, plunging all the way inside her as he used the hip harness to hold and fuck her. His cock pounding into her triggered another orgasm as he unleashed himself. In bed he would use soft leather cuffs on her wrists and ankles to restrain her, but still maintained that fear of marking her.


  Now he was like an animal, rutting, slamming his body into hers, brutalizing her the delicious way she wished he’d fuck her every single time.


  She had one last small orgasm just as he came, and then she lay there, panting, trying to catch her breath as he pulled out, spun her around, and caught her head.


  Her mouth opened automatically, sucking his cock clean while he stroked her cheek.


  I’ve really got to quit teaching for my sister.


  She had no true complaints about her sex life, but if she could get him to ravage her like this more often in exchange, she’d gladly give up teaching gymnastics for good.


  Now I just need to talk him into it.


  After getting her down and packing his ropes, he helped her into the bathroom and locked the door behind them. She wrapped her arms around him.


  “Oh, big guy, you know how to reset my brain, don’t you?”


  She felt engulfed by his arms. “I love you so much, baby. What would I do without you?”


  “I love you, too, and I don’t want to find out.”


  Maybe I need to just quit teaching gymnastics and then tell him after the fact.


  He’d tried to get her to quit teaching yoga to have more free time. With his job, they really didn’t need the money. Especially not since both their daughters scored scholarships to college, one for tennis, the other for swimming. He ran his own CPA firm. They’d hit that sweet spot in life where they now had choices and a little bit of freedom in exchange for all their hard work over the years.


  “Oops, I didn’t grab our costumes. Let me go get that other bag while you freshen up.” He grinned. “Unless you want to be Santa’s really slutty little elf all night.”


  “I do, but in this case, I don’t think I want to run around all night with your cum dribbling down my thighs. Maybe if we were home.”


  He chuckled as he unlocked the door and slipped out to grab their stuff. She stepped into the shower and quickly washed off. For her, subspace never lasted long. After a scene, she rarely needed more than a minute or two to get up and be fully functional again. She suspected it was due in no small part to the years of training she’d had, the countless hours of hard work and pain, barely missing making the US Olympic gymnastics team. She was used to pain, thrived on it, pushed through it, missed it if it wasn’t there.


  Not hard to see where or why the roots of her masochism had taken hold.


  Scrye returned as she was toweling off. He started stripping. “You could be a naked elf, if you wanted.”


  She started rooting through the bag. “If Santa wants to fuck his little elf again, no problem, but Santa’s elf wants at least an illusion of clothes while we’re handing out goodies.”


  “Spoilsport.”


  “You weren’t saying that a few minutes ago.”


  He pulled her in for another kiss. “Why do you put up with me?”


  “Because I have a thing for grizzly bears.”


  “I’m serious, June.”


  He sounded it, too. When she finally looked, she spotted the contemplation in his expression.


  “Mark, I love you. To be honest?” She took a deep breath and bit the bullet. “I wish you’d do more of this with me. Of what we did out there. You wanted me to have more free time? Well, I’m going to tell my sister I’m done teaching. I’ll finish out this latest round of students, but she’ll have to find someone else.”


  “But—”


  She pressed her fingers to his lips. “You wanted honesty, right?”


  He nodded.


  “Why the hell won’t you do that to me normally? And quit using the bullshit excuse about marks, because you know that’s bullshit as much as I do.”


  He looked like a scolded kid. His gaze dropped. “Because,” he softly said, “you teach kids. And it kind of wigs me out that their teacher would be standing there looking like she’d gotten gang-banged by a grizzly. Okay?”


  She tipped his chin and made him look at her. “Seriously?”


  He nodded.


  She smiled. “Then I’m pulling rank. Because we finally have the house to ourselves. If you don’t think I want to make good use of that alone time, think again, buster. I want hair-pullin’, ass-smackin’, toe-curlin’, wolf-howling sexytime like that on a regular basis. I’m sick of teaching kids. I love kids, you know that. But lately, we’ve had class after class of entitled brats with helicopter parents who want their kids to all be Olympic medalists without putting in the work to get there, and lying to them how good they are when they aren’t to spare their feelings. I’m done.”


  “Really?”


  “Really, babe. Please? I love teaching yoga. It’s quiet. It’s peaceful. It’s relaxing. It’s rewarding. It’s an all-adult class. Hell, I could teach that full time if we ever needed the uptick in income. They’ve been begging me to teach more classes.”


  “Okay.” He rubbed his chin in her hair, his beard scritching against her scalp. “I have had some fantasies about tying you to the kitchen table and eating my dinner off you before eating you out.”


  “Oh, hell yeah,” she said. “That’s what I’m talking about, sexy Santa. You could even give me that for Christmas, if you wanted.”


  “Might wig the girls out.”


  “Well, we’ll have to do it before they come home,” she said. Then she looked up at him, an evil grin on her face. “I would love to sit down to Christmas dinner and stare across the table and watch you trying to not crack up as I make O faces at you, with the memories of you doing that to me fresh in your mind.”


  “That’s evil. You taking lessons from Tilly?”


  “Tell me it’s not sexy.”


  “I can’t, because it is.” He kissed her, then released her. “Let’s get changed and get this party over with. We have a table to desecrate for dinner tomorrow night.”


  Chapter Thirteen


  


  Tony helped Tilly set up for the next part of the festivities. Once dinner had started winding down, Tilly, flanked by Seth holding his guitar, called for everyone’s attention and pointed at the flat-screen TV mounted in the corner of the lanai. On it, the start of a PowerPoint presentation. A festive red, green, and gold holiday background with the words Kinky Karols in silver splashed across the screen.


  “I’ve heard you all grousing about our carols,” she started.


  “Who’s Carol?” a man yelled out.


  “Shut up, Gilo,” Tilly called back, smiling. “You’re lucky I love you.” She held up a remote and pointed it at a laptop sitting on a table under the TV. The screen changed to display a title as Seth strummed an opening chord.


  On the screen it read “Frosty the Dildo.”


  Everyone started laughing at the title. “As you can see,” Tilly said, “Shayla helped me update our classics a little. Tony was kind enough to link my laptop to the TV, so we can all participate in Kinky Karol Karaoke.”


  Seth started playing, and they all started singing with the lyrics on the screen, despite some people laughing so hard they started coughing.


  “Frosty, the Dildo


  Was a very lonely toy.


  Even though he froze ya


  From your head to your toes


  Ya know he


  Wanted to bring joooy…”


  Fortunately, they’d kept each song short, limited to just a verse or two, and sometimes a chorus. They made their way through other new classics such as “Whose Ass is This,” “Jingle Tits,” “Suck Them Balls,” “Have Yourself a Merry Little Kinkmas,” closing with the FemDom CBT-themed “A Sub’s Nuts Roasting on an Open Pyre.”


  “A sub’s nuuuts roasting


  On an open pyre.


  Anoooother sucking


  On your toes…”


  After the singing of the Kinky Karols, Tony leaned in to whisper to Shayla. “So when’s Santa supposed to—”


  A booming voice rang through the lanai from outside. “Ho ho ho!”


  “The hos are in here!” Tilly called back, earning a laugh from everyone.


  “Never mind,” Tony told Shayla.


  Scrye, dressed as the jolly old elf, except his natural beard wasn’t quite as long or fully grey, emerged from around the house and entered through the side door. His slim and petite wife, June, followed him, dressed in the sluttiest elf costume ever seen on the face of the planet, including a shimmering green mesh tank top that barely covered her breasts, the see-through fabric exposing her nipples. Finishing off her ensemble was a red strap-on dildo in a harness over the front of her green sparkly G-string.


  In one hand, Scrye carried a large, red cloth sack. In the other hand he carried a dildo with several jingle bells attached by red and green ribbon. He shook it, making it jiggle and tinkle and getting a laugh from everyone standing close enough to him to realize what it was.


  “Rudolph and the other reindeer are out getting blitzed,” he boomed. “So it’s me and Mrs. Santa’s night to party. I heard there’s some fucking naughty boys and girls here tonight.”


  “You got that right, Santa,” Tilly called out. “Did you bring us coal?”


  “Coal? Why, Santa’s gone green for handing out naughty presents. And what the hell are you going to do with coal, anyway? This is Florida, you lucky bitch.”


  He made his way to a folding chair Tilly had already brought out and covered with a red tablecloth, a chair that would hold the large man’s bulk. He wasn’t obese, just tall and big.


  Tony knew the plan was, while Leah was distracted by Scrye’s Bad Santa act, to get the cake out of the fridge and prepare it to be lit to bring out just after Scrye called Leah up last. Tilly had already started edging her way to the back of the group, heading toward the sliders leading inside the house.


  Tony patted Shayla on the ass and whispered, “Help keep Leah busy.”


  She nodded and started working her way around the other side of the group, toward Leah.


  He met Tilly at the sliders. “Need help?”


  “I won’t refuse it. Come on.”


  They quickly darted out the door to the utility room, which led to the garage. There, they cleared space on Seth’s workbench and got the cake out of the fridge and unboxed, and poked six boxes worth of candles into it. It wasn’t Leah’s correct age. They just wanted it to be bright.


  The jokes about fire and wax play would run rampant, and that was fine by them. Seth wanted Leah laughing, enjoying herself, and remembering tonight in the best way possible.


  From the lanai, they heard a roar of laughter.


  “Bet that’s the Tower of Power,” Tilly said.


  “Do I even want to know?”


  She grinned. “Found it in a remnant bin at an adult store up in Tampa for fifteen dollars,” she said. “I labeled it for Max.”


  Tony snorted.


  “I know, right?” Tilly said. “My point exactly.” She hesitated. “Although, from the looks of their configuration tonight, I might owe Sean an apology tomorrow.”


  “No, I’m sure he’s a willing victim,” Tony said as he stuck the last candle into the frosting. “What are we lighting this with, a flamethrower?”


  She held up a barbecue lighter. “I came ready to do battle.”


  “I hope Seth has a fire extinguisher handy. Leah might pass out trying to blow these all out.”


  “I don’t want to light it just yet,” she said. “Scrye will call Leah up last and make her sit in his lap. Then he’ll hand her the box and Seth will be ready for us to bring out the cake.” She snuck into the utility room and cracked the door open, listening. When she returned a few minutes later, she flicked the lighter. “Okay, we’re up here shortly. I told Scrye to call Mallory and Gabe just before Leah, so I’d have a cue.”


  They got the candles lit and then Tilly scurried ahead to open the door for Tony so he could get through with the flaming cake. Tilly led the way, making sure the path was clear, and they emerged onto the lanai with it just as everyone burst into applause and Leah was tearfully hugging Seth.


  “One more song to sing,” Tilly called out, leading everyone in a round of “Happy Birthday” while Tony got the cake set safely set down on the table.


  Tony noted Leah’s bright smile as Seth led her over to the cake, then helped her blow out all the candles to raucous cheers.


  Whew.


  It seemed Seth had read the situation right. Tony had worried this might still be a year too soon for her, but was glad to see how wrong he was.


  Loren presented Leah with the card, which had been signed by all the attendees. After Shayla brought Tony a piece of cake, he smiled down at her. “I’m thinking someone needs a turn on the suspension frame tonight.”


  “Are you now, Sir?” Her eyes twinkled, playful, ready.


  “I am. I believe Rob and Laura have next dibs on it. Then it’s our turn. And then—”


  From inside the house, Cali let out a triumphant cry as she figured out it was now Essie who had the remote control.


  “Aw, dammit,” Max lightly groused, standing up, his slice of cake only half-eaten. “Please don’t let anyone take my plate. I’ll be right back.”


  Shayla turned back to Tony. “You were saying, Sir?”


  He leaned in and brushed a kiss across her lips. “Guess you’ll just have to wait and see.”


  “Aw, dammit,” she muttered.


  Chapter Fourteen


  


  Earlier, Max and Sean had set the Doom up in Seth and Leah’s living room, off to one end where it wouldn’t be in the way.


  As people gathered around to watch the assembly process, Tilly snickered. “You guys really have a way with marketing. Baxter’s last round of pictures? Hysterical.”


  Cali’s cat, Baxter, had inadvertently become a bondage model in a spur-of-the-moment decision that had turned more fortuitous than they’d ever dreamed. Now he was a kinky viral Internet star. They never restrained him, but he’d been tied up in dozens of harnesses with different colors of paracord, as well as modeled three dozen kink-themed kitty costumes that had launched their business to Internet success.


  Cali now ran the business full time, and had hired a part-time assistant to help with packing and shipping. The men spent a good chunk of every evening out in their garage trying to keep up with demand, Cali still in the process of learning the production end of things so she could help keep up there, too.


  Now Max had claimed time on their device. They’d freed Cali’s arms after she’d successfully reclaimed the remote control to the vibrating egg.


  After Sean went and removed the butt plug and cleaned up, Max strapped him facedown on the frame, adjusting it to the perfect height for Sean to give a blow job while Cali got to fuck Sean’s ass with the Feeldoe.


  But first…


  He’d already set up their Violet Wand kit, which Cali eyed with mistrust.


  “What’s wrong?” Max asked, unable to hold back his smile.


  “Get it over with,” she said.


  He walked over, tucking the body contact probe inside his waistband, under his shirt, so it had contact with his skin. “What?”


  She closed her eyes, her entire body tensing. “Don’t what me, just do it.”


  He grinned, flicking the switch on the Violet Wand’s body. “You mean…this?” He brushed his hand across the tinsel still draped around her, making her yelp as it zapped her all along her body…


  Including her clit.


  He played with her like that for about five minutes, making her dance, until he turned his attention to Sean. Picking up a Mylar flogger they had, which was basically long strands of colored tinsel attached to a base with a wire wrapped around it, Max started flicking it against Sean’s ass, making him twitch and yelp, especially when he caught him in the cock or balls with a hit.


  “Oh, Cali, you can take the tinsel off now, by the way,” Max said. “Get ready to fuck our victim.”


  “Finally!” She started yanking it off while Max kept Sean thrashing against his restraints.


  Part of this was sheer sadism on Max’s part, but part of it was genuine Q&A testing. He wanted to make sure the frame would withstand the stress without tipping over.


  Once Cali was ready, the blue Feeldoe sporting a well-lubed condom over it, she gave her hips a shake and made the dildo wiggle. “Ready.”


  Max hooked a finger through the ring on the front of the leather play collar she was wearing tonight and gave her a deep kiss. “Ream him out good, baby. Don’t you come until I say so, though, deal?”


  “Aw—”


  “Deal?”


  She pouted. “Fine.” She stepped between Sean’s legs and gently eased the head of the dildo into his stretched ass. Sean let out a moan and tried to buck his hips to encourage her to go faster, but she was as much a sadist as either of them were, in her own ways.


  She lightly smacked his ass. “Hold still. We’re driving.”


  Max laughed as he walked around to Sean’s head and unzipped his jeans. His cock was already stiff and leaking pre-cum, eagerly anticipating this all night. He fisted it at the base, grabbing a handful of Sean’s hair with his other hand. “Open up, buddy.”


  Sean did, easily taking Max’s whole cock all the way to the root. Max only held it there for a moment, just long enough to feel Sean start to tense up before backing out and fucking his mouth. Max set the rhythm, Cali picking it up and following along, and pretty soon Sean was moaning between them, unable to reach his own stiff and dripping cock for relief.


  Cali’s expression had started to glaze over a little, too. “Not your turn yet, baby,” Max scolded her. “Don’t you dare try to come yet or you won’t get to come at all.”


  The pouty lip returned. She stuck her tongue out at him, but grabbed Sean’s hips and kept fucking him, grinding her hips against his ass at the bottom of every stroke. Max only needed to watch that for a few more seconds before his balls drew up and he felt his orgasm start. He grabbed Sean’s head with both hands and deep-throated him, forcing him to take it and swallow, knowing his partner loved it when he dominated him like this. Only when he knew he was done did he withdraw and tuck himself back in, ruffling Sean’s hair.


  “Good boy. Fair’s fair.” He reached down and picked up the electric vibrator they’d dubbed the “nail driver.” He walked around to stand behind Cali, who eyed it with a hopeful gaze.


  He stood behind her, his body pressing her against Sean. “You give him a reach-around, and I’ll give you one.” He flicked on the vibrator and got it wedged between her clit and Sean’s ass. Then he was able to hold onto the frame on either side of her and started thrusting with his hips.


  She’d started pumping Sean’s cock with her hand, but then she let out a moan of her own, her entire body tensing as the first orgasm hit her.


  “There you go,” he said, not letting her go.” Keep pumping his cock. You don’t get to stop coming until he does.”


  She started jerking Sean off again, Sean moaning and trying to thrust in time with her strokes even as every thrust of Max’s hips drove her—and the dildo—even deeper inside Sean’s ass. After another minute or so of that, Sean’s body arched against the restraints.


  “Fuck fuck fuck!” Sean moaned before limply collapsing against the frame.


  Max nipped the side of her neck. “Good girl,” he said, still forcing her clit to stay in contact with the vibrator. “You can stop coming…in just a minute. Don’t stop stroking his cock. If he gets hard again before I let you stop, you have to keep coming until we get him off again.”


  She let out a moan but knew he wouldn’t give her any respite until he was ready to.


  At least Max had his answer. The frame had held up well, the non-skid feet keeping it in place despite their fairly energetic fucking on top of it. And it hadn’t collapsed under their combined weight, either. Another win.


  Would Sean be able to get it up a second time in another minute or so…that remained the unanswered question.


  Despite Max taking it to two minutes, Sean’s cock didn’t revive. Max finally relented and switched off the vibrator, pulling it away while Cali flopped on top of Sean on the frame to catch her breath.


  Max slapped Sean on the ass. “Guess it’s your lucky day,” he said as he started to unfasten the leather straps binding Sean to the device. “You’re done being the filling for the night.”


  Sean gave him a cheery, satisfied thumbs-up.


  Chapter Fifteen


  


  After watching Cali, Max, and Sean on the Doom, Tilly wouldn’t deny it’d worked her up more than a little. She understood all too well the benefits of having two bisexual men as poly partners.


  It meant even more fun in and out of bed.


  I really need to order a Feeldoe. Those things look like fun.


  Back out on the lanai, Tilly surveyed the party with a careful gaze. There were people playing in the playroom, people playing in the living room, Tony was tormenting Shayla on the suspension frame, and Leah looked happy, hanging on Seth’s arm while they chatted with John and Abbey. There were people getting freaky in the hot tub, and someone was getting a blow job on the edge of the pool by someone in the pool.


  Success.


  A pair of arms encircled her waist from behind, tightening, drawing her close against a firm, warm torso. Landry nibbled on the back of her neck.


  “And what do we have here? A naughty little elf who appears in desperate need of something to do, perhaps?”


  Before she could squirm free and protest, he lightly bit the side of her neck, letting out a low rumbling growl and immediately downshifting her brain into please fuck me silly mode.


  Dammit. It was sooo not fair he could do that to her.


  And she loved him for it. There was no doubt who was running the show tonight, and it damn sure wasn’t her.


  Cris walked up, already naked except for his collar, carrying three towels and a bottle of lube and wearing a sexy grin. That was when Tilly realized she had been appointed the creamy filling in this particular cookie.


  One of Landry’s hands slid down, hiking up the already short hem of her sexy Mrs. Santa skirt and easily slipping inside the G-string he’d told her to wear for the night. When the pad of his finger stroked her clit, her eyes fell closed, her head lolling back against his shoulder.


  “That’s right, my love,” he said. Fuck, even his voice sounded sexy as sin, that slight French accent he still had even after so many years in the States. “No more free flight for our headstrong little cardinal tonight. Your wings have been clipped. You’ve kept us waiting long enough.”


  Her pussy throbbed, the sound of his voice, the feel of his hand, everything short-circuiting her brain, melting her will. He’d taken all the anchors and triggers Cris had set so long ago and expanded upon them, strengthened them, until she had little choice but to comply.


  Not that she didn’t want to. With Landry’s health concerns hopefully a thing of the past, she’d been able to focus on healing her heart and rebuilding her relationship with Cris. While she still didn’t know if she’d ever be able to call Cris her Master again, she knew she trusted him and Landry both enough to let go to them, let them take her out of her brain for a while like this, let them have her body and heart and something close enough to submission to not make a difference trying to label it.


  Cris stepped in close enough that her nipples rubbed against him through the fabric of her skimpy top. “Someone owes us a little sumptin’-sumptin’,” he teased. “We tried to get you to play last week and you put us off because you were busy getting stuff ready for the party tonight.”


  Landry’s finger wasn’t so much stroking her clit as it had seemingly plugged directly into a socket firing up the pleasure centers of her brain.


  “Someone,” Landry said, “begged for a pass that night, and was granted one. Cris took that one for you. Time to pay the piper, my love. To both of us.”


  The needy gasp escaped her before she could hold it back. Even though what most of the world now saw was Tilly Cardinal, the ball-busting, Toppy woman, the in-charge Domme, that wasn’t the sum of her parts. And when these two men tag-teamed her, she was nothing but a melted puddle of goo by the time they finished with her. And yes, she knew she had the right to put her foot down and just say no to anything she didn’t want.


  The problem was, she didn’t want that, to say no. She liked having Landry in charge, back in the saddle with his health restored. Not just as her husband, but unofficially her Master in this way, even though it wasn’t something they’d publicly declared.


  And what Master wanted, Master got.


  One way, or another.


  They edged her over to the pool steps, Cris setting the towels off to the side while leaving the lube at the edge.


  “Here?” she whispered.


  Landry chuckled. “My love, these people have seen you naked and fucked before.”


  “But—”


  He reached up and laid a finger on her lips, a hard edge to his green gaze as he stared down at her. “Your choice, love. The pool, or we strap you down to Max and Sean’s delightful new frame, we still fuck you silly, but you don’t get to come and you spend the rest of the night with a butt plug in your ass and playing a game of your own reverse Easter egg hunt. I have one of those in my bag, too. And you get to wear the butt plug until next weekend, when we might let you beg us to let you finally have an orgasm, after being forced to go the whole week witho—”


  “Pool.”


  He grinned. “I thought you’d see things my way, love.”


  “Damn sadist,” she muttered, with full love and affection.


  Of course she loved him.


  She also knew he was sadistic enough to make good on his threat to force her to go a whole week without an orgasm. And if he made her do that, he’d ensure to torment her at every turn, likely letting Cris lick her while Landry fucked her every morning, but still not letting her get over the edge.


  Yeah, he’d done that once when she’d foolishly bet him she could take anything he dealt her.


  She’d lasted five days before begging him to please let her come.


  Then she’d had to endure three hours of forced orgasm torture, having to beg him to stop making her come.


  A pool-sex threesome was easy-peasy in comparison.


  After they finished stripping her, Cris sat on the second step, his cock hard and ready. She straddled his lap, her eyes dropping closed as the thick length of his cock slid inside her pussy.


  “Lean against him, love,” Landry ordered.


  She did. Cris spread his legs, forcing hers wider apart. She moaned when she felt Landry’s finger applying lube to her rim, slowly working it in, one finger, then two, making sure she was ready for him before he lubed his cock and pressed the thick knob of the head against her ass.


  “Oh, my love,” he whispered in her ear. “How I do so love fucking this sweet ass of yours.”


  “What about my ass?” Cris teased.


  “I love fucking your ass, too, slave,” he said. “But this isn’t about your ass tonight. This is about hers.”


  Tilly was ready when Landry pressed forward, slowly working his cock inside her. She bit down on Cris’ shoulder to stifle her moan of pleasure when Landry whispered in her ear, trigging her first orgasm.


  Both men softly laughed. “Such a good girl,” Landry said, switching to French. “Our little pet will come several times before we do.”


  Cris also switched to French, nearly as fluent in it as Landry after his total number of years spent serving the man. Tilly wasn’t quite as adept, but knew enough to understand.


  Landry took a couple of slow strokes inside her ass, triggering her, making her orgasm around their cocks and derailing any powers of coherent thought that might have still remained in her brain. She loved the way they filled her, stretched her, that slightly pinchy burn that always brought so damn much pleasure.


  Moving as one, the men left the steps, Tilly’s legs now wrapped around Cris’ waist. Landry had her lean back against him, supported both by him and the comfortably warm pool water. Cris played with her clit with his fingers while Landry pinched her nipples and built her up toward her next orgasm.


  One thing Landry knew well was her body. The other was how to use erotic hypnosis and NLP to control her. It never would have happened if she didn’t trust him, but fortunately for her, she did.


  And he always managed to blow her mind.


  “Beg us for it, my love,” Landry sternly ordered, still speaking French. “Beg us to let you come.”


  She switched to French, too. “Please, Master, let me come.”


  “Not good enough, my love. You know what we want to hear.”


  Fucking sadist!


  Her heart pounded, loving this, loving both of them for knowing her so well and pushing her into that beautiful, blissful subspace. “Please fuck my ass, Master, while Cris fucks my pussy.”


  “Better, but not quite good enough yet. Explain to us why we should let you come.”


  Oh…shit.


  Landry was really feeling his sadistic oats tonight. And she knew even before she spoke the words what this would lead to.


  And she didn’t even care.


  “Please let me come, Master. I’ll be a good girl this week. My ass and pussy will always be available for both of you, any time you want them.”


  “What do you think, Cris?” Landry asked him. “Do you think we should let her come?”


  Cris tweaked her clit with his thumb and finger, making her cry out but still not quite enough to get her over again. “I don’t know, Master. She hasn’t had a naked week in a while.”


  Her pulse throbbed even harder than her clit. Naked week in their house meant the men would keep her naked, collared, and cuffed, and she’d basically spend the next several days being used by them, her men keeping her either horny or coming, when she wasn’t asleep. She knew they’d taken off the next couple of weeks from work, but she hadn’t thought…


  Oh, boy. The sneaky bastards have been planning behind my back.


  Dammit, she loved them so fucking much for it.


  Her pussy throbbed around Cris’ cock impaling her, aching, wanting to be fucked.


  “Please let me have a naked week, Master,” she begged. “Please give your girl a naked week.”


  Landry’s fingers pinched her nipples even harder, making her cry out. “I think a naked week is a fair exchange for making my lovely girl come. Don’t you, Cris?”


  He snickered. “Yes, Master. I concur.”


  “Very well, love.” He nipped the side of her neck, by her ear, then whispered in her ear, “Come for us.”


  Tilly’s body arched between them, her mind so far beyond caring who saw her getting DP’d in Seth and Leah’s pool it didn’t even blip her radar. All she cared about was the acute, agonizing pleasure sweeping through her, the way her body squeezed the cocks in her pussy and her ass, the relief at finally being allowed to come again.


  But now that he’d started her coming, Landry wasn’t about to let her stop. Every time she’d catch her breath, either he or Cris would start fucking her and Landry would fire her trigger again, forcing another orgasm out of her until she lay limp and gasping between them, supported by them and the water.


  “Cris, you may come,” Landry said.


  Almost immediately, Cris’ fingers dug deep into her ass as he fucked her, exploding inside her.


  Landry grabbed her waist and started fucking her. “My turn, love,” he said, taking a few last thrusts until he came, his cock pumping his cum deep into her ass.


  Tilly kept her eyes closed, her head resting on Cris’ shoulder, both men still inside her but their cocks softening. Landry wrapped his arms around both of them and guided them toward the stairs again.


  “I’m thinking we need a pool of our own,” Landry said, back to speaking English.


  Tilly chuckled. “Why? You don’t need one at home to fuck me there,” she said. The pleasant aches and pains following a tag-team session like this were starting to set in.


  Oh, hell.


  She’d agreed to a naked week.


  Well, on the bright side, it’ll mean less laundry to do.


  Chapter Sixteen


  


  By three o’clock in the morning, pretty much everyone had either left or was packing their things to leave. Seth, Sully, and Mac helped Askel break down and load the suspension frame into his truck, while Mallory and Clarisse helped Leah with the clean up.


  Which, actually, wasn’t bad. Their group had a habit of cleaning up after themselves. The worst part was figuring out what to do with the leftover food people brought but didn’t take back with them, and what to wrap it with or put it in.


  Once everyone else had left, and Sully, Mac, and Clarisse were settled in the guest room, Leah walked out onto the lanai, sat on the edge of the pool, and let her legs dangle in the warm water.


  She heard Seth open the sliders from the kitchen, hesitate, and then walk out to join her.


  “You okay, sweetheart?”


  She leaned back. Sure enough, there he stood right behind her, supporting her. “I’m thinking about taking a swim.”


  “A swim?”


  She looked up. “You know, like a bath, only without the soap?”


  He frowned. Belatedly, she realized why. “Not for that,” she added. “For fun. To relax.”


  “Oh.” He laughed. “Glad I upped the chlorine levels in both it and the hot tub this week. Wouldn’t want to use a black light around this place right now.”


  She laughed and patted the edge of the pool deck next to her. He sat.


  “I’m not a fragile egg,” she said, digging straight to the heart of the matter. “Not anymore. You both strengthened me. You and Kaden.” She laced her fingers through his. “Today was a long, fun day and night. I just want to unwind some before we go to bed now that everyone’s gone.” She brought his hand up to her lips, kissing it. “Want to join me in a little skinny dipping?”


  He finally chuckled, his tension fully breaking. “A skinny-dip sounds good.”


  She stood, stripped, and dove into the deep end. By the time she popped to the surface, Seth was cannonballing into the water a few feet from her.


  He swam over, engulfing her in his arms, her legs wrapped around his waist.


  “I’ll do anything to make you happy,” he said. “You know that, right?”


  “I do. And that’s one of the countless reasons I love you. Now shut up, Sir, and fuck your slave’s brains out. You promised me happiness for Christmas. And since it’s after midnight, it’s also my birthday now, so that should go double.”


  “There you go topping from the bottom again,” he joked. But she felt his cock harden against her.


  Reaching down, she wrapped her fingers around his cock and guided it inside her pussy. “Like you mind.”


  He kissed her. “Not in this case, I don’t.”


  His hands slid down her back to her ass, cupping her cheeks in his hands as he fucked her in the warm water. Leah draped her arms around his neck and stared into his eyes.


  “Are you sad that we can’t have kids?” she asked.


  He froze. “Where did that come from?”


  “I was just thinking about Essie’s news. It’s not fair to you that I can’t.”


  “In all honesty, considering my past track record, I’m glad I don’t have kids with my exes. And I’m not about to force you to undergo medical procedures.”


  “We could adopt.”


  “Seriously, Leah. Do we need to have a discussion about this? I haven’t changed my mind, but if you have, you need to tell me so we can discuss it and make plans. We’re not getting any younger.”


  She studied his face. “I’m okay not having kids. Especially not now. I know that might make me selfish, but I’m good with it. But if you wanted them—”


  He kissed her, hard, crushing, silencing her. When he finally lifted his mouth from hers, he whispered, “No. Call me selfish, too, but I have you. I’m good with that.”


  She knew he’d never lie to her. “Okay. Good.” She traced his lips with a finger. “Just wanted to make sure.”


  “I’m sure.”


  Draping her arms over his shoulders again, she bumped her hips against his. “Then carry on, Sir.”


  “I don’t think I will ever understand the female species.”


  “I don’t think men were meant to. That’s what makes life so interesting.”


  “Not the first word I would have picked, but suuure.” He tempered that with a playful smile, his hands once again tightly gripping her ass as he took a slow stroke inside her.


  “We live in interesting times.”


  “I think that was a Chinese curse or something, wasn’t it?” Another stroke. “And do I need to order you to stop talking and enjoy your fucking?”


  “I always enjoy it when you fuck me, Sir.”


  “Then why are you still talking?”


  She smiled. “Skills test.”


  He laughed, walking them over toward the stairs. “I think a change in position is called for.” He pulled out, turned her around so she could brace herself on the pool steps, then slid his cock into her again from behind. With a firm grip on her hips, he started fucking her. “How’s that?”


  “Mmm, what?”


  “Better, obviously, if I’m derailing your train of thought.” He reached around her and found her clit with his fingers. “How about we totally blow the tracks?”


  “Ohh…” Her eyes fell closed as Seth’s talented fingers quickly drove her toward release. He always had that effect on her.


  “That’s better,” he said, chuckling, knowing full well what he was doing to her.


  When she tipped over the edge and started coming, he waited a moment before grabbing her hips, fucking her, wanting to finish with her, or close to it. His pounding strokes only prolonged her own pleasure, driving her into one last delicious orgasm that left her trying to catch her breath after Seth fell still inside her.


  His fingers trailed down her spine. “Better?”


  “Mmm-hmm.”


  He pulled her up against him and sank into the water until just their heads were still exposed. With his arms securely wrapped around her, he nibbled on the side of her neck. “Merry Christmas, sweetheart. I love you. And happy birthday.”


  Closing her eyes, peace settled over her. “I love you, too, Sir. Merry Christmas.”


  “John and Abbey are having the Valentine’s Day party at their house.”


  “They are, are they?”


  “Yes,” Seth said, nibbling the side of her neck. “And apparently there’s going to be a rigging contest.”


  She giggled. “Oh, reeeally?”


  “Really.” The nipping turned to a delicious graze of his teeth against her flesh. “I think I need to practice.”


  “Do you, now?”


  “Mmm-hmm. Be prepared to spend some quality time with our ropes over the next few weeks.”


  She snuggled tightly against him. “Looking forward to it, Sir.”


  “You say that now.”


  “I’ll say that later, too.”


  “I don’t know. You might get tired of me tying you up.”


  “I haven’t yet, Sir.”


  “You weren’t listening to some of the trash talk already going on. I think Scrye’s determined to win it.”


  She giggled again. “Then I guess we’ll just have to give him a run for his money, won’t we?”


  He froze. “Ooh.”


  “What?”


  “I just had a really evil idea.”


  “What?”


  “You haven’t had a chance to do any rigging in a long time.”


  She smiled. “Ooh.”


  “See?”


  “Yeah. I like that plan.”


  He went silent for a moment. “Did you really like the bracelets?” he asked.


  She kissed him, deeply, slowly, before answering. “I love them, Sir. Thank you.”


  “You’re not upset about me springing the birthday stuff on you?”


  “No, Sir. I’m glad you did.” She trailed her fingers down his cheek, across the light dusting of stubble starting to form along his jaw. “Maybe next year I won’t fight you if you wanted to throw me a birthday party.”


  His broad smile melted her heart. “Thank you, love. That would be a fantastic early Christmas gift for me.”


  They eventually headed for the pool stairs again, grabbing towels from the cabinet out there and collecting their discarded clothes from the patio. As Leah glanced over her shoulder at the placid pool, she gave silent thanks to Kaden’s control-freak mind for insisting on putting it in when they’d built the house. She’d swam countless hours in it, especially during, and after—


  She nipped that line of thought in the bud.


  That was not what tonight was supposed to be about.


  Thank you, Master. You took excellent care of this slave. I promise to always make You proud of me.


  She followed Seth through the sliders into their bedroom and locked the door behind her.
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