
        
            
                
            
        

    
  Suncoast Society


  A Turn of the Screwed
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  Keith loves Scott and admires the man’s devotion to Noel. He feels for Noel and realizes that, no matter what, someone will lose to make someone else happy.
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Chapter One


  


  Keith Knepp stood at the railing in front of his room and looked out over the hotel’s courtyard, surveying the start of the action. It was a warm early March Friday night, even by Florida standards. Music flowed over and through the space, a visceral, breathing animal, the bass line pumping through him. In and around the pool, men lounged and swam and stalked each other. In the waning light, it was now possible to see the bouncing disco lights sweeping the area.


  One. Big. Party.


  He’d been here a few times before, both for afternoons and for overnight stays. Four different bars, a dance club, a leather bar, and a restaurant. A hideaway in the middle of St. Petersburg, the Toucan Resort did not lay at all off the beaten path, yet most straights and vanillas didn’t even realize it was there.


  Wish we had something like this in Sarasota.


  There were a lot of things he wished they had in Sarasota. He’d been to Venture a few times and was a member of the BDSM club, even had a couple of friends there, but unfortunately there weren’t many single gay guys who went on a regular basis. This weekend, a leather boy contest was being held at the Toucan, meaning not just gay men, but gay men interested in BDSM.


  If he was going to fish, he needed to fish in the correct and well-stocked pond for a change.


  He’d booked at room at the Toucan for the whole weekend, with late Sunday checkout. He was hoping that, between now and then, maybe he’d meet a couple of prospects, guys interested in more than just a quick fuck.


  He wanted a relationship. Being alone had gotten old. At thirty-nine, he was ready to settle down with someone. And the fact that the state’s gay marriage ban had just fallen courtesy of the courts meant he really could have it all. Finally.


  If he could find someone to have it all with.


  


  * * * *


  


  Noel clutched the beer bottle in her hand and held it close to her throat, a security blanket more than anything. On the barstool next to her, her friend and fellow teacher, Kennedy Charles, sounded like an ADHD squirrel hopped up on caffeine as she rapid-fire chatted with a guy who’d wandered up to them and now looked like he strongly regretted the decision.


  On the other side of Noel sat her friend, Eliza, who was the DD for the night.


  Hell, Eliza was usually the DD for their girls’ night outings.


  Noel jumped when Eliza tapped her on the shoulder and pointed to the bar’s back deck, which overlooked the Intracoastal.


  Gratefully, Noel stood and headed that way while Eliza leaned in and whispered something in Kennedy’s ear.


  The poor guy looked like he’d rather go with the two of them than stand there in Kennedy’s clutches, but it was every woman for herself as far as Noel was concerned.


  Eliza overtook Noel and gently caught her elbow, steering her toward a back, secluded corner by the railing.


  “Spill it,” Eliza said.


  Noel felt her face heat in the deepening night. “What?”


  “What’s going on? What’s wrong?”


  Noel took another sip of her beer to buy her some time. “What?”


  Eliza hooked a thumb over her shoulder toward the bar’s interior. “I know you didn’t want to talk about whatever it is in front of chatterbox in there, but I’m your best friend. Is there something going on you need to talk about?”


  Hell, if she couldn’t talk to Eliza, she couldn’t talk to anyone. They’d been friends for years. “Yeah,” she quietly admitted.


  “The BDSM stuff’s not going so well, huh?”


  Noel let out a snort. “You could say that.”


  “Rusty and I warned you guys to take it slow, just wet a toe at a time. What happened?”


  Noel leaned on the railing and looked down into the water. High tide, the pilings of the adjoining dock were mostly covered. She wished she could melt into the darkness, into the water, never come out.


  “He’s gay,” Noel softly said. “Well, he’s bi, but heavily on the gay side of bi.”


  “Huh.” Eliza leaned against the railing next to Noel. “I wondered.”


  At first, Noel wasn’t sure she’d heard Eliza right. “What?”


  Eliza shrugged. “Just a hunch Rusty and I had.”


  “How could I be the last one to know?”


  “Women sometimes are. Usually are. So what now?”


  “You’re not shocked?”


  “No. Why? Should I be? When did he tell you?”


  “About two years ago.”


  Eliza nearly choked on the sip of iced tea she’d been taking. “What? That’s when you guys started the BDSM stuff.”


  “Yeah. I know. I was compromising. Trying to keep him happy. I didn’t tell you about the rest.”


  “Obviously.” Eliza let out another cough and finally composed herself. “How about you start over. Why are you so upset tonight?”


  “There’s a thing going on at some resort in St. Pete this weekend. A gay leather thing. I told him if he wanted to go, he could. And if something happened…”


  “Ah.” Eliza remained silent for a moment. “That he could do whatever.”


  “Yeah. As long as he’s safe. I want him to be happy.”


  “So what now? Are you guys going to get divorced?”


  “He said he doesn’t want to.”


  “Or is he saying that for your benefit?”


  “I don’t know. I don’t want to get divorced either. For all the reasons.”


  “All the reasons” being her extremely conservative and religious parents, who hadn’t been thrilled about her marrying Scott in the first place.


  Fortunately, her parents lived in Indiana. The past two years when Noel and Scott had gone up to visit them, as they had during the previous eight years of their marriage, they’d pretended all was well and dodged the inevitable questions about when they’d have grandchildren, like Noel’s two brothers and two sisters. She’d always wished to have a closer relationship with them, seeking their approval, even though she never understood why she needed it. Her marriage dissolving would be one more failing in their ever-judgmental eyes.


  “So the tl;dr is that you’re living in limbo for now,” Eliza said.


  “I guess.” Her friend had an annoyingly accurate way of slicing through the fat and right to the bone, cutting through the bullshit.


  The truth was, Noel didn’t want to divorce Scott. She loved him. And he still did things with her in bed. She’d hoped by helping him with the BDSM part of stuff, the strap-on play, the bondage, the domination, the impact play, that maybe it would be enough for him.


  Perhaps in her heart she’d always known it wouldn’t be, but she’d hoped that old chestnut would prove true, about if you loved something and set it free.


  Maybe she’d set him free, but what if he wasn’t hers to have in the first place? Would he even come back?


  Scott had gone out on dates a few times locally, guys he’d met online, but nothing that had panned out for him. He still hadn’t had any sexual encounters with a man, even though she’d given him permission to. He’d promised her he wouldn’t randomly sleep around, and that he wouldn’t blow up their marriage for anything less than what he felt for her already.


  In her heart, she’d always hoped he never would leave, never would find someone else. She knew he loved her. She felt loved.


  She also couldn’t help feeling less-than. There were lots of things she could and would do to make her husband happy.


  Unfortunately, growing a penis or changing her chromosomal makeup wasn’t one of them.


  Eliza looked contemplative. “You’re hoping he sows some wild oats and comes home happy for a while, right?”


  Noel looked at Eliza. “That’s creepy.” She knew she didn’t have to explain what she meant to her friend.


  Eliza shrugged. “It’s a blessing and a curse.” She slung an arm around Noel’s shoulders. “You aren’t the first woman in the history of the world to be a beard, and you won’t be the last, unfortunately. But only you can decide what’s right for you.”


  “I don’t know what’s right for me.” Noel knew what a divorce would mean, basically having to cut herself off from contact with her family or face their “told you so” wrath that they’d been holding on to for ten years.


  In their eyes, Scott wasn’t good enough not just for Noel, but for “the family.” They’d reluctantly suffered Noel’s decision to be a teacher, thinking she was simply rebelling, when everyone else was either a lawyer or involved in banking, or a high-ranking corporate wonk, something “successful,” in other words.


  Not…that.


  To them, being a teacher was a thankless, dead-end, broke-ass job that wouldn’t lead her anywhere in life. Not when her father was a successful entrepreneur who ran a Fortune 500 investment company. Not when her eldest brother was a corporate attorney for one of the largest pharmaceutical firms in the US. Not when her other brother was a circuit court judge with eyes on running for state representative, and then perhaps later the Senate or House of Representatives.


  Not when her younger sister had clerked for a Supreme Court judge before landing a prestigious position at a Washington, D.C. legal firm.


  Not when her older sister now worked on Wall Street.


  They would have been happier with Noel taking an entry-level job in the mail room at a large corporation and clawing her way up the ladder over the years than becoming a teacher. They would have at least respected her for that kind of “rebellion.”


  No, Noel was the black sheep in the family. After graduating from college, she’d moved to Florida, where she’d fallen in love with the state while on spring break her junior year in college. She’d gotten a job first with a private school in Bradenton, then with the Sarasota county school system a year later.


  Then she’d met and married Scott, a 911 dispatcher for the county, whom she’d met—ironically—during a mandatory sexual harassment workshop for new county employees. They’d married a year later after dating.


  While her family had—sort of—kept their mouths shut about her choice in careers, apparently they’d hoped she’d at least have the common sense to marry up in the world if she was refusing to make her own way career-wise.


  It wasn’t until she’d threatened to simply elope with Scott and not have a wedding at all that her parents had backed the hell off, offered to pay for the wedding if she held it up in Indiana, and told her that it was her life she was fucking up.


  Well, not in those exact words, but the subtext glared like a neon sign in a dark desert on a moonless night.


  Then again, she’d always felt less-than growing up. Not even the youngest, or technically the middle child, but her older brothers and sister had already set a precedent of expectations from her parents that when she came along made life damned hard for her. Even her younger sister, the baby, had fallen in line with the family thinking like a good little sheep. Yes, she lived her own life.


  Still, it would have been nice to have her family’s acceptance about one damn thing. Getting divorced would only give them more ammo against her to prove she should have done what they said, regardless of how miserable it made her.


  Noel had been the one getting in trouble in Sunday school for questioning the Bible teachings. Noel had been the one earning dour looks from her parents and especially from her father when she spoke up in favor of gay rights and other “liberal” causes. Noel had been the one getting eye rolls and glares of condescension for going to poetry readings and “wasting her time” on attending coffeeshops to see indie bands perform, or reading “liberal” fiction instead of the Wall Street Journal or Forbes.


  She’d often wondered, more than a few times, if she hadn’t accidentally been swapped at birth. That maybe there was a conservative woman stuck in a hippy-dippy, liberal, atheist family, and who’d suffered the same amount of converse misery Noel had in her lifetime.


  It was no wonder she wanted to move to Florida when she’d graduated from college. Escaping the miserable winters and even more miserable familial chill.


  And then she’d met Scott and thought her life was complete.


  And now…


  “How sad does it make me,” Noel quietly said, “that I’m less upset by the fact that he’s going out to possibly meet up with a guy? If it was a woman, we’d be in divorce court already. But…” She stared at her bottle of beer again for a moment. “If he’s willing to stay married, and it’s just guys, I’m actually not totally un-okay with that.”


  Eliza snorted. “Honey, you aren’t the first or last het woman to be intrigued by guy-on-guy sex. It’s sexy. I think it’s sexy.”


  “What if Rusty came to you and dropped that bomb on you?”


  “I don’t know. Hypothetically, I could agree to him being poly with just guys, if he only wanted to get his freak on and do it safely and come home to me. I know that’s a one-vagina policy and it’s not necessarily healthy for a long-term relationship’s success, but I’m not into girls, so it’s not like it could be a reciprocal thing.”


  Eliza took another sip of her tea. “I am kind of pervy. I’d probably ask to watch or even sit in if the other guy was okay with it. Who knows? I might even make it a condition that he could bring guys home as long as I got to be the filling in the sandwich.” She smiled. “But then again, as I said, I’m a perv. And I have an adult daughter who no longer lives at home. We’re older than you and Scott and at a different time in our lives. I know you wanted kids.”


  “I still do,” Noel said.


  “Well…” Eliza tightened her grip around Noel’s shoulders. “Then I guess you need to make a decision sooner rather than later, don’t you? You’re thirty-three. You’re not getting any younger. Scott’s what, thirty-seven? It wouldn’t be fair to bring a baby into a situation where you’re going to get divorced in a couple of years. If you both want to co-parent, and put some stuff down on legal paper ahead of time to prevent problems down the road, okay, then go for it. Don’t think dumping a baby into the current stew you’re in is going to help or fix things. It won’t. It’ll shake things up and make things exponentially worse if you don’t have a solid foundation in place.”


  “I know.” Noel lowered her head, chin on her chest. “I want him to be happy. I want to make him happy.”


  “Honey, you can’t make someone happy. You can do things to make them unhappy, sure. True happiness comes from within. Just like he can’t make you happy.”


  “But he’s making me unhappy right now.”


  “I know, sweetie. I know. And that’s something you have to figure out how to deal with. On the plus side, if it makes you feel any better, I respect him for dealing with this with you honestly, and not just sneaking around behind your back. Not to discredit or invalidate your feelings, but it could be worse.”


  Yes, it could always be worse, and Noel was fully aware of that.


  She leaned against Eliza. “I know I could put my foot down and order him to stop, but I don’t want to do that.”


  “Then don’t do that. You don’t have to make a decision now. See what happens. Who knows? Maybe he’ll bring home someone cute and you can check something off your sexual bucket list.”


  Noel stared at her.


  “Hey,” Eliza said. “You wouldn’t be the first or last woman to enjoy a ménage. I have poly friends. You know some of them. The whole ‘having your cake’ thing. I say if it works, go with it. There are no ‘rules’ you need to worry about breaking. It’s your life, your marriage. Quit worrying about the Indiana faction and worry about you and Scott and your happiness. He might surprise you.”


  “Yeah, but will it be a surprise I can live with?”


  Chapter Two


  


  Scott sat at one of the bars in the Toucan’s courtyard. Each bar at the resort had a different theme, and this one was the Tiki Hut. He’d opted for shorts and a T-shirt and sat off at one end of the bar where he could watch the activities in the courtyard and the pool.


  There were guys of all shapes and sizes and ages, from barely legal twinks to elderly bears, and everything in between. It was a smorgasbord of men.


  All he had to do was find his own balls and figure out how to approach any of them.


  When he’d first heard about this event, he thought it’d be the perfect way to finally break through, maybe meet someone. He wasn’t much for online dating, although that option was growing more attractive the longer his search continued.


  Then again, maybe he shouldn’t be here at all. It didn’t matter that he had Noel’s permission and blessing, this whole situation wasn’t fair to her.


  Maybe I should give her a divorce and get it over with.


  But that would put her in a damned bad place with her asshole family. The conservative pricks would be all over her, the “I told you so’s” flying faster than the speed of spite.


  He didn’t want to do that to her.


  He also envied some of the people he knew from Venture and the munch group, like Tilly, Landry, and Cris. Or Cali, Sean, and Max. They had three-way poly relationships that worked for them, all three of them involved with each other.


  That’s a unicorn I doubt I could find.


  In his dreams—which he would be the absolute first person to admit were nothing approaching even remotely realistic—he’d find a bi guy who would also fall for Noel, Noel would fall right back for him, and the three of them could live kinkily ever after.


  Maybe if this was a romance novel…


  He sipped his overpriced drink, a weak rum and Coke—weak by his request—and continued scanning the courtyard. Well, he’d have a whole weekend here to see if this was really what he wanted. For all he knew, the experience might send him running back to the safety of Noel’s arms with whatever wild oats he’d sown safely purged from his system.


  Although even he admitted that was also a highly unrealistic wish. He was definitely bi with a heavy leaning toward the gay side of the spectrum. He’d never wanted to admit to Noel that he usually fantasized about other guys when they made love. He thought it was a phase he’d grow out of. But the longer he was married to Noel, with her trying her hardest and damnedest, the more he realized it wasn’t fair to her.


  It wasn’t her fault.


  He also knew from his job that life was too short not to live authentically, or to keep Noel chained to him with a loving lie, either. He didn’t want to be in his late seventies and mourning the fact that he’d never pursued true happiness, that he’d settled and cheated Noel out of the best possible person for her, too.


  He thought about texting her, to check on her, but he didn’t want to bug her or make things worse for her. He knew she was going out with Eliza and Kennedy tonight and hoped they, at least, would keep her mind off him and what he was doing.


  Well, what he hoped to be doing but as of yet hadn’t found the balls to do.


  At least her waking up alone wouldn’t be a problem. After ten years of him working in the 911 call center, Noel was used to his sometimes draconian shifts, including all-nighters when necessary. Although summer would be worse, if they were still in their current state of relationship limbo.


  Then, she didn’t have to get up every morning and go to work at the school. She didn’t usually teach summer school, either, his salary enough to get them through those months without her needing to work part-time. In fact, she usually used summer for continuing education classes, working on requirements for her teaching certificate, things like that.


  He was still sitting there, pondering that, when a young twink, probably not much older than twenty-one, sauntered up to him and slid onto the empty barstool next to him. The kid had what looked like a cocky, permanent snerk twisting the right corner of his mouth, a sneering smirk that spoke volumes of him and his expectations. In his hand, a froufrou tropical cocktail of some sort.


  Geez, I’m probably almost old enough to be his dad, for chrissake.


  Yeah, that creeped him out.


  “Hi,” the kid said. “Tad.” He held out his hand and Scott realized, despite the high level and unusual angle, he was expected to shake with him.


  Scott did, already turned off by the kid. “Hiya. Scott.”


  “So, I’ve never seen you around here before.” He batted his eyes at Scott as he wrapped his lips around the straw of his tropical concoction in a deliberately salacious way.


  “It’s my first time here.” Might as well admit it. While he normally didn’t have a problem talking to people, even strangers, he’d found himself lacking the motivation or intestinal fortitude to walk up to guys cold and start talking.


  “This should be a crazy weekend,” Tad said, rolling his eyes. “So where’d you tell your wife you are this weekend?”


  Scott blinked, shocked. “Huh?”


  Tad tipped his head and nodded toward Scott’s left hand. “The ring. Or are you already taken and your guy doesn’t know you’re here?”


  Scott couldn’t bring himself to remove his ring right then. “Wife. She knows I’m here for the weekend.”


  “Ooh, that is kinky. Does she like to watch?” Tad leaned in. “I like being watched.”


  This had taken a decidedly uncomfortable turn for Scott, yet he still couldn’t force himself off the barstool. He felt like a foreigner in a strange country where he not only didn’t speak the language, the culture was so vastly different from what he knew that he felt he stood out like a cockroach in an angel food cake.


  I need a fairy godfather. Literally.


  “It’s…complicated,” Scott finally answered.


  “It usually is. Sometimes it’s better that way.”


  Scott endured Tad’s attention for several more minutes before another twink called the kid’s name and waved at him to come over to the high-top he and several others were standing around.


  Scott took that as his cue to escape, grabbing his drink and sliding off the barstool, spinning around to dash down the stairs behind him, when he nearly ran smack into another guy.


  Now this guy, he was cute. Close to his own age, about three inches taller than his own six one, fine lines at the corners of his mocha-brown eyes, short brown hair with just a sprinkling of grey here and there, and a decent body. He wore cargo shorts and was shirtless, a short tat sleeve on his left arm starting at his shoulder and ending at his upper bicep in a chain tattoo with a BDSM triskelion on it.


  “Sorry,” Scott said, jamming his left hand into his pocket.


  The guy smiled. “No problem.” It was an easy, friendly smile. Confident. “Too bad you’re leaving.”


  “The twinks are swarming.”


  The guy glanced around him. “Ah. I understand. Want to walk over there and sit where it’s a little quieter? Get out of the kiddie pool, so to speak?” He hooked a thumb over his shoulder at the modern, glass-blocked bar at the other end of the pool courtyard area.


  “Sure. Sounds great.”


  Anything to get away from Tad. Not that Tad might not have been a nice choice if Scott was on the down side of twenty-seven instead of the high side of thirty-seven, but at this time in his life, he wasn’t looking for games or anonymous fucking.


  Especially not when he had to think about Noel back home and how his actions would impact her. He wouldn’t give her up for anyone he couldn’t feel at least as strongly for.


  While he suspected Tad could probably suck the stucco off the hotel’s walls with his snerky, pouty mouth, Noel wasn’t bad in that department herself.


  As Scott followed the guy around the courtyard and toward the other bar area, he was now uncomfortably aware of men glancing at him. Or maybe at the mystery guy.


  Another man, an older bear dressed in leather gear, including assless chaps and a tiny G-string that was more wishful thinking than an actual garment, smiled when they approached, extending a hand to the man.


  “Hey, Keith. Long time, no see.” They shook.


  Well, at least I already have his name.


  “Hey, Marvin.”


  “Didn’t know you were going to be here this weekend. This your new boy?” the guy asked, tipping his head as he stared at Scott. “Or is he free-range fresh meat?”


  Scott couldn’t help but blush under the older man’s appraising gaze.


  Keith glanced over his shoulder at Scott. “Don’t go poaching one out from under me, now, Marvin. I just started talking with him.” Keith smiled at Scott, something about his expression twisting Scott’s insides in a pleasant way.


  “Well,” Marvin said, smiling as he slowly walked past Scott. “If you find yourself free-ranging this weekend, feel free to stop by my room. 137. The door will be open.”


  Scott dropped his gaze and realized he’d focused on Keith’s back, the way his spine disappeared into the waistband of his shorts with a muscled dip above his hips.


  Yum.


  His mouth went dry, and he found himself sucking on his straw as he followed Keith over to the bar, where they grabbed barstools at the far end, a little quieter there.


  “I can tell this is your first time,” Keith said after catching the bartender’s attention and ordering a bottle of beer. “Serious question—I’m guessing you’re here alone. Does your wife know?”


  Scott gulped and nodded. “Is it that obvious?”


  “I saw the ring. If you were married to a guy, he’d likely be here with you. Add to that, when a guy runs scared from a roving pack of wild twinks, yeah, pretty much pegs you as a first-timer fresh out of the closet.” He smiled, holding out his hand. “Keith Knepp.”


  Scott was relieved to be able to shake normally with him, a strong, firm, but not an assholish grip. Callused hands obviously used to working for a living.


  “Scott Gilroy.” He hoped Keith didn’t think less of him for having the soft, smooth hands of an office worker. The most physically strenuous thing he did at work was juggle multiple calls if they were short-staffed. He used the county’s small gym at the building several times a week, in addition to yard work at home, to stay in some semblance of shape.


  This guy had the real, firm body of a man used to physical labor. Not to mention the tan lines where it was obvious he usually wore a short-sleeved shirt all the time.


  


  * * * *


  


  It was only sheer chance that Keith had almost literally run into Scott. He usually didn’t hit the tiki bar, but thought he’d cruise through it first tonight, before the twinks took it over and he’d have to peel them off him. He wasn’t looking for a tight bubble ass to spank or fuck, or some kid in the market for a sugar daddy.


  When he’d spotted Scott at the end of the bar, the deer-in-the-headlights look had been unmistakable and irresistible. Not to mention Scott had blue eyes that Keith suspected would look even better when Keith had his cock down the man’s throat and the man was staring up at him as he fucked his mouth for the first time.


  He had accurately pegged Scott as a first-timer. Yes, Keith was looking for more than a quick fuck, and a married guy likely took success in that area out of the equation.


  He also wasn’t stupid and didn’t want to turn down a chance to pop the guy’s cherry, so to speak.


  But what he learned startled him in a pleasant way.


  “It’s a long story, and I’m not sure how much of it you care to hear,” Scott said.


  “All of it, from the beginning, is good for me.”


  Ten minutes later, Keith realized this had the potential to be a lot more than just a quick weekend thing, or even a series of planned rendezvous.


  That the guy’s wife was willing to let Scott off the chain—if Scott was telling the truth, which the man’s body language indicated he was—and that he was from Sarasota were two points in his favor.


  “She sounds like an amazing woman,” Keith said.


  “She is.” Scott looked down into his glass, a fresh rum and Coke. “I got to the point where I felt guilty for how hard she was trying. I want her to be able to have a good life. She’s only doing the BDSM stuff for me.”


  Keith took a risk and leaned in, resting a hand on Scott’s thigh. “You’re telling me you’ve never actually been with a guy before?”


  Fuck. Me.


  Scott shook his head. “I’ve gone out a couple of times with some guys, but nothing happened. I didn’t want a quick fuck.”


  “Then why are you here this weekend?”


  “I need to figure out what’s going on inside my head. I owe her that much.”


  “So you’re a bottom?”


  Scott nodded.


  “A virgin bottom, literally?”


  Scott nodded again.


  Keith sat back and smiled. “Then why don’t we go have a bite to eat in the restaurant and talk a little more? If you’d like that.”


  Scott nodded, eagerly.


  “Let’s go back up to my room for a minute,” Keith said. “I need to grab a shirt. They’re sort of lax around here, but in the restaurant they insist on shirts and shoes.”


  “What about pants?”


  Keith grinned. “Define pants.”


  “Ah.”


  They left the bar area, Scott following Keith around and up the stairs. Keith was swiping his key card when Scott let out a soft swear and pushed his way into the room past Keith, pulling Keith in after him and shoving the door shut.


  “Whoa, slow down, buddy,” Keith said, his motor already revving. “I’m driving.”


  “No,” Scott whispered. “That’s a guy I work with!”


  Keith peeked out the window, around the curtain. “Who, the redhead?”


  “Yeah. Bill Terrell. He’s not in my department, but he works on my floor. I see him all the time. Shit! I didn’t even know he was gay! I thought he was married.”


  “Yeah, well, you might not be wrong on either count. I don’t see a ring on his hand. It looks like he’s settled into a good conversation with the guy next door, just outside the room.” He let the curtain drop back and reached over to turn the lights on. “Guess we’re in here for a while. I’ll get my shirt.”


  Scott dropped onto the end of the bed. “I am so out of my damn element. Why did I ever think I was going to be able to do this?”


  “Hold on,” Keith said, walking back to stand in front of him. “What you do or don’t do here this weekend isn’t anyone’s business. I’m sure he probably wasn’t expecting to run into anyone he knows from work, either.”


  “Yeah, well, that doesn’t help me. I didn’t think I’d meet anyone I know here.”


  The plaintive look on Scott’s face was turning Keith’s crank, even though he knew the man was feeling more than a little bit of emotional distress.


  He suspected it would resemble the look on the man’s face when he had a butt plug up his ass and was cuffed and collared, naked, on his knees, and looking up at him, pleading for relief.


  But it also drove home another fact. “How do I know you’re not lying to me about your wife knowing you’re here?” Keith asked.


  Scott pulled his phone from his pocket and tapped it, opened his text messages, then handed it to Scott.


  On the screen, an exchange between Scott and a contact labeled Noel.


  The first one was from her.


  Have fun, and be safe.


  Are you sure you’re okay with this?


  I am. I want you to be happy. Just be safe and wear a condom and text me from time to time so I know you’re okay.


  Keith returned the phone to him, changing his approach a little. “I’m not looking for a quick fuck, either. And let’s cut to the chase. I’m a Dominant. A sadist. If you spend the weekend with me, you’re going to go home with marks on your ass, and elsewhere. That going to be a problem?”


  Scott shook his head.


  Keith’s hand shot out and grabbed a handful of Scott’s hair, yanking the man’s head back. Keith’s cock ached, wanting inside that mouth and ass, but he knew he needed to take this slow.


  Well, sort of slow.


  Slow-ish.


  “What was that?” Keith asked.


  Scott’s eyes widened. “It won’t be a problem, Sir,” Scott softly said.


  Keith grinned. “Boy, you are a fast learner.” He stroked Scott’s cheek with his other hand. “You and I are going to get along just fine, I do believe.”


  Chapter Three


  


  After ten minutes, the guy disappeared into the neighboring room, allowing Keith and Scott to head downstairs.


  “You sure you want to eat on the property?” Keith asked him. “I know a great sushi place nearby we can go to.”


  Scott hesitated. “I don’t think I can drive.”


  “I’ll drive. I’m good. I only had the one beer.”


  “Okay, sure.”


  Keith felt a little jolt of satisfaction at the win. Getting Scott somewhere else would mean he’d likely relax and open up even more. If they ate at the restaurant there, the poor guy would constantly be on his guard.


  Keith didn’t give a crap where they ate, as long as it was quiet enough to have a conversation…and he got to spend it with Scott. There was something about the guy he really liked, beyond the fact that he was sort of a virgin.


  There was a certain vulnerability about Scott that the sadist in Keith felt drawn to. Even more, there was something about the man.


  They took Keith’s truck. Twenty minutes later, they were seated at a quiet table in a dark sushi restaurant without a single twink—much less a hunting pack of them—in sight.


  The 911 operator was thirty-seven, loved his wife, but two years earlier, after eight years of marriage to her, had finally found the balls to confess to her that he thought he was gay…and kinky.


  Bless her heart, she’d tried to help him out with the one issue, allowing Scott to take her to Venture, where between there and at home she’d tried to become his Domme. He’d never run into them the few times he’d made it over to the club the past couple of years, and he wasn’t a member of the Suncoast Society munch group, so it was no surprise their paths hadn’t crossed sooner.


  Even Scott admitted he knew she wasn’t really into it, only doing it for him.


  “She’s got an asshole family, too,” Scott said. “That’s another reason why I didn’t want to just leave her. They’re going to really hammer her about it.”


  “Aren’t they in Indiana? I thought that’s what you said.”


  “Yeah, but they’re fucking assholes. There’s a reason why she lives down here and not anywhere near them. Even after all these years, she still hopes for their approval. She’ll never get it, though. They’re assholes. She was never good enough in their eyes.”


  “I can relate to that,” Keith said, feeling even more empathy for the woman. “Mine’s all out in Oklahoma.”


  “They don’t approve of you being gay, I take it?”


  Keith shrugged. “They don’t even know where I live now. I couldn’t give a shit what they think about me. When I came out after college, my parents disowned me, so I said fine and moved to Florida. What about your family?”


  Scott shrugged. “My mom and dad live in Michigan. They moved up there a few years back to take care of my mom’s parents. They don’t know about any of this, but at least they’re not assholes. They might not be happy when everything finally shakes loose, but at least I know they won’t disown me. Well, I hope they won’t disown me.”


  “Sometimes friends are better than family,” Keith said.


  “You’ve got that right.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Scott knew it wasn’t the wisest move on the planet, but the longer he was with Keith, the more he talked to him, the more he relaxed and the more he realized how attracted he was to the Dom.


  At one point he excused himself to go to the bathroom, where he texted Noel.


  How are you?


  She texted back a moment later. We’re about to duct tape Kennedy’s mouth shut. How are you? Having fun?


  He didn’t know how to answer that. He didn’t want to lie to her. He also didn’t want to hurt her feelings or make her think that he was jumping into bed with the first guy he’d talked to.


  Okay, technically the second guy he’d talked to if you counted Tad the twink. And she’d warned him she didn’t want him to lie to her, but unless she asked for details, she didn’t want him giving her every gory description of what happened.


  Went out to dinner. The place is really loud.


  Well, have fun. Love you. Talk to you tomorrow.


  He stared at his phone. Love you, too. Thank you for this.


  He was reaching for the bathroom door when she replied. Just stay safe.


  I will. I promise.


  


  * * * *


  


  Noel shoved her phone back into her pocket and sucked the rest of her beer down.


  Eliza tapped her on the shoulder. “You okay?”


  “Yeah.”


  “What?”


  She shrugged. “He’s having dinner.” He didn’t say he was having dinner with someone, but she hadn’t wanted to ask that, either, not sure how she’d react.


  He’d promised if she couldn’t handle it, she could text him and he’d immediately come home. He was only forty-five minutes away in St. Pete, for chrissake.


  But she didn’t want to be like that. Truth be told, it wouldn’t be her first night alone, and it would be a relief not to have to pretend to be living up to expectations.


  Not to have to pretend she was something she wasn’t.


  What she wasn’t was comfortable with the dominant role she’d stepped into for his sake, trying to help him through…this.


  Knowing damn well she was only prolonging the inevitable by not asking him for a divorce. Having mixed feelings about the fact that he was willing to stay married to her for now for her sake.


  Praying for a miracle, even though she didn’t really believe in miracles, much less in any deity who could grant them.


  


  * * * *


  


  While Scott was in the bathroom, Keith decided he needed to put all his cards on the table at once. Either Scott would remain interested, or they’d part ways upon their return to the hotel and each still have a weekend ahead of them in which to cut loose with whomever they wanted.


  What bothered Keith was how much he already wanted to spend it with Scott.


  Bothered because Scott wasn’t an entanglement-free prospect. There weren’t simply strings attached to the man, there were anchor chains.


  When Scott returned, he slid into the other side of the booth after flashing Keith a nervous smile. “Sorry. Noel texted me while I was in there.”


  “Everything okay?”


  “Yeah. She’s out with some of her friends tonight.”


  “So that brings me to the crux of our conversation,” Keith said, fixing Scott with his gaze. “I don’t want to dance around the issue. I’m not looking for a quick fuck, or to be someone’s on-the-side. I’m looking for a relationship. A long-term, hopefully permanent one.”


  Scott nodded, but didn’t interrupt even though those gorgeous blue eyes of his widened a little.


  “I’m okay with you being poly with your wife for a while, at first. But there’s going to come a time where I’ll need you to bring that to a final resolution, if we end up taking our relationship to the next level.”


  “I know,” Scott quietly said. “She knows that, too. I promised her I wouldn’t divorce her over anyone I couldn’t love at least as much as her, if not more than her. I want to stick to that promise.”


  Keith leaned forward. “I respect that. I also understand that. I know this could be something that falls apart in two weeks. Or, in two months from now, you and I might be sitting down and planning a future together. I’m not saying you have to go home and divorce her now, but I’m telling you what’s going through my head so there are no unrealistic expectations, okay?”


  Scott nodded.


  “Like I said, I’m a Dominant. I need my partner to be strong, but to be submissive to me. Doesn’t mean I want you to be my doormat, but it means my rules, my way. I don’t screw around on my partner, and I expect my partner to be faithful, too.”


  “What about Noel?” he quietly asked.


  Keith took a deep breath and wondered if he wasn’t wasting his time. The man might not be able to let go of his wife if or when it got to that point. “Like I said, I can agree to you being poly with her, for now, but not with anyone else. And when or if the time comes, I expect there to be a clean break made. I don’t want you to be an asshole to her, but I also don’t want to be dangling on the hook for years waiting for you to quit feeling sorry for her and divorce her, either. Got it?”


  Scott nodded. “Yes, Sir.”


  Shit. Keith’s cock had settled down, mostly, but at the way Scott said that, as if it naturally fell from his lips, it sprang to life again, painfully hard and throbbing and wanting to be shoved between those gorgeous lips right that second.


  Breathe.


  This was twenty kinds of wrong and complicated, but Keith was sliding into it head-first down a greased chute with no hopes of stopping himself.


  All he could hope for at this point was a soft landing, and not a pit of sharpened spikes, awaiting him at the unseen bottom.


  “If I ever catch you in a lie,” Keith said, “it’s game over. Period. I won’t lie to you, and I expect you to never lie to me, even if it’s a painful truth. Understand?”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  Wow.


  It was almost enough to make him want to tell Scott to stop calling him that for now because of what it was doing to him.


  “I’m clean,” Keith continued. “There’s a place back at the resort where we can do quick HIV tests,” he said. “Just as a precaution. We’ll both use condoms until we each get a new full STD panel done. Agreed?”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  Keith took a deep breath. “But once that’s done, we’re fluid-bonded. You are going to be responsible for making sure your wife is monogamous with you, or you need to be using condoms with her. Understood?”


  “Yes, Sir. She is.”


  He hoped Scott wasn’t lying or delusional. Keith wouldn’t blame the woman for going out and getting her own piece on the side, but he wouldn’t stake his life on it, either. He’d been ultracareful over the years, even to the point of pissing some guys off. But the result was he was still neg and healthy and had never contracted anything from his partners over the years more serious than a couple of colds and a case of the flu.


  He continued, part of him hoping Scott would stop him at some point. The more Scott agreed to, the fewer objections Keith had to catch-and-release this fresh fish back into the pond.


  “I won’t and can’t force someone to stay with me,” Keith said, “but if you want to leave, you have to say so. You’d have to agree to be my slave, including wearing my collar.”


  “I can’t wear a collar at work.”


  “It’d be a day collar no one would suspect. Also, I’ll be getting your nipples pierced.” Dammit. He was catching himself talking as if it were already a sure thing.


  Scott nodded. “Yes, Sir.”


  “I’ll warn you now, I’m a sadist. I know you’ll have to get used to what I like, so it’s not like I’ll be shoving the pedal to the floor tonight. You can also call red at first, and I’ll slow down, but there are things I’ll be training you to learn to take for me. If you can’t handle something, I expect you to speak up and say so. Understand?”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  “This won’t be anything like what you were doing with your wife,” he said. “That will be the kiddie pool compared to the deep end you’re jumping into. I don’t share, but there are going to be situations I take you into where you’re going to be used by me in front of others. And used hard. So if that’s something you can’t deal with, you’d better say so now.”


  Scott didn’t flinch. “Yes, Sir.”


  “So answer me this. What is it you’re looking to get out of this relationship?”


  Scott didn’t even hesitate. “The real me, Sir. The ability to stop pretending I’m someone I’m not. The chance to finally live authentically without worrying if my partner will freak out about who I really am. I know I’m not perfect, and I might have problems along the way, but I’m tired of trying to force myself to live a lie. Life is too short to keep doing what I’m doing. And it’s not fair to her or to me. Especially to her.”


  Damn.


  He’d expected a lot of specific do-me fantasies that he would have easily shot out of the air. This was usually the point in this particular conversation with prospective partners where the truth emerged, that they were full of unrealistic, sexually charged fantasies that made for great sex, but not so much a great life together.


  Scott was making it increasingly hard for Keith to find reasons not to spend more time together.


  Wasn’t the only thing Scott was making hard, either.


  Keith reached down and adjusted himself. He lowered his voice even more. “What are your hard limits?”


  Again, another pleasant surprise. No claims that he had no limits, or a generic “whatever you want” response.


  “Nothing visible that will interfere with my job,” Scott started. “I can’t lose my job over this. I prefer no permanent scars, but I know accidents happen. I’m okay with piercing, to a certain extent. If you aren’t okay with me saying no to a particular piercing, then I’m not going to be your guy. I’ll agree to nipples, because that’s something I’ve thought about before. But no permanent body modification.”


  “What about a tattoo, if we end up being long-term?”


  Scott seemed to consider it. “Depends on where and what it is, and if it’s something I can get covered up later if we were to break up in the future.”


  All answers Keith could respect and honor.


  Scott continued.


  “No animals or kids, obviously. I’m not into scat or watersports. If those are important to you, I’m not your guy. You already said no sharing, other than Noel, and to me that goes both ways. While I can agree to being a slave, I need to know that I can express my opinion and viewpoints, even if you might overrule me on some things.”


  Keith nodded. “Agreed.”


  Scott glanced down at the table for a moment, apparently deep in thought. “My job has to come first, and it means unusual hours. Sometimes working holidays and nights. Or I might get called in to work an emergency shift. That’s something beyond my control. Also, I agree if what we do ends up becoming long-term and permanent that I will have to divorce Noel. But divorcing her needs to be on my terms, and my timetable. She’s my wife, and you cannot override her, for now. Not until we know if this will last. I promise, from the time if or when we mutually agree on a long-term relationship, it won’t be more than one year before we file for divorce. But I won’t just immediately go out and file next week or anything. We’ve had ten years together, and I owe her that respect to do this the right way.”


  Keith nodded. “Also agreed.” He was beginning to respect this man a lot, if Scott wasn’t full of bullshit.


  And for all he knew, maybe Scott was. The more he got to know him, maybe he’d find out some ugly truths about the man.


  Then again, from the way he was talking, Keith suspected that wouldn’t be the case.


  “Noel and I have had a lot of talks, especially over the past few months,” Scott continued. “When we started the BDSM stuff a couple of years ago, we did all the checklists and everything. That’s how I know my limits. And I’ve never been with a guy, even though she’s done anal play with me. You’re going to have to be patient with me so you don’t do damage to me while you’re breaking me in, so to speak.” With that, Scott offered up a cautious smile.


  Keith reached across the table and laid a hand over Scott’s. “I don’t like to break my toys,” Keith said. “I take very good care of them.”


  Scott turned his hand over so they were palm to palm, and laced his fingers through Keith’s. Keith gently squeezed.


  “I’m going to admit I’m scared to death right now,” Scott said. “This is a huge step for me. A lot of change.”


  “Good,” Keith said. “I’d be worried if you weren’t at least a little nervous.”


  “Are you nervous?”


  Keith looked him in the eye. “Terrified.”


  Chapter Four


  


  When they finished dinner and paid their bills, they walked out to Keith’s truck. The man stepped around to the passenger side first, and Scott wondered if Keith was going to open the door for him.


  But Keith backed him against the side of the truck, his body pressed against Scott’s.


  Including a large, hard bulge that made Scott’s cock throb in response.


  Keith reached up and grabbed him by the throat, sending a hint of the good kind of fear through Scott when Keith’s fingers didn’t choke off his breathing.


  “Tell me what you want tonight,” Keith said, his voice deep and throaty.


  “I want to be with you tonight, Sir.”


  “I’m going to use you. By the time we go to sleep, that ass of yours won’t be virgin anymore.”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  Keith’s gaze roamed his face. “God, I’d love to shoot a load down your throat tonight, but we’ll have to wait to do that. You’ll have to get used to the taste of condoms, though, because you’ll be blowing me through one until we’re fluid-bonded.”


  Scott didn’t dare hope. “Yes, Sir.” The man was already talking like maybe he was looking toward the future.


  “The testing place at the resort will be open when we get back. That’s our first stop. Takes just a couple of minutes. You need anything from your room?”


  “I haven’t even unpacked yet.”


  “Even better. We’ll grab your shit and move it to mine so you don’t have any excuses why you have to leave in the morning, unless you’ve decided I’m not your thing. Got it?”


  “Yes, Sir.” More hope Scott was afraid to let in. Could he have really met Mr. Right on the first damn night?


  Keith reached down and grabbed Scott’s crotch with his other hand, squeezing his cock hard through his shorts. “Mmm. Good, you’ve got some substance to you. Eventually I will want that cock inside me, too, but not tonight. Maybe tomorrow night, if I don’t scare you off tonight. You going to be my good boy and do everything I say?”


  “Yes, Sir.” Scott hoped his voice didn’t tremble.


  Keith leaned in close, one hand still on Scott’s throat, the other on his cock. With his mouth by Scott’s ear, he said, “Tonight, you’re going to get a hint of the real me, of what you’ll have to deal with if you want to be my boy,” he said. “You will address me as Sir unless I’ve said otherwise, and you’ll do everything I tell you, when I tell you. You’ll have to learn to trust me no matter how afraid you are. Understand?”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  After one final squeeze of Scott’s aching cock, Keith released him, a smile on his face. “Don’t worry, I’m not into breath play. But you’ll get used to my hand on your throat, as well as my collar.”


  He opened the door for Scott, waiting for him to climb in before shutting it and walking around to the driver’s side.


  


  * * * *


  


  There’d been a healthy level of fear in Scott’s eyes when Keith grabbed him by the throat, but the stiff cock he’d been massaging spoke to how horny the man was.


  A good combination.


  He liked a little fear. Healthy fear. Just like the sadist in him enjoyed hearing noises of pain from a willing recipient of said pain.


  Willing being the key word.


  When they returned to the resort their first stop was the parking-lot-side room that housed the testing clinic. Twenty minutes later, they were on their way to Scott’s room on the second floor, but on the other side of the complex.


  He didn’t miss how Scott’s head swiveled from side to side like radar. Not as if taking in the full-blown party scene going on in the pool courtyard.


  As if looking for the coworker he’d spotted earlier. Or anyone else he knew.


  Glad I brought the bag of gear.


  It had been an afterthought, grabbing the rolling suitcase. In it, things Keith figured he probably wouldn’t be wearing, but it never hurt to have on hand.


  Like a leather hood.


  A hood that likely would fit Scott and give him the anonymity he’d need for the next part of their evening. Because Scott didn’t know it yet, but he’d be spending a lot of time out and about and nearly naked, roving bands of twinks or not.


  It wouldn’t matter, because he’d be securely fastened on the end of Keith’s leash. He needed to push Scott a little tonight, test him.


  They quickly grabbed Scott’s bags and returned to Keith’s room. They were no sooner inside, with the door securely bolted behind them, than Keith snapped his fingers and pointed at the floor in front of him.


  Scott scrambled to comply without hesitation.


  “Good boy,” Keith cooed, ruffling the other man’s hair. “For future reference, the proper position, unless I specify otherwise, is your forehead on my feet, and your ass in the air.”


  Scott immediately dropped into position, hardening Keith’s cock.


  “Excellent. You have any butt plugs with you?”


  “Yes, Sir. Three.”


  “Good. Get them. I want to see them.”


  Scott jumped to his feet, raced over to one of his bags, and tore through it to find them. The largest butt plug was barely adequate. Fortunately, Keith had a couple with him that would do better.


  “Your first lesson starts now, boy. Get naked.”


  Keith walked over to where his bags were and found what he’d need. The smallest butt plug—larger than Scott’s largest—lube, condoms, and gloves. When he turned around, Scott was naked, his cock already erect.


  Definitely not lacking in that department, although not as big as Keith.


  Keith walked over to the vanity where the sink was located and flipped the light on. He put the stuff in his hands on the counter. “Over here.” He pointed at the floor in front of him. “Ass facing me. Hands and knees.”


  Scott complied.


  Jeez, Scott had a gorgeous ass. By the end of that night, Keith would have his cock buried balls-deep inside it, too.


  Keith pulled on the gloves and flipped open the top on the tube of lube he’d be using for this. He coated the first two fingers of his right hand with lube, then squeezed a generous dollop of it along the crack of Scott’s ass.


  Slowly, with one finger, he started working lube into the man’s tight rim. Scott let out a soft moan, his head dropping.


  “That’s right, boy,” Keith said. “This is just the start of me owning this gorgeous ass of yours.” He slapped Scott’s ass with his left hand. “Don’t you dare fucking come without permission, either, understand?”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  He took his time working the first finger inside him, slowly fucking him with it, relishing the soft moans Scott made as he played with his ass, twisting his finger around and finding his prostate, lightly stroking it.


  Scott rewarded him with another moan. When Keith looked, a string of pre-cum was dripping from the man’s cock onto the tile floor.


  Normally, he would require Scott lick it up, but since Keith wasn’t real sure how clean that tile was, he wouldn’t be doing that to him.


  Scott let out a hiss when Keith withdrew his hand and started pressing a second finger against his rim.


  “Yep, my hand, I’m sure, is bigger than your wife’s,” Keith said. “You haven’t even seen my cock yet. I bet it’s bigger than the strap-on she’s been using on you.”


  “Yes, Sir. I could tell.”


  He took his time, reaching around Scott and tugging a little on his cock to distract him as he scissored two fingers inside Scott’s ass in preparation for the third. As the old saying went, if you can take three, you can take me.


  Well, three would be nearly taking him. Close enough.


  It would be enough to get the butt plug inside him, at least.


  It took Keith a good twenty minutes, and an aching cock, but he was finally satisfied at how loose Scott’s ass felt around his fingers, and how the man was no longer responding with a hint of discomfort as he started fucking his ass with his hand.


  When he pulled out, Scott let out a disappointed gasp, almost falling back on his heels from how he’d been fucking himself onto Keith’s hand.


  “Hold on, boy,” Keith said. “It’ll get good again in just a minute.” He lubed up the butt plug and slowly started working it into Scott’s ass. Scott let out a moan when the widest part slipped past his rim, then settled into position as his body sucked it in, the base holding it securely in place.


  Keith stripped off his gloves and tossed them, patting Scott on the ass. “Good boy. Wait there.” He grabbed some tissues to wipe the excess lube off Scott, tossed them, then washed his hands. He stripped, leaving his clothes on the bed before returning to the vanity area and rolling a condom onto his hard cock.


  “Sit up, boy,” he ordered.


  Oh, that was a fucking delicious glazed subbie look on his face.


  Keith held the base of his cock with his right hand. “Open.”


  Scott did.


  Keith reached around the back of Scott’s head and tightly fisted his hair. “Sorry they’re not flavored condoms. You’ll have to get used to them.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Scott could barely form coherent thoughts. His ass was stuffed fuller than it had ever been before, and his cock ached, painfully so, his balls screaming for relief.


  And here was the first real cock he was ever going to suck.


  Yes, he wished it wasn’t through a latex condom, but he’d done that before, sucking Noel’s strap-on through a condom.


  Keith’s cock was definitely bigger than the strap-on.


  It was also soft, and warm, even while being engorged and hard, pliable.


  Real.


  Keith slowly eased his cock between Scott’s lips, giving him direction, telling him what to do, Scott eager to comply and please him.


  Anything to keep feeling like this.


  The stark difference between Noel topping him and…this.


  Feeling owned.


  Noel had tried her best, but he’d known her heart wasn’t in it. At all. And he felt a little guilty for that.


  But this…


  Holy fuck, this was so goddamned hot!


  He tried to stay relaxed as Keith pressed in, seeing how far Scott could take him without gagging.


  “You’re going to have to get good at deep-throating me,” Keith said. “We’ll work on that. I’m sure you’ll learn. I like feeling my boy’s nose pressed against my belly, my balls on his chin.”


  He started slowly fucking Scott’s mouth, controlling him with the hand in his hair, using him, and Scott soon realized he was not in control. At all.


  “Fuck, boy, suck that cock with those sweet lips.”


  He did, his insides twisting in a good way as Keith rewarded him with a loud, unmistakable groan. Keith pushed in deep, nearly gagging Scott as he came, the hand in his hair making it impossible to pull away even if he’d wanted to.


  Which he didn’t.


  After a moment, Keith’s grip gentled and he eased himself out just enough Scott could relax a little. His hand stroked Scott’s hair, and when he looked up, Keith smiled down at him.


  “Sorry I couldn’t last longer, but it’s been nearly a week since I busted a nut, and that felt damn good.” He stroked Scott’s hair some more. “But that will help me last longer once I take that sweet ass of yours later tonight. First, I need to introduce you around to the gang.”


  


  * * * *


  


  The look of fear that washed over Scott’s face was nearly enough to harden Keith’s cock again right there.


  “Don’t worry,” Keith assured him. “No one will know who you are, and no one will be doing anything to you but me.”


  He held the base of the condom as he withdrew his softening cock from Scott’s mouth, then tugged on his hair, urging him to his feet. He kissed him, hard, deep, his tongue fucking Scott’s mouth.


  “Go lie on the bed,” he ordered. “Facedown, at the end, ass at the edge, feet on the floor. Time to redden that sweet ass of yours.”


  He cleaned up while Scott went to get into position. Still naked, Keith rooted through his gear bag and came up with a leather paddle and riding crop. Not the harshest implements in his bag, but he wanted to tenderize Scott, not burn him out before the evening even got started.


  He reached between Scott’s legs and stroked the man’s balls. “You need to start shaving. Bush and balls. I like my boy hair-free.”


  “Yes, Sir,” Scott mumbled, his tone deep in the realm of subspace.


  Keith dropped the riding crop onto the bed, planted his left hand in the middle of Scott’s back, and started smacking him with the paddle in his right hand. He went easy at first, slowly, increasing the force and speed of his strokes until Scott squirmed on the bed. Fine-tuning for Scott’s level, he kept him hovering right at the edge of safewording, easing up alternated with a harder smack.


  “Oh, that’s nice,” Keith said. “Such a good boy.”


  When he stopped, Scott lay there gasping, chest heaving. Keith swapped out the paddle for the riding crop and again started slow, building up, until Scott had a series of purple stripes across his reddened ass.


  Keith put down the crop and started stroking Scott’s ass, standing behind him, grabbing his hips. “Just think what it’s going to feel like when I spank you again before I slide my cock inside you.” He thrust, bumping against the base of the butt plug.


  “I’m going to take my time fucking you, boy. Make sure your first time is memorable. Get you used to my cock, because you’re going to be getting a lot of it.”


  He bumped the butt plug again, getting another wonderful moan from Scott. “No fucking strap-on,” he said. “Just a real cock. I can’t wait until I can christen this ass properly, either.”


  He reached up and grabbed Scott’s hair, pulling his head up and back so he could bite his earlobe. “Whose ass is this?”


  “Your ass, Sir.”


  “Good boy.” He kissed his cheek and released him. “Stay there.”


  Getting up, he opened the other suitcase, the one with miscellaneous gear. In it, the hood, as well as a leather jock he could put on Scott. In his implement bag he found the leather wrist and ankle cuffs, and the matching leather collar, along with the chain leash.


  He went back to the bed and snapped his fingers. “Stand up.”


  Scott did, a little more slowly this time, a little wobbly on his feet.


  Keith grinned, stepping in close. “That’s a beautiful look of subspace, boy. I can’t believe how hard and fast you fell into it. I like it.”


  “Thank you, Sir.”


  “Here’s the rules for tonight while you’re on my leash. You don’t speak unless I tell you to. You do what I say, when I say it. You have any boots?”


  “No, sir.”


  “Dammit. We’ll need to get you a pair. What size do you wear?”


  “Ten and a half.”


  “Okay, we’re close then. Good. A thick pair of socks, you’ll be fine. I’ve got another pair I can wear.” He put the hood on Scott first, lacing it up the back. When he turned him back around, he smiled as he stared into Scott’s gorgeous blue eyes.


  Cupping the back of Scott’s head, he pulled him in close for another kiss. “No one will know who you are,” he said. “But they’ll all know you belong to me.” He pointed at Scott’s left hand. “You might want to leave that in here for tonight, though.”


  Scott glanced down at his hand and spotted his wedding ring, then started working it off. Keith held out his palm for it, putting it on the dresser next to Scott’s wallet and cell phone. “It’ll be safe there, just like you’ll be safe with me.”


  He bucked the collar around Scott’s neck, snapping the leash to it. Then he got the wrist and ankle cuffs buckled on him, and handed him the jock.


  “Put that on.”


  While Scott did that, Keith dug out socks and boots for Scott to wear. Then he found the leather pair of shorts he’d be wearing, and the fancier pair of military boots he’d brought, which he hadn’t planned to wear tonight. But they’d complete his outfit.


  With Scott properly attired, Keith grabbed the leash and led him to the mirror over the vanity, standing behind him, reaching around him and pinching Scott’s nipples.


  “Look at that, boy,” Keith said. “Look at you. Just think what it’ll feel like to have my rings in your nipples, always being reminded who owns you.” He twisted them until Scott let out a soft cry, then backed off.


  “That’s what I like,” Keith said. “I like hearing you make noises. Don’t you fucking keep quiet, or it means I’m going to have to hurt you more.”


  He bit the top of Scott’s left shoulder, sucking hard, his own cock stirring at the moans the other man let out.


  “That’s right. I’m going to mark you, boy. You’re going to wear my marks. My rings.” He reached down and grabbed Scott’s ass, digging his fingers in. “You’re going to leave this weekend a changed man.”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  Chapter Five


  


  Keith was tempted to stay in the room, but knew if they did that they wouldn’t be leaving until either hunger or checkout time forced them out.


  And he did want to hang out with some of his friends he didn’t get to see all that often. Plus there was the contest. That was tomorrow night, but tonight was a meet and greet for the contestants, a leather boy competition. He wasn’t sure which group, he couldn’t keep them straight, but it provided for some nice eye candy.


  After attaching a double-ended snap clip to hold Scott’s wrists together in front of him, Keith grabbed his room card and a credit card and tucked them into the pocket of his shorts. Then he grabbed Scott’s leash and tugged.


  “Let’s go.”


  Scott barely hesitated at the door, which Keith had anticipated. As they walked out, the force of the music and noise of the attendees filling the courtyard slammed into them.


  Keith pulled the room door shut behind them and tested it. “Stay with me,” he told Scott. “And pay attention to me.”


  He led him downstairs to the courtyard, where Keith scanned the area for anyone he knew. Marvin was holding court with a few other people in some chairs at one end of the pool.


  Might as well.


  He led Scott over to the group and snapped his fingers, pointing at his feet.


  Scott immediately dropped into the correct position.


  Marvin, who was smoking a cigar and had his boot-clad feet propped up on a twink’s ass, sat up, his eyes widening. “Is that your fresh meat from before?”


  Keith glanced down at Scott. “Yep. Thanks for not poaching him out from under me.”


  “Dammit. He’s got a fine ass.” Marvin grinned. “Feel up to sharing?”


  “Sorry, you know I’m greedy. I don’t share my toys.”


  “Yeah, I know, but it never hurts to ask.” He slapped the guy’s ass he’d been propping his boots on, because the guy had sat up. “Who said you could get up?”


  The twink immediately dropped back onto all fours as Marvin returned his boots to his back. “Hope this works out for you. I know you’ve been looking for a while.”


  “We’ll see.”


  Marvin was a player. He and his long-time boyfriend, Kendell, who had lived together for nearly twenty years, had an arrangement. Marvin got to get his leather freak on, as long as he didn’t bring anyone or anything home with him that couldn’t be washed off with soap and water, and his boyfriend was a stay-at-home slave.


  Marvin, a successful personal injury attorney, could afford to keep Kendell at home, baking and taking care of their place. He was Marvin’s respectable other half, the one Marvin could dress in fine suits and take with him to Chamber of Commerce functions and not get weird looks.


  Kendell didn’t enjoy going out to clubs or the party scene. Kendell had a weekend houseboy of his own who’d come over while Marvin was out partying.


  Everyone was happy. Hey, if it worked for them, Keith wouldn’t knock it. It just wasn’t his style. He didn’t like anonymous sex, he didn’t like partying, and he didn’t like not being able to remember the names of all the guys he’d fucked. Nothing against guys who did, it just wasn’t what he wanted.


  He didn’t know exactly what it was about Scott that had already burrowed under his skin like a tick. The vulnerability in his eyes, the trust. Yes, Keith wasn’t stupid. He could be setting himself up for disappointment. The guy might give him a fake phone number and then Keith would never see him again.


  But somehow, he didn’t think so. Maybe it was naive, but he wanted to trust Scott, the way Scott was trusting him.


  He stood there talking to Marvin and some others for nearly half an hour. The entire time, Scott remained perfectly still and in position. After scanning the courtyard, Keith located another cluster of friends on the other side. He tugged Scott’s leash and the man jumped up, following him without any delay.


  Keith shot a pleased smile over his shoulder. “Good boy.”


  This time, Keith was able to settle into a vacated chair while talking to his friends. He put Scott on his hands and knees and, taking a page from Marvin’s playbook, used Scott as a footrest while talking.


  He knew from the bulge in the front of Scott’s leather jock that he was hard, horny, and probably leaving a hell of a wet spot on the inside of that jock.


  That was fine, because the outline of his own hard cock was clearly visible along the front of the leather shorts he wore.


  After another half hour or so, Keith got up and led Scott off to one side of the courtyard, where he pulled him in close with the leash.


  “How’s my boy doing?” Keith asked.


  That sweet, subbie glaze still lingered in Scott’s blue eyes. “Good, Sir.”


  “Excellent. Next time we settle somewhere and I put you down on the ground, you lick my boots, both of them, for as long as we’re there. Understand?”


  “Yes, Sir. Soles, too?”


  Keith grinned. “I admire your enthusiasm, but no. I don’t want you puking your guts up because you pick up something.”


  “Thank you, Sir.”


  His gaze narrowed. “Had I told you to, you would have, wouldn’t you?”


  Scott nodded. “Yes, Sir. I wouldn’t have liked it, but I would have done it.”


  He pulled Scott in for another deep kiss, reaching down and squeezing the front of the jock.


  Sure enough, Scott’s cock was hard.


  “Good boy,” Keith told him. “Like I said, I don’t like to break my toys. Marvin would have you licking the damn concrete just to make him laugh before he used you as a toilet, but I’m not into that. Just remember, you can always tell me red or yellow, and we’ll talk. I don’t want a doormat who grows to resent me.”


  “Yes, Sir. I don’t want to disappoint you.”


  Keith felt like he stood on the edge of an abyss, one foot hanging out over the darkness and his weight dangerously shifting forward. “You’re not going to disappoint me if you communicate like an adult.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Scott struggled not to hump his hips against Keith’s hand. Relief filled him at confirmation that Keith had limits and wanted him to safeword if they drew too close to Scott’s.


  He suspected someone like Marvin was more interested in the party than a partner. Guys like Marvin could always find someone else to party with, who wanted to ride that edge.


  “Thank you, Sir.”


  “Oh, you thank me now.” He turned Scott and pointed at a large tent that had been set up at one end of the courtyard, in the grass, a tent that stretched across almost the entire courtyard and had sides so you couldn’t see inside.


  “See that? That’s the dungeon for the weekend. Pretty much anything goes in there. Tomorrow night, your ass is going to be in a sling—literally—while I fuck your brains out in front of everyone and show them what a good boy you are for me. Understand?”


  Scott’s cock throbbed. “Yes, Sir.” He wasn’t even going to question the legalities of that, how they could get away with something like that when a club like Venture had rules against outright sex.


  Keith pressed against Scott’s back, the man’s hard cock pressing through the leather shorts and against Scott’s freshly beaten and sore ass. He grabbed Scott’s hips and started grinding against him. “Going to pop your public cherry, while I’m giving you a hand job. You’ll come for me like a good boy, won’t you?”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  Keith chuckled and bit down on the top of Scott’s right shoulder. Scott briefly thought about Noel and hoped she didn’t spot the marks before he shoved those thoughts away.


  She’d assured him he could come here and play, have sex, whatever he wanted, as long as he was safe.


  If Keith had wanted to try to pull something, he wouldn’t have wrapped his cock for a blowjob, for chrissake.


  Trust had to start somewhere. So far, Keith hadn’t done anything to violate Scott’s trust. He’d keep his eyes open and not ignore anything, but he also wouldn’t start assuming Keith was anything but what he said he was.


  If he was proved wrong, and Keith violated his trust…well, he’d deal with that if and when it happened.


  


  * * * *


  


  Behind the anonymity of the hood, Scott realized he could relax and just be, following Keith’s orders and not worrying if anyone recognized him.


  No one could recognize him. He was just one of hundreds of guys in the darkened courtyard with only the lights from the pool, the bouncing disco lights, and lights from the walkways and from the windows of the poolside rooms around the courtyard providing any light. He saw some of the men, obviously Tops from their demeanor, turning to look at him following Keith.


  The fact that Keith was proudly leading him around, casually, as if it were the most normal thing in the world, turned Scott on even more.


  It was hard not to contrast the difference between that and Noel timidly walking around Venture or a private party with him following her. He hadn’t brought any of that gear with him this weekend, not wanting her to see it missing if she went into the closet. Just the butt plugs, which were usually in one of his dresser drawers anyway.


  It was enough that she was letting him go this weekend. He didn’t want to rub it in her face. Didn’t want her to think this was about any lacking on her part, because it wasn’t.


  But the fact that a guy was now leading him around, willingly, almost eager to talk to his friends with Scott literally at his feet, was a massive turn-on.


  He couldn’t lie about that.


  His aching cock wouldn’t have allowed him to lie about it, anyway.


  The next time they stopped, near the bar they’d sat and talked at earlier, Keith snapped his fingers and pointed. Scott dropped to his knees and closed his eyes as he started licking Keith’s boots.


  Keith reached down and rubbed the back of the hood. “Such a good boy. Yes you are.”


  He wondered if Keith could feel the way he was moaning through the leather of his boots even as he licked them.


  


  * * * *


  


  It was hard for Keith to concentrate on the conversation when he could feel Scott moaning as he licked his boots.


  Damn.


  He’d met do-me subs before, and Scott was anything but one of those, so far. He’d followed orders without whining or trying to top from the bottom, and it was reeeeally making it hard for Keith to focus on anything but the man at his feet.


  The man with the really hot, technically virgin ass.


  In fact, his own cock throbbed as he thought about looking into Scott’s eyes the first time he slid his cock up the man’s ass, with Scott on his back and under him.


  Fuck.


  He’d really wanted to hang around, but it’d been nearly a year since he’d had anything more than a blowjob, and right now the siren song of Scott’s ass was calling to him in a really hot and loud way.


  He waited for an appropriate break in the conversation before tugging on the leash. Scott climbed to his feet as Keith said good-bye and headed toward the stairs closest to his room.


  When they emerged from the stairwell, they passed the redheaded guy again. This time, he wore a pair of tight shorts that left nothing to the imagination, and a collar and leather cuffs, as he followed an older bear down the corridor.


  Scott barely hesitated, just taking up the slack in the leash before apparently remembering he was hooded and unrecognizable.


  Keith stopped and turned to him, smiling. “Good boy,” he whispered. “Just trust me. I won’t let anything bad happen to you.”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  Grabbing the leash up close to the collar, Keith led him toward the room.


  Chapter Six


  


  Keith liked that Scott awaited his orders once the door was closed behind them. Keith sat on the end of the bed and held up his right foot.


  “Get them off me.”


  Scott dropped to his knees and started unlacing them. Once he was back to his bare feet, Keith tugged on the leash, pulling Scott’s head into his lap, between his legs. This was one of the things he loved, the physicality, the closeness, the intimacy. Not just the sex, which was great, duh, but the power exchange.


  He pressed Scott’s face against the front of his shorts, where his cock strained against the leather. “Run your lips over it, boy.”


  Scott did, doing the best he could through the hood’s mouth opening and through the leather of Keith’s shorts. Keith couldn’t wait until they could have sex without condoms.


  He’d love to spend an afternoon with Scott on his knees, hands cuffed behind him, a vibrating butt plug in his ass, and his cock in Scott’s mouth.


  Holding Scott’s head, he tried to rein in his heart. This was soon, too damn soon to be thinking about anything beyond this weekend. He might wake up to find the guy gone, that he had flaked out.


  Or in the light of day he could be a giant douchenozzle.


  He hoped not. He’d met plenty of douchenozzles in his time, and Scott had a quiet way about him that bespoke a natural submissiveness, a servitude that most people probably never saw, never suspected.


  After a few minutes of that, he unclipped the leash, and Scott’s wrists, then patted the top of his head. “Strip down. Let’s grab a quick shower before we get to the fun.”


  Under the warm spray, he grabbed Scott and pulled him into his arms. He was a perfect couple of inches shorter than him, a decent body to go with the nice ass, and eager.


  He handed him the soap and washcloth and turned. “Scrub me down good, boy. Top to bottom.”


  Keith closed his eyes as Scott’s hands roamed his flesh, tentative at first, then growing more confident.


  Yes, this was a man he could easily come to love, he suspected.


  He turned so Scott could wash his front, his gaze locking on the man’s blue eyes, waiting for him to look up into his eyes.


  When Scott did, it felt like electricity shooting through Keith. If his cock hadn’t already been hard, it would have jolted him to life.


  Keith grabbed him, kissing him hard, grabbing Scott’s cock and slowly stroking, enjoying the way Scott moaned into his mouth.


  “Gonna fuck you real good, boy,” Keith whispered into his mouth. “Gonna show you what you’ve been missing, what you’ve been needing. Not just that, but everything. Gonna show you what it feels like to be owned, train you how to be my good boy. You like the sound of that?”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  He reached farther down, cupping Scott’s balls in his hand, gently squeezing, working a finger up past his taint and making him moan again as he pressed on the base of the butt plug still embedded there.


  “Yeah, I’ve got your number now, don’t I? Don’t worry. Sir’s gonna make everything better real soon.”


  Keith suspected the man was close to exploding anyway, and wanted their first time in bed to last longer than thirty seconds. He slowly slicked Scott’s juices up and down his cock, fisting it as he hooked his left hand around the back of Scott’s neck and pressed Scott’s face against his left shoulder. Keith nipped him just below the left ear.


  “You can come for me, boy,” he whispered, stroking him hard and fast and loving the sound Scott made when his cock exploded all over his hand.


  He chuckled, even enjoying the feel of Scott’s breath against his shoulder. “See? Told you I’d make it better. Now get on your knees and suck my hand clean.”


  He stepped back enough so Scott could, the subbie glaze firmly back in his eyes as he grabbed Keith’s hand and eagerly licked and sucked his cum off his palm and fingers.


  The action of the man’s lips on his fingers made his cock ache even more. If he hadn’t blown a load earlier, he’d likely be blowing one now all over the guy’s face.


  He was a natural, fantastic.


  His wife’s a lucky woman.


  Dammit.


  That was a buzzkill of a thought if there ever was one. He hoped that minefield would prove harmless and didn’t want to think about it now. Either things would or wouldn’t work out the way he wanted them to. Worrying about them was a waste of time and energy.


  Once Scott had licked his hand clean, Keith tugged on his hair. “Let’s finish. Get that butt plug out and wash up.” He smacked Scott’s ass as he stepped out. “Three minutes and no longer, your ass better be on that bed.”


  It took Scott maybe a minute, if that. On Scott’s way to the bed, he streaked past Keith, who was digging through his bag.


  “On your back, across it, head off the edge,” Keith said, grabbing a handful of the things he’d need and bringing them over to the bed.


  Scott complied, staring up at him.


  Keith smiled down at him. He grabbed his cock and held it up out of the way as he straddled Scott’s face. “You can’t suck my cock bareback tonight, but you can lick my balls. Do a good job.”


  Scott held onto Keith’s thighs as he started tonguing his balls and his taint, even rimming him without being told. Keith reached up with one hand and played with Scott’s nipples. “Yeah,” he hoarsely said. “Just like that. I can’t wait until I get those nipples pierced. I will have a load of fun with you then.”


  Below him, Scott moaned in reply.


  Keith could only tolerate about five minutes of that before he was afraid he’d blow his load over Scott’s chest. He was good for at least two in a day, but he wasn’t sure after the work week he’d had if he could get it up a third time that fast. Hell, he was almost forty.


  He walked around the other side of the bed, grabbed Scott’s legs, and pulled him across so his head was on the bed. “Grab your legs and show me that beautiful ass.”


  Scott stared up at him, trust and more than a little lust in his blue eyes. He reached down and caught his legs behind the knees, pulling them up.


  Keith grabbed a towel and shoved it under Scott before ripping open a condom pouch and rolling it on. He grabbed a tube of lube and slicked himself before drizzling it down Scott’s ass.


  “You keep your eyes open when I’m fucking you,” Keith said, barely able to speak now. “Don’t you close your eyes, understand?”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  He grabbed another condom and rolled it onto Scott’s stiffening shaft. It was one thing to give a hand job in the shower, but if he was going to be balls-deep in the guy, he wanted a condom on him for now.


  He slowly slicked lube up and down Scott’s cock as well, making sure he was nice and hard before he put the lube aside. Then he lined up the head of his cock with Scott’s rim, watching the man’s face.


  “Ask me for it,” Keith ordered. “Beg me to fuck your ass.”


  “Please, Sir,” Scott said. “Please fuck your boy’s ass.”


  Holy shit, it was all he could do to hold back.


  Your boy.


  Yeah, that sounded right. More than right.


  It sounded good.


  Keith slowly pressed forward, not wanting to hurt him but also knowing the butt plug had definitely loosened him up. What he wanted to do was fuck the man, hard, drive him damn near off the bed.


  But he didn’t. He took his time, little bits of progress at a time before withdrawing just to press forward again. He watched Scott’s face, the way his lower lip caught under his teeth, the rise and fall of his chest, the soft moans as the knob of Keith’s cock completely breached his ring of muscle.


  Scott gasped, his moans louder.


  “Yeah, you know you’ve got a cock in your ass now, don’t you?” He paused where he was, giving the man time to get used to it, wanting him to enjoy it as much as he was.


  Besides, the man’s ass felt too damn good. He knew he’d blow if he took it too fast. Instead, he grabbed Scott’s cock and slowly stroked him.


  “You want more?” Keith asked him.


  “Yes, Sir.”


  “You want my whole cock inside your ass?”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  “Not a virgin anymore, are you?”


  “No, Sir.”


  “You sucked your first cock tonight, taking your first cock up your ass—you belong to me now, don’t you?”


  “Yes, Sir!”


  He eased his own cock deeper a small stroke at a time, wanting to savor this and yet dying to bust a nut.


  Finally, when his thighs were pressed against Scott’s, he took a deep breath before withdrawing, just the head of his cock still inside him. Another long, slow press forward, his hand falling still on Scott’s iron cock.


  “Feel good?”


  Scott nodded. “Yes, Sir!”


  He started stroking Scott’s cock again, harder, faster, knowing the man was close. “Come for me, boy. Let me feel you come for the first time with a cock in your ass.”


  Scott’s eyes almost but didn’t quite close all the way as he let out a low moan, his hips trying to buck in time with Keith’s strokes. Then Keith felt it, the seismically sexy feeling of Scott’s ass contracting around his cock just before he started filling the end of the condom.


  “Oh, fuck, boy. Such a good boy you are for me.” Keith leaned in, grabbed Scott’s hands, and shoved them over his head. He started pounding his cock into him, fingers digging into the other man’s wrists, lips just over Scott’s.


  “Who owns this ass now?”


  “You do, Sir!”


  “Who just came with my cock all the way up inside you?”


  “Your boy did, Sir!”


  That was it. With that, Keith exploded, falling still with his dick firmly fisted in Scott’s ass. He slanted his lips over Scott’s and crushed his mouth onto his, fucking him with his tongue.


  Got to find my cock ring. He’d need it for the next several times he fucked the man. He just felt too good, too perfect.


  And Scott was eagerly kissing him back, too, even as he was pinned there with his legs over Keith’s shoulders and his hands over his head.


  He felt the ledge start to give way under the foot still planted at the edge.


  I’m in trouble.


  


  * * * *


  


  It felt nothing like the strap-on.


  At all.


  Not even remotely.


  So much better, so much hotter, the animalistic, raw, needy, hard fuck had changed Scott forever.


  Yes, if things went well between them, he could easily see himself falling for this guy, and hard.


  Scott just hoped the guy didn’t turn out to be a jerk.


  He stared up into Keith’s eyes, hoping he hadn’t just made a damned big mistake.


  Scott even loved the way the other man’s body pinned him to the bed, the weight of his hard muscles, the feel of him catching his breath.


  Keith let go of his wrists but then he cupped the back of Scott’s head, fingers digging in as he kissed him again, hard, deep, possessively.


  “If you think I’m going to let you just walk out of my life after this weekend, think again.”


  Scott kept his hands over his head. “Ditto.”


  Keith raked his other hand through Scott’s hair, front to back, almost tenderly.


  “Let’s get cleaned up,” Keith said, sounding hoarse. “I think we need to talk some more.”


  Chapter Seven


  


  Kennedy not quite intoxicated was even more annoying that Kennedy intoxicated. Her rapid-fire chatter over dinner sped up into machine gun bursts that made Noel wish she had a ball gag there to shove in her friend’s mouth.


  “So how you been dealing with Stacy Moog’s bitch of a mom this year?” Kennedy asked Noel.


  Kennedy taught fourth graders. Many of Kennedy’s students from last year had ended up in Noel’s class this year.


  “I had another go-round with her last week,” Noel said, at least glad to be talking about something work-related to keep her mind off…other things. “Stacy flunked another spelling test. I’m bringing in the guidance counsellor for an eval. I seriously think she’s got some sort of a learning disability going on. Her math skills are iffy, too.”


  “Dyslexia?”


  “Maybe. I don’t know. I would have thought it’d be caught sooner.”’


  “She was homeschooled until the middle of last year. Her parents got divorced and her mom had to go back to work.”


  Noel groaned. “Crap.”


  “You didn’t know that?”


  “No. Nobody told me that. I only looked at your summary notes from the end of last year. I didn’t go through her full records. I’ve got thirty kids in my class. That explains a lot.”


  “Hey, good luck with that. I tried and tried and beat my head against that wall. Momma Moog went to the principal and Mary basically told me to let Stacy advance since her grades were borderline. Gave her some extra credit stuff to do in a couple of areas, she pulled it off. Bam. Not my problem. She barely passed the FCATs last year.”


  Eliza had been listening to their conversation. “What about the standardized testing and stuff?”


  “Yeah, that’s all bullshit,” Kennedy told her. “We’re teaching to the test now, basically. And the tests are bullshit. They don’t want to hurt the kids’ self-esteem by holding them back. A student would just about have to blow up the school at this point to get held back a year in grade school.”


  “Gee, thanks for the heads-up,” Noel shot back, now thoroughly irritated at her friend. They were already ramping up for FCATs and Noel wasn’t sure the girl could even pass them.


  “I’m sorry. Like you, I’m dealing with thirty kids, including four who are ESL. Fortunately for me, my Spanish is better than their English, and I’ve nearly gotten them up to speed so they can at least advance to the next grade without being totally in the weeds when they get there.”


  “Sorry.” Noel picked through her risotto with her fork. “I’m just getting really burned out. I had high hopes for being a teacher. I wanted to help make a difference. Now it feels like the system’s beating me down and trying to get me to conform to the lowest common denominator.”


  She was also struggling not to feel that maybe her asshole family had been right that she’d made a mistake by choosing teaching as a career.


  “Well, you’ve seen the light now,” Kennedy said. “That’s about what it amounts to at this point. Just watch yourself on Facebook. That Moog woman is a nut. Don’t let her friend you.”


  “Oh, I haven’t, don’t worry.” She didn’t friend any of the parents of her students. Not unless it was after the school year and she was friends with them in real life as well. Heck, there were very few of her fellow teachers she friended. She didn’t even have her occupation listed on her profile. She did have Scott listed as her husband, and her college and hometown, but that was only so she could stay in touch with her friends from high school and college up in Indiana.


  And her brothers and sisters, for what good it did her.


  What did it say that she had more contact with them via Facebook than she did on the phone or real life?


  Her parents weren’t even on Facebook, so she had even less contact with them. They were too busy with their lives to pay her much attention, and any time she did call them to say hello, the condescension flowed like rancid honey through the connection.


  She didn’t need that.


  When they finished dinner, Eliza drove them home, dropping Kennedy off first. As they headed toward Noel’s, Eliza broached the subject.


  “So how are you going to handle this weekend?”


  Noel shrugged. “I don’t know. Not thinking about it, I guess.”


  “What if he meets someone?”


  “Part of me hopes he does, and part of me hopes he doesn’t. I know what the inevitable conclusion will be, and I want him to be happy, but I can’t help but selfishly hope we keep going the way we are.”


  “Which isn’t fair to either of you.”


  “I know.”


  “Sometimes, you have to make the hard decisions, take the hard risks, to make a better life for yourself.”


  “I have a good life now,” she quietly said.


  “Uh, yeah. You’re forcing yourself to be his Dominant, when you hate doing it.”


  Noel looked at her.


  “Honey, please,” Eliza said. “I top Rusty all the time. I have fun doing it. Watching you and Scott…it’s painful. For me, anyway. You’re just so not into it, it’s sad. I can see it. Maybe because I know you two better than some people, but I watch you play and just want to smack the crap out of Scott for pushing you into this role.”


  “He didn’t push me into it.”


  “Bullshit. Maybe he didn’t force you into it, but he’s not backing off and giving you the freedom of choice.”


  “He is.”


  Eliza glanced at her, eyebrow raised.


  “I want to make him happy.”


  “Making yourself unhappy is not the way to do it.”


  “I’m already unhappy, so what difference does it make?”


  “Wow. That’s a pretty fatalistic viewpoint.”


  “It’s just a matter of if, not when, he meets a guy. Then we end up getting divorced. Then…” She turned away, looking out the passenger window.


  “Again, not a healthy point of view to have,” Eliza pointed out, “but it’s your life. I’m your friend.” She sighed. “Do you want to spend the weekend at our place? The mini-me isn’t coming home this weekend for a visit. You can get out of your head for a while. Maybe a change of location will do you good.”


  “No, I’m okay. I’m used to being alone at home. I’ll just pretend he’s at work.”


  They pulled into Noel’s driveway. Eliza shifted the car into park and turned to her.


  “I’m not trying to tell you how to run your life. But I’m concerned about you. If your worry is a place to live, you can live with us if you leave him. You’ve got summer coming up in a couple of months. Maybe that’s when you need to take the leap and make the changes so that going into next school year you’re settled and have that all behind you.”


  “Maybe he’ll come home this weekend with it out of his system.”


  “Sweetie? I’m your friend. And I’m calling bullshit. If you want me to piss on your leg and tell you it’s raining, I’m not that kind of friend. I can’t be. I’m the brutally honest friend who’ll walk through fire with you, but I won’t lie to you. There is an ocean of fish out there. Trying to get one guppy in a small fish bowl to take the hook when you’re fishing with the wrong bait isn’t going to lead to anything good. And you know it.”


  “But I love him.”


  “I know that, too. Sometimes the kindest thing we can do for the people we love the most is to let them go, even if it rips us apart from the inside out. By holding onto him, you’re denying yourself the opportunity to move forward. You need to go through the grief process. You’ve anchored one of your feet in a concrete block of denial, and the other in a block of bargaining. That’s not how life works. Two years, honey.”


  Noel felt the tears slipping down her cheeks and didn’t bother wiping them away. “I know.”


  “Two years. It’s been two years now you’ve tried and been miserable. Two years of your life you can’t get back. Now, I’ll be the first to applaud you for your tenacity and love and devotion to the guy. You gave it your best shot. But, honestly? You’re starting to slip from tenacious into blind martyrdom, and that’s not healthy for you or for him.”


  Noel knew all of that. It wasn’t anything she hadn’t already told herself.


  But to finally hear someone else say it…


  “I know.”


  “Obviously, it’s your life. What kind of life is it? Neither of you are living authentically at this point.” She leaned in and hugged Noel. “I’m always here to talk if you need me. Okay?”


  “Okay. Thanks.”


  Eliza waited until Noel was inside her front door to back out of the driveway. Inside the empty house, Noel stood there and looked around.


  It felt different.


  Yes, she could tell herself Scott was just at work, but she knew that was a lie.


  Just like her life was a lie.


  She didn’t even bother turning the lights on. She locked the door behind her, dumped her purse on the table in the entryway, and headed toward the bedroom to get a shower.


  


  * * * *


  


  The next morning, Noel lay in bed, staring at the ceiling. It was a little after five in the morning.


  Unfortunately, she wasn’t the kind of person who could sleep late on the weekends. She hadn’t had enough to drink the night before to give her a hangover, unfortunately.


  Then at least she would have had an excuse to stay curled in bed in a fetal position and ignore the papers she’d brought home that needed to be graded.


  With a resigned sigh, she climbed out of bed and went to start the coffee. Today, she suspected, she’d need the whole damn pot.


  Throughout the night, she’d tossed and turned, trying not to think about the fact that Scott wasn’t at work.


  That he was out. Probably with someone.


  Her reasoning being that if he wasn’t with someone, he would have called her, chatted with her, or at least texted her more. She’d vowed not to be uber-clingy wife, to not text him every ten minutes.


  She had a life besides him. She did. A job, friends, hobbies. She wasn’t some weak woman who considered herself the half of a whole. By herself, she was a complete person. It wasn’t healthy to look at things any other way than that.


  But Scott was a huge part of her life and one she wasn’t looking forward to losing, either.


  After the coffeepot was burbling, she retrieved her phone from her purse.


  No texts.


  Not that she’d expected any. Scott, with his years of crazy scheduling, could drop off to sleep in minutes, and sleep late if he had a day off. She envied him that ability.


  Especially now.


  I wonder what he’s doing.


  She eyed her messenger bag sitting on the floor in the foyer, where she’d dumped it yesterday after getting home from work. In it, at least three hours’ worth of work.


  I guess I’d better get on it.


  Returning to the kitchen, she grabbed her mug, fixed herself a cup of coffee, and headed back to the living room to get to work.


  Chapter Eight


  


  Scott felt a moment of disorientation when he awoke a little after seven Saturday morning in the hotel bed.


  Especially when he felt the warm, hard body pressed along his back, an arm draped over his waist.


  It took every ounce of will Scott had not to snuggle against the man’s body.


  They’d talked last night into the wee hours of the morning before making love again. This time, actually making love, not just a Sir and his boy. And Keith had gone down on him, making him come again, in a condom but still damned good.


  They had a lot in common. Too much, almost. In a good but scary way.


  It almost felt like Scott had met a long-lost twin.


  He also knew just walking away from Keith wouldn’t be possible. This wasn’t a simple weekend fuck.


  This was the start of something real.


  That it felt very much like what he’d felt for Noel when he’d first met her scared him even more, because he realized that truly signified the beginning of the end of them. Of their marriage and the life they had together, the past.


  It meant she’d be forced to start over, facing her asshole family alone.


  Maybe we could just fake it. Not tell them about the divorce. I could go with her at holidays and pretend we’re still married so she doesn’t have to listen to them. Unless she meets someone else.


  In a way he felt guilty over having nudged her—okay, pushed her—into a dominant role for the past two years. She’d tried. Tried damned hard, out of love and the desire to make him happy.


  It wasn’t her fault it hadn’t been enough. The problem had been his, not hers.


  The more he’d talked with Keith about that, spilling things to him he hadn’t been able to talk to anyone else about, the more the realization struck him that the sacrifices Noel had made for him over the past couple of years, since he’d admitted to her he was gay, spoke to the depths of love she had for him.


  He felt like a real shit for doing that to her without realizing the silent price she was likely paying.


  Behind him, Keith stirred, pulling him closer, his hard cock nestled along the seam of Scott’s ass. “Good morning,” he mumbled, nibbling on the back of Scott’s neck.


  Scott closed his eyes, sucking in a slow, deep breath. “Good morning, Sir.”


  Keith patted him on the abs, where his hand rested. “Keith and Scott this morning, at least until after breakfast. I want to talk some more. Okay?”


  “Okay.”


  Keith made Scott roll over to face him. He had brown eyes, not like Noel’s, a different shade. Hers contained flecks of amber and green, while Keith’s were dark, like mocha, or rich, creamy coffee.


  Keith laced fingers with him. “We need to go out and find breakfast. I’d rather eat off-property so you can relax while we talk.”


  “Okay.”


  “And there’s an Army-Navy store I want us to hit so we can get you a pair of boots.” He smiled. “You need your own.”


  “Okay.”


  “What’s wrong? Regrets?”


  “Yes. Not about this,” he quickly added. “I guess it’s finally slammed home how unfairly I’ve treated Noel.”


  “Not knowing her, based on what you’ve told me, it sounds like she made the sacrifice willingly enough.”


  “I didn’t really give her much of a choice. I sort of sheepdogged her into it.”


  “Still, she’s an adult. And she did let you come here this weekend.”


  “I know.”


  “Another hard question,” Keith said. “When do I get to meet her?”


  “I hadn’t planned that far ahead yet.”


  “If we’re going to be dating, I need to meet her and talk to her, face-to-face, at least once. I need her to tell me she’s okay with what we’re doing. Not that I don’t trust you, but this won’t work with us sneaking around.”


  “I don’t want to be in her face with this.”


  “That’s not what I want, either. I personally think that under the circumstances it would be cruel to be in her face. But that talk needs to happen, sooner rather than later. I’m not saying you have to leave her or divorce her right now. We still don’t know for sure yet what’s going to happen between us the more we get to know each other. I won’t, however, be your piece on the side.”


  “I can’t go flaunting you around to my coworkers.”


  “Did I say that? No. I need you to be able to tell her you’re going out with me, or whatever code you two come up with for you going out with me, or spending the night with me, without you having to lie to her. If it means we have to back off sex and just date for a while until your situation is resolved with her, we’ll do that, too.”


  That’s not what Scott wanted. The sex was…well, no offense meant to Noel, who was great, but this had been even better.


  Exceptional.


  As if Keith had known exactly what he’d wanted and needed.


  Which, of course, he had.


  “She said she’s okay if I have a relationship with someone.”


  “That’s good. But I need to hear her say it. I’m not going to run around behind her back.”


  “Okay.”


  Keith sat up and swung a leg over Scott, grabbing him by the wrists and pinning his arms over his head.


  Scott felt the slide into subspace. Another perfection. While he could manage a submissive headspace with Noel, he’d never fallen so hard or deeply into subspace as he did with Keith.


  Especially so quickly.


  Keith smiled as he felt Scott’s cock harden between their bodies. Keith’s was already hard.


  He crushed Scott’s lips with a deep, possessive kiss that swept coherent thought from his brain. Rough stubble scraped against his flesh in a sexy way.


  “We’ve got a long day and a longer night ahead of us,” Keith told him. “Let’s go grab a shower and get moving. I don’t want to waste a second of it.”


  He climbed off Scott, catching his hand and pulling him up off the bed with him and leading him to the bathroom. There, Keith pulled him into his arms under the steamy spray, putting Scott’s hand on his cock while he wrapped his fingers around Scott’s.


  “We can take the tension off,” he said, his other hand gripping the back of Scott’s head as he kissed him again, hard.


  


  * * * *


  


  Yes, he was a Dominant man and needed a submissive partner. Key word there being partner. He needed to know Scott outside the role of boy, and this morning would help with that.


  Scott slowly stroked Keith’s cock while Keith stroked his, catching and swallowing Scott’s moans.


  Under his fingers, Scott’s hard cock throbbed, slick, hot pre-cum leaking from his slit. It took every ounce of will Keith had not to taste it.


  Yes, likely everything was fine, but he wasn’t taking any chances.


  There would be plenty of time for that later.


  His fingers dug into Scott’s scalp as he kissed him, sucking on his tongue, biting his lips. All the while his hand stroked harder, faster, wanting to get him over, wanting to make him moan. Scott’s hand felt like magic on his cock, perfect, stroking him as if already an expert on his body.


  They came almost at the same time, both of them moaning, gasping, their hands speeding up on the other’s cock, until finally they were standing there, leaning on each other, foreheads pressed together as they caught their breath.


  He felt Scott try to move, likely to drop to his knees to suck Keith’s hand clean, but Keith held him in place. “It’s okay. Not this time. We can wash our hands off.”


  “I wish I could taste you.”


  There weren’t many other more perfect phrases that could have slipped from the man’s mouth than that one. “I know. Let’s get a full panel of tests done first. Just to be sure.”


  “What about Noel?”


  Keith sensed another minefield. “Ideally, yes, she should, too. For her peace of mind, if nothing else.”


  “I haven’t been with anyone since I’ve been with her. Besides you now.”


  “Exactly the point,” he said, not wanting to tread into dangerous territory, not wanting to cast aspersions on the woman’s character when he didn’t even know her yet.


  “I’ll talk to her.”


  “Okay.” Keith finally stepped back, rinsing his hand off under the spray with a wistful tug on his heart.


  Yes, he wished he could have tasted Scott, too.


  There would be plenty of time for that in the future, though.


  He hoped.


  


  * * * *


  


  Keith drove. They found a restaurant for breakfast, and after, Keith headed for the Army-Navy surplus store. By the time they returned to the resort around eleven that morning, Scott had a new pair of black tactical boots and comfy socks to go with them.


  Back in the room, Keith got Scott geared up much as he had the night before, including a butt plug. This time, he also included a leather chest harness.


  Meanwhile, he changed into a bathing suit and a pair of flip-flops.


  He smiled at Scott. “We’re going to lounge by the pool for a while. Oh, that reminds me.” He found his bottle of suntan lotion and slathered it all over Scott. The man was pale from his hours working an office job. “Don’t want to send you back home looking like a lobster.”


  He bent Scott over the edge of the bed and took several swats at his ass with the riding crop. “Well, maybe I want your ass to be red, but no one else will have to know that.”


  Downstairs, he found a vacant lounger near the pool and put Scott onto his hands and knees next to it where he could rest his hand on the top of Scott’s hood. They wouldn’t spend a whole lot of time out here today, but he wanted to relax a little, and he couldn’t resist the urge to put Scott through his paces.


  Not like they would have too many chances to do things like this in the near future. Well, sure, they could come up here on a weekend and do them, but this was a perfect storm of perfection for getting their freak on without it even raising an eyebrow, much less the curiosity of anyone else in the immediate vicinity.


  He chatted with some friends who walked by, enjoyed the sun, and admired the curve of Scott’s back from his vantage point.


  He would have been admiring Scott’s ass, but he couldn’t bring himself to stop stroking his hood and make him turn around.


  The way Scott leaned his head into Keith’s touch filled him with pride and longing. And yes, Keith’s cock was already aching.


  Again.


  There were some fun and games of the X-rated kind being held in the shade of the main building’s patio where an outside grill had been set up for lunch. With it being close to two o’clock, Keith was getting a little hungry again.


  He gently tugged on Scott’s leash to get him to sit up. “Are you hungry, boy?”


  He nodded. “Yes, Sir. I could eat.”


  Keith stared into Scott’s blue eyes. By now, a lot of guys would have been whining they were bored, or that they didn’t want to do this anymore. Keith had told Scott he could change positions as needed to stay basically right there, and the man had, without complaint.


  That was telling.


  He caught Scott’s chin and leaned in close, wrapping the leash’s chain around his other hand. “What’s going through your mind right now, boy? Honest answer.”


  Scott unflinchingly met his gaze. “Nothing, Sir. I’m simply waiting for you to tell me what’s next. To follow your orders.”


  He kissed Scott, deeply, tenderly. “Such a good boy,” he said.


  Scott smiled, visible through the mouth opening in the hood. “Thank you, Sir.”


  Chapter Nine


  


  For lunch, Scott was content to sit in the shade at Keith’s feet while the man hand-fed him a cheeseburger and fries a bite at a time. Keith also held the straw for him as he sipped his iced tea.


  Scott didn’t want to think about anything except existing in that exact moment, enjoying what was going on, simply being.


  Tuning out any comments others made about him to Keith, he focused solely on the sound of Keith’s voice, one he could easily pick out of the crowd now even if his eyes were closed and he wasn’t looking at the man while he was speaking.


  In between bites of food or sips of his tea, he rested his head against Keith’s leg and savored the feel of the man’s hand stroking his hooded head.


  Content.


  That was the best word to describe what he felt. Utterly content, more so than he could ever remember feeling before.


  After lunch, they returned to the room. Keith stripped and sat on the end of the bed after rolling a condom down his shaft, holding Scott’s leash while Scott went down on the man.


  Hell, he wasn’t even minding the taste of the condoms anymore.


  What he realized he was craving was more of the encouraging tone, the head strokes, the way Keith had him positioned, between his legs and unable to move. When Keith spread his legs wider and held his cock out of the way so Scott could tongue his balls, he eagerly set to it despite his wrists still being clipped together.


  Then Keith pulled Scott’s head back onto his cock. “Okay, boy. Suck me off good.” He grabbed hold of the collar with one hand and the back of the hood with the other and started fucking his mouth, hard, deep, fast.


  Scott stayed with him for every stroke, doing his best to work his lips and tongue over Keith’s cock as he thrust. His own cock screamed, straining against the leather jock, wanting relief. Finally, he felt Keith’s cock growing harder, hotter against his tongue, even through the condom. Sure enough, Keith let out that now familiar moan of pleasure and pulled Scott’s head deep onto his cock and held him there.


  After a moment Keith loosened his grip a little, to allow Scott to pull back just enough to avoid gagging. With his softening cock still in Scott’s mouth, he gently untied the back of the hood, finally withdrawing so he could pull it off Scott.


  He smiled down at him. Scott knew he’d do anything to earn that smile, the way it reached Keith’s eyes, crinkling the corners of them.


  Ruffling Scott’s sweaty hair, he said, “Stand up.”


  He did.


  Keith unclipped his hands from in front of him and clipped them behind him. Then he pulled down the jock and exposed Scott’s raging erection.


  “Such a good boy deserves a reward,” Keith told him as he reached for another condom and rolled it onto Scott’s shaft.


  Then he deep-throated him, cradling Scott’s balls in one hand while circling the base of his cock with the other. He lifted his head. “Oh, and you may come, boy.”


  He deep-throated him again. Scott let out a moan, wishing this could last forever and knowing with the butt plug pressing against his sweet spot that it wouldn’t take much to get him off. Sure enough, less than a minute later, Scott was moaning, straining as pleasure shot through his system with white-hot intensity, filling the condom as his balls pumped a load of cum into it.


  Keith smiled as he stood, cuffing the back of Scott’s neck with his hand. “That’s my good boy.”


  Scott was still trying to catch his breath. “Thank you, Sir.”


  


  * * * *


  


  They grabbed a quick shower to rinse off. Before they laid down to talk some more, Scott checked his phone to see if he had any missed calls or texts from Noel. He’d texted her good morning earlier while they were out and she’d again told him to enjoy himself, assured him she was fine.


  He wanted to believe her, to take her at face value.


  Maybe he was putting too much guilt on himself. After all, two years into this part of their journey together, maybe she was relieved she could remove that uncomfortable Dominant role from her shoulders and set it aside.


  Maybe she was ready to move on, too.


  Only a long talk would reveal that, and it wasn’t something he wanted to do via texts.


  They had both agreed on the inevitability of a divorce as they’d transitioned into the weeks leading up to this weekend. Not a question of if, but when.


  It didn’t make it any easier on him. He didn’t want to hurt her. Well, didn’t want to hurt her any more than he already had.


  And he hated that he’d hurt her in the first place. This was never his intention when he’d married her. Sure, he’d had some thoughts, some feelings about men, but he’d never really entertained them beyond fantasies.


  He’d never thought he was gay.


  Then he’d met Noel, and with every other part of their relationship lining up perfectly, it seemed the universe had provided a perfect answer for him.


  Until he couldn’t ignore what was inside him any longer. He liked men. Was sexually attracted to them, wanted to be with one.


  Not just as a bi-curious experiment, either.


  And the more years that went by, the clearer that became. Especially when he reached a point where it was difficult for him to have sex with Noel without fantasizing about men in the process.


  “You look worried,” Keith noted as Scott joined him in bed. Even cuddling with the other man felt…right. Normal.


  As if it was meant to be.


  “No, not worried,” Scott said. “Just trying not to let my heart run too far ahead of my brain and common sense.”


  “Is she okay? Do you need to call her?”


  “No. She told me if she needed me that she’d call. I have to have faith in her.”


  “She sounds like an amazing woman.”


  “She is. I wish I could have been a better husband to her. She deserved more than wasting ten years of her life on me.”


  “It’s not a waste if she loves you. And you love her, right?”


  “Of course.”


  “I’m going to be honest that I have some misgivings about this situation. I am going to need to sit down and talk with her, in person. That’s non-negotiable.”


  “I understand.”


  Keith reached up and cupped Scott’s cheek with his hand. “I was hoping to have fun this weekend, but this was nothing like I’d imagined. In a good way.”


  “Me, either. In a good way.”


  Keith leaned in and kissed him. “Where’ve you been all my life?”


  “Apparently messing up mine.”


  And Noel’s.


  


  * * * *


  


  They spent the afternoon talking before heading out to dinner at a different restaurant on St. Pete Beach. Part of Keith just wanted to sit there and talk all night, but the draw of the chance to play with Scott was too strong, too compelling.


  Keith wanted to put Scott through a scene, bind him, beat him, and then fuck his brains out while Scott hopefully begged for more.


  If Scott could deal with all of him, the sadist as well as the conversationalist, it would bode well for their possible future.


  Sure, Keith had met plenty of guys who’d bottom to him for play or sex or both, but few wanted to do it more than as just an occasional kink, a passing playtime.


  Not full-time. Not for realz, so to speak.


  Not long-term.


  Keith was tired of settling. He didn’t want to settle. It figured that a guy he had great chemistry with in bed and out of it was already married.


  To a woman.


  Just my damn luck.


  The more time he spent with Scott, the more he got the impression that, yes, Scott seemed to be a man of his word. He didn’t slough off hard questions, he didn’t act evasive, and when they revisited topics they’d already discussed, Scott’s answers remained consistent.


  All points in his favor.


  When they returned from dinner, there were a few vendors set up under tents in the pool courtyard. Keith helped Scott do a little shopping, including a sporty Spandex jock, and a leather jock and pair of leather shorts of his own.


  And a larger butt plug.


  He was going to need that.


  When they returned to the room so Scott could model everything, Keith pulled him in and kissed him, hard, while fisting his hair.


  Almost immediately that delicious subbie glaze reappeared in Scott’s eyes. “Do whatever you need to do, including texting or calling your wife. Then we’re going to put your new butt plug in and I want you to model your new clothes for me.”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  Now Keith was hard, a granite cock straining against his jeans. He watched Scott disappear into the bathroom with his cell phone and fought a slight pang of jealousy.


  He was beyond jealousy. Or, had thought he was. Hell, he’d just met the guy.


  Get yourself under control.


  Twenty minutes later, Scott was naked and on his hands and knees on the floor in front of the vanity, where Keith was once again loosening his ass with his fingers in preparation for the butt plug.


  Keith’s cock screamed for attention, wanting to fuck him right then, or to shove between his lips and feel Scott’s hot mouth engulfing him.


  No, he would wait.


  It would be that much sweeter later.


  They finally made it downstairs, with Scott hooded, cuffed, collared, and wearing his new boots, leather jock, and Keith’s harness. Keith led him through the even larger crowd to stand off to the side of the stage set up at one end of the courtyard.


  They’d watch the contest, which would take around an hour. Once that was finished, the dungeon tent would open.


  That was what Keith was anxiously waiting for.


  To lay cane marks across Scott’s gorgeous ass. To see how far he could push him in a scene, how much his body could take.


  To hear the moans and other noises the man would make as Keith played his body like an instrument.


  It’d been a while since he’d been able to have a good, heavy scene with someone. Sure, sex was fun.


  After a while, sex alone got boring. It was sadism that put the spice into his life.


  As the contest got underway, Keith put Scott down on his knees at his feet, keeping his hand on Scott’s hooded head.


  The way Scott leaned in and rested his head against Keith’s thigh felt right, good.


  Perfect.


  Don’t get your hopes up.


  It was hard not to get his hopes up. It’d been a long time since he’d felt such a rapport with anyone.


  When the contest ended and the winner was crowned, they returned to the room for Keith to remove the butt plug from Scott, as well as so he could grab his implement bag.


  With Scott kneeling, Keith grabbed his head and stared down into the man’s blue eyes. “You ready for another first tonight?”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  “Good. You can safeword when we play, but inside your hard limits, I have control. Understand?”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  “Such a good boy.” He pulled Scott’s face against the hard outline of his cock on front of his shorts, these with a zipper-front that would give him fast and easy access to his cock for the fucking portion of the activities.


  And there would be fucking.


  With the dungeon tent open, there was a short line to get in. Keith carried their IDs and paid the fee for both of them to go in. While there’d been women around that weekend, both het ones there with their male partners as well as lesbians, the tent was guys only.


  And for good reason.


  Already, the action had heated up at several different stations, guys playing, one guy getting gang-fisted, another locked in a cage and being used as a glory hole at both ends.


  None of those held any of his interest.


  He led Scott over to one corner, to a spanking bench not far from where several sex slings had been set up on portable frames. Amused, Keith noted Scott’s wide eyes as he looked around.


  “Second thoughts?”


  “No, Sir.”


  “Good.”


  Keith stripped Scott’s jock off him, put a towel down on the bench, and pointed at it. After getting Scott’s wrist and ankle cuffs clipped to anchor points on the bench, Keith had to fight the urge to giggle with glee.


  He started out with a bare-handed spanking, alternating between that and squeezing the man’s ass cheeks, digging his nails in, pounding his ass and upper thighs with his fists. From there he progressed to a paddle, going easy on him at first.


  Which didn’t take long to step up.


  He’d thought about using a gag on Scott, but he wanted to hear him. Not just in case he safeworded, but the grunts and moans of pain he drew from the man.


  Natural aphrodisiac.


  A small crowd even gathered to watch them play. By the time he finished striping Scott’s ass with a cane, he was ready to fuck him, hard and fast. While he could have simply done it right there on that bench, he wanted Scott in one of the slings.


  Both so he could see the man’s eyes when he slid his cock into him, and so he could watch the look on Scott’s face, knowing he was being watched by several dozen strangers while getting fucked.


  He gathered his implements and put them away before unclipping Scott and pulling him up. He grabbed the towel, wiped down the bench, and immediately steered him toward the nearest open sling.


  Once he got him in there, clipping his wrist and ankle cuffs to the chains holding it up, Keith grinned as he rolled a condom down Scott’s stiffening cock. He glanced to the right and noticed that, three slings down, the red-haired guy from Scott’s work was about to get himself reamed out by a huge black stud, double-teamed as another guy had his head down and backward and had his condom-covered cock down his throat.


  He returned his attention to Scott. “That’s right, boy. Going to take you here in front of everyone. Going to show them who you belong to. You want that, don’t you?”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  He unzipped his own shorts, rolled a condom down his screaming cock, and slathered himself with lube.


  Then, holding onto Scott’s left thigh with one hand, and the base of his cock with the other, Keith positioned the thick knob of the head at Scott’s entrance.


  “Remember,” he told Scott. “Eyes open and watching me.”


  He thrust, hard and deep, enjoying the way Scott moaned, the way his hands tightened around the chains his cuffs were clipped to, the way he arched his back, trying to take Keith’s cock even more deeply inside him.


  Around them, the world faded away as Keith focused on Scott’s blue gaze. The catcalls, the comments, the eyes watching them, none of them mattered.


  What mattered was this man and what they were doing together. What they were making together.


  With his cock now completely embedded in Scott’s ass, Keith smiled as he held on to Scott’s thighs and started fucking him. The sling allowed Keith to really pound into his ass, the right amount of leverage to give it to him.


  Keith had to slow down when he felt his own orgasm spinning up too quickly. So he grabbed Scott’s cock and started stroking. “Come for me, boy. Show everyone here who owns this ass.”


  Scott tried to rock his hips, the way he was positioned in the sling not allowing him any traction other than arching his back. It only took him a minute or two for Keith to get him there, his loud, satisfied moan music to Keith’s ears as Scott filled the condom covering his cock. The way his ass clenched around Keith’s cock nearly made him come.


  Then it was his turn. He let go of Scott’s cock and grabbed his thighs again, slamming into him, brutally fucking him, taking him, owning him, until he dug his fingers into Scott’s thighs as his climax swept through him, squeezing every last drop of cum out of his balls and into the condom.


  Standing there, the noise of the crowd started coming back. He reached over and unclipped Scott’s wrists and ankles without pulling out, and leaned in to kiss him. He bit Scott’s lower lip, sucking.


  “Mine,” he whispered. “My boy, my ass.”


  “Yes, Sir.” Scott smiled. “All yours.”


  Chapter Ten


  


  Scott’s mind buzzed late Sunday afternoon as he drove south over the Skyway Bridge toward Sarasota.


  Keith.


  He hoped it wasn’t just wishful thinking on his part that they’d had a real connection, something more than just sex.


  Although, yes, the sex had been hot.


  Exceptionally so. So much different than Noel going after him with a strap-on. Especially since he knew that really wasn’t her favorite thing in the world, that she was only doing it for his benefit. It wasn’t like she got anything out of it.


  And the D/s dynamic they had. It felt natural.


  Perfect.


  In a way it hadn’t with Noel.


  The more he thought about it, the guiltier he felt. He had asked a lot of Noel over the past couple of years. And yes, he loved her. No, he didn’t want to get divorced. Keith living in Sarasota made things that much easier. They could actually date. Go to the club.


  Then again, how to explain that to their friends? That he was going, Noel wasn’t, and he was going with a guy?


  Well, their kinky friends would get it, but that meant Keith would have to be his dirty little secret in other areas of his life until he and Noel got divorced.


  He hated that.


  His ass hurt in the good way, and his heart ached in the bad. He couldn’t wait to see Keith again. They’d text and phone each other, but their next time together would be Tuesday evening, after Keith got off work. Scott had the day off.


  Keith wanted to meet Noel then, and Scott wasn’t sure how to broach that subject with her.


  He wiggled in the seat, his cock throbbing as he relished the soreness in his ass. After Keith fucked him in the sling, they’d gone back to the room and fucked some more. This time, Keith had tied Scott up on the bed, gotten Scott’s cock hard, and impaled himself, slowly fucking Scott, teasing him, torturing him, all the while beating off his own cock until he came, then finally letting Scott follow suit.


  Fucking the man felt so amazing, so different in so many ways, than being with Noel.


  It wasn’t a fair comparison, and he knew it, but it was his current reality, his life.


  His heart on the line, and Noel’s.


  Well, and Keith’s, if things kept progressing.


  Regardless of how things ended up with Keith, Scott now knew he needed to pursue this path, unfortunately away from Noel.


  


  * * * *


  


  When Scott pulled into their driveway, Noel’s car sat parked in its usual spot. As he sat there, the engine running, he tried to replace his mental image of Keith kissing him good-bye in the parking lot of the resort an hour earlier with one of Noel kissing him good-bye before he left late Friday.


  He couldn’t.


  He could still conjure Keith’s taste, his scent.


  The feel of him beating his ass.


  The feel of him in his ass.


  Shutting off the car, he took a deep breath. This wouldn’t be an easy or a fun talk. Maybe even more difficult than his talk with her when he finally drew enough courage to admit to her what he felt about himself.


  How he’d sincerely hoped her being his Domme would be enough for him. That he’d be able to get by on that, able to purge other thoughts and desires from his brain.


  No, not so much, unfortunately.


  And especially not now, not since Keith came into his world and obliterated every preconceived notion he’d had about himself and his life up until this point. Scott knew he couldn’t truly be happy with Noel, and it wasn’t fair to her. He couldn’t be the husband she needed, the one she deserved. She deserved happiness every bit as much as he did. More, because she’d tried her hardest the past couple of years. Given up bits of herself to try to make this happen for him.


  It was time to finally admit defeat and plan the next stage of their lives. There was no easy answer here. Either way, someone got screwed in a bad way. Whether him by giving up pursuing what he knew he needed out of life, or Noel if he didn’t.


  Nobody won.


  Someone got screwed no matter which way he turned.


  He got out of the car, retrieved his things from the trunk, and headed inside. She was on the couch, grading papers with the TV on.


  The look on her face telegraphed her hope, her dread, her fear.


  He set his bags down in the hall and walked over to kiss her hello.


  “Did you have a good time?”


  Unspoken and layering her question were all the things he knew she wouldn’t outright ask. Not unless he volunteered them.


  “We need to talk.”


  


  * * * *


  


  If there were four words strung together in the English language that could instill as much dread in a person, Noel didn’t know what they were. Her heart had started pounding as soon as she’d heard his car in the driveway. Even harder once she’d heard him coming through the front door.


  Now it felt like it was trying to break free of her rib cage and gallop screaming through the house.


  She slowly set the pile of papers she was working on out of the way on the coffee table before sitting back and forcing herself to look him in the eyes. “Okay,” she said. “Let’s talk.”


  After ten years of marriage, she was well acquainted with his body language, his quirks and tics and tells. The way he clasped his hands together in his lap reminded her of the night two years earlier when, after a couple of beers, he’d made his bombshell admission to her.


  This was the other shoe, the first dropped that night.


  “I met someone this weekend.”


  A litany of responses tripped through her brain, but she settled on silently nodding.


  “I’d like to date him,” Scott continued. “We really seemed to hit it off. He lives in Sarasota. And he wants to meet you to talk with you and make sure you’re really okay with this.”


  Another nod.


  He stared at her.


  She stared back.


  Finally, he broke the uncomfortable silence. “What do you think?”


  “I already told you, you have my permission, as long as you’re safe. I don’t know what else you want from me.” Okay, that came out a little snippier than she’d intended. “I knew this was inevitable.”


  “I need to know you’re okay with this.”


  “Am I okay with this?” A tiny switch flipped in her brain and all the things she hadn’t wanted to say came spilling out. “Am I okay with my husband admitting he thinks he’s gay and submissive and then spending two years of my life trying to maintain a facade of denial that I didn’t know it wasn’t a matter of if, but when he finally found someone else? No, Scott. I’m dandy.”


  “I’m sorry.”


  She took a deep breath and focused her attention on the ceiling for a moment in an attempt to regain her composure.


  This isn’t who she wanted to be.


  She finally looked at him again. “I’m sorry,” she said, that rage finally vented and relieving a little emotional pressure. “I swore I wouldn’t be like that, but I’m only human.” She reached out and took his hand. “I do want you to be happy. And I know you’re upset about me being upset. I get it. Yes, I’ll talk to him. You were safe this weekend, right?”


  He nodded.


  She couldn’t help it. She played dirty, squeezing his hand and standing, tugging him with her. “Then it’s time to take care of me, isn’t it?” she asked in the Domme tone that she’d become very adept at using on him over the past two years.


  He stood. “Yes, Ma’am.”


  He let her lead him to their bedroom.


  


  * * * *


  


  An hour later, lying in bed with Noel dozing, Scott stared at the ceiling, more conflicted than ever.


  Yes, he loved Noel. Was he really going to throw away ten years of marriage?


  On the bedside table next to him his phone vibrated. He reached over and picked it up, a text from Keith on the screen.


  Everything okay?


  The weekend came racing back, flooding his mind, his heart, his soul.


  Thinking about it, his thumb hovered over the screen for a moment before he typed in his reply.


  We talked. She’s okay.


  Keith replied almost immediately.


  When?


  He glanced at Noel, still napping next to him. He’d need to confirm that with her.


  I’ll find out from her and let you know by tomorrow.


  Another rapid response.


  Good boy.


  His heart twisted.


  Yes, this is what he wanted. Needed.


  Thank You, Sir.


  Chapter Eleven


  


  Noel had wanted home-court advantage. She told Scott that Keith could come over Tuesday night and have pizza or something with them while they talked. Actually, having Scott back home after his weekend away, and then having sex with him immediately, had soothed her, in a way.


  She knew he wasn’t playing her. Wasn’t just going through some midlife crisis. She knew Scott really loved her and this was tearing him up inside.


  That made it easier for her, somehow, even though she didn’t know why.


  In a way, there was also relief. No more waiting, and no more pretending to be a Domme from this point on. She could be herself again. Just Noel.


  She jumped when the doorbell rang a little after seven thirty Tuesday night. The pizza had arrived five minutes earlier, so she knew it wasn’t that.


  She let Scott answer it.


  She heard a male voice, a silent pause that was likely a kiss or hug—or maybe both—in greeting, then the sound of them walking into the kitchen behind her. She stood at the sink, washing a couple of stray dishes.


  Steeling herself, she rinsed her hands, dried them, slapped on a smile, and turned.


  Her heart thudded. Before her stood a handsome hunk of a guy.


  Holy. Shit.


  Scott hadn’t just landed himself a guy, but a god.


  She performed a quick check to make sure her jaw wasn’t gaping.


  Scott made the introductions. “Keith Knepp, this is Noel. Noel, Keith.”


  She nodded. “Hi.”


  Keith stepped forward, hand extended. “Hi. Nice to meet you. Scott told me a lot of nice things about you. I apologize for the circumstances.”


  Okay, he earned points for that. She shook with him, mesmerized by his handsome brown gaze. He had the tan of someone who worked outside, and he didn’t smell of cigarettes. She caught a glimpse of the bottom edge of an upper-arm sleeve tat peeking out from below the left sleeve of his shirt.


  Fuck.


  Hell, she’d do him. In a heartbeat. How the hell could she blame Scott for falling for him?


  “It’s okay,” she finally said, realizing the men were waiting on her to speak again. “It’s not your fault. It’s just the circumstances.”


  She also realized Keith was not a man to mince words. When they sat, he immediately waded right into the difficult topic.


  “Scott and I talked a lot this weekend. About the situation. I told him before anything else happened, I wanted to meet with you first.”


  “He told me.”


  “Are you really okay with Scott being poly with me?”


  She frowned. “I don’t understand the question. Poly?”


  “Well, you’re Scott’s wife. You’re his primary partner. For now, until we decide if we want to take things further, I’m only his secondary partner.”


  Now she was confused. “Can you explain exactly what you have in mind?”


  “Scott and I will get tested. I know he said he’s been monogamous with you, but I prefer to do it. I am, too. I would like to ask for you to get tested as well, just to level the playing field. I will only have Scott as my partner. Scott will have you and me. And from what Scott said, right now he’s your only partner. But if you decide to date and meet someone, they’d need to get tested, too, and promise to stay monogamous to you.”


  She had to digest that. “You’re okay with him sleeping with me?” Yes, Sunday evening had been a little bit of a revenge fuck on her part, but she hadn’t anticipated this.


  “Yes. If he was to try to sleep with another guy, no, I wouldn’t be okay with it. But he’s your husband.”


  “For now.”


  “I’m not in a hurry to go rushing that,” Keith said. “I’m a realist. I’d rather, if you’re okay with it, that Scott and I take our time and get to know each other. He told me he promised you he wouldn’t divorce you unless he met someone he could love at least as much as you, and I plan on honoring that commitment, too.”


  Okay, so he earned more points for that, too. “Just to make sure I’m hearing you right, you’re okay with Scott still sleeping with me?” A couple of romance book fantasies flittered through her brain and she shoved them out of her mind.


  “Absolutely.”


  By the end of dinner, she grudgingly had to admit she was coming to like Keith even though she resented the situation.


  Scott hadn’t made a bad choice.


  After Keith left a little before eleven, Scott turned to her. “Do you want to talk?”


  “No, I’d rather do something else.” She grabbed his hand and led him down the hall toward their bedroom. “Guess what, buddy? You’re getting laid.”


  “I am?”


  “You’re the one who brought a hot guy home. I get to reap the rewards of that, such as they are.” She glanced at him. “One of my conditions is if I want sex, I get it.”


  He nodded. “Okay.”


  “Good.” She started stripping. “Then get naked.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Keith couldn’t focus on work. It’d been a week and a half since his talk with Noel, and poor Scott had reported Noel was riding him like a dude ranch pony nearly every night.


  The sadist in him reveled in that, but he realized what it meant. She was understandably anxious about what was going on and this was her way of dealing. He didn’t begrudge her that at all. Especially not when she had given them carte blanche to pursue a relationship together.


  He’d stopped by the doctor’s office at lunch time and received his test results. He knew Scott would be getting his back that afternoon.


  Negative, of course, across the board.


  That meant that night they’d be crossing the final line.


  He struggled to rein in his impatient cock. The last thing he needed was to walk around the marina with a bulge in his shorts. Finally, he locked himself in the head of the yacht he was currently working on and rubbed one out just to relieve the pressure.


  He knew under the circumstances that getting it up a second time later wouldn’t be an issue.


  When Scott showed up at his place that night at six, Keith opened the door, pulled him inside, slammed the door shut behind him, and pinned him to the foyer wall with a soul-searing kiss that left them both breathless.


  “Where is it?” Keith asked him.


  Scott smiled and held up a piece of paper he’d had in his hand.


  Keith took it from him, scanning it. He dropped it onto the bookshelf by his front door and picked up his results, handing them to Scott.


  Then he grabbed him by the shoulders and shoved him down the hall toward his bedroom. “Read while you walk, buddy. We have unfinished business to finally finish.”


  “Someone’s in a hurry,” Scott joked.


  “Fuck, yeah, I am.”


  Two minutes later, he had Scott on his hands and knees on his bed with his collar on, a lubed ass, his own cock lubed, and was slowly sliding the knob past Scott’s tight rim with a satisfied groan.


  “Oh, buddy, that’s fucking great.”


  “Not that I’m complaining, Sir,” Scott gasped, “but I figured you’d have me blow you first.”


  Keith waited until he felt Scott’s ass pressing against his body to answer. “Because,” he softly said, “I know that Noel will want one out of you later, and I don’t want to wear you out. I’m going to fill this sweet ass with me, then I’ll let you come in my ass. And that will take the edge off for both of us.” He’d originally envisioned an all-night romp before Noel had started using Scott.


  That was okay. He’d rather defer to her, make sure she was as happy as she could be under the circumstances, and make things as easy on her as possible.


  They’d have other nights to themselves where Scott could spend more time and not worry about getting nailed by her as soon as he walked in the door.


  Tonight was more about claiming his boy the right way.


  He slowly started fucking him, holding on to Scott’s hips, enjoying the way Scott’s ass tightly fisted his cock, the feeling far better than through a condom.


  “Don’t you fucking come yet,” Keith ordered, picking up the pace, fucking him hard, reaching forward, and hooking a couple of fingers through the collar to pull his head up and back toward him. “This is the first load of my cum officially ending up in your ass, and I want you to remember this night. Beg me for it.”


  “Please, Sir. Please come in my ass!”


  “More.”


  “Please fill Your boy’s ass with Your cum, Sir! I need Your cum in my ass!”


  Keith could hear the capital letters in Scott’s fervent pleas. It spun his own orgasm closer to the surface as his balls swung back and forth with every stroke. “Who owns this ass?”


  “You own this ass, Sir!”


  “That’s right.” He drove deep, hard, his orgasm hitting him like a train, making him gasp as he thrust one last time. He held still as his balls pumped his load into Scott’s ass, his eyes falling closed, his grip loosening on Scott’s collar.


  After a moment, he pulled out. “Wait here.”


  He left the bed and washed up in the bathroom before he returned to the bedroom. “On your back, boy.”


  Scott immediately rolled over, his cock rigid and leaking pre-cum.


  He leaned in and carefully licked at Scott’s slit, his lips slowly sliding down the man’s shaft, not enough friction to get him off but enough to draw a long, needy moan from the man.


  Straightening, he picked up the tube of lube and tossed it to him before climbing back onto the bed, on his hands and knees, ass toward Scott. “Lube me up good, boy. Play with my ass.”


  He felt Scott’s fingers trembling as he did, tentative at first, then more sure as Keith rewarded him with moans, praise, direction. Hell, it was even getting Keith hard again.


  Finally, he sat up, turned, and took the tube back. He lubed Scott’s cock, then his own, before tossing the lube aside and straddling the man.


  “Don’t close your eyes,” Keith said. “You watch me. And don’t you dare come without permission.” He grabbed the base of Scott’s cock and lined the head of it up with his own hole, slowly sinking down onto him, impaling himself all the way to the root.


  Scott’s whimpers of need only served to fire Keith’s and finished hardening his cock again. He grabbed Scott’s right hand and put it on his cock. “You make me come again first, then you can come.” He smiled. “You come before I do, you’ll go home with an ass covered with cane stripes, including a couple across your balls.”


  He slowly rode Scott’s cock, loving the knowledge that he was the first man Scott had ever been with, the first ass Scott had fucked, the first to fuck Scott. Scott’s hand stroked Keith’s cock while Keith reached down and massaged his balls.


  “That’s it, boy,” he encouraged him. “Get me off, then I’ll let my good boy put a load of cum into his Sir’s ass.”


  Scott wore a devastatingly handsome look of desperation as he chewed on his lower lip and kept his blue gaze focused on Keith. His hand moved faster, harder, finally getting Keith close to the edge.


  He rode Scott harder, faster, loving the way the man’s cock hit him right in the sweet spot with every stroke. “Keep going, boy. I’m almost there.”


  Finally, he felt it, squeezing his balls as he let out a moan and his cum shot out all over Scott’s hand and abs. “Go ahead, boy,” he gasped.


  Scott let out what was quickly growing to be a familiar moan of pleasure before his cock started throbbing inside Keith’s ass. Keith kept riding him for several more seconds, making sure Scott had finished, before falling still.


  He smiled. “Now you know what has to happen, right?”


  “Sir?”


  He grabbed Scott’s wrist and pushed it up to his mouth. “You get to clean up the mess.


  Scott eagerly licked Keith’s cum from his hand. Then Keith scooped stray drops of it from where it’d landed on Scott’s abs and chest and fed it to the man.


  Scott licked and sucked it from Keith’s fingers as he did.


  Maybe we do have time for one more.


  He made Scott slide down the bed and straddled him, pinning Scott’s wrists over his head and slowly fucking his mouth. It didn’t take Scott long to get him hard yet again, and Keith made it a quick one. He did it hard, fast, deep, making Scott take it and enjoying the loud moan from under him as one small, final load of cum ended up inside his boy. This time, in Scott’s mouth.


  Breathless, Keith climbed off him and pulled Scott into his arms, kissing him. Scott’s cock was stiff again and rubbing against Keith’s body.


  He reached down and squeezed his cock, hard. “That one’s for Noel,” he said. “If she decides she doesn’t want you tonight, then you have to hold it. Don’t you dare rub one out. Understand?”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  “In fact, from now on, you are not allowed to masturbate without permission. You want to rub one out, you either ask me, or you can do it with Noel. You have no excuses not to get sex.”


  Hopefully, the added bonus would be Noel staying satisfied in bed, for now, at least, and get her used to the idea that her husband had a boyfriend.


  “Yes, Sir.”


  He smiled, nibbling on Scott’s lower lip. “Good boy.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Scott could still feel Keith’s cock fucking his ass as he drove home a little after ten that night. He got why Keith was keeping him horny for Noel’s benefit, but it didn’t help that he now had a raging hard-on that wouldn’t go away.


  And he was a good boy. He wouldn’t disobey Keith’s orders.


  Besides, he wouldn’t put it past Keith to compare notes with Noel and check up on him. With everything out in the open, there was no reason to hide anything.


  When he returned home, Noel was in bed, but awake and watching TV. He’d taken a quick shower at Keith’s to clean up before leaving, so he was able to go right to bed.


  She crooked a finger at him, grabbing his cock as he climbed into bed with her.


  “Did he fuck you?” she asked.


  He nodded.


  She squeezed his cock, almost reminding him of how Keith had done it. “He left you horny?”


  “He wanted to make sure I could take care of you.”


  “Well wasn’t that considerate of him.” She released his cock and, reminiscent of her Ma’am days, grabbed a fistful of his hair and shoved his head toward her pussy. “Then get down there and take care of me, and I’ll let you fuck me and take care of that.”


  He was just starting to lick her pussy when she added, “He called me after you left there and told me you’re not allowed to masturbate. That if you want to come, it has to be with permission, or with me. So make it good, if you want to fuck me, or you’ll go to sleep horny.”


  He moaned with need, echoed by her as his lips and tongue went to work on her pussy, pulling a loud orgasm from her a few minutes later he knew wasn’t faked.


  When he started to climb on top of her, she rolled him onto his back and straddled him, reaching over to the bedside table for something.


  She shoved the vibrator into his hand. “Make me come one more time while I’m fucking you,” she hoarsely said as she started riding his cock.


  He twisted the base, turning it on before he pressed it against her clit. She rode him hard, her eyes closed as he used the toy to get her off a second time. It was when he felt her pussy contracting around his aching cock that he finally quit holding himself back and let go, exploding inside her.


  With a satisfied sigh, she rolled off him as he shut off the vibrator. “That was good. Guess he’ll get a good report from me.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Noel rolled over with her back to Scott, but pressed against him. Something about Keith’s tone on the phone still rolled through her brain. Hell, just talking to him had made her horny, even though he hadn’t said anything to her to do that to her.


  Well, okay, what he’d said about Scott had helped make her horny.


  Maybe there’s more Domme in me than I thought there was.


  That wasn’t the only thing Keith had told her, though. The other part of their brief conversation was one that would stay between her and Keith.


  “You always get veto power, as long as you’re married to him,” Keith assured her. “If you need us to stop or change what we’re doing.”


  It had touched her, sort of, but she refused to be like that. “I’m not going to interfere with your life together.”


  “If he isn’t taking care of you the way he needs to, tell me. Let me know, and I’ll make sure he’s only allowed to come when with you.”


  “I appreciate that.”


  And she had, even though when they’d ended the conversation she felt a little odd after.


  And as she rode Scott in bed, her eyes closed, she wouldn’t deny she was imagining what it’d be like to have Keith under her, have it be his cock inside her.


  Chapter Twelve


  


  Over the next few weeks, Keith became a fixture at their house several nights a week. Noel didn’t mind so much, because the alternative was them going somewhere else, and then her mind would race, wondering what they were doing.


  It was a type of mental and emotional masochism, and she damn well knew it, but she wasn’t yet ready to admit it. Especially not to them.


  One evening, Keith was over, with them planning to watch a movie on TV after dinner.


  Despite the men asking her to join them for dinner, assuring her it was all right, Noel retreated to the bedroom with her plate of food. She’d probably stay there until after Keith left.


  She didn’t know which part stung more, that Scott seemed to have a very likely relationship choice who could be everything for him she couldn’t…


  Or that the guy was hot as fuck.


  Scorching hot. The kind of guy she almost wished Scott was.


  Dominant.


  And great mental fodder for her own sexual fantasies at the same time.


  If they’d plodded along in their blissfully ignorant little lives without these wrinkles appearing—Scott’s self-realization or the BDSM—she would have been perfectly happy with Scott the way he was.


  After seeing how a BDSM dynamic worked, however, she realized it was a gaping hole inside her, too.


  Wanting someone strong to lean on, someone to take charge, someone to give her a mental break for a while.


  Where was her shining knight? She’d thought Scott was him. Would have gone to her grave believing that.


  Had she not met Keith.


  She’d wanted to hate Keith, wanted to be jealous of him. But not only was he handsome, and dominant, he seemed to be a nice guy and going out of his way to make an effort to try to make this easier on her.


  It’d be easier for her to hate him if he was a walking douchenozzle. If she could muster anger, or even irritation.


  Unfortunately…she couldn’t. If she had to pick a guy for Scott, Keith would be the kind of guy she’d pick.


  Hell, Keith was the kind of guy she’d pick for herself.


  In the future.


  Well, without the being gay part.


  Lucky bastard.


  She decided it’d be stupid to hide out in her room, not to mention immature. When she finished eating, she walked out to the kitchen. Scott sat alone at the table, a frown on his face. Keith, on his phone, was standing out on the lanai.


  “What’s wrong?” she asked before considering the ramifications of getting involved.


  “I don’t know. He’s on the phone with his landlord.”


  About that time, Keith ended the call, a disgusted look on his face, and returned to the kitchen.


  “Sorry,” he said, returning to his seat. “Dammit.”


  “What’s wrong?” Scott asked.


  “Well, so much for me renewing my lease. I’ve been trying to get in touch with him for over a week because next month I’m due. He and his wife are in the middle of a divorce and bankruptcy, and that rental house, along with two others they own, are in foreclosure. I can’t renew my lease. Dammit. He swears he’ll get me my security deposit back, but somehow, I’m doubting that’ll happen.”


  Noel didn’t realize she’d spoken out loud until she noticed both men were staring at her. “Move in here.”


  “Noel,” Keith started, “that’s very generous of you, but—”


  “No, seriously. It only makes sense. Move in here. I’ll take the guest room, and you guys can have the master bedroom.” She rinsed her dishes off and stuck them in the dishwasher.


  “Are you sure?” Scott asked.


  “Yeah. Look, I’m coming up on summer break here soon. Money’s going to be tight. Move in, chip in with the bills, and you guys get more time together.”


  And I don’t have to lose my husband right away, and I can have Hot Damn Dom in residence all the time.


  The men exchanged a glance before Keith met her gaze. “Can we talk about it and get back to you?”


  She forced herself to remain calm and shrugged. “Sure.” Hands and legs trembling, she returned to her bedroom and closed herself in.


  A bedroom she’d just offered to let her husband and his boyfriend have.


  Correction, his Master, Owner, and lover.


  She was just Scott’s wife, nothing special.


  Not anymore.


  She was watching TV—or, trying to watch but mostly stewing—when the knock on her door startled her. “Come in.”


  Scott gingerly opened the door, Keith right behind him. “Can we talk to you?”


  She used the remote to mute the TV. “Sure.”


  They walked in. “Did you really mean it?” Scott asked.


  “Of course I meant it. I wouldn’t have said it if I didn’t mean it.”


  The men exchanged a look. “This won’t be too uncomfortable for you?” Keith asked.


  “Not any more than it already is. At least if you’re here, you’re not out and I’m wondering what’s going on. Frankly, it’ll be easier on me. Extra set of hands around the house to help with chores. Or is that something a Master doesn’t do?” She regretted the snark as soon as it seeped from her. “Sorry. I didn’t mean that.”


  “No, it’s okay,” Keith said. “Yes, I’ll pull my weight around here. Monetarily and doing chores.”


  “Then what’s the problem?”


  “Honey,” Scott started, “I don’t want—”


  “I’m a realist,” she said, interrupting him before he said something nice that would make her cry. “It only makes sense. I’m happy for both of you for what you’ve got. Eventually, we’ll get through this, I’ll be able to go my way and quit being the fifth wheel, and life goes on. It’s stupid for you two to be apart.”


  Keith tried.


  If he just. Wasn’t. So. Fucking. Hot.


  “Please don’t make this offer just because you think—”


  “I’m making the offer for my own reasons. We all might as well save the money, okay? End of story.”


  The men exchanged a glance. “If you’re sure,” Scott said.


  “I’m sure.” She unmuted the TV and, finally, they left, closing the door behind them.


  Curling up in a ball, she pulled one of the pillows against her and silently cried into it.


  


  * * * *


  


  Scott had to work an all-day shift the next day. She took that afternoon after getting home from work to move her things into the guest room and bathroom across the hall from it.


  It felt…weird.


  Yes, she’d grown used to weird sleeping patterns over the years, sometimes having him in bed with her, sometimes not.


  This was a different thing. This was more permanent.


  This hammered home the beginning of the end.


  No more sneaky middle-of-the-night interludes that she knew would only leave her more heartbroken later.


  Knowing he was only doing them for her, with Keith’s permission.


  She didn’t want to be a pity fuck. Especially not to her own goddamned husband.


  Still, her conscience remained clear, and that was something she could cling to and focus on throughout the process. She was being the bigger person. Maybe at the cost of her own happiness, but that didn’t matter.


  When she looked back on this interlude in her life later, she wanted to be able to do so with her head held high that she’d taken the high road, that she’d done what was right, even though it ripped her heart and soul out in the process.


  And she still couldn’t bring herself to take her wedding rings off. Not when she noticed Scott still wore his.


  No, it wasn’t her holding onto some irrational hope, but she wanted to maintain normalcy as long as possible. At least until the end of the school year. She had a room full of kids depending on her to be at her best, so she could help them be their best.


  And she couldn’t do that if she was falling apart at the seams.


  She opted to spend that night in the guest room, alone. She was already in there, with the door locked, when Scott returned home from work around eleven that night. Considering his shift ended at ten thirty, she knew he hadn’t stopped by Keith’s on the way home. Following his progress, she heard him walk through the darkened house and then open the bedroom door.


  His bedroom door, now.


  There was a moment’s hesitation, what sounded like him walking around, before he called out.


  “Noel?”


  “I’m in bed,” she called out, a pillow tightly clutched against her. “Good night, Scott.”


  “Why are you in there?”


  “It’s my room now. Good night.”


  She heard him try the locked doorknob, then knock. “Can we talk?”


  “Scott, I have to get up early for work tomorrow. Good night.”


  She pressed her face against the pillow, willing him away, praying he gave up.


  Finally, he said, “Good night.” Then she heard his bedroom door close behind him.


  Part of her wanted to race over to the door, throw it open, and follow him.


  Beg him not to leave her.


  And then there was logic-brain, which knew she needed to detox, like any other addiction. Go through the withdrawals, suffer through the process, and—hopefully—come out stronger on the other side for having gone through it.


  She closed her eyes and hoped for sleep.


  


  * * * *


  


  Keith moved in that weekend. Yes, the landlord did return his security deposit and was letting him out of the lease sooner than expected. He rented a storage unit and a truck, and anything they wouldn’t need or couldn’t use at the house went into storage.


  Noel made herself scarce for the move-in process after offering to help and them gently telling her no, that they didn’t expect her to do that. She and Eliza went out to see an early movie and window shop in the mall before grabbing dinner.


  “You sure you’re handling this all right?” Eliza asked her.


  “No, I’m not, but I’m handling it the only way I know how. That has to be good enough.”


  “Okay. I’m here to talk, if you need to. Or if it’s too intense and you want a place to stay for awhile, come to our place.”


  “Thanks. But when I move out, it needs to be into my own place. I’ll see how this goes. I might be fine after a few weeks of Keith living with us.”


  “No offense, but you’re right, he is a serious hunk of man.” Eliza had caught a good look at him when she arrived to pick up Noel.


  “I know, right?” Noel sat back in the booth. “It’s so not fair he found a cute guy.”


  “You’d prefer he had a troll? Really?” Eliza arched an eyebrow at her. “You’d be okay with your husband finding an ugly guy more attractive than you?”


  “Well, not when you put it like that.” No, she hadn’t thought about it like that, either.


  Still didn’t mean she didn’t envy Scott, at least a little, for finding Keith.


  Chapter Thirteen


  


  Noel secretly admitted having Keith living under the same roof wasn’t the worst thing. At least she knew where Scott was every night, and that he was safe. Keith seemed really into him, which while she felt jealous, also put her at ease.


  And Keith still deferred to her as Scott’s wife. Made sure Scott made time for her, too. Especially difficult sometimes considering Scott’s work schedule. Sometimes she saw more of Keith than she did Scott, but Keith always made sure to send Scott to her first.


  She really did want Scott to be happy. If Keith could make Scott happy, she’d do her damnedest to get along with the guy. It was the right thing to do, and while it left her feeling left out and empty in some ways, she knew she could still look at herself in the mirror every morning and know she wasn’t acting out of petty jealousy.


  It was Wednesday on the last week of school before summer break started. Noel and the other teachers would still be working a few days after that, finalizing their paperwork in preparation for summer break. Noel was a little surprised when she got called into the principal’s office that afternoon once the students had left for the day.


  As soon as Noel walked through the Mary Scarthers’ door, her senses tingled. Whether it was the look on the woman’s face, or just a gut instinct, Noel knew this wouldn’t be good.


  “Close the door, please,” she told Noel.


  Noel did, dreading the short walk to one of the chairs in front of her desk.


  “I need to talk with you about one of your students, Stacy Moog.”


  Noel nearly groaned. “What now?”


  “Her mother, Barbara, has brought a troubling complaint to my attention.”


  “That woman has been trouble since last year. Ask Kennedy Charles. She taught Stacy. The kid has a learning disability that needs to be properly diagnosed.”


  “This isn’t about that.”


  “Then what?”


  Mary opened a file on her desk, removed a few printouts, and slid them across the desk toward Noel.


  Noel didn’t want to look at them, much less touch them. She finally took a deep breath and looked down.


  They were printouts of Scott’s Facebook page. Not the one where she was connected to him, but his other one, a second one he had used to connect with kinky friends. It wasn’t linked to her or his vanilla Facebook account.


  “What’s this?” Noel asked, feeling numb.


  “That’s what I’d like to know.”


  On it were a few exchanges between Keith and Scott, ones that weren’t explicit, but definitely weren’t innocent under any circumstances.


  There were also printouts of Keith’s profile page, and of the likes pages of both men, where they had liked various kinky and BDSM-related things. Including Venture, the BDSM club.


  And showing the fact that Keith had listed he was in a relationship with Scott, and that Scott had listed he was in a relationship with Keith.


  “Is this your husband’s profile?”


  “What difference does it make?” Mentally, Noel was cursing that both men hadn’t taken more precautions with their privacy. Then again, come to think of it, maybe she needed to go through and lock down her page.


  “It makes a difference when one of our parents comes in complaining about a teacher who apparently has a husband engaged in immoral acts.”


  Protective rage filled Noel. “For starters, my husband is not an immoral man, and what he does or doesn’t do isn’t anyone’s business but his and mine. It’s certainly not the business of some nosy parents who can’t stand the fact that their less-than-stellar homeschooling skills allowed their child to get behind and not get the help she needed sooner. Talk about deflecting blame.”


  “That may be the case, but I did some digging. I know that what your husband does in his personal time isn’t a problem for him with his job at the county. Unfortunately, you work with children.”


  “What are you saying, exactly?”


  “Your contract is up for renewal this year. If you walk away, this incident will never appear on your record. You will have an unblemished personnel record, and you will receive nothing but the highest references from myself and the school board. If you force me to take this to human resources to look into it, unfortunately, I will have to. The mother has threatened to file a complaint and said if her daughter passes and you are no longer teaching, she’ll drop it.”


  White-hot rage filled Noel. “I’m being blackmailed, is what you’re saying?”


  “You’ve been here ten years. You’re a good teacher. You could get a better job at a private or charter school. You know you could. Please, I don’t want to have to do this. Yes, you will likely be cleared, but do you really want that cloud hanging over you in the future? Who knows what kind of press coverage the woman will drum up in her attempt to ruin you.”


  The rage turned into tremors, of hatred, fear, and most of all, disgust.


  No, her husband wasn’t perfect. But he—and Keith—were good men. It wasn’t the ideal situation, but they weren’t hurting anyone.


  “What do I have to do?” Noel quietly asked.


  “Just give me a letter of resignation. State family circumstances, if you wish.”


  Noel nodded toward the papers. “And those?”


  Mary stood, picked them up, turned, and ran them through a shredder behind her desk.


  “How do I know she won’t try this again?” Noel asked.


  “Because I told her if this wasn’t the end of it, if I got word of her coming after you, I would make sure I made her life a living hell. She works for the same bank where my husband is a vice president. There’s a little quid pro quo going on.”


  Noel took a deep breath and slowly let it out, not even sure if she was steady enough to stand yet. “How soon do you need my resignation?”


  “By the end of the week, please. You can finish out as normal, of course. Give the child a passing grade, and next year, she’s another school’s problem.”


  “And the child suffers as a result, because she’s not getting the help she really needs.”


  “I hate to sound so cynical, but it’s not going to be my problem. I don’t want her mother to ruin your life. In fact, I will call around to some friends of mine locally to see what openings might be available and get that information to you. I will also, of course, be writing you a glowing recommendation should you choose to apply.”


  That didn’t exactly take the sting out of the situation, or even make it more bearable. “Thank you,” Noel said more out of habit than true gratitude.


  “You’re welcome. I’m sorry this had to happen.”


  “Yeah,” Noel said. “So am I.”


  


  * * * *


  


  It took every ounce of strength Noel could muster not to break down crying as she left the office. She stopped by the teacher’s lounge and locked herself in the bathroom there to take a few minutes to pull herself together.


  Finally, after she returned to her classroom, she stared around and realized it wasn’t just the start of summer break—it was the end of her career.


  And, in some small ways, it was a blessing.


  Honestly, she’d started reaching a burnout phase. No, this wasn’t how she wanted to leave teaching, obviously.


  Where before it had been a slowly growing future desire, a flimsy daydream, it was now a harsh reality forcibly thrust upon her. A metaphorical burning of her ships to start the next phase of her life.


  First Scott meeting Keith, and now this.


  Maybe someone is trying to tell me something.


  How many times had she idly wondered about what else she could do for a career? She actually enjoyed accounting. She could always get certified for that. She’d thought about going into it originally, but settled on teaching both because she’d idealistically wanted to make a difference, and as a thinly veiled metaphorical fuck-you to her family.


  Now…


  Maybe accounting wasn’t such a bad idea after all.


  Yes, she’d finish out the last few days of the year, but now packing up her room and belongings there would be different. Maybe Mary had meant it when she said she’d gather a list of leads for Noel.


  In the end it wouldn’t matter, because Noel wouldn’t follow up on the leads, most likely.


  With Keith living there, their bills were easily being paid. She could go back to school.


  She made it home first and shoved a banker’s box of stuff against the wall in the dining room. The first of several boxes of stuff she’d be bringing home. Eventually she’d bury them somewhere in the garage, out of sight, out of mind.


  Likely never to use again, and to one day be thrown away, but at least she’d still have it if she did make a turnaround and get another teaching job after all.


  Going over to the fridge, she pulled out a beer, popped the cap, and drained half of it while standing right there.


  Fuck it.


  


  * * * *


  


  Keith knew the second he walked in the door there was a problem. He wasn’t a woo-woo psychic kind of guy, but the air in the house felt wrong.


  Noel was seated on the couch, TV on, a dark expression clouding her face.


  “You okay?” he finally asked after waffling in his mind about a thousand times at light speed on whether or not to ask.


  “No.” She didn’t bother looking at him. “Some bitch threatened to get me fired, so I quit. Sorry, not fired. My contract was up for renewal and I was told it would be better for me to walk away from it.”


  “What?” He walked around the couch to sit at the end. “Talk to me.”


  She finally swiveled her head to glare at him. “She had copies of Scott’s Facebook page, the other one, and yours. And where it lists that you two are in a relationship. Oh, and your likes pages, where you have a bunch of kinky shit checked.” She took a swallow of beer.


  He winced. “Son of a bitch. I’m so sorry.”


  “Yeah, well, so am I. Now I need to find another job.” She let out an angry-sounding snort. “Just one more crappy thing to happen. If my life was a novel, it’d be called A Turn of the Screwed, because that’s what it feels like. I’m screwed no matter where I turn. And not in the good way.”


  He let her snark pass without fazing him, knowing she was in a lot of emotional pain. “Why did the woman do that?”


  “Because she’s a fucking cuntnugget. That’s why. The principal told me if I resigned without a fight, I’d get a ‘glowing recommendation’.” She took a long, hard swallow from the bottle of beer in her hand.


  Noel wasn’t a heavy drinker, but Keith knew that adding alcohol to an emotionally volatile situation wasn’t a good combination.


  Especially not right now.


  “Can you get another job teaching?”


  “Oh, sure. Probably. Mary Scarthers, the principal, she said she’s going to call around to people she knows.” Another long swallow. “But what difference does it make? Ten years in, my marriage is over, and my career is over. It’s like the universe isn’t happy with knocking me down, it wants to keep kicking me while I’m on the ground, just for shits and giggles.”


  She turned to stare at him again. “Or are you here to deliver even more bad news to top off this craptastic day?”


  “No. I was going to ask if you wanted me to make dinner tonight.”


  She let out a snort. “No thanks.” She stood, looking a little wobbly on her feet. He wondered how many of those beers she’d had. “I’m going to my room. Or do I even still have a room?”


  He didn’t have an answer that wouldn’t get him inextricably pulled into her whirlwind. She was hurting, probably drunk, and looking for a fight he didn’t want to give her.


  She turned and headed down the hallway, slamming her bedroom door behind her.


  As he sat there, feeling like shit over what had happened—yet another bad thing that had occurred in her life because of his presence in Scott’s life—an idea hit him.


  He went back outside and called the marina’s owner. Their receptionist, who also managed the front office, had given her two weeks’ notice the day before. She was getting married and moving up to the Panhandle with her new husband, who was in the military.


  Five minutes later, he returned to the house with at least a little good news. He stopped in front of Noel’s door, hesitating before finally knocking when he heard her softly crying inside.


  “What?” she yelled through the door.


  “May I please talk with you for a minute?”


  He waited for at least two minutes, before she finally yanked the door open, pulling up short with a startled look on her face when she realized he was still standing there and hadn’t walked off.


  “What is it?” she asked.


  “I’ve got a job lined up for you, if you’d like to take it.”


  Her expression changed to one of disbelief. “What?”


  He explained the situation. “You’ll be done at the school by then, right? It’s Monday through Friday, or you can work a half day during the week and work part of Saturday, if you want. Or take a week day off and work Saturdays. Your choice. It’s basic bookkeeping, tracking rental slips and payments, answering phones, things like that. The owner said he’d pay you what he’s paying Maria now, which no, isn’t what you’re making as a teacher, and no health benefits, but it’ll keep you working until you decide what you want to do. Even if you get a teaching job that starts again in the fall, at least for the summer you’ll have a job. Or you can go back to school, and Scott and I will pay the bills while you use the money for your tuition.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Noel stared at him, still processing. “What’s the catch?”


  “There is no catch. Hell, you can even ride to work with me, if you want, and save the gas money.”


  It sounded too good to be true. “How do I even know I’m qualified to do this?”


  He laughed. “Maria is, no offense to her, a nitwit. She doesn’t even have a GED. She dropped out of high school in tenth grade when she got pregnant. She does, however, have fake triple-D boobs, leftover from her stint as an exotic dancer. You can guess what assets got her the job at the marina.”


  Noel finally laughed. “Seriously?”


  “Yeah. After a week working there, they’ll probably beg you to stay on permanently.”


  Hell, it was a job. At least she had health insurance through Scott’s job…for now. So, that was something.


  “All right,” she finally said. “Thank you.”


  “Good. I’ll tell them.”


  “Don’t they want to talk to me first? Interview me?”


  “Nope. They haven’t even advertised it yet. I talked to the owner, and if you could come in this Saturday and the next to work with Maria, let her show you what’s what, that’d be perfect. He’ll pay you for those days, too.”


  She refused to burst into tears in front of him. She wouldn’t do it. Not that she thought he’d derive satisfaction from it, because that wasn’t it.


  She didn’t want him reporting it to Scott. Throughout this process, she’d determined she would not use emotional blackmail on Scott, would not play angry games, would try to hold the fact that she loved him and wanted the best for him, and for him to be happy, as the predominant thoughts in her mind.


  Not always easy to accomplish.


  “Thank you,” she said. “But I didn’t think you worked on Saturdays.”


  “I don’t, usually, but I do have some extra stuff I can get done this Saturday. I don’t mind going in for the day.”


  What was left unsaid and hanging in the air, that Scott would be working all day Saturday anyway.


  Don’t pry open the horse’s mouth and start examining its teeth, for chrissake…


  “Thank you,” she said. “I’ll take it.”


  Chapter Fourteen


  


  Keith wasn’t sure if this was a good idea or not, but at least it would be a temporary solution for Noel, if nothing else. Until she could secure another job.


  The good news was Noel could still get another teaching job somewhere. That she’d opted not to fight the nonrenewal of her contract meant they’d give her a good recommendation.


  He hoped.


  At least with him living there, even if it did take her a while to get back on her feet and find another job, she wouldn’t be out on the street. He and Scott could shoulder the monthly bills and absorb the loss of her teaching income for up to a year, easily, before things came to a head. With her working at the marina, that would stretch the time out even longer.


  She didn’t say much as he drove them to the marina Saturday morning. He didn’t want to try to force her to have a conversation with him, and frankly, he was used to a quiet morning drive anyway, able to sip his coffee and get his mind into work mode.


  They were close when she finally spoke. “Thank you,” she quietly said. “I appreciate this. I don’t remember if I told you that already or not, but if I didn’t, thank you.”


  “No problem. I’m glad I could help you out.”


  “And thank you for trying to make everything easier with Scott,” she said. “I appreciate you not rubbing my face in things.”


  He set his travel mug back in the cup holder. “I’m sorry you’re caught in the middle of this. You’ve been very kind to me when you didn’t have to be, and for that I’m the one who is appreciative.”


  “Well, we have something in common,” she said, still in that same soft, quiet voice. “We both love him.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Keith parked in front of the office, took Noel inside, and introduced her to everyone before driving around back to where he normally parked. At lunch he walked down to the office to check on how she was doing and was stopped by Murray the parts department manager before he got there.


  “Who’s that new cutie in the office?” he asked Keith. “Joe said you brought her in.”


  “She’s a friend of mine. Why?” Keith didn’t understand the sudden tendril of jealousy swirling through him.


  “She single?”


  “Why?” The tendril became a choking jungle vine threatening to cut off his oxygen.


  He was not a jealous man.


  Ever.


  “Just asking. I overheard Porter talking to one of the salesmen. He loves her already, said by the end of today he’s going to probably beg her to stay on full-time if she keeps this up. Maybe even with a raise. Said she’s ten times better than Maria is, and this is only her first day. Heh. Don’t let Maria know that, though.”


  Of course Noel would be better than Maria. Besides that, half the salesmen acted like adolescent children, anyway, including Porter, the owner. Noel was a teacher. It was a perfect match.


  Not to mention Maria had been barely competent to do anything other than answer phones and adjust her boobs if she thought someone was getting too snippy with her.


  “So?” Murray asked.


  “So, what?”


  “Is she single?”


  “You should ask her that question.”


  “Man, that’s that sexual harassment crap, isn’t it? I don’t want to get in trouble for that.”


  “Then I don’t know what to tell you.”


  Other than keep your fucking hands off her.


  Mentally, he pulled himself up short.


  Now where the hell did that thought come from?


  Keith finished his trek to the office, trying to push the stray thought out of his brain. But now that it had taken root, it was like steroidal kudzu, spreading through his brain and body at an impossible pace.


  What the hell was going on? Why was he feeling like this?


  He stopped short of the office door to give himself a moment to think about it.


  Protective, perhaps? She was Scott’s wife, and he did feel somewhat responsible for her losing her other job and felt he should try to help take care of her. Especially since he was the one who’d gotten her this job in the first place, and Murray could be a class-A schmuck without even trying very hard at it.


  Okay. Sure.


  But…jealousy?


  He normally wasn’t a jealous person. Territorial, absolutely. Especially about something or someone he considered his.


  But that bolt of emotion hadn’t been plain and simple territorial.


  It’d been the neon green of outright jealous indignation.


  I’m going to have to think about that for a while.


  He reached for the door and opened it, a wave of cool AC air hitting him.


  


  * * * *


  


  Other than Murray the parts department manager creeping Noel out a little, the job was wicked easy. She bit her tongue every time Maria showed her something and prefaced it with, “Now, this might be confusing at first, because I had a hard time with it when I first started…”


  Usually it was very simple procedures involving an Excel spreadsheet.


  That Maria wasn’t the brightest bulb on the branch had become glaringly evident before the second hour ended. Noel was doing her best not to show Maria up and make her look like an idiot, but by hour four, Noel had already identified several key areas where procedures could easily be simplified, streamlined, and improved.


  And she planned on doing it as soon as she had the reins, so to speak.


  When Keith’s head popped around the corner of her doorway, she couldn’t believe how happy she was to see him.


  “Want to go get some lunch?” he asked.


  “Yes, thank you.” Maria had just returned from her lunch break.


  Noel grabbed her purse and hurried out of the office after him, following him back through the marina’s yard to where he’d parked.


  “You sick of her yet?” he asked when they were safely inside his truck.


  “Oh, holy cow. How the hell has she managed to keep her job this long?”


  He smirked. “You didn’t look at her chest, did you?”


  “Those damn things nearly poked my eye out more than once when she turned around. Of course I saw them.”


  “Question answered.”


  “I really do appreciate this, Keith.” She sat with her purse in her lap, her arms around it for something to do, to keep them still.


  To keep her from inadvertently reaching across the seat and resting her hand on his thigh, the way she used to always do with Scott.


  “I’m glad I could help,” he said. “I’m sorry the circumstances came to this, though. I feel really badly about that.”


  “It was bound to happen anyway. Me changing jobs, I mean. Not the way it happened. Maybe it was for the best. I was close to burnout. They were going to be instituting a bunch of new changes to the FCAT tests and core curriculum over the next couple of months. It was going to be a bitch and a half, and then listening to all the other teachers bitch about it, too, on top of the changes.”


  “Look, seriously. Don’t be in a hurry to move out or move on, okay? I would prefer we all live together and Scott and I pay the bills so you can go back to school, or do whatever it is you need to do. I owe you that much.”


  “You don’t owe me anything.”


  “I mean it, Noel. Please? I know I’m not your favorite person in the world, and believe me, I get it. I don’t blame you in the slightest. But I want to make this as right as I can.”


  She sensed he was being sincere.


  Somehow, that almost made it worse. “You’re not responsible for me or my well-being. What happened, happened. It’s been two years in the making—or longer, depending on how you want to look at it. If it wasn’t you, it would have been someone else. I just appreciate that you’re not being an asshole about this. Scott’s a lucky guy to have found you. I’m honestly happy for you two.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Her genuine sentiments made Keith feel even worse. Sure, he and Scott got what they wanted, but what about her? She’d gone out a few times with some of her friends, but for the most part she sat at home, usually in her room, when Scott wasn’t with her. Sometimes she sat out on the lanai if it wasn’t too hot, but even when he and Scott made a conscious effort to stay in their room so she could feel more comfortable going to the living room, she wouldn’t.


  “Thank you. I appreciate that.” He glanced at her. “But I am buying you lunch. This is my treat, and I won’t take no for an answer.”


  “Then I guess I won’t argue with you.”


  It felt like an uneasy truce on both their parts as they sat out on the dock of a nearby restaurant and ate fish sandwiches in the shade of a patio umbrella. The breeze washing in off the Gulf helped cut the heat of the sunny afternoon.


  They fell into silence as they ate, so her quiet question several minutes later startled him.


  “You do love him, right?”


  He’d just taken a bite of his sandwich and was trying not to choke on it or spit it out. He slowly nodded as he chewed, giving himself time to figure out exactly what and how he wanted to say it.


  “I’ve honestly never felt about anyone the way I feel about Scott,” he said. “I feel like I’ve met the missing piece. I mean, I’m a whole and complete person on my own. But it’s like my world was kind of skewed by a few degrees, and adding him to it evened everything out to where it’s supposed to be.”


  “You won’t cheat on him, will you?”


  “No. I don’t play around. I know there’s this mythos that all gay guys are manwhores, but it’s not any more true than for the het population.”


  He watched her face as she stared down at her plate, her sandwich still in her hands. “I can’t promise you there won’t be times I’m a complete bitch to either or both of you over this,” she said in that same quiet, sad, resigned tone. “I’ve promised myself to take the high road and try not to be like that, but I’m only human.”


  “I know. I don’t expect you to shut down your emotions. I can’t say I know what you’re going through, because I don’t. I do feel badly that I’m the cause of it.”


  “You’re not the cause of it,” she said, setting the sandwich down. “No one’s to blame here. I don’t think he woke up one day and said, ‘Hey, I’m going to choose to be submissive and gay and divorce my wife.’ That’s bullshit. I love him for loving me as many years as he did, and for trying as hard as he did. When we had that conversation two years ago, the night he finally admitted everything to me, he begged me not to leave him. That he wanted to try to see if we could work something out where maybe I could fill that role for him. And I wanted to. I really did. But even then there was this tiny little voice in the back of my head telling me to let him go. To give him his freedom to be who he needed to be.”


  She laughed, but it held no humor. “I bitch-slapped that little voice, shoved it away into a mental closet of my own, and locked it in. I was scared. I loved him. I didn’t want to lose him. I was hoping that maybe I could be good enough for him.”


  “It’s not that you’re not good enough for him.”


  “I know. I didn’t mean it like that.” She still studied her plate, not meeting his gaze. “I guess it’s more I was hoping I could be enough for him. Even though I knew from that night it wasn’t a matter of if, but when. When he asked me a few months ago if he could try dating guys, I knew I had to agree. Not that I thought he’d go behind my back, because I knew he wouldn’t. But it wasn’t fair to him not to let him try it.”


  She took a bite of her sandwich, but he didn’t interrupt, sensing she had more to say.


  And she did. “I told myself when he asked for permission to go up to St. Pete for the weekend that I needed to let go. Detach. That this wasn’t going away, it wasn’t just some fad. It wasn’t fair to him to try to guilt him into staying just so I didn’t hurt. That would only equal two hurting, unhappy people. I knew if I found Scott and loved him as much as I did, maybe I’d be able to find someone else who’d love me more if I started looking.”


  “Have you?”


  “I can’t bring myself to even think about that right now. I need to take care of me first. I don’t want to make a mistake and jump into something and realize later it was another bad decision.”


  “He really does love you. You didn’t make a bad decision by marrying him. This is tearing him up inside, hurting you like this.”


  “I know. That’s another reason I know I have to let him go. Because he’s not being an asshole about this. I know he could have snuck around behind my back, or simply came home one day and announced his news and left without a look back. But he didn’t. I know that means he loves me. He wasn’t just using me, trying to make me his beard or something.”


  When she fell into silence again, Keith didn’t interrupt or try to make small talk that only would have accentuated the widening gulf between them.


  


  * * * *


  


  Despite the topic of conversation, Noel did feel a little better when they returned from lunch. She was able to throw herself into the work, since Saturdays were pretty busy at the marina, and focus on learning her new job. By the time she was finished for the day, she realized she’d spent most of it, other than lunch, focused on what she was doing and not what was going on in her personal life.


  It was easier to dodge Maria’s nosy personal questions, too, like about how she knew Keith.


  It wasn’t exactly easy to explain how she and Keith knew each other.


  He lives with us, and he’s fucking and beating my husband.


  Yeeaahhh…no.


  And Noel didn’t want to lie and say she wasn’t married when she legally still was. It impacted what she put down on her tax forms when she filled out the new-hire paperwork.


  Overall, a good day. She rode home in silence with Keith, glad when he retired to his room to take a shower without asking about dinner or making additional small talk she was sure he probably didn’t want to engage in, either.


  He was, however, making an effort. Overall, at least.


  And for that she felt grateful.


  Chapter Fifteen


  


  Over a month into working at the marina, Noel realized she enjoyed it a hell of a lot more than she had teaching. Yes, it was less pay, but it was far less stressful, even during the most “stressful” times.


  Not to mention she could leave work at work, and once she got home her time was all hers instead of needing planning time, or grading papers. She actually had time for more hobbies, like reading for fun. She even went to a couple of dinners with some of her friends from the Suncoast Society group, trying to keep herself from disappearing into a black hole of isolation and self-pity. Not to mention she no longer had to shell out of pocket for school supplies to keep on hand.


  Bonus.


  She was also trying to decide on an online college to take courses from. If the men were going to insist on giving her time to get herself back on her feet, well, by god, she’d damn well take it.


  It was the least they could do for her under the circumstances.


  Most days she actually drove herself to work, preferring not to be stuck in such close contact with Keith all the time.


  It was bad enough he was living in their house—although under other circumstances she would have considered him the perfect roommate—she didn’t need to subject herself to him all the time. He was a handsome man, and that he was also a nice man, ironically, made it that much harder on her.


  Scott, bless his heart, probably thought he was helping by trying to be around and between them when he was home, as if trying to force a bridge to magically appear over the gap between her and Keith. If anything, it made the situation more tense.


  Noel and Keith had settled into their own uneasy, distant dance, and she didn’t want to rock that boat.


  But now they both had to stay home for two days, alone, as Hurricane Norris closed in on their neck of southwest Florida.


  And because of his job, Scott would have to work an emergency forty-eight-hour shift during the storm. Noel and Keith had two hectic days at work of their own, helping prep the marina for the storm. Now all they could do was sit back and wait to see if there was any major damage in the aftermath.


  Norris was predicted to hit south of Sarasota. So if they were lucky, they might not get much more than some breezy gusts and thunderstorms, and maybe some higher-than-normal tides.


  Noel wasn’t sure if her edginess was due to the impending storm or the stormy days and nights that lay ahead of her without Scott there to buffer her and Keith.


  Sure, she knew she could stay in her room and just watch TV and chill out, but dammit, it was her house.


  And Scott was still her husband.


  And why the fuck did Keith have to be so goddamned good-looking? He was fucking hot. If he was straight, and not fucking her husband, she’d fuck him silly.


  She didn’t see hide nor hair of the hunk when she emerged from her bedroom and headed to the kitchen. What she wanted was her own private hurricane party.


  Scratch that, she wanted a pity party. As the morning wore on into afternoon and the storm grew closer to land, she knew they were safe. Its projected path, nearly locked in at this point by the NHC, meant they’d be on the good side of the storm when it nearly duplicated Hurricane Charley’s path from ’04. Only it was a much larger storm than Charley, and moving more slowly. They’d get a lot more weather than Sarasota had during Charley, rain bands, wind, and while not as likely on that side of the storm, there was always the potential for a tornado spun off one of the bands.


  But they weren’t in a flood zone, their roof was rated up to a Cat 3 storm, their shutters were tightly bolted, the genny would kick in if they lost power…


  That meant she could drown her sorrows in a beer if she wanted.


  She grabbed a bottle from the fridge and popped the cap off with the church key hanging on the fridge. Then her eyes fell on the cabinet next to the fridge.


  Opening it, she found the bottle of tequila right where she’d last seen it.


  Fuck it.


  She pulled a frosted mug from the freezer, emptied the bottle of beer into it, and topped the mug to the brim with tequila. After stirring it with her finger, she drank a few long swallows and topped it off again with tequila.


  That should do it.


  She marched into her living room, grabbed her TV remote, plopped her ass down on the middle of her couch, and started channel surfing on her TV.


  


  * * * *


  


  Keith heard Noel moving around out in the kitchen, followed shortly after by the sound of the TV coming on.


  He was determined to make this work for all of their sakes. He really liked Noel and didn’t blame her for her current mindset. He couldn’t blame her for it.


  It also made him feel like shit that she was hurting because of him. If he couldn’t find a way to make this work for the three of them, he’d have to make the sacrifice and say good-bye to Scott.


  Not what he wanted to do, of course, because he knew he was balls-deep in love with the guy.


  But causing Noel pain wasn’t something he could live with. Scott had pie-in-the-sky hopes that the three of them could find some uneasy truce that would work in the long-term and he wouldn’t have to divorce Noel, but that likely wouldn’t be healthy for Noel. Yes, he could share Scott with Noel. Absolutely.


  But if she couldn’t share Scott with him, that was another matter entirely.


  He’d finished prepping the house’s exterior and yard for the storm that morning. After taking his shower, he decided to head out to the kitchen to make himself a sandwich. He’d heard her channel surfing in the living room, changing it every few seconds it sounded like, and he knew she had to be feeling every bit as on edge as he was.


  Maybe I need to try to get to know her better. Let her get to know me. Try to have a relationship of some sort with her.


  Now was as good as time as any. Scott would be stuck at the EOC for the next forty-eight hours. If there was any more perfect time for Keith to try to work things out with Noel, now would be that time, without Scott trying to throw himself between them as a well-meaning, but ineffectual buffer.


  When he emerged in the living room, he paused in the doorway. She had a mug of beer in her hand, nearly drained.


  Oh. Great.


  Walking on eggshells it would be.


  “I was going to make myself a sandwich,” he said. “Would you like me to make you one, too?”


  She didn’t look at him. “Sure. Thanks.”


  Well, it was a start.


  He headed into the kitchen, pulling up short when he saw the open cabinet, the empty beer bottle, and the bottle of tequila on the counter.


  Shit.


  Okay, not just walking on eggshells then, but walking on eggshells covering a minefield full of IEDs.


  He wracked his brain to remember what she liked, how Scott had made her sandwiches in the past, and made hers first before making his. He was turning to carry it out to her when he pulled up short at the sight of her standing in the kitchen doorway, the now-empty mug in her hand.


  He offered her the plate. “If it’s not right, I’ll make you another one.”


  Okay, those were words he never thought he’d say to someone, but sometimes being a Dominant meant knowing when not to push someone.


  She stared at the plate in his hand. “I’m sure it’s fine. Thanks.” She walked over to the fridge and opened it, pulling out another bottle of beer.


  Don’t say it. Don’t say it. “You might want to go easy on those,” he said, wincing as he said it.


  She stared up at him, defiant. “Why?” She stepped in close, her mouth inches from his. “You going to stop me?”


  He’d set the plate on the counter, his other hand clenching as he struggled to retain control of himself. What he wanted to do was snatch the mug out of her hand, bend her over his fucking lap, and spank the crap out of her ass.


  Again, not productive.


  Despite his brain searching for the safest answer, the most instinctive one popped out of his mouth first. “If it was up to me, there’d be a lot of things different around here.”


  Her gaze narrowed. “Like what?”


  He went toe-to-toe with her, staring down at her. “Like for starters, I’d take away you having to pretend you’re a Dominant when you spend time with Scott when I damn well know that’s the last fucking thing you want to be.”


  He knew he didn’t imagine the beer-and-tequila-scented gasp of surprise from her. Her eyes widened, and before she could respond, he pressed forward.


  “I know it hasn’t been very fair to you, what’s happened. Being forced to be someone you’re not and watch the man you love go be happy. I know it takes an incredible woman, an incredible amount of love to let go the way you have. I have the highest respect and admiration for you because of it. I don’t know if I could have been as magnanimous as you’ve been. I just wish there was something I could do to make this easy on you and make it not be painful for you.”


  For a second, her eyes looked a little too bright. Then she seemed to catch herself. That, or the alcohol did. “I guarantee you I can give you a better fucking blowjob than he can.”


  He blinked. Oookay, that was out of fucking left field.


  “What?” he finally asked.


  She stepped in, making him step back, the edge of the counter now pressing into his back. “I can suck the chrome off a goddamned trailer hitch,” she said, leaning in, her finger poking him in the chest and accentuating every syllable. “I don’t think it’s very fair that my husband gets to have you and I don’t even get a chance. Any time you want to fucking take me up on that, I can guarantee you I’ll put my husband’s oral talents to goddamned shame.”


  That last poke was the hardest. And on that note, she turned on her heel and headed back to the living room.


  Keith stood there, rubbing the sore spot on his chest where she’d been poking him, shocked, speechless.


  Mostly because his cock had stirred at the conviction in her tone. No, he wasn’t a stranger to women. He’d fucked several women in his life, before he finally admitted he was more into guys than girls.


  Noel was not an unattractive woman.


  The conviction in her tone, despite the alcohol’s influence, had worked through him.


  His phone buzzing in his pocket startled him. A text from Scott.


  Everything okay?


  Keith stared at the phone, at first going to ignore it, then typing a reply.


  No. Your wife is drunk and wants to give me a blowjob.


  Scott’s reply rattled his world even more.


  Good! Let her! She gives fucking amazing blowjobs. No offense, even better than you. Definitely better than I do.


  Keith heard the dry click in his throat as he swallowed, reading and re-reading the text, not quite sure he was believing what he was reading.


  You’re kidding, right? Keith finally texted back.


  Not kidding at all, Scott replied. Maybe if she does that, it might make things easier. Unless you don’t want to. If not, I understand. But I’m cool with whatever happens between the two of you. Wouldn’t be very fair of me not to.


  Keith had to re-read that reply a few times, too.


  Shit, he thought.


  Then he stared through the doorway. He could see her sitting on the couch, occasionally rubbing her eyes against her shoulders.


  She was crying, or trying not to cry.


  Dammit. He’d basically rejected her, when he knew she already had to be hitting her upper level of rejection as it was.


  He carefully considered his reply to Scott.


  You’re saying you’re okay with me and your wife having sex?


  After a moment, Scott’s reply. Blowjobs, sex, cuddling, whatever. It’s only fair. I know she’s attracted to you. Whatever you and her are okay with, you have my full blessings.


  Keith read that reply several times, too.


  Well, okay, then, he thought.


  He set the phone on the counter and walked out to the living room to stand directly in front of her, blocking her view of the TV.


  She stared up at him, the defiance in her glare a fragile, damaged mask for the pain behind it.


  “Did you mean what you said in there?” he asked.


  “What?”


  He reached down and took the TV remote and beer mug from her and set them on the table. Then he stepped closer, forcing her to have to spread her legs as he stood there in front of her.


  “Did you mean it when you said you’d give me a blow job?”


  “Why? Want a comparison?”


  Without thinking about it, his hand shot out and grabbed her ponytail. He knew this was a dangerous game, one that could blow up in all of their faces, but it was time to shake things up. Either they’d all fall into their proper, happy places—finally—or he’d end up having to move out.


  Either way, it wasn’t healthy to continue doing what they were doing.


  He pulled her face close to the front of his shorts, but kept her head tipped back so she had to look up at him.


  “Here’s the rules,” he said. “I do the driving. I’m a Dominant, not a switch. You will not be pegging me, unless I’m ordering you to do it. You won’t be in charge, of me or of Scott. That’s my job. I absolve you of that responsibility. If you are really serious about wanting to do this, then you need to understand a few things. My rules, my way. I might ask you what you want or like, but I’m the final authority. I’ll never make you leave, never make you divorce Scott, but I’m in charge. Is that something you can deal with?”


  He never expected the words that fell from her lips. “Yes, Sir,” she said, almost sounding relieved, her whole body language changing.


  Actually trying to nuzzle the hand fisting her hair.


  Two years. For two damn years, since his revelation to her, Scott had kept her in a role she hadn’t wanted, hadn’t enjoyed, hadn’t been comfortable with.


  But what did that say about the love she had for Scott, that she desperately tried to be that for him, to fulfill that role for him?


  “Scott told me he’s okay with anything we want to do together,” Keith told her. “What do you want to do?”


  She stared up at him with those sweet brown eyes of hers. “Whatever you want me to do,” she softly said.


  “You’re drunk.”


  “I’m not too drunk to know what I want.”


  He grabbed her hand and placed it on the front of his shorts, over his cock, which was more than a little hard now. “If I own you, I own all of you, the way I own all of him.”


  She nodded. “Yes, Sir.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Noel knew the alcohol had loosened her up a little. She never would have said the things she’d said to Keith in the kitchen if she’d been completely sober.


  But no, she wasn’t drunk. Not by a long shot. Probably not safe to drive, but she was only buzzed, and well in control of her faculties.


  The cock hardening under her hand was a little larger than Scott’s. She couldn’t help the way her pussy throbbed when she thought about maybe getting that cock inside her at some point.


  Then again, a blowjob wasn’t fucking. Maybe he wouldn’t or couldn’t do that.


  But if this is what she needed to get out of her head, even for the night, she’d do it and damn the consequences later. She was tired of living in fear, of living without knowing what the future would hold. She wanted to take her life back into her own hands.


  The irony didn’t escape her.


  His hand over hers felt warm, strong, slightly callused in a way Scott’s didn’t.


  “Okay, then,” he said, staring down at her. “First, you’re going to suck my cock. You said you’re good. Scott says you’re good. I want to see how good you are. Then we’ll go from there. And from there I mean I’m going to take you to the bedroom and show you the rest of me. I’m going to paddle your ass for getting mouthy with me.”


  A tendril of fear ran through her, but she realized it was only making her wetter. “Yes, Sir.”


  “Has Scott ever fucked your ass before?”


  She shook her head. “No, Sir.”


  His hand over hers squeezed, his cock thickening even more. “Good. Then the first load you take from me is going down your throat. That means I’ll be able to keep it up longer when I fuck that pretty little virgin ass of yours.”


  Now he was rhythmically squeezing her hand, his cock hardening and swelling even more under her palm, under the fabric of his shorts.


  “I feel badly you’ve been left out, so here’s the new world order around here—you don’t have to be in charge anymore. I’ll take care of you, and of Scott, in that way. I’ll make sure we’re meeting your needs and keeping you happy. But you have to be prepared to take me as I am. If you don’t want to belong to me, you have to say so.”


  He leaned in, his mocha gaze dark, overwhelming. “Part of that ownership means if I tell you to have that sweet ass lubed and loosened so I can fuck it when I walk in the door from work, that means I better find you ready to go when I get home, understand?”


  Her mouth went dry. “Yes, Sir,” she whispered.


  “It might mean,” he continued, “that you end up on your hands and knees in bed between us, with my cock down your throat and his cock in your pussy. You good with that?”


  Not only was she good with it, Eliza’s words about ménages came back to her. “Yes, Sir.”


  The fist in her hair tightened, almost painfully, tipping her head back farther. “If I own you, that means you become my fuck toy. There might be times I tie Scott up and make him watch me with you. Or there might be times I tie you up and make you watch me fuck him. It means you sleep in my bed with me every night, and it means you are available for me to use whenever I want, however I want. You good with that?”


  Her clit throbbed, swelling. She knew she was wet. “Yes, Sir.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Keith wasn’t sure what to do now. He thought for sure she’d say whoa, back the truck up, and stop him.


  But she hadn’t. Not only had she agreed, but when he’d pushed the envelope, she’d spurred him on, eagerly agreeing to his darkest fantasies as if he’d just suggested they take a trip to Disney.


  One more push. “You’re agreeing to be my slave?”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  “You saw what I did to Scott. You want to be my slave, you’re getting your nipples pierced. You need to take what I give you, when I give it to you, how I give it to you. That means if I put a load of my cum in your ass at lunchtime, it stays there all day until you get home.”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  Dayamn.


  Now his cock was really throbbing. Would he fuck with her at work? No, of course not.


  Well, maybe not.


  For right now, he wanted to try out her oral talents.


  With his hand still over hers, he made her unfasten the button of his shorts and unzip them, exposing his cock.


  Her gasp of surprise didn’t hurt his ego any, either.


  “Yeah, baby. I’m bigger than him. Not by a lot, but by enough. You’ll feel it. Open.”


  Her lips parted, and keeping his hand over hers around the base of his cock, and his other in her hair, he slowly started fucking her mouth.


  Holy…fuck.


  Okay, yeah, she was better than Scott. That much he could tell right off the bat. She was a natural cocksucker, using her tongue and never losing eye contact with him while she took every inch he fed into her mouth.


  He let go of her hand around his cock for a moment and shoved his shorts down, stepping out of them so he could spread his legs wider.


  “Play with my balls, baby,” he hoarsely ordered, circling the base of his cock with his hand again.


  She did, her soft, warm fingers exploring, testing, gently squeezing even as he eased more of his cock into her mouth.


  “Can you deep throat?”


  He took her muffled response as an affirmative and slowly pushed in, until her nose was pressed against him, holding it there for a few glorious seconds until easing back again.


  “Damn,” he whispered, impressed. He let go of his cock and now held her head cradled in both his hands as he continued slowly fucking her mouth. “You are fucking good, baby. Better than Scott. No offense to him, but even he admitted it.”


  That seemed to spur her on even more as she eagerly, hungrily went after his cock.


  He knew at this rate it wouldn’t take long for him to bust a nut. “Good girls always swallow,” he said as he felt his climax growing closer. “You’re going to swallow every damn drop I give you, understand?”


  Another muffled affirmative, and he picked up the pace, thrusting over her tongue, between her lips, closing his eyes and trying to picture Scott’s face as he did this and unable to.


  Instead, he enjoyed it, going deep and holding her face pressed against his body as he let out a satisfied grunt, his juices shooting down her throat, the feel of her throat working as she swallowed over and over again.


  He realized as he stood there that he’d just been blown by his lover’s wife, the first woman he’d been with in decades.


  And he’d liked it.


  Really liked it.


  Chapter Sixteen


  


  Satisfaction filled Noel. No, this wasn’t a competition, but she wanted to crow, to say ha, take that!


  She kept swallowing Keith’s cum as it pumped down her throat, barely aware that she’d crossed a line.


  Hell, she didn’t care she’d crossed it. It wasn’t cheating if her husband said it was okay. And Scott was already sleeping with him. So why not her? She could have a chance to engage in her own fantasies that she’d had about the man.


  When Keith finally eased his softening cock from her mouth, he let go of her head with one hand, again holding onto the base of his cock with the other.


  “Keep licking and sucking it, baby,” he hoarsely said. “Get every last drop. None of it gets wasted.”


  She did. He tasted different than Scott, but not in a bad way. Similar, but different enough she knew she’d be able to tell the difference.


  Only then did the full ramifications of what he’d said really start to sink in. What she’d agreed to.


  Frankly, it made her even hornier.


  He pulled her up and off the couch, one hand still in her hair, and led her to the master bedroom. She’d made a point of not going in there once Keith had moved in, and it was strange to see it now.


  He led her over to the end of the bed and bent her over it. “Hands on the bed,” he said. “And don’t move.”


  She did, the hand disappearing from her hair. She didn’t know if it was just that the alcohol had worn off, or she was so fricking horny now she couldn’t see straight, but her senses felt sharp, alive, her clit on fire.


  She heard him open a dresser drawer and rummage around, then the sound of him going into the bathroom. He returned a moment later and she realized he was now completely naked. He reached around her and unfastened her shorts, pushing them and her panties down her hips.


  He tapped her right leg for her to raise it, then her left, as he stripped the clothes off her. Her shirt and bra next, him not saying anything as he tapped first one arm, then the other, as he peeled them off, too.


  Her nipples pebbled in the cool air and she knew if he reached between her legs, he’d find her pussy soaking wet.


  He pressed his body against hers. “You have any dildos in your bedroom? Any vibrators?”


  “Yes, Sir. Bedside table.”


  “Good. Stay here. Do not move.” He delivered a light bare-handed swat to her ass for punctuation and she didn’t look over her shoulder as she heard him open the door and leave the room.


  He returned a moment later, and she realized he had brought all three from her drawer.


  He spread out a towel on the bed under her, then pushed her down onto it, her legs hanging off the edge of the bed.


  “Hands stay flat on the bed,” he ordered.


  She felt him buckling leather cuffs around her wrists, then he buckled a collar around her neck, and cuffs around her ankles, too. A moment later, she felt him nudge her legs wider apart, wider still, then realized he was tying the ankle cuffs to the bed legs. One final tug on each rope, and she was spread and vulnerable to him.


  He leaned over her again, body pressed against hers. “Last chance to say no,” he said. “Tell me red, this stops. Otherwise, you’re along for the ride.”


  She took a deep breath. “Green, Sir. Don’t stop.”


  Then he whispered two words into her left ear that nearly made her come right then.


  “Good girl.”


  He stepped away again for a minute. Then he returned, straddling her body on the bed, but facing her ass. He raked his nails up the backs of her thighs, over her ass, down again. Harder, harder still, making her shiver and tremble in anticipation and lust.


  Then the smack, both hands at the same time on her ass cheeks. He settled his weight on her as he started spanking her, hard, fast, making her cry out and squirm and understanding now why he was sitting on her.


  But she wouldn’t safeword. No way in hell. If Scott could take it, she’d show Keith she could take even more and keep taking it, longer, better, harder.


  No matter what.


  After a few minutes, he switched to something else—she suspected a riding crop—and started on her again. Lightly at first, soon moving up into hard strokes she knew would leave welts and marks all over her ass, if what she’d done to Scott in the past with a similar implement was any indication.


  Finally, Keith stopped. He sat up and swung off of her, stepping behind her, his fingers exploring between her legs.


  “Oh, look at that. I don’t even need to hunt for that clit, do I?” His fingers rolled it, squeezing it until she cried out and he relented, rolling it more, making her moan.


  “Look how wet you are, baby. Such a good girl, getting wet from a spanking. Did you know Scott gets a fucking hard-on if he sees me get a cane out of the closet? Practically begs me for a beating. Because I always fuck him after. You want me to train you to get wet from a spanking?”


  “Yes, Sir.” Her nipples rubbed against the towel under her, making it even more torturous in the good way.


  He slid one, then two fingers inside her pussy, slowly fucking her with them before working a third in and making her moan. “You’re going to need better dildos than those, baby,” he said. “Those aren’t as big as I am. We need to get you a bigger one.”


  His fingers disappeared from her pussy but he lightly smacked her pussy with his hand, not hard enough to hurt, but enough to make her jump.


  “I’m a sadist, and I’m not going to deny it.” He started fucking her with three fingers again, pulling a moan out of her. “You think you can keep up with me, baby?”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  “Let’s see how you feel after the next two days together.” He pulled his hand from her pussy, reaching around to her head and pressing his fingers against her lips. She opened, sucking his fingers clean and wishing like hell Scott had taken control of her like this from the very beginning of their marriage.


  This was no longer about her versus Keith. She’d left that in the dust.


  This was about her putting her foot down and ending her cycle of reacting and bouncing around. This was her taking charge.


  So to speak.


  “Push up on your arms,” he ordered.


  She did, closing her eyes as his hands cupped her breasts, rough fingers zeroing in on her nipples, pulling, rolling, teasing, making her moan even louder.


  “Yeah, you like that now.” His hands disappeared, then returned as sharp, biting pain hit her nipples, making her cry out.


  “Those are just nipple clamps,” he whispered in her ear as the pain quickly settled into a dull, throbbing tug on her nipples. “Just imagine what it’s going to feel like getting them pierced, nice rings in them like Scott has.”


  He gently tugged on what she realized was a chain connecting the two nipple clamps together, making her cry out again even as her clit screamed for relief.


  “Yeah, keep making those noises,” he said. “It just hardens my cock. Now I suggest you get comfy and figure out how to prop yourself up on your elbows or that’ll get painful fast.”


  She readjusted herself, made difficult by her legs being tied so far apart, but finally wedged her elbows under her so her nipples and the clamps weren’t dragging along the bed. But now the nipple clamps and chain were swinging, tugging on her nipples and adding to her pleasant misery.


  He stepped behind her again and after a moment, she felt a gloved, lubed finger begin probing her virgin ass. No, Scott hadn’t done any ass play on her. It hadn’t been something she’d been interested in, although had Scott really wanted to, she would have let him.


  She heard one of the vibrators click to life and start humming. A moment later, Keith was sliding it into her pussy, making her moan.


  “That’s it. Don’t come yet. You come before I tell you to, you’ll get spanked even harder than I just did. I’ll use a cane on your ass. No more masturbating for you, either. You want to come without me making you come, you ask me for permission first. No more fucking Scott whenever you want, either. I control all of that now, and you come to me first. Got it?”


  “Yes…Sir…” Thinking, much less talking, was difficult.


  “Good girl.”


  Fuck. Those two damn words. The tone he said them in.


  For a gay man, he sure had drilled right through to some secret center of her brain.


  He slowly worked one lubed finger into her ass even as he slowly fucked her pussy with the vibrator. Her head dropped, her body beyond her control as she tried to rock her hips against his hands and urge him faster, urge him to get her off.


  “I said I’m driving,” he told her. “When you come, it’s going to be with my cock deep in your ass. Bareback. The first load of cum that christens you there will be mine. In fact, I might not ever let Scott fuck your ass.”


  He pressed the vibrator deep inside her pussy, holding it there for a moment before slowly withdrawing it again, and as he did she realized he had his finger all the way inside her ass and was now slowly fucking her with it.


  “I might just tell him this ass belongs to me,” Keith said. She felt his cock brush against her thigh, once again hard, ready. “I might tell him he gets no ownership over it. Maybe I’ll tie him up and make you straddle him, let him suck your pussy while you suck his cock and I fuck your ass.”


  She moaned again, the image so fucking hot, sexually charged, it was all she could do to hold back and follow his orders not to come.


  “Oh, so you like that idea, huh?” he asked, now a second lubed finger pressing for entrance. “Hmm. Maybe my goal should be to turn you into my little ass slave. Get you craving being fucked like that.” He slid the vibrator deep again, pulling yet another moan out of her as the pinching burn of two fingers filling her ass tempered the pleasure.


  Her moans turned into whines a few minutes later as he started working a third finger into her ass, stretching her.


  “You can take it,” he said. “Don’t worry. I’ll take my time. I want you enjoying it when it’s my cock sliding inside you.”


  He worked the vibrator inside her pussy, withdrawing it, teasing her clit with it before sliding it inside her again. “I’m going to have to get you a couple of butt plugs, though,” he said. “Make sure you stay nice and ready for me.”


  She whimpered as he leaned in and bit her, hard, on the right ass cheek. “Scott’s got one in right now,” he told her. “I told him he’d better be ready for me to bend him over and fuck him as soon as he gets home. So he’s sitting in his chair at work right now, his cock probably hard, that butt plug digging in and reminding him who owns that ass of his. Maybe that’s what I need to do with you, too. Send you to work so as you’re sitting there, you remember who owns you now.”


  Squirming, she both wanted to hold back her orgasm and yet was almost willing to risk the beating if she didn’t. This was…


  Fuck, this was the hottest thing…ever. She’d been more than satisfied with Scott as a lover over the years. He’d rarely failed to satisfy her, one way or another, in bed.


  But…


  Never had he ever taken control of her like this. Ever.


  And maybe that’s the one thing that had really been missing all along.


  Time seemed to expand, contract as she writhed on the end of the bed, unable to move, pleasure and pain mixing and merging, her warm, freshly beaten ass only intensifying the pleasure from the vibrator and Keith’s fingers in her ass.


  Finally, he pulled both the vibrator and his hand away, making her gasp.


  “Don’t worry. Time for the next part.” She heard him turn off the vibrator and he stepped away for a minute. When he returned, he laid something down on the bed.


  “Here’s what’s going to happen,” he said. “I’m going to slide my cock up this beautiful virgin ass of yours. I’m also going to fill your pussy with this other dildo here. And I have a special little surprise that Scott really likes. Let’s see if you enjoy it as much as he does.”


  She felt him press the knob of his cock against her rim. She let out a gasp as he started stretching her, slowly thrusting forward.


  “That’s it,” he said. “Make noises for me. Whine, plead, beg. Unless you call red, I’m not stopping. It makes my cock harder to hear you make noises.”


  She fisted the covers, trying to relax, but his cock felt even larger than the three fingers had. He pressed forward, retreated, and pressed forward again, gaining ground each time until she finally felt his thighs rubbing against her sore ass.


  “There, see? Such a good girl, you took it like a champ. It took Scott a lot longer to work up to taking my cock that easily.”


  Then she felt him press the other dildo, the non-vibrating one, against the entrance to her pussy, rubbing it back and forth in her juices before starting to work it inside her.


  With his other hand, he started playing with her clit, pinching and rolling it between his fingers, but not enough to get her off.


  “I think we’ll have to spend some nights triple-stuffing you, too,” Keith said. “Maybe my cock in your ass, a nice, fat toy in your pussy, and Scott’s cock in your mouth. Would you like that?”


  “Yes…Sir…”


  “Of course you would.”


  Now she was actively trying to rock her hips against his hand, urging him to work the dildo deeper inside her pussy.


  He let go of her clit and slapped her ass, hard. “Stop it,” he said. “Hold still. I told you, I’m driving. You don’t stop it, I’ll hogtie you on your back and do this to you and not let you come at all.”


  The thought of being helpless like that nearly made her come right there, but she fell still.


  “Good girl,” he said, his hand returning to her clit. “We’ll get this worked up inside you and then the fun can begin. Been a long time since I’ve been with a woman, but one thing I do remember is that women can come a bunch of times.”


  He stretched his body out over hers, pressing her down toward the mattress, his mouth next to her ear.


  “There’s nothing I love feeling more than someone having an orgasm with my cock buried in their ass. I could stay hard for hours feeling that sensation. But guys, they’re good for one, sometimes two, if they’re lucky, at a time. So be prepared to spend a lot of the next two days just like this, my cock in your ass, and you coming all over it.”


  He sat up and worked the dildo the rest of the way inside her, holding it in place with one hand. Then he grabbed the other object and she turned her head enough to get a glimpse of it as he picked it up.


  It was an electric vibrator.


  “This is a Hitachi,” he said. “And I love the everlovin’ fuck out of these things.” He flicked the switch and it hummed to life. “This is the low setting,” he said, an evilly gleeful tone in his voice. “When I can’t make you come anymore with it on low, we’ll switch it to high.”


  He switched it off and she felt him lay it on her back. Then he slowly withdrew his cock until just the head remained inside her before thrusting deep again.


  “Mmm. I can feel that dildo inside your pussy, baby. Wish it was Scott’s cock. I’ll have to make sure when he gets home we take care of checking that item off my bucket list, and yours.”


  She was hoping that, too, quite frankly.


  Reaching under her, he tugged on the chain connecting the nipple clamps, making her gasp. “I think this weekend we’re getting those pierced, baby. A couple of rings I can hang things from when I want. Take you and Scott over to Venture, strip you both down, and lead you around by leashes attached to them. Ooh, there’s a thought.”


  She felt his cock throb inside her ass. “Next private party we get invited to, I can tie you two up sixty-nine and whichever of you comes first, the other gets their ass fucked by me right there, while the other gets vibrator play. Hmm.”


  He took another slow stroke with his cock, and now that she was loosened and lubed, she was really starting to enjoy it.


  Picking up the Hitachi again, he turned it on and slid it against her clit.


  “Come for me, baby. Show me what a good little ass slut you’re going to be for me.”


  It felt like her world exploded. She was vaguely aware of him starting to fuck her as her orgasm ripped her apart at the seams, the chain on the nipple clamps swinging as he slammed his hips against her tender ass. Then he stopped fucking her, his cock and the dildo both buried inside her as he put his weight on her again.


  “Baby,” he whispered, “you are so fucked. I can feel your ass squeezing my cock. You’re loving every second of this. There’s no shame in it. Maybe that’s been the problem all along, you just needed someone who knew what you needed. Trust me, I’m going to take care of all of your needs from now on. You don’t have a thing to worry about. All you have to do is keep ‘yes, Sir-ing’ me, and I’ll make sure you’re a happy girl.”


  He fucked her again for a few strokes, stopping with a laugh as she cried her way through another round of intense pleasure she wasn’t sure she could survive.


  “I was worried about you before,” he said. “Honestly, I was. I felt badly about the situation. Had I known what you were needing, I could have saved you all these weeks of fear and stress.”


  Hell, if he could make her feel like this all the time, she didn’t give a shit what he did to her, or to Scott.


  She’d gladly agree to anything to keep feeling like this.


  


  * * * *


  


  Something flipped inside Keith. He’d thought for sure at some point before now she would have called red.


  Not end up orgasming with his cock tightly fisted deep in her delicious ass.


  Yes, she was a woman. Yes, he was gay. But he knew he loved Scott, and the thought of losing him ripped Keith apart.


  And he really liked Noel.


  If this was the kind of thing that she needed to keep her happy…well, hot damn, sure, he could do it. So far, she’d easily taken more than Scott had for her first time with him, and seemed eager for more.


  Maybe she didn’t realize how heavy a bottom she was, or how deep a submissive or masochistic streak she had.


  Everyone would win.


  Another thought rolled through him, the melancholy look on both Scott and Noel’s faces still weighing heavily on his mind that first night when he’d met her and divorce had been discussed as a hypothetical future event.


  He leaned in, struggling to hold back his own release even as he felt another wave of orgasms sweep through her.


  “You know,” he softly said, “there’s no reason why we couldn’t get you pregnant. I’ve always wanted kids.”


  An even louder moan rolled from her, followed by a stronger wave of contractions as her ass squeezed his cock.


  Holy. Shit.


  How deep did the levels of her need truly go? Now that he’d made a breakthrough with her, he wanted to find the bottom of that well.


  “Is that something you’d like, baby? The two of us taking turns trying to breed that sweet pussy of yours?”


  Her back arched, deep, rolling cries of ecstasy escaping her as she tried to fuck herself against him.


  “Then I think what you need to do is have a talk with Scott,” he said, his heart now racing. “If you’re ready for that, and it’s what you really want, then you get off the pill and let the two of us take over.”


  She strained against her bonds, her fingers tightly fisted in the covers, beyond reason, it would seem.


  No telling how much of this plan would remain in the light of day when sanity returned to her brain and the endorphins wore off, but yeah, he wouldn’t deny it was a hot fantasy. Unless they ever developed a vending machine where you could pop a baby out of it, it was adoption…


  Or this.


  His weight finally collapsed her all the way onto the bed, and still he kept her coming. With his mouth pressed against her ear, he said, “I think we’ll use the sex sling. Tie you up in it every night, use this Hitachi on you, and take turns fucking you until neither of us can get it up again. Maybe it’ll be my baby, maybe it’ll be his, who knows? Won’t matter, because we’ll make sure we breed you until you take.”


  Another wave of orgasms.


  Holy hell, she was coming hard and long. Yeah, she was a woman, but he could easily get addicted to the sensation of her ass massaging, gripping his cock.


  “Beg me for it, girl,” he sternly ordered.


  “Pl–please…Sir, please…fuck me…breed me…”


  He had to drop the Hitachi and grab her hips, fucking her hard and fast as his climax took over, squeezing his balls and making his cock explode inside her ass.


  He held himself there deep inside her as his balls pumped out every last drop of cum into her. Bracing himself on his arms, he lifted his weight off her, watching as her chest heaved, rising and falling as she tried to catch her breath.


  “I think,” he slowly said as sanity finally started taking over again, “that you and I need to have a really long talk.”


  She nodded.


  Chapter Seventeen


  


  Keith got her untied and sitting on the bed. When he removed the nipple clamps, she winced, and he reflexively sucked first one, then the other nipple into his mouth, soothing and easing the ache in them.


  She stroked his head, hesitant at first, then with more confidence.


  When he knelt in front of her, he took her hands in his. “Let’s go take a shower, okay?”


  She nodded.


  He helped her up from the bed, keeping one arm around her as he led her to the master bathroom and into the shower. Once the water was running, and after he’d washed off her and him both, he held her as she burst into tears, sobbing against his shoulder.


  He’d expected this, had seen enough of it from other women at the club to know it was a possible result of her crashing hard and deep into subspace.


  Maybe she flat-out needed a good, hard cry considering all the emotional shit she’d been through the past few weeks and months.


  “Did you mean it?” she eventually whispered.


  He didn’t want to sound like a dumbass, but he wasn’t sure exactly what she meant. “Which part?”


  “Yes,” she said.


  That left him even more confused. He tipped her chin so she had to look him in the eyes. “Did I mean which part, sweetie?” he asked.


  “All of it.”


  He weighed his words carefully. On the one hand, he didn’t want to say the wrong thing and break her heart. On the other, he didn’t want to send her off into the arms of someone else, making Scott miserable in the process.


  “I want you to be happy,” he finally settled on. “You’ve been beyond amazing, and I’ve felt badly that I haven’t been able to make this easier on you. I’ll do what you need me to do to make this easier.”


  “That,” she whispered. “All of it. Everything you said. All of it.”


  “Honest question. How drunk are you?”


  “I’m not drunk anymore,” she said. “Not even buzzed.”


  He touched her chin. “You really want to be my slave?”


  She nodded.


  He kept his finger there, on her chin. “You want me to do all those things I talked about?”


  She nodded.


  “You want me and Scott to get you pregnant?”


  She nodded even harder.


  Well, it definitely wasn’t the worst possible outcome. Not even a bad outcome, technically.


  It just wasn’t in the ballpark of what he’d expected.


  “You haven’t even seen me at my harshest,” he said. “How do you know you’ll want to be my slave?”


  “Because I do.”


  Lots of talking had to happen.


  Lots.


  Hours.


  Weeks, even.


  Between the three of them.


  But for the next forty-eight hours or so, he could spend that time working with Noel, seeing if she’d really be that keen on the other side of things, when Scott got home.


  He smiled. “He was right.”


  “About what?”


  “You are better at blowjobs than he is.”


  She smiled, snuggling against him. “Told you.”


  He snapped his fingers and pointed at the shower floor. Without hesitation, she dropped to her knees.


  “Then get me hard again,” he said. “This time, I want to try my girl’s pussy.”


  


  * * * *


  


  She eagerly worshipped his cock, licking and sucking his balls, even working her tongue up his ass when he turned and spread his cheeks for her to do so.


  Anything.


  She’d do anything to keep feeling the way she’d felt while he’d been fucking her. Owned. Controlled.


  Not alone.


  Cared for.


  Desired.


  Loved.


  Wanted.


  The fantasies he’d rumbled in her ear as he’d taken and owned her ass had made her come harder than she could ever remember coming before.


  Some of them were fantasies she’d already considered herself a time or two, but had thought she’d have to apply copious amounts of alcohol to the men to make them happen.


  She loved it when he held her head and started fucking her mouth, almost certain he was going to shoot the next load down her throat.


  But no, he stopped, withdrew his cock, grabbed her by the arm, and pulled her up to her feet, where he shoved her back against the tile wall. He nudged her feet wider apart and dipped his knees, using his fist to line up his cock at the entrance to her pussy. With her holding on to his shoulders, he reached up with his other hand and grabbed her chin again.


  “Don’t close your eyes. Look me in the eyes when I’m fucking you like this,” he ordered.


  “Yes, Sir,” she said.


  He smirked. “Yeah. That. You can keep saying that. From now on, that’s how you address me.”


  She started to say something, but then his cock slid into her, making her gasp as he buried himself all the way, his body rubbing against her clit.


  Then he reached up, grabbing her sore nipples and twisting. “You’re still getting nipple rings,” he hoarsely said. “Maybe even tonight. I have a friend who does piercings. I’ll give him a call. The weather’s not too bad for him to come out. Wouldn’t that be something, Scott coming home and finding you like that?”


  She gasped, both from the hotness of that thought and from the way his body was grinding against her swollen clit at the bottom of every stroke. “Yes, Sir.”


  “Yeah, you know, I think I know how Scott’s going to find you when he comes home. I’m going to tie you down to the coffee table with a butt plug up your sweet ass, legs spread wide. I’m going to make him strip and go down on you while I sit on your face and you lick my balls while I tell him about the new status quo around here.”


  She moaned, feeling her orgasm spiraling up, closer.


  He twisted her nipples, hard, making her cry out and tip over the edge. “Holy fuck, girl. You did need an Owner, didn’t you? Poor baby. I promise I take good care of my property.” He leaned in and bit her left, then her right nipple, making her cry out and only intensifying the feel of his cock fucking her, the pleasure pouring through her body.


  He reached up and grabbed her chin, pinning her head against the wall. “Who do you belong to?”


  “You, Sir,” she gasped.


  “Who owns this ass of yours?”


  “You, Sir.”


  He leaned in close. “You sure you want to get on this ride, baby? You’ve seen what I do to Scott.”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  “Any conditions of your own?”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  He stopped moving. “What?”


  “Just me and Scott,” she said. “No one else. Just the three of us.”


  He kissed her, hard, his tongue fucking her mouth. “I promise,” he said. “That’s an easy promise to make, because the two of you will keep me more than busy enough.” He smiled down at her. “One of my hottest fantasies has been tying him down and sitting on his cock while you suck my cock and lick his balls.”


  Her clit throbbed, another small orgasm racing through her. “Yes, Sir.”


  “I like a little humiliation play,” he said. “Inside the bedroom only. I might cuckold you or him from time to time. You okay with that?”


  “As long as it’s just play.”


  He smiled. “I want to truss him up with a vibrator shoved up his ass, and you face-to-face with him while I fuck your sweet ass and you describe it to him,” he said. “Or maybe even I fuck your pussy and let him lick my juices out of you. Oooh.”


  His eyes widened. “Yeeesss. That’s what he’ll find when he comes home tomorrow. With you trussed on the table with my rings through your nipples and a load of my cum in your pussy for him to lick out.”


  He crushed his lips onto hers as she came again. “Oh, baby,” he hoarsely said. “You can’t lie to me. That made you come again. I felt it. Believe me, I’m going to make every last dirty fantasy in your mind come true. Yours and his and mine.”


  Her eyes must have widened in surprise, because he laughed. “Oh, yes. Scott has had some dirty fantasies of his own, baby. Like putting you on your knees and making you suck my cock while he fucks your pussy. Or me fucking his ass while he eats you out.”


  She hadn’t honestly considered the fact that maybe Scott was entertaining ideas like that.


  Although, it certainly made sense.


  And it made her feel better. That he hadn’t left her out of the equation. That when he was with Keith, he was still thinking about her, too.


  He pulled out and spun her around, nudging her feet apart again as he slid his cock into her pussy from behind and started pounding her, hard. She put her hands out against the wall to keep from being driven headfirst into it.


  “The next few weeks,” he said, his voice sounding strained, “don’t even worry about wearing clothes when you’re home. You’re going to be too busy getting fucked, or being used, to worry about clothes.”


  With that he drove home, deep into her pussy one last time with a loud groan she suspected she was going to hear a lot more of over the near future.


  It came as no small surprise to her to realize she already craved hearing it.


  When he caught his breath he put her on her knees again in front of him and had her lick him clean while he stroked her wet hair.


  “Such a good girl,” he said. “Don’t worry, no ATM. I’ll never make you do that.” He grinned. “But I can’t wait to fuck your pussy and then make him suck me clean. That’s going to be a fun first.”


  Chapter Eighteen


  


  Somehow, Noel knew Keith hadn’t been kidding about the nipple rings. A little bolt of terror shot through her when she emerged from the shower and found him on the phone with someone.


  When he hung up, he smiled and pulled her close. “Let’s get everything ready. He’ll be here soon.”


  “Who?”


  He arched an eyebrow at her. “My friend who does piercings. He doesn’t live far from here. He’s got a portable kit. Don’t worry, he’s a pro. The weather’s not bad enough to keep him off the road.”


  He reached down between her legs and stroked her clit. “Not today, but at some point, someone’s going to get a piercing in their clit hood, too. I’ll get Scott a PA, and then have fun with predicament bondage with the two of you, between your nipple rings and your other piercings, trying not to pull or tug on each other.”


  He pinched her clit, not hard, but enough to make her moan. “Another rule. You’ve got neat little landing strip down there, but from now on, you stay completely shaved. Got it?”


  She nodded. “Yes, Sir.”


  “Good girl.” He leaned in and kissed her. “Bring the collar and cuffs from the bed and meet me in the dining room.”


  She did, standing there and feeling nervous.


  He joined her a few minutes later, carrying a few things. He now wore a pair of shorts, but she made out the semistiff outline of his cock through them.


  He noticed where her gaze was focused.


  “Yes, you seem to have an effect on me,” he said. “I won’t deny it. I thought I was well past liking women, but you’re different. You’re special.” He got the collar and cuffs fastened to her, then cleared off the dining room table and pointed. “Lie down. On your back.”


  She no sooner did than he blindfolded her and started tying her down, tightly, legs spread wide, ass right at the edge.


  “Don’t worry,” he told her. “He’s not going to molest you. I promised no one but me and Scott will touch you like that.”


  She gasped as she felt his lips close on her clit. He flicked it with his tongue, sucking hard, alternating between licking and sucking until she was damn close.


  Then the doorbell rang.


  His mouth disappeared. “And there he is. Wait right there.” He patted the top of her head.


  She heard him answer the door and welcome someone in.


  “Holy fuck, dude,” the strange male voice said. “Since when do you play with women?”


  “Long story. The guy I brought in a few weeks ago? This is his wife. She’s decided she wants in on the action, and I warned her this is part of the price she’ll pay.”


  “Okay. Same rings?”


  “Yep.”


  She heard him set something down on the table, not far from her head.


  “Oh,” Keith said. “You’ll want this.” He slid a ball gag into her mouth and buckled it behind her head.


  The guy laughed. “Wow. Going full monty, huh?”


  “Yep. I don’t do anything half-assed. You know that.”


  “Yep.”


  They talked for a few minutes as the guy prepared. She heard the sound of gloves being pulled on, then she jumped at the feel of hands on her nipples.


  “Relax,” Keith sternly said. “He needs to do that.”


  She tried, but whatever it was he wiped her nipples down with was cold, and wet.


  “Might want to distract her,” the voice said.


  “Oh, I can do that.”


  She was aware of Keith moving down to the end of the table, between her legs. Then she heard him unzip and felt the head of his cock pressing into her pussy.


  “Sorry,” Keith told her, “but I am a sadist. And watching you about to get pierced just makes my motor hum.” Then she heard a click and more humming before he pressed what she assumed was the Hitachi against her clit.


  She moaned around the ball gag as the guy laughed. “Fuck, that’s hot. I’m going to go home and bang my lady.” She was aware of him doing something to her nipples, maybe marking them from the feel of it. Then, suddenly, Keith fell still with his cock deep inside her and flipped the vibrator setting to high.


  A sharp, searing pain filled her right nipple as she screamed against the ball gag, an orgasm hitting her at the same time.


  “That’s it, baby,” Keith said. “Scream for me. It’ll hurt for a little bit, then you’ll love them. Normally they make you stand up for the placement, but they’re rings. They’ll be straight enough.”


  Sobbing, she cried even as she kept coming while the piercer apparently got the ring positioned and closed.


  Keith started fucking her again, switching the vibrator back to low, but she knew what was going to happen as soon as he fell still again and flipped it to high.


  Another searing pain through her left nipple made her scream, and Keith’s fingers dug into her outer thigh, where he was holding onto her with his free hand.


  “Fuck, baby, those look so sexy on you. Now you’re properly marked as mine.” He kept the vibrator pressed against her clit as the guy finished putting the other ring in. Keith fucked her, hard, letting out that grunt that made her shiver when he came.


  “Oh, yes,” he said, shutting off the vibrator. “That was fucking good. You wait right there, baby.”


  She heard them talking, apparently money changing hands, the piercer explaining to him how to take care of the piercings, then the sounds of him washing his hands in the kitchen, packing his stuff, and leaving.


  She lay there on the table for several long, silent minutes, trembling, tears still running down her face and pooling on the table beneath her. Her nipples hurt like holy fuck. Why the hell had she thought this would be a good idea?


  This was not what she’d expected when she’d awakened that morning.


  When Keith next spoke, close to her right ear and startling her, he whispered, “You’re mine. How does it feel to be totally owned, baby? When I had Scott’s done, he had a vibrating butt plug in and I was massaging his cock at the same time. I think I liked this better.”


  He pressed a tender kiss to her forehead. “And yes, not right now, but I can guarantee you there will be a clit hood piercing in your near future. I want Scott there to watch as I once again stake my ownership of you.”


  She couldn’t help it, there was something so damn hot—and scary in the good way—about that, it made her horny.


  “I bet those nipples are really sore, aren’t they, baby?”


  She mumbled around the gag. “Yes, Sir.”


  “Good. That makes me even hornier.” She was aware of him walking around the end of the table, then the sound of a chair moving.


  She felt his breath between her legs. “Get comfortable, girl. You’re going to be here for a while.” He started working a lubed butt plug up into her ass, making her moan and squirm as he did. He alternated doing that with licking and sucking on her clit, distracting her but not making her come. He followed that with the dildo from before, stuffing it into her pussy.


  Then he lightly flicked her clit with his tongue, teasing, not sucking, not even close to making her come.


  She started begging, pleading to come, the pain in her nipples fading away as sexual frustration took over. He reached up and unfastened the ball gag.


  “Tell me what you want, baby,” he sternly ordered. “Ask for it.”


  “Please make me come, Sir. Please, make me come.”


  “Are you horny?”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  “Describe what’s happening to you.”


  She didn’t even think about it. “My ass is stuffed, my pussy’s stuffed, and you’re teasing my clit, Sir.”


  “And what’s in your nipples?”


  “They’re your rings, Sir.”


  “Who owns this no-longer-virgin ass?”


  “You own my ass, Sir.”


  “Who was the first person to fuck this sweet ass?”


  “You were, Sir.”


  He chuckled. “Yes, I was. It was a very sweet ass to fuck, too. A very sweet cherry to pop. I plan on fucking it a lot in the future.” He picked something up and it felt like he was fumbling around a little, trying to hold the dildo inside her as he lined up what she suspected was the Hitachi.


  Then she heard it switch on. “Beg for it.”


  “Please make me come, Sir!”


  He touched the Hitachi to her clit, making her jump but then pulling it away before she could come. “Who’s cum is filling this sweet pussy right now?”


  “Your cum, Sir.”


  “That’s right. How many loads have I put in you so far today, and where?”


  She could hear the Hitachi running, but he wasn’t.


  Making.


  Her.


  Come.


  Dammit.


  “One in my mouth, one in my ass, and two in my pussy so far, Sir.”


  “Very good.” He pulled the dildo out of her and touched it to her lips. “Open.”


  She did, and he slid it in, not far enough to choke her. “Keep that in there, girl, and suck it clean. Pretend it’s my cock.”


  Then she felt his cock slide into her pussy again. “This will be the fifth one,” he said. “It’s been a long time since I’ve been this horny. Oh, by the way? I’ve been recording this for Scott’s benefit when he gets home,” he said.


  Momentary horror filled her, but then he touched the Hitachi to her clit again and flipped it to high. “Show him what a good little cocksucking slut you are for your new Owner.”


  That was it. She moaned, sucking on the dildo as if it was a real cock, enjoying the way he was pounding his cock into her, shaking the whole damn table, until he let out that groan and fell still a few minutes later.


  Even after, he didn’t pull the vibrator away, keeping her coming until he was ready to stop.


  When he finally did, he said, “And that’s how you keep a pet satisfied. Well fucked, well cummed, and with the proper signs of ownership in place.


  She shrieked a little, muffled by the dildo in her mouth, as he lightly touched first her left nipple, then her right.


  He pulled the dildo from her mouth. “Who do you belong to, girl?”


  “You, Sir,” she whispered, unable to deny it. She didn’t know how the past few hours had seismically shifted her world, but she wouldn’t fight it.


  Maybe this was the happy ending she’d dreamed about, wished for.


  “That’s right,” he said. He pulled his cock out of her, then she felt his fingers dip into her pussy, scooping out his cum and reaching up to her lips to make her suck them clean.


  “That’s my cum you’re eating. Don’t worry, I’ve fed Scott plenty of my cum when it’s ended up outside him.” He laughed. “Oooh. There’s a fun game we can play. I can come all over one of you and make the other one lick it up.”


  He slowly fucked three fingers inside her pussy. “I want a close-up of this.” His fingers pressed deep inside her, massaging, making her moan again.


  How could she be so fucking horny after all she’d already been through today?


  Then he slowly slid his fingers out. “That’s all me right there.” A moment later, he touched her lips, and she obediently opened, licking and sucking them clean. “That’s my cum she’s licking off my fingers. Cum fresh from my new pet’s pussy.”


  He did it a couple more times, getting her worked up yet again.


  “Okay,” he said. “Filming’s over.” He settled in the chair between her legs and his mouth closed over her clit.


  This time, he licked and sucked until he made her beg him to stop making her come. When he leaned in to kiss her, she tasted herself and him on his lips.


  “Let’s get you untied. I think that’s enough play for now.”


  She trembled on shaky legs as he helped her to her feet after untying her. Then he pulled the blindfold off, and she was shocked to realize two hours had passed since he’d tied her to the table, five total since their confrontation in the kitchen.


  She looked down at her nipples.


  Yes, she now sported rings identical to Scott’s.


  He grinned. “I’m thinking I’m going to tie him up and fuck his ass while you blow him while he watches that video I just took. What do you think?”


  She stared into his eyes. “Whatever Sir wants.”


  He smiled, the corners of his eyes crinkling. “Sweetheart, I think this is the start of a beautiful relationship.”


  Chapter Nineteen


  


  Keith tossed the sandwiches, because they’d been sitting out on the counter for five hours at that point. Instead, he got Noel cleaned up and cuddled, naked except for the cuffs and collar, in a blanket on the sofa before he put a frozen pizza into the oven.


  On his phone he found a slew of text messages from Scott, asking how everything was going.


  He thought about it. This wasn’t a convo he wanted to have in text.


  Everything’s copacetic. We’ll talk later. Be My good boy.


  Scott responded almost immediately with a smiley face.


  After he got the pizza out of the oven and sliced, he brought it and a can of parmesan cheese out to the living room, and a couple of glasses of iced tea for them.


  She snuggled against him. “Well, that escalated quickly,” she joked.


  He couldn’t help laughing. He slung an arm around her shoulders and drew her in, cuddling her, kissing the top of her head. “Regrets already?”


  “No…Sir.”


  Fuck. Despite the marathon sex that day, his cock wanted to stir again.


  No. Down, boy. Stay.


  They really needed to talk.


  Actual talking talk, not talking that quickly devolved into more hot, delicious sex.


  Although, to be honest, the sex had been really hot, and not just because he’d been able to let his Dominant out of its cage and unleash on her in a way he’d almost been reluctant to do sometimes with Scott.


  Ragey, angry murderfucking…very hot. Check.


  “I feel like I owe you an apology,” he said.


  “Why?”


  “Because we really didn’t talk. We sort of did things backward. I prefer negotiations first. And I take the blame for that.”


  “Yeah? Well, don’t. I’m an adult.” She looked up at him. “I’m not complaining. Seriously. I could have stopped you at any time. As long as you weren’t just bullshitting in there when you said all that stuff.”


  No, he definitely hadn’t been doing that. “No bullshit. I meant every word.” He stared down into her brown eyes, her earnest gaze.


  The hope now residing there, something that hadn’t been there that morning.


  That morning, she’d looked miserable. Hopeless. The same look she’d worn since he’d met her.


  Now…she looked beautiful and at ease.


  He leaned in and gently, tenderly kissed her. “It won’t all be whips and pain, either.” He stroked her cheek. “Just sometimes.”


  “I’ve wanted a baby,” she whispered, sounding close to tears. “I really have. But when I’d talk to Scott about it before, he never committed, always had a reason. Then…”


  She didn’t continue.


  “Then he admitted he was gay and you were afraid to have one with him,” he said.


  She nodded.


  He cupped her chin first, his hand sliding down, around her throat, resting there but not squeezing.


  Protective.


  Possessive.


  “I’ve wanted kids, but was afraid I’d never have any of my own unless I adopted or hired a surrogate.”


  “I have another condition,” she said.


  He actually felt relieved by that, afraid this train was going too fast, a runaway. “What condition?”


  “You both have to be in the delivery room with me. And you have to help with diapers and stuff.”


  He couldn’t contain his laugh. “Seriously?”


  She nodded, his humor draining away as he studied her expression.


  “You are serious, aren’t you? You really don’t care if it’s mine or Scott’s.”


  “No, Sir,” she said. “I don’t care. That breeding fantasy sounded fine by me.”


  His mouth went dry. “You and I need to get to know each other a lot better.”


  Now she smirked. “I let you pierce my nipples. I think we’re good.”


  “I’m serious.” His hand never left her throat. “I’m not just in this for fun and games. I’m in this for life.”


  “I know,” she said. “I envied Scott because I could see it in your face when you’d look at him. I could see how much you loved him. It broke my heart because I knew he loved you back, and I couldn’t get between you two. If you can feel even a fraction of that for me, and I can still have Scott as my husband, then I’m good. Just promise to never make us break up.”


  He leaned in again, still holding her throat, and kissed her. Gently, tenderly. “I promise,” he whispered. “I will never make you two break up. I told you, I take good care of what’s mine. And from now on, you and Scott both belong to me.”


  “Yes, Sir. That’s what I want.”


  He released her throat and tightly held her. “Holy crap,” he said, his chin rubbing against the top of her head. “What the hell have we gotten ourselves into?”


  “Too late to back out now, Sir,” she said, sounding amused. “You broke it, you bought it.”


  “Broke it?”


  “Well, broke it in. My ass,” she added. “You just ruined me for any straight guy by taking charge and giving me what I needed. Not just by fucking my ass. I meant all of it. Especially the way you took charge.”


  A hot image filled his mind. Of Scott, naked and on his back, holding his legs up and open while Noel pegged him and gave him a hand job. All while he fucked her sweet ass and reached around her, holding the Hitachi against her clit.


  His cock stirred.


  Fuck.


  “I don’t know, baby,” he said. “Maybe you’re the one who ruined me for any other gay guy.”


  


  * * * *


  


  They talked after they finished the pizza.


  And talked.


  And taallked…


  When her phone rang, where it was sitting on the coffee table, she reached over, looked at it, and started to sit back without answering. “It’s Scott.”


  He reached over, picked it up, hit answer, and held it to her ear.


  “Hi, sweetie,” she said, her face heating at the stern expression on Keith’s face.


  “Hey,” Scott said. “How’s everything going?”


  “Okay.”


  “What’s wrong?”


  “Nothing.”


  Keith arched an eyebrow at her, an evil smile filling his face as he made her take the phone and dropped to his knees in front of her on the floor.


  “You sound weird,” Scott said. “Are you okay?”


  Keith pulled the blanket aside, where she was naked beneath it, and shoved her knees apart. His gaze never wavered from hers.


  “Yeah. Just the storm has me jumpy.”


  He hooked his hands around her ass and pulled her forward on the couch, her legs dangling over his shoulders.


  “Is everything okay between you and Keith?”


  Keith dug his fingers into her ass as he buried his face in her pussy, sucking hard on her clit and nearly making her scream before he eased up and started flicking it with his tongue.


  “Everything’s…fine,” she said, hoping she sounded reasonably normal.


  “Look, he texted me earlier that…well, you were drunk and hitting on him. If something happened between you two, it’s okay. I told him I’m okay with it.”


  She stared down at Keith, who was looking up at her again even as his tongue flicked her clit.


  “We’re good,” she said.


  Keith lifted his head. “Tell him what I’m doing to you right now, girl.”


  She swallowed hard.


  “Was that Keith?” Scott asked.


  “Yes,” she squeaked as Keith lowered his mouth to her clit again, his eyes still boring into hers.


  “What’d he say? I couldn’t hear him.”


  “He told me to tell you,” she whispered.


  There was a long pause before Scott responded. “Tell me what?”


  “What he’s doing.”


  “What’s he doing?”


  Her breath caught in her throat, her gaze locked with Keith’s. “He’s between my legs,” she whispered. “I’m sitting on the couch, and he’s on the floor between my legs, licking my clit.”


  “Holy shit,” Scott whispered. “What happened today? I’m good with it, but what happened?”


  Keith raised his head. “What’d he say?”


  “He asked what happened today.” Keith arched an eyebrow at her. “Sir,” she whispered.


  “Fuck,” Scott said. But she knew that sound. It wasn’t a bad fuck, it was a holy crap I’m horny fuck.


  “Tell him, girl. Tell him everything that happened, start to finish. Short version.” Keith went back to licking her clit.


  It was hard for her to even think. “He made me suck his cock first,” she said. “Then he tied me down to the end of the bed, spanked me for getting mouthy, and fucked my ass while he shoved a dildo inside my pussy and used a vibrator on me.”


  She could see Keith smiling as she spoke, and it only fired her own need.


  “Then he took me into the shower, cleaned me up, made me suck him again to get him hard, and fucked my pussy.”


  “Wow,” Scott whispered.


  “Then when we got done in the shower, he called a friend of his who came over. Keith tied me down onto the dining room table and fucked me while the guy pierced my nipples. Then we ate dinner and now he’s licking my pussy.”


  Keith reached up and took the phone from her, an evil grin on his face. “Boy, where are you?… Good. Don’t you dare touch your cock. Not even to pee. Pee sitting down. Do you have that butt plug in?… Good boy. I own you, and now I own her, too. When you get home tomorrow, there’s going to be a new way of doing things around here with everyone happy and getting what they want and need. Understand?… Good boy. Love you, too. Now tell her and say good-bye so I can finish eating out my girl’s sweet pussy.” He held the phone up to her ear again.


  Scott sounded like he was close to coming. “I love you, sweetheart,” he said. “I’m good with this. Really. I swear.”


  “Love you, too,” she said.


  Keith ended the call, dropped her phone to the couch, and wrapped his arms around her thighs as he buried his face between her legs. She let her head fall back on the couch, closing her eyes as she moaned.


  He growled into her pussy, nipping her clit and making her yelp before he buried his tongue inside her again.


  She squirmed, moaning, begging, pleading for mercy, but it only drove him harder, making him lick and suck until, finally, she tipped over the edge and came again. When she finished, he stood, unzipped, and then shoved her legs up and wide apart as he sank his cock into her.


  Like that, he pounded his cock deep into her pussy, her knees pressed against her shoulders, her sore nipples rubbing against her thighs. He grabbed her wrists and pinned them over her head against the couch.


  “Get used to this,” he said, his voice deep and thick with need. “At least for the next few weeks while I get the new-toy sex out of my system. I’m normally good for one in the morning and one at night, on average. I guess you and Scott will have to take turns after that.” His predatory smile widened. “At least I’ll have him here to help me make sure you stay well-fucked.”


  He leaned in and sucked her lower lip into his mouth. “I have sooo many dirty thoughts rolling through my head, baby,” he said. “Get used to having a well-beaten ass, too. Going to make sure you don’t get bored.”


  Then his eyes fell closed as he took one last, hard stroke and made that noise again.


  One that would have made her instantly wet if she wasn’t already…and filled with his cock…which was pumping his cum inside her…


  Oh, boy.


  


  * * * *


  


  Oh, boy.


  He couldn’t remember being with a woman ever feeling this right, this good before. Yes, he knew looking back over his teen years, even before, that he’d been gay despite trying to conform until his midtwenties.


  Not that he thought he wouldn’t be gay if he’d been with someone like Noel back then, but damn, it would have set the bar a lot higher for guys over the years.


  He leaned in and kissed her, taking his time, his hands still pinning hers over her head.


  “Sorry,” he whispered. “I meant to do more talking.”


  “We were talking. Then Scott called.”


  “Yeah.” He kissed her again. “How the fuck am I so lucky that not just Scott, but you, too, walked into my life?”


  She stared up at him. “I think I’m the lucky one,” she said. “I get to keep him and have you, too.”


  He smiled. “That’s where you’re wrong. I get both of you.” He leaned in again, first nipping, then sucking the side of her neck, making her squirm and cry out below him.


  When he finally lifted his mouth from her flesh, he inspected the mark he left behind. “Oh, baby, that’s just the first of many marks of mine you’ll wear,” he said. “I was thinking about getting Scott a tattoo at some point,” he said. “Not right away. It’s one thing to get a piercing that’ll heal up if you take it out. I was thinking maybe at our one-year anniversary. Guess I’ll have to make sure you both get them.”


  The trust in her eyes, it nearly broke his heart. He felt like a dumbass that he hadn’t figured this out sooner. “And I need to get you a day collar,” he said. “One you can wear at work.” He sat up, bringing her wrists up to his lips and kissing first one, then the other. “A bracelet, maybe,” he said.


  She nodded.


  He stood, pulling her forward so she could suck his cock clean. While she did, he stroked her hair, twining it through his fingers. “Such a good girl,” he murmured.


  Noel let out a happy moan around his cock.


  “You really like it when I say that, don’t you?”


  “Yes, Sir,” she mumbled around his cock.


  He pressed her head against his body, forcing her to hold still with his soft cock in her mouth. “That’s because you’re my good girl,” he said, his thumb stroking the back of her head. “And I promise, from now on, I will take very good care of you.”


  Chapter Twenty


  


  Scott had almost forgotten about what he’d find awaiting him when he got home that night. He was exhausted from the long shift, storm-related calls for emergency service keeping every available agent busy pretty much nonstop.


  It finally hit him about halfway home when he heard his phone beep that he had a text. At a stoplight, he checked.


  It was a text from Keith.


  Hope you’re not too worn out, boy.


  His cock stiffened. That was right.


  The call yesterday.


  He’d barely had time for the occasional text since then. Yes, he was still wearing the butt plug. He’d had permission to take it out for his brief two-hour break earlier, where he’d taken a nap on an air mattress in an empty office before going back to work.


  When he walked in, he heard the TV playing in the living room but couldn’t get a clear view from the doorway. Keith, who’d been sitting on the sofa, stood, a smile on his face. And that was when Scott realized his Master was naked.


  “Ooh, look who’s home.” He snapped his fingers, pointing at the floor in front of him.


  Scott dropped everything in his hands and hurried over. As he rounded the corner into the living room, the coffee table came into view.


  More accurately, what was on the coffee table.


  Noel, blindfolded and tied spreadeagle to it. Legs wide open, and…


  As he dropped to his knees in front of Keith, he realized Noel indeed sported matching nipple rings.


  Keith laughed as he ruffled Scott’s hair. “Yep, matching pets. I love it. And I left you a gift.” He fisted Scott’s hair and forced him, on his knees, around to the end of the table where Noel’s completely bare pussy lay exposed.


  Shoving Scott’s face into her pussy, Keith’s tone dropped into full-on Master. “Eat my pet out really good. And thank me for the privilege of leaving a couple of loads of my cum in there for you for extra flavoring.”


  “Thank You, Sir!” Scott eagerly buried his face between her legs, licking her clit, dipping his tongue deep inside her pussy, savoring the taste of her, the taste of him.


  Together.


  Never in his wildest dreams—okay, maybe not wildest, because he’d had some pretty damn wild fantasies, but never in his most realistic dreams had he thought his hopes would come true.


  To have both of them.


  To not lose either.


  Noel moaned as Keith plunged his fingers into Scott’s hair again, holding his head in place. “How’s my pet taste, boy? With that extra flavoring. Since yesterday, I’ve fucked her in every hole, filled her with my cum, multiple times.” Keith squatted down as Scott’s tongue sped up, knowing Noel’s signs, knowing she was damned close.


  “I’ve had a butt plug up that sweet ass of hers when my cock wasn’t in it,” Keith said. “And what a sweet ass she has. She told me that you’d never fucked her ass. Well, not only did I take care of that, I broke her in, with a dildo up her pussy at the same time.”


  Noel came, loudly moaning.


  “That’s my good boy,” Keith said. “Make sure my pet comes hard. I told her that from now on, I will make sure she is taken care of like that. If not by me, then by you. Or sometimes both of us. Is that a problem, boy?”


  “No, Sir,” he mumbled into her pussy, his cock aching, straining.


  “I especially own her ass. You don’t get to fuck her ass unless I give you permission. In fact, you don’t get to fuck her, period, without my permission. Although there might be times, like now, that I order you to make her come.”


  He let go of Scott’s hair and walked around to her head. Spreading his legs, he straddled her head, his balls hanging over her mouth. She eagerly started licking and sucking Keith’s balls, even rimming him, it looked like.


  Keith stared into his eyes, a pleased smile on Keith’s face and his cock already hard. “Make her come again,” Keith ordered. “I had her tied to the bed this morning using a vibrator on her while she sucked my balls. I love the way she screams when she comes hard. It feels so fucking good.”


  Scott redoubled his efforts, using two fingers in her pussy as well. Under him, Noel twisted, straining, still moaning until another, louder cry, muffled by Keith’s sac in her mouth, just about made his own cock explode.


  “Yeeesss,” Keith hissed. “Just…like…that.”


  Scott couldn’t help moaning at how hot this was. Noel was obviously enjoying it.


  “Oh, I almost forgot,” Keith said, reaching for the TV remote. He changed it, then grabbed his phone and swiped through to something. On the TV, Noel was tied down, this time to the dining room table.


  Video.


  “I didn’t want you to miss this,” Keith said, getting up and walking around behind him. “So watch while you’re eating my pet out.” Keith dropped to his knees behind Scott and reached around, unfastening his pants and shoving them and his briefs down.


  “Good boy. You did have it in.” Keith pulled the butt plug out and dropped it onto a towel on the floor. Then Scott heard the snick of the top on a bottle of lube being uncapped right before Keith’s thick knob pressed against his ass.


  Keith grabbed his hips. “Don’t stop making my pet come,” he ordered as he sank his cock home balls-deep inside him.


  On the video, Keith was filming himself fucking Noel on the table, narrating what was going on as she got her nipples pierced. The sounds of her coming on the video filled the air as she echoed those sounds in real life.


  Keith leaned in. “She and I have talked. She’s good with a little bedroom humiliation,” he said. “So I hope you are, too. Because there will be times I tie her up and make her beg to be included, and times I’ll make you suffer while I make her head explode.” He took several hard, fast, deep thrusts inside Scott’s ass.


  “Is my poor boy horny?” Keith playfully asked.


  “Yes, Sir,” he mumbled into Noel’s pussy.


  “Good. You’re going to have to earn that orgasm if you want it. Keep licking her. You’ll notice she has a butt plug in right now. If you press on the base, it’ll send her into orbit.”


  Scott did, his attention pulled between the great fucking he was getting, his now dripping, rigid cock, and keeping Noel coming.


  “That’s the sound I love to hear,” Keith said. “She got her ass striped earlier today, just because I wanted to. You should have heard her beg for the caning. I’d kept edging her for an hour, told her if she wanted to come, she’d need to earn it. That good girls beg for canings from their Masters to keep them in line. She’s got some nice stripes on that beautiful ass of hers now.”


  On-screen Noel was now filled with a load of Keith’s cum and obviously enjoying herself.


  “I fucked her good, boy,” Keith rumbled in his ear. “I fucked her like I own her, because I do, just like I own you. And now that I have a new toy, you’re both going to be getting a lot of fuckings and beatings for the next few weeks. Like later, after I get it up again, maybe it’s going to be you tied down, with her on top of you. You’re going to eat her pussy out and make her come nice and hard while I fuck that sweet pussy. And you’ll clean up every last drop of my cum from her when I finish. Then she’ll be allowed to suck you dry.”


  Scott was struggling not to come, Keith’s running, filthy, sexy narrative combined with the fucking, and with what he was doing to Noel, and the video playing.


  “And you were right,” Keith said. “She is good at blowjobs. So good that she’s going to give you lessons on how to blow me. I want you to learn her technique. Lucky you, she’ll be fucking your ass with a strap-on while she’s teaching you.”


  Under him, Noel was writhing on the table, trying to twist away from his persistent mouth despite her bonds, even as she moaned her way through another orgasm.


  “My pet will be sleeping in bed with us every night now,” Keith said. “I’m teaching her the proper positions, too. She’s a very quick student. I think everyone’s going to be happier in this house from now on. She’s not alone anymore, you two can stay together, and I get two pets for the price of one.”


  That thought tipped Keith over the edge, and he grunted, slamming his cock deep into Scott’s ass as he climaxed, filling him, making Scott moan.


  After a moment, Keith pulled out and slapped his ass. “Get naked, untie my pet, get the butt plug out of her, and bring her into the bedroom. And take her blindfold off.” He stood and walked down the hall.


  Hands and legs trembling, Scott climbed to his feet, getting his shoes and socks off so he could remove his pants and briefs. He ripped his shirt off over his head and started untying Noel. When he removed her blindfold, he started to lean in to kiss her, but then Keith called out from the bedroom.


  “I didn’t give you permission to play with my pet. I gave you orders. You better not be messing with her.”


  She laughed as he helped her up off the table. “Let’s not keep Sir waiting.”


  The laughter was a sound he hadn’t heard in…


  Two years. Not like that. Crystal clear, like bells, not muted and forced.


  “Are you okay with this?” he asked.


  In response, she turned, leaned over, and grabbed her ass cheeks, spreading them for him and exposing the base of the butt plug. “Would I be doing this if I wasn’t?”


  


  * * * *


  


  Noel muffled her moan as Scott gently pulled the butt plug from her and tossed it onto the towel with the one Keith had pulled from Scott’s ass. Then they walked down to the master bedroom. They heard Keith washing up in the bathroom. On the bed lay the Hitachi, plugged in and ready, along with a tube of lube.


  “Girl, bend over the bed and let my boy lube your ass again,” Keith called out.


  She did, moaning at the feel of Scott’s fingers working lube up her ass.


  When Keith emerged from the bathroom, he walked over to the bed and sat on the end, next to her. “I just washed up, so you’re going to suck me and get me hard again, girl. Then I’m going to turn you around and you’re going to back your ass onto my cock and beg me to let Scott fuck your pussy.” He reached over and grabbed her collar. “And beg me good, or I won’t let him.”


  He pulled her down between his legs, onto his cock. A quick student with a horny man to teach her, she now knew exactly how to prime his pump. And considering how much they’d already played today, she suspected this would be the last load she’d be able to coax from Keith tonight.


  But maybe he’d let her go after Scott.


  Scott let out a noise from where he stood watching her, his cock hard and a drop of pre-cum leaking from the end.


  Keith grabbed her by the head, firmly, and guided her motions, taking control. “You were so right, boy. She is a better cocksucker than you. Look at her. Look at my beautiful pet sucking my cock. Isn’t she gorgeous?”


  “Yes, Sir,” Scott said.


  Aaand now the sadist was hard. He pulled her off his cock and turned her around, pushing on her back to make her bend over before grabbing her hips. “Boy, lube up my cock.”


  She heard Scott do it, the sound of Keith’s appreciative sounds.


  “Good boy. Now, girl. Beg me to fuck your ass.”


  “Please, Sir. Please shove your cock up your girl’s ass!”


  “Then back up here and sit on my cock, if you want it so badly.”


  He guided her. “Boy, reach between her legs and hold my cock for her.”


  Scott did. And her heart fluttered as she looked up into his blue eyes and saw his gaze focused on her, the sexy smile he wore.


  He blew her a kiss.


  She blew one back.


  Then Keith’s knob pressed against her rim, and instead of taking it easy, she shoved herself back and onto him, hard, moaning, enjoying his hiss of pleasure.


  “Damn, girl,” he said, his fingers digging into her hips. “I didn’t order you to do that but now that you have, I know you’re able to do it more often.” He reached around her, up, cupping her throat and stretching her body out as he pulled her against him.


  “Boy, you want into this pussy?” Keith asked.


  “Yes, Sir.”


  “Girl, you’d better do some begging on his behalf.”


  “Please, Sir. Please let your boy fuck your girl’s pussy!”


  Keith’s mouth was next to her right ear and his breath, warm, washed over her flesh as his voice rumbled. “Tell him who owns you.”


  “Sir owns this girl.”


  “Tell him exactly what I own.”


  “Sir owns this girl’s pussy, ass, mouth, nipples, everything.”


  “That’s right. So, boy. Your turn. Tell me who owns this girl.” Keith’s hand over her throat wasn’t closing in, just warm, gentle pressure reinforcing her role and his.


  She loved it.


  Scott didn’t even need any prompting. “Sir owns his girl, all of her.”


  “Good boy. I think I’ll let you fuck my girl. She’s never had two real cocks inside her before at the same time, but she’s good at taking my cock and a toy at the same time. Put your cock inside her and hold still.”


  She let out a moan as Scott’s cock filled her, stretching her in a way she hadn’t felt with the toys.


  “How’s it feel having boy’s cock in you, too?”


  “Good, Sir. Thank you.”


  “Boy, grab the Hitachi. Girl, you know my rule. Keep your eyes open. Doesn’t matter if it’s me or if it’s boy, if one of us is facing you during sex, you keep your eyes open and watch.”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  She stared into Scott’s eyes and saw the familiar submissive glaze there that he’d had with her…and knew her own gaze had to look pretty similar.


  Scott pressed the Hitachi against her clit.


  “Boy, you’d better not come until I tell you you can,” Keith ordered. “Turn on the Hitachi.” Keith wrapped his other arm around her waist while keeping the hand on her throat. “And scream your head off, girl,” he said before he bit the side of her neck.


  Scott switched on the vibrator and her world exploded. Or maybe it finally came together again. She didn’t know.


  What she knew was as she forced herself to keep her eyes open and look at Scott, he was meeting her gaze, and Keith had his teeth clamped down against her flesh. Pleasure, pain, all of it blended together as Keith growled against her flesh.


  “Oh, look at that,” Keith said. “I can feel you coming. How’s it feel making my pet come with my cock in her ass, boy?”


  “It feels good, Sir,” Scott said, his tone sounding strained.


  “Don’t you dare fucking come, boy. Not yet.”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  Helpless, she laid there, pinned between the men, impaled on their cocks with wave after wave of pleasure spinning through her. She didn’t know for how long until Keith finally spoke up. “Okay, boy,” he said, now sounding hoarse himself. “Fuck my girl and come. Fuck her nice and hard.”


  Scott kept the vibrator pressed against her clit as he fucked her, keeping her coming. It didn’t take him but a few hard strokes before he was climaxing.


  Keith reached for the vibrator, kept it pressed against her clit. “Don’t take all day, boy. Finish up and then get on your knees and clean my pet up.”


  “May I kiss your girl first, Sir?” he asked.


  Keith chuckled, “Yes, you may kiss her.”


  Scott grinned as he leaned in and kissed her, hard, deep, pressing the vibrator against her body even more.


  “Thank you, Sir,” Scott said as he straightened and withdrew. “Thank you for letting me fuck your girl and kiss her.”


  “You may always kiss my girl without my permission, unless I tell you you can’t,” Keith said. “Now on your knees.”


  She let out another moan as she felt Scott’s tongue slide inside her, accompanied by satisfied noises she suspected were from Scott tonguing Keith’s balls, too. After a couple of minutes, Keith turned off the vibrator and dropped it onto the bed, rolling over with her under him. He fucked her, hard and fast, her nipples sore where the new rings rubbed against the sheets.


  She didn’t care. The feel of his weight pressing her to the bed, his cock inside her, it felt right. Perfect.


  He reached up and grabbed her hands, lacing fingers with her and squeezing as he climaxed and filled her ass.


  Laying there, catching his breath, he finally kissed the back of her neck. When he next spoke, he sounded like Keith, not Sir. “Let’s all go grab a shower and talk.”


  


  * * * *


  


  If Scott died right then, life couldn’t be any more perfect. As he followed Keith and Noel into the shower, he realized his dreams had come true.


  In the shower, Keith pulled him in for a long, deep, loving kiss. “You all right?”


  “I love you, Sir,” he said.


  Keith smiled. “Let’s talk as equals. And I love you, too.” Keith pulled Noel in for a kiss. “Obviously, you two aren’t getting divorced. Not if I have anything to say about it. But Noel has something to talk to you about.”


  He focused on her and realized she was now blushing.


  Hell, she’d been speared by both their cocks and hadn’t been the slightest bit embarrassed.


  She finally spoke. “I want to have a baby,” she said, looking back up to meet his gaze. “I told Keith I don’t care which of you is the father.”


  Scott realized what she was saying. “A baby?”


  “Yeah.” The pink in her cheeks deepened. “Keith was mindfucking me, talking about you two breeding me, and he realized it made me horny. I want to have a baby, Scott. You know I have.”


  Keith interjected. “We’ll wait, obviously. Make sure we settle into this new dynamic okay first. But I think once we’ve been together for a year, if we’re all in agreement, then we can make that happen for Noel.”


  Scott nodded. “Yeah. I’d like that.” He looked at her. “I love you, sweetheart. Thank you.”


  She smiled. “I love you, too. I should be thanking you.” She reached out and poked him in the chest. “Went through two years of stuff before we got to this point, though, so I’m thinking I’m going to enjoy watching him beat your ass.”


  “Here’s the rules she agreed to,” Keith said, filling Scott in. Pretty much the same rules he’d agreed to.


  He couldn’t help staring at her nipple rings. Keith really owned her, the way he owned him.


  They wouldn’t have to get divorced.


  He could have both of them, keep her happy, keep Keith happy, live like this.


  “We’ll give this two months,” Keith said. “Then we’ll have our collaring at the club. After that, at the one-year anniversary of her becoming my pet, we’ll talk again about having a baby. Are you good with that?”


  Scott grinned. “Yeah. Real good.”


  Keith kept his arms around both of them. “I will probably have more rules for you both once we settle in, kinky stuff.” He chuckled. “More for my amusement than anything. But when it comes to money and other things like that, even though I’m your Master and Owner, to both of you, we discuss that, and other important life decisions like having children, as equals. Got it?”


  “Got it,” Noel said.


  She not only sounded happier than she had in the past couple of years, she looked happier, too.


  “Got it,” Scott said.


  Keith nodded. “Good. Then let’s get cleaned up and snuggle. I’m exhausted. She’s fucked me ragged the past couple of days.”


  Chapter Twenty-One


  


  They’d been ensconced in their new world order for nearly four weeks when Noel finally started getting jittery. When she tried to talk to Eliza about it, Eliza stopped her before she got too far.


  “We need to bring in some experts.”


  “Experts?”


  “I’m not poly. I mean, I understand poly in theory, but I’m not poly.”


  “I don’t want to go to a counselor.”


  “Not a counselor. If I get some people together, will you talk with them?”


  “Who?”


  “Friends of mine. I have access to some experts in the field.”


  Despite her misgivings, Noel knew she needed to do something. “Okay,” she said. “I guess.”


  “Good. I’ll pick you up tomorrow afternoon and we’ll go meet with them.”


  Which is why Noel was now sitting in Eliza’s car with her outside a restaurant in Sarasota on a Sunday afternoon. Keith and Scott were at home having a little alone time, which was only fair. It’d felt more like the Keith and Noel show for the majority of the past few weeks.


  She’d actually felt a little guilty about that. Not that it could be helped because of Scott’s work schedule. And she and Keith worked together, now rode into work together every day.


  “So why am I here, exactly?” Noel asked Eliza.


  “You’re here to talk to some friends,” she said as she shut the car off and looked at Noel. “People who have practical experience in the matters which are troubling you most.”


  “I’m not comfortable talking about my personal life with strangers.”


  “For starters, they’re not strangers. Secondly, I know them. And you’ve even met some of them, I think. Third, you have a better idea than what I’m putting forth?”


  No, she didn’t.


  With a resigned sigh, Noel unfastened her seat belt and followed Eliza into the restaurant.


  They were expected, and the last ones to arrive, apparently. The hostess led them to a table in the far corner where several other women were already seated. Yes, she knew Tilly and Loren, and sort of knew Essie and Cali. The other woman, she thought her name was Clarisse, but she wasn’t sure.


  Eliza quickly confirmed that with the introductions as they sat, Eliza on Noel’s left, Tilly on her right. Once the waitress took their drink orders and left them alone, Eliza started.


  “I appreciate you all coming out today,” Eliza said. “I know I was sort of circumspect on the phone, but the story isn’t all mine to tell. It’s Noel’s. And she could really use either the combined strong shoulders of all of you, tapping into your wisdom, or both.”


  Noel felt her face redden, now being the center of attention. Which she knew was stupider than hell, because she’d been used to being in front of a class full of fifth graders every day.


  Adults should be a piece of cake.


  Unfortunately, it wasn’t.


  “I have a…situation,” she finally started, feeling lame and lost as she said it.”


  “You can go with the tl;dr version, if you want,” Tilly said. “Then backtrack. Sometimes, that’s easier.”


  Noel took a deep breath. “My husband told me a couple of years ago he thought he was gay, maybe bi. This was after eight years of marriage. We tried me being his Domme and that hasn’t been working for me. Or for him, really. He said he didn’t want to get divorced, and neither did I, so I let him go out. He met someone, Keith, who’s now living with us. And…” Here was where it got harder to admit. “He’s now apparently my Dom, too.”


  “Apparently?” Tilly asked.


  “He is.”


  Loren looked a little confused. “He’s gay? The other guy?”


  Tilly snorted. “So was Lan,” she said. “He’s homoflexible. Straight-for-me.” She turned to Noel. “The problem is…what?”


  “The problem is that I don’t know what to do with this.”


  “Do you like the guy?” Tilly asked. “I mean, I hope you like him if you agreed to let him be your Dom.”


  “Yeah,” she quietly said. “I think I’m actually in love with him.”


  “I still don’t see the problem.”


  “Tilly,” Loren scolded her from across the table. “Let her talk.”


  Tilly threw up her hands in frustration. “I’m just sayin’.”


  “Is it the issue of poly you’re having problems with?” Clarisse asked.


  “I don’t know,” Noel said. “It’s…odd. All those years together, I wanted Scott to take charge more. Now Keith is definitely taking charge, and I like it, but…”


  Everyone stared at her, apparently waiting for her to continue.


  “What do I do now?”


  “Enjoy life?” Tilly suggested. Loren sent her a glare.


  “What I’ve found,” Clarisse said, “in our situation, is that we do a lot of talking. I mean a lot. We don’t have to do as much now, obviously, since we’ve been together a few years and our focus is on our kids as much as it is on our dynamic. But even though I’m Sully’s wife, I’m his slave first and foremost, in my mind and in my heart. And so is Mac. And Mac was there first, but I don’t feel like I’m loved any less for that. We just sort of mesh together.”


  “How do I explain this to my parents?” Noel asked.


  Clarisse shrugged. “You don’t. It’s none of their business.”


  “What if they want to come down and visit?”


  Eliza snorted. “Honey, when was the last time they came down here to visit you?”


  Never was that answer, but Noel didn’t have time to say it.


  “There are a lot of nice hotels in the Sarasota area,” Loren said.


  “Or, you just tell them,” Essie said. “We told my mom. And we have a baby, the four of us. It was a little uncomfortable having that talk with her at first, but we only had to have it one time. All she cared about was I was happy and safe, and once I assured her of that, she let the rest go.”


  Noel snorted. “Oh, my parents will have an unholy cow if I tell them what’s going on.”


  “So?” Cali asked. “They live out of state, right?”


  “Yeah. Indiana.”


  “Okay then,” Cali said. “It’s not like they live next door. Don’t tell them.”


  “This all happened so fast, I really don’t understand it,” Noel admitted. “I mean, Keith lived with us for several weeks. Well, lived with Scott. The three of us were in the same house. And then when the storm came through and Scott had to work an emergency shift, we were alone there, Keith and I. And things just sort of…bubbled over.”


  “Bubbled over how?” Loren asked.


  Noel glanced around. “By the end of the first day, I had pierced nipples and had agreed to be his slave.”


  Tilly’s eyes widened. “Wow. Okay, that’s the deep end of the pool—”


  “Tilly!” Loren scolded.


  “Seriously?” Tilly shot back. “One freaking day? I am sooo not out of line here on this one. Even Landry would agree with me.”


  “So says the woman who married a guy she’d just met after, what, four days?” Loren drawled.


  “Hey, that was a business arrangement that worked out well for everyone.”


  “I know it was fast,” Noel said. “But it was like he read my mind. It was such a relief not to have to try to be…dominant anymore. It was like a weight rolled off me. And the sex was hot.”


  “And are you enjoying it now, still?” Tilly asked.


  “Yeah.”


  “Well, there you go,” Tilly said. “Hot sex, hot Dom, hot damn. Enjoy.”


  “You are not required,” Essie said, “to do or be anything other than who or what you want to be. Forgetting any preconceived expectations you have for yourself or them. If this new dynamic is working for all three of you? Great. You’re all consenting adults. Enjoy it.”


  “Does Keith want you and Scott to get divorced?” Loren asked.


  “No. He said he doesn’t want that. That he wanted to do whatever it took to keep me and Scott together.”


  “Again,” Tilly said, “not seeing the problem here.”


  “Does it bother you,” Loren started, ignoring Tilly, “to watch them together?”


  She had to think about that one. “Not really. Not now. It sort of did before, in the beginning, but they were trying to be considerate about it. We all sleep in the same bed and…well, we’re a ménage. I’m almost worried about Scott becoming a little jealous because I get more time with Keith now than he does. We work at the same place and drive to work together almost every day. We get to see each other during the day, even just a little bit. Sometimes Scott works long shifts, or night shifts, depending on the rotation. Sometimes he’s got to work at night and we’re gone during the day.”


  “That’s something you’ll have to work on,” Cali said. “It’s not so bad with the three of you sharing a bed. At least that’s equal footing.”


  “So there’s nothing…bad about what we’re doing?” Noel asked.


  All the women shook their heads.


  “Honey,” Essie said, “if you’re okay with it, and they’re okay with it, then it’s okay. Sure there will be small-minded pinheads out there who don’t agree with it. You know what? Fuck ’em. They don’t matter. The only thing that matters is you and them and your happiness, all three of you.”


  “That sounds too easy.”


  “That’s because people try to complicate poly,” Tilly said, “and end up fucking it up as a result. Jealousy is the big one. I’ll admit I was jealous of Cris a few times when Landry first came into my life and brought Cris with him. But I worked through it. Worked past it. I had to work on my relationship with Cris, which, of course, came with a metric shit-ton of emotional baggage. Once we got through that, it’s been smooth sailing. Screw what anyone else thinks. Are you looking to us for approval?”


  “I don’t know what I’m looking for,” Noel admitted.


  “Then rest assured,” Essie said, “that you don’t need to explain yourselves to anyone. Enjoy each other, love each other, and let the rest of the world fuck itself.”


  “Isn’t that what I just said?” Tilly asked.


  


  * * * *


  


  Three hours later, as Eliza walked Noel back to the car after bidding the other women good-bye, Noel felt a little more relieved, but still emotionally upended.


  “What if I’ve made a huge mistake?” she asked Eliza as her friend backed out of the parking spot. “What if I’ve done something horrible?”


  “By what, loving two men? Your family’s already a bunch of assholes. So what difference, seriously, does it make?”


  “None, I guess.”


  “Exactly. The only people who matter are you guys, that you’re all happy. If you’re happy, and it’s working for you, who cares if it’s ‘normal’ or not? Normal is a dryer setting. Nothing more.”


  “I don’t know what’s normal anymore. For the past two years, my life’s been anything but.”


  “And were you happy then?”


  “No. Not really. I was happy before all this came to light.”


  “And are you happier now?”


  “Yeah,” she admitted after a long moment of contemplation.


  “Well? Okay, then. Choose to be happy. Don’t choose to sit there and wallow in some imaginary emo swamp when you don’t have to.”


  “Imaginary emo swamp?”


  “Just work with me, m’kay? You know dang well what I’m trying to say.”


  Noel tipped her a salute from her temple.


  “Smart-ass. Remind me to ask your Dom to beat your ass next time I see him.”


  “So you really think I’m doing the right thing here?”


  “Kvetching and needlessly rending your soul over it? No. Enjoying and living your life? Yes.”


  “Why do you make it sound so easy?”


  “Why are you insisting on complicating it?”


  Noel didn’t have an answer for that. Compared to the past two years, including the last few months leading up to the seismic shift in their situation, it felt like she’d upshifted and was now freewheeling downhill instead of struggling to get the transmission engaged.


  It was difficult to relax when it felt like it was supposed to be difficult.


  “I don’t know. It just seems like after everything I’ve been through, it shouldn’t be this easy.”


  “Maybe that’s because you’ve already gone through the hard part and this is the reward.”


  Chapter Twenty-Two


  


  Keith hadn’t revealed to the two of them what he’d planned for their collaring ceremony. He wanted it to be a surprise, and had taken charge of the whole thing.


  Even Tilly and Loren had been sworn to secrecy.


  Late that Saturday morning, Noel awoke to Keith deeply kissing her. When she looked, she spotted Scott sucking the man’s cock.


  Keith smiled down at her. “It’s the big day. Any second thoughts?”


  She reached down to stroke Scott’s head while reaching up to touch Keith’s stubbly cheek. “No, Sir. No second thoughts.”


  “Good.” He grabbed Scott’s head, holding his cock deep inside Scott’s mouth as Keith’s orgasm hit him, making him groan. Then he pulled Scott off his cock and pushed his head toward her pussy. “Make her come, then you may fuck her.”


  Keith pinned her wrists over her head, staring down into her eyes as Scott dove between her legs and went to town.


  Keith grinned, transferring her wrists to one hand while reaching down to lightly tug on her nipple rings, back and forth, triggering her first orgasm.


  “Such a good girl,” he whispered. “I’ve trained you well, haven’t I?”


  “Yes, Sir.”


  Scott climbed on top of her and started fucking her, hard, fast, deep, all the while with Keith still holding her wrists and playing with her nipples. She knew Scott wouldn’t take long to get off as obviously horny as he was, and wondered how long the men had been awake with Keith tormenting him before she finally opened her eyes.


  As soon as Scott had climaxed, Keith snapped his fingers and pointed.


  Scott pulled out and dove between her legs again, ever the good boy, cleaning her up and drawing one more orgasm out of her before he finished.


  Keith smiled as he watched them together. “This is better than TV. Why are we even paying for cable?”


  “For the Internet service,” she gasped.


  “Ah. True.” He cupped his free hand over her throat, staring down into her eyes as Scott the overachiever started driving her toward yet another orgasm. “We do need that.” His intense gaze bore down into hers and for a moment she wondered if she’d ever be able to remember a time when Keith wasn’t part of their lives.


  Not that she wanted to.


  He’d become the center of her world in a way she’d never imagined possible, even more than Scott. Not that she didn’t still love Scott, because she did. More now than ever before.


  But Keith was their glue. He made everything better, his presence in their lives.


  His ownership of them.


  The missing piece she and Scott had both needed without knowing it.


  After a shower and brunch, Keith led them back to the bedroom and pulled out the outfits he wanted them to wear today. Then he hooked a finger through each of their collars and pulled them in for kisses. “Any second thoughts?”


  Scott and Noel smiled at each other. “Nope,” they echoed.


  Nerves filled Noel as Keith drove them first to a place she’d never been before.


  As Keith pulled into a parking space in front of the tattoo shop that also had a sign for a piercer, he glanced into the rearview mirror. “Again, last chance to back out.”


  She shook her head. “Not backing out, Sir.” He’d surprised her by this, because he hadn’t mentioned this part of the plan to her or Scott.


  Who looked equally startled, but also wasn’t backing out.


  They had an appointment, apparently, and were sent right back.


  It was the same man who’d done both their nipples, and he greeted Keith with a handshake.


  “Is everything ready?” Keith asked.


  “Yep. Just like you asked for.”


  Inside the room, with the door closed behind them, Keith snapped his fingers at Scott. “Pants down, and up on the table.”


  He’d ordered Scott to wear boxers instead of briefs today.


  Now, Noel understood why.


  She gulped a little when she realized what that meant.


  But Scott didn’t hesitate, even when the piercer had him sign the forms and showed him the needle and the captive bead ring that would be his new Prince Albert piercing.


  Through the end of his cock.


  Keith wore a decidedly evil grin as he grabbed a fistful of Scott’s hair and tipped his head back. “Who’s my good boy and is going to get pierced for me?”


  “Me, Sir,” Scott whispered.


  Even Noel was getting wet from Keith’s tone of voice.


  Keith crushed his lips down on top of Scott’s, swallowing the man’s yelp of pain as the piercer did what he needed to do.


  Five minutes later, Scott was shakily getting to his feet and gingerly pulling up his boxers and pants.


  Then Keith looked at her. “Panties off, girl.”


  Without argument, she did, getting up on the table. After signing the forms, Keith pulled her dress up and had her lay back, his hands pinning hers over her head, staring down at her from where he stood at the head of the table.


  “Who’s my good girl and is going to get pierced for me?”


  “Me, Sir,” she whispered.


  She winced as the piercer swabbed antiseptic over her clit.


  Keith grinned. “This is going to hurt. But when it’s over, and once it’s healed, guess what? It’s going to feel fucking amazing.” He leaned in, kissing her, distracting her so much that when the piercer prepared and made the actual pierce, she screamed into Keith’s mouth, not so much from pain but from shock and the locale.


  Although yeah, it did fucking hurt. At least the pain started fading almost immediately, unlike her nipples, which had painfully ached for a week before she could tolerate the men even touching them.


  Keith chuckled, finally raising his head and grinning down at her. “Oooh, baby. Now you both really match. And I’m so fucking hard, you are both going to get a load in your asses later tonight when we get home.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Their next stop was Venture. And when Keith led them inside, Tilly greeted them with hugs. “You damn sadist,” she chided Keith. You got them pierced where we couldn’t see.”


  “Yeah, well, he was too busy to leave the shop, and I didn’t want to reschedule the collaring.”


  Her clit still throbbed, but it’d already changed to an ooh, goody kind of throbbing.


  Or maybe it was just because Keith had trained both of them so well to get aroused by pain, always following it with a reward later.


  She wasn’t exactly sure how Scott would get his reward based on the piercing, but maybe she could at least get one.


  Their friends were in attendance, and as Loren called for everyone’s attention, Keith led Noel and Scott to the front of the room, where a matching set of pillows had been placed.


  He pointed at both of them, and at the pillows.


  They immediately sank to their knees on the pillows as Keith moved to stand between them.


  Loren started. “Well, folks, this is a new one, even by our standards. I know many of you met Scott and Noel when they first started their journey into the kinky lifestyle, and yes, this is as confusing as it looks. Gilo, what say ye?”


  “I got nothing,” he called out from the back of the room. “I thought me and Abbey had the market cornered on confusing you all.”


  “Yeah,” Tilly called out from where she stood behind Loren, “well, you’ve lost that title, dude.”


  “Dammit,” Gilo muttered.


  The room erupted into titters of laughter that quickly settled.


  Loren continued. “Keith comes before everyone today and wishes to publicly claim his two slaves. To publicly state his feelings in the only quasi-official way he can.”


  He turned and faced the room. “Some of you, I’ve known a long time, since I first came out and moved to Florida. Some not quite as long, from when I first started my kinky journey, and some of you I’ve only recently met. If you’d told me this was where I’d be today, and what I’d be doing, I’d have told you you were crazy.”


  He put his hands on Scott and Noel’s heads. “I’m blessed with not one, but two people who love me, who love each other, and with whom I’ve found peace and happiness that I never dreamed possible. I trust them, I love them, and I’ve sworn to protect and care for them.”


  He turned to Scott. “Boy, today I want to publicly collar you as mine. This means even though you are married to her, you are owned by me, and first and foremost you belong to me. Is this what you want?”


  “Yes, Sir. I want to be yours.”


  Tilly stepped forward and held something out. Noel realized it was a ring box.


  Keith reached down and removed the wedding ring from Scott’s left hand and transferred it to his right ring finger. Then he slipped the ring he took from the ring box onto Scott’s left ring finger.


  “From this day forward, unless you ask me to uncollar you, you belong to me. Do you accept this of your own free will?”


  “Yes, Sir, I do.”


  Keith leaned in and kissed him, long and deeply.


  Then he turned to Noel.


  He stared down at her, sending her nerves fluttering. No matter what, that look always made her horny, wet, and feel like she was a feather facing down a hurricane.


  And she loved it.


  “Girl, today I’m going to publicly collar you as mine. As with him, even though you’re married to him, you are owned by me, and first and foremost you belong to me. Is this what you want?”


  She nodded. “Yes, Sir. I want to be yours.”


  Her heart pounded as he slid her wedding and engagement rings off her left ring finger and transferred them to her right hand. Then he slipped his band onto her finger.


  “From this day forward,” he said, “unless you ask me to uncollar you, you belong to me. Do you accept this of your own free will?”


  She nodded, struggling not to cry happy tears. “Yes, Sir, I do.”


  He leaned in and kissed her, slowly, sweetly.


  Then he held out his hands to them both and helped them to their feet.


  Apparently, there was one more thing.


  He opened the ring box again. Inside, one more band, one that matched theirs. “If you are certain this is what you want, the two of you take that band and put it on my finger. Because even though I own you both, I also belong to you. My heart, my love, my protection, my trust, my life.”


  Okay, now Noel’s eyes teared up. She and Scott, together, reached in and withdrew the band. They each held his hand up while sliding the band onto his ring finger.


  Behind them, Loren spoke up. “Okay, I now pronounce you Master and slaves. You may kiss your property.”


  Keith grinned, reached out and grabbed a fistful of hair on each of them, and drew them in. “Love you both, my sweet pets.”


  He kissed Noel, then Scott.


  “Love you, too, Sir,” they echoed.


  “You guys have made me the happiest I think I’ve ever been in my life.”


  Noel smiled up into his mocha gaze. “That makes two of us.”


  “Three,” Scott said. “And if you think we’re letting you get away from us, think again.”


  “What he said,” she joked.


  Loren hugged all three of them. “Congratulations. You all accomplished something no one’s ever managed to do before.”


  “What’s that?” Keith asked.


  Tilly snorted. “You put Gilo at a loss for words.”


  Chapter Twenty-Three


  


  Two weeks after their collaring, the first test of their new formal dynamic hit.


  They were awakened by Noel receiving an early morning call from her mother that Noel’s father was being taken to the hospital via ambulance for what appeared to be a heart attack. Less than an hour later he was in surgery, and Keith was already on the computer, checking flights for the three of them and arranging for a rental car.


  Noel asked that Keith go with them.


  He couldn’t deny her, especially when he could tell how shaken up she was by this. Considering what she’d told him about her family it likely wasn’t the greatest idea in the world, but his main concern was Noel and her well-being, not a bunch of conservative pricks he couldn’t give a shit about.


  It was a blustery early fall day in Indiana, and late in the evening when they arrived at the hospital and found their way to the waiting area at the cardiac ICU where her father was now recovering. Noel’s mother and siblings, as well as some other family members, were gathered there. When they entered, Keith faded back, letting Scott stay close to Noel as she tearfully greeted her family and received the latest update.


  Her father’s condition was critical, and the prognosis was uncertain at that time.


  Keith had instructed them to introduce him as a friend from there in Indiana, who’d picked them up at the airport and was letting them stay with him. That whatever lies they needed to tell to keep the peace were fine. He didn’t want their relationship to cause a distraction from the main issue or create drama. He’d tried to remain downstairs in the main waiting area, but Noel had tearfully begged him to come upstairs with them and he found he couldn’t refuse her.


  Unfortunately, his two headstrong pets didn’t follow instructions very well. He’d quietly taken a seat near the doorway after giving silent head nods to everyone without him having actually been introduced. He’d hoped his presence would go mostly unnoticed.


  It didn’t take Noel’s mother longer than thirty seconds to start taking thinly veiled potshots at her for not living closer, despite the fact that two of her siblings had also flown in from out-of-state. Her siblings, of course, piled on.


  He listened quietly, the magazine he’d picked up going unread even though he slowly flipped through the pages as if he was. Instead, his attention was on Noel, on Scott, on fighting the urge to tell the self-righteous prigs to quit picking on them.


  Then, out of the corner of his eye, he watched Noel as she looked around, her focus falling squarely on him. He didn’t look up to meet her gaze. He knew if he did he would likely insert himself into the situation and make a mess of things. These were the two people he loved being poorly treated, and he knew he couldn’t just take care of it without leaving a lot of emotional carnage behind.


  “How long are you going to be able to stay?” her mother asked. “Did the school give you time off paid or unpaid?”


  “I’m not teaching anymore.”


  Oh, shit. Keith winced. One of their rules was no lying. But that was between the three of them. He’d specifically told Noel and Scott to say whatever was necessary to keep the peace, including lying about her job, if necessary.


  “What do you mean you’re not teaching?” her mother demanded. “Since when? What are you doing now?”


  “Keith got me a job working at the marina. I love it there.”


  He hoped his groan was silent, not out loud. Yes, Noel loved working at the marina. She was also loved by the owner, who had given her free rein to redo all their office procedures. As a result, the place ran like a well-oiled vibrator, far better than it had since Maria was there.


  “Keith? Who’s he?” He felt every eye swivel onto him and he risked glancing around.


  So much for me being a friend from Indiana.


  “He’s our partner,” Scott said.


  Keith softly sighed in resignation, closed the magazine, and set it aside before standing up as her mother made a noise.


  “Your partner?” she asked.


  Obviously, staying out of it was no longer an option. “Hi,” he said. “Keith Knepp.”


  “Who the hell are you?” one of the brothers asked.


  Keith stared him down, the guy taking a step back after a moment. “Like Scott said, I’m their partner.”


  He’d drawn close enough that Noel was able to snag his arm. She pulled him up against her. “He’s with us. We’re a family.”


  Every voice in the waiting room fell silent, both Noel’s clan and others who were now more interested in watching this drama play out than focusing on their own loved ones’ troubles.


  “This isn’t some twisted sex thing, is it?” the youngest sister asked.


  “How would you know?” Noel shot back, an uncharacteristic steel edge to her tone. “Your metrosexual hubby’s probably got a few kinks in his own closet he hasn’t fessed up to, and everyone in this family knows it.”


  Oh, holy shit.


  Scott tried to rein her in, bless his heart. “Honey, this isn’t the time to discuss—”


  “No, fuck this shit, it totally is.” She took in all her family. “You all have picked on me for as long as I can remember. I was never good enough for any of you. I spent a lot of years worrying about how to make all of you happy, to make you like me, and I’m done. I’m happy, I’m in love, I’m loving my life for the first time in I don’t know how long, so back the fuck off!”


  If it’d been quiet in the waiting room before, it was tomb-dead silent now. A nurse sitting at a desk behind a sliding window to the side of the ICU door looked up from her computer.


  Noel wasn’t finished venting her pent-up emotions. “I’m only here for my father. I love him, but he wasn’t any better than the rest of you have been to me. So here’s the truth—I’m married to Scott and I’m in love with him, and we both are in love with Keith, and he’s in love with us. Deal with it. We’re adults and we’ll do what we want. My relationship isn’t up for discussion. Now I’m going to go in there and see my father. When I come back out, if you want me to leave, I will. But I’ll be damned if I’ll sneak out of here like I’ve done anything wrong.”


  She spun on her heel and stormed toward the door. She spoke with the nurse at the desk and was buzzed through, the doors swinging shut behind her.


  Meanwhile, Scott had—likely unconsciously—sidled closer to Keith as the entire family turned on the two of them.


  Okay, enough’s enough.


  He edged between Scott and Noel’s mother. “Mrs. Jameson,” he quietly said, “I apologize for Noel’s outburst. She’s very upset, obviously.”


  But Noel’s mom stepped to the side and focused on Scott as if Keith wasn’t even there. “She said you both are in love with this guy. This is your doing, isn’t it? I knew you were wrong for her from the moment I first met you. Even my husband has always hated you, but I tried to keep the peace. I tried to—”


  “Enough,” Keith firmly said, taking charge and dropping into full-on Dom mode. Obviously, tact and diplomacy weren’t going to work in this situation.


  Not after Hurricane Noel dropped a whirling shit-bomb of truth right into the middle of the spinning turbine of stress and drama.


  “I’m not asking you to like or approve of our living arrangement, Mrs. Jameson,” Keith said as he edged between her and Scott again. “And I wish that our meeting had been under better circumstances. Honestly? I thought Noel and Scott were exaggerating the dysfunction in this family. I can see that they weren’t.”


  Now the woman looked huffy. “Dysfunction? There is nothing dysfunctional about this family! Noel has always been high-strung and difficult, all her life. Insisting on being contrary and nonconformist just to cause trouble. I should have known she’d do something stupid like this. She was never easy like the rest of my chil—”


  Keith held up his palm. “Stop. Right now. You’re done.” When one of the brothers tried to step forward and intercede, Keith turned his palm toward him and closed his thumb and fingers together in a universal shut-up gesture without taking his focus off Noel’s mom.


  “Once Noel’s done,” Keith said, “we’ll leave and go back to the hotel for the night. We’ll return tomorrow and check on her father. Either you pull your heads out of your asses and play nice and put aside whatever petty, stupid family squabbles you’re going to use Noel as the scapegoat for, or we’ll take her back home to Florida.” He’d actually booked the trip for them to be up here a week, so he’d have to change the flight.


  But he wouldn’t tell her family that.


  One of the sisters looked a little conflicted. “Mom, he’s right. This is about Dad, not about—”


  The other brother reached out and grabbed her shoulder, scowling at her.


  The sister’s face reddened, but she went silent.


  “Oh. I see how it is,” Keith said. “Rule by dictatorship instead of honest, adult relationships based on mutual respect and understanding. Gotcha. That’s your definition of a ‘functional’ family.”


  “How dare you!” her mom said. “You don’t know us at all.”


  “Exactly. I can tell I don’t want to know you, either. Not if you’ll treat Noel and Scott this poorly during a situation as grave as this.”


  An announcement went off over the loudspeaker, a code blue page. Ten seconds later, two doctors bolted through the waiting room and were immediately buzzed through the ICU doors.


  Everyone fell silent. Scott felt for Keith’s hand, Keith taking and squeezing it.


  Noel didn’t return.


  Thirty minutes later, Noel, with a nurse helping her walk and led by a doctor in scrubs, emerged from the ICU.


  “Mrs. Jameson?” the doctor asked.


  Noel’s mom covered her mouth with her hands.


  Keith and Scott went to flank Noel, taking over from the nurse, who appeared to actually be holding her up, not just helping her walk.


  From the look on Noel’s face, Keith immediately knew what had happened. He didn’t even need to ask.


  She softly wept against them as the doctor ushered the family into a conference room just off the waiting room to break the news.


  Keith ignored everything except Noel and Scott.


  They were his focus, his priority.


  The other siblings and their spouses comforted her mother and each other as the doctor explained what happened.


  “I want to see him,” her mother demanded. “Take me to my husband.”


  The doctor escorted her out while the nurse stayed behind. Keith heard her say, “We’ve called the hospital chaplain for you.”


  “I want to go,” Noel quietly said to Keith. “I want to leave now.”


  Keith exchanged a glance with Scott, who looked as heartbroken as Keith now felt.


  “Honey,” Scott said, “we can’t leave right now. We have to—”


  “I want to go. I don’t have any reason to be here,” she said, pulling away from them and wobbling to her feet. “This isn’t my family anymore. I kept hoping they’d change, but they haven’t. I’ve changed. I’m happy now. I’m done.” She headed for the conference room door on unsteady legs.


  Scott looked to him for confirmation. Keith shrugged and rose to his feet, quietly following Noel, catching up with her and opening the door for her as Scott slipped an arm around her waist.


  Downstairs in the car, she had her meltdown, sobbing between the two men in the backseat as they sat there with her between them.


  “He opened his eyes and looked at me,” she whispered. “The nurse who took me back there told me he was sedated, but he opened his eyes when I talked to him. I said, ‘Hi, Daddy. I love you.’ And he opened his eyes and looked at me. Then they closed again and alarms went off and I sort of got shoved out of the way and then there were all these doctors and nurses working on him.”


  Keith had his arms both around her and Scott, Noel pressed against his chest and Scott holding her from behind. “Honey, we can’t leave things like this,” Keith said. “That’s your mom, your family. There’s going to be a funeral. I’ll sit out in the car while you and Scott go to it and—”


  “No,” she said, shaking her head. “I don’t want to go. I don’t want to look at them.”


  He tried again. “If you leave things like this, there’s a chance you’ll never be able to fix them. I speak from experience.”


  “There isn’t anything to fix. The problem is for years I thought there was. I thought if I tried hard enough, they’d like me and accept me, but the truth is they won’t. I don’t know what was so different about me that they couldn’t in the first place. I got decent grades, but I was always different than my brothers and sisters. I liked to read all the time, fiction. I was a dreamer. I was liberal. They never really accepted me once I was old enough to form my own opinions and then defend them without backing down. I’m done beating my head against that wall.”


  “Hold on,” Scott quietly said.


  He slipped out of the car, closed the door, and then Keith watched him take his cell phone out of his pocket and make a call. While Keith continued to soothe Noel, Scott walked away from the car. In the glow from the parking lot security lights, Keith could see Scott talking to someone, running a hand through his hair, staring down at the ground as he paced slow, small circles. Ten minutes later, he nodded, ended the call, and rejoined them.


  “We’ll fly into Grand Rapids tomorrow,” Scott said. “I told my parents we’d call them as and give them an ETA as soon as we change the flights. We don’t have to get a hotel room. They said we’re welcome to stay with them.”


  “We?” Keith asked.


  Scott nodded. “All three of us.”


  


  * * * *


  


  It was late in the afternoon when Keith finally pulled their rental car into the Gilroys’ driveway. Mike and Danica Gilroy stepped outside before they’d even emerged from the car. As soon as Noel spotted Danica, the woman held her arms open to Noel and Noel ran to her, crying. Danica shuttled her into the house.


  Mike Gilroy looked somber as he walked over to Keith and Scott, who were getting their bags out of the trunk. “You must be Keith. Sorry this meeting had to be under such depressing circumstances.”


  He stuck out a hand to Keith.


  Keith shook with him but glanced at Scott.


  “I told him on the phone last night,” Scott said. “I told them everything. Well, the short version.”


  “I’m still confused,” Mike said after hugging Scott, “but he said you three would give us the long version. I think it’s more important to take care of Noel right now. I never did have much use for that bunch of assholes she’s genetically related to.” He looked at Scott. “Didn’t I tell you that then?”


  “Yes, Dad. You did.”


  “What?” Keith asked.


  Scott smirked. “Dad told me Noel was welcomed into our family, but if I ever tried to force the rest of those jerks on him he’d disown me.”


  “Mr. Gilroy,” Keith said, “I think you and I will get along just fine.”


  The older man smiled. “I think you’re right. Call me Mike. Or call me Dad. I don’t care. Either’s fine.”


  Keith felt peace settle around him. “Thank you, Dad. I appreciate that.”


  


  * * * *


  


  If it’d been the plot of a clichéd romance novel, the contrast in the two families couldn’t have been more blatantly different. It was obvious that the Gilroys didn’t understand why Scott and Noel had opened their marriage, and the three of them avoided the topic of BDSM while Scott admitted he thought he was gay, but they were withholding judgment.


  Noel had curled up on the couch, her head in Danica’s lap as the woman stroked her hair while the three men sat around the coffee table.


  “If you three are happy,” Danica said, “then that’s what matters. I’m sorry you’re going through such a rough time now.”


  “We are going to ask for one concession,” Mike said.


  “What’s that?” Scott asked.


  Keith was expecting a request for them not to have sex under their roof, or to have separate bedrooms for himself from Scott and Noel, which he would have honored.


  But he was pleasantly surprised.


  “Let’s not tell your grandparents about any of this,” Mike said. “As far as they need to know, Keith’s a friend of yours.”


  Keith relaxed. “Agreed,” he said before Scott or Noel could rebel.


  Hell, the two of them still owed him twenty cane strokes each for blurting out the truth in the hospital, but that was something he’d collect later, after they’d returned home and talked about it first.


  “Are you sure you don’t want to try calling your mom?” Danica asked Noel.


  “No,” she said, sounding lost. “You’re a better mom than she is. I just finally found the nerve to stand up to everyone.”


  Keith still wasn’t sure allowing Noel to back out of the funeral and flee was the best option, but he wouldn’t overrule her and force her, either. He hadn’t grown up in her household, although both she and Scott had related plenty of incidents that demonstrated the family had an asshole gene that ran deep over the years.


  How it skipped Noel baffled him, but he wouldn’t question it. Not when he was the benefactor of her love.


  


  * * * *


  


  A sense of relief filled Noel that night when they settled into the tight quarters of the guest room. The queen-sized bed wasn’t as large as their king-sized bed at home.


  Snuggled safely between Scott and Keith, she felt a peace the likes of which she’d never dreamed possible.


  “Thank you,” she softly said.


  “Who was that to?” Scott asked from behind her. She lay on her side, her ass wedged firmly against Scott, her face pressed against Keith’s shoulder.


  “Both of you,” she said.


  “Why?” Keith asked.


  “For letting me rage back at the hospital.”


  “I still don’t agree with how you handled it,” Keith said. “And there will be discussions when we get home about following orders.”


  “I know, Sir,” she said, finally able to call him that. Keith had ordered that, around Scott’s parents, they wouldn’t call him Sir, that they’d let Mike and Danica think it was an even partnership. “But if it makes any difference, it was a long time coming.”


  “I don’t know them the way you two do, so I can’t guess that. I know it was a stressful situation that wasn’t made any easier. I should have insisted on staying downstairs.”


  “I didn’t want you downstairs,” she said. “I needed you upstairs. And, thankfully, you were. Because that’s when I really needed both of you. I’m not happy how things happened, but honestly? I really do feel free for the first time in my life. I no longer give two fucks what any of them think.”


  “That’s fine, but this wasn’t the best way to do it.”


  “I know. I won’t, however, apologize for it. Maybe that makes me a shitty daughter and sister, and they’ve been right about me all these years. Or maybe it means I had my fill of being the punching bag for them all these years, the ‘jokes’ and ‘just kidding’ comments I tolerated and kept my mouth shut about, because when I protested I was always told to lighten up. Maybe if I’d blown up at them years ago, it wouldn’t have come down to this. I’m not going to change who I am or who I love. The only time I saw them was at Christmas, anyway. Counting yesterday, I’ve seen them eleven times in the past ten years. Other than my birthday, which half of the time most of them forget anyway, I get no acknowledgements from them. So…I’m done.”


  “Okay,” Keith said, kissing the top of the head. “If you’re sure.”


  “I’m sure.” She pulled Scott’s arm more tightly around her. “I have Scott, I have you, and I have Scott’s parents. And a shitload of good friends who’ve been supportive, loving family to me. I don’t need my blood relatives. I don’t want them. They obviously haven’t wanted me for years. It was just the final…”


  She swallowed back the rest of the comment. It was too macabre even for her to say, under the circumstances.


  “I finally just had enough,” she quietly said, instead of the reference to the final nail in the coffin.


  “Love you, girl,” Keith murmured in her hair.


  “Love you, too, Sir.”


  He reached across her to Scott, to stroke his arm. “Love you, too, boy.”


  Scott let out a content-sounding sigh. “Love you, too, Sir.”


  She turned her head and kissed Scott. “Love you.”


  “Love you, too. So much, you have no idea.”


  “I’m just glad we finally got this right and figured out what we needed,” she said.


  “Me, too,” Scott agreed.


  Chapter Twenty-Four


  


  It was a beautiful June day, sunny, gorgeous, perfect. The night before, they’d checked into their hotel room thirty minutes away. Close enough to drive, but not so far away it would make their argument for a hotel improbable. They preferred the neutrality of the hotel, a place they could retreat to if things went badly.


  Noel noticed how Keith had grown quiet during the drive, until he wasn’t answering questions in anything more detailed than monosyllabic grunts and head nods.


  In the backseat, Scott was doing his best to keep up a hint of a conversation, but Noel could see the way Keith’s knuckles grew increasingly white as he gripped the steering wheel more and more tightly with every mile of blacktop rolling beneath their wheels.


  She finally reached over and laid a hand on his jean-clad thigh. “We don’t need to do this,” she said. “We can turn around and catch an earlier flight home.”


  He didn’t respond, but in the backseat, Scott fell quiet.


  Noel had sent a Christmas card to Keith’s little sister, Aubrey, from the three of them. She’d located the woman via Facebook.


  From there, it’d led to some discussions via chat, then phone.


  And only then had Noel broken the news to Keith.


  Which had first earned her a spanking for going behind his back, and then a long, hard cuddle with his face buried in her hair after he whispered, “Thank you,” in her ear.


  Keith’s two sisters and brother didn’t share their parents’ views, and Aubrey was getting married tomorrow.


  Aubrey had invited them to come over to Keith’s parents’ house today for a family dinner. Aubrey and her fiancé, along with Keith’s older sister, brother, and their spouses, would be there early, before the rest of the guests, to help act as a buffer between Keith, Noel, and Scott and Keith’s parents.


  Aubrey really wanted Keith at her wedding. And hadn’t told her parents about his arrival. The siblings had agreed that they loved their brother and wanted him—and his significant others—to be there.


  But none of them wanted a repeat of Indiana.


  The question was if the Knepp siblings ganged up on their parents, would their parents relent and at least play nice for the day so Aubrey could have the wedding of her dreams with her entire family by her side?


  Keith also had two nieces and two nephews he’d never met. They wouldn’t be there today for the initial reunion, no one wanting to subject young children to any tempers if their father and mother unleashed. They would be brought over later by other family, closer to the time everyone was scheduled to gather.


  Noel was used to the vast, rolling farm landscape from having grown up in Indiana. Scott, who’d never lived anywhere other than Florida and had rarely ventured outside the state by car, was fascinated by the open miles of farmland.


  As they drew close and the tablet they were using as a GPS chirruped they were nearing their final turn, Keith pulled over onto the shoulder.


  When Scott tried to ask something, Noel waved him silent.


  Keith stared up the desolate country road at the driveway a few hundred yards ahead. It disappeared into a tree-lined avenue separating two fields, one holding cattle, another appearing to be growing corn or something, Noel wasn’t sure.


  He finally shifted the car into park and sat back, flexing his hands after peeling his fingers from the wheel.


  “You know,” he finally said, “you’d think this would be easier for me than this.”


  “You can do this,” Noel softly said. “We’re right here with you. Remember what you told me when we went to Indiana? It doesn’t matter what they say, because they’re viewing the world through their own skewed lens. It doesn’t mean shit in terms of our lives together. It doesn’t change how or what we feel for each other, and it doesn’t invalidate our relationship.”


  He arched an eyebrow at her. “That’s not fair, using my own words against me. Besides, look what happened in Indiana.”


  “We’ve hit both ends of the spectrum already,” Scott said. “Her family being assholes, and my family accepting this. What’s the worst they can do, cut you out of their lives again? Well, their loss. My parents love you. We love you.”


  Keith reached back between the seats. Scott took his hand and Keith squeezed. “Thank you,” he softly said. “I love you both, too. I never dreamed this was where my life would end up, but I wouldn’t change a thing if it means I get the two of you again.”


  Then he reached over and squeezed Noel’s hand. “I have to hand it to you, sweetheart. If you were a fraction as scared as I am right now when we went to Indiana, you have bigger balls than I ever suspected.”


  She laughed. “I was terrified. But I knew with the two of you next to me, what they said and thought didn’t matter. It was simply a final closure on something I’d long suspected, that they were more concerned with some fake family mythos than me as a human being.”


  “They worst they can do is throw us out, right?” Keith asked.


  “Right,” Scott and Noel echoed in unison.


  “And the best that can happen,” Noel said, “is that you get to see your siblings again, and meet your nieces and nephews. If your parents decide to play nice, all the better.”


  


  * * * *


  


  When they’d pulled into the yard, which was already filled with several cars, a woman Noel knew was Aubrey from photographs rushed out the front door and flung herself into Keith’s arms as soon as he emerged from the car.


  Noel rounded the car to stand next to Scott as the two siblings reunited, Aubrey softly crying against Keith’s shoulder as he softly talked to her.


  Other siblings and their spouses appeared, walking across the yard to join them, waiting a few steps away until Keith and Aubrey finished having their moment.


  When Aubrey finally let go of him, wiping at her eyes and sniffling as she did, she turned to Noel and gave her a crushing hug.


  “Thank you for bringing him back to us. Thank you so much.” Then she hugged Scott. “It’s good to finally meet both of you.”


  “How are they?” Keith asked, nodding toward the house. “They know anything yet?”


  “Not yet. We’re ready for the showdown,” Aubrey joked.


  Keith quickly made the introductions as an older couple appeared on the front porch.


  His parents.


  Keith took a deep breath and crossed the yard, stepping up onto the porch to speak with them, giving them both hugs. Although the hug with his father looked stiff and strained on both ends.


  With all the siblings and in-laws flanking Scott and Noel, Keith motioned for his partners to come join them.


  Noel knew she was squeezing Scott’s hand tightly, almost painfully, but she was nervous about how this would go down.


  Keith drew them close, his arms around Noel and Scott’s shoulders. “Mom, Dad. This is Noel and Scott.”


  “Thought you said you were gay,” his father said.


  “Well, that’s…complicated.”


  His mom looked terrified and hopeful at the same time, a combination of expressions Noel had never seen on anyone’s face before, but she could sympathize.


  Aubrey stepped forward. “I invited them, Dad. We all know about them. It’s not a big deal for any of us. I want Keith at my wedding, and we all want the three of them here. Now, I know this might be shocking to you, but there’s a lot of nontraditional relationships out there—”


  “Stop,” the man said, still staring at his son. “So are you gay or not?”


  “I guess technically I’m bisexual, Dad, if that’s your question. Although I fell in love with Scott first.”


  “And Scott and Noel are married? To each other?”


  “Yes.”


  He glared at Noel. “And you’re okay with this?”


  She started to answer but Keith shifted position to stand between them. “Is this going to be a problem?”


  She put her hands on Keith’s shoulders, peeking around Keith. “Yes, sir. I’m okay with this. Scott and Keith love each other, and they both love me. I consider myself very lucky.”


  His father seemed to be considering it. “So you’re not totally gay after all?”


  Noel finally realized the concession the man was looking to hear out of his son’s mouth, likely so he could claim some personal perception of victory over allowing his son back into his life without having to go back on his previous objections.


  “No, Dad,” Keith said, sounding aggravated. “I guess I’m not totally gay after all, if that’s what you want to hear.”


  He nodded. “That’s what I wanted to hear.” He looked at Aubrey. “If you want your brother here, your mother and I are fine with that.”


  “What about his partners?” Aubrey asked. “I want them there, too. We all do. We all know about this.”


  “Then I guess it’s okay with me.”


  Noel fought the urge to burst into happy tears. If only her family had been like this, life would have been so much easier.


  When Noel hugged Mrs. Knepp, she whispered into Noel’s ear, “Thank you, dear. I’ve missed my son.”


  By the time they returned to the hotel late that night, they were exhausted, but happy. Keith had fun playing with his nieces and nephews, and his mom, Eloise, had quietly confided to Noel in the kitchen that she wasn’t as pigheaded as her husband, and that she even watched cable TV, but she had to live with the man.


  She also made sure to give Noel her e-mail address.


  It was a bittersweet win Noel would cherish.


  Especially since none of her family had even sent Christmas cards. Not that she’d expected it.


  She’d tried calling her mom on Thanksgiving, but reached her voice mail.


  After three more tries over the next three days, with no calls being returned, Noel gave up until Christmas.


  With similar results.


  She’d written off her family permanently, but at least she had Scott’s parents and now the Knepp kin.


  “Thank you, sweetheart,” Keith said again as they were cuddled in bed and preparing to fall asleep after making fairly vanilla love, by their standards. “You were right.”


  “You’re welcome, Sir.”


  “I’m glad I get to see her get married.”


  “Me, too.”


  Scott chuckled. “I think your brother’s wife was still a little confused about everything.”


  “Yeah, but at least she was polite about it,” Noel said.


  “I don’t care,” Keith said. “Polite I can deal with. But…” He raised his head. “Tomorrow, please. Follow my directions. My dad is tolerating this situation. Let’s handle it like we did today, casually. Okay?”


  Scott and Noel nodded. “Yes, Sir,” they echoed.


  Keith let out a sigh. “And make sure not to call me that tomorrow, either.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Monday morning after their return from Oklahoma, Keith wished they could sleep in, or even call in and take an extra day off, but he had a lot of work waiting for him at the marina. He was already up and in the shower when he heard Noel come into the bathroom.


  “Hurry up, babe. We’re going to be late for work.” He thought it odd for her to be moving so slowly, because usually she was the first one awake every morning.


  He stuck his head out at the strange noise, just in time to see her dropping to her knees in front of the toilet and throwing up.


  “Shit. Scott!” He got the soap rinsed off him and grabbed a towel as a half-asleep Scott, who’d had to leave for work less than an hour after their return from Oklahoma yesterday and had only gotten home an hour earlier, stumbled into the bathroom, nearly tripping over Noel in the process.


  Scott knelt next to her. “What’s wrong?”


  “I don’t feel good,” she said. “I think I’m coming down with something. Must have caught something on the trip.”


  That wasn’t the first thought to hit Keith’s mind. He wrapped the towel around himself and stood, grabbing Scott’s arm and levering him out of the bathroom as he whispered in his ear.


  Then he returned to Noel’s side, dropping down next to her and gently gathering her hair in his hand, holding it back for her. “Sorry, babe. Let’s get you cleaned up, or do you think—”


  Another round of vomiting later, she finally felt a little steadier and let him help her up and to the sink so she could rinse out her mouth.


  “Where’s Scott?” she asked.


  “He’ll be right back.”


  “Where’d he go?”


  “I sent him out to get something for your stomach.”


  “Oh. Okay.”


  Well, that wasn’t the only thing, but Scott would be back in a few minutes, anyway. There was a Walgreens less than a mile down the street.


  When Scott returned just as Keith was helping Noel into bed, Keith got her up onto her feet again and back into the bathroom.


  “What’s going on?” she asked.


  Scott handed him the box. Keith handed it back to him. “Open it and read the instructions, please.”


  Scott ripped it open and did that.


  “What?” she asked. “What is that?”


  “A little wishful thinking on my part,” Keith said.


  Now she was tracking, her eyes widening. “But I just went off them last month. Three of your sister’s friends were sick at the wedding. I probably caught whatever they had.”


  “I know. Just checking. Humor me, girl.” On the one-year anniversary of the storm and her becoming Keith’s girl, she’d tossed her birth control pills.


  “Yes, Sir.”


  Ten minutes later, the three of them were staring at the tester, Keith in the middle with Noel and Scott flanking him.


  Keith reached up, grabbed both of them by the hair, then kissed Noel, followed by Scott. “Guess we’re going to have to change a few rules around here pretty soon, aren’t we?”


  Noel looked like she was in shock. “I can’t believe it happened that fast.”


  “What, with the two of us throwing your ankles over our shoulders every chance we got?” Keith joked.


  Scott laughed. “Sometimes several times a day.”


  Keith leaned down and pressed his lips against her still-flat belly. “Guess now we’ll have to make good use of the next several months while we have you all to ourselves.”


  She looked like she was in shock as she stared at the positive pregnancy test. “I wonder which of you did the deed.”


  “Doesn’t matter,” Scott said before Keith could answer. Scott laid a hand on her belly as Keith pulled them in for a hug. “That’s our baby, all three of us.” He looked up into Keith’s eyes. “Right?”


  Keith had never in his life ever imagined feeling this happy, this complete. “Right.”
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