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  Chapter One


  


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


  


  October 10…


  


  Dear Friends,


  Seth and Leah would like to invite you and your significant and non-significant others to a kinky Halloween Spank or Treat party.


  Dress up (or down!) as whatever sexy or scary creature you want for a night of hobnobbing with hobgoblins (or knob-gobbling, same thing).


  Rumor has it there might be a naked pumpkin carving contest. Or you can take a marker and draw an Ass-O-Lantern on your subby’s hindquarters. Your choice. (We don’t want to know where you’ll put the candle. That’s some kinky wax play, right there…) There might also be a bobbing for boners contest (new and unused dildos only, we promise).


  The event takes place Saturday, October 29th.


  RSVP to Ross BEFORE Monday, October 24th. Directions and gate access code will be sent to those who RSVP’ed on Tuesday, October 25th.


  


  Arrive after 6:00 p.m.


  Dinner will be at 7:00 p.m.


  Stay and play until???


  


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


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


  


  HOUSE RULES:


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  Chapter Two


  


  “Well?” Seth asked as he proudly surveyed his handiwork. “What do you think?”


  Leah let out a snort. “Seriously?”


  He almost looked hurt. “What? Don’t you like it?”


  Leah softened her tone. “I think it’s horribly adorable, but what are you doing? More importantly, why?”


  “I’ve never put up a huge Halloween display before. I thought it’d be neat to do it since we’re hosting the Halloween party this year.”


  Originally, Tony and Shayla had volunteered to host the party. But then Tony got called out of town on a massive emergency project for work for several weeks, meaning he wouldn’t have time to help Shayla with the preparations.


  Or maybe not even be there.


  So Tony and Shayla had offered to swap out and hold the Christmas party instead. Seth and Leah would take on the New Year’s party, giving Abbey and John the Valentine’s Day party.


  And…so on. Ross was the one keeping track. Ross and Loren couldn’t hold many parties at their house anymore. Not now that Essie’s mom—who lived right across the street from them—was friends with them. If she saw her daughter or sons-in-laws’ vehicles in the yard, she might toodle on over to see what was up.


  That was a situation everyone wanted to avoid. It was one thing for Essie’s mom to be okay with her daughter’s polyamorous living arrangement with the three Collins brothers.


  Walking in on a kinky BDSM party might not go over so well.


  Thus, Ross and Loren weren’t hosting many parties right now. Leastways, not the big holiday ones.


  “Well, it’s safe to say you’ve crossed ‘huge Halloween display’ off your bucket list, Sir,” Leah said.


  “Was that subtle snark?”


  She smirked. “Not at all, Sir. I believe that was outright sarcasm. At least, that’s the effect I was going for.”


  “Hmph.”


  In the yard, Seth had assembled a hodgepodge of Halloween decorations, from the standard fake tombstones all the way up to inflatables, and even a gigantic moving spider flanking their front door. He’d strung orange and purple lights in the bushes and trees around the front of the house, fake spiderwebs threatened to entrap people, and several fake zombies were in various stages of emerging from the ground.


  “You have to admit,” he said. “This is pretty awesome.”


  She slipped her arm though his. “I didn’t say it wasn’t.”


  “Is it scary?”


  “Define scary.”


  “No orgasms for a month.”


  “Terrifying, Sir. I’m trembling in fear.”


  He snorted. “Again, at least try to be convincing.”


  “I’m a horrible liar, Sir. You know that.”


  “I know.” He pulled her into his arms. “It’s one of the many things I love about you.”


  


  * * * *


  


  “Holy. Shit.” Tilly stared at the iPad pics Leah had taken of Seth’s Halloween yard display. “So I’m guessing this is his new holiday hobby?”


  “Apparently. I might have to talk to Askel about renting warehouse space from him for storage. Between this and Christmas, we’ve now officially outgrown the garage, not that we could park a vehicle in there before.”


  Tilly passed the tablet off to Loren, who looked at the pics. “Wow.”


  “Tell me about it. And he’s planning on decorating inside the house, too. He hasn’t even started that part yet.”


  “So what are you going to be for Halloween?” Loren asked.


  “Tired,” Leah said, only half joking. “He wants to make another run up to Tampa later today for more outside decorations.”


  Tilly giggled. “Sorry, but that’s adorable.”


  “I know it’s adorable, but he’s wearing me out. He woke me up last night to show me something else he’d found online that he wants to buy for the yard.”


  “Aww,” Loren said. “That’s adorable.”


  Leah shot her stink-eye. “I said that. But he’s like a kid at Christmas.”


  “Maybe it’s just how he’s dealing with stuff,” Tilly suggested. “Now that he knows you’re okay.”


  “Maybe. I thought about that. I just wish he’d do it a little less…enthusiastically. I’m going to be picking fake cobwebs off my bookshelves and out of my knickknacks for months at this rate.”


  “Eh, just leave them,” Loren said. “Say they’re decorations and come next October 1st, that’s one bit of decorating you don’t have to do.”


  “Ha. Ha.”


  “I’m heeelpful,” Loren said.


  “Yes. Yes, you are.” Leah picked up her mug of coffee and took a sip.


  Loren finished looking at the pics and returned the tablet to her. “So, any special fun we can expect at the Halloween party?”


  “That would be your sadist’s department. Didn’t Ross mention something about an ‘ass-o-lantern’ contest?”


  “Yeah, but Clarisse already had the twins,” Loren said. “And Essie had her little rug rat. He was looking forward to someone drawing a face on a pregnant belly.”


  “I find that simultaneously funny and disturbing,” Leah said.


  “I know, right? You should see some of the crap he’s done to me over the years. All I know is I’m probably the first and only woman you’ll meet who now has ‘permanent marker’ on her hard-limit list.”


  Leah snorted. “I gotta hear that story.”


  “We don’t have enough time,” Loren said. “Or booze. And I’m driving, so I can’t drink anyway.”


  Tilly laughed. “I have heard that story, and trust me, it’s a whopper.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Leah had no sooner walked in the door after returning from lunch with her friends than Seth came rushing out of the office and intercepted her. He had the bright, wild-eyed look of a five-year-old on a sugar high on Christmas morning.


  “Babe! Guess what I found!”


  “Your sanity?” She set her purse on the couch.


  “Haha. No. Come look. I’ve got to show you this.” He grabbed her hand and dragged her into the office. On the screen was a picture of a large black cat inflatable.


  “Holy…how big is that thing?” She leaned in to read the screen.


  “Twenty feet! The legs are nine feet tall. It’s going to look great!”


  She turned to him. “You already bought it, didn’t you?”


  “Second day air, baby.” His smile faded. “Don’t you like it?”


  “I love it.” She leaned in and kissed him. “Please don’t start doing this for other holidays, okay?”


  “Why? What’s wrong?”


  “Nothing’s wrong, but I don’t want our house to be nothing more than a series of holiday displays. Christmas, yes, definitely. Halloween, okay. It’s obvious you love doing this. But you try to bring in giant hearts or dancing leprechauns or something, I’m going to start sabotaging them.”


  “I’m going a little overboard, huh?”


  She pinched her fingers together in front of her face. “Just a little.”


  “Can we still go to Tampa for more shopping today?”


  “You’re the Master. You tell me.”


  He grinned. “Good. Then we’re going to Tampa to do more shopping.”


  She hoped she successfully concealed her eye roll until her back was turned to him. She didn’t want to hurt his feelings. “Yes, Sir. I’ll go get my purse.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Ed Payne got off the phone with Seth and stared at it for a long moment. Seth and Leah would be having a Halloween party at their house, for their kinky friends.


  And Ed and his wife were, of course, invited.


  After a few minutes of contemplation, Ed stood and went to the large safe in his office. Opening it, he withdrew an envelope.


  The last envelope.


  The last one he had, at least.


  The last thing he needed to do to fully complete his promise to Kaden.


  He wasn’t sure what lay inside, except perhaps another index card, based on the feel of it. There was something else, or some things—small, flat objects. The instructions that had accompanied this particular envelope were odd, to say the least.


  Staring at it, a mix of emotions rushed through him. Before he’d died, Kaden the control freak had given Ed a series of index cards and envelopes to give to Seth following Kaden’s death from pancreatic cancer. Things to give to Seth at very specific times, starting immediately after Kaden’s death. Mostly having to do with how to get Leah through the process.


  He knew a couple of other people had also been given envelopes to give to Seth and Leah, but Kaden never told Ed who they were, or how many.


  I know you asked me to do this, Kaden, but I wish you’d given this particular burden to someone else. I really do.


  


  * * * *


  


  Leah watched as Seth eagerly unloaded his new purchases from the truck and started setting them up in the yard with the rest of the display. No, she didn’t want to be a wet blanket on his fun. He was having a shit-ton of fun.


  Just like Kaden used to with Christmas.


  She knew it was odd she didn’t feel like this when Seth put up the Christmas display. That was different. That was for fun and to keep Kaden’s spirit alive for both of them. She didn’t want them to stop doing that.


  This, however…this painfully reminded her of Kaden.


  He even sounded like Kaden, talking about the new items he wanted to get to put into the display.


  Just like Kaden.


  Which shouldn’t be a surprise to her, considering how the two men had practically grown up together from infancy. They’d sounded alike when Kaden was alive, some of the same turns of phrase, the same mannerisms. They truly were more brothers than friends.


  I need to get over this. It’s my problem, not his.


  If only he’d acted differently while doing this. If only he didn’t remind her so damn much of Kaden, it wouldn’t have bothered her.


  Add to that the fact that she felt guilty about feeling this way.


  She could never admit it to him. He’d want to take the display down, not understanding the problem wasn’t him, or what he was doing, but her.


  It was her issue to deal with, and deal she would.


  He couldn’t fix this for her.


  She didn’t want him to fix this for her.


  She knew she needed to get through it on her own, to adapt and overcome. Hopefully, next year, she’d be better.


  This year, it had blindsided her.


  She wanted to share his joy in this.


  It would mean a long road of tiny steps forward, with the occasional step back. She knew from the past that she could now walk it.


  Only she could walk it.


  He plugged in another inflatable he’d staked out, a waving Frankenstein monster.


  Seth turned. “Well? What do you think?” he asked as it slowly came to life.


  She smiled. “I love it. I think it’s great. It’s going to be a great new tradition.”


  She knew in her heart that it was the truth.


  Now she just had to keep repeating it until she could believe it.


  Chapter Three


  


  “You have no idea how much I’m looking forward to this party tonight,” June said. She was dressed as a pornographic Tinkerbell, complete with a sparkly pink strap-on adorning the front of her outfit. Over that she wore a long trench coat that hung to her ankles.


  Her husband, Mark, also known as Scrye to his friends, let out a snort. “Nooo. Enlighten me, please. You’ve only been talking about it nonstop for the past two weeks.”


  “Well, look how long it’s been since we’ve gotten out. What, Valentine’s Day? I can’t help it. I want to see everyone.”


  “Sorry.”


  “I wasn’t blaming you.”


  “Yeah, you were.”


  “Okay, I was, but I didn’t mean to sound bitchy about it.”


  He smiled. “You weren’t bitchy. I just like banking the guilt trip.”


  “Sadist.”


  “That’s ‘sadist Sir,’ to you.”


  June blew him a raspberry. Their daughter, Sonya, had withdrawn from UF and moved back home for most of the summer. Then she’d applied to USF, was accepted, and now shared an apartment up in Tampa with her younger sister, Maren. Maren not only excelled in academics, but with her competitive swimming, too.


  Sonya was working part-time to help pay expenses. Mark and June had done some financial juggling that wouldn’t hurt their retirement plans too much, but Sonya was now a lot happier and thriving in her classes, instead of being miserable and struggling.


  It had taken Mark a while to ease June into the idea that one of their daughters wasn’t quite as perfect or driven as the other. It hadn’t hurt that he brought up the point that, if Sonya moved back from Gainesville, it meant no way would she get back together with the little asshat she’d been dating. Mark had had to drive up there to have a man-to-man conversation with him on Valentine’s Day night.


  But having Sonya living at home for a few months had put a crimp in their kinky lifestyle, which hadn’t helped June’s mood any. Fortunately, that didn’t last long. And now that June wasn’t teaching kids’ gymnastics anymore and had focused solely on teaching adult yoga, her demeanor had calmed dramatically.


  Something Mark was desperately grateful for. People who saw the two of them together, and didn’t know them very well, saw June’s calm exterior and his sometimes hyperactive one and then felt sorry for June.


  She could run him ragged even on her worst day.


  And frequently had.


  Yes, he was the Master and husband, but June was no shrinking violet, either. Not really.


  Especially not when her dander was riled.


  “Don’t worry,” he said. “I’m going to make it up to you tonight.”


  “You’d better.”


  He gave her side-eye.


  “Sir,” she added.


  “That’s better. Don’t think I won’t spank you in the bad way for getting mouthy. Just because I was lenient the past few months doesn’t mean I’ll stay that way. Tax season’s over, Sonya’s moved out—again—and I’m feeling pretty damn feisty.”


  “Promises, promises,” she muttered sotto voce.


  “Just remember that when I’ve got you strung up tonight.” Kel would be bringing his large wooden swing frame, which was a great portable bondage suspension solution.


  “That’s what I’m hoping. Sir,” she snarkily added.


  


  * * * *


  


  When they pulled up to Seth and Leah’s, Scrye stopped the car on the street, taking the sight in.


  “Holy crap,” he muttered. “That boy obviously needs a hobby. A different hobby. I know you said it’d be big, but I had no idea.”


  It looked like their elaborate and extensive Christmas display…only done in Halloween. Yes, Seth went nuts at Christmas, because it had been Kaden’s thing. Scrye got that.


  But this?


  “I think this is his hobby,” June said. “I don’t even know where to look first.” She leaned forward and craned her neck to see. “Is that a freaking cat? It’s bigger than their damn house!”


  He actually backed the car up a little to take it all in. “Yep. That’s a really big black cat.”


  “Biggest pussy contest winner, right there.”


  He laughed. “Hey, that’s a good one.” He finally pulled into their long, winding driveway and parked. Which wasn’t difficult, considering it looked like they were the first arrivals.


  Halloween lights dripped from the trees, illuminating the parking area in a soft orange- and purple-hued glow. As they unloaded their gear and headed toward the front door, Leah stepped out to meet them on the porch. She was dressed in a French maid outfit that was almost long enough to cover her ass. Up top, a corset pushed her breasts up and nearly out, her nipples barely concealed.


  “Spank or Treat!” Leah greeted them. “Well? What do you think?” she asked, indicating the yard.


  “I know you said he was going nuts,” June said. “But this?”


  “I know, right?”


  “I’d hate to see your light bill,” Scrye said. “Wait, I do your taxes. I will see your light bill.”


  “I don’t even want to know what the light bill is,” Leah said. “I’m just glad he’s happy.” Leah took the homemade cheesecake they’d brought from June. “Feel free to go walk through it, if you want. He set up a path that leads to the lanai out back.”


  “Right now?” June asked.


  “He really wants people to enjoy it.”


  June exchanged a glance with Mark.


  “Why not?” he ruled. “Let’s see what he did.”


  Mark left their bags just inside the front door and they headed through Seth’s spooktacular maze of horrors.


  Well, the happy fun-time version of horrors. Even a four-year-old likely wouldn’t be scared by most of the props.


  There was even an animatronic zombie that looked incredibly lifelike. June had leaned in to get a better look at it when it reached out and grabbed her hand, making her scream.


  Mark burst out laughing, as did the zombie.


  Who, it turned out, was Seth.


  June started laughing. “That wasn’t funny!”


  “You’re laughing,” Seth said.


  She swatted at him. “Leah set us up.”


  “Hey, don’t blame her. She’s under orders to steer as many victims as possible this way. I love Halloween. This is going to be a blast!”


  They made it the rest of the way through the maze without further incidents. Leah met them on the lanai with an apologetic smirk.


  “Sorry, but I couldn’t have resisted even if he hadn’t ordered me to set people up. He’s having too much fun.”


  June gave her a big hug. “I understand.”


  “Hey, is that a dildo poking me, Tinkerbell, or are you just happy to see me?”


  June opened up her trench coat and shook her hips at Leah. “Yes, and yes.”


  “I’ll go get our stuff,” Mark said as he stepped around them and headed back inside the house. A large, gauzy ghost figure hung from the ceiling by the front door, rigged to move up and down when the door opened and closed. Someone walking in and caught unawares would likely be startled by it.


  As he was getting their bags, he spotted headlights sweeping up the driveway. “Leah,” he called out. “Your next victims are approaching.”


  “Oh, goodie!” She hurried past him in her high heels, her short, ruffled maid’s skirt and her mostly exposed boobs flouncing and bouncing with every tottering step as she headed outside to meet Derrick and Marcia before they could bypass the ambush.


  He got their bags put up and rejoined June on the lanai. She’d ditched the trench coat.


  “You should see the ghost hanging right inside the front door,” he told her. “Seth’s really going all out.”


  “Did Leah go to catch the next ones?”


  “Yep. Is it just me, or does she seem a little down about all of this?”


  “She’s so used to making a big deal over Christmas that I think, now that Halloween is a big deal, too, she’s feeling it. She’ll be okay. It’s just another first, more progress.”


  “Ah. Very astute.”


  “No, that’s what she told Tilly and Loren. They told me.”


  “Smart ass.”


  She smiled. “Yes, Sir.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Through the front windows, they saw Kel and Mallory’s truck turn into the driveway just as Marcia let out a shriek from the side yard, making both June and Scrye giggle like maniacs.


  Okay, June would admit it was hysterical.


  Especially when it happened to someone else.


  Scrye walked out front to help Kel and Derrick unload Kel’s suspension frame from his truck.


  June and Marcia were torn as to whether or not to let Mallory fall prey to the prank when they heard Leah tell her she was welcome to tour the display.


  Then they decided misery loved company and huddled over by the side door on the lanai to await the opportunity for them to laugh their asses off at someone else getting pranked.


  But instead of the expected terrified shriek, they heard a loud, pained, “Ow!”


  A man’s voice.


  Marcia and June glanced at each other before hurrying out the door and around the side of the house in time to hear Mallory sounding horror-stricken and apologetic. They found Seth standing there, bent over, holding his nose.


  “Oh, my god, Seth, I’m so sorry!”


  June couldn’t help laughing. “Let me guess, she decked you?”


  “Fucking ow!” Seth moaned.


  Leah came toddling up on her high heels. “What happened?”


  “Seth almost became a real-life extra for The Walking Dead,” June said, barely able to contain her laughter.


  “I’m sorry!” Poor Mallory looked like she wanted to crawl under one of the fake tombstones and pull the sod over the top of her. “Oh, my god, Seth, I’m so sorry!”


  Marcia couldn’t help but snicker. “Don’t worry. He deserves it for scaring the crap out of the two of us.”


  June held out a fist and Marcia bumped with her.


  “I warned you, Sir,” Leah said. “I told you that might not be a good idea. This is not the right crowd to be grabbing and scaring people. They’re liable to hit back. Let’s get you inside and get a bag of frozen peas on it or something.”


  Kel, Scrye, and Derrick ran up. “What happened?” Kel asked.


  Leah waved them off. “I think Sir’s already had a little too much fun. He’ll be okay.”


  Seth still clutched at his nose. “Ow!”


  Kel walked over to Mallory, who looked near tears. “What happened?”


  “I wasn’t expecting to be grabbed. I had my back to him, and he clamped a hand onto my shoulder, and I reflexively backhanded him.”


  The three men burst into laughter as Kel pulled Mallory into his arms. “That’s my girl,” Kel said. “He’s fucking lucky it wasn’t Tilly. She would have killed him.”


  “He’s lucky Sir doesn’t let me carry at parties,” June said. “He might have ended up shot.”


  With that bit of excitement over, they all returned to the house, the men helping Kel get the frame set up on Seth and Leah’s lanai.


  Well, all the men except Seth, who was now sitting at the kitchen counter with a bag of frozen peas stuck to his face like the Xenomorph from Alien.


  “That’ll teach him,” June muttered to Marcia. “We subby women aren’t a bunch of pushovers. You might get away with that kind of shit with a bunch of kids, but not one of us.”


  “Oh, he meant well. He was having fun.”


  “It’s all fun and games until someone ends up in a cone of shame,” June said.


  Marcia laughed. “I thought you guys didn’t do puppy play anymore?”


  “I’m thinking about getting back into it. Tony’s going to be working with Shayla for both pup and pony. She’s got some nice pony tack, too. We just haven’t had time to get together.”


  “There’s a human pets and primals group that meets at the club every month, you know.”


  “Yeah, but I’ve never been able to make it,” June said. “Either our kids were home, or I was teaching gymnastics. Now I can give up my Saturday yoga classes to someone else who has a day job in addition to teaching, and maybe actually have a life again on the weekends.”


  “I know that feeling.”


  June caught something in her tone. “What’s going on?”


  Marcia glanced around before leaning in. “We’re going to announce it tonight. Derrick asked Kel to be his partner in the club. After that health scare last month, I put my foot down. He’s not getting any younger, and running the club by himself is a full-time job in addition to his full-time job.”


  “Congratulations!” June was glad Scrye hadn’t been asked. He likely would have said yes, and she would have had to play bad guy and put her foot down.


  Playing at the club, sure.


  Teaching at the club, sure.


  Writing the books about rigging, sure.


  Running a BDSM club?


  Hell, no. That was a liability she didn’t want, and an aggravation she didn’t need. Volunteer at the club when they wanted to and had the time? Absolutely.


  But that was all she wanted them committed to doing. The time suck of running the club would stretch their already limited free time together to the point their relationship would hit critical mass, and that was something she would not allow to happen.


  “Thanks,” Marcia said. “I’m really happy about this. You have no idea. It means less stress on him now. And, hey, it’ll be good for the club, too. They’ll be able to expand and keep up with growing demand.”


  “I don’t doubt it.”


  The ER trip had been scary. An acute gallbladder attack due to gallstones Derrick didn’t even know he had, and at first everyone had been worried it was a heart attack.


  Now he was one gallbladder lighter, and his heart had checked out fine.


  Except Marcia’s nerves were shot over the incident, understandably so.


  They watched as the men finished assembling the suspension frame. Once the men had it set up and Kel had tested it, Scrye looked around the lanai, found June, and crooked a finger at her.


  “That’s my cue,” June told Marcia.


  “Have fun.”


  June grinned. “I can only hope.”


  Chapter Four


  


  At first, Derrick had been a little aggravated with Marcia for going behind his back to arrange for his night off.


  Then he realized how much this night meant to her and he sucked it up. She was his wife. She had a right to attend events like this, private parties hosted by their friends.


  It wasn’t fair to her to saddle her with working at the club every weekend.


  “So are we telling everyone tonight?” Marcia asked as he drove them toward Seth and Leah’s house.


  He noted how eager she sounded to get the news out there. “I’m thinking so. Kel and I got the paperwork signed on Wednesday. It’s official.”


  “I’m glad you’re finally doing this. Now if I could just convince you to retire.”


  “That’s a dirty thing to say to a guy.”


  “Hey, I’m a masochist,” she shot back. “You think I think retirement will be easy on you? Think again. But having Kel as a partner in the club is a good thing. It means you can scale back and have some of your weekends back for a change. We can have them back.”


  “I know.” Venture, the BDSM club he’d owned and operated for over ten years, was his baby. A labor of love, since it damn sure would never make him rich.


  Combined with his CPA firm, he had too much stuff on his plate. And the health scare the previous month showed him he needed to work some free time into his schedule.


  He was blessed with a lot of great volunteers, but he needed someone else helping behind the scenes to run the club.


  His friend and landlord, Askel, had been the first one he’d thought of asking to come in as a partner. It would take off a lot of the stress, as well as give Derrick some free time.


  Kel was out as kinky, so he didn’t have to worry about that. He was also self-employed as a photographer, another point in his favor. So when Derrick had formed his list trying to decide who to approach, Askel had hit the top of the page.


  Fortunately, his friend had said yes to the plan.


  There was even another unit adjacent to the club coming up vacant in the next three months. After crunching numbers, Derrick knew it was doable. Their attendance had been steadily growing, membership renewals were up, and every Saturday night, the place was packed. Even Friday nights, which were traditionally slower, had started picking up as some people switched over trying to take advantage of the lower attendance.


  More space was needed before they burst at the seams. Even their classes had started filling up at a rapid pace.


  It wasn’t a bad problem to have.


  It was, however, a serious future problem, if it wasn’t addressed.


  And quickly.


  “Thank you,” she quietly said.


  “For what?”


  “For not fighting me about tonight. More than you did,” she added. “And for taking Kel on as a partner. I’m worried about you.”


  He reached across the seat and squeezed her hand. “Thanks for putting up with me, sweetheart.”


  


  * * * *


  


  After they reached Seth and Leah’s—and had run the frighteningly funny gauntlet of Seth’s personal scare show—Marcia forced herself to relax. She couldn’t even stay mad at Seth for the scare.


  She was lucky she’d even gotten Derrick to agree to come to the party tonight. She’d taken it upon herself to arrange several extra volunteers to staff the club so their boss could take the night off and spend it with her.


  With their personal friends.


  To be fair, she enjoyed the club, loved most of the people there. But the majority of people she knew from there were customers, not friends.


  This small group was made up of her friends, the Suncoast Society munch people. They’d laughed and cried together, and hell, Tilly and Leah had been two of her first frantic calls while Derrick was being rushed to the ER via ambulance. They had been the first ones to race through the door to be with her, holding her hands and then laughing in relief with her when the doctor told them that not only was Derrick not dying, but his ticker was as strong as someone half his age.


  Only his gallbladder was fried.


  This was where she wanted to be, not at the club every Saturday night. What use was it having the club if they couldn’t also still have a life to enjoy? Yes, they could see their friends at the club, but at the club they were working, running the office, emptying the garbage, cleaning the toilets, and all those other non-sexy kinds of tasks.


  That was work.


  Tonight was about fun. She was hoping for a turn on Max and Sean’s latest version of Doom, their portable bondage frame. They were supposed to be bringing one tonight for R&D.


  After hearing the fallout of Mallory decking Seth, they went to go see what happened.


  Marcia didn’t want to laugh at Seth, but she couldn’t help it. She could have predicted someone decking him over the joke. Only she would have put her money on it being Tilly doing the decking, not poor, sweet Mallory. Yes, his practical joke was funny, but this crowd was used to dishing out pain and potshots.


  More of their friends were arriving, and pretty soon, everyone had heard about how poor mortified Mallory had decked Seth. The more praise she received, especially from the guys and Tilly, the worse she looked.


  Finally, Seth put aside his latest bag of frozen peas and gave Mallory a hug.


  “It’s okay. I’m sure I’ll be laughing about this when my nose doesn’t look like I got smacked by a girl.” He offered her a smile. “Seriously, we’re okay. It was my fault for scaring you.”


  “Good thing it wasn’t Chelbie,” Tilly snarked from the other side of the kitchen. “She might have killed you.”


  “Or you might have,” he said.


  “Duh. I would hope you’d be smart enough not to scare me like that.”


  “Believe me, I am.”


  “You’re a good Dom, Charlie Brown.” Tilly headed off in search of Cris and Landry.


  Marcia walked over. “So when are you going to be teaching another shibari class?” she asked him.


  “I was going to have Leah talk to you about that tonight. Before this.” He put a fresh bag of frozen peas on his nose.


  Marcia patted him on the shoulder. “Get back to me when your clock stops ringing.”


  “Man, she packs a wallop.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Derrick suspected most, if not all, of the men there echoed his feelings—Seth deserved what he got. It was funny as hell, yes, both his practical joke and Mallory smacking the crap out of him, but not an entirely unexpected result.


  Gotta let him touch the stove every once in a while, I guess.


  He stepped off to the side as Scrye and June prepared to scene. He took the opportunity to lean in toward Kel.


  “Thanks again, man,” Derrick said. “I really appreciate you going in with me as partners.”


  Kel shrugged. “We spend so much time there anyway, so why not? If it means we can expand the club, all the better.”


  “I figured let’s get everyone here told tonight. They can help spread the word.”


  “Sounds good to me.”


  Derrick hoped to play with Marcia tonight, if the circumstances were right. It’d been way too long since they’d been able to scene without wondering what was going on in the office, or if there was enough toilet paper in the bathrooms.


  Tonight would be all about play, no business, no worries, nothing but fun.


  And he knew he was looking forward to it.


  Marcia wasn’t much of a masochist, but she loved sensation play. He’d brought his vampire gloves and their violet wand kit.


  It thickened his cock just thinking about strapping her down onto a bench and working her over with those before making the top of her head explode with some vibrator play.


  


  * * * *


  


  Marcia had wandered back into the kitchen and watched as Tilly examined Seth’s nose.


  “Keep the peas on it for a while longer,” Tilly said as she eased the bag of frozen veggies back into place. “You might get away without black eyes.”


  “Thanks.”


  “Hey, you’re lucky. I don’t think it’s broken.”


  “Figures the first serious injury we ever have at a private party is a self-induced one,” Leah teased.


  Seth arched an eyebrow at her over the bag of peas.


  “Who is that guy I saw a little while ago?” Marcia asked.


  Leah frowned. “Which guy?”


  Marcia glanced through the kitchen window out at the lanai. “Well, I don’t see him now. I’ll go introduce myself next time I see him. I don’t get out enough to meet people. There are a few new faces here tonight I don’t know well, or at all.”


  “Let me know,” Leah said. “Point him out to me next time you see him, and I’ll introduce you.”


  “Okay. So, did you hear we’re going in with Kel as partners in the club?”


  Tilly leaned against the counter. “Hey, that’s great. That’ll be a weight off your shoulders.”


  “You ain’t kidding. Derrick’s been wanting to expand the club, and this is the perfect opportunity to take on some extra help with it.”


  “Yay, that means we’ll actually get to see more of you here,” Leah said.


  “That’s my hope.” She tried not to giggle over how ridiculous Seth looked with his makeshift ice bag. “I’m guessing no more Halloween pranks for you?”


  He held up his right hand, his left still keeping the peas in place. “I swear,” he said, sounding very nasally.


  


  * * * *


  


  “The things I do for love,” John teased Abbey as he drove them to Seth and Leah’s house.


  “What?”


  “The costumes.”


  “They’re adorable!” she said.


  “I didn’t say they weren’t.” John Gilomen—better known to some of his friends as Gilo—was now dressed as Michelangelo from the Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles, complete with a stuffed turtle shell on his back and an orange mask tied around his eyes.


  Abbey had chosen Donatello and wore the same costume, only with purple accessories.


  At home, they’d dressed her pet Russian tortoise, George, up as Raphael, and took a picture with a stuffed turtle—decked out as Leonardo—as well as a stuffed rat filling in for Splinter.


  “I thought this was a great idea,” she said.


  “It’s not very BDSM-y,” John said.


  “It’s hysterical. And besides, you love dressing George up. It’ll make a great Christmas card.” She smiled.


  “Oooh no. You didn’t say anything about putting this on our Christmas cards.”


  She grinned. “Why not?”


  “Wh–why not?”


  “You like a little public humiliation.”


  “Of the consensual kind. Not the nonconsensual.”


  “Oh, come on. You know it’s clever.”


  “It’s not clever. That one tortoise group I’m in on Facebook, everyone was posting pictures of their pet tortoises dressed as the Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles.”


  “Maybe Sean and Max can work it into promo material for their website. They can dress up Baxter as Splinter and have George do quadruple duty via Photoshop as all four of the turtles.”


  “For starters, he’s a tortoise, and even I don’t have to tell you that, babe. Secondly, that’s just wrong, making a cat dress up as a rat. Third—”


  “It’s funny as hell.”


  He let out a snort. “I didn’t say it wasn’t funny. But there might also be licensing issues to consider, did you think about that? Copyright?”


  “Oh.” She frowned. “I didn’t think about that.”


  “Exactly.”


  She stuck her tongue out at him.


  “Your anger isn’t at me, honey, it’s at copyright laws.”


  “No, I’m pretty sure my anger is at you.”


  “But you’re not really angry.” He grinned.


  She reached across the car and poked him. “Watch out, or you’ll end up on bottom tonight before you know it.”


  “Ooh, threaten me some more. You know it turns me on.”


  “That is so not fair, I can’t threaten you.”


  He laughed. “But it’s a win-win for you. I enjoy you torturing me, and you enjoy torturing me.”


  “True.”


  They paused before pulling into Seth and Leah’s driveway. “I know she told us it’d be big,” John said, “but holy crap.”


  He stared for a moment, trying to take everything in before finally pulling in and finding a parking spot.


  The two of them got out and looked, stunned by the display.


  “Okay,” John said, “when you accuse me of going overboard with Tortoise Town? Now I get it.”


  She nodded. “You haven’t gone overboard. Not compared to this.”


  Leah met them at the front door before they could even open it. “Hey! Glad you made it. Adorable costumes!” She took the side dish they’d brought from them.


  Abbey looked at John and stuck her tongue out at him.


  “I never said they weren’t adorable!” John protested.


  Chapter Five


  


  Ed Payne always felt more than a little melancholy when he came to Seth and Leah’s house. It wasn’t that he didn’t like Seth and Leah.


  He did.


  But Kaden had been his friend and business partner. Being here reminded him of their collective loss.


  “That’s some Halloween display he’s set up,” Hope observed.


  Ed checked to make sure the envelope was still tucked in his pocket. “Yes, it is.” He caught sight of someone walking across the front yard and disappearing around the far side of the house. For a second, his eyes deceived him, no doubt overlaying a memory of Kaden and the extravagant Christmas displays onto what he was seeing now.


  Or maybe that was guilt for his little charade tonight.


  He glanced at his watch, wondering where the guy was. He recognized all of the cars already parked in the driveway, and none of them belonged to the actor he’d hired.


  An actor fitting a very specific, exacting description.


  Yes, these had been Kaden’s instructions. He wouldn’t claim to understand all of them. That wasn’t his job.


  His task was to complete the last thing on his list, the last thing he’d promised Kaden he would do. Complete the task, deliver the envelope, and then he’d be able to look forward.


  Hopefully, no one would spot him placing the envelope.


  His wife had been looking forward to this party. Their bedroom activities rarely got a fraction as wild as some of these private parties, but he couldn’t deny it was fun to come watch. And as Kaden himself had once said, if people didn’t want to be watched, they could stay home and play in their bedrooms. Voyeurs were a key part of the equation for some people.


  Grabbing the casserole potluck dish they’d brought, he followed his wife up the front walk toward the door.


  I don’t understand your mind, Kaden, but I’ll do what you asked because you were my friend.


  


  * * * *


  


  Kel pulled Mallory aside, walking her down the hall to the playroom and closing the door for privacy.


  “Sweetheart, you need to let it go. It was an accident, Seth admits he deserved it, and he said he’s not mad at you.”


  She still looked near tears. “I hit him.”


  “When the man himself is telling you he’s not upset about it, believe him. And I am proud of you.”


  “For hitting our friend?”


  He didn’t understand why she was so hung up on this, but knew trying to force her to get over it not only wouldn’t work, it wouldn’t be fair to her. “I’m sure he and Leah both will be telling this story over and over again for the laughs. This is going to be legendary amongst our friends.”


  “I still can’t believe I hit him.”


  “Would you like me to spank you? Would that make you feel better?”


  She didn’t reply.


  He made her look at him. “I was joking, sweetheart. You’re not in trouble. You didn’t do anything wrong. Do you trust me?”


  “Of course I do.”


  “Then don’t you think if you’d screwed up that I’d be the first person telling you? Am I not always honest with you?”


  She nodded.


  “Okay.” He pressed a tender kiss to her forehead. “Now let’s get you into the bathroom. Wash your face, blow your nose, and when you come out, let’s have fun. Okay?”


  “Okay.”


  They left the playroom door open behind them. Kel stopped at the bathroom. “I’ll be out on the lanai. When you finish, why don’t you fix me a cup of iced tea and bring it to me.” He hoped that little bit of service might help her realign her mind.


  She nodded. “Yes, Sir.”


  “Good girl.” He waited until she’d locked the bathroom door behind her before heading down the hall.


  


  * * * *


  


  Yes, Mallory knew Seth wasn’t upset.


  It didn’t lessen her mortification over the incident.


  When she stepped over to the sink and looked up, a startled scream caught in her throat. Then she laughed as she turned. Pushing the semi-opaque shower curtain aside, she found a blow-up clown in the shower. For just a second, she’d thought she’d seen a man’s face in the mirror, a vaguely familiar face, but it must have been a trick of the light.


  Leaving the shower curtain open so the next victim didn’t get quite the fright she had, Mallory finished what she needed to do and headed back out to get Kel his cup of iced tea.


  


  * * * *


  


  June closed her eyes as Scrye started tying her. She didn’t have to do a lot of wiggling while he tied his rigging. He knew where and how to tie her, considering she was the one he tied most of the time. He knew exactly how tight to make the different sections, where to place the ropes. She didn’t have to waste his time flexing and testing every single placement to make sure it was secure and not too tight. She loved the feel of the ropes sliding over her flesh, temporarily becoming part of her.


  Maybe it was wifely pride on her part, but other than Kel, there were few riggers she’d watched who could tie as well as her husband. Yes, some of their friends were really good, but many of them didn’t do suspensions. Anyone could learn to tie a beautiful, decorative chest harness.


  It took a skilled craftsman to safely tie a suspension rig, much less a gorgeous one.


  It was kind of her fault Scrye got into it in the first place. He’d watched her teaching their girls macramé for a Girl Scout project, and she’d witnessed the moment his eyes lit up.


  That night, he’d scarfed her spools of macramé yarn and played with her in bed once the girls were asleep.


  And then the fun really started from there.


  He threw himself into learning macramé and the art of tying both decorative and functional knots on the pretense of wanting to help the girls with their scouting projects.


  But he took everything he learned into the bedroom and honed, refined it there.


  Once they had a computer with Internet at the house, he really expanded his skills upon learning not only were there other people out there who liked to tie people up with decorative knots, but there were names for it—shibari and kinbaku.


  Then he found out not only could you tie people up, you could suspend them at the same time.


  Challenge accepted.


  Scrye’s hands roamed her body as he wove a suspension harness around her. Yes, she was more flexible and lighter in build than the average bunny, things that worked to Scrye’s advantage when he planned his ties.


  But she loved the time with him, his full, undivided attention on her while he tied her, a silent connection they shared while she was caught in his ropes.


  It felt like the world dropped away, nothing existing inside the bubble but the two of them.


  That, more than anything—more than the play, more than the orgasms—was what she enjoyed. The energy exchange, the power exchange.


  She was aware of their friends talking, of people laughing and the barbecue grill going at the other end of the lanai. Of people playing inside the house, the sounds of a female voice pitching up in the unmistakable sounds of an orgasm.


  It didn’t matter. It was like muffled cotton, faded, distant. All she focused on was the feel of Scrye’s hands, the feel of the rope, the sound of his breathing and muttering as he talked to himself while tying her.


  She’d learned long ago not to ask him what he was saying. Half the time, he didn’t even know, the idle muttering a way he talked himself through his rigging. He’d spent countless hours practicing, years ago starting with tying up some of the girls’ largest stuffed animals in suspension rigs, working his way up to rolled up and weighted sleeping bags, and then to using June as his bunny.


  The feeling of being bound by the rope was indescribable to her. Even better than simply being tied down and helpless in bed, this was artistic, energetic, kinetic. She participated even as she was immobilized, not just passively being made to orgasm, or having her ass smacked.


  Both activities she definitely loved and enjoyed, but being Scrye’s rope bunny allowed her to spend time with the man most of the world never got to see, her husband’s inner sadist, the rope artisan.


  He finally reached the moment of truth. Hooking an arm around her waist, he lifted her so she could grab the ring the ropes were now wrapped through. Belaying her off the ground was easy for him since he could man-handle her. And her own strength meant she could help him.


  Once he had the slack taken out, he supported her back with one hand. “Okay, let go.”


  She did, arching her back as she spun, face-up, in a lazy circle, eyes closed.


  He gave her a gentle shove, making her swing.


  More fun for her, the freedom of flying in the ropes.


  After a couple of moments, he grabbed her left leg and she felt more ropes being tied as he bent her knee and tied her ankle in place, nearly touching her ass. Another rope on her right leg, and then her wrists were quickly bound together under her, connected to her ankles.


  She now swung, helpless, breasts exposed, pussy open and vulnerable.


  Just the way he liked to have her.


  She heard him pick something up and the first stingy swat against the outside of her left thigh landed, hard and sharp, driving her dive into subspace. He was using the lightweight acrylic paddle she loved and hated, a stingy little motherfucker that would help drop her like a rock into subspace even as she started whining about the sting.


  Scrye slid two fingers into her pussy, which betrayed her. “You’re wet, baby. I think you like this a lot more than you say you do.” More swats, on her thighs, her ass, her upper arms, even as he rubbed her clit with his thumb and finger-fucked her pussy.


  This is how she’d remain until she offered up her first orgasm to him, his willing prisoner, exposed.


  “After I get done with you,” he said, “I’m going to fuck your brains out, and then you’re going to suck my cock clean. Then, and only then, will I let you down, so you’d better start coming for me.”


  He laid the paddle on her stomach and started tormenting her breasts, her nipples, pinching, rolling, flicking them. Sometimes he tied the harnesses to push her breasts out, but he didn’t tonight. Tonight he left them free to torture and torment. Including leaning in to nip and suck on her nipples.


  That’s what shoved her over the edge, finally. As she started coming, straining in the ropes, the hand in her pussy fucked her harder, faster, slamming against her clit with every stroke.


  “There you go,” he said. “I knew you had it in you.”


  And after all their years together, he also knew exactly how to keep her coming. He grabbed her by the hair with his other hand to hold her body still while the hand in her pussy kept her orgasming.


  Of course, he always took her right to the edge, but just when she thought she might have to safeword, the hand in her pussy fell still, making her gasp.


  Fingers touched her lips and her mouth opened automatically, sucking them clean for him.


  He spun her around, and then slid his cock into her pussy, slowly, deeply, using the ropes to hold on for traction.


  Her climb started again, jumpstarted by him rubbing her clit with his thumb.


  June closed her eyes and soared, fully in the grips of pleasure and subspace now, loving the ride, loving being ridden by her husband, loving it when he took control and sent her into orbit.


  Their sex life was always good, but there was something even better about doing it in rope, having it done to her, especially since it wasn’t something they could do every time. Not even at the club, not like this, not with full participation from him, too. Only at the private parties with a suspension rig could he fuck her silly in mid-air.


  And that didn’t happen nearly as frequent as she wished it did.


  He picked up the pace, fucking her hard, deep, driving his cock all the way inside her, his big, beefy hands controlling her, using her.


  Aaannnd another one.


  Her big grizzly bear of a husband was always good in the sack. But these times brought out the animal in him in an even better way. She managed another, smaller orgasm by the time he finally thrust his cock inside her one last time and fell still with it buried in her pussy. She didn’t open her eyes as he caught his breath, waiting until he withdrew, spun her around, and then caressed her cheek.


  Her lips opened, waiting. He slid his cock into her mouth and she eagerly sucked it, lapping at it. Sometimes she could get him up again quickly and he’d fuck her a second time in the ropes.


  Not tonight, unfortunately. After a minute or two, he chuckled and pulled himself free, still spent. “Good girl,” he said.


  He quickly freed her arms and legs, helping tip her up so she could grab onto the ring while he belayed her down. Then he got her seated on a towel while he unwound the suspension ropes from the harness and started untying the harness itself.


  Smiling, she kept either a hand on his leg, or her cheek pressed against him, wanting that contact, loving the buzz still humming inside her, through her, around her and him, both.


  Completion.


  Once he had his ropes stowed, he grabbed her bag, and her blanket, and swaddled it around her before effortlessly scooping her up into his arms. He carried her into the living room, to the couch, and settled there with her curled up, her head in his lap.


  She groped for his hand, squeezing when she found it.


  “Good?” he asked, sounding amused.


  “Mm-hmm.”


  Not just good…


  The best.


  Chapter Six


  


  Cali, her arms crossed over her chest, eyed the Doom. “I don’t like the color, guys,” she said. “I thought we agreed on a nice dark blue.”


  The portable bondage frame that had been assembled in front of her was not a nice color. It was not a blue color.


  It damn sure wasn’t a dark color.


  “It’s visible,” Max said. “You can see it.”


  “They can see it from the International Space Station,” she said. “That’s just downright jarring.”


  “Told you,” Sean said to Max. “Nooo. You wanted to save a few bucks.”


  Max smacked Sean’s shoulder.


  “What?” Cali asked, looking back and forth between them. She uncrossed her arms and pointed at Max. “What did he mean, save a few bucks?”


  The neon green bondage frame almost cast its own glow from where they’d set it up in the middle of Seth and Leah’s living room.


  “His friend had a batch of this color that someone else had ordered and cancelled,” Sean said. “It was custom-mixed. Not like he could return it. So he offered to give us half-price on it.”


  Cali crossed her arms over her chest again and glared at Max.


  “Hey, it looked okay in the spray booth,” Max mumbled.


  “Unbelievable,” Cali muttered.


  “Told you,” Sean said.


  She smacked Sean’s shoulder. “And why did you let him do it?”


  “Hey, I thought we were on the same side?”


  “We are. We’re not going to sell any of them looking like this. I can’t put a picture of this on the website. It’s horrible.” She hadn’t seen the color until they’d unboxed it upon arrival.


  Now she understood why Max had been so keen to keep it from her the past several days.


  “Can’t you Photoshop it?” Max asked.


  “Photoshop can work miracles. This, however, needs an act of god to fix.”


  Tilly walked into the living room and pulled up short at the sight of the Doom. “Wow. That’s…bright.”


  Cali smacked Max on the shoulder. “See?”


  “She said bright,” he protested.


  “She was being nice.”


  “She’s right,” Tilly said. “I was being nice. That’s a butt-ugly color.”


  Max glowered but didn’t reply.


  “Sometimes, a deal isn’t a deal,” Cali told him.


  “I bet we can find someone who’ll pay for a bright green one,” Max said. “Maybe a rigger or something. It’d show up good on film.”


  “Meanwhile, we’re going to need a second prototype, painted the right color this time,” she emphasized, “so I can shoot it for the website.”


  The men’s side business making paddles and other implements had exploded upon Cali and her cat, Baxter, entering their lives. Baxter had become an accidental Internet bondage star, and Cali now ran their successful BDSM implement and accessories website out of their home.


  A website she’d had to rebuild from the ground up when they first got together because their original site sucked.


  But now she made her living running their business for them fulltime.


  Well, now it was her business, too, because they’d added her to the corporation once they had their official collaring ceremony.


  “I call Max on the bottom,” Cali said.


  “Seconded,” Sean quickly said.


  “Hey! Don’t I get a vote in this?”


  “No,” Cali and Sean echoed in unison.


  Cali picked it up. “You gave up Top rights tonight when you unboxed that monstrosity. Get naked, mister. Your ass is ours tonight. I want retribution in the form of a pound of your goddamned flesh.”


  Realizing he was outnumbered, Max started unbuttoning his shirt. He’d come to the party dressed as an outlaw biker. Which basically meant he could get away without shaving or combing his hair. “Not fair ganging up on me.”


  Sean grabbed him by the shirt and kissed him, hard. “Quit bitching, buddy. You know you love bottom time as much as the rest of us.”


  “And think,” Cali added. “You get to pop this neon monstrosity’s cherry tonight.”


  “Lucky me.”


  “Take one for the team,” Sean said. “You know you love it.”


  “And us,” Cali answered with a grin.


  “Yes, I love both of you sadistic switches.” He dropped his shirt onto the floor, kicked off his boots, and started working on his jeans. “I wouldn’t be here if I didn’t.”


  “Pot, meet kettle,” Sean said. “You’re a pretty sadistic switch yourself.”


  “Never denied I was.” He now stood naked in front of them.


  Cali walked over and wrapped her arms around him. “Quit yer whining, bucky, and get that cute little ass of yours onto the Doom.”


  “You got a purdy mouth,” Sean joked.


  Max rolled his eyes. “You start quoting Deliverance to me, I’m going to safeword right now. It didn’t end well for them, and it ain’t gonna end well for you, either.”


  “Spoilsport. I was going to play banjo music and everything. Make jokes about paddling faster because of banjo music.”


  Tilly threw her hands up in the air. “And with that horrible line, I’m out of here. Not even Gilo is masochistic enough to listen to these bad puns.”


  Max climbed up on the frame. “Let’s get this dog and pony show on the road.”


  “Darn it,” Sean grumbled. “All I have with me is a tiger costume.” He hadn’t changed out of his street clothes yet.


  “I’m all the pussy you’ll need tonight,” Cali said as she started strapping Max down to the frame.


  “Mee-raow, baby,” Sean said.


  “Watch out, or you’ll get the gag instead of him.” She patted Max’s ass.


  “Who said he was getting gagged?” Sean asked, walking around to Max’s head and unzipping his pants to fish his cock out. “I’ve got his gag right here.” His cock was already hard when he slid it between Max’s lips.


  Cali snickered. Sex was always fun between the three of them, lighthearted, even if not usually this close to a three-person stand-up comedy act.


  Life in general was fun for her with the two men. They’d welcomed her into their lives with open arms, and she hadn’t bothered to look back.


  Her ex had done her a favor, dumping her the way he had. If he hadn’t, she’d still be with him and not nearly as happy.


  She stroked Max’s ass with her hands. “I think somebody needs a butt plug,” she said.


  Max couldn’t respond with Sean’s cock down his throat.


  Rooting through their equipment bag, Cali came up with gloves, lube, and a butt plug. It didn’t take long to get it worked into his ass, leaving him squirming on the frame, immobilized and unable to get any traction against his hard and dripping cock.


  “Now for the main attraction.” She found the lightweight paddle she wanted and started smacking Max in the ass and along his thighs with it, making him moan.


  “I think he likes that,” Sean said.


  “I don’t think you know what that word means,” she said. Another smack, and another moan from Max. “Sounds more like he’s in pain than pleasure.” Smack.


  “Touch his cock. I bet he explodes.”


  She pointed the paddle at him. “No. When we get done and you get off, you’re climbing under there and sucking him off.”


  He took another stroke into Max’s mouth. “Oh. Well, when you put it like that, babe.”


  After a few more smacks, she switched implements, spending the next thirty minutes or so working Max over, putting her weight on the frame, too, and generally trying to make Max squirm as much as possible. Mostly to test the frame’s design and durability.


  But also to torture him for the horrific color.


  Finally, she knew Max was getting close to his limit. “Finish Sean off, Max, so he can finish you off. Then we’ll move so someone else can use this neon monstrosity and whichever one of you gets hard again first can fuck my brains out.”


  Sean held onto the straps immobilizing Max’s head and started fucking his mouth, hard and fast. Max’s hips tried to flex, making Cali laugh at his predicament. She loved watching the two of them together.


  Especially if one of them was on the very bottom for the night, like Max now was.


  Sean’s face scrunched up as his orgasm blasted through him and he sent a load of cum down Max’s throat. “Oh, fuck yeah,” he moaned. “So fucking good.”


  She snapped her fingers at him and pointed. “Fair’s fair. Come on. Get busy.”


  Sean didn’t even bother pulling up his pants. He shuffled around the frame and dropped to his knees under Max. Max let out a loud moan, his body stiffening on the frame as Sean sucked Max’s cock into his mouth.


  She took the opportunity to start lightly swatting Max’s ass again. “You have three minutes before I make him stop. You don’t come by then, you have to hold it all night and Sean gets to fuck me.”


  It only took two more swats with the paddle until Max exploded, fingers and toes curling as he blew his load into Sean’s eager mouth.


  She stroked Max’s ass. “Good boy. Knew that would help inspire you.”


  He started laughing. “I’m inspired, all right. Remember that life’s a switch, and so am I.”


  “I’m counting on it.”


  She freed him, offering him a steady hand as he climbed off the frame. He took a deep breath before grabbing her and kissing her, hard.


  Then he wound a fistful of her hair around his hand and leaned in close. “Toppy time’s over for you. I’m taking control now.” He leaned in and grazed his teeth along her neck, lightly biting.


  Dammit, if there was something that could disengage her brain and drop her into subspace, it was that. And Max damn well knew it.


  Sean started getting everything cleaned up and moved so someone else could use the frame while Max, still naked, grabbed one of their throw blankets and led Cali by the hair to the playroom. It was empty, and he pushed her down over the spanking bench.


  When she tried to sit up, he shoved her down again. “Stay,” he ordered.


  Nothing submissive about his tone of voice now and she felt herself getting wet already.


  She’d come dressed as a sexy witch in a short tank dress with no panties. He shoved her dress up with one hand while he pinned her by the back of the neck with the other.


  “Ooh, someone’s wet,” he said as his fingers probed and played.


  She tried to fuck her hips against his hand, but he wouldn’t be rushed.


  Sean appeared in the doorway. “Okay, we’re cleaned up out there.”


  “Stand at her head. Time for her to be spit-roasted.”


  “Ooh, seconds!” Sean unzipped again and stood in front of her, taking over holding her head as she sucked his cock into her mouth.


  Behind her, Max stepped between her legs. She felt him swipe the head of his cock up and down her slit. She should have known he would have gotten hard again fast because he still had the butt plug in. Wearing one of those always made him extra horny.


  She moaned as Max slid his cock into her pussy. “Yeah, just like that,” he said.


  Then he started smacking her ass, hard, with his bare hands, making her squirm and jump and whine around Sean’s cock.


  “You thought it was so damn funny doing it to me,” Max teased. He kept one hand planted in the middle of her back, switching hands frequently so he could smack both sides of her ass, hard. “You were laughing your ass off. Time for me to return the sadistic favor, sweetheart.” He would periodically pause to fuck her, his cock now like silken steel, before starting the swats again.


  And every time she tried to reach down to finger herself, one or both men would stop her.


  “No, you’re under our control now, baby,” Sean said. “You had your Toppy turn. Now we’re in charge.”


  Out in the living room, Cali heard the unmistakable sound of a violet wand zapping someone, followed by a female squeal.


  “Sounds like someone else is getting busy out there,” Sean said. His cock had hardened again as well. Now that he had one out of the way, he’d last longer, as would Max.


  Cali knew all she could do was hang on and enjoy it while they did their thing.


  Max reached around her and started playing with her throbbing clit. “Does someone want to come, baby?” he teased.


  She whined, Sean’s cock muffling her protests that fuck, yes, she wanted to come! They’d gotten one each already, and she hadn’t gotten any.


  “Nope,” Max said, pulling his hand away. “Not yet.” He started fucking her again, hard, deep, driving her onto Sean’s cock with every thrust.


  Then he stopped, drawing another whine of protest from her.


  “Not yet, baby,” he said. Then he resumed the spanking, until she was squirming between them, impaled at both ends by cock.


  Sean groaned. “I hate to say this, but I’m either going to have to stop or blow. I can’t hold it.”


  “Oh, okay.” Max reached around her and found her clit.


  That was all it took to get her over the edge. Her back arched as she moaned around Sean’s cock and fucked herself against Max’s, the sensation of his shaft embedded in her pussy only making things feel that much better.


  “There you go,” Max said. “That should make you a happy girl.”


  Happy? Hell, delirious was more like it. She’d never been happier in her life than she was with these two guys.


  Sean picked up the pace. It didn’t take long for him to come, filling her mouth with his juices while Max started fucking her pussy again.


  Within a few strokes, he’d come, too, and the three of them fell still as they tried to catch their breaths.


  The only thing that would be better right now, Cali thought, would be falling asleep in their own bed.


  Finally, Max pulled out and helped her sit up. “I’m thinking hot tub,” he said, holding her close.


  Sean stepped over to join their group hug. “Seconded,” he said.


  “That’s still an ugly fucking color,” Cali snarked.


  Max’s aggravated sigh made Sean and Cali laugh. “Yes, I know. I’ll never hear the end of this one.”


  “Only until you either get another one made, or this one gets redone in the right color,” she said.


  “What if I manage to sell that one, huh?”


  “It’s still an ugly color. And donating it to the club doesn’t count as a sale.”


  “Dammit,” he muttered.


  Chapter Seven


  


  “Well, we didn’t miss too much of it,” Tony said as he pulled their car into Seth and Leah’s driveway. “Only twenty minutes.”


  “Yes, Sir.” Shayla was glad Tony had made it at all. It’d looked a little dicey there for a while, the massive repair job at his company’s Denver data center going all sorts of wrong.


  A fire in a neighboring cage at the facility, the result of an explosion due to tampering by a disgruntled employee of that company renting data center space, had spread to Asher Insurance’s equipment before the fire suppression system could kick in. The guy had placed a time-delayed homemade improvised explosive, along with a jug of accelerant, which had spread the damage extensively.


  And three people from the data center facility had also lost their jobs due to not keeping up with security procedures and allowing the man to get the gallon jug into the building in the first place.


  Tony had been able to salvage some of Asher’s equipment, but not much. It basically meant a re-installation of all new equipment, after they’d had a full investigation and evaluation by both law enforcement and their own insurance company for the damages, and then removed the damaged equipment while awaiting the facility repairs.


  “Wow, look at that display,” Shayla said. “That’s as neat as the Christmas display.”


  Tony slowly nodded. “Yes, Kaden would love that.”


  “What’s wrong?”


  “Nothing. Trick of the light. I could have sworn I saw someone walking through there who—never mind. Let’s get inside and settled. I know a certain someone long overdue a good ass beating.”


  Shayla grinned. “Yes, Sir. That would be meee.”


  Inside, it looked like Cali, Max, and Sean had just finished up a scene.


  “Holy crap,” he said, studying the bondage frame they’d set up.


  The bright neon green was nearly painful to look at.


  Cali swatted Max on the shoulder. “See?”


  “Well, at least people can see it,” Max said.


  “Hell, a blind man could see it,” Shayla quipped. “What the hell?”


  “It is a little bright,” Tony agreed.


  Cali snorted. “That’s like saying my guys are a little kinky. Mr. Money Bags here decided he wanted to save a few bucks and go cheap. He got a discount because someone else had cancelled this color.”


  “I can see why,” Tony said.


  Max threw up his arms. “Fine. You win. I was wrong to save a few dollars on powder-coating.”


  “Thank you,” Cali said. “That’s all I wanted to hear you admit.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Leah made Seth pull the bag of peas away from his nose so she could look. She’d tried putting ice cubes in a plastic baggy and wrapping it in a towel, but Seth said those were too large and hurt his nose too much.


  So, back to the peas.


  She’d glanced out the sliders leading onto the lanai when she caught sight of a guy standing off to one side. For a moment, her heart raced. She would have sworn he looked just like Kaden.


  “Babe?”


  Her attention fell back on Seth. “Sorry.”


  “What is it?”


  “I just saw a guy out there. I don’t know him, but he reminded me of Kaden.”


  “I saw him earlier, too. I meant to go introduce myself to him, but then more people arrived.”


  “Ross told me Ed had a plus two on his RSVP. I’d bet he came with him.”


  “Probably.” He tipped his head back. “How’s it look?”


  She examined his nose. “It’s not bleeding anymore, so that’s good. We should have Tilly take another look at it. The lucky thing for you, Mr. Zombie, is even if it was still bleeding, at least it works with your outfit.”


  “Heh. Next time you question my judgment about something, I’ll listen a little better, babe.”


  She smiled at him. “Thank you, Sir. I appreciate that.”


  He handed her the bag of peas. “Go ahead and put those back in the freezer. I’ll use them again in a little while. I want to make the rounds.” He looked out the sliders. “I don’t see that guy now.”


  Leah looked.


  Nope, he was nowhere to be seen. She’d never gotten a clear look at his face, either. He couldn’t have ducked into their bedroom, because they kept that slider locked during parties, and their bedroom door closed.


  “I’m sure we’ll end up meeting him eventually,” she said, shoving down her unease. “Meanwhile, I want to make sure everyone’s having fun. And don’t you have a barbecue grill to attend to?”


  “Tony and Ross are manning it for me.”


  “Well, get out there and help them.”


  She wanted out of the kitchen. Mostly so she could satisfy her curiosity.


  Once Seth had headed back onto the lanai, she walked to the front door, dodging the ghost hanging there, and kicked off her shoes. Barefoot, she slipped out the front door and made her way through the yard display.


  Yes, the black cat inflatable was huuuge. She could easily walk under its nine-foot legs with room to spare. And making her way around other inflatables, she still didn’t spot the mystery guest.


  Back in the house, she checked the garage and utility room, making sure the side door to the garage was locked as well.


  Nada.


  Rob and Laura were standing in the doorway of the playroom and watching a couple of friends getting ready to scene in there.


  No one in their bedroom, or the other bedrooms or bathrooms.


  Hmm.


  She decided it wasn’t worth it. They would eventually meet the guy, whoever he was. It wasn’t unusual for people to arrive at their parties and Seth and Leah never even realized they were there until the guests said their goodbyes before they left. They were just that busy, that crowded. Hell, there was already over thirty people there now, and there were fifty on the RSVP list.


  Shoving the impossible thoughts out of her head, she made her way back out onto the lanai.


  


  * * * *


  


  After dinner had been served, Ross called for everyone’s attention. On the lanai next to him were five real pumpkins, laid out on pieces of newspaper, along with packages of pumpkin carving tool sets.


  On the table in front of him were a pile of permanent markers in a variety of colors, including several black ones.


  “Okay, this is going to be our first ever ass-o-lantern contest. We’ve got the LED tea lights to put inside the pumpkins instead of candles. We know real candles wouldn’t last five minutes around some of you wax play enthusiasts.” A round of laughter rippled through the crowd. “And I don’t even want to know how some of you will be lighting up your subby ass-o-lanterns.”


  “Glow sticks?” Gilo called out.


  The crowd laughed.


  “Not all of us are switches, buddy,” Ross said. “Now, as you can see, we have five real pumpkins for carving. We also have markers for drawing on people. The first five people who want real pumpkins, step forward.”


  Kel, Tilly, Gilo, Max, and Rob all claimed pumpkins.


  “Great,” Ross continued. “This should be interesting. The knife play expert and the psycho nurse going head to head.”


  “That’s psych nurse,” Tilly corrected. Tonight she was dressed as the sluttiest nurse on the face of the planet, which was even funnier because she was a nurse in real life.


  “Psych, psycho, same thing with you,” Ross playfully shot back. “Who wants markers?”


  Scrye, Mallory, and Landry grabbed markers.


  Kel frowned. “Babe, who are you partnering with?”


  Chelbie’s hand shot up, a grin on her face. “Me, boss. Bestie can draw on my ass anytime.”


  “Well, this deck is stacked,” Ross joked. “A graphic artist going up against an accountant and a sadist. Okay, you have thirty minutes to do your carving and drawing. We’ll judge both categories separately, and it’ll be crowd choice by applause. I found a decibel meter app for my phone, so no paper ballot voting this time. Ready…go!”


  Ross laughed as Chelbie immediately hiked the hem of her Slutty Red Riding Hood outfit over her hips and dropped to her hands and knees so Mallory could start drawing.


  He walked over to Rich and Nick, who were watching with amused looks on their faces. “I’m surprised you guys didn’t enter.”


  “No, watching is more fun,” Rich said. “It’s the closest thing to in-person girl-on-girl action we’ll ever see.”


  Chelbie was Mallory’s best friend. Ross knew the five of them spent plenty of vanilla time together. “I can’t fault your logic there.”


  Within five minutes, it was plain to see who would capture the drawing category. Landry had Cris bent over a chair in front of him for his drawing, and while it was better than just two triangles and a mouth, compared to Mallory’s artwork it looked like a preschooler drew it. Scrye’s wasn’t much better.


  Mallory, however, was using not just black, but other colors as well, shading and highlighting, turning Chelbie’s ass cheeks into a grinning cat-o-lantern worthy of any animated feature.


  Except for the part that it was drawn on her ass cheeks.


  Landry and Scrye conceded the contest to Mallory without any votes being needed. She won a twenty-five dollar gift card to Sigalo’s, courtesy of Shayla and Tony.


  When the judging was completed on the pumpkins, Kel was the clear winner there as well, with Tilly a close second.


  “Looks like the next Sigalo’s dinner is on you two,” Ross teased.


  Loren walked over to take a look at the results, a smirk on her face.


  “What are you so happy about?” Ross asked her.


  “That you respect hard limits.”


  “Hey, it was one damn time.” But he smiled.


  “One damn time too many.” She poked him in the chest. “No more markers. Ever. Evveerrr.”


  “But you looked so cute with tiger stripes.”


  She glared at him.


  “Was it that I did them, or that I did them on your face that triggered the hard limit?”


  More glaring.


  He let out an exaggerated sigh. “Fine, no markers will ever be used on Loren. I agreed to it, I’ll stick to it. I swear.”


  She leaned in and kissed him. “Thank you, Sir.” She turned at the sound of someone calling her name from inside.


  “Not even a little fake tattoo on your ass?” he called after her.


  The glare she tossed him over her shoulder would have frozen the pool had it landed there.


  He grinned. “Love you, baby.”


  She stuck her tongue out at him. “Love you, too, you damn sadist.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Ross had volunteered to haul the garbage bag with all the pumpkin guts in it out to the rolling trash bin sitting in front of the large garage door. He headed out the side lanai door with it when he thought he spotted someone walking through the Halloween display.


  When he rounded the corner of the house, however, he didn’t see anyone.


  Odd.


  Especially since the guy had reminded him of Kaden.


  But as Ross made his way to the trash bin with the bulging bag, he felt a shiver trail up his spine despite the warm Florida night.


  Nah.


  He didn’t believe in ghosts. If he did, he wouldn’t have had thirty-odd years of peaceful sleep.


  Guy must have gone inside through the front door.


  Which was the way Ross headed after depositing the bag in the bin, jumping when he saw the fake ghost hanging there in the foyer.


  Letting out a laugh, he headed for the bathroom to wash his hands.


  Seth really did a number on this place for Halloween. He’s even got me seeing things.


  Chapter Eight


  


  Derrick hunted Marcia down and found her out on the lanai, talking with Seth and Leah. He caught her hand. “Come on. Your turn to have some fun.”


  “Ooh, seduce me some more,” she said as he led her inside the house, to the living room.


  She thought maybe they’d be trying the Doom, but there was someone else already using it. Instead, he’d laid a towel over Seth and Leah’s very stout and secure coffee table. She knew it was, because Leah had admitted herself that she’d spent plenty of hours tied to it.


  “Naked and facedown, baby,” he said. The violet wand kit was set up and ready to go, and he started pulling on his vampire gloves.


  She shivered, immediately following his orders to undress. She loved the vampire gloves, leather gloves with tiny metal spikes embedded in the fingers and palms. They made for great sensation play, especially when paired with a violet wand.


  Once she was in position, he started lightly dragging his hands all over her, raising gooseflesh in his wake from the sensation. A little scratchy, a little painful, a little pokey, they could be used for sensual or sadistic torment, depending on the attitude and skill of the person wearing them.


  And Derrick had a lot of skill with them.


  He spent several minutes playing with her body, including a few light swats to her ass with them, making her yelp. They would easily draw blood if used incorrectly, but so far, she didn’t think he’d quite gotten to that point yet.


  Yet.


  But the night was still young.


  Then he picked up the violet wand and started using it on her. Not the body contact yet, which would electrify him or her, depending on how he set it up, but using one of the glass probes attached to it.


  The mushroom-shaped glass wand glowed orange from the gasses inside as he passed it all over her body, sometimes zapping her with it, sometimes stroking her with it.


  Building her up, promises of fun yet to come.


  Then he swapped out the wand for the body contact probe, tucking it in his waistband inside his shirt, so it was touching his flesh.


  Then he really went to town.


  Now he was zapping her through all the little pokey points on the gloves, making her jump and moan and writhe on the table as he tormented her.


  “Roll over,” he ordered.


  She knew what was coming next. Over her arms, her thighs, her tummy, her breasts, including her nipples. She moaned, horny and aching now.


  And he knew it. That’s why he wouldn’t be rushed.


  Derrick paused and took off the gloves, swapping them out for a Mylar flogger, which created sparks and shocks everywhere he hit her with it.


  Including her clit and pussy.


  The sensual sadist even dragged it up and down her inner thighs, over her labia, time and again until Marcia wanted to scream and beg for him to fuck her.


  Yet he knew she wouldn’t. She would tough it out, wait for him to get it out of his system, making her even hornier in the process.


  After several more long minutes of this, he laughed. “I think I know what you want now.” He put the violet wand aside, removing the body contact probe from his waistband.


  He grabbed their Hitachi, held it up, and grinned. “Now for the really fun torture.”


  He sat on the floor at one end of the coffee table and had her bend her legs, her feet at the end of the coffee table and her ass scooted close. Like that, he pushed her legs wide apart and pressed the humming vibrator to her clit.


  She exploded. Or, that’s what it felt like, every synapse in her nervous system firing at once. She reached overhead, grabbed the other end of the coffee table, and hung on as he forced her to come over and over again. So much she lost count.


  She also knew that once he’d started, he wouldn’t stop until he was done.


  Not that she was complaining, because she wasn’t.


  “Look at me, baby.”


  She had to force her eyes open and lift her head.


  He grinned and blew her a kiss.


  She smiled, blowing one back before laying her head down again and moaning her way through another cycle of orgasms.


  Eventually, he knew she’d had enough. He shut off the Hitachi, allowing her to collapse and catch her breath.


  But she knew she wasn’t done.


  Not by a long shot.


  After he packed up the violet wand kit, he grabbed her by the arm and hauled her into a sitting position at the end of the coffee table. She was already opening her mouth in preparation, which made him smile again.


  “You’re such a good girl.” He unzipped and freed his cock, sliding it between her lips.


  She wrapped her hands around his legs, holding his ass as he slowly started fucking her mouth. There wasn’t a lot required of her from this point except to hold on and swallow. She was fine with that, though, because her brain had been turned to pure jelly. Not thinking was good.


  Very good.


  He held her head in his hands, varying his strokes, taking his time. She kept her eyes open and focused on his, knowing he liked that, preferred that.


  Loved watching her swallow his cum.


  She didn’t even know or care how many people were watching them. All she wanted was to make him happy, make him feel as good as he’d made her feel.


  That was one bad thing about the club, that unless they were locked in by themselves, they couldn’t have sex there.


  Only at home, and at the private parties.


  Inside her mouth his cock grew harder, hotter, closer to release. She tasted the tangy, salty pre-cum beginning to flow, knew from the tensing of his muscles how close he was.


  And then…


  He let out a soft groan as he went deep, her chin against his balls and her nose pressed against his belly as she swallowed to keep up with him. Finally, he loosened his grip, pulling his cock free before kneeling in front of her to kiss her.


  Now they could cuddle. Derrick moved their stuff out of the way and took over one of the sofas with her wrapped in a blanket and cuddled in his lap.


  This.


  She loved it and didn’t have words to adequately describe it. The way she felt coming down from a scene with him, the way he took total ownership and control of her body, drew the responses from her that he wanted.


  All of it.


  All of him.


  


  * * * *


  


  Tonight, Abbey had ended up in the Top slot, so to speak. Once things had calmed down following the ass-o-lantern contest, she tugged on the leash she’d snapped to Gilo’s collar and led him into the living room. After putting down a towel for herself, she sat, legs spread, and pointed at the floor in front of her.


  He grinned. “Turtle power.”


  She snorted. “Okay, rule one, stop with the jokes or I’ll just not beat you for a while. Okay?”


  “Are you trying to drive me back into my shell?”


  She arched an eyebrow at him. “I could add forced chastity and no orgasms for a month to that.”


  He made a zipping motion over his lips.


  “That’s more like it.” She pulled him in close. “Get busy and use that mouth of yours for something besides trying to distract me.”


  He grinned as he dove between her legs. She held the leash taut with one hand, the other buried in his hair and holding on tight the way she knew he loved. It wouldn’t take him long to get her over like this. Not long at all.


  Which was why she planned on making him do it at least two or three times before she let him get up. She’d been feeling her Toppy oats all day today. Not sadistically frisky, but enough to want this.


  Badly.


  She writhed her way through three orgasms before finally pushing him away, sated, satisfied.


  That’s when it backfired on her. He climbed up on top of her before she’d recovered. Grabbing her legs, he spread them wide, then shoved down his shorts enough he could work his cock inside her.


  She moaned, holding on as he started fucking her.


  “My turn, baby,” he said, his Dominant energy now washing over and through her. Even if she did have the strength to resist, she wouldn’t want to. She loved it when he got like this.


  


  * * * *


  


  There were few things John loved more than making Abbey’s brains dissolve from pleasure.


  One of those few things was sliding his cock inside her pussy after he’d dissolved her brains.


  He didn’t even care about the turtle costumes anymore, too engrossed in this, making love to her, humping her brains out there on their friends’ couch.


  He leaned in, nipping at the side of her neck. “Can I get one more from you like this, baby?” he asked.


  She moaned in response. He took that as a yes and slowed up a little, biting her neck, growling at her in the way she loved.


  That did it. He felt her pussy clamping around his cock.


  “Atta girl, baby.” He kissed her, fucking her hard, fast, trying to catch up to finish with her, rolling her onto her side for better traction.


  


  * * * *


  


  Tony stood next to Seth and Ross in the kitchen, all three of them with their heads cocked, watching things unfold in front of them.


  “You know,” Tony observed, “never in my wildest dreams could I have ever imagined I would speak the phrase, ‘So I watched two horny turtles screwing each other’s brains out on Seth and Leah’s couch.’”


  “You and me both, dude,” Seth said.


  Ross took a sip of his soda. “These parties just get more and more interesting. Tony, you should have Shayla write a book about them.”


  “No one would ever believe it,” he said. “Can you imagine trying to explain this to an editor? No.”


  Gilo had gotten Abbey sideways on the couch now, and was really pile-driving her into the upholstery.


  “Better you than me,” Ross said. “How do you get turtle semen off of a couch?”


  “Make them screw on the floor,” Seth said.


  “Make them wear condoms,” Tony said.


  Seth held out his hand for a fist bump, which Tony returned.


  Tony couldn’t help it. When Abbey and Gilo had finally finished and sat up, Tony—with Seth and Ross chiming in—yelled, “Humping in a half-shell. Turtle power!”


  Abbey smacked Gilo on the arm.


  “I didn’t tell them to do it, I swear!” Gilo protested.


  Tony was laughing so hard he had to step outside onto the lanai. That’s where he was when Shayla and Leah noticed him.


  “What’s so funny?” Leah asked.


  Tony started to tell her, burst into fresh rounds of laughter, and simply pointed at her husband to explain.


  Shayla, however, was more patient. Once Tony recovered enough to tell her, she, too, burst into gales of laughter.


  “I am sooo buying them pornographic turtle stuff if I find it,” Shayla said.


  “Do they make such a thing?”


  “I’ll have one of the guys at work draw some if I can’t find any,” she said. “Someone there will be able to do it. Or I’ll pay Mallory or Chelbie. That’s priceless.”


  Chapter Nine


  


  Cris stared at his ass in the bathroom mirror. “This stuff better come off.”


  Landry looked amused. “Why? You want me to make you run around bottomless at work?”


  “No. You know what I mean.”


  “No, I’m sure I don’t. Why don’t you explain it?”


  “Sadist.”


  “Your point being?”


  Cris jumped when Tilly pounded on the bathroom door. “You guys aren’t having sex in there without me, are you?”


  Landry reached over and opened the door. “No, love. He was admiring my artwork.”


  Tilly walked in. “Holy crap, that thing’s creepy.” She pulled the shower curtain shut on the blow-up clown propped inside. “So are we playing, or what?”


  Landry grabbed her and pulled her in, kissing her hard, deeply, until she was softly moaning in his arms.


  “What was that, love?” he asked.


  Cris watched the scene play out in the mirror, amused, until he thought he glimpsed a man’s face. A blink of his eyes, and he realized he must have just seen Landry’s reflection.


  Or, something.


  “Are we scening?” she asked again, this time sounding more like a kitten than a tigress.


  He stroked her hair. “Why, yes, love. I do believe we are. Would you like to help me put some more color onto slave’s ass?”


  “Oh, no more markers, please,” Cris asked.


  “I wasn’t referring to markers,” Landry told him. “I was referring to bruises.”


  “Oh. Well, okay, then.”


  Landry sent Cris to fetch his gear bag while he led Tilly into the playroom. No one was currently using it, making it the perfect spot for them.


  He pulled Tilly close again, fondling her ass. “You should wear this outfit at home more often,” he said. “I might have been a far better patient during my cancer treatment had you been dressed like this every day.”


  She laid a finger over his lips. “Shh. That’s not funny to joke about. Especially not here.”


  He winced. “Sorry, love. I wasn’t thinking. He died here, didn’t he?”


  “Yeah. In his own bed.”


  Cris returned with the bag and Landry had him set it next to the spanking bench he planned to use. “Get naked, slave,” he said, still fondling Tilly’s ass under the short skirt. “Time for a prostate check.”


  She rolled her eyes. “Seriously?”


  “I’m trying for light-hearted.”


  “Keep trying.”


  Once Cris was secured onto the spanking bench, Landry ordered Tilly to stand by his head and let him lick her. Meanwhile, Landry broke out his implements and without any warm-up, started smacking Cris’ ass with a paddle.


  Tilly cradled Cris’ head in her hands as he worked his lips over her clit and pussy.


  “That’s it, slave,” Landry said, delivering another hard smack. “Get her over before I finish and fuck your ass, and I’ll let her give you a blow job while I’m fucking you.”


  That encouraged him, his mouth and tongue moving faster, eagerly.


  She’d long ago gotten over the shock of Cris being Landry’s slave. Watching the two of them have sex was one of the hottest things imaginable.


  Being a part of it while they had sex together was even hotter than that. Just the thought of watching Landry’s cock disappearing inside Cris bumped her even closer to orgasm.


  Some of Landry’s hits made Cris moan, which benefitted Tilly as the vibrations rolled through her clit.


  “Is he doing a good job, love?” Landry asked.


  Smack.


  “A wonderful job.” The only thing better would be if Cris were going down on her while Landry was fucking her at the same time. Something they did quite frequently, and even switched up, with Cris fucking her while Landry used his talented mouth on her.


  For a man who was homoflexible only for her, he damn sure could rock her world every time they were in bed together.


  And I’m the lucky bitch married to the guy.


  That’s the thought that tipped her over the edge. Landry noticed and picked up the tempo and severity of the impacts he delivered to Cris’ ass, until the bound man was moaning almost as loudly as Tilly was, the vibrations from his mouth intensifying her orgasm.


  Landry laughed as he relented, laying the paddle in the middle of Cris’ back. “Excellent job, slave. She looks quite satisfied.”


  That’s because she was quite satisfied.


  Landry reached over Cris, grabbed Tilly’s arm, and pulled her around to his end of the bench. This time, he fisted her hair, hard, and kissed her. “My beautiful wife is going to get on her knees and be my good little cocksucker, now, aren’t you?”


  Well, when he put it like that…


  “Uh huh!” She sank to her knees, turning so she could sit and suck Cris’ cock into her mouth and play with his balls with her hands.


  “Good girl,” Landry said.


  She heard him doing something, then he stepped close again and Cris let out a grunt. When she felt Landry’s balls now nestled next to Cris, she realized he was all the way inside him.


  “Play with my balls, too, love,” Landry said, sounding tense. “Lick them.”


  She did, eagerly, keeping Cris hard by stroking him with her fingers.


  “Okay, start sucking him again. I don’t wish him to cum in your hair right now.”


  She giggled, but did as he said, pulling another moan from Cris in the process.


  The impacts started again as Landry used the paddle on Cris while he fucked him.


  Pleasure and pain…the wily Dom had wired Cris’ brain to equate the two in many ways. Or, at least, to associate them together in the best way possible.


  “Next party, love,” Landry said, “it’ll be you on this bench, slave sucking your gorgeous pussy, while I’m fucking that sweet ass of yours.”


  She shivered with pleasure. Landry loved fucking her ass. He especially loved fucking her ass while Cris had his cock up her pussy at the same time.


  They never failed to blow her mind when they did that. There was something wonderful to be said about writhing, helpless, pinned between two hunky guys who could fuck her brains right out of her head.


  Tilly was getting lost in her fantasies when Landry stopped moving. It felt like he reached over and dug something out of his bag.


  When he handed it to her without her relinquishing the cock in her mouth, she realized what it was.


  “Put it in, love. Set to high. I don’t wish you to be left out.”


  It was the largest dildo vibrator they had, one of the ones with the little rabbit ears for the clit stimulator.


  And it usually made her scream her head off when she came.


  “In your pussy, now, or you’ll be on this bench getting your ass caned.”


  She fumbled until she found the switch and got it turned on. Closing her eyes, she moaned around Cris’ cock as she spread her legs wider and slid the vibrator inside her.


  “All the way in, as far as it’ll go, love.”


  Whimpering, feeling the release already building inside her, she did.


  Then Landry set his foot right between her legs, pressed against the base of the vibrator.


  “You can hump it against my foot if you need to, love, but it best not leave your pussy until I tell you so. Ditto that cock in your mouth.” Then he started fucking Cris again.


  Now the other man’s moans grew louder from the reaming he was getting with Landry’s cock fucking his ass, echoing her moans.


  Aaand it hit her. She cried out, rocking her hips and keeping the vibrator inside her, the clit stimulator hitting her perfectly.


  “Such a lovely sound,” Landry said. “Is it not, slave?”


  “Yes…Sir…” he gasped.


  “Slave, by the way, you may come whenever you like, as long as you do it before I do. Otherwise, you won’t get to come again until I decide.”


  Now she felt Cris moving, rocking, thrusting against Landry and her mouth. She wanted to help him, she really did, but she could barely control her own muscles with the vibrator rolling her through another series of orgasms.


  Landry chuckled. “Ah, yes. Such sweet moans.” He started smacking Cris’ ass, harder than before, shaking the bench with each stroke until Cris let out a cry before he poured a load of cum down Tilly’s throat.


  “Keep sucking, love,” Landry ordered. He put down the paddle and started fucking Cris, hard, keeping him moaning and Tilly moaning and pretty soon, Landry was moaning, too.


  When he finally fell still, he reached down and pulled the vibrator from her. “Good job, love.” He switched it off and, after pulling out of Cris, shoved the vibrator into the man’s mouth. “Suck on that until I return. Lick it clean.” Landry freed one of Cris’ hands so he could hold it before he left the room.


  Tilly closed her eyes, content, not wanting to move just yet. She did turn her face to the side and kissed the inside of Cris’ left thigh, snuggling her face against his flesh.


  Yes, they were an odd trio, indeed.


  She didn’t care.


  She loved what they had. She was almost at the point where she could admit she was glad life had worked out the way it had, that Cris had gone back to Landry and saved his life, and that Landry had brought Cris back to her.


  Almost.


  She wouldn’t complain about where they were now, that was for sure.


  Landry returned a moment later after cleaning up in the bathroom. He unsnapped Cris’ other limbs and helped him off the bench and onto the floor next to Tilly. Smiling, he put his arms around them both and drew them close, kissing the tops of their heads.


  “Where would I be without my two beautiful souls by my side? Do you know how much I utterly love and adore you both?”


  Tilly only realized now he was speaking French. At some point, he’d switched over to it during the scene and she hadn’t even noticed, although it shouldn’t have surprised her. He did it all the time.


  “Love you, too, Master,” Cris said, kissing him.


  Tilly offered him a tired but pleased smile and kissed him. “Love you, too, Master Fussypants,” she said in English.


  Landry grinned. “When do I finally outlive that moniker?”


  “When I get sick of it.”


  Cris snorted. “That would be…never.”


  Chapter Ten


  


  Gabe and Bill sat with Mike and Jenny on the lanai, talking. Gabe was dressed as Hello Kitty, while Bill had gone with a Charlotte County sheriff’s office plainclothes detective’s costume, his badge holder hanging from a chain around his neck.


  Mostly because he was on-call that night and didn’t want to have to explain a costume if he got called in.


  But also partly because he wasn’t much of one for wearing costumes.


  He enjoyed sitting and talking with Mike and Jenny. They didn’t get to see them as often as he wished they did. While not exactly the same, the other couple’s BDSM path was very similar to his and Gabe’s, a gentler, less sadistic dynamic than some of their friends.


  As Mike grew more comfortable with his role as Dominant to Jenny, he was finding the things he liked to do, setting his own course instead of following what he thought he was supposed to do. He enjoyed bondage and forced orgasm scenes with Jenny. In fact, right now Jenny was dressed in nothing but an orange and black rope chest harness.


  The perfect Halloween costume.


  “I wish we hadn’t missed the excitement earlier,” Gabe said. “I would have paid good money to see Mallory deck a Dom.”


  Bill was thankful it hadn’t been Gabe Seth had done that to. She wouldn’t have been able to shoot him, because he made her leave her sidearm in the car for the private parties. But Gabe could have put a hurting on him hand-to-hand.


  That would have been ugly and likely ended with Seth getting a ride in an ambulance, not just freezer section take-out for his swollen nose.


  “She still feels badly about it,” Jenny said. “I don’t blame her, but it was Seth’s fault for scaring her.”


  They were discussing holiday plans when something caught Bill’s eye in the backyard.


  Gabe, a veteran FDLE officer, didn’t miss his reaction. “What? What’s wrong?”


  “Nothing, I think. Wait here.” He got up and walked outside, looking around.


  Nothing but the lighted display throwing a crazy pattern of shadows, moving and still, on the other bushes and trees in the yard.


  “What is it?” Mike asked from where he’d walked over to the side door.


  “Nothing. That huge inflatable, the black cat, it moves. I’m sure it was just the light from it. That’s all.”


  But as he headed back to the house, he wasn’t sure that was the answer, either. It sure had looked like a guy walking across the backyard before he disappeared into thin air.


  Shoving that thought out of his head, he returned to the lanai to continue their conversation.


  


  * * * *


  


  They’d opted to hold the bobbing for boners contest later in the evening, when people might not be as worried about their makeup or hair.


  Tilly and Leah got the washtub ready, but only filled it with a few inches of water. What they hadn’t counted on was that not all of the dildos floated. Most of them sank.


  They’d purchased fifteen different ones, which had all been washed in the sink earlier that day to remove any packaging residue from them. And three of them had been secretly marked for prizes before they were tossed into the round washtub. They had everything from generic average fake white dude cocks, to a very large fake black cock, including balls, to one that, even down to the green color, looked like the Incredible Hulk’s dong, a dragon cock dildo, and a few sparkly rainbow-shaded dildos in various sizes and colors.


  Fun for all.


  Tilly frowned as she stared down into the tub. “That looks too easy. Should we add more water?”


  “We don’t want anyone drowning,” Leah said.


  “Ha! That’s a good one. With this group? One thing most of us ladies are good at is knob-gobbling, as Ross so eloquently put it in the invite. The only thing that could add a challenge to this is making them dive for them in the pool.”


  The women froze, then looked at each other, and then looked at the pool.


  Back to the tub of dildos.


  “You thinking what I’m thinking?” Leah asked.


  “Yep. I’m thinking exactly what you’re thinking. Who says you don’t have a sadistic streak in you, honey? You have a damn fine one. A few more years, I’ll make a switch out of you yet.” Tilly reached into the washtub and started gathering the dildos.


  Leah helped her, and within a few minutes, most of the dildos lay at the deep end of Leah’s pool, including the Hulk and the dragon dong.


  Tilly clapped her hands together to get everyone’s attention. “Okay, people. Listen up. It’s time for the diving for dildos contest. I know we’d originally billed it as bobbing for boners, but we’ve thrown in a last-minute twist. We’ve added a degree of difficulty to it. I wouldn’t want you freaks getting bored or anything.”


  Tilly pointed at the pool. “We have fifteen—count ’em, fifteen—dildos. Three of them have little black paint dots on them somewhere. The ones with the dots are each worth a twenty-five dollar gift certificate to Sigalo’s. That means we need contestants. Everyone gets a try, up to fifteen people.”


  “You don’t want them all to dive in at once?” Leah asked.


  “Hmm. Let’s see how many contestants we’ve got first. It might be fun to make them fight for them, but we don’t want to be here all night.”


  They ended up with seven contestants.


  “Perfect,” Tilly said. “Everyone can get two dildos. If the last one remaining is a winner, we’ll just let them fight for it. But get one dildo at a time. No hands. In fact, hands will be kept behind the backs or at the sides unless, you know, you’re drowning or something. But we’ll all be watching you. If anyone uses their hands to get the dildo in their mouth, they’ll be buzzed out of the pool and another contestant will get to try.


  John, Cris, Max, Cali, Chelbie, June, and Mallory were the contestants.


  Ross interrupted. “So they all get into the water and get one at a time, or they take turns?”


  “Jeez, this is worse than the Olympics. They get one turn each, at a time. Starting on the pool stairs.” Two of the floaters were now bobbing on the surface at the deep end, and one had made its way to the shallow end. Tilly opted for reverse alphabetical order, allowing Max to go first. He immediately aimed for the floater in the shallow end, using the pool wall to get it wedged in his mouth.


  “Is that allowed?” Leah asked Tilly as Max proudly made his way back to the pool steps with the dildo wiggling in his mouth.


  “I don’t know. I didn’t say they couldn’t. Anyone diving for them on the bottom will have to use the bottom, so I guess so.” She held her hand out for the dildo, which Max dropped into her palm.


  “Sorry. This one’s not a winner,” she said.


  “Dammit.” He got back in line while Mallory made her way out to the deep end.


  What Tilly knew was that their young friend had been spending a lot of time lately at the local YMCA, swimming. She was like a damn dolphin.


  And she gracefully arched her body, hands firmly at her sides, and dove down, surfacing seconds later with a dildo clenched between her teeth.


  “Whoo-hoo, babe!” Kel cheered from the side of the pool.


  She brought the dildo to Tilly. “Our first winner!” Tilly declared.


  As everyone cheered for Mallory, Leah got Tilly’s attention.


  “Hey,” Leah said, pulling her friend close. “What if we get the three winners before all the dildos are up. Shouldn’t we announce them all together?”


  “Hmm. I don’t know. We should have thought of that sooner, I guess. I wasn’t planning on doing it in a pool. Let’s just keep doing it like this. We’ve already started.”


  Leah shrugged.


  Next came June. Much like Mallory had, she headed straight to the deep end and, after three attempts, managed to surface the third time with a dildo in her mouth.


  Scrye smacked Kel on the back. “That’s my wife!” he proudly said.


  Tilly examined it. “Not a winner. Next!”


  No one else had come up with a winner for the first round, meaning Max was up for his second dive. Since the floaters had all been picked off at this point, it was the sinkers everyone would have to go deep for.


  A thought that nearly made Tilly wet herself with glee when she realized it.


  I’m so easily amused.


  When Cali entered the pool for her second try, there were still two dildos left, and one of them was a winner. She looked to Max and Sean for opinions.


  Sean wanted her to take the one on the left side of the pool, while Max was waving her toward the right.


  Finally, she picked the one on the left and went for it. It took her four tries, but she finally got it in her mouth and made it back to the side of the pool to hand it over to Tilly.


  Tilly examined it. “And we have our final winner!”


  Cali stuck her tongue out at Max. “Maybe if it had been neon green I would have gone for it.”


  He flipped her the bird before kissing her in congratulations.


  Shayla shook her head, laughing as she walked over. “That was inspired, Til. I’m serious. Absolutely hysterical. You should handle all the entertainment for these parties.”


  “Hey, Leah came up with the idea for it. I don’t get all credit.”


  “Yeah, but you made it better,” Leah said.


  “Only because we didn’t do a logistics check ahead of time.”


  Seth laughed. “So what happens to all the dildos?” They’d been dumped into the washtub by Tilly as she checked each one when they were brought up.


  “I don’t know. Save them for next year?”


  “Hang them on the Christmas tree at the club?” Leah suggested.


  “Seriously, who came up with an Incredible Hulk dong?” Gilo asked as he looked into the washtub. “I just want to know that.”


  “I don’t know,” Tilly drawled as she arched an eyebrow at him. “The same kind of guy who goes fucking around in a turtle costume?”


  Gilo flipped her off with a grin. “Hey, once you go turtle…” He trailed off.


  Tilly laughed. “Yes?”


  “Give me a minute. What rhymes with turtle?”


  “Myrtle?” Leah suggested.


  “Nothing worth fucking, probably,” Tilly said. “It’s like orange.”


  “What’s orange?” Gilo asked.


  “You know,” Leah said. “Nothing rhymes with orange.”


  Gilo looked confused. “Ooohhh,” he finally said as realization struck. “Sorry, I’m slow.”


  “Well, you are a turtle,” Shayla reminded him.


  He looked down at his costume and sighed. “Yeeeaahhh.”


  Chapter Eleven


  


  Kel and Mallory were busy doing their thing on the Doom in the living room. As much as Chelbie wanted a turn on the bondage bench, she saw an even better opportunity.


  Kel had drawn an audience with his needle play on Mallory, a corset piercing he was decking out with feathers stuck on some of the needles.


  Chelbie’s two guys were relative newcomers to the lifestyle, especially to the private parties, and she wanted to help break the ice with them a little. So while the bulk of the partygoers were being entranced by the needle play, Chelbie coaxed her two guys out onto the lanai with her.


  She caught a glimpse of someone walking away from the house, but didn’t pay them any attention. She assumed it was someone taking the long way around to the front door rather than trying to push through the throng gathered in the living room.


  “What’s up?” Rich asked. “I figured you’d want to watch Kel and Mal play.”


  Rich was her musician, blue eyes and brown hair and one minute younger than his fraternal twin, Nick.


  “I’m getting the feeling she’s feeling frisky,” Nick teased. He looked a lot like Rich, except for his blond hair. And he couldn’t carry a tune in a bucket. A computer programmer, he actually worked at the same company as Tony, just in a different department.


  It didn’t hurt that Tony was now inside with Shayla, watching the needle play scene.


  It meant Nick might feel less inhibited about getting sexy outside on the lanai.


  She handed a duffel bag she’d bought with her to Rich. “Those are for you guys.” She plopped down on the MMA mats Seth and Kel had placed under and near the suspension frame rig and held up both her arms. “Time to tie up the girl.”


  The brothers shared a quick glance before dropping to their knees next to her. As Chelbie stripped off her costume, revealing nothing underneath, the men smiled.


  “Gotta love a woman dressed in nothing but fuck-me pumps,” Rich joked as he pulled a coil of rope out of the bag.


  Nick and Rich quickly had her trussed and lying on her side, arms behind her back, legs immobilized.


  Then they rolled her onto her stomach, ass in the air. Rich sat at her head, unzipping his pants and freeing his cock. “Here you go, baby,” he said, positioning her so she could swallow his shaft. “Enjoy.”


  Between her legs, Nick had slid his cock into her pussy and now had something in his hand. After feeling the cold metal against her ass cheeks, she knew exactly what it was.


  “You shouldn’t have packed the Silencer if you didn’t want it used on you,” he teased before smacking her ass with it.


  She moaned, from pain as well as need. The Silencer had been dubbed that by her for its looks, a round piece of aluminum pipe with holes drilled all over it, and a grip for a handle.


  But it definitely didn’t silence her. It made her loudly moan around Rich’s cock, pulling happy moans from him, too.


  “That’s it, baby,” Rich said. “You wanted to play, you get to play.”


  Nick tenderized her ass-o-lantern with the Silencer, alternating with periods of fucking her nice and hard, before putting it down and picking up something else.


  She heard the vibrator come to life in his hand before he reached under her and pressed it against her clit.


  Unable to squirm away from the vibrator, the intense orgasm felt that much more powerful. Nick took a few strokes inside her, intensifying her pleasure and the volume of her moans until she felt Rich close to coming in her mouth.


  “Oh, there you go,” Nick said. “We could keep you here like this for the rest of the night, couldn’t we?”


  Nothing but moans from her in reply. Even if she could think clearly enough to reply, Rich’s hard cock filling her mouth would have made speaking impossible.


  Rich buried his hands in her hair, now actively fucking her mouth. Filled by her men’s cocks at both ends, Chelbie was a very happy camper.


  “I think we’re going to have to learn how to do suspensions,” Nick said, keeping the vibrator pressed firmly against her clit. “Imagine having her suspended and being able to do this to her?”


  “Oooh, I like that idea. Do you like that idea, baby?”


  She whimpered in reply.


  “I think that was a yes,” Nick said.


  They knew damn well they’d fried her brain, and she absolutely loved it. In the rest of their lives together, the three of them were partners.


  In bed, however, she wanted them to take total control of her.


  And boy, howdy, had they.


  Finally, Rich couldn’t hold out anymore. “I’m about to blow,” he gasped.


  Nick put down the vibrator and started fucking Chelbie hard and fast and triggering one last round of orgasms inside her. Rich’s cock grew hotter against her tongue just before he shot a load of cum into her mouth. Another happy moan from her, she swallowed. And then Nick was coming, too, filling her pussy with his load.


  They finally eased her back onto her side on the mats, stretching out next to her as they all caught their breath.


  Rich kissed her. “Better, baby?”


  She wiggled against the ropes a little. “I like the idea of you guys learning suspension.”


  Nick leaned in. “Yeah?”


  “Yeah. So you better not be teasing me with that.”


  The men laughed. “Pushy little bottom, aren’t you?” Rich joked.


  “I didn’t hear you complaining about my pushy little bottom a few minutes ago,” she playfully shot back.


  “True,” Nick said, reaching out and stroking her sore ass. The Silencer always left her stinging and sore in the good ways, which was one of the reasons she loved it so much. “I love your pushy little bottom. I especially love beating your pushy little bottom.”


  She wiggled her ass for him. “Then how about we go take a dip in the hot tub and we’ll see what else you might be in the mood to do with my pushy little bottom?”


  “We can’t win,” Rich said. “We might as well go along with her evil plans.”


  Nick started untying her. “Not like I’m complaining.”


  “I didn’t say I was complaining,” Rich said.


  “Hey, I’m the good kind of evil,” Chelbie said. “My dark side comes with cookies and everything.”


  “You come with cocks, you come with cookies,” Nick teased. “You’re just a little slut.”


  She stuck her tongue out at him. “I’m your little slut, and don’t you forget it.”


  “Oh, no worries,” Rich said. “We won’t. Trust us.”


  “Not like you’d let us forget it,” Nick said.


  Chapter Twelve


  


  Rob and Laura didn’t get to as many of the private parties as some of their friends. Between the baby, Laura’s business running dive charters, and Rob being a county paramedic, sometimes making their schedules align—and lining up a babysitter—was nearly impossible.


  Tonight, however, they had not just the night, but the whole weekend to themselves. Several days earlier, Laura’s brother had flown in from out of town on vacation with his girlfriend, and they’d volunteered to babysit for them tonight and tomorrow.


  Which meant after leaving the party tonight, they’d be returning to the hotel room they’d rented earlier for a long, uninterrupted night’s sleep…


  And hopefully a morning of uninterrupted play.


  Despite the horrible neon green color, Laura still wanted to try the Doom. She’d been hearing about Max and Sean’s newest bondage frames from her friends and felt a little resentful that she hadn’t been able to try one yet.


  Rob had promised to tie her to it tonight and thoroughly beat her ass.


  Among other things he’d be doing to her ass.


  Her heart racing, Rob pulled her close and kissed her after getting his ropes and implements ready.


  “Get naked, sweetheart,” he said with the sexy smile that melted her every time. “This is what you wanted.”


  She did, stripping down to her leather collar and wrist and ankle cuffs. Max helped him adjust the frame to fit her and then stepped back, out of the way so as not to interfere with their scene.


  Rob quickly got her bound to the frame with rope. Once she was secure, he stepped behind her and started stroking her back with his hands. “Comfy?”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  Actually, she was. The frame was perfectly padded in all the right places while allowing Rob excellent access to everything he wanted access to.


  Including her ass, which he started warming up with a bare-handed spanking. She’d need every bit of a warm-up, too, because having a little one in the house had meant an end to her morning maintenance spankings.


  And she really missed those, the few minutes spent together at the start of the day to put and keep her in the right mindset.


  He dragged his nails down her flesh, pulling a happy moan from her. Already she felt the start of subspace wanting to creep in, to take her to that fun, floaty place that gave her a brief mental vacation from the world and her responsibilities.


  Her dynamic with Rob was gorgeous, perfect. She longed for the relief of letting go, while he longed for the short period of utter control over at least one aspect in his world, something sometimes lacking in his job as a paramedic.


  He used a flogger on her, a stiffer one with braided leather falls, not quite stingy but not fluffy, either.


  Taking a moment to pause, he walked around the frame and grabbed her by her ponytail. “Who’s my good girl?”


  A content sigh escaped her. “Me, Sir.”


  “Where are we at?”


  “Green, Sir.”


  Better than green, right now.


  “Good girl.”


  Releasing her hair, he returned to her ass and picked up something Laura suspected was a riding crop. He started working her ass and thighs over with it, even landing a few lighter strokes with the flapper on her pussy. He stepped up the impacts on her ass and the backs of her thighs until she was whining, squirming, pulling against the ropes as she tried to escape the blows despite her body loving every second of it.


  He paused, stroking his hands up and down her flesh once more. “How are we doing, baby?”


  “Green, Sir.”


  “Good girl.”


  She heard him rummaging through his bag for something. It wasn’t a long wait to figure out what, because she heard the click of the vibrator coming to life just before he slid it inside her wet pussy and started fucking her with it.


  She exploded, her pleasure tempered by the pain as he started using the riding crop on her again. Every stroke only made her rolling orgasm feel that much sweeter, until he finally pulled the vibrator away, leaving her weak, limp, trembling on the bench.


  He turned off the vibrator and stepped between her legs again. This time, it was his cock he slid inside her, slowly fucking her, holding onto the ropes he used around her waist to bind her to the bench.


  “Give me one more like this, baby,” he hoarsely said, the strain of his effort to hold back his own release telegraphed through his voice. “One more.”


  At this angle and position, he hit all the right spots inside her. Then he leaned in and reached under her body, finding her nipples and playing with them, tweaking them.


  That did it. The climax bubbled through her, not as strong as the ones via the vibrator, but enough to make Rob happy.


  He grabbed the ropes again and started fucking her, hard and fast, the whole frame rocking as he pounded his cock into her. When he finally fell still, he started stroking her back again. “I’d buy one of these things if we had a place to put it,” he said.


  “Kind of makes me wish I hadn’t sold the condo,” she said. “We could have used it as a playroom.”


  He withdrew and walked around to her head, his softening cock still hanging out. “You know what to do, baby.”


  Yes, she did. She opened wide, loving this part, too, sucking the mixed taste of his juices and hers off his cock while he stroked her hair and told her what a good girl she was.


  After he untied her and they wiped down the bench and got their stuff moved, he led her out to the lanai. There, they stripped and got into the pool, where he cuddled with her.


  They didn’t have a pool at the house, even though it was on her wishlist. But Seth and Leah kept their pool at the perfect temperature, and Laura liked nothing better than spending her post-scene cuddle time gently floating in Rob’s arms.


  He nuzzled the side of her neck. “Better?”


  “Mm-hmm. Much.” Her ass and thighs would be sore as hell tomorrow, marked with bruises she would have a hard time not staring at every time she was in the bathroom.


  “Love you, baby,” he whispered.


  “Love you too, Sir.” Their life had taken some pretty crazy and dramatic turns in the past to get them to this point—her attack and subsequent amnesia, a psychotic rapist and murderer stalking her, unexpectedly getting pregnant with Molly—but now, other than normal life aggravations, she was content and at peace.


  Boring.


  And she loved every second of it. She’d gladly take boring over the alternative. The more boring her life, the happier she was. Yes, sometimes juggling Rob’s schedule was a hassle, but he loved what he did, and she loved that he was happy.


  She couldn’t ask for anything more than that.


  “We really need a pool,” he said. “Or at least a hot tub. Or maybe one of those small lap pools where it has the water jets so you think you’re swimming when you’re really not.”


  She reached behind her and touched a finger to his lips. “More floaty, less talky. I’m surfing my subspace high here.”


  He laughed. “Sorry, baby.”


  Chapter Thirteen


  


  Loren let out a startled squeak, followed by laughter, when Ross snuck up on her in the kitchen and nibbled on the side of her neck.


  “Hi, Sir.”


  “Sorry. Didn’t mean to scare you.”


  She turned in his arms. “Looks like another successful party.”


  “I certainly think so. Great turnout, lots of fun.”


  “And the ass-o-lantern contest was a resounding success.”


  “There is that. I think we’ve hit upon a new annual tradition.”


  “Maybe Derrick and Kel can start doing them at the club every year.”


  “I’ll make the suggestion.” He kissed her. “Feeling like playing?”


  “Are you asking me or telling me?”


  “Yes,” he said, smiling.


  “I’m feeling mellow, if that helps.”


  “Tired?”


  “No, just…” She shrugged, glancing around as if to make sure no one was within ear shot. “If I say something, will you promise not to laugh?”


  “I make no such promises.”


  “I’m serious, Ross.”


  He frowned. “Okay, what is it?”


  “Have you seen that guy tonight?”


  A chill washed through Ross. “What guy?”


  “I’ve caught a couple of glimpses of him here and there. Haven’t seen him for a while, so maybe he left.” She leaned in closer. “I swear to god, he’s the spitting image of Kaden. I haven’t gotten close enough to talk to him yet though. Maybe I won’t, now, if he’s left already.”


  The chill turned to an icy river. “No, haven’t seen him.” He still wasn’t sure what he’d seen in the front yard, if he’d seen anything.


  He damn sure wasn’t about to ask his friends and hosts if Kaden’s ghost was flitting around the joint.


  “Well, I’m not going to say anything about him to Seth and Leah. I just thought maybe you knew who he was since you handled the RSVPs and invites.”


  “Nope. Ed Payne was a plus two. Maybe he came with them.”


  “Maybe that’s it. I still wouldn’t feel right asking. If you figure it out—”


  “Yeah. I’ll tell you.” He leaned in to kiss her.


  As he stepped away, she grabbed his hand. “Didn’t you say something about wanting to play?” She flashed him a sultry grin that usually would have him wanting to toss her over his shoulder and haul her off to bed or the dungeon, whichever happened to be closest at the time.


  Right now, the last thing on his mind was play or sex. What he wanted to do was walk around the house again, check the grounds. If the guy was some sort of macabre practical joker, it wasn’t very funny.


  Then again, people couldn’t help what they looked like, usually. Maybe it was just a freaky coincidence.


  That had to be it.


  Had to be.


  


  * * * *


  


  Loren didn’t understand the subtle shift in Ross’ demeanor, but she didn’t like it and wanted to try to bring happy Ross back to the party. She draped her arms around him, pulling him close.


  “Maybe Sir would like to take me back to the playroom and put a few cane marks on my ass, hmm?”


  She felt his cock twitch through his slacks. Yep, she was getting to him.


  “Hmm.”


  “Is that a yes, hmm, or a no, hmm?”


  “Hmm.” He smiled. “I think you talked me into it.” He swatted her on the ass. “Go grab the bag, please, and meet me back there.”


  Fortunately, they had the playroom to themselves. Loren quickly stripped and let Ross tie her down to the bench. Then he started stroking her back, her ass, her legs. “I’m thinking beating and blow job,” he said.


  She wiggled her ass at him. “Yes, Sir.”


  First he started the fun by firing up the insertable egg vibrator he had for her. He cranked it up to high, which still wasn’t enough to get her off without further assistance, and it easily slid inside her pussy.


  She moaned.


  “Yep, that’s a hint of things to come.” He pulled a riding crop out of his bag, preferring to start with that rather than a cane. After a few light swats that had her wiggling her ass at him even more, he started taking heavier strokes, pausing between each one to finger her clit.


  Every time he did that, it brought her closer to release but without relief.


  The longer he did that, the more she begged, until she pleaded with him to use a cane on her.


  She knew. If she wanted her relief, she’d have to pay the price, and stepping up to the cane was the fastest way to get it.


  He pulled another vibrator out of the bag and turned it on, holding it under her with one hand while with the other he administered several hard cane strokes.


  When her orgasm hit, she arched her back, curling her fingers and moaning, making his cock ache to be inside her. He didn’t relent, forcing her to come and take more cane strokes, loving the way her body responded to him, enjoying this, glad to whatever universal forces there were that had brought the two of them together in the first place.


  She was perfect for him, perfectly his, and he wouldn’t trade her for anyone or anything in the world.


  Only when he knew he’d thoroughly wrung her out did he shut off the second vibrator. Putting the cane aside, he walked around to the front of her and unzipped his slacks. His hard cock was already straining, anticipating, knowing what came next.


  Her hot and eager mouth was ready and waiting for him, sucking him down to the root as he let out a moan.


  “Perfect, baby,” he said. “Absolutely perfect.” He stroked her hair, sliding his cock back and forth along her tongue, between her lips, trying to hold back and make it last.


  But she was too good. She was always too good.


  “Get ready,” he said as he felt it boil up from his balls, her happy moan as she tasted him, the way her throat worked as she swallowed him, every drop, still sucking and licking until he finally laughed and tapped her on top of the head.


  “Okay, baby. Done.”


  He untied her and pulled her into his lap, cradling her against him. “I guess you want that vibrating egg out of you, too, huh?”


  “Yes, Sir.” She laughed. “Please?”


  “Well, since you asked so nicely.” He reached between her legs and fished it out, then made her suck it clean after he turned it off with the remote control.


  “Good?”


  She snuggled back into his arms. “Great, Sir. As always. Thank You.”


  He kissed her temple. “No, thank you, baby. I’d be nothing without you.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Mallory and Kel were each saying their good-byes to everyone still at the party. Mal found Leah in the living room and gave her a hug.


  “I’m sorry again,” she said to Leah.


  “No worries. He’s fine, seriously.”


  Seth walked in. “Leaving so soon, slugger?” Leah was called back to the kitchen by Tilly, who was asking clean-up related questions.


  Mal felt her face redden as Seth started laughing. “I’m kidding, honest!” He pulled her in for a hug. “Seriously, it’s okay. I’m already laughing about it. See? No worries.”


  Over his shoulder, hanging on the living room wall, she spotted a large picture she’d seen every time she’d been to their house but had never really noticed before. She recognized the large Tree of Life from Disney’s Animal Kingdom.


  That’s not what caught her eye.


  The three people in the picture are what caught her attention. Seth, Leah, and another man…


  Seth turned and followed her line of sight. “Oh.” He sounded sad, his smile wistful. “That was us and Kaden. He had a great time that trip. Lots of great memories.”


  Mallory nodded, numbness creeping through her. “I’m sorry.”


  “No, it’s okay. It’s been a couple of years.”


  A few minutes later, her numbness remained even as she climbed into the truck with Kel and they headed home.


  “What’s wrong?” he asked.


  “Nothing.”


  “Don’t ‘nothing’ me. Are you still upset by what happened?”


  She swallowed hard and nodded.


  Technically, it wasn’t a lie. He hadn’t specified what incident.


  “I’ll get over it,” she volunteered. “Seth told me he’s laughing about it now. I’ll be fine.”


  He reached across the cab and squeezed her hand.


  She couldn’t say it, couldn’t admit what she’d thought she’d seen. It would sound horrible, macabre, wrong.


  And the rational part of her mind tried to convince her it was a trick of the light. A conjuring of her subconscious, which had seen and noted that photo every time she’d been to their house, even if she’d never studied it before.


  That’s all.


  Because if she didn’t talk herself into believing that, she would have to believe that, for a split second, she’d seen Kaden Erikkson’s face in the bathroom mirror.


  And that was just damned impossible.


  


  * * * *


  


  Tony stood in the front yard, staring at the Halloween decorations. They’d be leaving soon, because it was almost two in the morning, and he was exhausted.


  But…something.


  He could have sworn that he’d seen something earlier when they’d arrived.


  Shayla had never known Kaden, had never met him in person.


  But Kaden had been a good friend of his. He’d know the man anywhere, his face, his walk, his voice.


  When they first arrived, he would have sworn on a stack of hundred dollar bills of his own money that he’d seen Kaden walking across the front yard, checking electrical connections.


  Just like he did with his Christmas displays when he was alive.


  Now, there was nothing but the display, the soft humming of the fan motors on the inflatables, and the usual night noises one heard in this area.


  That was all.


  No shadows.


  No ghosts.


  Was it a ghost? Or just a wistful thought?


  Or maybe a lot of fucking stress and sleep deprivation and an airplane ride earlier today after killing myself to get home to make this party.


  Maybe he didn’t want to know. Maybe it was better not to know, not to seek the scientific answer, the likely answer, that he’d simply experienced a trick of the light, combined with exhaustion.


  Maybe it was better to let it silently sit in his brain, a small, unspoken thought that perhaps his friend was still among them in some way other than just their memories and hearts.


  Maybe.


  After one final look, he forced himself to return inside to finish saying his good-byes and to gather Shayla.


  He needed his own bed and a long, uninterrupted night’s sleep.


  That’s it.


  Chapter Fourteen


  


  Ed waited until Hope had her seat belt buckled before backing his car out of Seth and Leah’s driveway.


  “You have a missed call, hon,” she said, holding up his phone.


  “Dammit.” He stopped at the street and reached for it, Hope dropping it into his outstretched hand. He’d left it in the center console, not wanting to deal with it that night. He’d just wanted to enjoy himself and get this one last duty to Kaden taken care of.


  The last envelope.


  Well, the last one he had. No telling if Kaden had given anyone else more to do. If he had, Kaden hadn’t told him.


  He didn’t recognize the number, but they’d left a voice mail a little after six that evening. Which would have been about ten minutes or so after they’d arrived.


  When he listened, he immediately recognized the voice of the actor he’d hired for the night.


  “Hey, Mr. Payne. I’m really sorry about this, but I have to cancel tonight. Some asshole ran a red light and T-boned me on my way down there. Car’s totaled, and right now I’m in the ER at Sarasota Memorial. Looks like my left leg’s broken. Really sorry about this.” In the background, Ed heard what sounded like medical beeps and other voices. If he was faking it, he was doing a damned good job. “Obviously, please don’t send the check. I hope this didn’t screw things up too much for you.”


  Ed felt a chill wash over him as he ended the call and stared at his phone.


  “What is it?” Hope asked.


  He stared at his phone, then glanced in the sideview mirror. He would swear he saw someone Kaden’s height and build and hair color disappearing around the corner of the house.


  The same guy he’d been seeing all evening.


  The same guy he’d thought had been the one he’d hired.


  Then again, it could have been a trick of the light, shadows, the yard decorations.


  Or even another partygoer who’d slipped outside for a little peace and quiet to smoke a cigarette. They weren’t the last ones to leave. There were still plenty of people there.


  He shivered again. “Nothing,” he said, returning the phone to the center console. “Nothing.” He shifted the car into drive and headed out of there.


  He loved Seth and Leah to death, but it would be a long time before he made his way back there again after dark.


  


  * * * *


  


  It was nearly four a.m. by the time the last guest left. Seth went outside to shut off the yard decorations, taking another moment to stare at them before he did. Kaden had never gone all out for Halloween, usually just a couple of things here and there. With their small gated community, they rarely got a lot of trick-or-treaters anyway.


  It was Christmas that had been Kaden’s love.


  I hope you don’t mind I took this holiday over and made it mine.


  His nose still throbbed a little, but the last time he’d looked at it in the mirror, he didn’t think it’d be too bad in the morning. Maybe a little swollen, but getting the frozen peas on it as soon as he had probably helped. He didn’t think his eyes would end up blackened, either.


  He’d just switched off the last display when he heard Leah let out a bloodcurdling shriek, followed by laughter. Racing inside, he found her in the living room, nearly doubled over, practically incapacitated.


  “What the fuck? What happened? Are you okay?”


  Unable to speak, she simply pointed at the sliding glass doors leading out onto the lanai. In them, the reflection from the ghost hanging from the ceiling near the front door. The effect with the darkened room behind them made it look like the ghost was hovering over the pool.


  She finally straightened and lightly smacked his arm, even as she still laughed. “I…thought… I saw… someone…on… the deck… dammit…”


  He knew he had to wait for her to get it out of her system, to quit laughing long enough to talk, but it was damn good to hear her laugh.


  Even if she would be a little irritated at him over it.


  Finally, she gasped for breath. “I was in the kitchen and something caught my eye. I swear I thought I saw that guy still out there. The one we couldn’t figure out who he was? I walked around the counter to go call for you and then saw the reflection of that damn thing”—she pointed—“hanging there and would have wet my panties if you’d allowed me to wear any tonight.”


  He grinned. “Then lucky you you’re commando tonight, huh?” His smile faded as he looked past her onto the lanai. For just a split second, he could have sworn he saw the guy standing there, too.


  A guy who looked like…


  Shivers raced through him. He walked past her and out onto the lanai, but no one was there. No one could be there. He could see all four corners of the lanai from where he stood, and the light from the pool illuminated it almost like daytime.


  Walking around the pool, he checked both doors. Yep, locked. Switching off the pool light, he verified all the sliders were locked, locking the one to the living room behind him as he went in.


  “Is everything okay?” she asked.


  “Yeah. Just like you said, a reflection.” He went and pulled the hanging ghost down and laid it on the sofa. “There. Now it won’t scare the piddle out of you.” He tried to smile, but his gut told him that wasn’t right.


  He made his usual nightly prowl around the house following a party like that one. The garage, the front door, the windows, everything.


  Leah had gone back into the kitchen to finish up a few things there when he stepped into the living room again and spotted it.


  On the shelf where Kaden’s urn sat lay a small, white envelope tucked up against it.


  A flash of a reflection caught his eye in the living room sliders, but when he looked, it was only his own image appearing in the glass.


  He quickly checked the rest of the house without telling Leah what he was doing—or why. No one in there but the two of them, and all the windows were locked in the other rooms as well. The closets were empty of uninvited guests, and none hid under beds, either.


  That left—


  “Seth?” Leah’s trembling voice called out to him.


  Dammit.


  He returned to the living room and found Leah holding the envelope.


  “Sorry, babe. I saw it a minute ago but wanted to check the rest of the house first.”


  She looked up at him, tears in her eyes. Happy tears or ones of grief, he couldn’t tell. “There’s something in it,” she whispered.


  “Knowing Kade, I’m sure there is. Do you want me to open it?”


  She looked at the front of it. In Kaden’s handwriting both their names had been printed.


  She finally passed it to Seth with a trembling hand.


  It felt like there was more than one of Kaden’s infamous index cards inside. When he opened it, he found four small, black cat-shaped tags, with Leah’s name and both Seth’s and Kaden’s initials engraved on the backs.


  The index card was also in his writing.


  


  Sorry this is so late, but I kind of wanted it that way. Don’t bother asking around, I swore the person to secrecy and it could have been any of our friends. Consider it a Halloween miracle. Boo! :) I wanted to wait a couple of years before springing these on you, when I suspected you’d both be a little stronger, more healing behind you. I love you both and want you to know how proud I am of both of you. I write this not knowing what lies ahead for me, obviously, but if there’s any way for me to keep tabs on you both and watch from the wings, believe me, I will. I’m kinky like that. Hey, I get to be a voyeur! :) (Sorry. Couldn’t resist that, either.) Enjoy your life together knowing that’s exactly what I wanted to happen. Love — K.


  


  He handed her the card to read as he stared at the tags in his hand.


  Kaden the control freak strikes again.


  Not that he minded.


  It was nice to have these little nudges from the hereafter every once in a while. He wasn’t a religious man himself, so he had no clue where the essence of Kaden now resided, or if it still existed at all.


  But having these little gifts meant the world to Seth. He could pretend it meant Kaden was doing exactly that—watching them live their lives and happy for them for moving on.


  His friend wasn’t a bullshitter. He knew if Kaden said it, Kaden meant it.


  He added one of the tags to the collar Leah now wore and gave it a little jingle with his finger. “You all right?”


  She sadly smiled. “Yeah.” She looked up at him. “I didn’t think we’d ever see another one of these. I’m kind of glad we did.” She returned the card to him.


  “I know. Me, too.”


  She glanced over her shoulder at the lanai. “You want to hear something stupid that I don’t feel quite so stupid for saying now?”


  “What?”


  She turned to look at him again. “What if we were seeing him?”


  “Who, Kaden?”


  “Yeah. His ghost or whatever.”


  He didn’t respond.


  Her eyes narrowed. “You saw him, too, didn’t you? Admit it.”


  “I don’t know what I saw. We had a lot of people here tonight. He could have been a one-plus for someone and we missed it. Maybe he was just shy.”


  She arched an eyebrow at him. “I saw him standing on the fucking pool deck a few minutes ago. You did, too. That’s why you’re suddenly in urban commando mode. Admit it.”


  “I don’t know what I saw,” he repeated. “And I have an excuse for seeing things. Mallory rang my bell good earlier. I could have a concussion for all I know.”


  She stood and kissed him. “Well, since we’re both seeing things, let’s head to bed and get some sleep. Maybe tomorrow morning when we wake up you can make me see stars.”


  She cast a sultry smile over her shoulder at him as she headed down the hall toward their bedroom.


  Seth paused, the card and envelope in one hand, the tags in the other, and stared at Kaden’s urn.


  “Happy Halloween, buddy,” he softly said. “Hope you got a kick out of watching everyone. It would have been your kind of party.”


  With the back of his right hand, the one holding the card and envelope, he gently stroked the side of the urn before following Leah down the hall to their bedroom.
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