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  Chapter One


  


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


  


  January 15th…


  


  Dear Friends,


  


  Gilo and abbey (or Abbey and gilo, depending on who’s in which role that night) would like to invite you and your significant and non-significant others to a kinky Valentine’s Day Pink-and-Red Asses Party.


  Dress up (or down!) for a sexy night of festivities.


  Please bring an inexpensive gag gift for our Valentine’s exchange. (Sexy, or not, your call. Maybe a chance for you to ditch those things you picked up during work holiday parties, or what Tilly saddled you with at Kinkmas!) And riggers, don’t forget your ropes. There will be a suspension frame provided if you’d like to make use of it. We’ll also have a rope contest, and the crowd-judged favorite will win a $50 gift certificate to Sigalo’s. (Thank you, Tony and Shayla, for that donation.)


  The event takes place Saturday, February 15th.


  RSVP to Ross BEFORE Monday, February 10th. Directions and parking information will be sent to those who RSVP on Tuesday, February 11th.


  


  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.


  This is a potluck, so 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 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)While the lanai is open to play, no whips, impact play, or otherwise loud play outside, please. Meaning gag those noisy orgasmers, one way or another. While there is a privacy fence, the neighbors might hear. (And the only handcuffs, tasers, and riot batons we want to see are the ones we bring, not the po-po’s.)


  7)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…


  Chapter Two


  


  John Gilomen, Gilo to many of his friends in the kink community, stared at his handiwork. “Well, hon? What do you think?”


  Abbey studied the setup. It was Friday evening, Valentine’s Day. They’d agreed to spend a quiet night at home, since V-Day being on a Friday meant it’d be absolutely nuts if they went out. Tomorrow night during the private party they were throwing would be their “official” Valentine’s Day celebration.


  On his way home from work, John had stopped by a home improvement store to pick up supplies. Now, Tortoise Town lay surrounded by a waist-high barrier of orange construction mesh draped over sawhorses on their lanai.


  “It’s definitely visible,” Abbey said. “If anyone runs into it, they’d have to be blind. Or blindfolded.”


  “We can set him up in his bunker and put it in our bedroom for the night, if you want. I don’t mind bringing it in and setting it up.”


  They’d started calling the backup plastic kiddie pool they used to corral the Russian tortoise in the house “the bunker,” because it usually meant the weather was so bad they couldn’t leave George out in his lanai enclosure, either because of rain or cold temperatures.


  The second of which, fortunately, being in Sarasota, didn’t happen very often.


  The first, however…


  “No, I’m sure he’ll be okay,” she said. “We’ll set up chairs along it with the backs turned to it. And we’ll warn everyone to be careful. They’ve all been here before. They know the drill.”


  “If you’re sure.”


  “I am.”


  George was her baby, over twenty-two years old. Abbey had purchased the Russian tortoise as a hatchling when she was in college, from parents of a friend of hers, who were reputable tortoise breeders. She didn’t have kids, and doubted she ever would.


  But she had George.


  The tortoise, roused by their activity, had emerged from his house and sat staring at them, blinking before ambling over toward where they stood.


  “Oh, darn,” she said. “He wants his treat.”


  John chuckled. “I’ll go get it.”


  She leaned over the barricade and reached down, stroking the tortoise’s head. “Daddy’s going to get your romaine, buddy.”


  They’d had a few smaller parties here at John’s, and even more times where they’d had people over for dinner in the months since they’d gotten engaged. Being with John felt more right than anything she’d ever known.


  And that John loved George, doted on him, meant more to her than she suspected John would ever understand.


  Tomorrow night they’d be hosting a Valentine’s Day party for their close-knit friends from the Suncoast Society munch group.


  A kinky party, bound to be a bawdy good time, knowing their friends.


  John returned with the romaine lettuce and hand-fed it to the tortoise. “I can’t believe you wouldn’t let me get the Cupid costume for him. It was adorable.”


  “Hey, I let you put the Santa hat on him for our greeting cards. And I let you talk me into letting Max and Sean use him for some of their promo pics with Baxter.” She shook her head. “A tortoise Dom. Who’d a thunk it?”


  “Who’d have thought a submissive cat?”


  “I don’t think putting Baxter in a gimp suit costume makes him any more submissive than it does you,” she said with a smirk.


  “You never know.” He glanced up at Abbey with that sexy grin he had, the one which always melted her insides. “Maybe Baxter’s a switch.”


  “Baxter’s a cat. They don’t switch. They’re always Doms. They’re cats. Dogs have family, cats have staff, as the saying goes.”


  “Isn’t there also a saying about how cats were once worshipped as gods and have never let us forget it?”


  “Exactly.” Abbey loved watching John feed George. Maybe it was stupid, but she didn’t care. To her, it was another way of John honestly showing her how he felt. He wasn’t a man of idle talk. He was a man of his word.


  A man of genuine actions.


  Once the tortoise had finished most of the romaine, John dropped what was left of the lettuce into George’s water bowl for him before he straightened and turned, surveying the lanai. While it hadn’t needed it, he’d hosed off the deck that morning, cleaned off the chairs, upped the chlorine in the hot tub and pool just a little, and made sure the house was tidy.


  Which, of course, it was. He was a better housekeeper than she was, and she considered herself a pretty good one.


  Pulling her into his arms, he kissed her. “Going to be a fun night tomorrow,” he said, his playful smile and hazel gaze melting her heart. He had a greenish cast to his eyes, always more pronounced in the heat of passion…especially when he had a fist in her hair and was smiling down at her while he fucked her mouth.


  Their friends, even Tilly, had given up trying to figure out their switchy dynamic. They could flip roles practically in mid-sentence. They considered themselves collared to each other.


  “So any idea what you think you’ll be feeling like?” she asked. “Will it be Sir or Ma’am tomorrow night?”


  His smile widened. “Yes.”


  


  * * * *


  


  This was their first Valentine’s Day together. What Abbey didn’t know, and John had been very careful to conceal from her, was that he’d picked up an engagement ring for her just after Thanksgiving. His original plan had been to give it to her at Christmas. Then Abbey’s mom had gotten sick and had to spend a week in the hospital with pneumonia. Abbey had been so stressed out dealing with her and her equally stress-inducing and drama-prone father and siblings that John hadn’t wanted to add one more stressor to her already overloaded plate.


  Technically, John never had actually dropped down onto one knee and proposed to her. Even though they were already actively planning their wedding, which would take place on the one-year anniversary of their mutual collaring. Their honeymoon trip was already booked, too.


  Normally, Abbey wore the amethyst necklace he’d given her at their collaring ceremony, and he wore the silver bracelet she’d given him, as their day collars. To them, those pieces of jewelry were every bit as real and important as any engagement or wedding ring. In their minds, they already were a life-long couple with no intentions of going anywhere.


  Still, he wanted to do things right. Even though he already knew the answer and knew the date, he wanted an engagement ring on Abbey’s finger. He knew he could do it tonight, but they’d agreed that tomorrow would be their card and gift-exchanging day. He didn’t want to catch her unaware any more than he already was.


  Besides, it’d be fun doing it in front of their friends, sharing it with them, the people they considered family.


  He was fully cognizant that he’d be setting a pretty damn high bar for himself for future Valentine’s Days, but he also knew Abbey was a realist who wouldn’t hold it against him or expect fancy jewelry every year.


  In his mind, he had a two-pronged approach planned. Which prong he ended up following through with depended on which mode he was in tomorrow night. He might be Sir, she might be Ma’am. Either way, he’d already scripted and mentally rehearsed it so he’d be ready when the opportunity presented itself.


  He’d also enlisted Tilly’s help, swearing her to secrecy and making sure she’d be able to run interference for him and get him the ring in case he was…tied up.


  Literally.


  While she was Abbey’s best friend, this was one secret he knew Tilly would keep for him. She’d squealed with delight then nearly knocked him off his feet with a tackle-hug when he’d stopped by their house a few days earlier and asked for her assistance.


  Just a few months ago, never in his wildest dreams would John have imagined Tilly being one of his closest friends.


  Life is strange.


  Abbey had been dropped into his life on one of the emotionally darkest days he’d survived, and now he couldn’t imagine life without her.


  “I think we’re pretty much ready,” Abbey said.


  He pulled her close. “They’re our friends, not the Queen,” he said. “Make sure you take the time to enjoy tomorrow night.” He loved the way she fit in his arms.


  “I will.”


  Later that evening, once they were in bed and snuggling, John recognized the signs of the girl wanting Sir to come out and play with her. Tangling his fingers in her hair, he tipped her head back so he could nuzzle the base of her throat.


  “Who’s my good girl?”


  Her body undulated against his. “Me, Sir,” her soft, tiny voice replied. Hell, it seemed she could sink like a rock into subspace for him. He didn’t always drop into subspace when they played with her as his Top, although he had noticed he dropped into subspace more consistently now when playing with her as opposed to people he’d played with in the past.


  The trust bond they shared—there was nothing like it.


  He rolled on top of her, forcing her thighs apart with his knees, his cock already growing hard. Finding her hands, he raised them over her head, pinning her wrists with one hand while he started fingering her clit with the other.


  “I think tonight my girl is going to get fucked nice and hard. It’s been a couple of days.” She was already wet for him, another thing he loved about playing with her. Her dropping into subspace was always accompanied by her getting wet for him.


  Although when Ma’am topped him, that made her pretty wet, too.


  Now that her back had fully healed from surgery, there’d been plenty of nights she’d ridden him to exhaustion both as his girl and as Ma’am. Sometimes both in the same evening. Not long before the Christmas party at Seth and Leah’s, they’d spent a weekend alone, with their phones turned off, and literally fucked each other into exhaustion before Sunday morning hit.


  That weekend, John had taken off from work early on a Friday afternoon to deliberately beat Abbey home, had dropped her into subspace the second she walked through the door, and he’d kept her submissive and restrained in some way until they’d collapsed late Saturday night. Until then, she’d been collared, cuffed, and her pussy and ass stuffed with either his cock or toys without respite.


  On Sunday morning, Ma’am had awoken, tied him down, fucked his ass with the largest strap-on dildo they had, and then rode his face with her pussy while she jerked him off until he’d made her come, then she’d allowed him to come.


  And fun was had by all.


  Tonight there would be no flipping Sir over to submissive mode. He didn’t think she had the energy, anyway.


  He pulled his fingers from her pussy and shoved them into her mouth. “Such a wet girl. You need a cock in that pussy, don’t you?”


  “Mmm-hmm,” she mumbled around his fingers even as she eagerly sucked them.


  He reached over to the bedside table, grabbed a short piece of rope he kept there for just this purpose, and quickly bound her wrists together over her head. He grinned as he sat up, grabbed her legs behind her knees, and lifted them until her thighs touched her chest.


  Fisting the base of his cock with one hand, he fed it into her pussy before leaning in, her ankles over his shoulders, and sank all the way inside her.


  “Hold on, baby,” he said. “I forgot something.” He leaned over enough he could rummage through the drawer again, this time returning with a small bullet vibrator and a roll of medical tape.


  “Oh, look what we have here.” He’d planned ahead, waiting for a time to try this new method of forced orgasm torture out on her. One of their friends had given him the idea to tape the small vibrator into place.


  She let out a cute whimper that made his cock throb.


  He sat up, ripping off a piece of the clear mesh tape. She kept her pussy shaved, per Sir’s orders, so he didn’t have to worry about it sticking to her hair. After securely taping it into place over her clit, he grinned. “Wouldn’t want my girl to go without orgasms.” He hit the button on the end of the bullet, making it buzz.


  Abbey let out a gasp, but then he was in position again, her legs over his shoulders as he started fucking her, long, hard, deep, slow strokes, a pace he could maintain for at least fifteen minutes.


  The bottom of every stroke meant the buzzing vibrator, while not very strong normally, was jammed against her clit. By the fifth stroke she’d started coming, allowing him to adjust his tempo, knowing her body and what fired her off, so he could keep her rolling through what to her would feel like one long nonstop orgasm.


  Straining against the ropes binding her wrists, she twisted and whined, unable to escape the pleasant torture of her clit and pussy. He reached up with one hand and firmly grabbed her chin.


  “Take it or safeword, girl. You’ve had worse than this. I’m going to fuck you until I’m ready to stop fucking you, and you’re going to keep coming for me the whole time.”


  Oh, the deep, delicious glaze in her eyes, the one he loved seeing, both melted his heart and set the playful sadist inside him into gleeful giggles. She would get payback, eventually. She’d come up with something similar to this, some way to level the playing field.


  And they’d both enjoy the hell out of it.


  Until then, she was his girl, pinned by his body and writhing on his cock, her pussy spasming around him with each wave of pleasure sweeping through her body.


  He slowed his pace, playing with her nipples, drawing it out. He knew what this did to her. With her eyes closed, her head thrown back, her skin flushed, she was lovating every second of it.


  He didn’t know if anyone else had ever coined that term, but they used it a lot. Love-hate: lovate.


  Like when she had him eat her pussy while he had to wear a chastity cage and a butt plug, meaning his cock tried to painfully rip the damn thing off itself from the inside out as it strained to be free.


  Lovate.


  Like when he had a vibrator up her pussy and his cock balls-deep inside her throat while he smacked her ass with a cane.


  Lovate.


  Being a switch was fun, in countless ways.


  What he couldn’t understand was why most of their friends didn’t understand that obvious fact.


  After about twenty minutes, he’d reached the point of no return and pounded her into the mattress. Her cries of pleasure only made his final explosion that much stronger, and he made sure when he finished that he remained buried inside her, his pubic bone holding the humming bullet pressed tightly against her now-swollen clit.


  “Poor, poor girl,” he playfully murmured. “Is someone ready to stop coming?”


  She hesitated before nodding. He envied her dilemma. She’d once explained it to him as a sensation that she both loved and craved, wanting it to never end, yet wanting it to stop so she could catch her breath. A catch-22.


  He bumped his hips against her a few more times. “I guess I should take pity on you.” He finally sat up. Pulling his cock out, he reached down and switched the vibrator off.


  A long, shuddering, satisfied sigh escaped Abbey, her eyes falling closed.


  He carefully sussed out the situation before he made his next move. He’d been careful. The tape only touched her outer labia and the bullet, not her clit itself.


  Which, if he was wrong, would be the difference between payback and sincere apologies in the next few seconds.


  “Okay,” he said as he got a corner of the piece of tape up. “One, two—”


  He ripped it off, both enjoying and wincing at her startled shriek.


  Wide-eyed, she glared up at him.


  “I think I’d better start shaving down there,” he said, barely able to contain his laughter, not sure he wanted to imagine the kind of payback she’d have in mind for him.


  “Oh, you have nooo idea,” she grumbled. “You just wait.”


  He held it up. “Hey, it can go back on and stay on all night long, girl.”


  Her gaze softened a little. “No, Sir. Please.”


  He leaned in and gently swiped his tongue along her clit, lightly, teasing. Her legs spread again, a sigh escaping her. But now that he’d settled in and knew he might get at least one more out of her, he dropped the taped vibrator onto the bed and hooked his hands around her thighs to keep her from squirming away.


  Which was exactly what she tried when she realized what he was up to, until she finally came again a few minutes later and she begged him to stop.


  “There,” he said as he sat up again. “I kissed it and made it allll better. Just make sure Ma’am remembers that.”


  “She’ll remember, all right,” Abbey said. “Buddy, how she’ll remember this. You just wait.”


  He grinned. “I can’t wait.”


  “You say that now.”


  “True. And anything Ma’am can dish up, Sir can dish right back.”


  She stuck out her lower lip in a pout.


  He reached up to untie her wrists. “Hey, don’t go doing that. That just makes me want to do it to you again.”


  Chapter Three


  


  Early Saturday afternoon, Clarisse rode in the backseat with mixed emotions. Their two young sons were spending the night with their friends, Jason and Katie Callahan, while the three of them were going to enjoy an overnight away. They’d already booked their room in Sarasota, which they were now heading to from Tarpon Springs. They’d check in, get settled, go to the party at John and Abbey’s, and then return to the hotel later.


  After sleeping in late Sunday morning, they’d grab brunch before heading north and home.


  This past Christmas, they’d taken an entire weekend and spent it at Seth and Leah’s house the weekend of the group’s annual Christmas party. While it had been a fantastic weekend getaway, it had also started Clarisse thinking.


  Especially when their friend Essie and her three men announced they were expecting a baby late that summer.


  And on the way home, alone in the car, the three of them had a discussion, the final outcome being that if Clarisse wanted to have another baby, the men would support her decision. They emphasized it was, ultimately, her decision to make, and hers alone.


  Also, they’d volunteered to get vasectomies, if that was what she wanted.


  What she hadn’t told them yet was that she’d stopped taking her birth control pills the very next day, when they’d returned home. In a way, she’d decided to let nature take its course. She’d opted to give it six months. If nothing happened, she’d take it as a sign and ask them to get snipped. None of them were getting any younger, and she didn’t want a wide age gap between any future siblings.


  But maybe nature had decided things for her in a pretty definite way, and far sooner than she’d expected. She wasn’t sure. The next period she should have had was extremely light, just one day of spotting. With stress, it wasn’t unusual for her to have a light period, followed by a heavy one.


  Except she didn’t have one after that. She was nearly two weeks late now. Based on a couple of other symptoms she recognized from her previous two pregnancies, she suspected nature had the final laugh here.


  That’s what the two test kits hidden in her overnight bag would tell her later tonight, once they reached John and Abbey’s. She didn’t have the guts to do it alone. She wanted Tilly, Loren, Leah, Shayla, and the others there with her holding her hand when she did it.


  Not literally, ew. Metaphorically.


  Honestly? Clarisse had thought six months would pass uneventfully and she’d ask the men to get snipped. With both their sons, it had taken several months each time after she’d discontinued the pill for her to get pregnant. And that had been with one of her men, on average, having a go at her usually once a day, if not more often. Sometimes even both of them.


  Apparently the Christmas party had influenced her men. Ever since returning home, both men had been particularly horny. Sully had been especially generous with Mac lately, giving him carte blanche to nail her whenever the other man wanted.


  Hell, she couldn’t even go down and start a load of laundry without one of them following her, walking in, and bending her over the machines for a quickie.


  Not that she was complaining, but maybe the colder weather and less time out on the boat had allowed them to build up some excess energy. There wasn’t a single day since the Christmas party, that she could recall, that they both hadn’t fucked her at least once, usually twice each, and on quite a few days a third time each, if both their sons were napping in the afternoon.


  There were even two times they’d both managed to work their way to a fourth load in one day.


  Now that she thought about it, there hadn’t been a single blow job given in her house since the Christmas party. Plenty of times fluffing had been used to get one or both of them hard, but then every single load they shot went right into her pussy. They hadn’t even done one of their favorite things, to both take her at the same time, one in her pussy, and one in her ass. Or a spit-roast. They’d used a butt plug on her plenty of times while fucking her, but it was definitely…odd.


  With reality pressing, she wasn’t sure she’d made the right choice. There wouldn’t be any going back if nature had played the ultimate prank on her. And if they had managed to get her pregnant, it would mean fessing up to what she’d done.


  To withholding information from them.


  She worried more about disappointing the men with that revelation than she did about the possibility of her actually being pregnant. She knew they would happily welcome another baby.


  Disappointing them, though…that was something she never wanted to do.


  But the thought of another baby conjured a flare of emotions.


  In her heart, she hoped for a girl, a little sister for her sons.


  Although, given her own childhood, a girl would likely end up a tomboy, her mom and dads teaching her how to fish, shoot, work on the boat—things that wouldn’t exactly make her a girlie-girl.


  No, Sully hadn’t specifically told her she was supposed to tell them if she went off the pill. Stopping had been on a whim on her part.


  Lying was forbidden in their household. Technically, she hadn’t lied to them. They had gone out of their way to tell her, as equals, that if she wanted another baby, the decision was solely up to her. That they would support her one hundred percent either way.


  Either way, I need to tell them I’m off the pill this weekend. If I’m not pregnant, then no harm, no foul.


  If I am…


  She both dreaded and anticipated what might lie in store for her once Sully learned the news.


  “What are you thinking about so hard back there, pet?” Sully asked from the driver’s seat. She glanced up to see his gaze resting on her via the rearview mirror.


  “Sorry. Just daydreaming.” About needing to figure out how to reconfigure the house…


  Mac turned in the passenger seat, concern on his face. “Are you sure you’re okay?”


  No. “I’m fine. Tired.”


  Okay, that much was the truth. She hadn’t slept well the night before. She’d stopped by a drugstore before making a grocery run, and had paid for the pregnancy test kits with cash. She’d pulled the two test kits and the instructions out of the box, which she’d thrown away in the garbage can in front of the store. Then she’d kept the kits and instructions hidden in the bottom of her cavernous purse until she’d packed this morning, tucking them into her bag with her other things.


  So far, they’d gone undetected by her men.


  That was something she was relatively certain would earn her at least a question or two from either man, had they spotted them. They’d been through the routine twice now. They damn well knew what they were for.


  “We don’t have to stay late tonight if you’re not feeling up to it,” Sully told her. “We can just make an appearance and go back to the hotel and order pizza or something.”


  “No, I want to go. I don’t get to see everyone very often.” And might be seeing them even less if I’m pregnant again.


  She hated having so much unspoken context hanging there between her and her men. It felt alien, wrong, a breach of trust.


  “It’s just you’ve seemed a little…off the past couple of days,” Sully said.


  Sure, heap the guilt on even more, whydoncha?


  Snapping herself out of her thoughts, she offered him a smile. “I’ll be okay. Get a little coffee in me and I’ll perk right up.”


  “Ba-dum-bump-chshh,” Mac joked.


  Why am I letting this get to me? I’m the luckiest woman on the face of the planet.


  And she knew it. Mac had made a full and remarkable recovery, which Clarisse knew was due in no small part to his devotion to both of them. Sully’s writing and speaking career was going well, the boat was making them money, their kids were gorgeous and happy and healthy, and…


  I feel guilty.


  Well, it wouldn’t kill her to feel guilty for a little longer. Until tonight, when she had her best friends to emotionally back her up while she came clean.


  What, exactly, she’d be coming clean about remained to be seen.


  Her hand rested on her tummy as she stared out the window at the passing scenery.


  Chapter Four


  


  Shayla stood by the front door and—barely—resisted the urge to nervously tap her foot on the floor in agitation. Five thirty on Saturday evening, and Tony was still back in the bedroom.


  The last time she’d called out a time check to him fifteen minutes earlier, he’d threatened to give her fifty hard smacks with a paddle and not let her come all night long if she did it again. That when she was ready, she was to stand and wait for him by the front door, and if she wasn’t there when he was ready to go, she’d get twenty-five hard smacks with the paddle.


  And no orgasms.


  Sometimes, she wondered if he deliberately tried to bait her in certain situations. Normally he was a fairly punctual man.


  But then there were nights like this which tried her patience.


  The sound of footsteps in the hall preceded his appearance in the living room.


  From his playful smirk, she knew this time, at least, she’d been dead on the money.


  “I guess pet wants to come tonight after all, hmm?”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  His smirk widened to a full-on grin. “Oh, come on, pet. You wouldn’t want me to let you get bored now, would you?”


  “No, Sir.”


  He joined her by the front door and opened it. He’d already loaded their bag in the car earlier, before he took his shower. Now she realized he’d carefully planned his timeline.


  She stepped through the door. “I thought you said you’d warn me if you were going to give me a mindfuck.”


  “Did I?” His grin widened even further. “Hmm. Seems to me like someone agreed that Sir sets the rules.”


  She knew this was a no-win situation. “Yes, Sir.” She headed to the car, unable to remain aggravated at the man. Because she loved him, yes, but even more because he kept her on her toes. It was never dull around their home.


  Complacency wasn’t a word Tony Daniels believed in.


  It looked like he damn sure wasn’t about to let his slave believe in it, either.


  “Good girl,” he said as he set the alarm before following her out the door.


  


  * * * *


  


  They were the second arrivals at John and Abbey’s just a little before six. Tilly and her men, Landry and Cris, were already there. Tony and Shayla were just getting out of their car when Loren and Ross pulled up and parked behind them in front of the house. Askel and Mallory would have dibs on one of the spots in the driveway, since he was bringing his portable suspension frame.


  Loren wore a long, black trench coat that reached mid-calf over her stiletto heels. Tony held back.


  “What’d you do to her?” he asked Ross.


  “What?” Ross’ knowing smirk didn’t fool Tony in the least.


  “It’s seventy-five out and she’s in a trench coat. What’s up?”


  “Oh, she’s sporting a lovely rope harness under there.”


  “Dammit. I should have thought of that.”


  “You’re not eligible for your own prize.”


  “Eh, true,” Tony said. “I guess that would be unfair. I still should have thought of that,” he said, glancing at Shayla, who suddenly found the sidewalk interesting. “Taken my time and gotten you properly tied up and then perp-walked you inside.”


  “You’re just on a sadistic streak tonight, aren’t you, Sir?” Shayla asked.


  “You sweet-talkin’ slave you. Let’s get you inside before I strip you right here.”


  They all knew Tony wouldn’t do that, and Shayla especially knew it. But it did get her cute ass in gear and get her headed toward John and Abbey’s front door.


  Now if this was Seth and Leah’s house, where the line of cars parked in the driveway and the surrounding vegetation provided enough cover, however…


  Idea. Noted.


  “Hey, is that against the rules, prepping in advance?” Tony asked.


  “No one said it was,” Ross countered. “And I made the rules.”


  “What are the rules?” Tony asked.


  Ross grinned. “What rules?”


  Both women chuckled. “You guys are too much,” Loren said.


  Sometimes, Tony pushed Shayla hard, even farther than he knew she’d willingly go, for the sole purpose of making sure she’d safeword. He never wanted her to reach the point where she’d do anything he said and have total disregard for the consequences later, physically or emotionally. It was one thing to hear her say she would safeword.


  It was more assuring to him for her to actually do it.


  He’d seen too many instances over the years of couples going completely off the rails, one of the pair dragging the other along—and it wasn’t always the Dominant partner doing the dragging, either—and then the other one finally snapping and ending the relationship instead of putting the brakes on miles earlier and stopping the runaway train before it achieved terminal velocity.


  He refused to let that be them.


  And if Shayla ever failed to safeword for a circumstance where he’d deliberately put her in a no-win situation of that kind, it would be cause for him stopping the metaphorical car and having a very long, very detailed series of discussions with her about it.


  So far, she’d never let him down. She’d always made him proud, even in those times when she’d had to bite the bullet and safeword.


  Especially so, in those cases.


  Because he never punished her for that, never punitively struck back. If anything, he rewarded her even more, wanting her to have that assurance that he’d meant it when he said slave did not equate doormat, in his mind.


  Tilly already had the front door open for them when they reached the porch. “Hey, gang. John’s out back with the guys and getting the grill ready.”


  They’d all just gotten inside and were putting their things down when Askel and Mallory arrived, Kel backing his truck into the drive. So the men trooped out to help unload and get the frame moved onto the lanai and set up.


  Ross noted Loren was still wearing her trench coat. “Well?”


  She arched an eyebrow at him.


  “Are you cold? If you are, you can keep the trench coat on all night and not get a single orgasm out of it.”


  Loren rolled her eyes, but finally untied the belt and unbuttoned the coat, shrugging it off.


  From the rings on her pierced nipples hung little reflective red hearts. The rope harness—pink and red rope, of course—was an intricate macrame of symmetry and design. Her breasts, not tied so tightly as to make them change color, but enough to support and emphasize them, stuck out. The ropes wound around her, between her legs, down to just below her knees where each rope ended in a gauntlet. It looked like he’d tied the pattern functionally as well as decoratively, a secure hip harness having been worked in as part of the design.


  “Check this out,” Ross said, a gleeful grin on his face. He walked over to Loren and grabbed both of the pink hearts hanging from her nipple rings. He pressed a button on each one, and they started flashing. “Isn’t that great? I found them at the pet store. They’re for dog collars.”


  “Fantastic,” Tilly drawled. “We’ll make sure to screen everyone for epilepsy before letting them in.”


  “Hold on, they have a steady on position.” He clicked them a couple of times and the blinking pattern changed. Another click, this time they stayed on. “And I have more stuff to add.”


  “Marvelous,” Tilly said. “You realize everyone’s going to love that but not vote for you because they’ll feel sorry for someone else who, I don’t know, has a real life in addition to kinky shit, right?”


  He pointed at Loren. “That is art, right there.”


  Tilly crossed her arms over her chest. “Oh, I agree, sensei. And you know I love you, but I’m going to call you out on this one. I think you need to represent the ‘exhibition category.’” She framed the term with air quotes. “You know, so you don’t unintentionally hurt anyone’s feelings?”


  Loren rested her hands on her hips. “Told you, Sir,” she said.


  “I thought you were just being snarky.”


  Tony bit the inside of his lip to keep from laughing. His friend looked like a kid who’d had his favorite toy taken away, or his puppy got kicked, or something.


  Tony had to hand it to Tilly. She knew how to assuage the man’s ego. She walked over to Ross and slung an arm around his shoulders. “Hey, everyone knows you’re aces with rope. Everyone’ll think you’re being horribly magnanimous and all that shit. And think of it this way, they’ll think you assumed you’d win, and look at her. They’re right, you probably would have won in a fair fight amongst a shit-ton of people who didn’t know you. Meaning they would have sympathy for someone else and vote for them,” she quickly added. “Think of it as a good thing. We won’t tell anyone.”


  “What about Kel?” He hooked a thumb at their friend. “He’s a photographer. He rigs semi-professionally.”


  Kel smiled. “I already told Tony that if we were the winners, he should give it to whoever got the next highest votes.”


  “He did,” Tony admitted. “So did Scrye, although they had some drama with one of their daughters yesterday. They are now a positive maybe for the party, instead of a definitely possible, as June told me on the phone last night.”


  “I thought Scrye was going to compete?”


  “He was,” Tilly said, “until June reminded him of his professional status.”


  “Dammit. What about Seth? He teaches shibari, for chrissake.”


  “He’s not competing,” Tilly told him. “Leah is.”


  Ross blinked. “You’re shitting me?”


  She shook her head. “Nope. Seth’s taking one for the team. He’s letting her tie him. He said he didn’t want anyone to accuse him of trying to stack the deck.”


  Ross genuinely looked disappointed. “Well, damn. No one told me to eliminate myself in the rules.”


  “What rules?” Loren snarked.


  Tilly snapped her fingers. “That’s what we need,” she said.


  “What?” everyone asked in unison.


  She held her hands up in disbelief, as if she couldn’t understand why they hadn’t followed her train of thought. “A Sadie Hawkins rigging competition. Duh.”


  Chapter Five


  


  “I swear, I’m going to send her to a convent and enroll her and tell them to keep her until she gets some sense.” Mark knew June wasn’t ranting at her own reflection in the car window as much as she was at him, who was driving.


  “She’s over eighteen,” he said. “You know as well as I do there’s only so much we can do.”


  “I thought getting them into college would be the point where we knew we’d succeeded. I never expected her to do this. Her sister, yes. Who knew she’d be the reasonable one?”


  Their older daughter, Sonya, had tearfully called June late yesterday afternoon from Gainesville, where she was attending college. Apparently, the boy Sonya had been dating was acting like an asshat. She’d just turned twenty-one a few weeks earlier, and the boyfriend, who was just a couple of months into twenty, wanted her to buy him and some of his friends alcohol.


  And Mark wouldn’t let June, who had a concealed carry permit, drive up to Gainesville to confront the little shit.


  That meant Mark had left work early and driven straight up there from Sarasota, on Valentine’s Day night, instead of having a nice evening at home with his wife. When he reached Gainesville, he hadn’t even gone to Sonya’s apartment first, which she shared with three other girls. June had gotten the boy’s address from Sonya and Mark made him his first stop.


  It turned out the scrawny little kid who’d answered the door with a bit of swagger until he looked up and saw the man standing in the doorway was the jackass boyfriend in question. Mark outweighed him by a good hundred pounds, at least, and had nearly a foot in height on him. Hell, the kid was barely larger than June.


  “That’s when I realized I should have let you gone up there and kick his ass,” Mark had told her. “Because he never would have forgotten that lesson.”


  After Mark finished sitting the now terrified kid down and having a very long and one-sided heart-to-heart talk with him, he’d called Sonya and had her meet him there at the apartment.


  That’s when she proceeded to chew the little asshat a new one and then told the kid to go fuck himself.


  Mark hadn’t even given her parental side-eye over dropping the F-bomb in front of him. He was too damn proud of her.


  He suspected she might end up making up with the little asshat, because that’s what kids did. But Mark was confident that if the little asshat tried to do something like that again, he’d think twice before asking Sonya to do it.


  Especially now that he’d met Mark. Mark had shown him the concealed carry permit he kept in his wallet—because brandishing his gun would have been against the law—and Mark had promised that if he heard another bad word from his daughter about the kid, they’d never find his body.


  Not exactly in those words, but close enough.


  No, he wouldn’t have really done that. But Mark had four years of a drama minor in college while he was going for his accounting degree.


  Combined with his size, his beard, and the fact that he’d changed out of his dress shirt and tie and into his black T-shirt and leather vest, which were in his rope bag in the trunk of the car—which June had been harping on him to unpack—he suspected the kid had been close to wetting himself.


  He couldn’t help it if the kid—erroneously—assumed he was a big, bad biker dad.


  Too bad it’s not prudent to play the see I told you so card about the rope bag in the trunk.


  Not even he would push that with his wife. She might be his willing slave, but she’d go momma bear and terrify even him over those two girls.


  One of the reasons she’d forced both girls to take martial arts classes while in high school. He’d made sure they could change their own tires and check their oil and fluids.


  June had ensured they could kick ass and take names.


  “I always thought Maren would be the one we’d have to worry about,” June continued. “The way she bounced around with boyfriends. I thought for sure she’d be the one we’d worry about.”


  They actually saw Maren a few times a month. Her second year at USF in Tampa, she was living in a dorm there and not only pulling in great grades, but possibly in line to make it to the national collegiate championships for swimming. Likely wouldn’t make it onto the Olympic team, but she was damn good. Every spare moment she wasn’t studying, she was in the pool or gym training.


  “She’s focused and dedicated. And, to be honest, she’s a little smarter than her older sister.”


  He didn’t have to glance at his wife to sense June’s dark look.


  “Well, she is,” he finally said. “Her SATs were better than her sister’s, and her GPA in high school was better. I’m not saying Sonya’s not smart. She is. I just think Maren’s smarter. We have empirical data to back that up.”


  June let out a snort but didn’t answer. He risked a glance at the next stop light.


  He’d returned home a little after six that morning and went straight to sleep until two hours earlier. There’d been a shit-ton of yard work he’d wanted to catch up on that morning, and his jaunt to Gainesville and back had totally farked those plans.


  After they’d left the kid’s apartment, Mark had taken Sonya out for dinner, finally finding a hole-in-the-wall dive that wasn’t too packed, considering it was a Friday Valentine’s Day night in a college town.


  There, they’d sat for two hours, talking.


  He couldn’t even tell June all they’d talked about, because Sonya had asked him to keep it to himself.


  And he’d learned early on that the only way to keep his daughters’ trust was to respect their wishes over something like this.


  Sonya had admitted she was struggling academically, and her tennis game was suffering as a result. He’d listened without judgment and then offered up practical advice.


  And had promised to drive up the next Wednesday to meet with her and a school counselor to see what could be done, if anything.


  He didn’t want her to lose her scholarship. Yes, he could cash in some retirement funds to bankroll it. While that wasn’t the best option, letting his daughter start out her life eyeball deep in student loan debt wasn’t a good one, either. He’d rather write her a personal loan—on paper—and make her pay it back to him over the years.


  June was the best wife and slave and mother to his kids he could ask for, but she had a deeply competitive streak their eldest daughter…didn’t. Once he’d sussed out the best plan for everyone, then he’d bring June into the loop, ease her into the situation, and hope she didn’t explode.


  Hence his comment about Sonya’s intelligence.


  No their daughter wasn’t dumb. But he sincerely hoped she settled down into a career as a teacher—which is what she wanted to be—found a decent guy to marry and stay married to, and then…


  Well, that was pretty much it.


  Maren was studying to become a sports therapist, and had mused on the possibility of going to medical school. If she really wanted to make it happen, he suspected it wouldn’t be a case of her calling them and asking for a handout. It would be her coming home for the holidays, announcing she’d made the switch, and then laying out a detailed plan on how she was going to make it happen without needing their help in the process.


  Tenacious. Just like her mother.


  Yet with the seed planted in June’s head now that maybe Sonya wasn’t quite as perfect as her sister, it would make the future a little bit easier on all of them.


  He hoped.


  They found a place to park on John and Abbey’s street just down from the house. “We’re only forty-five minutes late,” he said. “Not bad.”


  She turned to glare at him.


  “Sweetheart, let it go for the night.”


  “I wanted to go kick his ass.”


  “I know you did. I handled it. Tonight is our night. Okay? We’re going to have fun with our friends, eat some good food, and make merry. I’m going to tie you up, spank your ass, fuck you silly, and then take you home. And then tomorrow we’re going to sleep late.”


  “What about the yard work?”


  “Fuck the yard work. Just a few weeks back, someone was saying something about wanting to do more of this. Well, tomorrow, someone’s going to spend the day naked, collared, and on her knees sucking my cock while I chill out and watch hockey.”


  She finally smiled. “I guess I need to let go, huh?”


  He caught her hand and kissed it. “They’re good kids. Hey, she called you. That’s a win.”


  “I still wish you’d have let me go with you.”


  “It was better this way. I scared the piss out of him. If you’d been there, it would have softened the effect.” Tonight he was wearing a different black T-shirt, but the same leather vest, which was covered with various pins and patches from BDSM conventions and events they’d attended.


  Had the kid actually looked at some of them, he would have realized Mark wasn’t a biker. They’d kept their BDSM activities from their daughters over the years, although they knew their parents had a 1950s-style dynamic in their marriage.


  Which they’d told their girls was their choice, and didn’t mean it was how they had to conduct their own relationships. Mark had always worried about the girls, hoping they hadn’t picked up the wrong message.


  The way Sonya had yelled at the kid was proof he’d been wrong there. She’d stood up for herself, called her mom, and then ended things.


  Hopefully the kid wouldn’t try to weasel back into Sonya’s life. Or if he did, hopefully he’d think twice about repeating this little stunt. And, hopefully, he’d now respect Sonya more.


  Mark could only hope.


  “Tonight,” he softly said, “you’re going to be my good girl, and you’re going to do what I say and let me kick that thinking brain out of gear for you. Okay?”


  She nodded. “Yes, Sir.”


  “Show me.”


  She lifted the hem of her sundress. Underneath, she was naked, no panties, no bra.


  “Good girl.” He leaned across the seats, cupping one hand behind her neck, the other slipping between her legs to finger her bare pussy. He kissed her, hard, feeling her melt, that telltale sign she had that she really was disengaging her brain and letting him fully take over.


  He knew some people saw their size disparity and wondered how she managed to keep up with him. He was like a huge sequoia to her willowy twig.


  Years of gymnastics training and teaching, and now teaching yoga, had given his wife a body of liquid, sculpted steel. She could probably put him under the table, by sheer stamina alone, if necessary.


  He lifted his lips from hers. “Spread ’em,” he whispered.


  She did, without hesitation, and he knew he had her. He slid two fingers deep inside her soaked pussy, curling them up and hitting that sweet spot inside her. With his thumb, he rubbed her clit. “Hold it,” he said. “Wait for it.”


  She gasped, then her soft whine hardened his cock.


  He slid the hand from behind her neck to the front of her throat, closing in, not restricting her breathing, but firmly, holding her pinned against the seat.


  “Look at me,” he said.


  Her eyelids fluttered open, struggling to stay that way as the pad of his thumb rubbed her clit.


  “Say it.”


  “I belong to Sir, mind, body, heart, soul, cunt, and ass. I serve Sir at His wishes, at his whim, whenever and wherever He demands. Everything I have and am belongs to Sir, to give to Him when He demands.”


  He leaned in again, thumb moving faster, his fingers inside her cunt scissoring and pressing, massaging her pussy and pushing her toward her orgasm. Over their twenty-plus years together, he’d gotten her to the point he could make her come almost immediately.


  When he made her say her oath, the one she said to him every night while kneeling next to his side of the bed, and every morning when she got up, it dropped her hard and deep into his control.


  Which was a damn good thing, because at his age, and his weight, sometimes his little Mark didn’t always want to cooperate on command.


  Tonight, it seemed, he did.


  “After I rig you tonight,” he told her, “you’re going to get on your knees and beg to suck my cock. Understand?” She sometimes loved a little humiliation play in their dynamic. Mostly at home, in private, in bed, but she liked a little of it at the private parties, too. He never did it at the club, because he knew some people wouldn’t understand it.


  “Yes, Sir.”


  “Beg me now. Tell me how you’re going to ask.”


  “Please let this slut suck her Master’s cock, Sir! I need to suck your cock, have it deep in my throat, swallow your cum—”


  “Come.” He started fucking her pussy with his hand, slamming against her clit at the bottom of every stroke.


  She barely managed to keep her eyes open, but from the way her pussy squeezed his fingers, he knew she’d made it. She had no reason to fake it with him. Yes, there were times over the years he hadn’t gotten her over, usually if she was tired or too distracted and not deep enough in subspace.


  From years of training, once she started coming, she would keep coming until he stopped. He let her writhe in the seat for a few minutes, her pleading expression as she moaned her way through orgasm after orgasm making his cock throb.


  Finally, he pulled his hand from her pussy and shoved his fingers into her mouth. Without hesitation she sucked on them, all the way to the knuckle, licking her juices off them.


  Tomorrow, he would likely tie her up in the living room, facedown over the edge of the couch. That way, he could fuck her, then sit and have her suck him while a vibrator hummed in her pussy and kept her coming. Back and forth. He could hold back his own orgasm for an hour or longer doing that. And, it’d been a while since he’d done that to her. She usually fell into a happy, exhausted sleep following a session like that.


  Then he could watch the rest of his hockey game while she happily napped.


  He pulled his fingers from her mouth and kissed her before releasing his grip on her throat. He slid his fingers between her legs again, stroking her clit. “You got off easy that time. The next one you’re going to have to earn.” He started teasing her, working her up for a few minutes, knowing she was hornier than hell again and wanting release—


  Before he pulled his hand away. She gasped, her expression glazed with sweet, sexy submission and quite a bit of horniness.


  Brain disengagement…complete.


  The last thing on June’s mind right now was Sonya’s poor life choices.


  “Let’s get inside, my sweet little slut,” he said. That was a private term of endearment for her. He’d kill anyone who thought about touching her. She was a slut—only for him. And only because after twenty-plus years together, he knew how to keep her satisfied.


  “Yes, Sir.”


  Chapter Six


  


  Derrick and Marcia didn’t get to many of the private parties. Not for lack of wanting to go, and they pretty much had a standing invitation for all of them.


  They just didn’t have the time. If he wasn’t working at his vanilla job, he or Marcia needed to be at Venture. They’d finally gotten a couple of reliable volunteers who’d stuck around long enough to become part-time paid employees to man the office one or two Saturday nights a month. The nature of their club being what it was, he didn’t want just anyone counting the till and registering people. One of their former volunteers had let their friends in free, or discounted, behind his back. He hadn’t known about it until someone told him.


  Then there was Lydia, who he’d done a favor by not banning her sooner, thinking she was just not suited to man the desk. He’d had several people complain about her lack of people skills, even though she’d seemed to have a lot of friends.


  Not that she was a problem anymore. She’d been banned from the club for life now. He’d had enough of her drama.


  He’d known John Gilomen for several years, almost as long as he’d known Askel. John had quietly helped out here and there at the club, with electrical and other issues, but he couldn’t volunteer in the office, behind the desk. Not with his job. John had to restrict his activities to what didn’t put him out in the public eye.


  Setting out to open a private BDSM club hadn’t been on Derrick’s radar. But after their small group kept running out of places to have their private parties—other than at their own homes, which wasn’t always practical—he’d decided to take action.


  It’d taken him six months of research and planning. Fortuitously, Kel had bought the industrial warehouse complex just east of I-75 and had a vacancy. The zoning and location were perfect. No residential neighbors, no churches, no schools, no bars.


  After talks with his attorney, who pored over the zoning ordinances and local laws for him, Derrick went to talk with both the sheriff’s office, since the location lay in unincorporated Sarasota County, and the head of zoning. As long as they didn’t allow penetrative sex or alcohol, and he had all the required business licenses for a private membership club, he’d be legal.


  Their first six months after opening, Derrick damn well knew undercover cops had visited them. One of them even became a member himself and started bringing his wife.


  After that, once they realized he was running a legit business, and strictly enforced the rules that kept them well within the law, they left him alone. Most of the headline stories about sex clubs being shut down occurred when people got stupid and greedy and allowed alcohol without the proper license, especially if they took money, which put them into the realm of running an illegal bottle club.


  He didn’t.


  Even when Shayla first came around and wrote her series of articles, it helped grow their membership. Occasionally he received nasty e-mails or anonymous postal mail, frequently religious in bent.


  He either deleted or shredded them without concern. The complex was private property. The one and only time a religious group had tried to protest, Kel, as the property owner, had them all arrested for trespassing.


  And prosecuted.


  That spawned another newspaper article, where Derrick had proudly boasted about the increased attention sending their attendance and membership soaring once more. He’d even thanked the group of protestors for helping spread the word about their club.


  Hadn’t hurt that the reporter was a friend of Derrick’s.


  Once the protesters realized that had backfired on them and they had no other recourse, they left the club alone, hoping it would fade out of existence without any more inadvertent advertising on their part.


  They hadn’t. Venture was a self-supporting business. It didn’t make a massive profit every year. In fact, there were some years early on where the break-even margin was less than a thousand dollars.


  But it did what Derrick had hoped it would. It had given himself and his friends a safe place to play and educate others without having to open their homes to strangers to do so. They held classes and other events, broadening minds and helping people figure out who they were. A kinky community center.


  That was worth every penny, even of his own money.


  They sought out John and Abbey when they arrived, Marcia adding their potluck contribution to the food table on the lanai while Derrick found a place for their bags.


  Off on the other side of the pool, it looked like two couples were getting their rigging started already.


  Then there were Max, Sean, and Cali. He wasn’t sure what Max had planned for the night, but Cali already wore an ornate chest harness. Which Max was working on while Sean, naked, on his knees and with his arms bound together behind him with two wrist-to-elbow rope gauntlets, licked her pussy.


  As Derrick and Marcia chatted with Tony and Shayla, Max paused, unzipped, grabbed Sean’s hair, and started fucking his mouth.


  Marcia watched them. “Now there’s something you can’t see at the club,” she joked.


  Max had hold of Sean’s head, pumping his cock deep into his partner’s mouth while he kissed Cali.


  “They mix things up even more than Abbey and John,” Tony said, also watching. “I’ve given up trying to figure them out. Not that it matters. They always seem to have fun. And it brings an unpredictable energy to a party. In a good way.”


  “Yeah,” Shayla said, sounding amused. “What’s not to like about watching a hot guy sucking another hot guy’s cock?”


  Tony swatted Shayla’s ass. “Don’t get any ideas, pet. I’m not bi.”


  She snuggled closer to him. “I didn’t say I wanted you to do that, Sir. I just said it’s fun to watch.”


  “That’s fine.”


  She looked up at her husband. “Besides, you’ve already shown me what it’s like to have all my holes stuffed at once. I couldn’t handle a second man. Your stunt cocks are too much for me to handle sometimes.”


  “Stunt cocks?” Derrick asked.


  “My nickname for some of the toys,” Tony said. “I have no problem breaking out the stunt cocks. They never get soft, and I can pick any shape or size I want to use on her.”


  “We have some of those,” Marcia said. “I like that term. Stunt cocks.”


  Derrick met her gaze, smiling. “I have some of them with me tonight,” he said. “I’ll make sure to stuff you while I’m tying you.”


  Her eyes widened, but the smile didn’t fall from her lips. “Yes, Sir,” she said.


  “Good girl.”


  Chapter Seven


  


  Abbey couldn’t believe the turnout for the party. Nearly everyone who’d RSVP’d as a yes or a maybe had come. It made for great energy, and everyone was having fun with the rigging contest, their friends laughing and talking and playing.


  She even had time to check on George a couple of times. As she’d suspected, no one messed with his enclosure or even disturbed him. Every time she looked, he was still almost completely buried in the substrate in his warm tortoise house.


  They’d had a couple of cold snaps through the winter where she’d brought him inside, hating to disturb his routine like that. He loved Tortoise Town, able to freely graze and wander, sunning himself when he felt like it. John had outdone himself with the expansions and improvements to it.


  Yes, Abbey knew looking back on it all that he’d done it both as a way to avoid dealing with his own grief over the death of his friend, but also as a way to hopefully keep her anchored there and not wanting to leave.


  And as they’d grown closer, and then how he’d taken care of her both after her back surgery, and then the emergency surgery to correct the complications that arose, he’d proven to her with every action how he felt about her.


  No way would she ever leave John. She’d found her soul mate, the mirror image of herself in many ways. Now that she had him in her life, she felt thankful for everything she’d been through before, because she could appreciate him all the more for it. Part of her wished she’d just asked if they could get married instead of the collaring ceremony they’d had. Now it would be several months more until their wedding, on the one-year anniversary of their mutual collaring.


  Maybe we could just elope.


  But she wanted her friends there for the service when they did it. Her adopted family, closer than her biological kin. Whom she loved, even if she wanted to strangle them half of the time. What did it say about her that she was the kinky one in the family—not that any of them knew that—and she was apparently the most well-adjusted?


  She’d already planned to tell her family they’d eloped once they broke the news to them. It wasn’t that she didn’t love her family, because she did.


  She just loved it even more when she wasn’t with them. She was honestly surprised she hadn’t ripped out all her hair while her mom was in the hospital. Her father, bless him, had acrimoniously divorced her mom years ago, and had done what Abbey assumed he thought was his fatherly duty to try to help out through everything.


  In return, it stressed her out even more. She didn’t have the heart to tell him to butt out, either. She knew he was trying, in his own way, and her brother and sister had welcomed having him around for emotional support.


  Even her mom, weirdly, hadn’t fought with him. The two of them just fought with everyone else.


  It could have been a lot worse. Abbey might have had to move her mom in with them temporarily.


  Yikes.


  Between her parents’ divorce, and then her brother and sister both going through nasty divorces, Abbey had eschewed marriage for entirely practical reasons.


  Reasons that totally dissolved when she looked at John.


  Tonight she noticed he seemed a little on edge about something. Beyond what she’d attribute to having a houseful of guests. Every time she glanced around, she caught him watching her.


  Odd.


  Maybe he was waiting for a sign from her to play. She didn’t want to disappoint him, but she wasn’t sure she had the energy for a full-on Ma’am scene, and wasn’t sure she emotionally wanted Sir to come out and Top her tonight.


  In front of everyone, at least.


  She’d give it a little longer and then talk with him, ask him what he wanted to do. Maybe he’d settle the question for her one way or another and take it right out of her hands.


  


  * * * *


  


  As the evening wore on and everyone worked their way through dinner, most of the women who’d remained in their street clothes for the dining portion of their night either changed, or got naked.


  John had decided to wait Abbey out, sensing her energy fluctuating and knowing he could easily flip and keep her in submissive mode for the evening.


  But he wasn’t sure if that’s what she wanted.


  Ergo, he waited.


  They’d discussed entering the rigging contest and then decided not to. They wanted to play, and it was their house, so they didn’t feel right being totally unavailable to all their guests that evening. They could always hold off on playing until later, after they were alone, if necessary.


  John bided his time. Abbey was so busy talking with friends and watching people rigging and playing that he almost didn’t have the heart to interrupt her. He’d opted for a pair of baggy, comfortable shorts and a T-shirt tonight. Nothing fancy, but at least he was able to keep the ring on him, in his pocket.


  He was in the kitchen and washing some silverware when Abbey snuck in behind him and grabbed his earlobe, pulling his head down.


  It took sheer force of will to fight the willing slide toward subspace. That had become a reliable trigger for her to use on him, grabbing his earlobe. Something about the gesture just nailed him deep in his soul.


  “Who’s my good boy?” she whispered.


  “I am, Ma’am.” Dammit.


  Abbey had him, and he knew it. He only hoped Tilly was paying attention, or he’d be able to slip her the ring to hold for him, or something.


  She snapped her fingers and pointed at the floor.


  His knees folded, dropping him in front of Abbey, his forehead resting on the tops of her feet.


  I should have flipped her while I had the chance.


  “Such a gooood boy.” He felt her buckling the play collar she’d bought him around his neck.


  Fuck.


  Plan B, it was.


  She tugged on the leash. “Come.” As he got up off the floor to follow her out of the kitchen, he reached into his pocket, snagged the ring, and stuck it in his mouth.


  He wasn’t sure what she had in mind, but when she led him out to the living room, he had a pretty damn good idea. She’d prepared a couple of things on one of the portable spanking benches set up in there.


  “Get naked,” she ordered, her green eyes sparkling.


  He stripped the T-shirt off and dropped the shorts, leaving him naked. He’d gone commando. Hell, if it wasn’t for the fact that he was hosting, he would have run around naked all night.


  “Gooood boy,” she cooed again, looking up at him. She snapped her fingers and pointed at the bench.


  He climbed on, realizing he hadn’t looked around to find Tilly while walking to the bench.


  Dammit.


  Abbey quickly buckled his leather wrist and ankle cuffs to him, using snap clips to attach them to the bench. She tied the leash off, too, preventing him from lifting his head too far and looking around.


  She walked around to the front of the bench and lifted the hem of her dress and he sank even more deeply into subspace. No panties, just her bare pussy there, ready to lick.


  And as she grabbed the back of his head, fisting his hair, he realized that’s exactly what she wanted.


  I hope I don’t swallow the damn ring.


  Fortunately, at that angle, he couldn’t really reach her anyway, and she realized it.


  “Darn it,” she said. “Well, guess I just have to do something else, then.”


  He felt a delicious thread of nervous anticipation flow through him, only the feel of the ring against his tongue keeping him remotely in his head at that point. He heard her don a disposable glove before feeling cool gel against his ass.


  His eyes dropped closed, a soft moan rolling through him.


  Ooooh, yes. This was something they couldn’t do at the club. Well, technically they probably could, since it was a toy, not a penis, but they didn’t. He’d used a vibrator on her several times during play at the club, or she’d had him put in a butt plug in the bathroom while getting dressed.


  She quickly got a fairly modest butt plug seated inside his ass, his rock-hard cock now dripping pre-cum.


  Stripping off the glove, she walked around in front of him and knelt to speak to him. “I’m thinking someone wants to get off fairly fast,” she said, untying the leash from the bench. Then she unsnapped his wrist and ankle cuffs, stood, and tugged on the leash.


  He got up, his rigid cock standing straight out, and followed her over to the recliner, where she’d put a towel down. Now she sat, spread her legs, pulled the hem of her dress up, and tugged on the leash until his face was buried in her pussy.


  Okay, yes, he could reach her now—wasn’t the first time he’d done this to her in this chair—but the ring was still posing a logistical problem. He kept it tucked between his cheek and gum in the left side of his mouth, but the stone kept digging into his gums.


  Nonconsenual jewelry play. Who knew?


  He did the best he could, but she still noticed after a few minutes, even when she had her left hand dug into the back of his head.


  “What’s going on?” she asked, looking down at him. “Wait, is there something in your mouth?”


  Somewhere behind Abbey, he heard Tilly clap her hand over her mouth to stifle a snort of laughter.


  Great, thanks for the help.


  He nodded.


  She held her left hand out in front of him. “Spit it out,” she sternly said.


  Taking this as his chance, he flipped the ring around in his mouth then worked his lips over her ring finger, sliding it on all the way. The entire time, he looked up into her eyes.


  Shock registered as she realized what he’d done.


  “John, I—”


  “Will you marry me?” he asked before he lost his chance. “I mean, I know you said you want to, and we’re already planning it, but I wanted to actually, you know, officially ask the question.”


  Then she started crying. Happy tears, he was pleased to see, nodding as she let go of the leash and flung herself onto him. “Yes!”


  Apparently their friends had been paying attention after all, maybe with Tilly’s forewarning. The room erupted into applause as John ended up on his back on the floor, Abbey straddling him, kissing him.


  He took advantage of that, grabbed her by the hips, and sank his cock home into her pussy.


  That got her attention.


  He swallowed her moans as she kept kissing him, actively fucking him back as they lay there going at it. He reached up and cupped her breasts through her dress, freeing them from it, pulling down the front, the cheers of their friends fading away in his brain as he sucked her nipple into his mouth and then nipped it.


  Her needy moan dug straight through his cock. He rolled, taking her with him, flipping her onto her back and hooking his arms under hers to keep her from sliding away from him. Harder, faster, deeper, he drove his cock into her as he stared down into her eyes, knowing she was close.


  “Come for me, baby,” he said. “Give me what I want.”


  Nails raked down his back, her heels digging into his ass as she came.


  “Good girl,” he said, speeding up and glad to finally be able to blow his load, the butt plug still wedged in his ass making it difficult to hold back in the first place. As he finally collapsed on top of her, another round of cheers went up.


  Beneath him, Abbey started giggling.


  When he pushed up onto his elbows to look, she was grinning, clamping down on her lower lip with her teeth as she tried to hold back the laughter.


  She grabbed his leash, which still hung from his collar, and pulled him in for another kiss.


  “We should give out a gift certificate to Sigalo’s to anyone who can accurately explain that scene to the rest of us,” Tilly called out, starting another round of laughter around the room.


  He unsnapped the leash and sat up, helping Abbey sit up in front of him. She blushed as she started trying to put the girls away in her dress. No, this wasn’t the wildest thing their friends had seen from them at a party, but it was certainly the least-anticipated outcome on their part. Usually if they started in one role at a party, they finished before switching over.


  “I think I need to go take out this butt plug and clean up,” he said. “What do you think?”


  She leaned in to kiss him again. “I think that’s a great idea…Sir.”


  He pulled her left hand up to his mouth and feathered his lips over her finger. “Good thing I didn’t accidentally swallow that,” he said. “You’d have to go fishing around for it in the other end with a glove and some lube.”


  She burst out laughing, falling against him. “I think I might call red on that, Sir. Sorry. You’d have to wait for it to pass naturally.”


  He stood and helped her up. “Then let’s get our stuff and ourselves cleaned up. I have a feeling people will want to say something to us, but not like…this.”


  “Agreed.”


  Chapter Eight


  


  Clarisse knew she couldn’t wait all night to do what she had to do. Plus she knew she’d need at least enough pee in her to do both tests. Right now, she had to go pretty darn bad.


  Add to that the worry Sully might opt to rig her instead of Mac for the contest, and there would go her chance.


  She grabbed her bag and snagged Abbey during a lull in the congratulations, pulling her into the master bedroom and closing the door behind them.


  “I need your help,” Clarisse admitted, forcing herself not to burst into tears.


  Abbey frowned. “Sweetie, what’s wrong?”


  Well, theoretically, Clarisse wanted as many of her friends around her as she could get. Practically, that would be impossible. For starters, the men of the party would notice if nearly all the women there suddenly disappeared into the master bedroom.


  Then there was the fact that a couple of them were already in the process of being rigged. Leah was actually rigging Seth, so she wouldn’t be able to join them, either.


  “Please, I can’t explain, and Mac and Sully can’t know yet. Can you grab Tilly and maybe Loren and Essie? Bring them in here? Only if they can get away without any of the guys noticing.”


  “Sure, but—”


  “Please?”


  Abbey rested her hands on Clarisse’s shoulders. “Talk to me. You’re scaring me.”


  Clarisse couldn’t say it. She opted to dig into her purse and hand one of the sealed test kits and the instruction sheet to her.


  Abbey had to turn the instructions around to read them…


  Then realization dawned.


  “I’m scared,” Clarisse said. “And I really need at least a couple of you guys with me when I do this.”


  “But what about Mac and Sully?”


  “I’ll explain after. Please?”


  Abbey nodded and handed them back to her. “I’ll be right back.” Abbey hugged Clarisse, kissing her on the forehead before hurrying out, shutting the door behind her.


  As Clarisse sank to the bed, the full realization of what she was about to do hit her.


  Worse, the circumstances around it.


  She’d deliberately concealed something pretty damn big from her men, something they’d already told her was her decision to make. She’d had no reason to hide it, and now she was probably going to make it worse.


  Since she’d come this far, at least she wanted to know the full extent of how badly she’d fucked up before admitting it to her guys.


  Abbey returned a couple of minutes later with Tilly and Loren. Abbey locked the bedroom door behind her while Loren muttered and tried to shut off the glowing hearts hanging from her nipple rings. It took her a couple of attempts and getting them through the various flashing sequences before she found the off setting.


  “I hate these damn things,” Loren groused. “I feel like a derpy dog. I can see I’m going to have to readjust my hard limits with Ross.”


  Tilly wore an expression of all business. “Honey, what’s going on?” she asked Clarisse. “Abbey said you needed us.”


  She’d dug the other test kit out of her bag. She held up the two sealed pouches and the instructions.


  Tilly frowned, immediately catching on. “Why are you acting like this is a bad thing?”


  “Because I fucked up. Big time.”


  Tilly’s gaze narrowed even more. “If you are about to tell us you cheated on those guys, I’m going to drive you to the hospital myself and have you admitted for a thorough exam and an MRI. Because I wouldn’t believe you’d say something like that unless you had a serious head injury or an alien parasite or something.”


  Clarisse shook her head.


  “Well, let’s do this,” Tilly said, obviously taking charge, much to Clarisse’s relief. “Either you are, or you aren’t. But I suspect if you’ve got two test kits you already have a strong suspicion as to this question’s answer.”


  Clarisse nodded.


  Tilly took the test pouches and instructions from Clarisse before she gently grabbed her arm and herded her up off the bed and into the master bathroom. Loren and Abbey started to hang back at the doorway, but Clarisse motioned to them.


  “No, please come in. Not like I’m bashful in front of you. This is why I wanted you here. You’ve seen worse.”


  Loren snorted as she grabbed Abbey’s robe off the back of the bathroom door and pulled it on. “You ain’t kiddin’, sweetie.”


  Tilly, now in full-on nurse mode—not even the kinky kind—completely read through the instructions before ripping open the kits and handing Clarisse the first one. “I’ll get the second one ready and we’ll switch off.”


  “I have gloves, if you want them,” Abbey said.


  Tilly snorted. “Please. I’ve had my fingers up Cris’ ass before.” She must have noticed their reactions, because she said, “Hey, I’ve washed up since. Hello, nurse. Nursing students go through hell like you wouldn’t believe. Not to mention when they actually are working. Accidentally getting a little of my friend’s pee on my fingers isn’t going to kill me. Besides, Eddie nearly sprayed me in the face that first time I tried to change his diaper.”


  Clarisse had to keep from laughing so she didn’t mess up and have to wait until next time she had to pee. “I warned you boys are tricky.” She stuck the test strip into the stream as she went.


  “I never did pediatrics, except briefly in school. I mostly trained on and worked with adults.”


  “Except Landry,” Loren said. “He’s a big baby.”


  “The biggest,” Tilly agreed, swapping out the testers when Clarisse handed the first over. “Sir Fussypants.” She capped the tester and set it on the counter, the second cap at the ready. “Thank god he’s only like that when he’s not feeling well. My own damn fault. He warned me he wasn’t a good patient when we met. But I wouldn’t trade him or Cris for the world.”


  After Clarisse handed Tilly the second tester and it was capped and safely on the counter, Tilly moved to the sink to wash her hands. “Time, anyone?”


  “Eh, I don’t think that’ll be necessary,” Abbey said, pointing.


  Already, the first was starting to show a line in the positive window as well as the control window. The second was working through the control window.


  Tilly looked down at the testers. “Well, let’s see what the other one does.”


  Clarisse had finished and washed her hands and joined her friends just in time to see the second one start turning positive, too.


  Now she wasn’t sure if the lump in her stomach was from nerves…or the baby.


  Tilly, Abbey, and Loren wrapped their arms around Clarisse as she softly cried. She didn’t even know for sure if they were happy or sad or confused tears.


  Then again, at that point, it could be hormones, for all she knew.


  It was Tilly who took the reins again. She gripped Clarisse by the shoulders.


  “Okay. Now what gives? Why isn’t this a happy thing, and why aren’t your Frick and Frack in here with you?”


  She weepily explained, feeling stupid and silly and really, really guilty as she told it. When she finished, her friends surrounded her again.


  “Honey,” Abbey said, “I’m sure the guys will understand. You were nervous, and then…” She looked at Loren. “Help me out, here.”


  “You did want to have another baby, didn’t you?” Loren asked her.


  “Yeah. I just hadn’t decided yet.”


  “Well, that explains it,” Tilly snarked.


  “I just…We’d actually sort of talked about it a little. Then Essie and her guys made their announcement. And I got to thinking about it. I guess I just…”


  “Wasn’t thinking?” Tilly eventually finished for her.


  “Yeah. Then it was happy hump day every day, and I kept waffling.”


  “Until you got your ass caught in a waffle iron,” Tilly said.


  Clarisse nodded. “Yeah.”


  “I would suggest telling them now,” Abbey said. “Not just tonight, but right now. I’ll go get them and bring them in. We can stay with you while you tell them, if you want us to, or we can give you guys some privacy.”


  “Privacy might be best,” Loren gently said. “But we’ll wait outside in case you need us once Tilly gets them in here.”


  Tilly disengaged from them. “Sure, throw the Domme switch on the sword,” she teased as she headed toward the bedroom door. “I’ll bring them into the bathroom. We’ll wait in the bedroom with the door locked to keep things private until you’re done.”


  Clarisse stared down at the testers. Yep, they were both positive. No doubt about it.


  “Congratulations?” Abbey offered. “I hope?”


  “Yeah,” Loren said. “We can throw you and Essie kinky baby showers together.”


  Tilly returned, alone. “Bad news, they’re in the middle of spotting for Leah and Seth, and if I drag them out of there and get stand-ins, that’s going to make everyone wonder what the hell’s going on. Everyone who isn’t actively rigging their own stuff is watching what’s going on. I can get them if you want—”


  “No,” Clarisse said, wiping at her face with her hands. “No. I’ll tell them after that’s done. I don’t want everyone else freaking out and thinking I’m dying or something. And I’m not sure Sully will want to tell everyone yet.”


  “Why wouldn’t he?” Tilly asked.


  Clarisse gave Tilly “the look.”


  “Right, sorry. Master. Gotcha. He makes the call. See? We switches, we tend to forget about that shit.”


  Chapter Nine


  


  Ross wondered where Loren and Tilly had gotten off to. He wanted to finish rigging Loren’s harness. He had several strands of lights to weave into her ropes yet. He’d originally planned on suspending her and adding even more, but since he wasn’t being judged, he didn’t want to tie up the suspension frame for the others who were going to use it and who were also competing.


  Come to think of it, he didn’t see Abbey or Clarisse anywhere, either. He was about to start looking for them when he saw the four of them emerge from Abbey’s bedroom.


  And Loren’s nipple hearts weren’t turned on.


  “What’s going on?” he asked her when she rejoined him. “And why aren’t you shining?”


  She looked down and sighed, then turned them on, getting them on the glow setting. “Sorry. Can’t tell you. Super-secret girl meeting.” She grinned. “Sir.”


  “Looorrren—”


  “Seriously. Please don’t make me play the wife card, because you know I will if backed into a corner.”


  Yes, she would. “Fine. I want to know as soon as you can tell me.” He dropped his voice. “Is everything okay? Clarisse looked a little shook up.” As he watched, across the room Abbey made her way over to Gilo’s side and whispered in his ear. He frowned, but then nodded.


  “She’s okay.” Loren placed a finger on her lips. “Shhh. Girl secrets. If I tell you, I’d have to fuck you with a strap-on in front of everyone.”


  “Yeah, like that’s ever gonna happen.”


  He didn’t even like the doctor sticking his finger up there for his yearly prostate exam. He damn sure wasn’t going to let his wife and slave ream him out like a grapefruit on a juicer machine the way Gilo did with Abbey.


  The man’s got bigger balls than I do.


  Different strokes, and all that, and he wasn’t dissing their kink, but it darn sure wasn’t his.


  


  * * * *


  


  It was nearly one o’clock in the morning when the last entrant in the rigging contest had their pictures taken. Then John hooked his iPad into the living room TV for everyone to see.


  “Okay, ladies and gentlemen,” he said. “Here we have your choices. I will warn you, if you hadn’t already heard, that some of the competitors have disqualified themselves from the start. So we’re not going to show their pictures.


  “I randomly assigned numbers to everyone. And those of you who didn’t want copies of your pics, you can come watch me delete them from my iPad as soon as we’re done, if you want. They will not be shared. Number one, rigger Leah and Seth. Nice job, by the way, lady,” he said. “Glad to see your other side come out.”


  “Enjoy it while you can,” Seth said. “You won’t see it very often. Not with me as the model, at least.” He smiled as he pulled Leah close. “I’m going to have a wedgie for a week,” he said, tugging at his jeans. He’d actually worn a pair of bike shorts for the rigging.


  Once the laughter died down, John said, “Well, you were a very good sport. Number two, rigger Derrick and Marcia. Number three, rigger Sully and Mac. Number four, rigger Max, with Cali and Sean. Very creative, guys. I’ve never seen a man’s penis bent into quite that shape before. I think I’ll be walking crooked just from watching. Not even I would try that”—he pointed at Abbey—“and you’d better not, either.”


  Sean gave a thumbs-up to the laughing crowd as Abbey laughed and blew John a kiss.


  “Number five, rigger Mike and Jenny. Number six, rigger Rob, and Laura. Number seven, rigger Bill and Gabe. Last but not least, Number eight, riggers Mark and Josh with Essie.” John looked around. “Where’s Ted? I thought he came with you guys?”


  “Emergency call,” Mark said. “One of his clients was admitted to the ER on a psych hold and he needed to go talk to them.”


  “Ah. Sorry to hear that. Okay, ladies and gents, there are your choices. You are to write a number on your card, and then Abbey will go around with the box and gather everyone’s ballots. Then I’ll have another beer before I tally the—”


  “Hey!” someone playfully called out.


  “I mean I’ll have Scrye the sober CPA tally the votes, and then we’ll announce the winner of the fifty dollar gift certificate to Sigalo’s. Everyone please give a round of applause to Tony and Shayla for that generous donation, if you will.”


  Everyone did.


  Twenty minutes later, Scrye emerged from the back bedroom that was John and Abbey’s home office.


  “Just remember I have your phone number,” Chelbie called out. “If you make us do the stupid fake waiting thing like they do on TV, I’ll give you evil earwigs for the next six months.”


  Scrye laughed. “Nope. The winner by a no-shit serious landslide is…Leah.”


  John turned to find her as resounding applause broke out. She looked honestly shocked. He damn well knew why she’d won by a landslide, if Scrye hadn’t faked the results. Which John doubted he had.


  She’d created a simple, yet elegant, functional, and—most importantly—secure chest and hip suspension harness on Seth. She’d also hoisted him herself, without any assistance from her spotters, using leverage and several turns of rope through the ring to belay Seth up and down.


  And, she was Leah. Everyone knew what she and Seth had been through, and how she and Seth both had put in time, effort, and energy back into their local community, not just their kinky family. They were all happy to see her enjoying herself, laughing, having fun.


  Plus she’d been the only female rigger in the group that night.


  John presented Leah and Seth with the gift certificate then stepped out of the way so everyone could take their turns congratulating them.


  “And now, folks,” John said, “don’t forget you can keep playing.”


  He cornered Scrye in the kitchen, raising an eyebrow at him.


  Scrye walked with him back down to the office. “No shit, she really won. Honest. Take a look for yourself.”


  John did.


  It was unanimous.


  “Son of a bitch,” John said, a little wonder and a lot of pride at his friends mixing together. “How about that?”


  “Well, it was a good rig. Only three of the competitors did suspension tonight. She didn’t even need help lifting him, which in and of itself impressed the hell out of me, and I do this a hell of a lot more than she does. And it looked good, too. Not just a functional tie. Wasn’t elaborate, but it did the job and didn’t look like a drunk mountaineering instructor tied it. Hell, I voted for her.”


  “Huh. Well, good for her.”


  They returned to the living room. Abbey joined them, her smile lighting his heart.


  Yes, he’d do anything for this woman. He pulled her close, his hands sliding down to her ass. “Sorry I flipped you back.”


  She draped her arms over his shoulders. “Oh, I’m not upset, believe me.”


  One long, sweet kiss later, she snuggled close. “Maybe we can save enough energy to play a little once we’re alone.”


  He nuzzled his chin in her hair. “Sounds like a plan to me, baby.”


  Clarisse appeared in the kitchen doorway, behind Abbey and looking like she wanted her.


  He patted Abbey on the ass. “I think you’re being summoned.”


  Abbey turned. John caught the flash of concern on Abbey’s face before she and Clarisse quickly left.


  Abbey hadn’t told him exactly what was going on, but when he looked and spotted the test kits in their master bathroom, under the towel, he somehow knew they weren’t Abbey’s.


  And as he watched Tilly and Abbey go into the master bedroom with Clarisse, Mac, and Sully, he hoped everyone would be smiling when they emerged.


  Chapter Ten


  


   With Tilly and Abbey sheepdogging her, Clarisse sought out Sully and Mac and pulled them aside.


  “We need to talk,” she quietly said.


  The men exchanged a glance. “What’s wrong?” Sully asked.


  “Abbey said we can use their room.”


  Clarisse had left the two test kits on the bathroom counter, Abbey assuring her no one would disturb them.


  When Abbey and Tilly followed them into the bedroom, Sully glanced their way, but Clarisse took them by the hand and led them to the bathroom doorway. “I need to tell you guys something I’ve…I haven’t told you.”


  She led them in, turning on the light. “Close the door, please,” she said to Mac.


  He did.


  “Clarisse,” Sully said. “You’re scaring me. What’s going on?”


  She took a deep breath. “I didn’t tell you guys I went off my birth control pills,” she said.


  At least, she hoped she’d said it. She felt numb, sick—although maybe that might be due to the baby, she thought—and guilty.


  Sooo damn guilty.


  “What did you just say?” Sully asked. “Repeat it.”


  She didn’t want to, but she did. “I’m sorry,” she added.


  Sully took a deep breath and raised a hand when Mac had started to say something. “How long ago?”


  “The day we got home after Seth and Leah’s Christmas party.”


  Mac made a noise, but Sully quieted him again. “December.”


  She nodded.


  He gave her “the look.” “When were you planning on telling us that, and why did you pick tonight to tell us?”


  She didn’t answer the first part of his question.


  In response to the second, she picked up the hand towel she’d covered the testers with and showed them.


  Mac sucked in a sharp breath.


  Sully stared at the two testers for a long moment before he spoke. “I’m not going to assume, pet,” he said, dropping into Master tone. “You need to say it.”


  She took a deep breath. “I stopped taking my pills the day after Seth and Leah’s party…and a little bit ago I took two pregnancy tests…and they’re both positive.”


  Mac stepped forward, laying a hand on Sully’s shoulder. At first she worried maybe it was to hold Sully back, but then she realized both men were grinning.


  Sully grabbed her, almost crushing her in his embrace as he kissed her, hard, deep and coming pretty close to making her forget why they were standing in the bathroom in the first place. He’d no sooner let her go than Mac had grabbed her, spun her around, and kissed her, too.


  Then they did something strange.


  The men high-fived each other.


  She stared at them. “So…you’re not mad at me that I didn’t tell you?”


  Sully cupped her face in his hands and kissed her, long, sweetly, deeply. “No, sweetheart. We’re not mad at you. You never lied. And we did tell you the decision was yours.” He smiled. “Besides, we knew you’d stopped taking your birth control pills.”


  Her eyes widened in shock. “You did?”


  From behind her, Mac chuckled. “Duh.”


  “You keep the pack in our bathroom medicine cabinet, pet,” Sully said. “You know Mac’s daily meds are in there. He’s in and out of that cabinet multiple times a day. When he noticed your pack of pills hadn’t been moved the day after we got back from the party, he looked and saw you hadn’t taken the pill for that day. He told me, and we started keeping track. Within a few days, we were pretty certain you’d stopped on purpose.”


  Mac playfully jabbed a finger at her. “Busted. Totally busted. Besides, duh, we kind of noticed when you missed not one, but two periods.”


  Sully rubbed noses with her. “Silly pet. Why do you think we’ve been taking advantage of you every chance we got?” He reached around her, grabbed her ass, and dug his fingers in as he ground his hips against hers. The hard bulge of his cock pressed into her, making her clit throb. Mac stepped in closer, his bulge pressing against her ass.


  “Finally,” Mac softly said, “I’ll get to fuck that sweet ass of yours again, baby. God, I’ve missed having my cock in there. And blow jobs. I should make you drop to your knees and give me one right now.”


  “Later,” Sully said. His voice flipped back into the Master tone that melted her and always got her instantly wet. “Once we realized you’d made the choice to go off the pill, we decided that since you were going to be a naughty pet and not tell us, then we weren’t going to tell you we were determined to breed our beautiful pet. You’re an adult. You know where babies come from, or should after having two of them. The thought of us getting you pregnant again was more than enough to make us hornier than hell. If we were wrong and you were still taking pills from different pack or something, we figured no harm, no foul.”


  He trailed kisses down her jaw, to the side of her throat, up to her ear. “We didn’t want to pressure you,” he whispered. “I’m your Master and your husband, but this is a decision Mac and I needed to be certain was yours and yours alone. I’m not going to lie. We both wanted at least one more baby and we didn’t want to tell you that because we didn’t want you to feel pressured. You know we’ll love our child no matter what, but we’re really hoping we gave you a girl this time.”


  A soft sob escaped her as her arms clutched at him. “Me, too, Master.”


  “And that’s fifteen with a cane for violating the spirit of the rules by going behind our backs and not telling us you’d stopped taking the pill,” Mac said. “Fifteen each, from both of us.”


  Sully chuckled. “What slave said. Although I was only going to give you ten each. But I’ll go for fifteen.”


  Now a laugh broke free. “Yes, Master. I’ll gladly take them.” It would assuage the guilt she’d felt about not telling them.


  “And then,” Mac said, “we’ll slide our cocks into your pussy and your freshly caned ass and fuck you properly.” He kissed his way down her neck to her shoulder, lightly nipping as he went. “Because I love the way it feels when he’s fucking you at the same time. It feels like the three of us are one. Master said I wasn’t allowed to come anywhere except in your pussy until further notice. That made me even hornier. Especially when he said any day I didn’t fuck you at least once, he’d give me twenty hard cane strokes as punishment.”


  “Well, you avoided those,” she said, giggling.


  “Fuck yeah, I did. Easiest. Order. Ever. Eeevveerrr.”


  “I will admit,” Sully said, “I played dirty. There were a few times I slid a butt plug up Mac’s ass and worked him up right before I knew you were going to go do laundry.”


  “And several times Master had me sit under the desk in the office and fluff him and keep him hard until he had a chance to fuck you,” Mac said.


  “Okay, seriously. Where the hell was I during all this?” Clarisse asked.


  “Oh, busy with the kids, and the boat and stuff,” Sully said. “I honestly thought after about three days either you’d be admitting you were off the pill, or you’d be calling a time out from us mounting you any time you bent over and the boys weren’t around. The longer it went on, the more of a game it became for us, to see when you’d finally break down and tell us. In all seriousness, until tonight, I was beginning to think maybe you’d switched birth control pills or something and were keeping them in your purse, and we had the wrong idea.”


  “Why didn’t you just look?”


  Sully leaned his head back, staring down at her, a shocked expression on his face. “I don’t violate your privacy. Just because I’m your Master, I wouldn’t do that. You should know that. If I want or need to see what’s in your purse, I’ll ask you to show me.”


  “Then please fill me in why that’s any different than looking at my pill pack in the medicine cabinet?”


  “Community property,” Mac said. “Duh. Sweetheart, we all go into that. I can’t help it that I’m a particularly observant slave.”


  “He’s had a lot of years of practice with me,” Sully reminded her. “As my caretaker after I got shot. Making sure I was taking my meds. It’s second nature to him.”


  “I wasn’t even spying on you on purpose,” Mac said. “I thought maybe you’d forgotten to take it. I was going to tell you, but I mentioned it to Sully first and he said hold off telling you to see what you did, in case you were just late taking it that day. Ironically, because he didn’t want you thinking we were checking up on you. When you didn’t take it the next day, we were pretty sure. And then by the third day—”


  “It was game on,” Sully finished with a smile. He pulled his hands from her ass and laid them on her tummy. “Seriously? Another baby? Had you told us the day you you’d stopped—”


  “You’d still have been humping me like horny dogs,” Clarisse finished with a smirk.


  “Duh,” Sully said. “But I would have been a lot more creative and overt about it. Like having Jason and Katie babysit for a day while we rented a hotel room, strapped you down to one of Sean and Max’s frames, and fucked you as hard and as often as we could get it up until our cocks safeworded.”


  “I don’t know,” Mac said. “In a way, I think it was kind of hotter for me like this.” He ground his hips against her ass again. “Secretly breeding the pet. Ooh, there’s a title for an erotic novel for you to write, Master.”


  “Maybe you’re right.” Sully stepped close again, cupping her cheek with his hand as he stared down at her with his grey eyes. His fingers curled, tightened in her hair, around the back of her head. “Maybe we need to act this book out in real life first. Make sure I don’t get a single…detail…wrong.”


  Her throat went dry in that wonderful way it did when she knew she was about to get a royal fucking from them. “But I’m already pregnant, Master,” she said.


  Sully’s lips quirked in a smile. “So? That means we can try even more things without worrying about the consequences.”


  His smile faded. “Sweetheart, I had to let you handle this in your way. If we were working off faulty information, it’d look like we didn’t trust you. If we weren’t, I knew either you’d have a reason for holding back, or whatever recriminations you had over holding back would eat you up and be far worse than anything I could say or do. I love you. I won’t say nothing you do will ever make me stop loving you, but I can’t imagine you ever doing any of those kinds of things. This is a teachable moment, as I’ve learned both from owning and loving the two of you, and from raising our kids together.”


  She felt even worse. “I’m so sorry, Master,” she whispered, barely managing not to burst into tears again. This time of shame. He’d trusted her, and she’d been the one to hold back.


  Worse, now she couldn’t understand why she’d held back in the first place.


  He kissed her forehead, lingering. “I know you are, sweetheart. And I forgive you. But you will still get your punishment, and they will not be easy stripes, either. They’re going to hurt, and they’re going to leave marks. It’s going to happen tonight when we go back to the hotel, because we won’t be able to do them at home. Plus, I want them administered and out of the way so we can put this behind us and focus on the fact that we’re going to be parents again.”


  “You’re going to have a looong car ride home tomorrow, babe,” Mac said.


  Sully tipped his head. “You know, there’s something ironic here. You two realize that, right?”


  Mac asked it. “What?”


  “I’ll beat the two of you for fun or punishment, but none of the three of us would dream of laying a hand on the boys.”


  Clarisse laughed. “You’ve got that look you give them. You don’t need to lay a hand on them. They see you arch that eyebrow and immediately know they’ve been busted. Mac does, too, a little.”


  “I think she should get her fifteen cane strokes while she’s being fucked,” Mac said, his tone sounding evilly playful. “Have her riding one of us while the other stripes that gorgeous ass of hers.”


  “Ooh, and a vibrating butt plug,” Sully said.


  “Now you’re just teaming up on me,” she said. “I don’t know if that’s fair or not.”


  “You’ve never complained before,” Sully said. “I mean, if you want straight cane strokes, we can do that right now. I thought a chance to actually get pleasure mixed in with your punish—”


  “Fuck-punishment it is,” she quickly said, realizing how stupid she was to complain. No, normally punishment strokes, while rare, were isolated, meant to force contemplation about what had brought them on, unless they were punishment strokes willingly chosen as a way to violate a standing rule.


  They were actually giving her an option to choose funishment.


  Hell, yes, she’d choose it.


  Sully looked over her shoulder at Mac. “Fair warning, slave. You whack me in the process of giving her your cane strokes, you’ll get an extra ten yourself, in whatever part of your anatomy you land the stroke on me. For each one. So aim carefully.”


  Mac snickered. “No ball smacks, Master. I promise.”


  Someone knocked on the bathroom door. “Everything okay in there?” Abbey called out.


  Clarisse opened the door. Tilly and Abbey stood there, wearing nearly identical looks of concern.


  “We’re good. Thank you.” She hugged both of them. “Thanks for holding my hand.”


  “Did we miss some unauthorized girl-on-girl action earlier?” Mac joked.


  “Not even close,” Clarisse said.


  “Well,” Tilly said, “technically it was sort of watersports. Just not the kinky kind.”


  The women laughed.


  Sully stared at them for a moment, processing that. “I don’t even want to know.”


  Chapter Eleven


  


  After leaving the party, Clarisse sat in the back seat, relieved her men weren’t upset and glad to have a chance to atone. After emerging from the bathroom, they’d gone out and spread the good news to the rest of their friends, Sully not wanting to wait to announce her pregnancy.


  A little nervous trepidation filled her. Could she put her foot down and refuse punishment?


  Sure, but that would be changing her relationship with the men in a way she didn’t want.


  She wanted the punishment. She didn’t want Sully or Mac loosening the rules. She’d agreed to abide by them when she signed on for the deal. She loved them, and they had two beautiful kids together. Her life with them had been a fairy tale. Yes, they’d had a rough patch in the beginning when her ex attacked Mac. Kidnapped her, too, until Sully came to rescue her.


  And she’d ended up rescuing him instead. Both of them.


  Not a time of her life she dwelled on.


  But this, it had brought back some of those deep, dark fears. The memories of her life before Sully and Mac…and the lengths she’d been willing to go to stay with them.


  It was comforting to know that even if she screwed up, it wasn’t something that would destroy what they had. She hadn’t—her worst-case fear—ruined the trust Sully and Mac had in her.


  Up in their hotel room, Sully and Mac didn’t immediately start getting undressed. Instead, they turned to her, waiting.


  She knew what they wanted. Already she felt herself growing wet. She knew they were men of their word. These thirty cane strokes would probably hurt worse than anything she’d experienced short of childbirth.


  Or getting beaten by her ex.


  She also knew the men would reward her on the other end. The slate wiped clean, her conscience cleared, with a hard reminder to herself to never repeat this mistake, or one along its vein.


  Stripping, she walked up to Sully and didn’t even need him to give her the cue before she sank to her knees in front of him and Mac.


  He stroked her hair. “My pet owes us some cane strokes.”


  She nuzzled her cheek against his thigh. “Yes, Master.”


  “How many?”


  “Fifteen for you, fifteen for Sir.”


  His fingers tightened in her hair. “Tell me why.”


  “I withheld information I shouldn’t have, because it impacted all three of us.”


  “And our sons,” Sully said.


  True. They were getting a new sibling, their parents’ time divided yet again. “And our sons,” she added, feeling even worse and wishing they’d just get to the cane strokes so she could get it over with and move on.


  And never do it again.


  “How long do you think you’ve been pregnant, pet?”


  She closed her eyes and thought about it. “I’m not sure, Master. I did miss the second period, but the first one you thought I missed, I had a light one. I wasn’t sure I’d missed it, or maybe it was just normal me. At least four weeks, maybe eight.”


  “Hmm. And you haven’t been to the doctor yet.”


  More guilt. “No, Master.”


  “First thing Monday morning, you better be on the phone to them as soon as they’re open to get the first appointment they have. Understand?”


  “Yes, Master.”


  He was really going to drag this out tonight. She understood why.


  Fisting her hair, he tipped her head back. Both men looked serious. “You know this means you’ll have to cut your time back on the boat.”


  “Master, the doctor said—”


  Sully cut her off. “I’m saying.”


  She swallowed, meek. “Yes, Master.”


  “Good girl.” He looked at Mac. “I know we joked about funishment, but I’ve changed my mind. Thirty, hard and fast. Then we can reward her.”


  “Yes, Sir. Your call.”


  “Over the end of the bed, pet,” Sully quietly said. “Let’s get this over with now. Quickly.”


  She spotted his hard bulge pressing against his zipper. She wasn’t sure if he was horny because he was going to be punishing her, or that she was pregnant and they were happy about that, or what.


  She didn’t care. That bulge meant an imminent reward.


  Mac caught her hand and helped her to her feet while Sully picked a cane from their equipment, a solid rattan cane, stingy as fuck and usually one he only used on Mac.


  Clarisse assumed the position, facedown, closing her eyes and waiting.


  “Do you want your ball gag, pet?” Sully asked.


  “Yes, please, Master.” It would make it easier to take the pain.


  And muffle her cries.


  Mac also brought her a towel from the bathroom to put under her head. No use adding an extra wet spot to the bed if they didn’t have to. A huge snot puddle could easily be avoided by use of a towel.


  When she was ready, Sully stepped to her side. “I thought about making you count, but I decided not to. I can tell you were really upset by your actions. So I’ll give you a choice. Do you want me to go fast and get all fifteen out of the way, do them in groups of five, three, or slowly, so you can process each of them?”


  She didn’t answer rashly. “Threes, please, Master,” she mumbled around the gag.


  Fortunately, Sully was fluent in gag-speak.


  “Very well. Mac will ask you when he gives you his, too.” He laid his left hand in the small of her back and she flinched when she felt the cane touch her backside. “Ready?”


  “Yes, Master.”


  “Very well. Ask me for them.”


  “Please give me my punishment strokes, Master. I want them.”


  “Good girl.” The first three singed like white-hot lightning bolts across the middle of her ass cheeks before she’d even realized he was beginning.


  Her head came up off the bed as she screamed around the gag, struggling to process it.


  Mac sat next to her and stroked her hair. “Shh,” he said. “Breathe through them. It’s just fifteen.”


  Holy crap, Sully hadn’t been kidding when he said he wouldn’t hold back. Not that she’d expected him to be kidding, or to hold back.


  Just as the flare of pain had started to fade, another set of three cut into her upper thighs.


  Sully smoothed his hand over her ass as she screamed into the towel. “I warned you these would hurt and leave marks, pet.”


  By the time he finished the set of fifteen, she’d buried her face in the towel, sobbing, doing her best not to twist away from him.


  When he slipped his fingers between her legs, even she didn’t miss how they slid right into her pussy.


  “Well, I’m glad to see pet still enjoys being punished,” Sully said before pulling his fingers free.


  Not exactly, but she wasn’t about to correct him.


  She enjoyed submission to him, ownership by him. She knew the pain and marks would fade.


  His love for her would not.


  That’s what she enjoyed, the security of that knowledge.


  The men swapped places, Sully sitting next to her on the bed while Mac took the cane and stood beside her at the end of the bed, his hand on her back.


  “I know you might think I’d be easier on you than Master,” he said, “and you’d be wrong. Because I’m his slave, too. And I know the strokes I would expect to get from him if I’d done this. The strokes I would want to receive from him to take it out of my mind so I could let the guilt go over what I’d done.”


  Her tears continued, unabated. Mac’s words cut deeper than any cane strokes could. The utter truth of them.


  Laying the rattan cane against her flesh, Mac asked the question. “How do you want them, pet?”


  “Threes, Sir,” she finally mumbled around her gag.


  “Good girl.”


  He didn’t keep her waiting, either. The first set of three quickly bit into her flesh every bit as painfully—if not more so—than the ones Sully had given her.


  “Keep breathing through it, pet,” Mac quietly said. “You will take them.”


  Yes, she would. The pain was fleeting. By the time they finally let her go to sleep that night, they would have faded to a dull, pleasant ache.


  And even fresher in her memory would be the orgasms they’d wring out of her body.


  Another three, along the backs of her thighs, agonizing.


  She heard Mac suck in a breath. “Sorry, Master.”


  She felt Sully shift on the bed, looking. “It’s all right. We’ll take care of it in a minute. Continue. And do not hold back.”


  It didn’t take a rocket scientist. She knew he’d broken the skin.


  Clarisse wasn’t even aware Mac had finished by the time he stopped. She hadn’t been counting, only breathing, trying to keep her screams down so they didn’t wake up anyone who might be in adjoining rooms. It was when Sully unbuckled the gag and removed it from her mouth that she realized it was over.


  “All done,” he gently said, stroking her hair. “One pet properly punished and once again with a clean slate.” He leaned in and kissed her forehead. “Don’t move. Mac’s going to get the first aid kit. A couple of them broke skin. Just a little, nothing worse than you’ve had before.”


  Then she felt Mac’s hands on her, the sting of an alcohol swab as he cleaned the two wounds, immediately followed by the feel of his breath against her flesh as he blew on them for her to ease the pain.


  Sully propped himself up on his elbow, his other hand tracing abstract designs lightly across her back and shoulders. “When he finishes, pet, we’re going to properly fuck that freshly caned ass of yours, make you come like the good girl you are, and then we can all go to sleep happy.”


  After blowing her nose in the towel, she raised her head to look at him. “Are you really happy?” Mac applied antibiotic ointment to the two places where they’d broken the skin.


  A frown creased Sully’s brow. “Of course I am. We’re going to have another baby. Why wouldn’t I be happy?”


  The guilt was fading, but she knew even cane strokes wouldn’t magically erase it without a little help from time.


  Mac kissed her left flank, off to the side where the cane hadn’t reached. “Babe, we’re over-the-moon happy. The cane strokes were for you, not us. Like he said earlier, we knew anything you put yourself through would be far worse than punishment from us. Been there, done that. Duh.”


  She looked over her shoulder to see Mac smiling at her as he prepared to stick a large adhesive bandage over one of the marks. He waggled his eyebrows at her. “And by the time I get done sliding my dick up this delicious ass of yours, you’re not going to be thinking about what you did, but about what we’re doing to you.”


  His tone made her clit throb.


  After tending her wounds, Mac patted her leg. “Up on the bed, pet. Time for the second part.”


  He and Sully quickly stripped. Mac had grabbed a condom for this part of the festivities, to make cleanup easier later. While Sully had Clarisse straddle him, his cock easily sliding into her pussy, Mac donned a glove and started lubing her ass.


  With a hand tightly fisting her hair, Sully slanted his lips, kissing her, possessive. “Mac’s been begging me to let him fuck your ass, baby,” he said. “Now he can have at it again.” He smiled. “You lucky pet.”


  She moaned as Mac added a second finger to her ass. “I should have put a butt plug up you while we were caning you,” Mac said. “Saved me a few minutes.”


  “Patience, slave,” Sully said. “She’s not going anywhere.”


  No, she definitely wasn’t.


  It felt like forever Mac took to get her ready to accept his cock. When he eased the head past the first ring of muscle, she moaned, trying to rock her hips to encourage him to go faster.


  Sully tugged on her hair. “Stop trying to drive, pet. We’ll tell you when you can move. You’re all ours.”


  The click of a small battery-operated vibrator being switched on registered in her brain, but when Mac slid it between Clarisse and Sully, she whimpered.


  “Don’t come yet, pet,” Sully tersely ordered. “Hold it.”


  That made it even more difficult.


  Tension sizzled along her nerves, the delicious pinching burn as Mac’s cock plowed deep into her ass, stretching and filling her, pressing Sully’s cock even more firmly against her G-spot.


  She loved this.


  Hell, she’d do this every night, if it was up to her.


  Once Mac’s body was pressed against her, the welts on her ass and thighs stinging a little as he got into position, he stripped off the glove and tossed it onto the floor before bracing himself with his arms. “Master?” he asked, voice sounding strained.


  “Fuck her hard, slave,” Sully said. “You may come whenever you want.” He tipped Clarisse’s head to the side, so she could see Mac’s face. “Ask him to fuck your pretty little ass, baby.”


  “Sir, please fuck my ass.”


  “Good girl. You, however, may not come until I give you permission. And then you have to beg for it.”


  Oh, crap.


  That meant once she started begging to come, he would force her to keep coming until she begged him to let her stop.


  Then she spotted the Hitachi, plugged in and ready, lying on the bed next to Sully.


  Gulp.


  This time of night, she knew the men were likely only good for one each.


  But as Sully and Mac had both said countless times before, women were blessed with the ability to come and come again.


  And they always made sure she did.


  Mac started thrusting slowly at first, taking his time. “Such a sweet, tight ass, baby,” he grunted. “God I’ve missed this ass of yours.” He leaned in and trailed kisses across the back of her shoulders, pressing her body even more firmly against the vibrator and making her whine. “What’s wrong, baby? Something got you hot and bothered?”


  “Yes, Sir. I want to come.”


  “Oh, do you?” He took another deep, hard stroke inside her ass. “Then I guess you’d better beg Master nicely.”


  Sully kissed her again. “You may fuck our cocks, pet, but you may not come yet.”


  She hoped she could obey that order. The vibrator was now slick with her juices, and as she slowly started rocking her hips, her clit slid up and down the round, plastic device.


  I guess I should be thankful it’s not the Hitachi. She wouldn’t have been able to hold back against that.


  Mac, apparently, was holding back, too, even though he didn’t have to. After fifteen minutes or so, Mac pulled her up off Sully, so her back was pressed against his chest. He cupped his hands around her breasts, playing with her nipples.


  It felt sooo good. “Please may I come, Master?” she begged.


  “No. Not yet.”


  Now she couldn’t move, couldn’t fuck them. Sully smiled up at her and switched the vibrator off, pulling it away.


  But he reached for the Hitachi.


  Oh, shit.


  He knew damn well if he used that on her, with her stuffed full of their cocks, and Mac pinching her nipples like that, she wouldn’t be able to obey his order to not come.


  Sully reached up, holding the head of the Hitachi up to her lips. “Kiss it, pet.”


  She did.


  Wincing, she closed her eyes and held her breath when he pressed the head against her swollen clit, but he didn’t turn it on. “Keep fucking her, Mac,” he ordered.


  Mac did, his motions automatically forcing her up and down on Sully’s cock, too.


  “Please, Master, may I come?” she begged.


  “No. Look at me.”


  She forced her eyes open.


  He smiled up at her. “New rule, pet. If, after this baby, you decide you want to have another one, you will tell us that’s what you want first. And if you decide you do want another baby, then you will beg us to make it happen. We will make you beg us to breed you every day, to make up for your omissions this time. You’ll be fucked at least two times a day each by us, tied up, ass propped in the air, while we use the Hitachi on you to make you come the whole time.”


  He rubbed the head of the Hitachi against her clit but didn’t turn it on. “First thing in the morning, and at night before bed. That will be a daily occurrence, and you will beg for it each time. Maybe even more often, if the opportunity presents. You will only be allowed to come during those daily breeding sessions, and they will happen every day until you get pregnant. Or, obviously, if change your mind. And if you do, you have to tell us immediately. Agreed?”


  “Holy fuck,” Mac muttered, nipping the back of her shoulder. “That’s fucking hot.”


  “Yes, Master,” she whispered. His words had made her clit throb even more, her pussy and ass clenching around their cocks as she tried to hold back. The thought of them doing that to her…she wouldn’t deny she liked it. There’d been plenty of times in the past, when she was on the pill and they weren’t trying to have a baby, that Sully and Mac had used similar head games on her before, threatening that very scenario.


  Each time they had, she’d come exquisitely hard, feeling like her body would explode with the force of her orgasms.


  And from talks the three of them had later about fantasies, the men knew it, too.


  Why she hadn’t thought about it this time, she didn’t know.


  “Then you need to say it, pet. Tell us what you want. Ask for it. The same rule still applies, it’s your choice to have another baby or not. But. If you do decide to, what’s our rule?”


  She had to swallow to form spit. “If I decide I want another baby after this one, I will beg Master and Sir for daily breedings, morning and night. And I won’t be allowed to come except during then. And I will have the right to change my mind.”


  “Good girl. Also, this whole next week, we’re going to practice that. Starting tomorrow morning, when we wake up, you’re going to beg us for your morning breeding.” He smiled. “I want to hear you beg for it, pet. I want—”


  Behind her, Mac thrust his hips, groaning in his unmistakable way as his orgasm hit him.


  “Dammit,” Sully muttered. He flipped on the Hitachi. “Pet, come.” He started thrusting his cock up into her as her orgasm ripped her apart at the seams. Even after Sully exploded inside her, he kept the Hitachi pressed against her clit, forcing her to come again and again as Mac grabbed her arms and pulled them behind her, immobilizing her, supporting her so she didn’t fall over.


  “Get used to it, pet,” Sully said. “You’ve got a week ahead of you of forced orgasms.” He laughed. “Then again, after this next week, you might decide you don’t want another baby after this one when you see what’s in store for you if you do.”


  He reached up with his free hand and twisted her left nipple, hard. “Every time I fucked you since we realized you were off the pill, I wanted to tie you up and do that to you. Wish I’d thought about it the first two times.”


  “I did,” Mac said as she moaned her way through yet another orgasm. “Maybe it makes me a special kind of perv, but there are a lot of times we’re together I think about it.”


  “Hmm,” Sully said. “Duly noted. I’ll make sure we incorporate that fantasy even more often for your benefit. Won’t we, pet?”


  She couldn’t answer. It was taking every ounce of spare energy she had not to scream her head off in pleasure.


  “I think that was a yes,” Sully said. “I have to admit, it is a hot fantasy. One we can safely indulge in any time we want when she’s on the pill…or now, while she’s pregnant.”


  “Until she gets to that really cranky point around the fifth or sixth month,” Mac joked.


  “Yesss,” Sully said. “We’ll have to go straight to the forced orgasms to uncranky her.” He laughed. “Then, slave, you’ll get to go back to giving me blowjobs.”


  Mac sighed. “Yes, Master. Gladly.” He nibbled on the side of Clarisse’s neck. “Love you so damn much, sweetheart. You have no idea how happy we are.”


  “Yes,” Sully agreed. “We love you, and you’ve made us the happiest guys on the planet.”


  She would have said she loved them, too, but she was too busy moaning.


  Finally, she had to beg for it. “Please…let me stop coming…Master,” she managed to gasp.


  “What was that?” Sully teased. “I couldn’t hear you.”


  “I think she asked for another hour of orgasms,” Mac joked.


  “Please…Master…let me stop.”


  She gasped for air as he pulled the vibrator away. “Just one more? Well, all right, if you insist, pet.”


  Clarisse didn’t even have time to beg some more before Sully had pressed the vibrator against her clit, sending her off to orbit again.


  Mac giggled.


  Actually fucking giggled. “I’m so damn glad my anatomy’s different,” Mac said. “I feel a little sorry for her right now.”


  “I do, too,” Sully said. “Which is why we’re almost done.”


  And that took another five minutes, before he finally shut off the vibrator and set it aside.


  Mac carefully lowered her onto Sully’s chest before pulling out and heading to the bathroom.


  As she lay there catching her breath, Sully stroked her hair as she listened to Mac cleaning up. He returned a moment later with a warm wet washcloth and a towel, cleaning her up before tossing them in the bathroom.


  Once he turned off the lights, he curled up in bed with them. Sully rolled her onto her side so Mac could spoon against her back.


  “Love you, Master. Love you, Sir,” she whispered, feeling exhaustion taking hold of her.


  Sully chuckled. “You say that now. Don’t forget, first thing in the morning, you’re going to beg us for your first breeding.”


  Behind her, Mac’s cock twitched against her ass. “Fuck,” he muttered. “That’s so goddamned hot.”


  Chapter Twelve


  


  It was after four in the morning when the last of John and Abbey’s guests left. Fortunately, there was very little to do in the way of cleanup, other than empty all the garbage cans and put the bags in their large curbside bin that sat in the garage.


  “Do you think everyone had fun?” Abbey asked after she returned to the kitchen. She’d checked on George one last time while verifying the lanai doors were locked. The tortoise was snug in his temperature-controlled house, dug in for the night.


  “I think so,” John said. “Sure looked like it to me. Although poor Ross. Next time we do an Iron Dom rope contest, we’ll have to make sure someone else is sending out the invite e-mails so he can compete.”


  “He would have won,” Abbey said. “But I’m glad no one in our group is prone to seizures. That was a lot of lights he rigged on Loren.”


  “How about a dip in the hot tub before bed?” he asked.


  “You did up the chlorine in it, right?”


  “Yes.”


  “That was a lot of DNA Cali and her guys were shedding in there.”


  “Well, not just them,” he said. “Tilly and her guys were getting down in there. And a few others.”


  “How about we just take a shower?”


  He chuckled. “Feeling a little squicky?”


  “I’d rather wait a day or two, and a few rounds of chlorination, before we get back in the hot tub.”


  “I’ll turn up the heat and let it run for a day,” he assured her. “It’ll be fine.”


  She hooked her thumb over her shoulder at their bedroom door. “Shower.”


  “Yes…Ma’am?”


  “Maaaybe.” She grabbed his earlobe before he could back away and started leading him toward the bedroom.


  “I think this is more than a maybe,” he said.


  In the shower, with the steamy spray beating down on them, she grabbed him by the earlobe again, pulling him in for a heated kiss. Then she pushed him down to his knees. “Someone didn’t finish going down on me earlier.”


  “I got you off.” He pushed her back against the wall, nuzzling between her thighs. If he didn’t have to have a real job and was independently wealthy, he could make this his real job.


  Easily.


  “And you can get me off again. Finish what you started.” She wound her fingers in his hair while he swiped his tongue up her clit, making her moan.


  He licked, sucked. Between his legs his cock grew hard as her fingers raked against his scalp. He didn’t know how she planned to get him off later, but one way or another, he was going to need a little relief of his own.


  


  * * * *


  


  Yes, John had gotten her off earlier…and given her a damn beautiful engagement ring, to boot.


  Still, there was something to be said about a warm, talented pair of lips and a knowing tongue attached to the head end of a hunky man who owned her heart and soul.


  To satisfy her own curiosity, one time she’d made him suck one of the strap-ons before she’d rolled a condom on it and fucked him with it. He said he wasn’t bi, and she had no desire to share him with anyone, male or female.


  But she wouldn’t deny she giggled with glee watching him trying to deep-throat the thing. She didn’t mind watching a little guy-on-guy action at their private parties. It didn’t happen enough, in her opinion.


  She kept her eyes open and watched him, the way his eyes had dropped closed, the eager way he worked his tongue up into her pussy before swirling it around her clit, again and again.


  He knew her so well, like they’d been together all their lives.


  They had the rest of their lives together, at least.


  Slipping two fingers inside her pussy, he started finger-fucking her while sucking and licking her. That trick was bound to drive her harder, faster toward release. He let out a low, happy growl as she dug her fingers into his scalp harder, pulling on his hair, rocking her hips in time with his motions.


  This was sooo good. He was so good, so perfect. It didn’t take long until her orgasm built until the point of no return, shattering her. She dropped her hands to his shoulders to brace herself, nails digging in and making him moan against her. That only intensified her climax until, finally, she had to push him away.


  Sliding down the wall to sit in front of him, she pulled him in for a deep kiss. “Good boy,” she hoarsely whispered, reaching between his legs and finding his stiff cock.


  With her fingers wrapped around it, she lightly tugged, urging him up to his feet. That put him at the perfect height for her to suck his cock.


  He braced one hand against the shower wall, and cupped the back of her head with the other. “Fuck, baby,” he moaned. “Dammit, you’re so good.”


  At some point, a subtle shift happened. He took over and she was no longer Ma’am sucking her boy’s cock. She was the girl, sucking her Sir’s cock, with him in control and slowly fucking her mouth.


  Tangling his fingers in her wet hair, he looked down at her. “Such a good girl, yes you are,” he whispered. “Play with my balls, baby.”


  Reaching up and cupping them, she gently rolled them against her palm, squeezing, earning her a hiss of pleasure from him. “Yeah, just like that.” His thrusts quickened, deeper, just to the point of gagging her.


  In her hand, his sac tensed, drawing up just before he emptied his load into her mouth with a satisfied moan.


  She sucked him dry, licking, reluctant to let him go when he tried to pull out. He reached down and helped her to her feet, holding her, kissing her. “We’re quite a pair, aren’t we?”


  She smiled, holding up her left hand to look at the ring. “I can’t believe you got me this. It’s beautiful. I love it.”


  “Why can’t you believe it?”


  “I…” She shrugged. “I mean, we kind of did things strange all the way around. I never expected a formal proposal.”


  “Well, I don’t think most people would call what we did a formal proposal.”


  Resting her head against his chest, she snickered. “Yeah, true. That was pretty indecent. Maybe not by our friends’ standards, but by polite society.”


  He turned her so she stood under the spray. “Sorry I didn’t do it sooner. I figured if you showed up around your family with an engagement ring on your finger, they would bug the crap out of you asking about it and make it even more stressful.”


  “Thank you.” He was absolutely right about that. She already dreaded the expected comments after they got married. Until now, her siblings and parents had told her she was smart not to get married.


  And here she was, about to break that track record.


  In a good way, at least.


  After their shower, they dried off and curled up in bed together.


  His voice startled her. She’d thought he’d drifted to sleep. “If you want to revisit the question about children, please do.”


  Her eyes popped opened. She sat up and stared down at him. They’d discussed kids. Neither of them had expressed any great desire for them, especially at their ages. “What?” she asked.


  “What?”


  “Are you saying you want kids now?”


  He shrugged. “I’m not saying I am, and I’m not saying I’m not.”


  “Then what the hell are you saying?”


  He sat up. “I saw the look on your face tonight. If you really want kids, I’m not going to say no to you.”


  “I don’t really want kids. Let me rephrase that. I really don’t want kids. Why? Do you?”


  He smiled. “I want you to be happy. After what I’ve been through, I honestly never really envisioned myself as a parent. But I never had you in my life, either.”


  What’d he’d been through had been horrific. An alcoholic father who’d beaten his mother, who then turned around and shot him, and herself, in front of John.


  He was only twelve.


  Since the death of John’s friend, Mick, just before they became an item, it meant Abbey was the only person who knew all of John’s dark secrets. He’d been raised by his grandparents in Sarasota, never telling anyone but his friend Mick the truth about his parents’ deaths.


  She couldn’t blame him for not wanting to be a parent after going through that ordeal.


  “I have George,” she gently said. “He’s my baby.”


  “And I love George.”


  She stared at him, making sure he wasn’t just saying what he thought she wanted to hear. “After what I’ve been through, honestly? I don’t have an overwhelming urge to be a parent. If we had an oopsie, which I doubt considering I’m forty-two, no, I wouldn’t get an abortion. We’d deal with being parents, and I’m sure I’d love our accidental bundle of joy. But I’m not seeking it out.”


  “Okay. That’s all I needed to know.” He leaned in and kissed her. “I wanted to make sure.”


  “I’m sure.”


  They settled in again. This time, she heard him fall asleep, the way the sound of his breathing changed, deepened, slowed.


  Maybe there was a time she would have wanted to be a parent. Had she met the right man earlier. Had she met John earlier and been with him.


  Not now, not really. Not after hearing John’s sad history. Not after witnessing her own family ripped apart by divorce.


  She could always adopt another tortoise and they could expand Tortoise Town.


  Chapter Thirteen


  


  Eight weeks later, Loren, Tilly, Leah, Cali, Laura, Essie, and Clarisse got together at a restaurant in south St. Pete for lunch on a Wednesday afternoon. Everyone else either had to work, or couldn’t make it for some reason.


  From the moment Loren spotted Clarisse outside the restaurant, she knew something was up. “Tell us,” Loren said as they joined her under the covered entrance.


  Their friend blushed. “What?”


  Tilly crossed her arms over her chest. “Yeah, you look like you’ve got a confession. Spill it.” Her face softened. “Unless it’s something bad, then apologies in advance.”


  Clarisse’s face burned even brighter. “No, not bad, exactly.”


  “How exactly are we talking?” Essie asked. Her baby bump was even more pronounced now, and she’d developed a little bit of a waddle to her stride. They’d confirmed it was a boy, so far totally healthy and no complications.


  Tilly threw her hands up. “Please, just say it.”


  “Twins,” Clarisse whispered.


  Loren wasn’t sure she’d heard her clearly at first. “What?”


  Cali giggled. “Oh, boy.”


  “Twin girls. We found out this morning.” Clarisse burst into tears. “What am I going to do? Do you know how many damn boys there are out there in the world? I wanted a girl, not twins.”


  Loren couldn’t help it. She started laughing and was the first to embrace her friend. “Honey, it’s okay.”


  “I think this is the universe getting me back for not telling Sully and Mac I went off the pill,” Clarisse said. “I really do.”


  Tilly snickered. “It is kind of the ultimate ‘fuck you,’ isn’t it, when you think about it?”


  “Not helping,” Loren said.


  “Hey, no one said I couldn’t mock and help.”


  They got Clarisse settled down and made their way into the restaurant. Once they were seated at their table, Clarisse let out a sad sigh. “We might have to move,” she said. “I don’t want to, but the guys were talking about looking at houses in Tarpon.”


  “Hey, you could move down to Sarasota,” Essie said. “Relocate. Be closer to us.”


  “No, Uncle Tad is up there. And we have the boat.”


  “You have a guest room, the office, and the play room. That’s three. The girls can share a room, at least for a few years. Or the boys and the girls can share rooms. Then Sully could use the playroom as his office.”


  “I tried that argument. They want something big, multi-story, on the water, if possible. I guess when they saw how much our house has appreciated in value since they bought it, they were ready to put the for sale sign out immediately. They’ve been showing me listings and trying to get me to go look at houses, but I don’t want to.”


  “Well, moving can be scary,” Loren said, “but as someone who’s done it a few times in my life, that doesn’t mean it’s a bad thing. This can be a new chapter for you guys.”


  “But I love this house,” Clarisse said, bursting into tears again. “Sorry,” she said as she dabbed at her eyes with a napkin. “Hormones. Hitting me really harder than with the boys.”


  “No shit,” Tilly said. “Double trouble.”


  “This was the house where we became a family,” Clarisse said. “Where they took me in…you know. Everything. Lots of memories.”


  “So you make new memories,” Tilly said. “Did you think maybe besides the practicality of the matter that perhaps Sully and Mac want to make new memories with you?”


  Clarisse didn’t look convinced. “What do you mean?”


  “That was their house when you came into their lives. Now it’s the three of you. Well, not counting rug rats. You said they’re trying to get you to look at houses with them. With them, key word there.”


  “You know,” Loren said to Tilly, “sometimes you surprise me. You can think like a girl when you try hard enough.”


  Tilly grinned, blowing her a kiss. “Love you, sis.”


  “Love you, too, sis.” They weren’t related by blood, but by choice. Loren had a front-seat view of Tilly’s transformation from who she was when Cris first came into her life, then after he left, and then when he returned with Landry. The newer Tilly was harder, more pragmatic, realistic.


  Some would say cold.


  But not really. Tilly had a crunchy protective shell that, if you knew the secret passage into her heart, turned into a gooey, warm, loving center.


  By the time they’d finished lunch, they’d gotten Clarisse calmed down and convinced that moving wasn’t the worst thing in the world, and that maybe she should be open to what her men were suggesting.


  Sully and Mac owe us, Loren thought.


  Loren and Tilly had ridden separately from the other four Sarasota women. The two of them wanted to stop by the Ellenton Outlet mall on their way back, and the others weren’t able to.


  Tilly had driven, in her SUV. As they crossed over the Skyway Bridge, Tilly glanced her way. “Whatcha thinkin’ so hard about there, sis?”


  “We’ll probably be seeing even less of those three now,” Loren said. “Four kids is a handful.”


  “Yeah,” Tilly quietly said.


  After a few minutes, she reached over and found Loren’s hand, squeezing it, leaving it there.


  “I sometimes think,” Tilly said, softly, slowly, deliberately, “about everyone having kids. Does it make me a horrible friend that I wanted to slap the crap out of Clarisse at the party that night when she told us she hadn’t told Sully and Mac about going off the pill?”


  Loren squeezed her hand. “No, sweetie. It doesn’t.”


  Tilly stopped at the southern rest area on the bridge, pulling into a parking space far from the building. They stared north into Tampa Bay, a cruise ship taking advantage of high tide and slowly making its way south toward the span.


  Loren knew Tilly would speak when she was ready.


  When she could actually get the words out.


  “She has choices,” Tilly finally said after a few minutes. “They all had and have choices, even if it was accidental. They don’t know how fucking lucky they are to have choices. I never got a choice. You never got a choice. Where were our fucking choices?”


  Tilly pounded her hands against the steering wheel, sobbing until Loren finally leaned over and grabbed her, holding on until Tilly went limp in her arms, crying.


  Loren stroked her friend’s hair, back now to its previous length before Cris had first left her years ago. While Loren hated what Cris had done to Tilly then, the hindsight, and the healing with Landry and Cris now in Tilly’s life, Loren knew it was just one of life’s unexpected story arcs. Tilly was devoted to her men, trusted them, loved them. Either man would kill or die for her.


  It had helped her friend heal in many ways, even if Tilly didn’t realize it.


  Unfortunately, there was one thing their love couldn’t heal.


  “It’s been years,” Loren gently said. “They’ve made advancements since then. Did you think about that? The three of you can go and talk to a fertility doctor.”


  “I did,” Tilly whispered. “I went a couple of weeks ago.”


  Loren thought about how to phrase her next words, not wanting to say the wrong thing. “You never said anything.”


  “I didn’t even tell them,” she said. “I didn’t want to get their hopes up when I didn’t even know if there were any hopes to get up.”


  “You didn’t tell me.”


  “I didn’t know how.”


  “Honey, you can tell me anything.” She loved Tilly to death and knew damn well why Tilly hadn’t said anything. But what happened in her own past wasn’t Tilly’s burden to bear.


  Especially since Tilly didn’t even know the whole story.


  “I took all my records, they did ultrasounds and an MRI and said they could probably do surgery, but even then I was looking at maybe a ten percent chance, if I was lucky.” She sniffled. “My regular OB/Gyn suggested a hysterectomy at my last visit due to my pain getting worse every month and my…history. I wanted to be really, really sure before I made a decision. Any decision. If there was a reasonable chance…”


  She broke down sobbing again. “That motherfucker took all that from me.”


  “I know, sweetie.” She knew Tilly’s history.


  Tilly wasn’t talking about Cris or Landry.


  “Who the hell do these fucking assholes think they are?” Tilly moaned.


  Loren knew the only way through this for her friend was through it. She’d long suspected this was something Tilly hadn’t finished dealing with, no matter what she’d said.


  Frankly, Loren was surprised it’d taken this long to come to the surface. Things had been going smoothly with Tilly and her men for a couple of years now. Landry had beaten his cancer a second time and there were no signs of it coming back. Tilly had seemed happy, fulfilled.


  Mostly.


  “You guys could adopt.”


  “I thought about it. I really did. I just…I can’t. That was the only thing I’d ever wanted, to be a mom, a wife, and that motherfucker took it from me. Maybe it makes me sound like a cold-hearted bitch, but it’s just how I feel. I wouldn’t adopt a dog or a cat if I wasn’t sure. I’m darn sure not going to adopt a poor baby and then not be able to bond with it. That’s not right.”


  They sat there for the better part of an hour while Tilly talked and cried it out of her system. Then Loren urged her out, took the keys from her, and walked with her to the restroom. While Tilly was using the bathroom, Loren caught a glimpse of her own face in one of the mirrors over the sinks.


  The haunted look never far from the surface.


  There were days she was sure she’d look in the mirror and see the scared, beaten co-ed looking back at her, the one who’d gone to a frat party, and woke up in a park with a dirty sheet wrapped around her and with no clue what had happened.


  At first.


  She’d met Ross, a friend of her roommate’s brother, only a few weeks earlier.


  She’d immediately felt protected, safe, even though he hadn’t made a single romantic move on her and her roommate’s brother told her Ross was interested in her.


  After she’d called her roommate to pick her up, and she couldn’t convince Loren to call the cops, she’d called Ross.


  Her roommate had told him what happened. He’d driven her to the hospital and stayed by her side. He’d taken her to talk to the campus cops, where she’d sobbed the story out to their less than compassionate officer.


  He’d didn’t leave her side. Even when no one else had believed her, when the frat brothers closed ranks and denied anything had happened, when the campus cop told her he’d look into it even though he also told her he doubted any charges would be filed, and she really should be more careful about how much she drank at a party.


  Except…she hadn’t had any alcohol. She’d accepted a soda from one of the guys there, and it was the last clear memory she’d had of the rest of that evening except for snippets here and there.


  And now…


  She startled when Tilly emerged from the stall. Fortunately, her friend was too far out of it, trying to work through her own old-fresh grief, and anger, to catch it.


  It’d been years since Loren had consciously thought about those days.


  About what had happened.


  What had resulted.


  About the unexpected midnight visit a few weeks later from Ross, his clothes smelling like gasoline and booze, even though he was sober and hadn’t been drinking.


  How he’d asked if he could wash his clothes there, and if she would be willing to swear he’d spent the night there with her, even though he stretched out on the couch and gently rebuffed her efforts to get him to sleep in bed with her.


  She’d never left his side since.


  Not willingly.


  Not after seeing the morning news report on TV just after Ross had left to go to his morning classes, about the fiery car crash that killed four drunken frat brothers when they ran off the road and down a hundred-foot embankment.


  Tragedy, really. Lives cut short.


  Wasn’t the only thing cut short. Like her own hopes for motherhood.


  After Ross graduated, they got married, moved from Pennsylvania to Florida, and never looked back.


  Tilly washed her hands, her face, blew her nose. Then she turned to Loren. “So, shopping till we’re dropping?” she asked, forcing the smile.


  Loren smiled, slipping an arm around Tilly’s waist. She was a few years older than Tilly, had more time to come to grips with things.


  But there were some things she couldn’t even tell Tilly. And what she had told Tilly had been heavily redacted under the guise of emotional baggage. “Shopping till we’re dropping. Does Landry still have that black AmEx?”


  Tilly giggled. “Ooooh, yeah.”


  “Hmm. How about we do a little retail therapy, then?”


  “You read my mind, Lor.”


  Loren deposited Tilly in the passenger seat before walking around and getting behind the wheel. She had to adjust the seat a little, because Tilly was nearly the same height but had longer legs than Loren did.


  After starting the engine, she adjusted her mirrors and put on her seatbelt. “Better?”


  The haunted look was almost gone from Tilly’s face. “Maybe I should get the hysterectomy,” Tilly softly said. “Just do it and get it done and over with. Move forward.”


  “Talk to your guys first,” Loren advised as she shifted into drive and headed toward the rest stop’s exit. “That’s what they’re there for.”


  “I know. But you know them.” Tilly held her hands up in front of her, clenching her fingers together. “They want to fix everything. Which isn’t a bad thing, I know, but some things…”


  Loren glanced over when Tilly didn’t finish her sentence after several long moments. Tilly was staring at the water to the south of the causeway as they merged onto the highway again.


  She knew what Tilly had been about to say.


  But some things just can’t be fixed.


  They could only be made right.


  And even then, not all the way. Not really. Not completely.


  Just enough you could keep your head held high and not let it eat at you until you rotted from the inside out.


  “I know, sweetie,” Loren finally said as they passed the exit for US19 south. “I know.”
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